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A GIFT
FOR
AUNT MAGGIE

One year when | was about
eight or nine we were
making Christmas
ornaments at school.
| remember | made a little
wooden Christmas tree and
painted it green. | had a
photograph of Aunt Maggie
that | thought was the most
beautiful in the world and
after carefully cutting her
head out of the picture, |
pasted it on the ornament.

Also in this issue: Christmas in West Huntsville; Mrs. Santa Claus;
Christmas in Mexico; Holiday Recipes; Christmas of 1954; First Missionary

Baptist Church History; Pet Tips; 1923 News Bits and Much More!
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Lewter S Hardware Store

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 are 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

In 1928 our great-grandfather,

insisted on. We are the same family, doing the same business in the

same location. Stop by and visit with us. %Wugﬁm
A Hardware Store....
The Way You Remember Them o ;c&&a@fzc

222 Washington St -(256) 5395777




A Gift for
Aunt Maggie

As Told to Tom Carney

This story was originally
printed in Old Huntsville in
1992. Tom Carney interviewed
the man who asked that we not
use his name. He passed away
several years ago. His story,
written by Tom, follows.

There was a hint of snow in
the air as we sat in the car out-
side the bus station trying to stay
warm. It was Christmas Eve and
the station was crowded with
people going home for the holi-
days. As the bus from Chicago
pulled into the Huntsville station
and began closely examining its
passengers, I watched eagerly,
trying to pick out my Aunt Mag-
gie from the hordes of travelers.

The last passenger finally
emerged from the bus and there
was no sign of her. Uncle Mil,
Aunt Rose and I sat there silent
for a long time until finally Uncle
Mil started the car and we slowly
made our way home.

For a boy of 13 it was devastat-
ing. I could not imagine Christ-
mas without Aunt Maggie.

My parents, I had been told,
died when I was just a baby. Un-

Wife: “l was a fool when |
married you.”
Husband: “Yes dear,
but | was in love and
didn’t notice.”

cle Mil and Aunt Rose, not hav-
ing any children, took me to raise
as their own.

Huntsville, like the rest of the
country, was still suffering from
the Great Depression. Uncle
Mil worked part time at a saw-
mill and whenever he was laid
off, delivered firewood door-to-
door in Huntsville. Often people
would not have the money to
pay him and would pay with
used clothes, chickens and other
items that we could use.

I learned later in life that my
aunt and uncle depended largely
on money sent by Aunt Maggie
from Chicago for their needs.

Aunt Maggie had lived in
Chicago for as long as I could
remember. | never knew the de-
tails at the time except that she
had gotten in some kind of trou-
ble and left Huntsville. I never
questioned it or even cared to.
For me, she was my Aunt Mag-
gie, the most marvelous person
in the world.

We used to receive a letter
from her every Tuesday. Before
I learned how to read and write,
Aunt Rose would sit me down
at the kitchen table and labori-
ously, with her limited ability,
slowly read the words that Aunt
Maggie had written. There were
always two letters in the enve-
lope; one for Uncle Mil and Aunt
Rose and another, the long one,
for me. Her letters were always
full of stories and adventures
about people she knew and
things she had done. Many times
they would include photographs
or postcards showing the sights
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of Chicago.

After 1 started school, Aunt
Rose would make me write Aunt
Maggie a letter every week. Of-
ten I resented the fact that I had
to sit and write the letters while
my friends were out playing.

A birthday or holiday never
went by without Aunt Maggie
sending me a present. Even in
the fall, when it was time to go
back to school, she would send
money for my school clothes.

It was no wonder that I began
to think of Aunt Maggie as being
rich. Though we lived in a little
three room tar-paper house, the
fact that I had a rich aunt up in
Chicago seemed to make me the
equal of anyone.

Aunt Maggie always came
home for Christmas. Uncle Mil
and I would take the axe on
the day before Christmas and
search until we found the perfect
Christmas tree. It was normally
a scrawny little cedar bush, but
to me it was always the grandest
tree in the world. In the evening
we would drive to Huntsville to
pick up Aunt Maggie at the bus
depot. It was always a thrill to see
her get off the bus. She would be
dressed in the latest clothes with

her hair done up beautifully and
carrying large bags full of Christ-
mas presents.

One year when I was about
eight or nine we were making
Christmas ornaments at school. I
remember I made a little wood-
en Christmas tree and painted
it green. I had a photograph of
Aunt Maggie that I thought was
the most beautiful in the world
and after carefully cutting her
head out of the picture, I pasted
it on the ornament.

That year when Aunt Maggie
came home I proudly showed
her my handiwork. She had a
real funny look on her face and
then she started crying. Aunt
Rose and Uncle Mil never said
anything.

I was 13 the last time we went
to get Aunt Maggie at the depot.
Aunt Rose had already told me
that Aunt Maggie might not be
able to come home that Christ-
mas, but in my youthful enthusi-
asm [ refused to listen. I insisted
that we go to the bus station just
in case.

Aunt Rose and Uncle Mil were
silent on the drive home while I
sat in the back seat feeling sorry
for myself. I just couldn’t imag-

ine my Aunt Maggie not coming
home for Christmas.

We did not have a Christ-
mas that year. Sometime during
the night one of the neighbors
brought word that Aunt Maggie
had died. I remember waking up
during the night and hearing a
strange type of noise. Our home
was always quiet at night, but
this was a different kind. It was
a sad silence.

Uncle Mil and Aunt Rose and
I embarked on the long drive to
Chicago. I remember hearing
them talk about cancer and mak-
ing arrangements and what to do
with her things.

Later that day we stopped in
Indiana to eat the biscuits and
ham that Aunt Rose had packed.
Then she and I got out of the car
to stretch while Uncle Mil stayed
and listened to the radio.

Aunt Rose had always been
a strong woman but when she
heard the Christmas carols they
were playing on the radio she
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started to cry. Uncle Mil made
me ride in the front seat with him
for the rest of the trip and Aunt
Rose lay in the back.

When we finally reached Chi-
cago I was not prepared for the
rundown, shabby tenement that
Aunt Maggie had called home. It
was a two-room efficiency with
dirty walls and torn wallpaper
hanging from the ceiling. It had
hardly any furniture.

The only bright spot in the
room was a small Christmas
tree in the corner with presents
piled around in bright festive
wrappings. The tree was deco-
rated with pieces of tinfoil, a few
pieces of fake holly and a single
ornament.

The ornament was the small
green wooden Christmas tree
with Aunt Maggie’s picture on it
that I had given her.

All the presents under the
tree, with the exception of one
each for Aunt Rose and Uncle
Mil, were for me.

Uncle Mil left to go some-
where and see about burial ar-
rangements while Aunt Rose and
I stayed to pack her belongings. I
remember she had what seemed
like hundreds of photographs of
me. There were pictures of me on
my first day at school, playing
baseball, fishing and even one of
me shooting marbles.

Aunt Maggie was buried the
next day in a small cemetery in
Chicago. The only people there
were Uncle Mil, Aunt Rose,
Aunt Maggie’s landlady and me.
There was no tombstone. There
was no money for one.

Though it sounds strange,
life improved for Uncle Mil and
Aunt Rose after Aunt Maggie
died. She had left an insurance
policy and Uncle Mil was able to

“Some people just don’t
know how to drive.
| call these people

‘everybody but me’”.

Sam Keith

buy a small house in West Hunts-
ville. Soon he got hired at Merri-
mac Mills where he was, for the
first time in his life, able to earn a
comfortable living.

I received my draft notice in
1942 and was stationed at Fort
Bliss, Texas, when 1 received
word that Uncle Mil had died.
Aunt Rose had died the year be-
fore and since I was the last of the
family, I was granted a brief fur-
lough. The day after the funeral I
began to go through Uncle Mil’s
papers. He had saved almost ev-
ery letter he had ever received
and among them was a box con-
taining letters from Aunt Maggie.
With a nostalgic feeling I began
to read the words my Aunt had
written about me many years
earlier.

The nostalgic feeling quickly
turned into one of disbelief as I
read further, as Maggie described
her love for a young son she had
treasured. Then the incredible
truth became shockingly clear -
Aunt Maggie, the woman who
had written me so many letters
and sent me so many presents,
was my mother! For a moment I
could not move, overcome with
conflicting emotions.
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In disbelief, I grabbed the small stack of letters and raced next
door to see Mr. Kiles, one of Uncle Mil’s oldest fiends. Even after
confronting him with the facts, he was still reluctant to say anything.

Finally after seeing my determination Mr. Kites said, “Son, don’t
hold it against your mother. She really thought you would have a
better life this way. She did the best she could. She loved you so
much.”

I returned to Fort Bliss with a heavy heart. All of my childhood
memories were destroyed. Every time one of my Army buddies
would make a crack about an illegitimate child or a loose woman
I would cringe inside. I refused to talk to anyone about my family.

When I got married in 1956 my wife, sensing a reluctance on my
part to talk about it, never asked about my family. The first Christ-
mas we spent together was hard for me. Every time I looked at the
Christmas tree I was haunted by memories of another Christmas tree
in a cold water flat in Chicago; of an aunt who was really my mother.

We started attending church when my wife learned she was preg-
nant. I had never been much of a churchgoer but I wanted our child
to be raised in a proper environment.

J. Otis King was the preacher and, though I admired him, I rarely
listened to his sermons, preferring to daydream about other matters.
One day we were sitting in church and I was thinking about cutting
grass or whatever when Brother J. Otis began to preach about love.
He used a parable about the man who had given up everything so
that his children might have a better life. Though I tried to return to
my daydreams, his words kept coming

Services including:

*Exterior & Interior
painting

*Woodworking
*Deck Cleaning
*Gutter Repair
*Pressure Washing
*Handyman Services
*Roofing
*Doors
*Drywall
*Siding
*Window Cleaning
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back to haunt me.

“There is no greater love,” the preach-
er said, “than that of a mother for her
children.”

“How many mothers,” he asked,
“have done without so that their chil-
dren might have something?”

Every time he raised his finger to
point at something it seemed as if it was
pointed straight at me.

My wife could tell that I was upset
when we left the church, but she never
said anything at the time. That evening
after dinner I told her about Maggie and
the shame I had felt when I learned the
truth.

My wife sat silent for a long time. Fi-
nally she said, “Your mother must have
loved you very much.”

That was the first time she ever saw
me cry.

The following year I went to Chicago
on a business trip and my wife accompa- i< iniplieil
nied me. While there, we placed a tomb- Py EREIOUIT Y, GUF
stone on Maggie’s grave.

And every year we hang a special
memento on our Christmas tree; a small

For 40 years our carint
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Care's
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nssion and broad services, we

wooden ornament, timeworn and aged, . .
on which is pasted a yellowing picture E Ca r]ng fO r LIfe

of a proud and elegant lady, my mother. S
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“It’s Christmas -
Oh Boy!”

by M.D. Smith, IV

=
2=}

Hot dog, Oh boy. I can't believe
it's that season again. I have wait-
ed for so long. Hot diggity dog.

Oh boy, Oh boy, Oh boy am I
happy.

Wonderful smells everywhere.
Great aromas float from the kitch-
en as those holiday treats are be-
ing cooked.

Wow! It's here. I have been
waiting and waiting. It's here, it's
here are last. The Christmas tree
in the house, Oh boy. A live one,
not one of those artificial ones that
some families have started using
these days. Yea, this one is a Ce-
dar and it sure smells good.

Dad keeps it fresh by keeping
that bowl of water at the bottom,
full every day. It makes the tree
stay green and keep its fresh cut
smell. Oh Boy, what a great smell.

Oh, and the holly wreaths. Oh
Boy, real holly with the red ber-
ries on it. They smell so good and
"Ouch," can prick your nose if you
get too close.

And mom has the scented can-
dles going. Oh boy, I don't know
what those scents are called, but
they sure smell like Christmas to
me.

Everything is decorated so
pretty. Just perfect all over the
house. Fresh baked ginger bread
men. Oh, what a good smell and
even the crumbs when mom takes
them from the pan are just won-
derful. Yummy.

It's so good to see everyone so
excited and happy. Ijust can't help
but jump around for joy. Oh boy.

But look at that over there. Cat
just lays there on the table top,
regarding everything with an ex-
pression that says he couldn't care
less. He's got his tail hanging off
the table, just gently swaying back
for forth. What is with that guy?

Well, he's always like that.

But not me. I'm the family dog
and I am as happy as I can possi-
bly be at Christmas time.

Oh boy!

il R

{
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Making Christmas Pomanders -
Your Home will Smell Heavenly!

People will wonder if you've
been cooking all day!

The basic premise is simple:
stud whole cloves into pieces
of fruit. This practice has been

around for centuries, especially
during the holidays.
Generally speaking, the

more your fruit is covered in
cloves, the longer it will last.
Simple clove studded fruit can
last a month or so. But if you
want it to last longer, you'll find
directions below for making
pomanders that last months,
even years!

You will need:

Oranges

Lemons

Limes

Whole cloves

Wooden cooking skewer or
thin knitting needle

Optional ingredients for
longer lasting pomanders:

1/4 cup ground cinnamon

1/4 cup ground cloves

2 tablespoons ground nut-
meg

2 tablespoons ground all
spice

1/4 cup powdered orris-
root (this ingredient will help
the pomanders last extra long
- find it in stores like Whole
Foods, Pearly’s, Fresh Market,
etc.)

""‘t Instructions: Take
. the wooden skewer

® or thin knitting needle
L ] &; and poke holes in the
‘ - fruit where you want
the cloves to go.

You can make pat-
terns (like the swirled
orange or other de-
signs) or just random-
ly stud the fruit with
holes. Insert a whole
clove into each hole,
firmly.

In a large bowl mix the op-
tional spices (If you have more
than 2 oranges increase the
amounts).

Carefully place your poman-
ders into the dry spices and
cover with the mixture. Leave
for a week or so and you're
ready to display or hang with
ribbons or other decorations.

The good smells will put
you in the Holiday Mood!

T, o

MS Masonry
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STONEWORK
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Morning Smoke

by Wayne E. Suns

In the Japanese tea ceremo-
ny, if the steam from your cup
rises straight up, you will have

ood luck. If the same is true of

ouses, | lived in the luckiest
neighborhood of all. Except on
rainy days, I would be bundled
up and sent out into the yard
to play while the house was
repaired from the previous
night's sleep; roll-away beds
folded, couches set up, pallets
packed away; breakfast dishes
cleaned and stored.

From early fall through late
spring, wandering around the
yard, I could see smoke rising
straight up from our chimney
and from the chimneys of the
neighboring houses.

central coal-burning fire-
place heated each house. This
would be considered an envi-
ronmental nightmare today,
but then, it was the cheap-

est way to heat the house. As
the coal burned, an enormous
amount of gray smoke and
energy would escape up the
chimney and would form a tall,
straight plume which would
spire up some forty or fifty feet.
On dry days, the spire would
then break off and, catching
whatever slight breeze as was
available, drift downwind.

However, on certain days
when the humidity was high
and the air was still, the smoke
would become heavy from the
moisture and puddle back into
the yard making an acrid pool
around the house. On those
days, the other housedogs and
I would come inside smelling
like fire and brimstone. You
could breathe comfortably out-
side only on windy or warm
days.

Our fires were of necessity.
However, a few families 1n
the area had managed to have
some form of central heating
installed and used their fire-

Old Huntsville Page 9

places for recreational burn-
ing. They used wood instead of
coal.
My great-grandmother had
a gift for distinguishing odors
unsurpassed by any woman I
ever knew until I got married.
One of the dogs could wander
into the house and she'd be able
to tell that the Craig's had their
fireplace lit and what kind of
wood they'd bought that year.
She was also an integral
ﬁart of our heating system, a
uman thermostat. The only
member of her generation, as I
was mine, she was as immobi-
lized by age as I was by youth.
But at Yeast I could go outside,
into the yard. She was confined
to a small rattan barrel shaped
chair. My Grandmother helped
her into it each day and back
into bed each night with occa-
sional shuffles to the bathroom.
The chair was placed at a pre-
cise distance from the fire l}e)lce.
Throughout the day, if she
grumbled "hot", we let the fire

=
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die back. "Cold" always got a couple of chunks of coal added.
She took this job very seriously. I thought for awhile that the
chair was fixed to the floor but I ran into it once during one of
her short forays away from it and it moved.

I finally realized that it was a simple case of strategic sitting.

From its location, she could feel the heat from the grate, catch
the light from the windows to manage her crocheting and see
into the dining room/kitchen. In short, participate in the family
activities without ever moving.

The chair placement was not the only strateg%f required by
the fireplace. My first exposure to planning and logistics came
from watching my Grandmother manage the coal pile. The ba-
sic idea was to make sure that we had sufficient fuel to keep
even the late spring chills out of the house without having
much left over. She knew that I and the other neighborhood
kids would scatter the pile playing in the summer, sometimes
throwing chunks at one another, other times just climbing on it,
ruining our clothes and invariably cutting a hand or foot on a
chipped edge. I still have small bituminous filled tattoos from
such incidents.

Of course, the main consideration was economic, buy as little
as possible.

The first few buys of the year, after we had scraped up and
burned the summer leavings, were substantial, a ton at the time
when we could afford it. That usually insured that we got big-
ger chunks and earlier delivery. Smaller lots were left on the
truck until last and were the dregs, including spots of slate and
dust, shoveled off by hand. A full ton or more got a dedicated
truck that dumped the whole load.

Times when we were short of money and

R — —
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Valley View Cemetery
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(256) 534-8361,

hoping soon to get enough for a full load had
me out for hours with the coal scuttle picking
up small lumps, slintging away the slates, for
there was no worse otfense than havin% a piece
of slate get into the grate; even searching the
grass for enough lumps to carry us over.

But in the spring, the resource planning got
serious. My Grandmother would begin logging
every sign; did the groundhog see his shadow,
have the dogwoods bloomed, were the daffo-
dils out, have we had blackberry winter? I'd
catch her staring quietly out the dining room
window at the pile, measuring and judging.
Never a good time to interrupt. I'd find myself
outside with a rake fixing the pile so she could
estimate it better.

Invariably, when we thought the cold and
the coal might just run out at the same time,
there would be a late front move through. This
would send my dad or one of my uncles out
into the neighborhood looking for someone
whose pile was too big for the time of year,
where we might borrow a scuttle or two.

Once my dad went by the coal company and
bought a bag of coke to see us over. Of course

Neals
Pressure
| Washing
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Painting
Home Repair

256-603-4731

Licensed & Insured

no allowances were made for the difference in N N
the burning characteristics between coke and Proud Metl::be;Bo; BBB
e ppears. souid

coal, and he just dumped some in.

Pretty soon, the flameless embers were al-




most hot enough to melt the grate,
threatening to tumble them into
the living room floor, or to set fire
to the flue soot. There was lots of
whooping and carrying on until
things cooled down. Needless to
say, my dad was forever relieved
from coal duty.

One year, my grandfather raised
enough money to have a central
gas furnace installed. It was large
enough to heat all but one room
that had its own space heater. The
fireplace became just a decoration;
the mantel, a place to hang Christ-
mas stockings. The furnace had
a built-in thermostat. My great-
grandmother died shortly there-
after, but I think I'm the only one
who feels there was a connection.

The remaining chunks of coal
somehow thinned out, the pile
finally disappearing. 1y grand-
mother would occasionally glance
out to where it had been with a
look of nervousness, especially in
late spring.

The various ash piles melt—

ed into the ground %Deavm
trace. The skies turned lue
again, even in winter; but the
house lost its tall, rising spire
and with it, the luck.

Our nuclear family, like oth-
er such devices, reached criti-
cal mass and exploded, scatter-
ing the generations across the
city into other neighborhoods.
Neighbors died, or became af-
fluent and moved away.

When [ visited the house
years later, either it had shrunk
or I had grown. Nothing looks
the same or feels right. Worst of
all, I can’t take my granddaugh-
ter out to the coal pile and let
her get the black dust on her
hands and wonder how we ever
got the rocks to burn.

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

Calvin & Hobbs
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Children and kitty cats, you better watch
out because Sandy Claws is watching you.

Now Christmas is just around the cor-
ner. Children, you better get pen and pa-
per out and make your list to send to the
North Pole. Adults, your little one can get
a letter FROM the North Pole. Put a first-
class stamp on the envelope. Place the en-
velope in larger envelope — apriority mail
flat rate envelope will work — with the ap-
propriate postage and address it to "North
Pole Postmark, Postmaster, 4141 Postmark
Drive, Anchorage, AK 99530-9998 and the
little one will get that letter back FROM the
North Pole.

While children seem to be thinking of
something different to add to their wish
list, parents can get their thoughts together
with shopping, menu list and Christmas
parties to go to.

Many churches have beautiful Christ-
mas music and pageants to attend. The
Living Christmas Tree is one my family
has enjoyed for years. It is held at the First
Baptist Church on Governors Drive. Tick-
ets are free, but get them at the church as
soon as they are available. I suggest getting
there an hour before it is to start to get that
perfect seat and be sure to take a blanket to
wrap up in. The sanctuary is rather cold to
keep the carolers at a comfortable level. The
Living Christmas Tree goes to the ceiling of
the church and is spectacular.

Parents now start thinking of crafts to
entertain their children. Some things my
grandchildren liked to do was make and
decorate Christmas cookies. I used to let
them measure out the cookie ingredients,
and from experience I recommend having
the dough ready for the children to cut out
and decorate. Having flour all over them
and the floor is no fun. We would make
enough cookies for them to wrap up and
take to the neighbors for gifts.

Children like having a small tree in their room. Small artificial
trees aren't costly. They can choose what color lights to put on it.
Nowadays, no heat lights are perfect for a child tree. Making col-
ored construction paper chains, stringing popcorn and cranber-
ries are perfect for an evening of entertaining. For the ones a little
older the craft stores sell wooden Christmas ornaments in many
shapes like trees, candy canes, wreaths, bells, stars and more.
Some even come with paints, just make sure you put aprons on
them, a man’s shirt on backward works well, and an old shower
curtain on the table works well also.

I recommend anything to lessen the stress. It's well worth
it. Try buying some of the dinner items that are cooked or pre-
cooked. Many grocery stores offer a whole dinner, all ready for a
perfect feast. One only has to call and place their order. The tur-
key, dressing and gravy, sweet potato casserole, green beans, rolls
and cranberry sauce, and even a pumpkin pie or apple pie will be
ready for pick up.

Personally, I plan to make a recipe of something every day and
put in the freezer. That way, the Christmas rush won’t get the best
of me.

May I suggest if a store offers gift wrapping, take advantage of
that service.

Older adults who have no little ones around might consider
volunteering for different charitable as they are always in need of
helpers.

Just walking through the Mall and Bridge Street is an excel-
lent way to get into the spirit of the season. I don’t think one ever
gets too old to ride the Carousel at Bridge Street. It sends me back
in time when my father and mother would take me to the fair, I
never got tired of riding it.

Santa is bringing me another grandchild that I have been ex-
pecting for ten years, and it will be named after me. I couldn’t be
happier.

Whatever you do, I wish you the best of the season and a very
Happy New Year.
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Your
next move
should be to

Oxford
Townhomes

Choose from large 2 and 3 BR townhomes or 1 BR
garden style apartments in a great central location.
Lots of living space with private fenced patios,
storage rooms, and access to an on-site Business/
Learning Center. Best of all, we're a NO SMOKING
community.

2516 12th St. SW, just off Bob Wallace Avenue

Callle-mail today—256-536-1209 # Alabama Relay 711

oxfordtownhomesficomcast.net @ |ﬂ| :'Jxﬁjh
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Wi m “It's Cooked In The Pit”
256-828-8777

Health Rating 98% Owner: Rosemary Leatherwood

Hazel Green, Alabama

Dorothy

Allen & Jamie

Austin

We want to wish everyone a
Merry Christmas with warm
wishes for a blessed Holiday
Season from our family to yours. bt ol

Jerry & ‘Lynn
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The Child in Us

by Al Dean

There's a creek near our house that mean-
ders across the county, sometimes east, some-
times west, but in a more or less southerly di-
rection on its way to the Tennessee River. If
you're like me, and I suspect you are, a walk
along the creek would be relaxing and cura-
tive, and may even reawaken the child in you,
especially when the foliage is splashed with
the colors of autumn.

Upstream, about a mile from the bridge
that crosses the highway, there is a sharp bend
where floodwaters have carved away the bank
leaving a steep drop off. Where the soil once
lay thick and rich, the gnarled roots of an an-
cient oak tree reach out with arthritic fingers
grasping for the nourishment that has been
swept away by seasons of flood. This is a good
place to pause, brush the rackety leaves away
from the foot of the tree, lean back against its
massive trunk and listen.

At the right time of day the sun will warm
you like a comforter and if the wind is still
you can hear squirrels scolding from the tops
of shagbark hickories. Woodies and mallards
swoosh along the channel seeking food and
cover. Cardinals, jays and flickers flit from
black gum to black gum and from oak to oak.
Canecutters the size of beagles hop cautious-
ly from one green briar to another. If you are
very quiet a doe will appear followed by her
young one, still in spots, tip-toeing through
dappled sunlight from shadow to shadow.
The warmth of the sun touches your face and
you doze off. This is what it must have been
like in the beginning; breathtakingly wonder-
ful. And you dream, “The earth is the Lord’s
and the fullness thereof.”

One of the traits that separate humankind
from the lower creatures is our capacity to en-
vision and plan; to dream; to see and create
beauty; to imagine good and to build. Howev-
er, on the way to adulthood, the harmony of
our hope has often been disrupted by the real-
ity of our world, and we shut off the childlike
innocence that once knew the wonder in sun-
beams, airplanes, tadpoles, rain filled puddles
and lightning bugs.

From time to time our capacity to envision
urges us to attempt to regain that innocence,

that simplicity and trust; to balance the single-
mindedness of maturity with the naivete of
little children in an attitude that is not wearied
and mundane. It doesn’t require any special
position or rank, no secret knowledge, only
the will to engage our imagination.

We are creatures of habit. For most of us
the content of our days and weeks follow a
prescribed pattern. We like it. We prefer the
tamiliar to the unfamiliar.

My slippers are beside the bed. When I
awaken, I step into them. I must move quickly
so the bed can be made. The bed must be made
the first thing in the morning. Heaven forbid,
if we had a fire, the firemen cutting their way
through our walls would find an unmade bed.

Like most right-handed men I begin shav-
ing on the right side of my face. Before I show-
er, I put my shoes, socks and belt on the dress-
er next to the chair. If my shoes need polishing
I do it before I shower. I hook the hanger hold-
ing the pants I've chosen to wear on the hinge
in the fold of the folding door of my closet. I
hang my shirt on the knob of the closet door.

" Hedeleny

SERVING HEARTY GERMAN FARE
IN HUNTSVILLE SINCE 1972

6125 UNIVERSITY DRIVE
(256) 922-0556




If I'm wearing a tie I drape it over the shirt.
If I'm wearing a jacket I twist the hanger
hook and hang it on the bedroom door. I
use the entire room when getting dressed.

My wife and I can’t get dressed in the
same part of the house. She uses the bath-
room at one end of the house for makeup:
because she can get closer to the mirror.
She uses the master bathroom on the other
end of the house for dressing: because she
can’t get close to the mirror.

We shop at the same grocery store be-
cause we know peanut butter is on aisle
four, and coffee is on aisle six. We use the
same dry cleaner because they know to
starch light in the white, and medium in
the dark. Our habits and patterns are as
predictable as sunrise and sunset.

We like to know exactly what the day
will bring. When things don’t go as we ex-
pect, we get rattled. We don’t like being
moved out of our rut. The Christmas sea-
son moves us out of our rut.

If faith permits us to imagine life in a
certain way, at some level Christmas calls
us to examine our faith. Christmas is about
faith, it is about children, it is about a child
who has excited the imaginations of count-
less millions for over two thousand years,
and the one whose birth the season com-
memorates. Through the magic of the sea-
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son, we can break out of our rut and rediscover
the child in us. And who knows, on Christmas
morning we right-handed guys might even shave
the left side of our face first.

Tis the season. Ho! Ho! Ho! Merry Christmas!
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Christmas After
the Presents

by Anna (Gene) Clift Chesnut

Christmas was always my responsibility in
the small household of my mother and me. She
went to work every weekday and half a day on
Saturday and that did not leave a lot of holiday
planning time. So, from an early age I became
tiercely independent in my schemes of planning
for Christmas. I always decorated the tree. I do
not remember my mother ever helping me. May-
be she did the Christmas chores when I was very
small but in my memory I did all the prepara-
tions. She did make sure that Christmas revolved
around the church (First Presbyterian) and giving
to others. Choir practice with Mrs. Hamm was
mandatory for me.

My first job was to gather my old toys and
some new ones to wrap so that on Christmas Day
we could call Ernest (one of the men who drove
for my mother as she could not drive a car) and
have him pick us up and take us to his house.
There, we distributed the wrapped toys to each of
his nine children. When I was older (high school
age), at Christmastime I would wrap presents
at my cousin's men's store downtown, Clift and
Holmberg. By that time, I had plenty of experi-
ence wrapping presents!

After my presents were wrapped the tree had
to be decorated. Often, the tree was brought to
us from our farm (the farm manager's respon-
sibility). After delivery and set up, that was my
tree to decorate. No matter how wonderfully or
how badly I decorated the tree my mother would
praise it "to the hilt". I am sure, in retrospect, she
felt if she criticized me she might have to do the
job herself!

On Christmas Day after opening our presents,
my mother and I would go to the downtown
Russel Erskine (at that time a beautiful Hotel) for
lunch (more like brunch) and then later in the day
(oftentimes) go to our cousins', the Warrens, for
early supper. The Warrens, like my mother, both
worked during the weekdays (they were dentists,
a husband/wife team) so life was very sched-
uled. They had a cook, Emma, so my mother and
I would have a formal meal with them and their
children (much older than I was) and after sup-
per we cousins would tell Emma how much we
enjoyed her cooking and then run to the barn and
saddle up their horses and ride.

The Warrens house was not, however, in the
country. The barn was in their back yard and they
had bought the house next door, torn it down and
put up a riding ring. On this particular Christ-
mas Day, having saddled the horses, we walked
them to the riding ring, mounted and proceeded
to ride. Now if one knows anything about horses
(and I knew very little) they will sometimes bloat
so that when one tightens the girth it is not really

tight if they expel the air. In my case, that is exactly what
happened with my horse. I was blithely riding along and
suddenly the saddle slipped and I was under the horse. This
was a big horse - a Tennessee Walker - at least seventeen
hands high. He could have smashed my head with one hoof
but he stood quietly while the others raced to my rescue.
So, rather than a Christmas Day disaster I think of it often
with fond memories. To finish the day with a joyful activity
rather than having it end with opening presents has always,
since then, been my goal for Christmas.

To that end, when we moved to Seattle we joined with
seven other families to have Christmas dinner (at a differ-
ent home each year with each family bringing a special
“dish”) and then afterward having the children enact plays,
read Christmas stories and poems, or play instruments and
sing Christmas carols while we parents, through the years,
watched our children grow and thrive.

What would be a better way to end this Christmas story
than with this poem called “A Carol for Children” by Og-
den Nash?

The ancient alters smoke afresh,
The ancient idols stir.

Faint in the reek of burning flesh
Sink frankincense and myrrh.
Caspar, Balthazar, Melchior!

Where are your offerings now?
What greetings to the Prince of War,
His darkly branded brow?

God rest you merry innocents,
Let nothing you dismay.

Let nothing wound an eager heart
Upaon this Christmas day.

Yours be the genial holly wreaths.
The stockings and the tree;

An aged world to you bequeaths
[ts own forgotten glee.

Two ultimate laws alone we know
The ledger and the sword

So far away, so long ago,

We lost the infant Lord

Only the children clasp His hand;
His voice speaks low to them,

And still for them the shining band
Wings over Bethlehem.

Soon, soon encugh come crueler gifts,
The anger and the tears

Between you now there sparsely drifts
A handful yet of years.

Oh, dimly, dimly glows the star
Through the electric throng.

The bidding in temple and bazaar
Drowns out the silver song

God rest vou merry innocents,

While innocence endures,

A sweeter Chrnistmas than we to ours
May vou bequeath to yours,

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.

Inspections performed
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

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

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




Christmas in West
Huntsville in the
1920s

by Newman Ward

I remember that people were happy
in the 1920s. Before the depression it was
easy to get work at all the mills and facto-
ries running. A group of men had come to
Huntsville from the Dakotas to start the
West Huntsville Cotton Mill, the Hunts-
ville Hardwood Manufacturing Compa-
ny, and a fertilizer factory that also sold
seed and feed.

Preston Cothran, a genuine dwarf,
moved into our community about that
time. He was able to get around by be-
coming adept at roller skating. He skated
"better than some and very good indeed."

Preston, called "Shorty" by everyone,
became the star of a YMCA annual affair
hailed as the Great Barn Door-Bale Hay
Circus. The idea was to make it sound
like a Ringling Brothers Barnum and Bai-
ley extravaganza. Shorty would stand
on the end of a spring board, take a little
jump, raise his feet high into the air and
sit down hard on the end of the board.
Then he would rebound into a standing
position. Even though there were other
gymnasts, the crowd thought Shorty's
act was the hit of the show.

Coach Andy Boyd did a routine on c*

the pommel horse, and three or four of
the high school girls turned cartwheels
and did back bends. They performed a
routine that looked a lot like Swinging
Statues, where they would spin each
other around and throw each other into
gymnastic positions. One girl landed on
her hands in a handstand. Two brothers
rode bikes no-hands and stood on their
seats for a few feet before they started to
fall off. The school didn’t have a band,
but six people got together around the
old YMCA piano with a trumpet and
fiddles and a drum for this lucky oc-
casion. There were no animal tricks, of
course, but the townsfolk put on a lively
show. Shorty later became a watch re-
pairman on Madison Street, just off the
Square.

On Christmas most of us would
get a bag containing a tangerine and
pecans or walnuts. I relished getting
special tropical edibles instead of the
usual mashed potatoes, green beans,
cornbread and canned tomatoes. Still,
when I smell a tangerine, my mouth
waters thinking about long-ago Christ-
mases. We raised our own chickens, so
we had one for dinner along with Wal-

and boiled custard. My favorite was
black walnut cake when we had been
able to get enough walnuts to crack for
the batter.

The girls received books of pa-
per dolls and fancy paper clothes or
sometimes a rubber dolly whose eyes
opened and closed and who wet, be-
cause her mouth had a little hole for
a baby bottle and a tube that required
diapers.

After seeing Shorty’s popularity in
the circus, we local kids, boys and girls
alike, wished we had skates. Naturally
they were what my sister Earleen and 1
asked Santa for, for Christmas, and as
it turned out, so did most of the other
kids. Sure enough, on Christmas morn-
ing, we woke up early to see if we had
gotten anything. There they sat under
the tree, with metal wheels and clamps
to fasten them to our shoes. We ran out
the door early to learn to keep our bal-
ance by going around and around the
YMCA block, which luckily had con-
crete sidewalks.

I was so happy skating that I vol-
unteered to go to the store for Mama.
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Once coming back home with my
hip pocket full of a box of matches, I
tripped and fell hard. The matches
burst into flames from the impact. I
looked like a circus act for sure. I prob-
ably made the quickest moves of my
life getting that box out of my pants.

Earleen went skating down the hall
of our house before she had learned
how to stop. She got up steam so that
by the time she reached the back door,
all she could do was put out her hand.
She ran her arm right through the glass
panel. Everybody was worried, but
fortunately she didn’t cut herself.

Harold “Slick” Tipps became the
star skater. He could spin around and
jump a little bit. But we all did very
well, it seems, because even though we
raced each other around and around
the YMCA, we came through the skat-
ing season with no broken bones.

The contrast between then and now
makes me think of “the good ole days”
with nostalgia. Were we really as hap-
py as I remember with a bag of good-
ies and one precious present? I like to
think so.

= Boorcs" NEW AND OLD
* OUT OF PRINT SEARCH
* FIRST EDITIONS
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John M. Shaver
256-533-7364

Email shaversbks@comcast.net
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Huntsville, Al 35801
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney
£

We sure have some sharp-
eyed readers. Ruth Manzell
was the first caller who told
me she found the toothpick af-
ter a little bit of investigation.
Did you find it? I put it under
Mitch Howie’s name (in ad
below). Most people thought it
was just a line but it was a very
detailed toothpick - check it
out in last month’s issue. And
I know I did a good job hiding
it because I got less than halt
the calls I normally get. Ruth is
retired from USAMC and now
she gets a free subscription
mailed right to her house for a
year! Congratulations, Ruth.

We had lots of calls for
Danny Banks, everyone either
knew him back in the day or
had dealings with him over the
gears. Danny was that sweet

oy in the Photo of the Month
for November, a retired judge.

Janice Norman was the lady
who called from Athens where
she now lives, she remembered
Danny from years ago and said
she would recognize that face
anywhere!

I wanted to make a couple
of corrections in the story from
last month - “Geneology 101"
written by Anna Chesnut. Mac
Vann’s name was incorrect and
should have been Mack Vann,
and the twin sisters were Glen-
da and Lenda (not Linda).

Happy Birthday to one spe-
cial person. John E. Carson
teaches a Creative Writing
class on Thursdays at the Se-
nior Center at 1pm, has done
it for years. He is so loved by
his class. He’s written many
stories for Old Huntsville. This
year on his birthday (Oct 6) his
class put together a surprise
birthday party at the Senior
Center for John. The theme
was around his most popular
book “Scruffy” and had lots
of dog paraphernalia. He is
the man behind “Rescue Me”
which raises money to get Res-
cue dogs together with military
Vets who really are in need of

four legged friends. We're so
proud of you John.
I heard a great tip recently

that you need to know. Many
use space heaters to supple-
ment their heating in these re-
ally cold daysl You need to al-
ways plug it in directly to the
outlet. Don’t plug space heat-
ers into power strips or split-
ters, because heat will build up

il

256-533-2400
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and can definitely cause fire.

Delores Forsman let us
know that she sure loves the
variety in our writer submis-
sions that Old Huntsville pub-
lishes each month. She said she
looks forward to it and wishes
we were weekly!

Don’t forget to feed the birds
in the icy cold weather. It's
harder for them to find seeds
or anything to eat or water to
drink. I have so many chip-
munks this year and they love
the birdseed too, so I try to
keep it off the ground and in
the feeders.

Oscar Llerena is one of the
most generous }Eeople you'll
ever meet and he’s a gradu-
ate of Huntsville High class
of 1966. He was also a Christ-
mas Eve baby. He is having a
big birthday on December 24th
and lives with his family in Mi-
ami. So his many friends and
classmates send love to Oscar
in wishing him a very ha
Celebratiorgl of his birth}cliay! PRy

Tom Paone is the 2nd Vice
Commander of the American
Legion Post 237 in Huntsville
and he said they will be helping
to host the 83rd Annual Ameri-

Photo of The Month

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

Call (256) 534-0502

This beautiful girl knows alot
about the color green and
keeping our city clean.




can Legion High School Ora-
torical Contest at Madison City
Hall at 10am on Jan. 25, 2020.
He would like to find high
school students who would
like to be contestants, as well
as invite the public to attend
this free event. More informa-
tion by searching for Clayton E.
Moneymaker American Legion
Post 237.

Lorene Fisk Dilworth was
89 when she passed away on
October 15. She married her
sweetheart Bill (William Penn
Dilworth, III) and went on to
have two sons and a wonder-
ful life. She is survived by son
William Penn Dilworth IV
(Angi Penney). I remember her
from years ago and she was a
true southern lady who dearly
loved her family.

The weather for the Vet-
erans Day Parade on Nov.
11 couldn’t have been better.
Warm, nearly 70 degrees, sun-
ny and clear. There were more
entries than ever and I believe I
heard that it is one of the larg-
est in the country. There were
so many flags and people say-
ing Thank you, lots of Veterans
and we’re so proud of you.

John and Peggy Richard of
Team Richard have been mar-
ried now for 59 years! They cel-
ebrated their big day on Nov.

12. Congratulations to the love-
birds and here’s to 50 more!

While we're celebrating im-
portant days, Jane Barr had an
88th birthday in October. She
knows all about the history
of Monte Sano and she, along
with husband Tom, hiked
so many trails up there. Tom
t};assed away several years ago

ut Jane still lives on the moun-
tain and loves the beauty there.

Recently I was at a friend’s
home and she served some
really good spiced tea, cold.
I had always had hot spiced
tea but it was so good. She
said she gets cinnamon sticks,
pours some Milo’s or whatever
ready-made tea you like into a
pot, heats it up and throws in a
couple of the cinnamon sticks,
lemon juice, honey, etc. Let that
sit with heat off for an hour or
so, pour back into a container
and in the fridge. So good and
it can be sugar free if you like,
all kinds of varieties.

Happy Birthday to our
friend Louie Tippett (below).
He had a birthday on Novem-
ber 22 along with a big sur-
ﬁrise party masterminded by

is sweet wife Jane and their
daughters. It was a total suc-
cess and Louie had no idea.

There is something hidden
in this issue that one or two
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may find. It is a candle, I won't
say if it's large or small. It has
a flame. IF you find it, be the
tirst to call and you get a free
subscription for a year of Old
Huntsville. I know many of you
like to look for the hidden item
before you read the stories, but
you might have trouble with
this one. Prove me wrong]!

There are so many events to
attend since we’re now on the
countdown to Christmas. Be
sure and check Valley Events
online for a variety of things to
do with dates.

When it got so cold in No-
vember some people lost pow-
er in the middle of the night,
with transformers blowing, etc.
The Huntsville Utilities folks
got out immediately, put a sta-
tus on their Facebook page and
website and fixed all the lines
within just hours. I don’t think
we take enough time to tell
Hsv Utilities how much we ap-
preciate them not only this past
time, but in years past with
falling trees and tornadoes and
much more, they are there right
away. Thank You for your hard
work.

I wish all of our readers a
warm and magical Christmas
and be sure and give your par-
ents/grandparents extra hugs.
You won’t regret it.

........
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Gills from the Kilchen

Nothing means more to peo-
ple than something you've baked
for them. Try some of these great
sweets that you've packed into
beautiful tins to start your own
wonderful traditions.

Hazelnut Butter
Crunch

1/2 c. all-purpose flour

1/3 c. chopped hazelnuts

1/4 c. packed brown sugar

1/4 c. butter

Mix all til crumbly - distrib-

ute evenly in a buttered 13x9
inch pan. Bake at 400 degrees
til golden brown, 7 to 10 min-
utes. Stir & cool, store in cov-
ered container or give as a gift.

Chocolate Nut Truffles

1 c. Eagle Brand condensed
milk

4 oz. chocolate chips

2-1/2 c. powdered sugar

1 t. vanilla

1 c. pecans, chopped fine

Melt chocolate in top of a

double boiler or in microwave
oven for 30 second intervals.
Add the condensed milk, let

it cook 3 minutes, stirring con-
stantly. Remove from heat, add
sugar, blending thoroughly.
Add vanilla and nuts, shape as
desired. Dip in melted choco-
late or roll in coconut or cocoa
powder.

Grandma’s Lace
Cookies

2 sticks butter, softened

3 c. brown sugar, packed

legg

1/4 t. salt

1 t. vanilla or almond extract

4 c. quick rolled oats

With your mixer, blend

the butter and sugar. Add egg,
vanilla, salt and blend in oats.
Spray a light coating of oil on a
cookie sheet, make small balls
on the sheet, two inches apart,
and don’t overcook. Bake at
325 degrees for 8 minutes. Cool
completely before removin
them from cookie pan or they’ll
stick together.

Coconut Meringues

4 egg whites
1-1/4 c. sugar

2-1/2 c. coconut, shredded

1 t. vanilla extract

1/4 t. salt

Preheat oven to 325 de-

grees. Lightly grease a cookie
sheet. Beat {;our egg whites in a
deep glass bowl til foamy, beat
in sugar, continue beating until
stiff and glossy. Do not under-
beat. Fold in remaining ingre-
dients, drop mixture by heap-
ing teaspoonfuls about 2 inches
apart onto your cookie sheet.

Bake for 20 minutes and
they’re light brown. Immedi-
ately remove from cookie sheet
and cool. Store in a tightly cov-
ered container.

Toasted Almond
Brittle

2 c. sugar

1 c. almonds, slivered &
toasted

3 T. butter

Pinch baking soda

Cook sugar in an iron skil-

let over low heat, stirring con-
stantly til it forms a syrup.

Remove from stove and stir
in the almonds. Add butter and
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soda, pour onto greased cookie
sheet to cool, break into pieces
when cool and store.

Macaroons

116-oz. pkg. angel food cake
mix (1 step)

1/2 c. water

1-1/2 t. almond extract

2 c. flaked coconut

In a bowl beat the cake
mix, water and extract, use low
speed for 30 seconds. Scrape,
beat on medium speed for an-
other minute. Fold in the coco-
nut, stir. Drop by teaspoonfuls
onto a parchment paper-lined
baking sheet.

Bake at 350 degrees for 10-
12 minutes, remove paper with
cookies to a wire rack to cool
completely.

Best Dark Fudge

3 c. chocolate chips, semi-
sweet

1 dash salt

1-1/2 t. vanilla extract

1 can Eagle Brand sweet-
ened condensed milk

2 c¢. walnuts or pecans,
chopped

In a heavy saucepan over

low heat, melt the chips with
the Eagle Brand and salt. Re-
move from heat, stir in the nuts
and vanilla. Spread evenly
over wax-paper lined 9x13”

*THe HisToORIC
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pan. Work quickly because it
will harden in seconds. Cover
and chill overnight - next day
turn fudge onto cutting board
and remove wax paper, cut
into small squares, store in re-
frigerator.

Forgotten Crispies

2-1/2 c. powdered sugar

4 egg whites

1 t. cream of tartar

1 t. vanilla extract

lc. choplped pecans

Beat all ingredients except

nuts for 15 minutes, then add
nuts and drop by teaspoonfuls
onto greased cookie sheet.

Bake at 225 degrees for an
hour, turn heat off, leave in
oven til cool.

Peanut Butter Cookies

1 c. chunky peanut butter

1 c. brown sugar

1 egg, beaten

1 t. vanilla extract

pinch salt

Stir all ingredients til com-
bined. Shape level tablespoon-
fuls into balls, place 2 inches
apart on a buttered cookie
sheet. Flatten with fork.

Bake at 350 degrees for 16
minutes and cookies are set,
but don’t overcook. Cool for
5 minutes and remove to wire
racks.

Lowry House 9

Make Yyour RESERVATIONS

IN A
BEAUTIFUL SETTING!

CaLL (256) 489-9200
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WEDDINGS, MEETINGS,
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1205 Kildare St.
Huntsville, Al 35801
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Brandy Balls

3 c. finely crushed vanilla
wafers

1 c. powdered sugar

3 T. cocoa powder

1/2 c. pecans, chopped fine

1/4c. Erandy or rum

1/4 c. light Karo syrup

SUGAR MIXTURE

1/2 c. granulated sugar

1/2 c. cocoa powder

In a large bowl, combine

the first six ingredients in order
listed. Mix well with spoon and
set aside. On a plate mix 1/2
cup granulated sugar with 1/2
cup cocoa powder, mix well
and spread out. Roll small balls
of the wafer mixture then roll
in the sugar/cocoa mixture.

These make the perfect gift
in a pretty covered container.
You friends will love them!
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The First
Missionar

Baptist Church

by Denise Swain

In the late 1800s a group of
Christians from Aberdeen, Mis-
sissippi settled in Huntsville,
Alabama.

Therefore, guided by the
Holy Spirit in 1880 they estab-
lished the First Missionary Bap-
tist Church in an old house on
West Clinton Street under the
leadership of Reverend Robert
Green.

Shortly after the formation
of the Church in 1881 Reverend
Pope Jones became the Pastor.
During his pastorate, services
were held in the United States
Court Building at three and
seven o'clock p.m. each Sun-
day. Reverend Jones started a
building program. With assis-
tance from the Muscle Shoals
Missionary Baptist Association,
the Church purchased a lot on
Steele Street. Construction of
the church began in 1886 with
Reverend Jones and Reverend
M. J. Hooks erecting the struc-
ture.

On May 4, 1895, the corner-
stone was laid and the Steele
Street building was complete.
In 1906, a group of Huntsville
ministers met at First Baptist
Church to form the Ministers
Union of Huntsville with mem-
bership extended to all area
ministers.

By 1922, anew era of growth
and vision began. Rev. C. N.

“It’s all fun and games
until someone loses
a tooth - and then it’s

hockey!”

Jake Brown, Madison

Perry, a young progressive & energetic preacher from Morehouse
College introduced a program for expansion. Beginning in 1925
-- amid the mecca of Huntsville's black life of black-owned busi-
nesses & cultural activity within present day downtown Hunts-
ville -- the 236 Church Street building was dedicated. At the time,
pastors serving include Rev. C.N. Perry and Rev. J. M. Butler.

After 1927 the upper story of the church was begun. In 1931,
the Missionary Society was founded. And between 1941 and 1943
the Mortgage on the Church was burned and the Missionary Society
departmentalized.

A new and progressive era began in 1949 with the arrival of
Rev. Horace. P. Snodgrass. God sent a strong anchor, a blessing to
the Church in the form of a young, gifted, well-prepared preacher.
The Reverend Horace P. Snodgrass came to the church with a vi-
sion and a program. His tenure ended the previous pattern of brief
pastoral stints; thus enabling the church to experience a period of
real stability..

The physical plant of the Church was improved in many ways.
The acceptance by the Alabama Baptist Convention of the Church's
invitation to hold its 1953 annual session at First Baptist Church led
to the complete renovation of the Church interior and the beau-

“Home of Five-Star Service”

For over 50 years, our courteous, friendly service has never
gone out of style.

Mzr. Collier Bush has been keeping

customers on the road in the

Huntsville area for over 30 years and
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HrSh . .
i working with our team.

Stop by to enjoy a cup of coffee with
Mr. Bush and vou just might leave in
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Woody Anderson Ford
www.WoodyAndersonFord.com

256-539-9441

2500 Jordan Lane Huntsville, AL 35816
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tification of the building's exterior and
grounds. The most notable renovations
were the additions of an indoor baptis-
try, a central heating system, a modern
kitchen, rest rooms and a sidewalk in front
of the church. Shortly thereafter, the steep
steps outside were remodeled to allow a
rest between flights; thereby accommo-
dating those members who found the task
of climbing the steps very challenging.
During the 1960s civil rights era, the
church was heavily involved in the com-
munity; serving as a strategy center and
a focal point for rallies. Early in 1962,
meetings were held nightly & weekly.
Offerings were taken to pay for jail bonds
& arrests. The church hosted training
sessions which taught non-violence. On
March 19, 1962 the church served as the
daytime and afternoon host to Dr. Martin
Luther King, Jr. & Ralph Abernathy.
After 25 years of service, suddenly on
July 29,1973 while officiating at a funeral
in his beloved pulpit, Pastor Snodgrass

Old Huntsville Page

a wealth of training and pastoral experience. An excel-
lent preacher and profound teacher, he brings a cheerful
disposition. Under his leadership, God will write many
more successful chapters in the life of First Missionary

Baptist Church.
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collapsed and passed away. With the
passing of Reverend Snodgrass, the
church called as its pastor Reverend
Emanuel E. Cleaver, who was cur-
rently serving as assistant pastor. Pas-
tor Cleaver became ill. And during the
interim - between 1975 and 1976 and
before Pastor Scruggs 1977 arrival -
Wayne Snodgrass (son of Pastor H.P.
Snodgrass) served as interim pastor.

After a long and prayerful search,
the Church called as pastor the Rever-
end Dr. Julius R. Scruggs. Dr. Scruggs
accepted the call and agreed to begin
his pastorate in January 1977. He pos-
sessed superb academic credentials.
The thrust of his pastorate was shaped
by Christian Education, outreach min-
istry, stewardship, physical growth
and spiritual maturity. Under Pastor
Scruggs’ leadership, the twelve-acre
lot, which we now occupy on Blue
Spring Road, was purchased in 1977
and construction of the Church began
soon after. On March 9, 1980, the mem-
bers of the First Baptist Church family,
along with friends and well-wishers,
marched into the new structure

After 42 years of fruitful ministry,
in January 2019, Pastor Scruggs retired.
After much thought and prayer, the
church called Rev. Don Darius But-
ler. Pastor Butler began his tenure on
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How to Spoil Your Christmas

by M.D. Smith, IV

“Do NOT do this," I preached to my children as
they were growing up.

A lesson learned from my childhood Christ-
mases when I think I was about nine years old, was
that it is NOT a good thing to know what you are
getting for Christmas.

Up to that year, Christmas was a wonderful
and mysterious time of the year. One look at all the
brightly wrapped presents under the tree, many
with my name on them, is exciting for a kid. We
never knew what Santa would bring like a bicycle,
but we sure could anticipate what might be in those
boxes and packages wrapped with candy cane
striped paper, bow ribbons of every color and the
printed name tags taped to the presents.

Earlier in the month, my little sister had torn
open a gift for herself. My parents told her it was
wrong and removed it, telling her she would not
get it. We knew we better not unwrap anything.
They later did wrap it differently and put it under
the tree on Christmas Eve.

So, this particular year of 1949, one Friday about
a week before Christmas when my parents were
gone, I got a single edge razor blade and carefully
cut the tape at the seams, unwrapped every gift to
me, examined it, wrapped it back, and carefully put
a piece of tape over the original. You could not tell
a thing. Now all the mystery was gone. So were the
expectations and excitement.

Christmas morning came, and after the excite-
ment of the Santa gifts, we turned to the tree. Lit-
tle sister was as excited as ever and I calmly un-
wrapped each box already knowing exactly what
was in each one. I suppose my lack of excitement,
and even my, "Thank-you" must have seemed lack-
luster. My mother also asked, "Son, do you like
your gifts?" I assured her that I did. I

of you at nine years old... well, I...”and I finished the
sentence for him, “So you did the same thing, huh?”

He nodded and said, “You were right. It ruined
the surprise. I'll never do it again.”

Some people just have to learn the hard way.

I hope your Christmas is full of enjoyment and
surprises. Don’t spoil the fun.

N umpkin
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could tell both my mother and father
were a bit disappointed and I tried to be
a little more excited, but the truth was,
the excitement was long past.

In all the years after that, I have nev-
er, not even once, opened a gift early.
Judy sometimes gets a gift from a friend
out of town or in town and opens it.
WhenIdo, she asks me why I don't. I tell
her it's going under the tree. I learned
my lesson long ago. I even told my kids
the same story with the same caution.

On a particular Christmas morn-
ing, not so many years ago, my middle
son seemed less than surprised at gifts
I had carefully bought, and I let it pass.
Later that afternoon, he confessed to
me, “Dad, after you told us that story

downtown rescue mission SHOP, DONATE,

thrift %Y stores

& VOLUNTEER!
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Home for
Christmas

by Kate Watts

Our family was never well-off. We
didn't take vacations, we shopped at
Goodwill and we were pretty familiar
with spaghetti for dinner. And we always
began saving for Christmas long before
Labor Day. Still, the holidays never felt
lacking; we relished Christmas just like
any other family.

But one year, my mother was diag-
nosed with thyroid cancer just before
Christmas. At the time, my brother and
I were still young enough to find Christ-
mas magical—and innocent enough for
my parents to remain circumspect about
the potentially negative outcome.

When Dad told us, then, that the
doctor had detected a lump in my moth-
er's thyroid, he prudently presented the
situation as little more than a case of a
misbehaving gland that surgery would
resolve. An operation to remove Mom’s
thyroid needed to be performed without
delay, however, and the date was set for
December 21. Though we hoped Mom
would be home by Christmas Eve, it
was equally possible that she wouldn’t.

Nevertheless, our family prepared
for Christmas as usual. We played
Christmas carols and decorated our tree;
we hung wreaths and our stockings. And
we bought presents, because regardless
of the diagnosis, we’d saved for Christ-
mas for months and we still intended to
enjoy it.

The day of Mom’s surgery arrived,
and the operation went smoothly. But
unexpectedly, the doctors discovered
two different types of cancer in her thy-
roid. As a precaution, then, her hospi-
tal stay was extended. She wouldn’t be
home by Christmas Eve after all.

“Life is not a fairy tale. If you
lose your shoe at midnight,
you’ve probably had
too much to drink.”

Shaun O’Neal, Gurley
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So our family had two options. We could celebrate Christmas
without Mom. Or we could save our Christmas celebration until she
came home, even if that meant postponing the holiday until the new
year.

Many kids would protest delaying Christmas for even one day, but
my brother and | agreed: No Mom, no Christmas.

So while everyone else was vacuuming up pine needles, tossing
out eggnog and finishing off sugar cookies, our tree stayed up and our
stockings stayed empty. We kept the poinsettia on the table and the
wreath on the door. And our presents waited, unopened, under the tree.

On the morning of December 27, Mom was released. By midafter-
noon, she was home. Pale, tired, and weak—but home.

Most importantly, though, the doctor had caught the cancer. She
would be all right. We could have delayed Christmas until the next
morning. Traditionally, Christmas commenced when we kids jumped
from bed to raid our stockings; then, after an eternity of begging our
parents to get up, we opened presents. Yes, we’d maintained our
Christmas traditions so far this year and maybe it was the middle of
the day, but Mom was finally home.

Still, my brother and I insisted we observe some protocol. If
Christmas always began when we jumped from bed, then this Christ-
mas should begin the same way. So the two of us tripped over our-
selves running to our beds, where we drew the covers and pretended
to be fast asleep.

When Mom and Dad finally sounded the all clear, our feet hit the
floor and, laughing, we ran out to raid our stockings. Middle of the day
or not, it was Christmas morning.

| suspect my gifts that year were humble, as always—books,
stuffed animals, drawing supplies. But | don’t recall any of them. I
remember only this: That year, we saved more for Christmas than ever
before.

™

(256) 532-2107

1220 North Memorial
Parkway
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A Truly
Giving
Family

by Charlie Edgar

It'sa"blended" family. We have
"biologicalchildren, or "halves",
"adoptees”, "steps" and probably
more if we thought long enough.
But, you would never know it.

I want to share a recent incident
that really illustrates this. First, a
little background. Fifty years ago
in August 1969, my wife Joyce
and | came together as Widows.
Joyce was left with two boys after
her husband was killed in a plane
wreck. My wife had died in a car
wreck. Joyce had two boys 7 and
9 when we met, and | had two girls
and a boy ages 5, 6, and 8. | was
domestically challenged and was
on a crusade to find a wife! We met
on a Friday night and both of us
knew we wanted to marry and we
decided to do that on the follow-
ing Saturday night. We married a
month later. We have been blessed
with our daughter Margie.

On the Saturday morning after
our first date I called Joyce. She in-
vited me to bring my children for
a swim party. | have been asked if
the children blended, and they did
that day. They have truly been that
way ever since. | could share many
stories, but one in particular illus-
trates the "giving."

A little over a year before my
first wife Jenny died, we learned
that her family carried a genetic dis-
ease called Polycystic Kidney Dis-
ease (PKD). After Jenny's death, |
realized that this was one of many
things | now was responsible for
and | made an appointment with a
doctor who described the disease to
me. The doctor described a disease
that wouldn't affect a person until
they were in their sixties, or later.
This is not how it worked out for

my three children.

Our son Chip experienced his
kidney failure problem in his mid
forties and needed a kidney. His
wife Beth Anne volunteered to be
a donor, and blessed him with a
donor kidney and a longer life to-
gether. It was truly a gift of life and
a blessing that they could share life
with a new sense of "togetherness."

A few years later our daughter
Beth found that she needed a kid-
ney, and her gift came from her
husband Michael. Giving seemed
to be truly a part of the family, and
we just rejoiced in what these be-

loved spouses were doing for their
families.

We probably began to think
that as great as the problem was, it
would work out nicely in this way,
and perhaps took the really amaz-
ing gifts for granted. Little did we
know!

Katie, our second daughter
from my first marriage came to the
time that she need a kidney. Her
husband Mike stepped up and was
ready to show his love as the other
spouses had done. He was a match,
but had some borderline issues that
caused two hospitals to finally re-
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ject him as a donor. He took it well, but it
was obvious that this was hard on him and
was a bitter disappointment.

An anonymous donor volunteered to
be tested and was also a match for Katie.
Unfortunately, it was determined that this
person would not be allowed to be the do-
nor. Katie had a dear friend from college
that stepped up. She was the third match
but the testing hospital asked her to under-
go several additional tests that prevented
her from being approved as a donor in a
normal amount of time.

While all this was occurring, Katie
had an emergency appendectomy, then
developed sepsis and pneumonia. Time
began to take its toll. We found out that
medical problems could be complicated as
well as life rewarding.

One Saturday morning this past Sep-
tember my son-in-law, Matt, came in the
house and asked me to step outside. In the
meantime, Margie had caught Joyce driv-
ing off but asked her to come back to the
house. Margie let us know that it was not
easy to get us together.

When Joyce arrived, Margie told us
she had an appointment at UAB hospital
to be evaluated as a donor. We decided
that our family has blended so well that
we had not considered Margie, but it was
Jenny’s genetic line that had the disease
and Margie is not affected. Joyce and |
were both overwhelmed and choked up.
Margie found out in October that she was
a match and the transplant surgery took
place November 20, 2017.
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“I’m not going to vacuum til Sears makes one
that | can ride on.”
Roseanne Barr
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CHRISTMAS 1954

by P. Sherman Furr

There was a small farming community in
Kentucky where a dirt road fronted old hous-
es. The people who lived there built a fire sta-
tion and purchased a bright red fire engine.

It 1954 a deep snow covered the communi-
ty, but it never kept the red truck from making
a Christmas Eve run. The firemen wrapped a
pine garland across the fire engine and drove
it through snow tracks along that dirt road.
They switched between the sirens high pitch
"eeeee" to the blaring of its air horn. Everyone
knew they were bringing Santa Claus. The
kids raced with laughter to greet Santa even
before he reached their house. Santa sat on
the back. He had a wide smile across his rosy
cheeks. His black gloved hand waved in the
air. The older kids ran along beside the truck
sweating under their warm hats and heavy
coats until the fire engine stopped. Santa was
surrounded by stockings filled with hard can-
dy, nuts, oranges and apples. It was pure
happiness. The fire engine was exciting
because they got to see the white-bearded
man in the red suit and get fresh oranges.

The times were hard, especially for one
family. The father retired from the Army.
He was not working because he was in Bir-
mingham attending school. The oldest boy
helped with finances. His pay was not much
but he gave it to his mother. She fixed hair
at a beauty parlor. The money they earned
went for milk, bread, and coal. It had been a
bitter winter and it took a lot of coal for the
old iron stove.

On Christmas Eve the boy cut a fragrant
cedar tree and placed it in front of the liv-
ing room window. All the children helped
decorate the tree. They wrapped it with
garlands of popcorn and hung handmade
ornaments on the prickly branches. They
drew names and made each other some-
thing to put underneath.

Their aunt raised turkeys. She sold
them for her Christmas money. It was her
turkey money that made the Christmas of
1954 memorable. She bought each of the
children something. On Christmas morning
she came to visit bringing gifts wrapped for
her sister's children. I was ten years old. I
will always remember the box of fragrant
bath powder inside the deer made of am-
ber glass. I will never forget the generos-
ity of Aunt Mary or the brother who saved
Christmas.
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Some Required Items
for the Kitchen - 1890

2 large earthen bowls -

2 sweeping brooms

1 bread box

2 cake boxes

1 candlestick

1 ash bucket

1 gridiron

1 wire toaster

1 large flour box

1 clothes wringer

8 dozen clothes pins

1 flour sifter

1 tea kettle

1 step ladder

1 meat saw

4 stone jars

1 stove

1 coal shovel

2 granite-ware stew pans

2 wooden chopping bowls, 2 sizes
1 large tin pail and 1 large wooden pail
4 milk pans, 1 milk strainer

2 scoops - 1 for flour, 1 for sugar
2 sugar boxes, 1 for fine and 1 for coarse sugars
1 wash boiler, 1 wash board
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I’ll Be Home
for Christmas

by John Carriker

The fire shot up into the air,
growing as it consumed the re-
maining oxygen and projecting a
heat so intense it seemed to rival
biblical Gehenna. Flames licked
up the trunks of the trees in sec-
onds with such speed and ferocity
that the wood reacted with loud
explosions. Literally, blew the gi-
ant forests apart, racing ferocious-
ly across the land, attacking the
mountains and leaving the green-
topped beauty of nature with a
denuding that resulted in black,
ember-strewed earth, destroyed
for decades to come. Wildlife was
slain, homes were destroyed and
the human population was over-
whelmed by fires that set much of
California in harm's way.

"] just want to go home!" One
woman wailed from the televi-
sion set, caught as she was fleeing
the quickly approaching inferno.
It had already taken her house,
her memories, her immediate-
planned future, and now, it was
searching for her.

The man stopped in the mid-
dle of eating the ham sandwich
as he watched scenes of the ter-
rible west coast fires on his tele-
vision. "That should be my wish,
this year," he muttered, as he re-
called the well-planned birthday
"party" he had received, earlier.
"Tt was the Christmas of 2018," he
thought, "and it will be the first
time in 50 years I will not be home
for Christmas ... or will it?" He
went into the kitchen, fixed a cup
of coffee, sat down in his recliner,
wrapped a light blanket around
himself to lessen the chill and be-
gan to reminisce.

The first Christmas homecom-
in}gl he could remember occurred
when he was in college and had
taken a train, traveling several
hundred miles to arrive home
and be greeted by his parents.
He smiled as he recalled how his
mother gave him a hug and plant-
ed a colorful kiss on his forehead.
It wasn't until much later he dis-
covered the lipstick impression

did not come off easily. The fam-
ily celebration that followed was
full of joy and laughter. It had
been the last time he had spent
Christmas with the entire family.

A few years later, Christmas
was celebrated from several thou-
sand miles away while he was
serving in the military. There had
been a telephone call, a pulling
on the heart strings as his moth-
er had wept out of joy to be able
to speak to him. His dad seemed
strangely hoarse, moments later,
as he wished his only son a "Mer-
ry Christmas" and a more somber,
"I love you."

The following Christmases
claimed their individual per-
sonalities with marriages, chil-
dren, grandchildren, relatives,
etc. Great times of warmth and
expectation interspersed with
periods of sadness and loss. As
each holiday came, the notice-
able influence of Christ in their
lives changed and altered each in
different ways ... to draw closer
to God or to forget His love and
grace.

This Christmas would be
somewhat different from those
in the past, he thought, as he re-
flected on where he had been,
where he was and where he was
going. A passing wave of nos-
talgia blurred his eyes as he re-
membered the song that marked
many of those earlier yuletide
events, "I'll be Home for Christ-
mas".

"Where is 'Home' now?" he
wondered several evenings earli-
er as he watched the small town's
Christmas parade begin down its

main street. The illustrious mayor
and his spouse led the way with
"visions of sugar plums" and a
joyful "big" white-bearded man
followed an entourage of floats,
tire engines, police vehicles, high
school bands and beauty queens.
Some may have had a bad
year, he reckoned; others were
celebrating their first Christmas
parade and others, their last, but
didn’t know it. Some did. But that
ni%ht, the lights were bright and
colorful, the music was upbeat
with a sound that warmed up the
cold air. There were those without
hope who found it during those
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minutes of bliss they experienced. knowing that even as our life and way of living has been
Nothing is guaranteed accept the mo- disrupted or destroyed, our expectations will be lifted; our

ment, the older man acknowledged. A wise “home” has been cleansed through the blood sacrifice of our

man once observed: “There are three mo- Master, Jesus Christ!

ments in life — the past, the present and the Merry Christmas!

future. The past is no longer with us except

by what it has left; the future is to be that

which is coming; but it will all be planned E—l @

by the present, the only part of life that is

real and you have some type of control over

how you use it. Romanticists consider it in

the terms of a “moment”. It is defined as the

time that is approximately 6-12 seconds in

%e?gl’;h.hThatfislyours to use. Be wise, be joy- Thank you for Bein g Our
ul, be hopeful.
A gra}g-haired older man held the tray of Valuable Customer!

hot chocolate as he moved around the large
group that was gathering. “Want some hot
chocolate?” he asked. Then, he went to oth- .
ers with the same question. The hot liquid Let us H (%4 lp ZUlth
went quickly in the cool night. Another
woman was doing the same. The Methodist A l l our
church’s generosity to the parade attendees .
was well-received by those waiting for San- Home Repalrs \
ta to make his arrival.

There were kids on parents’ shoulders ...
the most popular ride of the night. A youn i i
pastor hag hri)s daughter (pink h%oded}sanW% Hom_e Repairs an(_i Rem_od_ellng "
suit, concealing her blond hair), bouncing Interior and Exterior Painting
joyfully on her father’s shoulders as she |l Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs
chattered away with a quickly developing || A|| Pressure Washing Services
vocabulary. No presents exchanged, onl 9
the joy of the season ... the joy of Christ’s Call for a
announced birth brings with it all the plea- 256—683—0326 Free Estimate
sures that God has to offer His people!

It is through immersion into the ordi- ) ) . )
nary — the apparenﬂy empty, trivial and $75 discount with mention of this ad, exp. 12/31/19
meaningless experiences of a routine day
— that life is encountered and lived. Real Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com
living is not about words, concepts and ab-
stractions but about the experience of who Proud Member of BBB
or what is immediately before us. Phrasing
it another way, you are “Home” for Christ- 3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville. Al 35806
mas. Joy, freedom from worry and anxiety, @-l
knowing your eternal fam-
ily and realizing that they are
here with you.

“Yes,” he smiled, gazed
up and declared, “I am home
for Christmas.”

We must not despair if it
seems to be a Christmas that’s
lost its glitter — its charismat-
ic identification with lights,
flowers and family meals
surrounded by friends of the
ﬁast and present. What God

as ordained — the birth of
His only begotten Son — man
cannot destroy! His prepara-
tion for you in your forthcom-
ing eternal home has already
begun. We can celebrate the
season with joy and hope,

T

T
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Local News from
the Year 1923

- Whether because of an accident or an at-
tempted joke, street cars on Holmes Avenue were
unable to make their schedules for an hour or two
yesterday because of a veritable lake of molasses
on the right of way in that section. The sticky sub-
stance had to be shoveled up and placed in carts
and a liberal supply of sand placed on the tracks
before traffic could be resumed. A reward of $500
is being offered for the apprehension of the party
who placed the molasses on the track. If caught
and the act found to have been committed as a
joke, the joker will be prosecuted.

- Mrs. C. T. Greaves, of Dallas, TX was one
of the most seriously injured in the wreck of the
Southern passenger train near Scottsboro last
week, is still at the Huntsville infirmary, where
she was taken immediately following the ac-
cident. Mrs. Greaves is, however, reported to be
doing well. She is the only one of the several

A penny saved is a government
oversight.

i'l www-lindasprinting-com &

. Office Printing
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« Promotional [tems
PRINTING Full Color Printing
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3308 Seventh Avenue, SW, Huntsville, AL 35805
256.534.4452 Fax: 266.534.4456
email: linprint@lindasprinting.com

brought here who have not returned to their
homes.

- Two boys, Lonnie Jones, 16 and Warren
Sanders, 14 will be held in Huntsville for the
arrival of their parents this week. They said
they lived near Scottsboro and were taken in
charge by Chief Hackworth. Their parents
had telephoned the chief to notify him that
the boys had traveled to Huntsville, after tell-

P FOUMNDATION &
WATERPROOFING
SPECIALISTS

Hm ess Company

ing them that they “wanted to see the world.”
They were without money and seemed quite
ready to return home after seeing enough of
the world and its hardness.

- Sunday, while riding his bicycle on
Walker Street, Howard Larkin, a small boy,
was knocked from his wheel by an automo- | ¢
bile driven by Henry Thomas. Young Larkin }
was jolted but not seriously injured.

- Messrs. James McGill and Lee Guy have
perfected a new automobile light which
they intend to apply for a patent. The light
will contain a revolving fan on one end and

DON'T LET LITTLE SYMPTOMS BECOME HUGE PROBLEMS

colored lights on the other, the lights being KRS AL HELEEE TP ReP TR E RN L LR

generated from a dry battery and being oper-
ated by the car. The gentlemen have tried out
their light with complete success. Investors
are encouraged to contact the gentlemen.

“Late last night, as | lay in bed look-
ing at the twinkling stars, | thought,
‘What happened to my ceiling?’”

Johnny Steele, Scottsboro

Call David Flamm for a Free Inspection!
(256) 701-1063

AFSrepair.com

10% OFF

*Any job up to a $300 value.

*Please present coupon at or before time of estimate.

May not be used with other discounts or offers. Expires 12/31/15.




Wandering
Spirits of the
South

by Betty Hallmark
Atkinson

Years ago I went with my twin
sister to visit the Shiloh, Tennessee
Historical Battleground. While
walking by the pond that was said
to be where both the Confederate
and Union soldiers went to cleanse
their wounds, I had the strangest
feeling come over me, like a deep
sadness that I had never experi-
enced before and a feeling thatI too
had once been there taking care of
the wounded.

As the grief stuck, so did the
tears, so I reached in my purse for a
Kleenex, and instead of a Kleenex,
I pulled out what appeared to be
a surgical tourniquet, that would
have been used by the soldiers.
But how could it be, nothing like
that could have lasted for over 100
years. My sister was as shocked as1

martt

Realty, Inc. &

was, as there was no logical reason
for this to be in my purse.

In the early “70s I was living
alone with my three daughters in
northwest Huntsville. One night
I had just gone to bed when I had
a feeling that someone was in the
room with me. Thinking it might be
one of my daughters, I was startled
to see a tall man dressed in a mili-
tary uniform standing by the bed,
but he quickly vanished.

The next day while at work,
one of my daughters called to ask
about a missing loaf of bread that
I had just bought the day before,
well that was strange. But when
I came home that afternoon and
walked into my bedroom, I discov-
ered a saber propped in a corner
against a wall, that [ hadn't noticed
that morning in my haste while
getting ready for work. Could it
be that the soldier from the night
before had been hungry and had
taken the loaf of bread, and for
payment, left his saber?

Years later, before the Internet,
my granddaughter came over to
borrow a World Book Encyclo-
pedia for a school paper. While
looking through the book, both
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my daughter and granddaughter
yelled at me to come and see what
they had found.

There in the World Book was
a picture of a Confederate Soldier
with a saber exactly like the one left
in my bedroom, which I still have
to this day.

I guess I should mention, that
about a block from our house, there
was an old Plantation Home, and
located in the woods next to it,
was an old cemetery where some
Confederate Soldiers had been
buried. Whileliving in that house
for over thirty years, there was a lot
of unusual and strange things that
appeared and happened there, not
only just to me, but also to the other
family members.

Years later I talked with my
doctor about the experiences in
my life and home, and I asked if
he thought I was crazy. I'll never
forget what he said. He told me
I had one of the sanest minds of
anyone he had known, then went
on to say, that there are wandering
spirits that have never found their
resting place.

I never did get a second opin-
ion on that!

PUT OUR EXPERIENCE TO WORK
FOR YOU. SMARTT REALTY HAS
BEEN HELPING PEOPLE SELL
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2313 Market Place + Huntsville, AL 35801
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Mrs. Santa Claus

by Charita Avery

Never in my wildest dreams did I
imagine I would ever get to be Mrs. Santa
Claus. Growing up, as for most children,
Santa Claus was a very special person
in my life. My parents had moved to
Huntsville from Jackson County to work
in the Lincoln Textile Mill before I was
born. The mill provided housing for their
workers for a very minimal charge. My
parents both worked, and we appeared
to make it okay financially. I later realized
we were poor financially and materially,
but we were blessed with a lot of love.

Coincidentally, my name, Charita, is
Greek meaning "blessed with love." True
to my name, I have been blessed with
love all my life. Also, as a child I always
seemed to be blessed with presents at
Christmas time, so [ knew it didn't matter
if you were poor, Santa would still visit.

One particular Christmas
I remember I received a doll,
table & chairs and a play cabi-
net with dishes —a huge Christ-
mas for any little girl! Later I
discovered my older sister and
her husband had helped Santa
that year.

I never really saw Santa
personally that much; however,
I do remember his coming to
Lincoln Baptist Church one
year and climbing through the
second-floor window. Later
I discovered that was really
Ray Pearman dressed as Santa
Claus’ helper. I guess that was
the first time I knew Santa had

helpers.

I would normally just write Santa a letter to tell him
what I wanted for Christmas. I never saw Mrs. Claus;
however, I knew she existed. I guess I just always assumed
she remained back at the North Pole keeping things going
on the home front while Santa was working.

After I married and had a child, Christmas was just
as exciting as it was when I was a child. We loved taking
our son Denis to see Santa every year, having his picture
taken with him and shopping for ideas for his Christmas
list. Since we had a fireplace with a chimney for Santa to
enter, we always left cookies and milk on the hearth. I
treasure all those memories of my Christmases and my
son's too.

Fast forward approximately 25 years later, after the

William M. Yates, CLU
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Long-Term Care, Annuities and Group
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Fax (256) 533-9449
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death of my son and husband. My niece,
Gigi, operates a daycare in her home and
she approached me regarding being Mrs.
Santa Claus at the annual Christmas par-
ty for the children in her day care. That
excited me, so I got busy designing and
making a Mrs. Claus outfit. The children
loved me as Mrs. Claus and enjoyed sit-
ting at my feet as I read them Christmas
stories. The parents made pictures, and I
gave out gifts to the children. I continue
to do this each Christmas.

About three years ago I was ap-
proached by Radio Station 96.9, who
sponsors the annual Huntsville Christ-
mas parade, regarding serving as Mrs.
Santa Claus in the parade that year.  was
so excited —of course, I agreed —1
already had the outfit.

The parade this year will be Hampton Cove Funeral Home & Crematory
on Tuesday, December 3, and this
will be my third year to participate

as Mrs. Santa Claus. Prior to the Aﬁordable F“nem Pa

parade, I, along with Santa Claus, . L)
attend a private party at the Von ge startmg at $3995I
Braun Civic Center for children

who are specifically selected by the
radio station through a contest. We
meet each child, take their Christmas
requests, and pose for pictures with

Package Includes:

« Basic Services of Funeral
Director and Staff

the children as well as a few adults. + Funeral Vehicles
The night of the Pal‘ade, I am « Transportation to funeral
privileged to ride in a new sports car home

convertible. Yes, it’s cold, however,
the driver usually has the heater
going full blast. I feel like a queen,
riding on the back of the car, waving

« Embalming and prep of
deceased

« Visitation and Funeral

to the shouts of “Hello, Mrs. Santa Sefvice .
Claus” from the crowd. Last year, I + Casket and Grave Liner Available on prearranged
visited some classrooms in a Decatur RO -

school and read Christmas stories to
them. I look forward to visiting with
them again this Christmas.

We never know what experi-

s’\\@s

\\“‘3

ences life will bring our way each \

year —some bad but mostly good. 5& \-a

Throughout this experience as Mrs. l" oW

Santa Claus, [ have learned just how Q) ‘\e“\a 6262 HWY 432 South
much the children love Mrs. Claus — e & Hampton Cove, AL 35763
it seems as much as they love “Jolly Q‘J\\‘\e’

Ole “ Santa himself. 256-518-9168

How remarkable for me —a poor
little mill village girl grew up to be

Mrs. Santa Claus. Package excludes; death certificates, newspaper obituary, opening and closing of the grave, lots, cemetery set-up and flowers
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FIREWORKS FOR
CHRISTMAS

by Walt Terry

I must have been destined to
become a rocket engineer. At an
early age I became enamored with
fireworks. In those times, fireworks
were part of the Christmas celebra-
tion. I was hired to help sell them at
stands on or near the Courthouse
Square.

I earned the grand salary of fifty
cents an hour in front of the Hutch-
ens Hardware store and at a stand
across Washington Street on the
northwest corner of the Square. This
stand belonged to George Gulps, our
Tax Collector at the time. I would
have gladly worked at the stand for
free, but I never told him that.

I loved fireworks, the shape and
feel and smell of them, as well as the
tantalizing thoughts of exactly what
would happen when you lit the fuse.

I remember one Christmas, dur-
ing the Great Depression in the 30s,
my father was working as a travel,
ing salesman to keep us alive,
but in sympathy with my pas-
sion, he asked me if I'd like the
two of us to order ten dollars
worth of fireworks from a cata-

asked if I'd like a pirate's trea-
sure chest of gold coins.

made, then put them back together. They promised to do all kinds of
wonderful things and they exploded in different ways.

The torpedoes came packed in 2 packs, in boxes of sawdust, lit-
tle hard cardboard balls that exploded on impact and could be shot
against wells with a sling shot (“flips” we called them). They had
captivating names like “Whistling Storm Kings” and “Crazy Crack-
ers.”. The Storm Kings scooted wildly on the street, screaming, and
then exploded violently. Jimmy Burnam’s police dog could not stop

ScoTtTY FIX IT
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We picked out a wonderful
assortment. My mother, who
was a teacher at $60 a month in
those days, was shocked that
we had chosen to "burn up ten
dollars". But she wound up go-
ing along with it with as much
good grace as she could muster.

On Christmas morning
when I saw the box by the
hearth, I was almost out of my
mind with joy and excitement.
At first,  wanted only to look at
the fascinating shapes of rock-
ets and cones and vertical cylin-
ders with little wooden bases. 1
sorted them, marveled at them,
drew pictures of them - even
took some of the aerial launch-
ers apart to see how they were
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Help Children and
their families.
Thank you for

your support of
this magazine this
past year, and
your donations to
help kids.




chasing them, but he sure paid for
it with a scorched and sometimes
bloody muzzle.

The “Crazy Crackers” were
the diameter of a silver dollar
and were wrapped in red paper.
When rubbed against a rough sur-
face they would pop and smoke.
As one unlucky school prankster
found out, once you got a Crazy
Cracker started, stomping on it
only made it angrier and more
uproarious, and woefully disrup-
tive in the classroom.

He paid the price with a
week’s suspension from school.
I'll never forget Miss Annie Merts,
our teacher, tapping her foot with
hands on her hips, watching him
suffer.

The Christmas fireworks were
a memorable part of my young
life, lasting through New Year’s
Eve and on the 4th of July. You
might wonder, why fireworks
at Christmas? Well, we celebrate
the birth of our nation with fire-
works, why not do the same with
the birth of our Savior?
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DECEMBER
MEMORIES

by Elizabeth Wharry

My birthday is in December.
It's not the best time to have a
birthday. Usually, everyone is
busy with Christmas prepara-
tions, shopping and parties.

This particular year, I had
graduated high school, and
was turning 19. My mother and
I went to California on the train
to visit relatives and sightsee.
Amtrak was running a special;
two weeks of unlimited travel.
This trip was a combination
of high school graduation and
birthday present.

We spent the first few days
in California visiting my broth-
er. Our next stop was my moth-
er's niece. That's when we went

=N

Providing Service
Sirmce 1966

to the original Disneyland. It
was wonderful! I saw Lee Ma-
jors, and his then wife, Farrah
Fawcett Majors. They were
too far away to approach, so I
waved, and she waved back.

The most thrilling event
happened a couple days later.
We were visiting my mother's
brother, John, and his wife
Rose. Uncle John was a retired
physician, and a member of the
Del Mar Country Club. That
day was my 19th birthday. Un-
cle John and Aunt Rose took us
to lunch at the club. He men-
tioned to the waiter that it was
my birthday. The waiter leaned
close and said something to
my uncle. Soon, a complimen-
tary bottle of champagne was
brought to the table.

Uncle John looked around,
and saw a friend of his. He
went over and said something
to his friend. Both of them came
back, and I was speechless! Un-

B&W

cle John said, "Bing, this is my
niece, Elizabeth, and it's her
birthday." I stood up, and he
took my hands, and sang "Hap-
py Birthday" to me. Mr. Crosby
asked if I could sing, and I said
yes. My mother tried to butt
in, but Mr. Crosby said that he
wasn't talking to her.

He then asked me if I would
sing a couple Christmas songs
with him...anything but White
Christmas! We sang '"I'll be
home for Christmas" and "Si-
lent Night". Bing Crosby was
very charming. I was surprised
to see that he was only about
5'7” tall. I had always thought
he was taller.

Six months later, I was sad-
dened to hear of his death.
Thanks for the memory!
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wheelchairs.

AUCTION

ANTIQUES/FURNITURE/COLLECTIBLES/GLASSWARE

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 14 @ 3:00 P.M.

NO BUYER'S PREMIUM!

MAJOR CREDIT CARDS
ACCEPTED

BaW AUCTION
3956 Capshaw Road
Madison, AL 35757
256-837-1559

FIFEE REGISTRATION!
FREF ADMISSION!

OVER S50 VEARS IN THE
AUCTION BUSINESST

SATURDAY, DEC. 14" @ 3:00 P.M. = ABSOLUTE/NO RESERVES!

Selling several Local Estate Lots & Consignments, including (but NOT limited to):
Oak/Mahogany/Maple/Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom Pieces, China Cabinets
& Breakfronts, Sideboards, Several Chests & Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests,
Beds & BR Suites, Sofas, Dining Room Suites, Bookcases, Occasional Tables &
Stands, Glassware, Advertisement Signs & Items, Old Tools, Toys, Radios & Radio
Equipment, Pottery 8 Crocks, Picture Frames 8 Mirrors, Tray Deals, Lamps, Lots
of Smalls, and other Unique & Hard-to-Find Items. USE THE INFORMATION

BELOW FOR MORE DETAILS & UPDATES!! AND A4S AfWAYVS. .

OUR BUILDING WILL BEFULLYY

*For pictures, listings, details, and directions log onto
~ Auctioneer Locator 1.D. #5484. Call us for
any questions, inquiries, and seating at 256-837-1559!

BESURETOFOLIOW & LINEUS ON FACEBOOK AS WELLS

Wilson Hilliard, ASBA #97

Bill Ornburn, ASBA #683




PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Your
Senior Dog

Your senior dog has dif-
ferent care requirements than
those of a younger dog. This

fact probably doesn't come as a il

surprise to anyone. Here are some things
to remember about your senior loved one:

* Diseases - What are some of the things
to expect as your dog ages? Your dog may
develok}\) arthritis or other degenerative dis-
eases that cause him to slow down. He may
not be able to walk as far or play as long.
He may tire more easily. He may become
reluctant to go up and down stairs or have
difficulty getting into and out of the car.

* His Teeth - Without proper care, den-
tal disease can pose a problem, particularly
for older pets. You may be surprised to
learn that veterinarians find evidence of
dental disease in many pets as early as 2-3
years of age. If nothing is done to care for
your dog's mouth, by the time your dog is
a senior, he may even have lost some teeth.
Dental disease can be painful, causing your
pet to avoid or have difficulty eating his
meals. This may result in weight loss and
an unkempt hair coat.

Brushing your dog’s teeth may seem
like a silly idea but it can help keep your
dog’s mouth healthy. If you cannot brush,
consider dental treats and toys that help
keep the teeth clean.

*Weight Loss - Senior dogs frequently
suffer from kidney disease, liver gisease,
heart disease and other conditions that may
result in weight loss.

* Obesity - Pets who are overweight is
a major health issue in dogs of all ages and
senior dogs are no different. Overweight
dogs have a higher incidence of diseases
such as diabetes, heart disease, skin disease,
even cancer.

* Visits to the Vet - Schedule regular
visits with your veterinarian. Your dog
needs to be examined at least yearly as
many diseases are hidden and not apparent.
Remember it is much cheaper to prevent
disease than it is to treat it! Ask for a body
condition evaluation during each vet visit.
Body condition is crucial to determining
whether your senior dog is overweight,
underweight, or at an ideal body weight.

Old Huntsville Page 39

* Eating - Feed your older dog a high
quality diet. Read the labels! Use food
to keep your senior dog at his ideal body
weight. Consider fortitying your senior
dog’s diet with fatty acids such as DHA and
EPA. They have been shown to be useful for
dogs with mobility issues due to arthritis or
other joint diseases.

* Special Diets - Consider a special
diet if your older dog has heart or kidney
disease. For example, diets lower in sodium
are sometimes advocated for dogs with
heart disease, while diets which help control

: phosphorus, calcium and other electrolyte
levels are given to dogs with kidney disease. Your veterinarian
can help you choose the best food for your dog based on your
dog’s individual situation.

* Brush your dog. It feels good to him and is good for his
skin. Be sure the brush you use is a good one and that the
bristles are not too hard for his skin. Older dogs have more
sensitive skin so be gentle. He may appreciate a sweater in the
cold days of winter too.

* Exercise is crucial for your senior dog. It can help keep
him maintain healthy joints and muscles. However, tailor your
dog’s exercise needs to his individual requirements. For a large
breed dog, walking around the block is probably just gettin
started but for a tiny Chihuahua, a brisk walk around the bloc
may be a long trek. If your senior is not used to exercise, start
slow and gradually increase the intensity — and only after
you’ve consulted a veterinarian.

* Provide plenty of toys to keep your senior dog occupied.
Food puzzles, for example, are not only useful for entertain-
ment but for weight loss purposes as well.

* Provide your older dog with special accommodations
too. For instance, dogs with arthritis might benefit from soft
bedding in the form of a special dog bed or towels/blankets
on which to sleep. Steps by the bed for those who like to sleep
with you will help. Ramps can be used to make stairs easier
to navigate if theﬁ cannot be avoided. Even providing carpet-
ing or rugs over hard-surface flooring can help your arthritic
dog gain his footing and make it easier for him to get around.

* Renfroe Animal Hospital E
and Bird Clinic

When He Really Needs

You.... We Offer Quality,

Professional Care for the
Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411

Hours by Appointment

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million &
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From the Desk of
Tom Carney

UFOS SIGHTED IN

MADISON COUNTY - 1910 __,

by Tom Carney

One of the great mysteries of Madison
County that has never been solved are the re-
ports of a UFO, here in Huntsville, on January
12, 1910. This was the era when airplanes and
balloons were almost unheard of in the Tennes-
see Valley.

The following account comes from the Janu-
ary 13, 1910 Huntsville Mercury newspaper:

Strange Airship Passed Directly over the City
Yesterday Afternoon. Rapidly Passed Out of
Sight, Going in a Northwesterly Direction

"An unknown airship passed almost direct-
ly over Huntsville at half past four o'clock yes-
terday afternoon coming from the southwest
and continuing on its course on a straight line
to the northeast. The craft appeared to be mak-
ing a long journey and it passed on its course
without making any signal or other demonstra-
tion and so swiftly did it move that it was out of
sight over the crest of Chapman Mountain be-
fore many people on the streets had an oppor-
tunity of seeing it. It is believed to have passed
on out of Huntsville territory as nothing more
was heard of the ship during the evening.”

“.. .Before anyone had time to obtain glass-
es, it had passed out of sight. The aircraft was
not traveling with the breeze near the surface
of the earth because the breeze on the surface
was coming directly from the west. The speed
appeared to be, greater than any wind short of
a hurricane would travel.”

At first glance the preceding article appears
to be speaking of an airplane or
a balloon, except for the fact that
a balloon could not travel against
the wind and an airplane of that
date, by no stretch of the imagi-
nation, could travel as fast as a
“hurricane.” Also, there were no
airplanes in the Tennessee Valley
in 1910.

If the whole event had a logi-

“One-man, six-woman hot
tub, for $850 or best
offer.”

Seen in local classifieds

Steve Cappaert
Broker- Associate
651-7517 Mobile

cal explanation, why did the New York Tribune think it
was newsworthy enough to run an article about it on the
front page of the same day?

Also on the same day, January 13, 1910, the Chatta-
nooga Times, with a front—pa%’e headline, reported sight-

ings of a “cigar-shaped vessel” traveling at a high rate of
speed in a northeasterly direction.

The following day the strange airship appeared
again in the skies over Chattanoo§a. The Chattanooga
newspaper speculated that it was the same one that had
appeared over the city the day before. The article went
on to say, “Some are inclined to think the mysterious air-
ship is the craft of a sky pirate who has sinister designs
upon Chattanooga.”

On January 15, the “cigar-shaped vessel” was spot-
ted in the skies over Knoxville, Tennessee, headed south.
This was the last reported sighting.

If this “airship” was some type of an airplane or a
dirigible where did it come from and where did it go? It
was in the area for three days, but there were never any
reports of it landing anywhere.

Over three quarters of a century later, people are still
searching for an answer.

AVERBUCH

Realty Co., Ing

MLS |

7500 Memorial Parkway South #122
Huntsville, Alabama 35802-2297
Business 256/883-6600

Fax 256/883-6650
stevecappaert@knology.net




ALL IT CoST
WAS A DOLLAR

by Don Broome, Sr.

In the year and a half before
my Dad died, my Mother was busy
working at Huntsville Hospital as
an RN and floor supervisor, taking
care of him. My Dad, who was a big
man at 265 pounds, dwindled to 94
pounds before he died in April of
1964. Christmas 1964 I was a senior
at Huntsville High School, left pret-
ty much to myself, I had enormous
freedom and came and went when
I pleased.

I was working almost full time
at the Wynn Dixie located at south
Huntsville’s Haysland Square. 1
was the first hourly employee hired
at that store. With no one at home
in the evening, I often would go for
long drives out in the country. The
only radio station that had good re-
ception was WEUP and I would lis-
ten to their talk programs and music
and just kind of get away from the
hell at home.

This one night, the subject was
the plight of the Harris Home. Mrs.
Chessie Harris, an old woman at the
time, had a heart that couldn't say
no. She had, I think, around 13 chil-
dren that nobody wanted, giving
them love and care.

The program went on to say
that Oakwood College had given
her an old house to use but the col-
lege was too poor to offer anything
else. There was to be no Christmas
at the Harris Household, and no
Christmas Dinner.

I guess this story could have
ended there or have been forgotten
altogether if not written down. You
see, working at grocery stores at
Christmas was gravy time because
bag boys got really big tips for car-
rying out the groceries. Half dollars,
or even an occasional silver dollar
were common. We all had our pock-
ets stuffed with all they could hold
by the end of the day.

It just so happened that this was
a very cold Christmas and out front
was this angel ringing her bell with
the Salvation Army kettle. All of the
bag boys wanted to see what she
would look like without that great

big bulky coat on. I suggested that
if we all would empty one pocket
into her kettle, she would come in
to wait for a pick up and would take
her coat off.

The first part of our plan worked
perfectly. We filled up her kettle
and she came in to wait for a pick
up, but she never took her coat off.
What made me think about Harris
Home was the frozen tear on that
lovely angel. What we had done
with one pocket apiece affected all
of us that way.

Mr. Whitt, our store manager,
was surprised when I asked him
what he would sell me a flat of the
day-old bread for. Asked me what I
wanted with it. I told him about the
program and he told me a dollar. He
was going to have to say that a lot
in the next few days. I asked about
that old candy leftover from Easter,
Halloween, etc. A DOLLAR. Hey,
how much for a cart of bent cans.
A DOLLAR. After five or six carts
he stopped us. The Christmas tree
in the lobby; all decorated yep A
DOLLAR. Two Turkeys TWO DOL-
LARS. There were five or six cars
that left the store Christmas Eve,
including a van with a Christmas
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Tree all were loaded with people
and goods.

The house was out in the coun-
try back then and as we pulled in,
it seemed like we were encircling
the house. I looked in through the
glass in the door and there was an
old gentleman rocking by the cast
iron stove. We knocked softly until
he heard us, not wanted to wake the
children. When he came to the door,
there was fear in his eyes, not know-
ing what a bunch of white teenag-
ers were doing out in the country
on Christmas Eve. He asked me
who we were and I told him “Santa
Claus”.

As we brought in load after load
of groceries, he sat back in his rocker
with tears running down his cheeks
as I heard him saying over and over
“Lauds a mercy. Lauds a mercy.”

That Christmas, the one that
was going to be so sad, turned into
one of my most cherished memo-
ries. And to think it only cost each
of us a dollar.

A thought I've had many times
since that night is that we gave and
put out effort one time and have
relived that wonderful moment of
sharing over and over.

Mild, Hot, EXTRA Hot,
Garlic and BBQ

Hours:

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

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

[ pp— , B
Pizza like you remember it!
Come in and Try Our New Menu Item!

Savory Chicken Wings with Fries!

Proudly Serving You for 59 Years

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

n Like us on Facebook
255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801

(256) 489-3374
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CHRISTMAS IN MEXICO

by Barry Key

It was the fall of 1956. My father had just bought
a new 1957 Mercury. With the new car, it was decid-
ed we would take a driving trip out west. About two
weeks before Christmas we set out on the vacation of
a lifetime.

Heading south from New Hope, Alabama, to New
Orleans, then west, we traveled through several large
cities, such as New Orleans, but I am only going to
cover the ones that bring back specific memories. Our
first encounter was Houston, Texas. We were driving
downtown and the car just quit running. Dad, in a very
horrible mood, had it towed to the Mercury dealer. The
problem had something to do with the fuel system.
The dealer corrected the problem immediately and we
were again on our way.

We left Houston and drove to Galveston. While we
were in town a major storm rolled in along with a flash
flood. We were in the brand new Mercury and water
started to rise in the streets. We thought it was going to
flood the car but it stopped rising just before it got in
the carpeted floor.

We left Galveston and drove to San Antonio. A
movie about Davy Crockett, Jim Bowie and the fall of
the Alamo had been released about a year earlier. Davy
Crockett and the Alamo were still the buzz in 1956. 1

edo, Mexico. Even that close to the U.S. border,
Mexico was a different world. No matter where
we stopped, immediately there would be a group
of young children (from barely walking to teens)
surrounding us begging for money. Most were
filthy looking and wore ragged clothing. The
buildings and streets were dirty and littered with
trash.

From time to time I would have a few Mexi-
can coins and would pass them out to the younger
kids. Some of the older kids had become entre-
preneurs. Instead of begging for a hand-out, for
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was really excited since I was go-
ing to get to tour the Alamo....but
this can't be "The Alamo"! This Al-
amo is in downtown San Antonio,
not out on the open prairie where
it should be and it looks nothing
like the Alamo in the movie.

Traveling through Texas we
stopped at several tourist attrac-
tions and it seemed each place
had the '"original Bowie knife".
Viewing the artifacts in the Ala-
mo, what do I see on display, the
"original Bowie knife". Supposedly
Jim Bowie had designed the knife
and had a blacksmith in Louisiana
make only one knife from a steel
file.

Abby

Hello, the Ark named me Abby. I
am a pretty silver tabby. I was born at
the Ark with my 5 brothers and sisters.
Wow! The Ark has had a lot of kittens
this year. They call it “kitten season”.

) There were lots of baby kittens
born at the Ark this year. Many are ad-
opted and others waiting for adoption.
There are still nursing baby kittens that
are not ready for adoption. It has been a
long kitten season. It started in May and
is still going strong. Four of my siblings
have been adopted to loving homes.
Please try and remember to have
your pets spayed and neutered so they

We left San Antonio and
crossed the border at Nuevo Lar-

“Friday night potluck
dinner. Prayer and
medication to follow.”

Seen in local church
bulletin

cannot have babies. That would be a true kindness to your cat or your
dog. Remember a cat can have 3 litters of babies a year. There are not
enough homes for all that are born.

I am still waiting for my loving home. When you come to the Ark

ask to see Abby, that’s me.
A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
256.851.4088

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806 0 < Tues. - sat.

11 am -4 pm
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a small fee they would watch our car while we were
sight-seeing. Some had bought small trinkets, packs
of chewing gum and hard candy and they were sell-
ing the pieces for a profit.

Heading south to Monterrey, we passed several
little villages that looked like the towns I had seen
in western movies. However, Monterrey was a very
large city with many large buildings and a popula-
tion of several thousand. The buildings were mod-
ern and the city streets were clean and well kept.

My dad hired a tour guide (he drove our car)
to show us the sites and places of interest in and
around Monterrey. It took two days to cover the
city and surrounding area. Although a modern city,
it was the same as all the other Mexican towns we
had stopped in when it came to the "ghetto" areas.
There would not be a kid in sight but as soon as we
got out of the car, kids seem to materialize from out
of no where. The guide would not let us give them
money, nor buy their paraphernalia. He would ap-
pear to be mad, scream at them in Spanish and they
would disappear almost as fast as they appeared.

The first day our guide took us to numerous at-
tractions mainly consisting of museums, missions
and cathedrals. For a 14 year old boy, very boring.
He also took us to some very upscale neighbor-
hoods. What was impressive to me was these “re-
tirement developments” were enclosed inside very
high concrete block walls. The top (of the walls)
was covered with the bottom of broken glass bot-
tles with jagged edges sticking up. At the entrances
were armed guards to prevent non-residents from
entering.

The second day (the day before Christmas) he
took us to an area where numerous railroad tracks
passed through the city. Alongside the tracks were
rows and rows of shacks as far as you could see. The
small one room shacks were built out of discarded
materials from business dumpsters and the city’s
garbage dump. The entire area was littered with
garbage and trash. There were no sanitary facili-
ties nor running water. I'm not sure how the people
there survived. I remember some of the “houses”
were nothing more than pasteboard boxes that large

Mexico with no decorations to help brighten our
Christmas spirit. I'm not sure how or when they did
it, but mom and dad had bought my sister and me
Christmas gifts without our knowledge. When we
woke Christmas morning, there were our gifts all
wrapped with Christmas paper and ribbons.

I know I received more than one gift but the one
I remember most that would thrill a 14 year old was
none other than the “original Bowie knife”. Evi-
dently, historians were wrong and Jim Bowie had
more than “one knife” made.

Evidently, the return trip home was uneventful
because I don’t recall any significant occurrences. I
would imagine after more than two weeks on the
road, I spent a lot of time in a snoozing mode.

OSCAR LLERENA WAS A
CHRISTMAS EVE BABY!

HAPPY BIRTHDAY ON
DECEMBER 24TH TO OUR FRIEND
AND CLASSMATE

WITH GREETINGS FROM HIS
HUNTSVILLE HIGH CLASS OF 1966

equipment had been shipped in. I
witnessed (and still remember)
true poverty!!

The second day the guide
took us into the mountains that
circled Monterrey, which was a
much more pleasant scenery. I
don’t remember much about the
mountains except he took us to a
spectacular, beautiful waterfall.
The Spanish name for the falls was
“Cola de Cabello” translated into
English as “Horse Tail Falls”.

It was Christmas Eve night
and we were in a motel room in

CRIME
STOPPERS

Huntsville Area
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They Called Him “Tony”

by John Tate

“He loved people - He was respected by all who knew him -
He welcomed and accepted everyone - His family adored him.”
How often can any question about a man’s life be answered with
one of four answers, whether you are asking about his personal-
relationships or his business successes?

Hikmat Rasheed “Tony” Antonios was such a man. “Tony,”
as most people called him, was a Lebanese American entrepre-
neur who left his mark on Huntsville and the surrounding com-
munities. When he went to his Heavenly home in May 2014, his
viewing line wrapped around parts of the building. Who was
this man to whom many wanted to show their final respects?

Born in Tripoli, Lebanon, in 1942, his family immigrated to
the United States in 1960. Tony attended Warren Wilson Pres-
byterian College in North Carolina as an Engineering Major and
an All-American Soccer Player. It was in the cafeteria on campus
that he met Joanna, the woman who would become his wife,
and they would raise a family of three kids; daughters Mariam
and Monique and one son Rasheed. The family would grow to
include five grandkids and two great-grandkids.

As with all world-class athletes, Tony was very competitive
but never abrasive. His love for people was the distinctive per-
sonality trait which would contribute to his future successes.
The combination of his engineering mind, competitive spirit,
and his love for people would take him down a path of which
only a few could dream. Tony found himself employed with Pic-
N-Pay shoes, and he fell in love with the retail shoe business. Be-
fore making a move to Huntsville, Alabama Tony had worked
in the Quad-Cities area, moved to Decatur, Alabama to run the
Pic-N-Pay Shoes store there. It was while he was working at Pic-
N-Pay Shoes that one of the owners of Family Footwear became
impressed with Tony and offered him a job as a manager at the
Family Footwear at Haysland Square in Huntsville.

He accepted the position, and in a short period of time, Tony
wanted to own his own company. After repeated refusals from
the owners of Family Footwear to sell to him, Tony made sure
the owners knew that he was leaving to open his own compa-
ny. The owners saw the writing

ployee Grace Thompson who
started calling him “Tony,” she
said she coul§ not say his name.
Grace was a well-respected em-
ployee by Tony and his family;
the Family Footwear clientele
loved her. She was a loyal em-
ployee until 1997. Grace transi-
tioned to her heavenly home in
early 2000.

In 1985 or 1986, Tony
opened Tanius Shoes in Park-
way City Mall, currently

West Station
Antiques

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-BO0OK (2665)

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

on the wall and decided it was
better to sell to Tony instead of
competing against him.

InterSouth

Tony ou%ht the Haysland prepertios
y L)

Square Family Footwear be-
tween the years of 1978 and
1980. It was his longtime em-

“A successful marriage
isn’t finding the right
person - it’s being the

right person.”

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

Buddy Esslinger
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“Leasing and Managing Huntsville's Premier Office Buildings® |

* Highland Office Park, Phases 1 & 2
* Park West Center

* University Square Business Center
* 8215 Madison Blvd.

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com




known as Parkway Place Mall.
In October 2000, Parkway Place
Mall opened at the corner of
Memorial Parkway and Drake
Avenue; it replaced Parkwa?l
City Mall. Parkway City Mall,
built after the tornado of April
3, 1974 which damaged the
strip center known as Park-
way City Shopping Center,
which had opened March 14,
1957. When Parkway Place
Mall opened, the two anchor
stores were Dillard’s and Belk
department stores. Now Park-
way Place Mall is the last fully
enclosed mall remaining in
Huntsville.

Tanius Shoes was another
crowning achievement for not
only Tony, but also for Joanna
because she became its man-
ager. At first, Joanna was a re-
luctant manager, and she onl
took an Assistant Manager’s
position to help out. That was
until the day Tony informed
her that he fired the manager,
and by the way, she was the
new manager.

Over time Tony owned
several shoe stores;, Family
Footwear at Haysland Square -
Huntsville AL, Tanius Shoes in
the Parkway City Mall - Hunts-
ville AL, Connie Shop in Hick-
ory Hollow Mall - Nashville
TN., Tanius Florsheim Shoes
in Madison Square Mall
-Huntsville AL. Mariam man-
aged Family Footwear for two
years, and Rasheed managed
Connie Shop in Hickory Hol-
low Mall, Nashville, TN.

Tony loved his stores;
however, Family Footwear at
Haysland Square in Hunts-
ville was his baby. It was the
store where his wife Joanna
saw him accomplish a dream,
and it was the store where he
helped to develop students
from the Distributive Educa-
tion class at Grissom High
School.

According to the family,
the students from Grissom
High School learned a valu-

able lesson from Tony. They
learned that the “Customer is
always right.” A lesson they
carried with them throughout
their professional lives.

Monique was about twelve-
years old when she would
work/play at the store. She re-
calls the two display windows
at the front of the store, and
how she loved to get inside to
help clean and design the dis-
plays for the windows. Oh yes,
she and Mariam had crushes
on all the Grissom guys who
worked at the store.

This writer has some cher-
ished memories of Tony Anto-
nios. The first Mrs. Tate worked
for Tony several years, and our
tirst ever company Holiday
dinner was at Family Foot-
wear. Tony treated the employ-
ees and their guests to Mr. C’s
Restaurant. Just as he did in the
store, he always had a pleasant
smile and kind words for all
who were in his presence.

As his second act, after
leaving retail, Tony became the
owner and President of Medal-
lion Builders, dealing mostly
with re-modeling and limited
new build. Yes, if you look at
his picture from his later years
you can see the imprint of time;

2320 Bob Wallace Avenue

(256) 534-2471

www laughlinservice.com

Laughlin Sewice*‘

Funeral Home and Crematory, Inc.

. Serving Families since 1868

Locally owned and operated
Now in our 3rd generation
Professionally staffed 24 hours a day
Crematory on-site
We honor all insurance policies

Pre-planning your funeral is a good way to let your family
know your final wishes and take the burden off of them.
Call us for a free, no obligation planning guide.
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however if you take your time
and look into his eyes, you can
still hear his voice, “Hello my
friend, how are you today?”
There is a saying regardin
wealth, “You can’t take it wit
gou, but if money is all you left

ehind, you did not leave true
value.”

What did Tony leave be-
hind? One can measure his
wealth through the smiles
brought to people’s faces when
they hear his name, and the
warmth in their voices as they
recall the special moments they
had with Tony.

Joanna shared something
Tony said when she asked
what things he enjoyed most
of all he did? His response was
pure Tony, “Everything I've
done.”

“Speed was high,
Weather was not.
Tires were Thin,
X Marks the Spot.”

Burma Shave signs lined
the 2 lane roads back in
the 1930s and 40s. The

idea was to caution
drivers to be safe.

John Purdy
Loretta Spencer
Sarah Chappell
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Why We Do what We Do

by Jerry Lankford
and John E. Carson

Stering up to the microphone at a recent fund-
raiser for Pets for Vets, Honor Guard Commander
Jerry Lankford wanted to share a story with the au-
dience that had gathered in the pavilion of Southside
Park in South Huntsville.

Following entertainment provided by Patsy
Trigg (of the song “Grandma Got Run Over by a
Reindeer”) and singer/entertainer Marilyn Green,
the Honor Guard of American Legion Post 237 in
Huntsville, Alabama had fired a 21-gun salute to the
fallen victims of PTSD/TBI veteran suicide, an aver-
a?e of 22 veterans a day, a figure that has become to
all too familiar.

Clearing his throat, Commander Lankford began
his story...

“We had just returned to the Post after a long
drive to a remote cemetery on a cold and rainy win-
ter day. I sat at the end of the bar and ordered a cof-
fee to warm me up, shaking off the chill and running
my hand through wet hair.”

’Nasty weather today,” one of the patrons at the
bar said, “I really respect what you guys do.”

“Before I could thank him for the comment, the
man sitting next to him spoke up; “Well, I think you
guys are a bunch of fools,” he said.”

“And why is that,” I asked, holding back my an-
ger at his comment.”

“You drive miles to get here, miles to get there,
stand in the rain and snow or bake in the sun and get
no compensation for your time and trouble; a bunch
of fools I think,” the heckler repeated.

weapons and head back to the Post. While we
were still gathered at the back of the van, the
ﬁoung girl approached us, her mother standing
ack aways. The girl gestured to us, one by one,
to bend d}(,)wn so she could whisper something
to us. Right there I had all the reward I'll ever
need and it is something money can’t buy.”
“Choking up a little at the memory, I stopped
to clear my throat. The heckler gave me a snide
look and asked what the little girl could have
said that would be worth so much. I told him.”
“She said, “Thank you for burying my dad-
d 'III
Y “Well, avoiding my eyes that man got up
and left without a word and we have never seen
him since.”
“The other man at the bar wiped tears from
his own eyes and thanked me again.”
“And that is why we do what we do.”
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“Mister,” I said, “I'll tell you why we
do what we do. Not long ago we were out
on a rainy day to lay a veteran to rest, the
sky had cleared just in time for the service
and the gun salute. We folded the flag and
presented to the man’s widow, a young
woman with a little six-year-old girl sit-
ting next to her. After collecting three of
the spent shells, I presented those to the
lady who sat with tear-filled eyes; one for
Honor, one for Duty, one for Country.”

“Our work done, we formed up and
marched half-time to the van to stow our

“If you’re parked illegally, you can
always avoid a ticket by leaving
your car running and your wipers
turned on to maximum speed. ”

Fuel Mart

A Large Variety of Local Craft Beers

Wine Brands you Won’t Find Elsewhere

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

(256) 213-7250

804 Holmes Avenue at 5 Points

from Huntsville Breweries:

* Rocket Republic
* Straight to Ale
* Yellow Hammer

Josh, 18 years old

1 Wines sold individually or by the case )
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THE CHRISTMAS SHOVELS

by Belinda Talley

We were wide awake, with our eyes closed. It was 1957, Christ-
mas Eve, the hardest night of the year to fall asleep. The song says,
“He knows if you are sleeping”. And we were convinced it was true.
We laid there motionless for an hour, at least it felt like an hour. It
might have been ten minutes.

Escoe, my sister, was born two years before me. She told me that
she was older and wiser. I believed it.

"Belinda," she warned, "If you have to talk, tuck your head under
the covers and whisper."

"Okay, but is it time yet?" I questioned.

"No! Get under here." She lifted the sheet. "You never listen to
me!"

On Christmas morning, we would wake up about the same time
that the sun did. As instructed by our parents; we were to go into their
room, wake them and wait. We were not allowed to go into the living
room; not to even look in that direction. Daddy would plug in the tree
lights and play Bing Crosby's Christmas music on the record player.

Before Christmas, our stockings were hung by the chimney with
care but, after Santa had come, they leaned against the fireplace.
They were budging with apples and oranges, and unshelled nuts; —
too heavy to han

”Esco}:e... ESC%E, I heard something!" ne -I g h b or h O 0 d
"Shhhh, Belinda. Quiet!" car d & g -I f -t

"Listen, did you hear that?" .
"No! Go to sleep! You're going to get us in trouble." ; in Five Points
"Look, I know that I heard something. I have to tell Mother and |
Daddy. It may be Santa; but it could be a crook, stealing our pres-
ents. Now let me up." Tip-toeing she cracked the door just enough
to sneak a peek toward the fireplace.
“Oh, No!” Belinda scooted back under the covers.

g

,475;

“What? What is wrong? Archipelago Botanicals
“I can’t believe it. You go look!” L B
“Tell me. What'd you see?” ampe berger
“Shovels! I saw shovels! Are you happy?” Patience Brewster
“What are you talking about?” ! .
“We're getting shovels for Christmas! Daddy’s been saying we Alabama & Auburn Gifts
need to help mama more. Go see for yourself.” Kitras Art Glass
“Belinda, you always exaggerate. I will look for myself.” )
Escoe glanced down the hall, turned around expressionless. She | Carruth Studio - Stone
crawled back in bed. “You're right, we really are getting shovels.” |
Christmas morning, 1957 thég sunrose be%,ore tlr%e girlg. The smell Beekma_n 1802 Products !
of coffee and the sound of White Christmas wooed the two sleepy- Jim Shore
heads from their rest. There were plenty of gifts and giggles. The
girls grabbed their red stockings b}IID the }t]oe a% nuts an(% tga%lgerines European Soaps

rolled across the hardwood floors. Mama nudged us toward the

shovels. She wrapped them in brown paper grocery-bags with red i I
ribbon. She had candy-striped it from the top to the bottom. Then The H.O Ildays are Here'_
Mama topped it with a big red bow. Come find that perfect gift

Those gifts stood as tall as we were and looked like huge candy
canes. Everything else had been opened. It was time. Our lack of
excitement was obvious when we exposed the red handle. As we
tore the paper from the bottom and we were in for quite a surprise.
Shovels they were not. We had two brand new shiny-red Pogo
Sticks.

Christmas Moral: Do not jump and judge a gift by its cover.
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(256) 534-5854

'
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HUNTSVILLE IN THE 1890’

At Alabama Coin & Silver we sell coin collecting supplies,
books, rare coins of copper, silver and gold from all time periods
including ancient Roman and Greek coinage to current United
States Mint coin sets both Uncirculated and Proof formats.

We also carry most modern silver and gold bullion related issues
such as the American Silver Eagles, silver bars from 1 ounce to
10 troy ozs. and stock all pre-1965 silver coinage of the United
States including Silver Dollars minted before 1936.
Alabama is now among the states that have dropped the Sales Tax
on the purchase of precious metals and all forms of United States
money for a period of five years which began in June of 2018. With
the current Geopolitical and world events it is an excellent time to
put back a portfolio of both silver and gold.

We are located one block East of the Parkway at Bob Wallace Ave.
We are located in the Central Park complex on the side of Quiznos.

Hours: Monday - Friday 11am - 6pm phone (256) 536-0262

Alabama Coin & Silver Co.
900 Bob Wallace Ave. SW, Suite 122




