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NMorne TEalL

HuntSVILLE'S
Madam

MoLLIE'S bordELLo IS Sald to havE
rESEmbLEd a boardlng houSE, with
many roomS opEnlng from a
cEntraL halLway. ShE waSn't thE
onLy madam In town, but wlth aS
many aS fIftEEn to twEnty gIrLS
houSEd thErE, hErS waS thE
LargESt opEratlon and rEputEdLy
thE moSt popular.
MoLLIE'S EStabLIShmEnt IncLudEd a
whiISKEy StILL In thE back yard and
thE SaLE of hEr homE brEw may
havE furthEr contrlbutEd to hEr
flnanclaL SuccESS. PIcturES ExISt of
thE houSE, but nonE of MoLLIE.
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* Lewter's Hardware Store

In 1928 our great-grandfather, D.A. Lewter, and our grandfather,
J.M. Lewter, started the family business in a small store on Washington

Street. They believed in offering fair prices, treating each customer with
special respect and hiring great employees.

We arc the fourth generation, proudly carrying on the same tradition.
While our prices have gone up slightly and we have a few more
employees, we still provide the same quality service our fore-fathers

A Hardware Store....
The Way You Remember Them

222 \Washington St -(256) 539-5777
F




Mollie Teal -
Huntsville's

Madam
by Kay Cornelius

From its beginnings as a
frontier town in the early 1800s,
Huntsville, Alabama has al-
ways attracted many different
kinds of people fromawide va-
riety of places. Most, if not all,
no doubt arrived in town with
hopes and expectations that in
Huntsville they would be free
to make or add to their for-
tunes. While some failed and
left in disappointment, many
others stayed, succeeded and
settled down to become civic
minded citizens.

Over the years many of
Huntsville's most successful
entrepreneurs have generously
contributed to the betterment
of the growing city. One of the
most unusual of these donors
and certainly the most color-
ful, was a woman named Mol-
lie Teal, who in the latter part
of the nineteenth century made
her mark as the operator of the
largest and most successful
bordello in town.

Before her death the sport-

“A man's got to do
what a man's got to do.
Then, a woman can do

what he can't.”

Vivian Kruse, Huntsville

ing house that she had run for a
number of years was willed as
a gift to Huntsville. The build-
ing then became the Huntsville
City Infirmary, predecessor of
{:hle present Huntsville Hospi-
al.

Very little is known about
Mollie Teal's early life. Accord-
m_g? to her tombstone in Maple
Hill Cemetery, she was born
on August 20, 1852 and died
in 1899. Her mother, Mary A.
Smith, also buried in Maple
Hill, died in 1872 at the age of
43. These facts suggest that ei-
ther Mary Smith had followed
her daughter to Huntsville or
that Mollie Teal had joined her
mother there at some earlier
time. Mollie may have come
to Huntsville from Memphis,
where newspaper accounts
there mentioned that one “M.
Teal” had been arrested for
prostitution.

Whether she ever worked
for anyone else in Huntsville
isn't known, but in June of 1893
Mollie paid $300 for a large
Victorian style house at the
present-day corner of St. Clair
and Gallatin Streets, where she
set up her business. Less than a
year later she was able to mort-
gage the house for $1,900, a
Poltle which she later repaid in
ull.

Mollie's bordello is said to
have resembled a boarding
house, with many rooms open-
ing from a central hallway.
She wasn't the only madam
in town, but with as many as
fifteen to twenty girls housed

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

Fax
(256) 533-9711

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

WILLS, PROBATE

“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.”
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Blinds, Shutters, Drapery
Woven woods, Cellular &
Roman Shades A More

Your Total Window
Treatment Provider

Rand’s Blinds Inc.

Bus: (256) 650-0465
Aesthetically Pleasing

Interior Window Treatments
Visit us at:

www. randsblinds.com
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there, hers was the largest op-
eration and reputedly the most
popular. Mollie's establish-
ment included a whiskey still
in the back yard and the sale of
her home brew may have fur-
ther contributed to her finan-
cial success. Pictures exist of
the house, but none of Mollie.

Older people in the commu-
nity who remembered seeing
her reported that Mollie Teal
made a most attractive appear-
ance and dressed in the latest
fashion when she went out.
No doubt she wore the wasp
waisted, heavy bosomed styles
of the time— leghorn-sleeved
dresses with bustles and per-
haps trains, sometimes with a
feather or fur boa around her
neck. Her costume would be
completed by a large felt or
straw hat, usually decorated
with flowers or feathers and
probably tilted at an angle.
Mollie Teal habitually took an
afternoon ride about town in
her elegant black Victoria car-
riage daintily holding a parasol
to her shoulder.

Sometimes Mollie paraded
her finely attired girls through
the Huntsville streets as a form

of advertisement for her es-
tablishment. The fact that they
wore obvious makeup would
have made their profession
clear enough, but Mollie's pres-
ence also confirmed where they
could be found. One of Mollie's
most famous outings occurred
when she filled her Victoria
carriage with some of her most
attractive girlsand made an un-
authorized appearance in the
town's Fourth of July parade.
Needless to say the entourage
created a sensation which was
generally welcomed by the
men of Huntsville, but perhaps
understandably, not by their
women.

Like the residents of the
town's other sporting houses,
Mollie's girls had regular med-
ical checkups under a pra?-
matic system that privately
regulated prostitution while
publicly censuring it. Several
times a year the local police or
sheriff would dutifully raid the
bordellos. These shows of offi-
cial outrage served to appease
the seﬁments of the commu-
nity who spoke out against the
operation of the bordellos, but
they had other benefits as well.

looseendsbymj.com
e-mail: mjailor@looseendsbymj.com

Do you need to settle an Estate?

Downsizing to a smaller house?

Organizing and running your Estate Sale?

Let us clean out-pack up-sell off or donate your items!

(fol Imm auU to tit afi! JLetJIMM Zttdt

tie tkem ufi tightl

Mary Jim Ailor
256-658-2718.

The raids also netted fines, fees
and other legal charges for the
city coffers. In addition, the au-
thorities were able to make sure
that any girl who might need a
health check would receive it
before being released from {'ail.
One of the most often told
stories about these sporad-
ic raids concerns a time that
Huntsville's volunteer fire de-
Bartm_ent was called to fight a
laze in one of the local bawdy
houses. The firemen quickl
put out the fire before muc
damage had been done, but
they made no haste to leave the
scene, “lest the flames should
eruptagain.” While the firemen
were still on the premises, the
police descended on the house
In one of their routine raids
and arrested them all. The vol-
unteers then resigned their fire
fighting posts in protest, leav-
ing the city without fire protec-
tion for awhile.
Apparently houses like Mol-

ie's never lacked for either cus-

AIR CONDITIONING &
HEATING UNITS
PLUMBING
ELECTRICAL
ENERGY AUDITS


looseendsbymj.com
mailto:mjailor@looseendsbymj.com

Good health begins with
good information.

Healthgrades has announced that Huntsville Hospital
is the only hospital in Alabama to be included in
America's 50 Best Hospitals for Cardiac Surgery for
five consecutive years (2016-2019).

The respected national organization also recognized
Huntsville Hospital as the only one in Alabama to be
among the Top 5% of hospitals in the nation for Spine
Surgery for 2019.

And if you’re counting stars, Healthgrades also gave
a Five-Star distinction (its highest rating) to Huntsville
Hospital's Total Knee Replacement program.

Improving lives.

'rn Huntsville
Lu g hospital
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tomers or residents, but among
the girls there was a steady
turnover. According to the late
Miss Bessie Russell, a number
of Mollie Teal's and the other
madams' girls managed to
leave their chosen profession
and marry into Huntsville fam-
ilies. Such instances horrified
the “good people” of the town.
They might grudgingly toler-
ate the presence of Mollie's
business as a necessary evil,
but they expected its practitio-
ners to keep away from the rest
of the townspeople.

Others of the girls probably
grew restless and moved on,
perhaps in search of whatever
elusive dreams had brought
them here in the first place.
However, Mollie Teal herself
stayed on in Huntsville and
continued to prosper over the
years, acquiring real and per-
sonal property, jewelry and
cash. In 1898 at the age of 47,
perhaps having some premo-
nition that she wouldn't live
much longer, Mollie made out
her Last Will and Testament.

Although Mollie Teal had
relatives, perhaps some who
were even then living in Hunts-

ville, she left nothing to them in
her will. The immediate benefi-
ciary of Mollie's property was
awoman named Mollie Green-
leaf, who could have been her
personal friend, housekeeper
or loyal servant.

Atfter the usual request that
her “Just debts and funeral
expenses” should be paid, the
second clause of Mollie Teal's
will stated that she wished to
give Mollie Greenleaf during
her lifetime “my house and lot,
said lot occupied by me now
as a residence... together with
all household and kitchen fur-
niture.” Another clause speci-
fied that at the death of Mol-
lie Greenleaf, “it is my will
that the city of Huntsville ac-
cept said house and lot for the
use and benefit of the public
schools or for a city hospital,
as the city authorities may elect
and the household and kitchen
furniture be sold for cash and
the proceeds be used towards
buying a library for use of said
public schools.” Then Mollie
requested that “All my other
personal property be sold for
cash by my executors and the
proceeds to be donated to the

J8ewykill

""the siwriiT 0f Quiet Elegance
and Affordable Quality"

Ptt&tal. Pwpuitwd xwec
Sru/iny all (foHcltiiti

nil fa-"al & (444 fuliaij

fT<M«dep ptf - Hfed fawdplt
{fte"atvuf

(256) 536-9197

* Social Security Disability * Personal Injury
* Workers Compensation

‘Helping You Is Not A Job - Its Our Mission”

929 Merchants Walk

Huntsville, Al

256)-534-4502 Office
(256) 534-4503 Fax
(256) 233-3328 (Athens)

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

b



public schools.”

No one will ever know for
certain why Mollie Teal chose
to leave anything to the town
in which she had lived for so
many years. One story quotes
Mollie as saying on her death-
bed, “I've done much to ruin
the young men of Huntsville.
Now | want to help.” Howev-
er, it is debatable whether Mol-
lie ever felt any such pangs of
conscience or remorse about
her contribution to the city's
morals. Mollie Teal died only
a year after her will had been
written and apparently Mollie
Greenleaf passed on to her re-
ward only a year or two after-
ward. At any rate, before any
of Mollie Teal's property could
be disposed of under the terms
of her will, it was challenged
in court by “John W. Smith, et
al”” claiming to be Mollie Teal's
“heirs at law and next of kin.”

In a tangled web of legal
suits, the Smiths claimed in
Chancery Court that Mollie
Teal's bequest to the “City of
Huntsville” was void because
it should have been addressed
to “The Mayor and Aldermen
of the City of Huntsville.”

When the plaintiffs (the
Smiths) won their case, the de-
fendants (the city of Huntsville)
appealed and the decision was
reversed by the Alabama Su-
|@reme Court in a ruling made

ebruary 28, 1903. However,
the Smiths made one more at-
temptto gain some benefit from
Mollie's estate by filing an Ap-
plication for Rehearing. They
argued that since the money in
the bank was not specifically
mentioned, it should not go to
the city of Huntsville.

In an opinion dated July 9,

“l forgive and forget be-
cause | have a good heart
and a terrible memory.”

Belinda Tallent

1903, the Alabama Supreme
Court ruled that the heirs were
entitled to the money Mollie
Teal had on hand at the time
of her death, which was depos-
ited in two banks in Huntsville.

Presumably the proceeds
from the sale of her other per-
sonal property would, how-
ever, still be ?iven to the city
as Mollie Teal had designated
in her will. On August 5, 1903,
the Huntsville Daily Mercury
guoted City Attorney Murphy
as reporting that the contest of
the will of the late Mollie Teal
had been settled and the city
was to get Mollie Teal's house
and property.

The gentlemen who ran the
city of Huntsville now had
Mollie Teal's house and lot,
but they found themselves at a
loss to know what to do withiit.
Mollie's primary request, that
the property be used as a school
and that the proceeds from her
personal goods be used to sui)-
ply alibrary for the same, could
not be honored. The citizens of
Huntsville might have been
able to tolerate Mollie Teal's
Presence and profession in her

ifetime, but even to think of
havin?_their children going to
school'in or checking out books
from a building that had been
a bordello too far exceeded the
bounds of propriety to be con-
sidered.

Mollie's will had specified
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Sorrow looks back,
worry looks around, and
faith looks up.

GLASS V

Far Tiny Purpose

PATTERNS
FOR—

'IffabJde Tops
Dressers
Radio rab/es
Desks
Mantles
Counters
Etc!

Al{/uﬁTjEc* Eruund

Call 364 and id

us rjicrko you an
estimate.

Huntsville
Glass & Paint Co.

Decades have gone by - we have
anew phone number - and though

we no longer sell paint, we have
kept our tradition of service for all
of Huntsville's glass needs.

(256) 534-2621
2201 Holmes Ave.

Alabama
Coin & SiLver .

I Buying - Selling - Trading
> Estate Appraisals

A\i Phone (256) 536-0262

Charles Cataldo, Jr. - Owner

900 Bob Wallace Ave., Suite 122
In the Contral Park Shopping Contor Next to Qulzno's
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that the city was to get the
house for use “of the public
schools, or a city hospital.” As
such, it could not legally be
sold.

Into this dilemma stepped
some doctors' wives and other
civic minded women who had
long advocated the establish-
ment of a place of treatment
for the sick in the city of Hunts-
ville. Since such a use as that
not only met the legal terms
of Mollie Teal's will, but also
filled a genuine need, the city
fathers decided that the prop-
erty she had willed to Hunts-
ville should be utilized as a
hospital. The large house with
the shady past was then exten-
sively remodeled and opened
for use in 1904 as the “Hunts-
ville City Infirmary.”

In addition to being Hunts-
ville's first hospital, it also
housed a school of nursing.
Both remained in operation un-
til 1926, when Huntsville Hos-
pital opened.

Throughout the years, the
Huntsville City Infirmary's oc-
cupants were quite aware of its
former history. A woman who
trained at the school of nursing
in the building recalled that the
front screen door would some-
times slam and hook itself shut,
at which time it would |{'/(Iakir_lg-
ly be said that “Miss Mollie”
had locked the door and was
“checking on the customers.”

After Huntsville Hospital
opened, the infirmary build-
ing was sold and soon fell
upon hard times. Becoming
ever more dilapidated, the
building in turn saw use as a
cheap boarding house, a “shot
house,” and it is said, eventu-
ally reverted to its original pur-

“Love is a little old man
and a little old woman still
being friends after they
really know each other.”

Mandy, age 8

pose although not in a manner
that Miss Mollie would have
tolerated or approved of in
her day, before it eventually
burned. )

Although Mollie Teal has
been gone many years, tales
about her still persist and she
has never been completely for-
gotten. Even to this day, her
grave, located near the Confed-
erate soldiers' section of Maple
Hill Cemetery, is ‘periodically
decorated with fresh flow-
ers. Who brings them no one
knows. Perhaps it is someone
who thinks that Mollie Teal
should be thanked in some
small way for adding a splash
of color to Huntsville during
her lifetime and then givin
part of the city's wealth bac
after her death.
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Customer Recommended

Stonework
Stucco
Repairs
Pavers
Curbs

Walkways
blocks

Licensed - Insured - References

Sour Cream
Muffins

1 stick butter, softened

1/2  c.sugar

1/2 t. salt

4 eggs, well beaten

1-1/2 c. sour cream

1t. soda

34 c. plainflour

Pinch grated nutmeg

Cream together the butter,

sugar and salt, beat til fluffy.
Add eggs, soda and nutmeg.
Add flour and sour cream alter-
nately and mix well.

Fill greased muffin tins
about 2/3 full and bake at 450
degrees for 15 minutes.

%

“No Job is too Small”

Michael Sylvester

(256) 694-2469
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Daring hold up
of the

Mill Payroll -
1923

A sensational rumorwas cur-
rent on the streets of Huntsville
throu?hout Friday, that a num-
ber of professional yeggmen
were in the city and that they
were plotting extensive opera-
tions here.

A number of bankers and
mill men were questioned by
the paper, but none permitted
their names to be used in con-
nection with the rumor.

Itwas learned, however, that
precautions were being taken to
make any effort of the Keggmen
to pull off anything here and
that they would meet a very
crushing reception if anything
of the kind were attempted.

One report had it that a mill
man had been warned of the
appearance of the yeggmen and
that he had, in turn, warned
other mill workers that he had
learned that an attempt would
be made to hold up at least one
ofthe mill pay rolls on Saturday.

It was also said that local
banks were taking precautions
and that extra guards might
be employed for any possible
emergency. It was stated that
in at least one of the local banks
every employee was armed for
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the yeggmen should they ap-
pear and that they knew how
to shoot if called upon to do so.

The sheriff's office was aware
of the rumor and Sheriff Lane
will be fully prepared to meet
the situation if it arises. _

It was supﬁosedly stated in
one quarter that the yeggmen
said to be in Huntsville were
thought to be the same who
have been robbing stores, stag-
ing hold-ups and creating terror
inseveral parts of the Tennessee
Valley.

InterSouth

properties

“Leasing and Managing Huntsville's Premier Office Buildings”

* Highland Office Park, Phases 1 & 2

Phone (256) 830-9160
Fax (256) 430-0881

* Park West Center
* University Square Business Center

* 8215 Madison Blvd.

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com

Don Broome Studios

What started as an artist making his own frames has
become a complete frame shop in my home.

Let me help you select the right materials to

compliment your work.

7446 Clubfield Cir.
Huntsville, Ala 35802

By Appointment.

256-880-3497
256-656-1457


http://www.intersouth-properties.com
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River Mystery in
Scottsboro has
People Puzzled

from 1927 Newspaper

Great excitement and per-
plexity has been caused in Jack-

son County by the mysterious
disappearance of Mr. and Mrs.
Hugh Garland, who were last
seen Monday afternoon when
they boarded a motor cruiser
to go up the Tennessee river a
short distance to buy fish. The
24-foot cabin cruiser has been
discovered four miles below
Scottsboro, abandoned, and at
some distance from the shore.
No trace of the missing couple
except a woman's pocketbook
and gloves found in the cabin,
have been discovered.

Some people have conjec-
tured that either Mr. or Mrs.
Garland fell into the river and
that the other lost their life in a
vain attempt at rescue.

Empty  whiskey bottles
found on the boat has added to
the mystery as the young cou-

“Works well when under
constant supervision and
cornered like a rat in a
trap.”

Taken from Huntsville
company employee
evaluatiev

ple were well known for their
opposition to alcoholic bever-
ages.

The young couple, married
last April, were last seen by a
house guest Miss Ruby Man-
ning, who decided to wait on
the dock while they made the
short trip to purchase fish.

The swollen condition of
the Tennessee makes dragging
for the bodies impossible, but
a lookout is being kept below
Scottsboro.
~ The condition of the boat
is very perplexing to officers
investigating the strange dis-
appearance, since the igni-
tion to the motor of the cruiser
was turned on and the tanks
contained fuel. The boat was
found hidden in a thicket of
trees in a backwater. Numer-
ous footsteps were observed at
the scene.

Spry Funeral

and Crematory

Homes, Inc.

Family owned and operated
since 1919

(256) 536-6654

Valley View Cemetery

open with 100 acres reserved
for future development

(256) 534-8361

| awrens

809 MADISON STREET
HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801

BRIDAL REGISTRY

China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table
Linen, Cookware.
Decorative Accessories, Invitations and
Announcements, Lenox China & Crystal,
Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath.
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This is Your Life -
Debra McKay

by Hugh Michaels

Hillwood Baptist Church
honored one of its most dedi-
cated members on March 11th.
Debra McKay was the honoree
at the annual event - "This is
Your Life". Debra is very de-
serving of thisaward. The large
crowd In attendance gave their
approval by giving a standing
ovation when Debra was an-
nounced as the recipient. She is
the 30th member of Hillwood
to receive this award.

Everyone enjoys the fun,
food and fellowship which was
abundant at this special event.

Huntsville should be proud
that so many people can gather
together in a Christian atmo-
sphere -"To God Be The Glory."

Hillwood continues to be a
beacon in the community un-
der the guidance of Dr. Charles
Freeman.

It is always fun listening to
the stories told by the guests.
Debra was shocked by so many

people who were there, and
she wasn't able to identify all
of their taped voices, who were
recorded earlier then made
their appearance!

Debra will remember this
for the rest of her life, so will
those who were there.
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West Station
Antigues

Come visit us in
Owens Cross Roads at the
Historic Hornbuckle Garage

on old Hwy 431.

Phone (256) 725-BOOK (2665)

Books - Paper Items
Postcards - Linens - Quilts
Pottery - China - Glassware

Sterling Silver - Jewelry
Furniture

Visit us at our website:
www.gibsonbooks.com

3037 Old Highway 431
Owens Cross Roads 35763

256-725-BOOK (2665)

New Hours: Thurs - Sat 10-5
Sun -1 -5

Pick up some flowers
and Fresh Fruit for

your Mom!

Ferns and Flowers,
Delicious local
strawberries, vine-ripe
tomatoes
Fresh Vegetables

Eill RnmMullins Honmey

CEaeae)D S = 6 7

Open Mon-Sat 8-4, Sunday 8-1
1022 Cook Avenue NW, behind Krispy Kreme


http://www.gibsonbooks.com
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Grandma was asked recently
what she recommends as the best
way to discipline one's child. |
have ten thoughts on that.

1. Always say what you mean
and mean what you say, and
stick by it. I have heard parents
say, "I'm gonna kill you if you do
that again.” That is a bad idea for
many reasons. You do not mean
it and you certainly are not go-
ing to do it. But if you said, "stop,
and don't hit the dog again or you
are going to your room," and the
childdoesit. They mustgoto their
room for time-out. Time-out for a
short spell or long as warranted is
a very effective punishment. And
no TV, music or other entertain-
ment when they are there. If they
disobey, remove that device from
their room during the time out or
for a day or longer.

2. For older children, remov-
ing items like a stereo, TV, Game
station, iPad or whatever device
they use for entertainment for
a period of time is also effec-
tive. If you say it will be a week,
don't give it back in a day or two.

Sometimes chores can “earn” it
back sooner.

3. Be consistent and firm,
no matter what mood or frame
of mind you find yourself in at
the time. But be careful what
you promise. That works both
ways. If you promise you will
do something with or for them,
DO IT. If you are not sure, say,
"Maybe, but this is not a prom-
Ise."

4. When two parents are in-
volved, make sure they are on
the same page. No conflicting
orders, permission or anything
like that. A child will often get
a “no” from one parent, then go
in the other room, present the
case differently to see if they get
a “yes." Don't let that happen.

5. Adding extra chores and
forfeiting allowance is effective

on older children.

6. Taking car keys after
they are sixteen is golden for
a parent as punishment. Use it
sparingly, because you'll have
to drive the errands they may
be doing for you, instead of
them.

7. Some parents have re-
quired community service for
serious issues.

8. Most teenagers want to
please their parents, even if
they seem to be rebelling.

9. Have firm rules with
teens on what is acceptable
and what is not.

10. Patience, and a lot of it,
IS required where a teenager
Is involved and by all means
keep smiling whenever you
can. That helps you both. Say
“l Love You" often.

It's about how yOLIME/N/

comfort, dignity, dreams.
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BILL'S
BIRTHDAY

Wishing my sweet husband Bill a Happy Birthday in
Heaven on May 2nd, ftdoesn'tseem like you have been
gone almost 3 years. My day starts with you on my mind
and ends with me telling you good night. I missyou
so much!! What I would dojust to hear your voice say
Ilove you. You would beproud how our kids have
gotten me through the last few years.

The kids, grandkids and Hove and miss you so much.

I will see you again my Sweet Bill \/

13
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Love Thy Neighbor

by Malcolm W. Miller

The Good Book says, "It is appointed unto
man once to die and after that the judgment,” and
this will of course always hold true. However,
the concern for the families of the deceased and
the respect for the dead have changed drastically
over the years.

I recall many years ago when someone in the
community passed away, word always spread
quickly and just about every neighbor dropped
whatever they were doing and went to see what
they could do to help the family of the deceased.
The majority of the neighborhood women would
pitch in and clean up the home of the deceased
while others would be busy preparing food to
carry to the home. In many cases when someone
passed there was no insurance or money to pay
for any type of burial, so some of the folks would
wash, dress and lay out the body.

While this was going on at the home some of
the neighborhood men would gather at the lo-
cal cemetery and take turns digging the grave;
then at nightfall people came from all over to "sit
up with the dead" as well as to console with the
family. | have done this many times myself. As
the sun begin to go down the house and the yard
would be filled with family, friends and neigh-
bors showing their respect to the family. As the
sun begin to come up the next day people were
still there praying and paying their respects and
caring for the family. People did not believe that
the deceased or the deceased family should be
left alone.

On the day of the funeral everyone in the
area came to the service. After the funeral the
remains were lowered into the grave. The men
of the community would stand in line for their
turn to shovel some dirt into the grave; just an-

other excellent way of showing con-

cern and respect.
Today when someone passes

away the funeral home is called im-
mediately and the body is then tak-
en to the funeral home. Many folks
already have what | call "a layaway
plan™ with a certain funeral home
and everything is already picked out
and paid for. There is "no sitting up
with the dead" as the funeral homes

“l refuse to think of them as
chin hairs. | like to refer to
them as stray eyebrows.”

Jane Smith, Huntsville

* Local Authors

* EstatE Evaluation
John M. Shaver
256-533-7364

Email shaversbks@comcast.net

close by ten o'clock at night. The County Commission-
er's office is usually called and they send machinery to
the cemetery to dig the grave and line it for the oncom-
ing casket or vault, whichever the case may be.

I, for one, am certainly not against progress. | have
seen more progress in 88 years of life that anyone can
imagine. | am well aware that everyone leads a bus-
ier life these days than they did in my younger years,
however it is certainly a sad situation when a person
dies and the neighbors down the road don't even know
about it until they read it in the newspaper or on the
internet - many times a day or two after the funeral.

That happened to me just recently. Maybe it is just
as well that people don't know about it in time to go
to the funeral, that way they don't have to make up an
excuse to themselves about not going to visitation or the
funeral home to show concern and respect to the family.
Some do take a minute or two to go by, run through and
sign the guest book. And then there are others that ac-
tually go, talk to the family and console the deceased's
loved ones. Church families are good about this.

There are some, still today, that “Love thy neighbor
as thyself and | can only hope | am one of those.

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc

Inspections performed
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

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

* Books' New and Old
“ Out of Print Search
* First Editions
~ Appraisals

Railroad Station Antiques

315 Jefferson St. N.
Huntsvine, Al 35801

Rare-nBooks
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by Betty Hallmark Atkinson

My Mother was the first born
in her family. Her Daddy was
named William, so Mother was
Sgiven the name "Willie Mae".

he was a tall girl for her age and
very good at playing basketball.
So, when the boys had a game go-
ing on, they all wanted her to be
on their team.

She married my Daddy when
she was 15 years old and had her
first baby when she was 16. She
raised five children, the last 2
were my twin sister and me.

Mother worked hard all of
her life, whether it was in the
fields hoeing and picking cotton,
planting vegetable gardens, can-
nin% food, using the old pressure
cooker, or tending to the chickens,
cows and hogs.

Mother always wore some-
thing on her head; a hair net, a
scarf, a rag, while she was cook-
ing, or painting something. There
were even times out in the gar-
den, when she would might have
been seen with a pair of bloomers
on her head.

Mother also worked in the
lunch room at school and later as
a cook and waitress in a cafe. Her
work was never ending. She also
took in and cared for her in-laws,
and both of her parents when the
time came.

She was a very generous per-
son, always reaching out to any-
one in need. Strangers, friends,
family or neighbors; be it cook-
ing meals, cleaning their homes,
washing and ironing their clothes,
sitting up with the dying, or tend-
ing to the sick.

Her door was always opened,
and people were welcomed in.
She loved to talk and would,
to strangers, the rich or poor, it
didn't matter who they were, or
their situation in life.

I never heard my Mother gos-
sip or judge anybody. She in-
stilled and taught her children by
her goodness, deeds and by exam-
ple. These were important lessons
of life.

When she finally would take
a break, I can still see my Mother
sitting on the porch with her fa-
vorite chewing tobacco, “Days
Work”,reading her favorite maga-
zine “True Confessions”. Sadly
she passed in 2002.

Thank you God for giving me
the most precious gift of life, “My
Mother.”
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“I've learned that
whenever | decide
something with kindness,
| usually make the right
decision.”

Louise Avery, Huntsville

Marathon
Painting

Services including:
*Exterior & Interior
painting
*Woodworking
*Deck Cleaning
*Gutter Repair
*Pressure Washing
*Handyman Services
*Roofing
*Doors
*Drywall
*Siding
*Window Cleaning
(256) 326-8053

John M. Bzdell

Free Estimates * References upon
Request * Licensed & Insured

Alpha Estate Sales and Auctions Presents
May’s Awesome Furniture & Collectibles Auction!

&GP eI A%

Sunday, May 26,2019 at 1:30 p.m.

Auction Preview time: Saturday, May 25
irom Noon - 4:00 pm
& Sunday irom Noon until the Auctions Begins

Alpha also has two incredible Estate Sales
coining up in May at:

10-11 May Centennial Dr in Harvest, AL
17-18 May Drexel Dr in Huntsville, AL

XZisiT: us O mlsm<zx Eit
WNNVWWWVWY . ZXI1I pFtEIESTEICTC?SEI T &S . C«2»rm

anmnd ora Fsocefcaoolc, Auctriorazifa.coraa,
EstateSales.net or EstateSales.org


http://WWW.ZXI
EstateSales.net
es.org
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May Memories

by Elizabeth Wharry

May has always been my favorite month.
Growing up near Cleveland, Ohio, it usually
meant putting away winter clothes, and the unof-
ficial start of summer.

When | was in grade school, I attended St.
Mary of the Assumption. | attended from first
grade until | graduated in eighth grade. In May,
we would have a pageant honoring the Blessed
Mother. Usually, the "big kids" were involved in
it. We younger kids got to watch. In order to be
considered a "big kid", one was in either 7th or
8th grade. By the time | became a "big kid", the
yearly pageant had come to an end.

Advance the calender to May 1976. It's our
country's bicentennial, and the year | graduate.
As a senior, | can now attend the prom without
permission. It also means that I can officially go
to "after prom"!

Tickets for both events were $50. After prom
was held at Cedar Point amusement park in San-
dusky, Ohio...3 hours away.

| was dating a young man from another high
school. He wanted to attend his prom as well. We
came up with a pretty workable solution. Steve

“My mother was 88 years old and didn't
need glasses. She drank right out
of the bottle.”

Henny Youngman

would pay for his prom tickets, and both tux
rentals, and | would pay for my prom tickets,
the flowers for both proms and the food at Ce-
dar Point. It was a fair deal for both of us. We
each laid out about $120.

Going to Cedar Point meant getting up at
6AM, after crawling in bed after midnight.
Steve picked me up about 7AM. The Cedar
Point administration had made a deal with
the various high schools in the state. The park
would open on Saturdays for after proms,
before its official opening on Memorial Day
weekend.

When | purchased my prom tickets, | was
issued 2 paper bracelets. My high school's
name was on it and there was room for one's
name as well. That got us into the park.

| remember having a wonderful time with
Steve. We walked all over the park holding
hands, we rode rides and came off them smil-
ing and in general just had fun.

After graduation, Steve and | went our sep-
arate ways. Wherever you are, Steve, | hope
life has been kind to you.
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Why do croutons come in airtight

Tips from Liz
boxes? Aren't they just stale bread

* If you store your patio umbrellain one leg of a pair of o

panty%ose, this keeps it together and allows it to breath. to start with
* To clean silver; in a tin pie plate mix 1 tablespoon

water softener, 1 tablespoon salt and 1-1/2 cup hot wa-

ter. Add your silver and watch the change.

* A piece of orange rind in your morning coffee cup

lends a good, but subtle, flavor: N e a I S
* A good air freshener is to combine 1/4 cup orange

rind (use vegetable peeler for large Ei_eces) with 1 cup of

coffee beans(hazelnutis good) ina Ziploc'bag. Let alone

Iﬁ'ﬁgu%%ﬁ{ ;%l}:qﬁgrgg.en bag and place in small saucers P r e S S u r e

* To get odors out of your plastic containers, crumple

up pieces of newspaper to put inside the container, at- -
tal%hptop and leave Tor a fewpdays. W aS h I n
* Shaving cream rubbed onto your eyeglasses will
keep them from fogging up.
* Make your own superfine sugar by whirling regu- WE CLEAN ITALL!

lar Slli?ar in %blender or_clean coffeevgrin er. .
* Have a bad water ring on your wooden table? Sim-

ply coat the stain with a thin layer of mayonnaise to re-

move. o Painting
* Many of your old wall clocks have quit working. To -
get them going again, use a couple of cotton balls soaked H ome Re pal r

in kerosene, placed inside the clock near the works, to

fume away the dust and muck.

* Keep a pair of scissors in your kitchen drawer for 256—603—4731
quick opening of packages, boxes, etc. .

* |f you nolice your pickup truck is sliding around in

the rain, it helps to put 4 fifty-pound bags of sand in the Licensed & Insured
bed of the truck, adds 200 pounds! Truck beds are gen-
erally light and that causes sliding on wet roads. Proud Member of

* Keep yourself healthy and you won't have to visit BBS
the doctor so often - gives you alot more time to do other the BBB F

important things.

Visiting our Gardens is
&S like a WAIK in the PaRk!

Bennett Nurseries

At Bennett Nurseries, you'll find a relaxing, park-like atmosphere. Here
you can get ideas from our landscaped display areas, and walk through

acres of greenhouses. We carry a complete selection of trees, shrubs,
flowers, bulbs, vines and plants for this area.

(256) 852—62 1 1 Right Next Door to Across the Pond

7002 Memorial Parkway No., Huntsville, Al 35810



Old Huntsville Page 18

Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

The Photo of the Month for
April was none other than Tom
Carney. Many people called and
most guessed that it was Bill
Easterling so I might have to
get that sweet baby picture too.
The first correct caller was Cathy
Hicks of Huntsville. She com-
pared Tom's picture to the one
that we run in the magazine each
month for his “From the Desk of
Tom Carney” and she saw simi-
larities. Cathy is retired and just
happy that spring is here.

And we had a first caller for
the hidden baseball bat that
didn't turn out to be so hidden
after all - got lots of calls and
even a message from a guy who
said it was “hidden in plain
sight!”” Well Karl Peterson was
the first caller and wins a year of
Old Huntsville. Karl and sweet
wife Bobbie live in Madison!

So to really put a challenge
out there, in this issue | have
hidden a tiny rain drop in honor
of the record rainfall we have
had these last couple of months.
There's no wait time, if you find
it call me but this one will be lots
tougher than the baseball bat.

We were so very sorry to
learn that Billy Wayne Daly
had passed away, at the age of
81. He was a lifelong resident
of Ardmore, Al and was a Vet.
He loved gardening and wood-
working, and spending time
with his family and Veteran
friends. He is survived by his
daughter Jan (Blake) Dorning,
brothers Louie Daly and Fred
Daly, Jr.; grandchildren Whit-
ney Dorning, Austin Dorning
and Meghin (Matt) EIliff. His
dear friends Betty McNeese and
Pat Bryant will miss him every
day, as will Billy's entire family.

A special Hello to Lynett
Wells of Gurley who always
takes the time to tell us how
much she loves reading about
this area’s history!

Many of us have lost our
moms and Mother's Day is a
beautiful celebration for those
who can hug their moms or even
have a good conversation with
them. We send love to all moms
this Mother's Day but especially
to those who have memories

Our favorite bank - BB&T on
Church Street - has the sweet-
est ladies working there. lan-
thia Bridges and sweet hus-
band Frazer will celebrate their
26th wedding anniversary May
15th. Her mom's birthday (Joyce

Free Attorney Consultation for Ban kru ptcy

The Law Firm of

MITCHELL HOWIE

Legal Services - Probate - Estate Planning - Wills

256-533-2400

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

lj*r

Ramsey) is May 28 and her niece
Raegan Lanier has a May 12
birthday.

Also atBB&T is Jane Eller and
she wants to wish her husband
Danny a 70th birthday on May
16. The family is celebrating at
their Titus Ford Lake House and
everyone will be there to show
their love!

John Bzdell and Margaret
Watson are so proud to show
off their new granddaughter
who has the coolest name - she
is Lemon Jade Bzdell! Her par-
ents are John Bzdell, Jr. and Jes-
sica Bzdell. Lemon was a March
baby and is beautiful.

I know we say this every year
but it seems the pollen is thicker
than ever. When you see those
videos of clouds of pollen in
Texas when cars go through the
roads and there are just clouds of
yellow pollen it makes you want
to sneeze. There are some really
good eye drops that are for those
with bad allergies to pollen and
they really work.

Billy Leatherwood was a be-
loved husband and father and
grandfather and he is missed
everyday. His birthday is May
2 and not a day goes by that his
wife Rosemary doesn't think

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

year subscription to “Old Huntsville”

Call (256) 534-0502

This beautiful toddler has
a historic home to manage,

that is visited by a ghost.



about him.

Ourannual WhistleStop BBQ
Festival is happening here May
3 and 4 and it's located at the
Huntsville Depot and Round-
house. You can be a mile away
and smell that great smoky scent.
Also there's an interesting Craft
Beer Trail that features 12 brew-
eries and Downtown Huntsville
will be the epicenter for this ex-
citing event. This was created in
order to connect the 4 craft beer
stores and 8 craft breweries. To
get started you pick up a “Trail
Card” from any of the breweries
or stores, get it stamped at each
location and there are prizes you
can win. Google Downtown
Huntsville Inc. and you'll see
all kinds of upcoming events in-
cluding this one.

The Chili Cookoff at the His-
toric Lowry House in March
was a huge hit and it was made
even better by the free wine bar.
Everyone attending got to taste
each of the chilis and salsas and
vote, with big prizes for the win-
ner. Mark your calendars for
next year!

Since the weather is totally
differentevery year and we have
seen people go through pure hell
when tornadoes, floods, fires etc.
occur, you might as well plan
on that. Do you have a plan in
place in case you had nothing
tomorrow? Have you thought

UN 1

about it? Do you have extra sup-
plies someplace, an escape route
in case of fire? It doesn't just hap-
pen to people we see on TV, our
area has been through it in the
past with terrible tornadoes. Just
might be a good idea to have a
plan in place for you and your
family.

Happy Birthday on May 8
to our friend & business part-
ner Ron Eyestone! He and wife
Barb will celebrate in style!

And that traveler Linda
Goldman will celebrate on May
25 - she and husband Darryl are
on their dream RV traveling ad-
venture and we are so envious!

Those who have attended
Concerts on the Dock at Lowe
Mill on Seminole Drive are just
addicted - it's a free event ($5 for
parking) and there are bands/
musicians that set up on the dock
and play for the crowds who sit
in the grass below. It happens
every Friday from 6-9pm and
you have 3 restaurants to eat at
or can bring your own food/
drinks. You do need to bring
your alcoholic drinks, chairs
and blankets. Google Lowe Mill
Concerts on the Dock for more
information.

A Dbit early but in August
Downtown Huntsville Women
in Music Weekend returns for
its 2nd year. It will feature over
20 female musicians performing
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at over 10 downtown area ven-
ues over a 4 day stretch.

Raymond Renegar just had
a birthday and turned 90 years
young. He is a regular reader
of Old Huntsville and one day
we're going to have to get some
of his growing up memories. We
hope you had a wonderful birth-
day with your family!

The Hidden Gardens of Old
Town Garden Tour will be on
June 2, a Sunday, from 1-5. Tick-
ets are $10 and you can see 12
gardens. In addition there are
historic homes of interest along
the tour, not to go into but to
find out more information. You
just park and walk. Rain date is
June 9 if needed, but be sure and
come by because you'll get some
great ideas for your own garden.
Wear comfortable shoes and
maybe some cold water to carry
with you.

There will be a couple of
spots for credit card payments
but most of the gardens will be
cash only, and you get a wrist-
band. That gives you access to
all the gardens and it should be
a very memorable day. It only
happens once every 3 years and
the gardens are all unique and
beautiful.

Have a gorgeous May and get
out there to take part in all the
activities in and around Hunts-
ville and our areal!

I =0 ==

[ Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
j QUICK RESPONSE TEAM

(24/7 Emergency Day or Night)


http://www.united-specialist.com
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Cheddar Curry Spread
3 o0z. shredded Cheddar
cheese

3 T. chopped black olives

1/2 c. finely chopped green
onion

1/2 c. mayonnaise

1/2 t. curry powder

Party rye bread

Mix all except for the bread

and put in fridge overnight.
Spread on party rye bread and
bake in 400 degree oven for 5
minutes. Garnish with parsley
or sliced black olives.

Chipped Beef Dip

1 c. chopped pecans
3 t. melted butter
8-0z. pkg. cream cheese,
softened
1/4 c. milk
2-1/2 oz. dried beef, minced
1/2 t. garlic powder
1 8-0z. carton sour cream
4 t. minced onion
Saute pecans in butter til
lightly browned, drain on pa-
er towels and set aside. Com-
ine remaining ingredients,
mix well. Spoon into greased
1-1/2 quart baking dish. Top

Star Market

and Pharmacy

Just Good Food

with the pecans and bake at 350
degrees for 20 minutes. Serve
hot with assorted crackers or
chips.

Lemon Spiked Broccoli

1 Ib. fresh broccoli

1/2 c. chopped %reen onions
1 T. plus 1t fresh lemon
juice

1/4 c. butter

1/4 c. chopped celery

1/4t. grated lemon rind

Cuttough ends off the broc-
coli, wash well and steam for
about 7 minutes. Melt butter in
a small saucepan, add the on-
ions and celery. Cook til tender
and stir in the lemon juice.

Place broccoli in a butter-
greased serving dish. Pour the
onion mixture over the broccoli
and sprinkle with lemon rind.

Sour Cream Chicken

6 chicken breasts, skinless
and boneless

2 cans cream of mushroom
soup

1/2 pint sour cream

3/4 c. herb stuffing

-JBt

I

Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy

Your Friendly Neighborhood
Pharmacy & Grocery Store

Located in Historic Five Points

702 Pratt Ave. -

256-534-4509

STAR

market

1 stick butter, melted

Poppy seeds
~ Cook the breasts and chop
into bite-size pieces. Spread
chicken in a greasted, 13x9”
glass pan. Combine the soup,
sour cream, herb stuffing and
butter. Pour over the chicken
and sprinkle lightly with pop-
Py seeds. Bake at 325 degrees
or an hour. Great over rice or
pasta.

Hot Cabbage & Potatoes

1 large slice cooked ham
4 medium potatoes
1/2 head cabbage, chopped
Salt and pepper to taste
Cut ham into large pieces
and boil in water til it appears
to have oil on it. Peel potatoes,
uarter them and add this to
the ham/water mixture. When
the potatoes are almost cooked,
add in the chopped cabbage.
Do not overcook the cabbage.
Add salt and pepper to taste.

Cajun Catfish

Mix equal amounts of hot
sauce and mustard. Dip cat-



fish filets in the mixture, then
dredge in yellow cornmeal. Fry
in hot oil til brown. Be careful
not to burn the fish.

Serve with homemade cole
slaw and hushpuppies.

Potatoes in Cream Wine

4 red potatoes, sliced and
cooked

2 T. melted butter

1 large sliced onion

2/3 c. milk

1 c. mozzarella cheese

1/2 cup white wine

Saute potatoes in butter

for 10 minutes. Add remaining
ingredients (cheese should be
shredded) except for the wine.
Cook for 5 more minutes, add
the wine, heat and serve.

Grandma's Sunday
Casserole

Boil 4 potatoes and whip
them with butter. Rinse and
chop a couple of green onions
and mix in.

Add 3 tablespoons sour
cream. Whip 2 eggs with fork
and add. Sprinkle on two cups
grated Cheddar cheese.

Put in buttered casserole,
sprinkle garlic powder and
black pepper on top, bake at
350 for 45 minutes. Serve hot
with fresh green beans. Can be
frozen in airtight container.

White Chicken Chili

4 chicken breasts, cooked &
cubed

2 cans great northern beans,
drained

1 can Rotel sauce

1 can chicken broth

1 medium onion, chopped &
sauteed in butter

2 t. minced garlic

1/2 t. thyme

Mozzarella cheese, shred-
ded

In a saucepan, mix all In-

gredients except cheese. Heat
to boiling, reduce and simmer
for 20 minutes. Top with moz-
zarella cheese and sour cream
dollop.

Brown Bread Pudding

1 c. brown bread pieces

2 ¢. milk

3eggs

2 T. real maple sugar

2 egg whites

1 T.sugar

2 T. whipping cream

Soak bread pieces in half a

cup of the milk for about half
an hour. Make a custard of the
rest of the milk, eggs, and ma-
ple sugar by just cooking them
together over medium heat til
thickened.

Pour it hot over the bread.
Beat egg whites with a table-

| The Historic Lowry House

Make your Reservations
NOW FOR YOUR SPECIAL EVENT

IN A
BEAUTIFUL SETTING!

can (256) 489 9200

Taking reservations for
WEDDINGS, MEETINGS,

REUNIONS ANU RECEPTIONS.
CAIL FOR INFORMATION

1205 Kildara St
Huntsville, Al 35B01
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spoon of the sugar and the
cream. Fold into the custard,
then bake at 350 degrees for 30
minutes.

English Toffee

1 c. butter

1 c. sugar

1 6-0z. pkag.
chocolate chips

1-1/2 c. pecans, chopped

Line a 13 x 9 inch pan with
wax paper and sprinkle the
bottom with 1/3 cup pecans.
Stir the butter and sugar in a
saucepan over medium high
heat, stirring til candy reaches
300 degrees on a candy ther-
mometer. The mixture will be-
gin to brown.

Pour over the pecans and
layer the chocolate chips over
the hot mixture evenly. Add
the remaining pecans. Press
into the chocolate and cool in
refrigerator for about an hour.
Break into bite-size pieces.

3l

semi-sweet

IN, BLOOM

YA'C
// y
Gifts - Cut Flowers

Plants & Accessories

Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh
flowers locally

256-519-8898

Ron Cooper
Mark Kimbrough
601 McCullough Ave.
Huntsville Al. 35801
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Hurricane Creek School Bus
circa 1923

Working at
the Gin

by Ruby Crabbe

This is a story about a
man by the name of Isaac
Crabbe.

Isaac worked for Mr. E.
P. Miller well over half his
life. He was one of the most
honest people you could ever
meet. His word was his bond.
When he told you something
you didn't have to wonder
about it. He simply stated the
fact.

The feed store in Hunts-
ville that used to be on Me-
ridian Street was the last
place of his employment.

“What a kid | got. | told him
about the birds and the
bees and he told me about
the butcher and my wife.”

Rodney Dangerfield

Like a lot of people he liked
what he called "A little nip," and
like a lot of other people, some-
times he didn't really have the
money for that "little nip." He al-
ways carried a little black book in
his overall pocket and when he
borrowed money from someone
he put their name in the book and
he wrote down how much money
he owed them.

Isaac was born in the beauti-
ful Hurricane Valley in the year
of 1916. His Mother died when he
was only a year old and it was left
up to the other family members to
teach him the value of being hon-
est towards his fellow man.

His Dad, Oscar, drove the Hur-
ricane School bus and they also
farmed the land belonging to Mr.

“Home ofFive-Star Service’

For over 50 years, oar courteous, friendly service has never

gone oat ofstyle.

Mr. Collier Bush has been keeping
customers on die road in die
Huntsville area for over 30 years and
we are delighted to have him back
working with our team.

Stop by to enjoy a cup ot coffee with
Mr. Bush and you just might leave in

a new Ford!

Woody Anderson Ford
www.WoodyAndersonFord.com
256-539-9441

2500 Jordan Lane Huntsville, AL 35816

rpr


http://www.WoodyAndersonFord.com

Nance.

Life on the farm was hard work for
the Crabbe family. They worked from
sunup til sundown tilling the rich soil
of the farm. When lIsaac was just nine
years old he could plow as well as any
grown man. He would have to stand
on his “tip toes” to see over the plow
handles.

Now if my memory serves me right,
| believe Isaac said he and his two sis-
ters worked that 40 acre farm them-
selves. Of course their Dad helped
when he wasn't driving the school bus,
but mostly it was left up to the children
to see that everything that needed do-
ing was done. Isaac was only a boy and
his sisters were only a few years older.
Isaac had one other brother but he had
left home and was working on a farm
ad;mntt the Nance farm. _

en the school bus was not being
used it stayed in the school yard. Some
mornings Mr. Crabbe would drive his
little flivver to the school and 54
take Isaac with him to drive
back home. Isaac would al-
ways stand up while driving
the car because he couldn't
reach the pedals if he sat
down.

When school let out in the
evenings Isaac and his sisters
rode the bus home, changed
clothes and then hit the cotton
patch. Isaac would pick 250 or
300 pounds of cotton before
nightfall.

Sometimes Mr.  Oscar
would be called up to play his
violin at country dances.

It seems unbelievable but
wild cats were plentiful in
those days and sometimes
Mr. Oscar would have to walk
backward so he could keep the
cats off him by hitting them
with his violin case. Isaac also

Did you know that dolphins
are so smart that within a
few weeks of captivity,
they can train people to
stand on the very edge
of the pool and throw
them food?
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learned to play the violin at the age of 7.

Later as an adult he played his violin at the Snuff
Dipper's Ball in Huntsville. Monte Crowder, Joe Sharp
and all the other musicians were dear friends of Isaac.

One day Mr. Crabbe told the family to start pack-
ing all their belongings because they were moving to
town. He had gotten a job as night watchman at Mr.
Miller's Cotton gin.

After all that hard farm work for those years, those
children thought they were moving to Paradise.

After the move one of the sistersc?ot ajobintheLin-
coln Textile Mill. Isaac also worked as a night watch-
man. Since he worked at night and went to school 5
days a week he didn't have much time to study his
books. He would prop a book upon his desk, kind
of slouch down between the book and the teacher
tho\lﬁht he was studying his lessons. _

hat the teacher didn't know was he was sleeping
behind the book.

Isaac Crabbe died April 21, 1994. The lessons he
taught his children will never be forgotten. The princi-
ples he taught them will be passed on down to the next
generations, and to other generations that are to come.
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My Friends at
West Clinton

School
by Anna (Gene) Clift Chesnut

If a person died in the 1960s and came
back to life today in 2019 he (she) would
not recognize West Clinton Street. Urban
Renewal made a big impact! My home, lo-
cated where Regions Bank is now, was a
large brown clapboard house with an enor-
mous front porch. Neighbors gathered there
in the summer and fall evenings, while
taking strolls, to get out of their heat filled
homes. No air conditioning in those days.

That block (heading toward the Von
Braun Civic Center) was made up of equal-
ly large homes, a few having been turned
into apartments. At the end of the block
was WBHP, the local country music station,
owned by the Pollards, the family that built
the first cable TV system in Huntsville.

The sidewalk in front of these homes
was the perfect place to improve one's skat-
ing skills. At about 5:30 on sunny days |
would strap on my roller skates and skate
up and down that block until it was time to
get ready for school.

West Clinton School was an elemen-
tary school across the street from my home
and next to a dry cleaning facility (now a
new modern building which houses Smith
Broadcasting). | crossed the street with the
help of the school patrol (kids) and there
I met my childhood friends; Margaret
Anne Goldsmith, Julia Wynn (Jones), Kay
(Rodenhauser), and Sara Ann (Smith).

Huntsville in the 1940s and early 1950s,
was a small town. West Clinton School was

a segregated mixed bag of children, rich and poor, inner town
kids (today called inner city) as well as kids from the town's
periphery, i.e. quasi-rural. No private schools in those days.
My friends lived in the inner town, mostly within a few blocks
of each other. There were five of us who, over the next six
years starting in 1947, formed our little clique that has lasted
until today, although one, Sara Ann, died several years ago.

Margaret Anne's family owned the Russell Erskine Hotel
and they resided in part of the top floor. Since the hotel was
only a block from my home | would often be invited for spend-
the-night parties. Like most children at that age we would
think up ways to be naughty, on occasion. Our three best ways
were opening the screens and spitting on passing pedestrians,
opening our mouths filled with food toward the other diners
in the dining room, and donning her parent's heavy boots and
tromping up and down the hall trying to scare the guests - silly,
childish pranks that were quickly quashed by the adults when
they caught us. The activity we loved, however, was being able
to skate in the whole hotel garage, as the attendant would move
all the cars to the periphery. It was sheer heaven!

Julia Wynn lived a few blocks farther away on Madison
Street (totally unrecognizable today) and we would gather at
her home and tell ghost stories. | am not sure how that evolved
but it seems that that was my strongest memory of our times
at her house there. When her family moved to Franklin Street
she was the first to have a television. We loved to go to her
house even though the TV quality was very poor by today's
standards.

Sara Ann's family managed the Yarborough Hotel (now
used for offices) and they resided in a large suite on the second
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floor. The second floor overlooked
the first floor, which made for an-
other big adventure! We children
could spy on all the incoming
guests as well as the ones loung-
ing in the chairs in the lobby, not
that there was much to spy on (my
teachers would not approve of this
dangling participle) but we each
thought ourselves young Sherlock
Holmes.

Kay lived a bit farther away
as her family had a florist shop,
and her family had a monkey, a
real live monkey as well as other
animals. Now, this monkey could
make much mischief when he felt
like it, much like us children. In
fact, I wonder if this monkey insti-
gated some of our pranks. Maybe
young children and monkeys have
much in common.

When Kay's family moved
into town we were able to see more
of her, away from school, and our

little clique was complete.

My home had been turned into
a pseudo apartment house in 1946
after the death of my father and
grandmother (who had been liv-
ing with us). My mother wanted
to have children around her only
child so she converted my grand-
mother's quarters to a small apart-
ment. One room, separate from the
other rooms on the apartment side,
was rented to my dancing teacher,
Miss Hazel Robinson. Music and
dancing, with my West Clinton
friends in attendance, filled my
house for several years.

A few of my schoolteachers
lived in the apartment. On one oc-
casion, my little friends and | tied
the sleeves of a teacher's clothes
together. We giggled with glee!

Our childhood pranks and mis-
adventures seem so benign, now,
in our “pressure cooker” world
with its tendency toward violence

BERKSHIRE
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and despair. One of our responsi-
bilities at West Clinton School was
to bring food and help feed the dis-
abled children who also had spe-
cial classes there. Maybe that gave
r? a more realistic perspective of
ife.

Children helping the less for-
tunate as well as having silly be-
havior can be virtues in the long
run and turn their lives toward
responsible adult relationships as
our West Clinton School experi-
ences did.

The four of us continue to keep
in touch. Only two of us still live
in Huntsville, Julia and Margaret
Anne. | live in Seattle, Washington
and Kay has recently moved from
Florida to Ohio to be near her chil-
dren and grandchildren.

This story was prompted by
my trying to get Kay to write a
story about her family's monkey.
Maybe one day she will.

Peggy & John Richard
(256) 603-7110

teamrichard@comcast.net
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Gettysburg
Ghost Story

by Virgil “Buddy” Moon

In the summer of 1863,
General Robert E. Lee and
the Army of Northern Vir-
ginia, about 75,000 men in to-
tal, left Virginia and invaded
the Northern states. On July
1st, 2nd and 3rd, the Army of
Northern Virginia engaged in
battle with General George G.
Meade and the Army of the
Potomac, about 82,000 men, in
and around the formerly quiet
village of Gettysburg, Pennsyl-
vania. The first day of fighting
ended essentially in a draw.
That evening, each army set up
their separate camps, resting
and preparing for the next day.
After midnight, General Long-
street arrived with his cogos,
giving General Lee needed
troops for the upcoming day's
battle.

In July of 1998 nearly 35,000
re-enactors from across the
country and around the world
invaded the same area of Penn-
sylvania for the 135th Anni-
versary of the Battle of Get-
tysburg. Each day's activities
and re-enacted battle would
reflect what had taken place
135 years before.

After marching and reen-
acting the battle of the first
day, tired re-enactors settled
in their respective Union or
Confederate camps for need-
ed rest. Some of the Con-
federate camps were set up
alongside the same roadbed
used by General Longstreet's
Corps 135 years earlier.

Sometime after midnight,
these re-enactors were awak-
ened from their sleep by the
noise of many creaking wag-
on wheels, horses, and men
marching along the nearby

road. Now they lay awake in
their tents wondering: who and
why are people moving about
so [ate, and do | really want to
go out and find out what is go-
Ing on? Some few peeked out
of their tents towards the road
and saw nothing. The sounds
lasted for almost half an hour
before they faded off into the
darkness.

The next morning, the com-
manders of the re-enactment
%roups camped along the road

eaded to the host unit's camp,
wanting answers. Some were

mad because they had not been
asked to participate in the rec-
reation of Longstreet's arrival.
Confused, the hosts declared
that there had been no re-en-
actor movements to demon-
strate Longstreet's march into
the Confederate camp. In fact,
camps had been closed to out-
siders after sunset.

No one could come up with
an earthly explanation of why
several hundred re-enactors
heard the exact same sound of
an Army on the move in the
middle of the night.
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Local Gossip - 1885

- A Huntsville washer woman
was arrested Thursday on a warrant

from Judge Richardson for larceny. It
Is charged that she received clothes
to wash and sold them instead of re-
turnir_}%them. )

- There is a new manufacturing
enterprise locating in our city. Itis a
cigar factory, to be located on Frank-
lin Street, below the Post Office. The
proprietor, J. B. Dierke of Cincinnati,
wisely decided on Huntsville after
surveying several other cities. He
informs us that he will use only the
finest of goods and his work will be
handmade. So we will be seeing ci-
gars made of only purest of tobacco,
without the use of cabbage leaves,
old rusty pieces of nails and leather.

- In front of Charley Cum-
mings' grocery store, corner Holmes
and Washington, we notice a new in-
vention, known as the “Patent Well
Windlass.” Mr. Cummings has the
coun;R/ right for its sale. )

- The air of quiet which prevails
around the M_a%/or's office proves
that we have either the finest police
in the world, or we live in the most
law abiding city on the continent. If
any other city of our population can
say as much, we would like to hear
from it.

- Mr.and Mrs. John DeYoung, liv-
ing in New Market, had a
little son Robbie bitten by
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When wearing a bikini, women reveal 90% of their
bodies. Men are so polite they only look at the
covered parts.
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Life's LLessons
on Everything

by M.D. Smith, 1V

Life is moving at "Warp Speed."
Thankyou, Captain Kirk and Mr. Spock.
Old age has come so quickly it's been
quite a shock. Certainly, life is like a roll
of toilet paper. The less there is of it, the
quicker it goes.

When | hear "old as dirt" expres-
sion, | take it personally. That reminds
me about farmers and their plowing
of fields, which is good old Scottsboro
wisdom. Fields are never completely
square. When a farmer begins plowing
his field, he goes back and forth for an
entire row. When he gets near the end
of the job, and the field is not square, he
finds the rows getting shorter and short-
er. Thus, the expression, "We are in the
short rows now," meaning that the job
or life is nearly over.

The seasons are changing faster and
faster. The good thing is thatwinter does
not last nearly as long as | remembered
many years ago. In those days, winter
seemed endless. Now, fortunately, win-
ter is over, and it seems like Christmas
was yesterday. On the bad side, | like
warm weather and summer ends with a
blink of my eye.

I am sure part of this is because when
you are 7 years old, a year is one 7th of
your life. When you are 70, it is one
70th of your life, a much smaller incre-
ment.

Many of us have experienced health
issues that limit us in some ways. It is
a blessing to be healthy and in later
years still be able to travel, go out to
gatherings at friend's houses, etc. It's
good to enjoy the grandkids and still

A man walked into a bar with a slab
of asphalt under his arm. He tells
the bartender, “A beer please, and
one for the road.”

be pretty much free to do what you wish, even if at
a slower pace. Staying at a proper weight and eating
healthy absolutely enhances our later years.

The one thing | particularly notice is that my
recall of old songs, the artists, movie stars of years
gone by, and other things stored in my memory take
a longer time to recall. Coming to me sometimes
several hours later or even several days later. | at-
tribute this to the fact that there are so many events,
facts and memories stored on the hard drive that ac-
cess time slows. So, it is all there, just not as easy to
retrieve.

I do not remember everything, because not all
is memorable. We have a certain capacity limit on
our hard drive. Other than that reference, let's don't
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talk about hard anymore. In my youth,
I was too young to know that | did not

know everything. In my middle age, |
did know enough to know that | didn't
know everything. Now that | do know it
all, no one will listen to me. So, | write.

Think of life and aging as you might
climbing a very tall mountain. Near the
beginning you merely jump from step
to stone and little by little as you get
further up it is harder, your breathing
becomes labored and you have to stop
more frequently to rest. When you are
finally nearing the peak, it is the most
difficult, but the view is all-encompass-
ing and stunning.

I think life is a lot like a swimming
pool. The longer you stay in it, the more
wrinkled you get. If you remember Cart-
er's little liver pills and using tokens to
pay tax on purchases in Alabama, then
you fall into my category.

Nothing lasts forever, so it is best to
enjoy each day to the fullest and crowd
worries and possible future problems
off the plate. No matter what your age.

I think that I am in the short rows
now. A lot of friends my age already
left this earth. One positive thing is that
I still know some quite healthy seniors
who are 15 years older than | am.

I leave you with sage wisdom from
the internet and anonymous author:

“I cannot see. | cannot pee.

My memory shrinks.

My hearing stinks.

No sense of smell. I look like hell.

My body's drooping.

I got trouble pooping.

The Golden Years Have
Come at Last.

The Golden Years Can
Kiss My Ass.”

“A man, a miss
A car, a curve
He kissed the miss,
And missed the curve.”

Burma Shave signs seen
along the road in the 1930s
and 40s
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Travels Through
Alabama

by Booker T. Washington

Born a slave, Booker T. Washington be-
came the greatest leader of the Negro race In
America. Trained at Hampton Institute he ear-
ly became convinced that his race must achieve
economic independence before he could attain
political equality. Idolized by his own people,
he was trusted too by the whites, and the great
Kentucky editor, Henry Watterson, said of him
that ""'no man, since the war of sections, has ex-
ercised such influence and done such real good
for the country - especially to the South.™

“I reached Tuskegee, as | have said, early in
June, 1888. The first month | spent in handling
accommodations for the school and in travel-
ing through Alabama, examining into the ac-
tual life of the people, especially in the country
districts, and in getting the school advertised
among the class of people that | wanted to have
attend it. The most of my traveling
was done over the country roads
with a mule and a cart or a mule
and a buggy wagon for convey-
ance.

| ate and slept with the people
in their little cabins. | saw their

“Caution: Please make

4 OS

farms, their schools, their churches. Since in the
case of the most of these visits there had been
no notice given in advance that a stranger was
expected, | had the advantage of seeing the real,
everyday life of the people.

In the plantation districts | found that as a
rule the whole family slept in one room and that
in addition to the immediate family there some-
times were relatives, or others not related to the
family, who slept in the same room. On more
than one occasion | went outside the house to
get ready for bed or to wait until the family had
gone to bed. They usually contrived some kind
of place for me to sleep, either on the floor or in
a special part of another's bed. Rarely was there
any place provided in the cabin where one could
bathe even the face and hands, but usually some
provision was made for this outside the house, in
the yard.

The common diet of the people was fat pork
and corn bread. At times | have eaten in cabins
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where they had only corn bread and
black-eye peas cooked in plain water.
The people seemed to have no other
idea than to live on this fat meat and
corn bread, the meat and the meal of
which the bread was made having been
boughtata high price atastore in town,
notwithstanding the fact that the land
all about the cabin homes could eas-
ily have been made to produce nearly
every kind of garden vegetable that is
raised anywhere in the country. Their
one object seemed to be to plant noth-
ing but cotton, and in many cases cot-
ton was planted up to the very door of
the cabin.

In these cabin homes | often found
sewing machines which had been
bought, or were being bought, on in-
stallments, frequently at a cost of as
much as sixty dollars, or showy clocks
for which the occupants of the cabins
had paid twelve or fourteen dollars. |
remember that on one occasion when |
went into one of these cabins for din-
ner, when | sat down to the table for a
meal with the four members of the fam-
ily, I noticed that, while there were five
of us at the table, there was but one fork
for the five of us to use. Naturally there
was an awkward pause on my part. In
the opposite corner of that same cabin
was an organ for which the people told
me they were paying sixty dollars in
monthly installments. One fork and a
sixty-dollar organ!

With a few exceptions | found that
the crops were mortgaged in the coun-
ties where | went and that the most
of the colored farmers were in debt.
The state had not been able to build
school-houses in the country districts,
and as a rule the schools were taught
in churches or in log cabins. More than

“I've learned that if you pursue
happiness it will elude you. But
if you focus on your family, the
needs of others, your work,
meeting new people and doing the

best , happi
very bestiogh Rl 1appiness

J. D. Smithers, age 82, Arab
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once while on my journeys | found that there was no
provision made in the house used for school purposes
for heating the building during the winter, and conse-
guently a fire had to be built in the yard and teacher and
pupils passed in and out of the house as they got cold or
warm. With few exceptions | found the teachers in these
country schools to be miserably poor in preparation for
their work and poor in moral character.

The schoolswere insessionfrom three to five months.
There was practically no apparatus in the schoolhouses
except that occasionally there was a rough blackboard. |
recall that one day | went into a schoolhouse - or rather
into an abandoned log cabin that was being used as a
schoolhouse - and found five pupils who were studying
a lesson from one book. Two of these, on the front seat,
were using the book between them; behind these were
two others peeping over the shoulders of the first two,
and behind the four was a fifth little fellow who was
peeping over the shoulders of all four. What I have said
concerning the character of the schoolhouses and teach-
ers will also apply quite accurately as a description of
the church buildings and the ministers.”
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One Night at the Russel Erskine Hotel

One night at the Russel Erskine Ho-
tel, a Senator named John Sparkman
walked into the lobby. He said "Hey,
Quinn, I need a room for the night and
I will be back later.” Well, everyone
from Alabama knew John Sparkman
as did many other people all over the
country. Many streets were named after
him, buildings etc. Many in Huntsville
as well, in his honor. Jimmy Quinn was
manager of the hotel.

Well the hotel was packed, in other
words, there were no rooms available.
So Quinndidn't want to let his good cus-
tomer down. Well, Quinn and assistant
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by Charlie Lyle

manager George Roach had a plan. There was a friend of Jimmy's
who had a room in the hotel that night and always insisted that
Jimmy share a little of the juice in the hotel's Red Room. Well
the guest didn't really know that Quinn could drink anyone under
the table. So as one might surmise that is exactly what happened.
After all, he told George Roach, the assistant manager, it's just a
matter of mixing business with pleasure. The man staggered back
to his room and virtually passed out.

Here is where the real story begins. Quinn and a couple of bell
boys slid the man on to a portable bed and rolled him down to the
laundry room for the night. They made up the bed & tidied up

the room. So a little bit lat-
er they greeted the Senator

with a smile and said ““Sir,
we have your room ready.”

The next morning the
Senator woke up and went
on hisway. When the man in
the laundry room woke up,
he was terrified. He went up
to talk to the front desk clerk
and told the clerk something
strange happened to him last
night, but suddenly realiz-
ing that he wasn't sure what
he may have done last night.
He turned in his key and he
went merrily on his way!!

Note: As told by George
Roach who now lives in
Florence, Alabama,

One would have to re-
alize that things were defi-
nitely different back in the
forties.
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A Musical
Sensation

by Tom Carney

Probably no man in Huntsville's re-
cent hIStOI’?/ was admired and liked by
more people than Grady Reeves, a noted
radio and television personality.

Grady was a storyteller. He could
keep an audience enthralled for hours,
spinning yarns about people he had met
and things that had ai)pened to him.
And like all good storytellers, he was not
above poking a little fun at himself.

Kiwanis Club of Huntsville -
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In the mid-50s Grady was booking entertainment at
the old Coliseum on University Drive. He was always
being besieged by entertainers, all wanting a chance to
perform.

One young man kept calling constantly, until final-
ly Grady agreed to give him a chance.

On the night of the performance, the young man
showed up with his band. The car had guitars tied on
top, drums sticking out of the trunk, and most of their
dirty laundry in the back seat.

Grady wasn't too impressed with the boy. The
young man had long, greasy, black hair, a pale com-
plexion and wore clothes that even a blind man
wouldn'tbuy. _

But Grady, being the nice guy that he was, told the
boy to go ahead and get on stage. There were less than
100 people in the audience that night and Grady care-
full¥watch(_ed their reactions to this young unknown.

he audience was restless, not at all impressed by
the new singing sensation.

Meeting the young man backstage, Grady, who
was always known for his honesty, had a talk with
the young performer. “Son,” he said, “I been watch-
ing those people out there, and your stuff ain't gonna
\t/)vorkk. You might ought to get that truck-driving job

ack.”

Theyoung man didn'ttake Grady's advice, though,
and a few months later recorded his first hit - and Elvis
Presley never drove another truck again.

Golden K

Have Breakfast with us!

Come join us for a weekly breakfast meeting - we have great speakers on
various subjects every week and we'd love to have you join us. Do you

have a heart for service? Golden K is here to help kids and their families.
Call us at (256) 656-5321. We look forward to meeting you.



Old Huntsville Page 34

The Treasure

by Belinda Talley

"Grab it before the others do!" That's ex-
actly what we did. Little did we know, that
day would be relived over and over for the
rest of our lives.

We were born different years, but only
a few months apart. Her daddy and my
mama shared the same mom and dad; we
knew them as Mama and Papa. Sarah Ann,
(the only red head) and | were best buddies
growing up, best-cousin-buddies.

Christmas and an occasional summer
picnic were the only times that all twenty-
eight grandkids were together. Most Sun-
day afternoons were spent at Mama and
Papa's house but, not this day. Sarah Ann's
house was in the country and had a long
screened-in front porch. In the back was a
thicket of tall lanky pine trees and a barn.

Several cousins were there and after
lunch we anxiously awaited the home-
made ice cream. Two faded green wooden
churns, hand-cranked (by the men) were
slowly turning the magic mixture that
would produce our long-anticipated brain
freezes. As the ice cream began to harden,
the churning and turning took much more
muscle. One of the uncles would call for
some of us kids to help by sitting on top
of the churn, to steady it. Several layers of
old newspapers were doubled over and
placed on top of the churn but our bot-
toms still got cold.

That day, Sarah Ann and | decided to
let some of the younger kids help with
the ice cream. Sitting on the front porch
swing, we managed to be alone. It wasn't

easy with that many curious cousins around.

That's when | saw it. Had it dropped off of a truck?
Did someone lose it? Could this really be happening?

Then she spotted it! Running to the edge of the
road, we captured it. It probably had been cut the day
before, but seemed to be okay, except for a little mud.
We knew that we had happened upon a rare treasure.

"Should we tell? The right thing to do was to share.
Did it belong to someone else? We knew it wasn't
ours. What should we do?"

Then the sound of squealing kids echoed from the
backside of the house and was getting closer. They
spotted us and the chase was on. We were older, fast-
er and much wiser, at the ripe old age of nine. Darting
in-and-out of the pine trees, suddenly we slipped on
the pine straw and that's when it hit us. "Cover up in
pine straw, they'll never see us!" It worked.

Sarah Ann was in familiar territory and knew the
best path of escape. We would sneak to the barn, then
up the ladder to the loft. We would be safe there; me,
Sarah Ann and our treasure.

We were raised to share and never waste, but |
knew that we couldn't share, not this time, there
wasn't enough. There were too many cousins, any-
way they could have our share of the ice cream. She
found an old rusted knife, dull as it was, it served our
purpose. We had eaten sugarcane before, that's how
we knew how special it was. You strip off the outer
layer and only eat the inside. You actually don't eat it,
justchew it. When the sweet is gone, you spit it out. It
took us about an hour, but we didn't waste one bite.

Yes, siree! The two of us did what any clever 9-year

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net
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old best-buddy-cousins would do, we ate it by
ourselves, and we ate it all. Plucking pine needles
from each other's hair, we casually strolled into
the back yard. The rock salt and half melted ice
had been tossed into the side yard while the aunts
washed the dishes. The ice cream paddles had
been scraped clean and that was okay, because
we had our very own "secret-happy."

Two of the uncles in straight-back chairs,
leaned against a big oak tree. The other men gath-
ered around to spin their tales of younger days
(as men-folk do). Some of the younger kids had
fallen asleep on a quilt close to the house.

It didn't take long until one of the uncles said,
"Gather up the young'uns, it's time to head to the
house."

That started the process of loading the cars,
finding your dishes, finding the kids, hugs good-
bye and a dash to the potty. Then finding the kids
again, and one car was away. | begged to spend
the night with Sarah Ann, as best-buddy-cousins,
we always wanted to be together.

Sometimes we shed tears and sometimes it
worked, this time it did. We waved good-bye
while sticking out our tongues at the other cous-
ins. They weren't as lucky as us, our adventures
were to continue and they had to go home.

Sundown came quickly and that was fine, we
were ready for bed. Feeling a little yucky in our
tummies, thingsweren't going as we had planned.
In no time at all, we were both sick, heaving up
our treasure and hugging the commaode.

Sarah Ann's momma tried to take care of us,
but the sick, wouldn't stop. She asked us, what
we had we eaten that day. By that time, we didn't
care about anything, we just wanted relief.

We exposed our sworn-to-silence secret.

Climbing into the loft, my uncle found the
remnants of our treasure. With a slight smile
on his face, he presented the evidence to
Aunt Martha. | remember, they both started
to laugh. Oh, they tried to disguise it, but |
saw them both. Here are these two sweet and
innocent little girls, gagging and heaving,
{thinking they were dying) and they thought
itwas funny!

Oh, we survived that day and still laugh
about it. So do the thankful cousins that didn't
share in our treasure.

Two nine-year-old best-buddy-cousins
learned a valuable lesson that afternoon.

*Make sure you know what you are eat-
ing because... sugarcane and corn stalk are
not the same thing!
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Hampton Cove
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Crematory and
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of those they love
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6262 Highway 431 South
Hampton Cove, Al 35763
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The Last Survivor:

An Extract from Dorette Kersten

Schlidt's Personal Diary of the Night of

August 17, 1943 in Peenemunde

by Dorette Kersten Schlidt
Introduction by Steve Gierhart

Dorette Kersten Schlidt, almost 98 years
young, is the last survivor of Wernher von
Braun's team in Germany. She was his per-
sonal secretary from 1941-1944 in Peene-
munde. On the night of August 17, 1943 Al-
lied bombers undertook Operation Hydra, a
mission to stop the development and produc-
tion of the German V2 Rocket. It succeeded
in only a temporary delay as Adolf Hitler
moved his German rocket scientists from
the Baltic coast to the almost impenetrable
mountains of central Germany. This is Do-
rette’s recollection of that night, written in
the midst of World War I1.

Dorette and her late husband, Rudolph,
were part of the original group transferred
from El Paso to Huntsville in 1950 where
they made many friends and retired in 1979.

TODAY, THE 17TH OF AUGUST 1943,
after many rainy days, at last the sunshine,
we have all been yearning for. It isn't broil-
ingly hot, but it is beautiful to see my beloved
Baltic Sea again after a hard working day. |
feel wonderful! After doing my sports on
the beach, | decide to go back to the office to-
night. | can work faster without interruption
and everything will be ready for the Profes-
sor (Dr. Wernher von Braun) by morning.

This evening nobody else seems to be in House
Four (von Braun's and the technical staff's head-
guarters)—absolute silence all around when |
stop the typewriter. Shortly before midnight I am
finished. | close the steel safe and walk out of the
House.

Outside, a milky white landscape lit by the
light of the full moon. How peaceful everything
looks! Sunk deep in my own thoughts, I stroll
slowly along, passing House Five (living quar-
ters for managing personnel), the Officers Casino
and along the short path between the pines and
the shrubbery, past the tennis court and up to
the Schlempp's construction office and quarters
where | live.

Just at that moment the air-raid sirens sound.
Without excitement | go to my room. There is no
hurry, this is not the first time. It's only been a
warning! My room-mate is packing her bags wild-
ly. I laugh in her face, I only pick up a book and
drape a bathrobe around my shoulders. We make
our way towards the big air-raid shelter in front of
House Four. Passing House Thirty (another living
guarters for men), a number of men, mostly from
Werk West (Air Force) are standing around, look-
ing up at the clear sky, cracking jokes and laugh-
ing about our suitcase!

The bunker is almost empty, a few people are
clustered outside. Most of them are going back to

B
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bed, as nothing seems to be happening. | rath-
er stay and wait for the "all clear" signal. | find
a seat on the bench and start reading my book.
| become completely absorbed in itand I don't
even look up when a low roar, a rumble starts
way off in the distance. One hour has already
past since the sirens blew.

Then all of a sudden there is a big deto-
nation, and another one, even bigger, and an-
other one and another one, on and on, impact
after impact. | run over to the wall, the light
goes off, the ventilation does not work any-
more, the whole bunker swings. This goes on
for one hour and 45 minutes, everybody in
constant danger! Finally we hear fewer and
fewer explosions. | look up, there is my friend
Helmuth, he is grinning all over, glad to see
me safe. "The Schlempp's buildings are on
fire," he shouts. "I can't believe it, all my be-
longings, let's try to save them."

Standing outside, | am petrified: Fire, Fire
everywhere, wherever | look it's Fire—what
a horrible beauty! House Four is burning
fiercely, House Five is in flames. Things are
still exploding everywhere. Rafters are falling
in, gables collapsing. Even the shrubberyison
fire, my shoes are burning hot—my hair sing-
es. | am frightened back, | cannot go through
a pool of blood in front of me. There is a torn-
off leg from a body lying in it, still in military
trouser and boot on. It is impossible to go any
further, fire is everywhere.

There | hear the voice of the “Professor.”
“Everybody out of the bunker and come and
help.” | see some people slinking away. What
a disgrace! “We must rescue the secret docu-
ments,” he shouts. The roof of House Four has
already collapsed and the gable will fall any
minute. | still have the key to the steel safe
with me. The office is on the second floor. Can
we still risk the staircase? The professor
grips my hand and we move carefully
up. The building is a mass of crackling
flames, a constant roaring and crashing.

Groping along the wall, we reach the
second floor. All doors have burnt away,
but pressing tightly to the one wall, be-
cause the other half of the hall has been
swept away, we try to find the room
with the steel safe: one, two, three, four,
five openings, here it is. We edge up to
the safe. Laden with secret papers, | run
up and down the stairs several times un-
til I can keep going no longer.

The Professor is still up there and
with a few men he tries to push the safe

BILL POOLE REALTY
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and some furniture out of the window. | stand by
down below, throwing the papers into the safe
lying in the open on it's back. | am calling for a
guard to stand by the safe, rifle at the ready.

Slowly the dawn breaks. | return to the bun-
ker to grab my book: “Das einfache Leben” von
Wiechert (The Simple Life) and the bathrobe—
my only belongings left! But the secret papers are
safely under lock and key.

Several weeks later, for my active assistance
and so on during that night, | was awarded the
Kriegsverdienstkreuz Il. Klasse (War Merit Cross,
second Class).

REALTOR*

Bill Poole
100 Church Street, Office 256.533,0990
Suite 525 Home 256,880,2000
Big Spring Summit Ceil 256.651.1349
Huntsviiie, Al 35801 Fax 256,534.1234
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The Quilt

by Wenona Moorer

| was given this quilt about
forty-five years ago and at that
time was not interested in gene-
alogy. Needless to say, | didn't
ask a lot of questions about
the people who had made the
quilt. My Great Aunt's mother
passed the quilt down to her.
This is what | was told about
the quilt.

The Civil War was raging
in the South. My great grand-

mother's father (William Shep-
pard) felt that his daughters
would be safer in the area
around Salem in Franklin
County, TN. They were sent to
live witha Gore family living in
that area. The Franklin County
Census for 1860 shows that my
great grandmother was indeed
living in their household.

The quilt was already quilt-
ed and taken out of the frame
when the following incident
occurred. All that was needed
to finish the quilt was the bind-
ing around the edges.

There were Yankees that
had camped in the area. A Yan-
kee soldier has "gotten sweet"
on one of the girls in the house-
hold. He would come to see her
at every opportunity he had.
This ill-fated day while he was
there, a little colored slave girl
made some remark about the
soldier that he didn't like. He
reached in his pocket, took out

his knife and cut off one of her
pigtails. The man of the house
became very angry. He grabbed
a piece of the spinning wheel,
hitting the Yankee solider over
the head. Blood gushed all over
the floor. They took the first
thing available which was the
quilt, wrapped the soldier in it
and took him outside. | didn't
ask if he was killed or not.

My great-grandmothers fa-
ther who lived in Flintville, TN,
has a Yankee solider buried in
the cemetery he started. When |
visited the cemetery, | was told
that he found the soldier on the
side of the road. Who knows,
but it all fits together? The
family washed and washed
the quilt but could not get the
blood out. The quilt was never
finished.

| have the spinning wheel.
| also have a towel that was
made from the thread spun on
the spinning wheel.
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Pet Tips
from Angel

Natural Disasters

If you're like me, when there
is a flood, tornado, fire - any type
of disaster that we hear about on
the news - in addition to feeling
so badly for the people involved,
we think about their pets as well.
Oftentimes the pets are just on
their own, and many don't make
it. Here are a few tips from the
ASPCA.

Evacuation

NEVER leave your pets behind or outside
during a disaster. If it isn't safe for you to stay,
it is not safe for them either. If evacuation has
been recommended, evacuate early. Sometimes,
those under mandatory evacuation orders are
forced to leave pets behind. When a natural di-
saster has been forecast, do not leave your dog
at home alone, even for a short period of time, as
you may be prevented from returning. During
an evacuation, always keep your dog on a leash
or in a carrier, as the sights, sounds, and smells
of an approaching storm or fire may cause your
dog to become frightened and unpredictable. In
case you are separated from your dog during the
evacuation, make sure that your dog is wearing
an ID tag with name, phone number, and any
urgent medical needs; write the same informa-
tion on your dog's carrier.

Shelter In Place

Not all disasters or emergency situations re-
quire evacuation. In areas with heavy tornado
activity, there is usually only enough warning
to get to a basement or other safe room before
disaster strikes. An essential part of your Pet
Disaster Plan is to decide how you will handle
your pets if you need to shelter in place.

Designate a safe room where you and your
family and pets will go in the event of a natu-
ral disaster. Choose a room that has access to
water, no windows, and is easy to keep clean.
An interior room is best, with no walls to the
outside of the house. If that's not possible, other
good choices are utility rooms, laundry rooms
or basements. If you have ample warning, fill
up any tubs and sinks with water so you have
a fresh supply available. If flooding is a consid-
eration, go to the highest point in your house.
Choose one person to be responsible for making
sure the pets make it to the safe room. If you
have multiple pets, assign a different pet to each
family member. If you have time, leash your
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dog(s).

Keep Your Dog Comfortable

Any disaster or emergency that
forces you and your dog to evacu-
ate will be stressful on everyone. If
you have a senior pet, he will feel
this stress even more acutely. A loud
shelter buzzing with activity and
hundreds of strangers and unusual
smells is a far cry from the comfy sofa
and warm pillows your dog may be
used to. As mentioned above, when
dealing with a senior dog, do what-
ever you can to provide as many of
the comforts of home.

Also, try to keep to your dog's
regular routine. Make sure you feed
and walk him as close to his regu-
lar time as you can. Don't forget to
try to make some time for play (but

don't overdo it!), and naps, too. Just remember, your dog is going
through this scary situation with you.

The Unthinkable

As a parent, whether to a human child or an animal, one of our
worst fears is having something terrible happening while we are
away and not being able to get to our kids. As hard as it is to think
about, it is crucial to prepare for this situation to make sure your
dog is taken care of in the event of a natural disaster or emergency.
In the event that something happens that prevents you from getting
back home to your pets, you need to make sure someone can get
there to check on them, give them food and water, take them out, or
remove them completely if the situation is dangerous or drags on.

You can ask your emergency caregiver to take on this impor-
tant task as well. If they agree, be sure to give them an extra key to
your house. Practice how to get inside and take care of your pets,
step by step. If you keep your dog(s) in a crate while you are gone,
be sure to show your caregiver where in the house they are, what
items you keep in the crate with them, where you keep their food,
how much and how often to feed them, and where you keep their
dishes, collars and leashes. You should also show them where you
keep your Emergency and Disaster Kit.

j - - L
" Renfroe Animal Hospital
and Bird Clinic

When He Really Needs
You.... We Offer Quality,

Professional Care for the
Pets You Love

‘Phone 256-533-4411

[ .
i Hours by Appointment

T3
T

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW
Across from Books A Million
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From the Desk of
Tom Carney

Ghost of the Golden
Ghetto

Travel down  Whitesburg
Drive until you come to Drake Av-
enue. Look over at the corner of
the intersection and you will see
a brick wall surrounding a group
of homes. This development, with
its stately antebellum home as
a centerpiece, would be just an-
other group of homes to the aver-
age passerby if it were not for the
ghostly legend lurking within its
walls.

Cedarhurst was built in 1825
by Stephen S. Ewing, who had be-
come wealthy by speculating in
land in the early days of Hunts-
ville. The home became noted
for its architectural beauty and
the numerous social affairs held
by Stephen and his wife, Mary.
In 1837, Sally Carter, the sister of
Mary, visited Cedarhurst with the
intention of spending the summer.
Within days she became sick and
a short while later died. She was
buried in a cemetery located only a
few steps from the home. Accord-
ing to legend, Mary was stricken
with grief over her sister's death
and sentto Nashville for an appro-
priate marker to place at the head
of the grave. The inscription on the
tombstone read:

"My flesh shall slumber in the
ground,

Till the last trumpet's joyful
sound.

Then burst the chains with
sweet surprise,

And in my savior's image
rise.”

Two years later, in 1839, the
household slaves told of hear-
ing an eerie sound late in the
night.“The sound was almost mu-
sical,” they said, “almost like a
trumpet.”

The slaves were
frightened and locked
themselves in their cab-
ins, anxiously waiting
for daylight to come.

The next morning, the slaves
told Ewing of the strange, fright-
ening sounds they had heard dur-
ing the night. Ewing, being a prac-
tical man, quickly dismissed the
slaves and sent them about their
chores.

Later that morning, as he
was walking by Sally's grave, he
stopped and idly picked a few
stray weeds that were growing
around the tombstone. As he bent
over to grasp the weeds, he froze,
his attention riveted to a set of
small, ladylike footprints in the
heavy morning dew. There were
only two footprints, not going
anywhere and not coming from
anywhere. Just two footprints in
the middle of the grave...

Ewing sold the house in 1865
and moved to Mississippi. By
then, there were few people left
who could remember Sally Cart-
er, but almost everyone could tell
stories of her ghost. Tales were
told of people walking past her

grave on adark moonlitnight and
hearing the sounds of chains rat-
tling and trumpets sounding. But,
of course, any educated person in
town could tell you that it was ...
just tales.

In 1919, J. D. Thornton bought
the house. That same year, in the
fall, Mr. Thornton's nephew was
visiting when aterrible storm took
place one night. The next morn-
ing, when the family came down
to breakfast, they discovered the
nephew sitting on the front porch,
pale and trembling,

“Sally appeared to me last
night,” he said in a quivering
voice. “She said her tombstone
had fallen over and asked me to
put it back up.”

The other members of the
family tried hard to control their
laughter, and, in an effort to hu-
mor him, followed him to the
graveyard.

Sally's tombstone had fallen
over. The nephew, with a look
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of horror on his face, turned and
ran back to the house. The same
morning, he packed his clothes
and made arrangements to return
to Dothan, his home. He never
visited Huntsville again.

The rest of the family, out of
shock and fear, left the tombstone
where it had fallen.

About this time other strange
and unexplained things began to
happen in the house. Ashtrays
would rise from a table and fly
across the room. Overnight guests
would hear the sound of footsteps
in their room but upon investi-
gating, the room would be found
empty.

In the late 1970s, Cedarhurst
was sold to a company that had
plans to develop it as an exclusive
complex. Brick walls began going
up and security guards manned
the gates. Lavish new homes were
built and the old home was con-
verted to a club house for the resi-
dents.

It seemed as if, finally, Sally
was at rest in a home as mag-
nificent as the one she had once
known. There was just one small
problem. No development com-
pany wants to buy a piece of valu-
able property with agrave rightin
the middle of it. The grave had to
go.

A plot in another cemetery
was bought, disinterment permits
were acquired; men and machin-
erywerehired. Thefirstgrave, that
of Sally's sister, Mary, was uncov-
ered and her remains moved with
no trouble. What they discovered
when Sally's grave was opened
would leave everyone speechless,
with no explanation.

The grave was opened and the
vault was found to be intact, with
no sign of damage. But when the
vault was opened, Sally's body
was not there. It had disappeared.

Workmen later said they
dug an area of thirty to forty feet
around the grave and it would
have been impossible not to have
found any signs of the body if it
was there.

In 1985, the home was selected
to be used as a Decorators Show

House. Every year in Huntsville,
decorators select a home to show-
case their talents, and Cedarhurst,
with its prime location and rich
history, seemed a logical choice.

A local interior decorating
firm was selected to decorate Sal-
ly's bedroom. A color scheme of
teal blue and peach was used with
bright fabrics for wall coverings.
Crocheted bed coverings and pe-
riod antiques helped to give the
room a personal touch.

It was a room that anyone
would have been happy with.

Well, almost anyone.

Several weeks after the Deco-
rators Show opened, strange,
mysterious things began to hap-
pen. A vase of flowers would be
overturned, a picture on the wall
would be crooked. Small things,
just enough to make the ladies
laugh and tease one another about
the ghost.

What happened next can best
be described by an article that ap-
peared in the Huntsville Times
newspaper on May 19, 1985. “One
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night, the house was inspected be-
fore closing and all was found to
be in order for the next morning's
visitors. The door was locked and
a security guard was on duty.
No one entered Cedarhurst that
night.”

“The next morning, when the
house was opened, Sally Carter's
bedroom looked like it had been
the scene of a teenager's tantrum.
The antique diary was found
pitched on the floor and artificial
flowers strewn about. Most ap-
parent of the disturbances was the
disarray of the bed coverings.”

No explanation has ever been
found. Talk of Sally's ghost has
died down in the past few years.
What was once her grave is now
hidden from public view and
strangers are discouraged from
entering the gated complex.

So now, a hundred and sev-
enty-eight years after her death,
Sally Carter, her ghost hemmed
in by tall brick walls, has entered
Huntsville's folklore as, “The
Ghost of the Golden Ghetto. “

Pizza like you remember it!

We are OPEN at our new location
255 Pratt Ave. (old Rockabillys
location) across from Children's

Advocacy Center

Hours:

Monday - 11am - 10pm
Tues - 11am - 10pm
Wed - 11am - 10pm
Thurs - 11am - 10pm
Fri-1lam-11lpm

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

(256) 489-3374

Proudly Serving You for 58 Years

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

Like us on Facebook
255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801
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The Tuscaloosa Boat

by Anna Lee

In 1910, when she was five years
old, Elizabeth's parents took her for a
boat ride on the Black Warrior River
near Tuscaloosa. Ever?/ year a wealthy
banker named Sam Alston used his 30
foot-long motor yacht to take boys and
girls for pleasure rides on the river.
The boat was called the Mary Frances,
and she could hold 30 passengers.

The previous year, Elizabeth's
parents had told her she had to wear
Sunday-best clothes, to show respect
for the banker. This year, they allowed
her to wear everyday clothes so that
she could play atterward for the rest
of the day. The family arrived early
so that Elizabeth could be in the first
group of excited, happy passengers.
Her father said, "Too bad there's no
room for an old man like me." He liked
to say things like that because it made
Elizabeth gi dg]le and say, "Oh, Daddy,
you're not old!"

On that beautiful Saturday in June,
Elizabeth walked the decks, Inspected
the inside cabin, and waved to people
as the boat passed. The boat went to
the point where the Black Warrior Riv-
er joined the North River and turned
back. Afterward, Elizabeth and her
family watched as the boat left again
and came back, then as it made a third
trip.

Fir_laIIP/ it was time for the fourth
and final trip. As the last group of
children and some of the mothers pre-

aredto boardthe boat, the banker and

IS captain counted the waiting people
and realized there were far more than
the stated capacity of 30. The banker
announced he would count two chil-
dren as one adult, and he allowed ev-
eryone to board.

The crew cast off, heading up-
stream, with the banker aboard and
his captain at the helm. On shore, Eliz-

“Duct tape is like the Force. It has
a light side and a dark side and it
holds the universe together.”

Joe Taylor, Huntsville

abeth listened to the excited sounds of those on the boat.
Then someone yelled, "Look over there!" People on the
boat moved quickly from the far side over to the side fac-
ing the shore. Just then the captain made a quick turn,
causing the crowd to be thrown onto the rail. The boat
began to roll over. When the deck hit the water the boat
capsized completely. People on the deck fell into the riv-
er. Those inside the cabin were trapped.

Bystanders quickly became rescuers, _swir_nming to
those who struggued, grasping at those with lifejackets
trying to reach those clinging to the hull. Small boats
rushed out and then a motor boat towed the hull to shore.
Men brought axes and picks, trying to chop holes to res-
cue the people trapped inside. One man carried a small
%IH the same size as Elizabeth out of the water and put

erdown on the ground. The girl looked at Elizabeth and
cri?ql,, “My mama will be so vexed! | got my new dress all
wet.

On that midsummer day, 27 passengers drowned.
Most were children. Most were buried In Greenwood
Cemetery in Tuscaloosa. It was said that the banker paid
for all of the funerals.
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The Smith Family
Menagerie

by Judy C. Smith

It was a nice sunny day in
June, we had uncovered our
pool and several friends of our
younger children were coming
over in the afternoon for a swim.
I was six months pregnant, and
the heat was just about to get
to me. | had cleaned the chairs
and tables, made sure the ice
cream mix was ready to go in
the churn, cookies, and drinks
along with napkins, cups and
plates to match. Everything was
on trays ready to be served out
by the pool. Even Martha Stew-
art would have been impressed.
With everyone gone, | decided
this would be a great time to get
my Mary Higgins Clark book
that | had been reading from up-
stairs and have a few minutes of

quiet time to myself to recline on
a lounge chair on the patio, be-
fore the crowd set in.

I snitched a cookie from the
tray and a cool glass of peach
tea and headed for my favorite
spot. The book was excellent and
I enjoyed my snack. As always, |
kept closing my eyes and drop-
ping the book. 1 must have slept
for at least thirty minutes and
didn't hear Brent come home.
He told me he wouldn't be home
until just before the company ar-
rived.

When | heard a noise, | got
up and was in the process of
walking towards the rear gate,
or should | say waddling, since
I had already gained quite a bit
into the pregnancy. Out of no-
where, came this creature-thing,
first making an unrecognizable
noise.

The thing was larger than
a German Shepherd, his hide
covered with brown and white
splotches and smelled like a
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sewer. His feet made clicky-click
noises as he ran toward me. |
now recognized some kind of
bleating sound.

Somehow | managed to jump
on a table while screaming at the
top of my lungs "Brent was that
you that just came in? Help Mel!
Come here now!"

Yes, it was Brent, he was
laughing so hard when | said,
"What is that?" He said, "Don't
you just love my new pet." |
asked again what it was.

Laughing harder than ever,
seeing me standing as big as |
was on the table, he said, "That
is Bill, my new GOAT."

"You can't be serious,” | said.
"Put him in the side fenced yard
and help me get down from this
table."” By the way, we only had
a few minutes before company
arrived. All the kids who came
loved, Billy. I will state for the re-
cord, Brent really got my GOAT
that day. Billy did not live with
us very long.

WMBTFITTffll EM OIF ©©CTOK to the Golden Era of Space Exploration,
"WhsSIMJ and its people have played a distinctive and important

place in history.

Our area contributes so much to the lifeline and soul of so many, especially
as 2019 celebrates Alabama’s Bicentennial and the 50th Anniversary of the

Moon Landing.

This anthology of history, music and art,

celebrates

these themes with the proceeds going to the Tennessee Valley's home of
classical and modern chorale excellence and expression, the
Oh"GgU®, which on May 3, 2019 will premiere the original music for

these themes.
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A Springtime
Eege%d

by Ted Roberts

Springtime is coming, whispered
the Forsythia to me. Even the Daffo-
dils don't know it. That old Sycamore
doesn't show it, but Springtime is com-
ing.

Nature should never remain the
same, decided the Seasonal Creation
Committee headed by none other than
the Lord of Creation. "Man thrives on
change. He is so easily bored. So I'll
segment the year into seasons. There
shall be four, each with its own theme
of temperature and wildlife. And my
earth shall begin with autumn - restful,
quiescent, a time of peaceful prepara-
tion for my miracles to come." This was
the final proclamation of Creation. All
was now done, including the two lov-
ers whom He had molded the night be-
fore.

They looked around their autumn
world, so dreary. Only a weak splash
of sun relieved the gray gloom of leaf-
less trees and dirt unadorned
by grass or bush or crea-
tures, who had retreated to
their caves. Adam glanced

“Some people try to turn
back their “odometers”.

Not me, | want peagple to
know why | ool this way.
I've traveled a long way

and some of the roads
weren't paved.”

Jed Harris, Gurley

at his newlywed, then took a long look around
the Garden that was called Eden. "Some garden,"

said Eve. "How dull. The skies are gray, the hills
are gray, and the trees are gray. I'm cold," said
Eve, "and there's not even an onion grass salad
in sight.”

The Lord watched and thought maybe He had

started the human experiment at the wrong time.
"What'll we eat?" wailed Adam.

But the Lord, with infinite power, showered

Greetings to all the Beautiful
oms out therel

Happy Mother's Day to you Moms and
especially the Huntsville High
Class of 1966

Oscar & Maria Llerena

Huntsville Area



down on the two some of
the manna and a few of the
quails he was saving for the
Israelite in generations to
come. So they ate and lived.

And the Lord turned for-
ward his time machine and
lo, it was Winter.

Earth's pair below no-
ticed the change immedi-
ately. Adam covered him-
self and his new companion
with the skin of a bear who
had perished from the cold.
The Lord noted this was an
expedient measure. They
had manna for nourishment,
bearskins for warmth, and
they survived Winter. The
Garden Master prepared to
give a further crank to the
time machine.

"Wow, it's cold,” said
the lovebirds. And I'm sick
unto death of this tasteless
manna." Eve only shivered a
frigid response. "This is life?"
chattered Adam. "This is a

A.

by Tom Carney

The Way It Was”

the Other Side of Huntsville's History

Garden of Eden like dead
grass is a Waldorf salad. |
thought we were here to im-
prove things. To improve
this we'll need a hill full of
dynamite and that big or-
ange thing in the sky to turn
up his temperature twofold."

"I know what to do,” said
resourceful Eve. "He'll go eat
one of those apples He for-
bade to us. He'll evict us in
a minute. We'll explore the
brave new world."

No sooner had her word
met the air of Eden than she
ran to that apple tree. But
in the meantime the Master
of Gardens had turned the
crank to Spring. Oh, what a
transformation. Fruit of all
kinds popped onto the limbs
of the trees. Berries weighed
down the vine. And the tem-
perature rose to a comfort-
able 70 degrees. The earth
sang with comfort and good-
ness.

A Uni
hose

to Bu
%remate you'
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“Eve! Eve!” shouted
Adam, “don’'t touch that tree
and its poisonous apples.”

But it was too late. Eve
had already bitten, chewed,
and swallowed a chunk of
apple.

You know the rest. With
backward glances of regret
and reluctant steps the two
left a glorious Eden and
Springtime behind.

The syndicated humor
of “ted, the Scribbler on the
roof”, appears in newspa-
pers around the US, on Na-
tional Public Radio, and nu-
merous web sites.

“Let's pause and ask

ourselves: How much

clean air do we really
need?”

Lee lacocca
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Time and the First Calendar

by Barry Key

TIME... .what is TIME? You can't see or touch
TIME, but you know it's there. To live people
must have food, water and oxygen. Life must also
have TIME. If TIME should stop, then life would
cease to exist.

TIME is in a forward motion and complies
with the laws of Newton, "a body in motion will
continue in motion until acted on by an external
force". There is no mortal force that has the ability
to stop TIME, so TIME will continue for eternity
unless, Heaven forbid, acted on by a "Supernatu-
ral" force.

TIME follows Einstein's theory that "matter
can neither be created nor destroyed”. TIME can
neither be "increased nor decreased"... .well ex-
cept for one TIME when my wife and | were dat-
ing. We were sitting on the steps of her parent's
front porch watching a full moon cross the sky,
when all of a sudden Judy's dad (whom | consid-
ered a supernatural force) appeared and said for
us to stop "MAKING TIME".

TIME has always fascinated mankind. When
mankind first discovered how TIME affected his
life he realized he could not control TIME, so he
started to think of ways to use TIME to control his
life... hence the calendar.

To tell you how man came up with the idea of
the first calendar, | have to take
you back 400,000 yearsto the Ne-
anderthal period. Groog érhymes
with log) was a highly educated,
intelligent man. Groog lived in
Rockville, Eurasia. Groog had
graduated from Rockville HIC?h

chool, earned his bachelor's de-
gree from Limestone College and
received his PhD from Hardrock
University.

He was highly regarded by
the Neanderthal's in Rockville, so
he was elected mayor. This was
the beginning of the first TIME
man ran into a problem with

TIME. Whenever Groog would call a town hall
meeting people would show up on different
days. He thought to himself, I've got to come
up with some way of organizing a meeting so
_er\l/'c\e/%one will show up on the same day and

He thought, that bright ball in the sky cross-
ing over Rockville everyday has got to be the
answer. He got out his stone tablet and chiseled
asmall line. He said this will be the first day of



my tablet (just so happened it
fe?ll on Jan(dary 1, 40(9800 BC).

For two years Groog chiseled
a small line on his tablet each
TIME the bright ball crossed
Rockville.

Groog, being very obser-
vant, noticed that about every
91 days the weather changed.
For 91 days Rockville had
a white cold powder on the
%round and the Neanderthal's

ad to wear several layers of
animal skins to stay warm.
They spent most of their TIME
in their caves sleeping, eating
and playing games.

The next 91 days there were
strong winds but the Nean-
derthal's could get by with
just one layer of animal skin.
The depressing gray trees and
brown grass turned to a sooth-
ing green and flowers bloomed
out In many different colors.
The Neanderthals cooped up
in their caves for 91 days were
glad to get outside and enjoy
the fresh air. The young Nean-
derthal men, seeing the young
women in the natural light,
and thinking of the following
91days, began to think of other
games to play.

The third 91 days were the
Neanderthal's men's favorite
TIME of the year... all the Ne-
anderthal women wore only
animal skin bikinis. However,
the air was hot and muggy and
again the Neanderthals would
spend most of their TIME in
their caves, or on siesta.

The fourth 91 days the air
was cool and comfortable, the
trees and bushes turned to
beautiful colors of red, orange
and yellow. The Neanderthal
men began hunting and fish-
ing while the women collected
berries, nuts and roots for the

“All my life | thought air
was free, until | bought a
bag of chips.”

Pat Riley, Huntsville

next 91 days that they would
once again spend in their caves
gecause of the cold white pow-
er.

~ Groog saw these changes
in the weather and decided to
divide his stone tablet into four
91 line sections. At the begin-
ning of each 91 lines he made
the lines heavier and longer.
He said | need a name for these
four periods of time, so he went
down to Rockville's Public Li-
brary and pulled out the Mer-
riam-Webster dictionary and
began to search for words that
would define the four different
sections (and temperatures)
scrolled on his tablet.

After several hours of re-
search, Groog came up with the
words; Cold, Windy, Hot and
Mild. He inscribed the words
above each section of the tab-
let that the word stood for. He
also came across “one’ generic
word that was common to all
four phases of his tablet... .the
word “season”.

He categorized the four sec-
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tions of his tablet as the four
seasons. (400,000 years later
four New Jersey boys starting
a rock and roll band needed a
name for the band that really
sounded inviting. The boys
had studied about Groog In
their anthropology class and
one boy, Frankie, suggested
the name “The Four Seasons”.
If you are at least 50 years old,
you know the rest of that story.)

Groog felt he had come up
withaway to control TIME. But
he needed a name for his stone
tablet. Back to the library and
dictionary for more research.
After reading many word defi-
nitions, he finally found the one
word that described his tablet
perfectly... the word “CALEN-
DAR”.

As Paul Harvey MIGHT
have once said “Now you
know the FIRST of the story”.

Author's  Comment: Al-
though my story is 100% fic-
tion, | hope you have had a
“FUN TIME” reading it.

Bunny

Hello, the Ark named me Bunny. |

am standing on my hind legs because
I am going to write a speech for you.
Did you know thatthis is kitten season?

Lastyear during the months of April

and May the Ark had 63 Kittens and 4
new nursing mothers! A mommy cat
can have 3 litters of kittens a year. |
know we are so cute and lots of fun
but there are just too many of us. Did
you know that all shelters in the State
of Alabama has to spay and neuter all
their rescued animals? Do you have a
male or female cat that has not been
altered? Will you help to save lives by
having them spayed or neutered? Did
you know we have a low cost spay/neuter clinic in Huntsville? Thank
you for reading my speech. Please visit a shelter when you are ready
to adopt a canine or feline family member. | love you all. Your friend.

Bunny.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

Hours Tues. - Sat.

The Ark
256.851.4088

11am-4pm
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The Magnolia Blossom

by Becky Johnson Richardson

Twice in my life, | wanted to
give my mother a present when
| had no money. The first time
occurred when | was 10 (1950).
Mother let my brother and |
walk to a country store about a
mile from our home. Our uncle
operated the store. | remember
it was a scary trip. Most things
are scary the first time we expe-
rience them.

We walked along a bus-
ily traveled dirt road, took a
shortcut through a field, waded
across a small creek, and care-
fully sneaked through a pasture
full of cattle. My mind created
many possible dangers, such
as, snakes, angry cattle, break-
ing an ankle, etc. My brother
is two years younger than me;
however, he tried to act braver
than me, but | do not think he
was. He just felt more impor-
tant because Mother pinned
the list and the money in his
pocket.

Upon arrival, Uncle Tollie
gave us sodas and moon-pies.
We had one dime left after
we bought the things Mother
wanted. | asked Uncle Tollie
what | could buy for a dime
for a Mother's Day present. He
showed me several things. |

chose a bar of Camay perfumed
soap. | felt exhilarated but also
frightened because our parents
gave us whippings for very mi-
nor mistakes. | thought I might
get a whipping for spending
money without permission.

After the scary trip, home, |
wrapped the soap bar and gave
it to mother for Mother's Day.
She seemed glad to get it but
not overjoyed as | had imag-
ined she would be. Again, | felt
my efforts were unappreciated.
| crawled back into my secret
self and stopped showing my
feelings. |1 had been whipped,
verbally embarrassed and
emotionally starved since the
day | was born. The few times
| rose above the pain and tried
to show my feelings, | experi-
enced either a negative reac-
tion or no reaction.

For several years, | roboti-
cally went through the motions
of living. Recently, | read that
emotional starvation can be
compared to the murder of a
person's soul. It makes one feel
dead inside. I know this feeling
well.

To defray m){ tuition at a
Snead Junior College {1958}, I

obtained a grant-in-aid to the
Dean of the English Depart-

ment and sponsor of the Dra-
ma Club. This began a lifelong
friendship. His compliments
and continual praise were a
new and exhilarating experi-

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



ence to me, and | enjoyed being treated
as an adult.

With his encouragement, | joined
the Drama Club, and played Cicely in
the play, The Importance of Being Ear-
nest. For the first time in my life | felt |
could do anything. | felt alive.

The Drama Club sold candy to raise
money for a club trip. As an incentive
to sell more candy, our sponsor prom-
ised a watch to the person who sold
the most candy. This began the second
time | really wanted to get something
for my Mother. Again, | had no mon-
ey. | worked very hard to sell the most
candy.

On the day we met to turn in our
moneys, | thought | had won. As more
people turned in their moneys, | began
to doubt that | had won. A friend said
she had only sold five or six bars and
asked me if | wanted her money. | took
her money. | desperately wanted the
watch for a Mother's Day present.

Today, | know that my subcon-
scious motivation was that | thought
| could buy my mother's appreciation
with the watch. | know now that it
would not have made any difference
in her reactions to me.

| won. Everyone in the Drama Club
knew I had won. | was to be congrat-
ulated and awarded the watch in As-
sembly the next day. | had a few hours
to think about what | had done. In me,
when | have done something that is
unfair, | get a tight feeling in my chest
that will not leave until | do something
to atone. | realized that each time |
saw that watch on my mother's arm, |
ytvould remember | had cheated to get
it.

| arrived early at college the next
day and went immediately to see the
Drama Club sponsor. | told him that
| had cheated to win, and why | had
done it. I told him | did not feel right
about accepting the watch. I asked him
to give the watch to the runner-up. He
said, “OK.” Then he asked me to sit
with him on the first row in the audi-
torium.

| arrived in the auditorium before
him. | sat all alone on the first row.
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Everyone was in the auditorium when he made his
entrance. He walked down the aisle, holding the most
beautiful magnolia blossom that I have ever seen.

When he reached the first row, he bowed from the
waist and with a grand motion, handed me the magnolia
blossom and said, ‘To the most beautiful girl here!” Tears
came to my eyes. | felt really loved at that moment. | also
knew that | had given my mother a present grander than
a ¥vatch. | was giving her a lifetime of honesty and integ-
rity.

Much later, | learned it was a present that only |
would treasure. She continued to be emotionally cold
and to think I was morally corrupt. | waited 16 more
years before a lifetime wish to hear my mother say, “I
love you, Becky” would be fulfilled. | was 35 years old.
For a second, | thought my murdered soul had been res-
urrected, but I was wrong. The pain did not stop.

| learned how to murder feelings also. | learned to
murder expectations and hopes before they could live
and hurt me. | learned to murder good feelings. | have
continued to control and hide my feelings of love and
expectations; that is, until | see a magnolia tree in full
blossom ... and for a moment, justa moment, | feel every-
thing is right in the world.

This is where the first version ended. However, af-
ter Mother aged, she was in a nursing home for several
years. During that time, | was her main family caretaker.
I made myself a promise that | would do something ev-
eryday to make her laugh since she had never had that
kind of joy in her life. I also promised myself that | would
not do or say the same thing twice. For 18 years, | kept
that promise. We had many joyous moments for me to
remember instead of the childhood ones.

Mother died July 2017 at ninety-eight and a half years
old. I am filled with what those 18 years added to bright-
en my life because now | can remember my Mother full
of love and happiness. What she didn't learn as a child, |
was able to teach her as an adult.

| can still hear her voice from about three months be-
fore she died as | entered her room, she looked at me full
of expectations and said, “Becky tell me a joke!”

In our house, the definitions of whippings and spank-
Ings were:

a. A whipping was administered with a switch
created from a thin, long limb taken from a bush. The
branches and leaves were removed, often leaving barbs.
The hitting could range from the shoulders to the ankles.
When contact with skin occurred, the type of punish-
ment left whelps and broken skin,

b. Aspankingwasadministered with a leather strap
(called a “strop”), belt or wooden paddle. The hitting
was usually confined to the buttocks and upper thighs or
palms. This type of punishment usually left deep bruises.
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The Lakewood Boys
and their Legacy

by Bill Turney

| Prew up in Huntsville when it was a lot like Mayberr
and life was not only good but it was safe. In about 195
m)é yarents and | moved into a new house in Lakewood
subdivision on North Memorial Parkway near Mastin Lake
Road and | turned 10 years old. We had previously lived
on Walker Street near the old national guard armory and |
was used to riding my bike all over Huntsville but the new
house was pretty far out so | had to find something else to
do closer to our new house and that is where the Lakewood
Eoys come into play. What I call the Lakewood Legacy was

orn.

There was a vacant red dirt field next to the new Lake-
wood Elementary School and a group of us boys gathered
there to Play baseball. I don't know whose idea it was or
how it all started but perhaps it was just that we wanted to

lay baseball. | was 2-3 years younger than the other boys

ut was in the same grade in school and age was less im-
portant than what grade we were in. The problem was that
we didn't have a place to play so we decided to try the va-
cant lot next to the new school. It was on the corner and
appeared to belong to no one, at least in the eyes of 10-12
young boys so we decided to make it our field of dreams.
However, playin? baseball on an uneven, rocky field with
no backstop was less fun than we anticipated so we decided
to do something about it.

Over a couple of summers with some building materi-

als_(piece of chain link fence,
a few concrete blocks, some
rope and some 2X4's) that
were either “donated or “ap-
propriated” we managed to
create a “drag net” with the
chainlink fencing weighted
down with a few concrete
blocks and pulled on ropes by
8- of us at a time, we man-
1zgggclaézl to somewhat level the
ie

A little work with a hoe
and shovel managed to cre-
ate a playable field where we
could field ground balls with-
out hurting ourselves. Still no
backstop but a little chicken
wire and some poles gave us
enough to keep everx missed
ball from going into the street.
The outfield was manageable
after a few run throughs with
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our lawn mowers (several of us cut grass in? for my birth certificate. He apparently had been
for money so we had mowers). told | was a “ringer”! Clearly, | was not & ringer for
All was fine but there were only 10-12 of my awesome talent but it was fun for a moment!

us which meant at best 6 on 6 teams and we We played or practiced every day for 2-3 summers
longed to be a real team. Our dreams were and drank big Topp Colas and ate chunks of bologna
blgdgerthan our assets or so it apdpeared. We and cheese with crackers which we bought from the
had no coach, no equipmentand no league. peddler truck which came by the field around lunch
Then one day someone told Buttermilk time. What a time for a group of boys who just want-
Johnson, the director of the West Hunts- ed to have fun! Quite a difference between today's
ville YMCA, about our group so we rode highly organized and equipped teams.

our bikes across town to the Y and met with

Buttermilk. He listened to us and offered us

two things: first he would allow us to play

in the West Huntsville YMCA league as a Are you
“real team” and he offered us a pile of mis- looKi ng
matched uniforms. Some were grey with

red stripes, some had blue stripes and some for some
had no stripes but to us there were just like g reat
our favorite major league teams so we were - "
officially “in heaven”. reclpes:

We still had no coach but Buttermilk
took us under hiswing and gave us asched-
ule and a little guidance and we began to
play. Each of us had our hero and mine
was Willie Mays and | tried to emulate his

basket catch but honestly wasn'tvery good  Then you need a subscription to a

at it. Other heroes were Nellie Fox, Mick- '
ey Mantle, Pee Wee Reese and others. We Magazine you won t throw away.

played our games at Optimist Park over
near Rison and at Merrimack Field and
later on as we got older, we got to play at
thelbig fielg on the Arsenal Whick|1 had mﬁ- I
jor league dimensions. We were living the Id Huntsville M zine
Jgood Ife! We bummed rides, hitChthked Old 716L§JEa§t CliﬁtonaA%S
and rode our bikes to get to our games. e, Al 35801'

After a couple of years | think we got a Huntsville,
coach and one of the dads started helping
out. We never were really all that good Ifa
but we did have a couple of good play- -
ers so we could get a taste of success oc- gl?eggrggglsn%\ggse!(\;\%
casionally. Since | was younger than the | k¥ dt :
other guys | was always playing above OOk Torwardto seeing you

How about stories from local authors, remedies
and tips you can really use?

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

asked me if | was really only 12. When Fuel Mart

told him yes but | Was#laying with the (256) 213-7250

14 year old guys, he offered me a spot .

ohn theh little Ieielgue all star team even 804 Holmes Avenue at 5 Points
though | was playing on a Pony League .

team. | jumped at the chance and in our A Large Variety of Local Craft Beers
first game we played an out of state team from Huntsville Breweries:

ataftieldin Gurley. :
| was bigger than many of the oth- **Rsot(;g?triig%gc

er 11-12 year old kids and’was used to cyell gH

playing against 13-14 year old boys so ellow Hammer

the pitching in Little League was much  \yjne Brands you Won't Find Elsewhere

easier to hit and | hit a home run. The

funny part was the coach from the other . .
team running the bases with me scream- ~ Wines sold individually or by the case
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Hidden Gardens i
of Old Town Tour~

Celebrating Alabama's 200th Birthday

Sunday June 2nd
1:00 — 5:00 pm

Tickets $10

(Available at Tour)

Twelve Gardens

Calhoun Street
Clinton Avenue
Steele Street
Walker Avenue

Also Available
Historic Walking Tours

Refreshments
Trolley Rides

a [ ]
Rain Date: June 9th

inforoldtownhuntsville,org



