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Huntsville Actor Makes it Big in Hollywood

Huntsville has been the
birthplace of many famous
people who are known world-
wide.

This man was born in 1914
in Huntsville and first lived
in a house called the “Burritt
House” which once stood on
the corner of Eustis Avenue
and Greene Street. The house
was built by Dr. William Bur-
ritt before he built his house
on Monte Sano Mountain and
was one block away from the
Schiffman Building where
Tallulah Bankhead was born.

Tallulah was older than
Harry and they did not know
each other until they met at a
backstage party in New York
City.
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Huntsville Actor
Makes it Big in
Hollywood

by Lawrence Hillis

When you read the story
title you may think the story
will be about the famous Tal-
lulah Bankhead. Tallulah was
a native of Huntsville, born
on the East Side Square and
became a big Hollywood star,
but this story is about Harry
Townes. Mr. Townes had a dis-
tinguished, prolific and quite a
long career as a character actor
in movies and TV shows.

Harry Rhett Townes was
born September 18, 1914 in
Huntsville and first lived in
a house called the “Burritt
House” which once stood on
the corner of Eustis Avenue
and Greene Street. The house
was built by Dr. William Bur-
ritt before he built his house on
Monte Sano Mountain and was
one block away from the Schiff-
man Building where Tallulah
was born. Tallulah was older
than Harry and they did not
know each other until they met
at a backstage party in New

Every few days try your
jeans on just to make
sure they fit. Pajamas
will have you believe

all is well.

York City. Speaking to Harry,
Tallulah said, “Darlin’, it’s so
good to meet a fellow Hunts-
villian.”

Harry had many family con-
nections to old Huntsville. He
wasnamed after Harry Rhett Sr.
of Huntsville. Harry was born
to Charles Townes and Jean
Halsey Townes who traced her
family tree back to John Hunt of
whom Huntsville was named.
Harry’s great-grandfather was
William Irby Halsey who was
a famous artist in the 1800s.
One of his paintings hangs in
the Huntsville Museum of Art.
Harry’s father died at age 38
in 1922 and his mother raised
him, a brother Halsey Townes,
a cousin Harriet Halsey Bell,
and a sister Jean who married
John Lowe, Jr.

Harry went to East Clinton
School and after graduating
from Huntsville High, went to
the University of Alabama.

My mother Edith Warren
Hillis was a few years young-
er than Harry and attended
Huntsville High School. She
served as a photographer on
the yearbook Pierian. Under-
classmen seem to always know
those who graduated before
them, and she remembered
seeing pictures of Harry in
the previous yearbooks which
were on a shelf in the Pierian
work room. Years later, after
several articles in the news-
papers, Huntsville residents
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knew he had made it big. As
we watched TV in the 50s, 60s
and 70s, she would get excited
when we saw Harry.

One Huntsville Times article
“Harry Townes Will Star in Spy
Thriller” printed in 1955, was
about his movie debut of an au-
thentic story and documentary.
He starred in the leading role
as Igor Gouzenko, a Russian
code clerk in Operation Man-
hunt. The movie was filmed in
Canada and the article stated
that it will be coming soon to
Huntsville’s Lyric theater.

Harry’s serious acting began
on a bet. A fellow fraternity
member bet him that he could
not get into the school’s Black-
friars Drama Club. Harry was
accepted in the drama club and
performed in several plays.
He was recommended by Dr.
Hudson Strode, head of the
drama department, to a the-
ater company in Massachusetts
who then gave him a scholar-
ship. He sold some clothes and
text books and borrowed $100
from Mr. Harry Rhett, Sr. of
Huntsville, bought a bus tick-

et and headed north. He later
stated, “I felt as free as a bird
and knew I was not coming
back.”

Within three years, Townes
was starring as Captain Tim, a
southern gentleman in a trav-
eling production of Tobacco
Road. Harry won that role be-
cause of his southern drawl,
but said later he had to lose his
“cornpone drawl.” At the end
of that tour, Harry wanted to
avoid being typecast as a south-
erner so he practiced other ac-
cents, as well as old English,
by reading Shakespeare aloud
to himself. Townes performed
two decades of stage perfor-
mances in the Kennebunk-
port Theater in Maine and on
Broadway in New York City.

By 1941, when America en-
tered the Second World War,
Harry joined the Army Air
Corps and trained as an intel-
ligence officer. He served in
India and China. After the war
ended in 1945 he returned to
New York and realized he was
going to have to start all over
again. Therefore, he enrolled in

the Columbia University dra-
ma department.

Harry’s acting technique
grew and his next big play was
Broadway’s Finian’s Rainbow
where he played the part of a
Leprechaun and showed con-
siderable talent as a singer and
dancer. It played for two years
on Broadway and one year in
London. Other Broadway plays
were Mr. Sycamore, Gramercry
Ghost and Twelfth Night.

Mr. Townes was asked to go
to Hollywood in 1956 for a sup-
porting role with Spencer Trac-
ey in the movie “The Moun-
tain”. That is when things
really took off. Townes began
his TV career on the NBC tele-
vision’s Matinee Theatre, aver-

Decades have gone by - we have
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aging some eighteen TV per-
formances per year.

I am a big fan of the Gun-
smoke TV show and during
this pandemic, I have prob-
ably watched way over 100
episodes. I saw Harry in many
episodes playing so many dif-
ferent roles. He could play any
required character. He played
the part of a farmer, a city slick-
er, a buffalo hunter, a freight
owner, a gun slinger, town
store clerk, a saddle tramp, the
town drunk and many other
roles. He also could speak dif-
ferent accents ranging from
British, Eastern and the South-
ern drawl.

Harry played in over 200
TV shows. In addition to Gun-
smoke, they were Twilight
Zone, The Incredible Hulk,
Star Trek, Alfred Hitchcock
Presents, Wild Wild West,
Rawhide, Father Knows Best,
Thriller, Kung Fu, Planet of
the Apes, Perry Mason, The
Fugitive, Ironsides, Bonanza,
Knotts Landing and many
more. In TV shows and mov-
ies whose setting was modern
day, Harry usually played in-
formers, small-time crooks,
wrong-headed military officers
or duplicitous businessmen.

When asked why he played
roles of flawed characters, he
replied, “The theater should
reflect society in all of its fac-
ets; its bad facets and its good
facets. Unless theater reflects
life in its entirety, it’s not being
true to itself and to society. If
it’s ugly it is up to us to change.
Life is written in bold colors.”

“If your eyes hurt after
you drink your morning
coffee, you’ve got to
take the spoon out of the
cup.”

Milly James, Athens

Harry had a remarkable ca-
reer. He played similar charac-
ters in two different TV shows.
He played a man who could
change his form in “The First,”
which was a two-parter of the
1977 Incredible Hulk TV Pre-
miere. Bill Bixby starred in the
TV series beginning in 1978.
In the Twilight Zone, he could
change his face. In the Hulk, he
also turned into a Hulk. In both,
he planned to run away with a
woman, but was accosted in a
hotel room by a man with a gun.
In both, he escaped and changed
form, only to be shot to death by
still another person. In both, he
reverted to his original appear-
ance in death.

Mr. Townes played in 29
movies. Some of the films were
“Brothers Karamzov”, “Opera-
tion Manhunt”, “Cry Tough, the
Hawaiions, “Sanctuary”, “Last
Ride of the Dalton Gang”, “B.
J. and the Bear”, “Warrior and
Sorceress and Casino”. The last
one was in the 1986 movie “The
Check is in the Mail”.

Harry said he always had his
makeup kit with him and was
ready to move anytime.
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In 1972 Nabisco celebrated
their 50th Anniversary and
hired Harry to do a TV com-
mercial. The ad viewed him as
a businessman on an airplane
sitting next to a young boy.
The boy offered him an Oreo
cookie and he first replied
“no thanks,” but after seeing
the boy enjoying the cookie
he reconsidered and accept-
ed a cookie. While eating it
he asked the stewardess for
two glasses of milk and they
started dipping their cookies.
That is when I started dipping
Oreo cookies into my milk.

The commercial became
very popular and Harry said
that on the street he was more
recognized as the Oreo cookie
man than an actor. Once, in an
interview, he was asked what
was his most popular role and
he laughed and replied the
Oreo cookie man.

Mr. Townes continued
his acting career into the 70s,
while attending seminary

training in Los Angeles and
was ordained an Episcopalian
minister at Saint Paul’s Cathe-
dral in 1974. He continued act-
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ing while assigned to different parishes. He
served in the Priesthood at the Church of
Bells in Palm Springs and at St. Thomas the
Apostle Church in Hollywood. He never
accepted a salary. He stated, “That wasn’t
why I entered the ministry.”

He retired from TV acting in 1977 and
continued his ministry in California un-
til returning to Huntsville in 1989. When
asked why he entered the ministry that late
in life, he answered, “I know who made me
and what the goal is. The only problem is
I'm not living up to it.”

Harry loved animals, particularly cats
and dogs and said he probably had about
50 throughout his life. When he landed his
tirst big role in Tobacco Road, he would
walk down the streets of New York wear-
ing a fur coat and carrying his cat. He said
in a later interview that made him think he
had really made it big. He had a pet pig and
leftit on a farm in upstate New York and ac-
tually sent money to help support the pig.
When Harry retired to Huntsville, he had
several different animals at the same time.

Winnie Bailey, who lives in his former
house on Randolph Avenue, was told that
when a certain dog and cat did not get
along, he remodeled a cottage in his back
yard for the cat to live and be separated
from the dog. Also, when she was digging
a flower bed in the back yard, she stumbled
over a tombstone for a pet cat. His will stat-
ed sums of money to be given to the Ark
Animal Rescue in Huntsville and the Great-
er Huntsville Humane Society.

Harry did not have any children and in
1991, married a longtime friend, actress Sal-
ly Sanderson Day whom he first met while
performing in Tobacco Road. He moved
into his old family house at 805 Randolph
Avenue and gave several interviews to
newspaper and TV reporters until his death
on May 23, 2001 at age 86. His funeral ser-
vice was at the Episcopal Church of the Na-
tivity which was his original church across
the street from his home as a child. Harry
is buried at Maple Hill Cemetery near the
Burritt Mausoleum.

After his death, there was an article in the
paper entitled “A Familiar Face on TV.” It
went on to say you might not recognize his
name, but you would recognize his photos
from TV shows and movies in the 50s, 60s

and 70s.

Harry was always concerned about an outstand-
ing acting performance and was also concerned
about what the public was viewing. He followed his
Christian ethics and avoided nude scenes. Accord-
ing to later interviews, he often considered some
popular films to be pornographic. The following is
a quote from Harry Townes, “I guess we're never
entirely happy with what we do; we would like to
do better. I feel I was lucky to get the work that I did.
You always feel thankful because there are so many
actors for so few jobs that it seems God is being good
to you when you get a job. Of course, I would love
to have done better, we all would. But we always
think we can do it better in one recorded take. On the
whole, I'm satisfied, though. As long as the audience
was satisfied, then I'm satisfied.”

Information and research from Wikipedia, Free
Encyclopedia, Turner Classic Movie Web site,
Huntsville Library Special Collections and the
Huntsville Times.




The Children of Walker Street

by Jessica Pinot

The Spanish Flu killed be-
tween 50 million and 100 mil-
lion people between 1917 and
1920. It swept the globe, kill-
ing people in every corner of
the world. It was a particularly
cruel plague. Most illnesses
prey on the weak. They take the
elderly and children, but the
Spanish flu was indiscriminate.
It killed many healthy young
adults as well as the weak.

It is considered to be the sec-
ond largest disaster in human
history and it infected 28% of
the human population and
killed 3% of the global popula-
tion. It killed more people than
the Black Plague.

Enormous Flu wards were
created to care for the amazing
number of sick that overran
hospitals and health facilities
where the sick were lined up
like cattle to wait for death.

It is no surprise that the
Spanish Flu left many ghosts.
I've found many ghost sto-
ries related to this terrifying

epidemic. The story of Walker
Street in Historic Huntsville,
Alabama is one of the sadder of
these tales.

According to local legend,
the Spanish Flu hit Walker
Street with a particular cruelty.
It took mostly children, leaving
entire homes empty. So many
people died that the bodies
of the dead would be left on
the front porch because there
weren't enough healthy people
left to bury the dead.

The ghosts of the many chil-
dren that died on Walker Street
during the Spanish Flu are still
said to wander the streets at
night. They've been seen sing-
ing and playing in the shad-
owy dark. They sing nursery
rhymes as they play and haunt
the living that have been left
behind.

There is a rhyme that the
children are said to have made
up. "l had a bird whose name
was Enza, I opened the win-
dow and in flew Enza." The
children are said to still sing
this little rhyme as they wan-
der Walker Street.
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A REPUTATION
TO KEEP

by Tom Carney

J. B. Webb and Otis King
were two of the best known
men in town during the 1960s,
but for much different reasons.

Webb was a well known
bootlegger who would sell you
whisky by the bottle or by the
shot, depending on your pref-
erence or what you could af-
ford. He was a rough talking
man who had a reputation as
a no nonsense man. His trade-
mark was a bright pink 1950s
Cadillac  convertible which
everyone in town recognized.
When the car was parked in the
driveway it meant Webb was
open for business.

Otis King, a hellfire and
brimstone preacher, was the
exact opposite of Webb. He
spent his time converting lost
souls and doing charity work
in the poorer neighborhoods of
Huntsville.

Perhaps King recognized
a challenge in Webb, but for
whatever reason, he made it a
goal to convert the bootlegger.
Several times a week he would
stop by Webb’s place of busi-
ness and invite him to go to
church.

Strangely, the two men liked
one another and as the friend-
ship grew, an uneasy truce de-
veloped between them. King
no longer tried to convert
Webb and Webb donated small
amounts of money to King’s
various charitable undertak-
ings.

One hot summer day King
appeared at Webb’s business.
His clothes were wringing wet

with sweat from having walked
all the way from his home.

After the two men sat down,
and Webb pushed a small stack
of bills across the table, he
asked the preacher why he was
walking in such hot weather.

“My car’s in the garage and I
couldn’t get a ride.”

“Hell, just borrow my car.
You can bring it back when
you're done,” the bootlegger
said.

“No, I don’t think so,” King
replied. “Everybody in town
knows that car and I have a
reputation to keep up.”

The bootlegger thought for
a long moment before reaching
across the table for the stack of
bills. “So do I,” he said.

Hungover?

from 1901 advice book

To take care of that
bad hangover, be sure and
drink plenty of liquids
when you wake up the
next morning. The alcohol
has dehydrated you, your
brain has shrunk a bit
and is pulling away from
your scalp. That causes
bad headaches.

When you drink enough
liqguid (not alcohol) you
are re-hydrating your
body and will feel better.

Z
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The Day
Dr. Wernher von
Braun Spoke to
Cinderella

by Ann Gates

Prior to being married and
in our early years of marriage,
I worked at Sears when it was
located at Heart of Huntsville
Mall. This was back in the 60s.
One of my husband's favorite
tricks to play on me was to call
me at work and disguise his
voice, pretending to be some-
one else. Amazingly, most of
the time, he really stumped me.
He would often use foreign ac-
cents and make it even more
difficult for me.

One day the phone rang and
I answered as usual "Good af-

ternoon, Sears Credit Depart-
ment" - and the voice on the
other end said, "Good after-
noon. This is Dr. Wernher von
Braun." To which I said, "Yeah
sure, Honey, I know it's you!"

And he said, "I beg your
pardon?" I said "Honey, I know
it's you. You're not Dr. von
Braun.”

He said "I am most certain-
ly Dr. von Braun." I laughed
at that one and then I said, "If
you're Dr. von Braun, I'm Cin-
derella."

He said very sweetly and
graciously, "Well, hello, Cin-
derella."

I gasped! I said, "Oh my
goodness! Are you really Dr.
von Braun?"

He said, "I am." I can't be-
lieve I asked him this, but I did!
I said "Do you promise?"

He (actually) said "I prom-
ise!" I said "Oh Dr. von Braun, |
am so very sorry! I thought you
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were my husband playing a
joke on me! He does that all the
time! I am so so sorry! Please
forgive me!"

He said, "May I please speak
to the Credit Manager?" I said
"Oh dear! Are you going to tell
on me?"

He chuckled and said "Oh
no, my dear. This will be our
little secret. You don't have to
worry."

After transferring his call
to Mr. White, I called Gary
(my husband) so fast and said,
"Honey! Please don't ever play
another phone call trick on me
at work again! You're never
going to believe what just hap-
pened!"

“If you’re paying $2 for a
bottle of Smartwater,
it isn’t working.”

Tim Reynolds, Gurley

E
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MY STORY

My Dad was a Church of God minister and I was raised in a Chris-
tian home. I was called a Preacher’s kid. I took the teasing, because I
knew my dad was just an all around good person. There were seven
of us kids in the family. I was an older sister, had a younger sister
and 5 brothers. All brothers were each in a branch of service; Wen-
dell, Air Force; Bobby, Army in Vietnam; Frankie in the Marines and
Paul Winston in the Navy; Roger in the Army.

I had a wonderful childhood. We were poor, as a lot of people
were, but we didn't know it. We had a home, we always had food,
because of our religious beliefs we didn't own a TV set. We had a
radio, also a Victrola record player.

So we knew without a TV, we were going to miss Elvis Presley's
first appearance. So a few of us went to a neighbor's house to watch
him make his very first televised appearance.

That was a big deal to us.

Reading through the September issue of "Old Huntsville", I read
the story by Lawrence Hillis. His first line was a quote from Dolly
Parton. Well, I was growing up in East Tennessee (Rockwood) a little
town between Chattanooga and Knoxville. We weren't far at all from
Sevierville, the town where Dolly was born and raised. So I decided
I needed to tell you my story about Dolly.

Dolly was working part time as a cashier at a supermarket where
our family would go to buy our groceries. The store was Cas Walk-
ers and he also had an early morning show on TV. Sort of like Coun-
try Boy Eddy’s. We didn't watch the show because we didn't have
the TV but after meeting Dolly and learning she
was a singer we would go to my cousins’, spend
the night and watch her in the mornings she was
scheduled to sing. I will always remember the
morning she sang "Coat of Many Colors."

Dolly and her family were just as poor as we
were. Twelve brothers and sisters, but I don't be-
lieve being poor swayed her one way or the other.

I do believe being raised without a lot of material
things actually makes you a stronger person and
much more appreciative of things you strive for
throughout your life. I believe Dolly was making
a way to bring her family out of what would be
called poverty nowadays, but she was always a
happy person, regardless. Always very positive.

Whenever I tell someone where I was born
and raised, I always say it was "Dolly Parton
Country". Saturday mornings were some of
the happiest days I remember. I would go with
my Mom and Dad to Knoxville to buy "day old
fruit". At that time I was around twelve or thir-
teen and I remember always seeing Dolly there
with her Mom, Dad and family. Dolly and I were
the same age, and I remember my mom and
Dolly's mom talking about recipes for Apple Pie
that they would exchange. Both my mom and
hers made these pies over time and they were
so good!

Some people think it's amazing that I knew
Dolly at that time in our lives but remember we

by Shirley Sherrill,
Toney, Al
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were just two little girls, neither
one of us was famous back then.
I would travel with my Dad
when he would preach at reviv-
als. I always went along because
I always wanted to sing along at
the revivals.

That's how I ended up in
Alabama - I met my husband-
to-be in Decatur, Alabama. We
dated for a little while and mar-
ried. Then after 13 years and 4
children, we parted ways. We
had 3 sons and one daughter.
Sons Rodney, Davy and Vinson.
Daughter Cynthia. Rodney was
my oldest son and passed away
in 2014. Writing my story I real-
ized that actually the Lord has
given me a wonderful life.

After the children’s dad and
I parted ways, when the chil-
dren were still small, I had a
very young one at home and 3
little stairstep kids in school. So I
was out there on my own taking
care of myself and the children.
I worked some manufacturing
jobs but decided to take classes
and earned my GED. I then be-
came a CNA (Certified Nurses
Assistant) and focused on my
children.

It wasn’t easy back then. In
the 60s and 70s things were not
nearly as easy as they are today.
But we made it. I instilled in
my children some of the values
I learned growing up, that you
don’t necessarily need all the
luxuries in your life to be happy.
It’s nice to have things but things
don’t make you happy. You have
to be happy within yourself. Live
and appreciate the life God gives
you. He will take care of you.

Becoming a CNA was one of
the best things I did for myself. I
was making a living for me and
the children, making friends,
helping people young and old.
I did this for several years. It's
very rewarding when you feel
your life has meaning.

After working in nursing
homes and assisted living facili-
ties I decided to become a Home
Health Aide. I dearly loved it,

making friends with patients
and their families, some that
have lasted a lifetime. I haven't
been able to work lately due to
the COVID virus but I'm trust-
ing God to take care of this and
I know He will. He knows what
we need.

As for my children, as I said
earlier I cared for my oldest
son Rodney for 8 years until he
passed away. There are no words
to describe how it feels to lose a
child. My heart will hurt forever.
Rodney was a beautiful person.
He was actually a “Jack of all
Trades”. People came from all
around to get him to fix their car,
truck, phones, computers, what-
ever. He was wonderful and
guess what? He could also cook!
Donna, his wife had a restau-
rant for a little while and people
would say that Rodney cooked
the best catfish they ever had. I

miss him so. My daughter Cyn-
thia followed in my footsteps
and became a CNA. She’s actual-
ly a supervisor at her workplace
(before the virus). She’s won-
derful. Davy, my middle child,
is a biomed tech working in a
huge hospital., He is also writing
and singing his own contempo-
rary Gospel music. Vinson, my
youngest, is a Laser Tech work-
ing in a large hospital, enjoying
his life. He is a graduate of Ard-
more High School.

So I would say in my world
struggling as a single mom, I
raised my four children as best I
could. They know where I came
from, they know my Dolly story,
but I'm Mom to them and they
love me to death, and I them.

Thanks to you, Old Hunts-
ville, for giving me a way to tell
my life story, as well as my Dolly
story.

N\
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Now that 2021 is here, let's think
back and see what we have learned
from the pandemic.

First Being grateful
Second Thoughtfulness
Third Patience
Fourth Giving

Fifth Loving

Sixth Kindness
Seventh Forgiveness
Eight Empathy
Ninth Generosit
Tenth Slowing down

Of course, we learned a lot about
how viruses spread and wise health
practices we can adopt even after Co-
vid is gone later this year.

For now, why not start a hobby if
you don't already have one, like knit-
ting, jewelry making, or baking. Ev-
eryone I know always appreciates a
homemade gift.

I just adopted a cat. Didn't need an-
other cat, but this one is so loving he
won our hearts right away. There are
so many animals in shelters that need
a loving home.

Doing something for others does wonders for your
wellbeing. Meals on Wheels is in need of volunteers.
The people who receive the meals are so grateful for the
meals, having no way to get out to buy groceries. These
meals mean whether the people receiving the meals get
to eat or go hungry.

When we grew from childhood to adulthood, we
found the real joy during the holidays was giving and
not receiving. In the winter of the new year, the needs of
the hungry and those not properly clothed do not stop.
Don't you stop either. Before you leave this world, your
legacy is what you give, not what you take to the grave.
That includes love and lots of it.

Why not start making a list of your older friends that
can’t get out and send them a Valentine’s Day card com-
ing up in February. It will be here before you know it.

What must we all do to bring back spring? Some-
thing to think about. Now that our Christmas holidays
have passed, I find my New Year’s resolution to be - Get
healthy, eat less fattening meals and exercise. Hope I can
still stick to it. Have you made any resolutions?

Just hope each and every one of you is wearing a mask
and staying safe. Until next time be sure to get the Covid
vaccine as soon as it is available. I certainly will.

“One way to find out if you are old is to fall down
in a group of people. If they laugh you’re still
young. If they panic and start running to you,

you’re old.”

Anna Gene Chesnut, Seattle
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VETERAN
RESTORATION

by John E. Carson

In spite of all the negative things that
happened in 2020, and there were a lot of
them, there were also a lot of good things
that happened. One in particular affected
myself and my family in a very big way.

After being hospitalized twice, and the
last time with life threatening conditions, I
was diagnosed with cancer and told if I did
not get treatment I would have maybe four
months to live. This after my wife's recent
hospitalization of sixteen days followed by
21 days of rehabilitation. None of this was
COVID-19 related and came after losing
my brother in January.

Fortunately, I was able to get treatment
and my life expectancy has stretched con-
siderably. But I did not know that in Au-
gust we would discover our house had
suffered water damage and mold in three
rooms.

We filed an insurance claim and two

“l hate it when I’m singing along to
an old song and the artist gets the
words wrong.”

Fran Carter, Gurley

teams came to our rescue. The first was a company
that removed the damaged carpet and baseboards
and cut holes in the walls and framing to find the
source of the water. That company recommended
another to repair and restore the rooms.

The company they recommended is veteran
owned. I told them that the coming holidays were
very important to me and family was moving in to
help. I mentioned that we had been told the restora-
tion could take two months or more and that I did not
know how much time I had. They said not to worry.

The carpet was not replaceable. The insurance
would only provide a cheaper carpet that likely
would not match the adjoining carpet in the other
rooms. I told them that I would prefer a hardwood
and they said it would be twice the cost. Money was
tight and I resigned myself to the less expensive op-
tion.

They came in quickly to do the work and in only
three and a half days the job was done. The rooms
looked like new and we had new hardwood laminate
flooring. In addition, they had gone above and be-
yond, replacing woodwork and trim, painting walls
that were not included in the original estimate and
other touches that were unexpected.

Because I was a veteran and dealing with cancer
the company ate the extra costs and took a loss on the
job. But half of our house looks better than new.

They came to our aid when we needed it most and
we had our house back for the holidays. The people
in that company are some of the nicest folks I have
ever worked with and every one of the workers were
polite and did top notch work.

They went the extra mile in a year that had beat-
en so many people down and restored my faith in
humanity. I would mention them by name, but they
know who they are.




Timeless Kitchen and
Home Hints

- To iron ribbons without burning them, heat
a spoon and use it to press the ribbon.

- To keep your fireplace chimney clear, once
a week burn a mixture of potato peelings and
salt in your fireplace. This puts a glaze on the
inside surface of your chimney and prevents a
buildup of soot.

- To wash black lace, add a tablespoon of am-
monia to a leftover cup of strong coffee.

- Fresh cranberries can only be found at this
time of year - they can be frozen and you can't
find them that way in the store - just take them
fresh in the bag and toss unopened into your
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SERVING HEARTY GERMAN FARE
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freezer for use later.

- Your brass can be cleaned by rubbing them
with a cut lemon and rinsing in hot water.

- After washing your rag rugs, rinse them in
a thin starch water and they will lay flat on the
floor without curling up and tripping you.

- A hot strong vinegar can be used to re-
move paint from windows, if you don't have a

scraper.

- If you live in an older home that has those
cords over which the windows slide, keep them
dusted and rubbed with a well-greased rag to

ensure easier operation.

- When oil is spilled onto a rug or furniture,

remove the stain with an applica-
tion of lime water. Lime water will
also remove kerosene stains from
carpet and furniture.

- Paint kitchen and pantry
shelves with two coats of white
paint, then add a third coat of white
enamel. The surfaces will look re-
ally nice, and are easy to clean - no
shelf paper will be needed.

- After you black and polish
your cooking stove, make sure you
give it a good coat of wax polish. It
will not require any more blacking
again for several weeks, you just
need to dust it.

- If you don’t have a bottle
brush, partially fill it with warm
soaﬁy water and some egg shells
with pieces of paper towel. Shake
well, empty and rinse.

- Don’t throw out all those wood
ashes from your fireplace. Save a
few in a small can to dampen and
use to clean your steel knives.

6125 UNIVERSITY DRIVE
(256) 922-0556

C1 T
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Are you Looking for that Perfect Gift for N

Someone who has moved out of Town?
Or for someone who is Housebound
and Loves to Read?

A SUBSCRIPTION TO “OLD HUNTSVILLE”
MAGAZINE IS THE PERFECT GIFT.

Stories and Memories from Local People, Recipes,
Remedies, Pet Tips and much more

To order securely with
credit/debit card call
(256) 534-0502

$40 FOR A YEAR OF MEMORABLE STORIES

YOoU WILL BE REMEMBERED EACH MONTH WHEN THEIR
MAGAZINE IS DELIVERED!

r
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The Winn-Dixie Bunny Hop

by John H. Tate

In high school, my first job was at Winn-Dixie on Jordan Lane
in Huntsville, Alabama; in reflection, I can see how Winn-Dixie
played an essential role in my development. One such example
is what I call the "Winn-Dixie Bunny-Hop." It was a Saturday in
early fall, still green but changing, and a beautiful sunny day.

I was in the back of the store when I heard my name on the
PA system, "John Henry to the front office, please." At the time,
the store had two other men name John working there; John Reed
and John Terry. Since my middle name was Henry, it started as a
joke that I was called John Henry. Well, the joke stuck and every-
one called me John Henry. Customers would ask, "Where's your
hammer?" Referring to the American folklore ballad about the
African American railroad worker John Henry known as "The
Steel Driving Man."

When I reached the front office, Jim Quillin, the store manager,
said he had a job for me to do. He asked if I could drive a straight
shift, with three on the column? "Yes," I said. After all, my dad
had a 1960 Ford F100, and I watched him drive it all of my life,
and since it sat in our back yard for the last couple of years, I had
plenty of practice sitting in it pretending to move through the
gears. So, in my mind, since I could drive and I understood the
gears and shifting, of course, I could drive a
three on the column.

Mr. Quillin tossed me his truck keys and
said he needed me to go to another store
and pick up some items; I believe it was the
Green Street location. I took off my apron
and headed for the door. He yelled after
me, "John Henry, don't wreck my truck." I
smiled back at him and said I wouldn't; the
smile was to cover up the nerves I felt.

I went to the north side of the building,
where he parked his truck, I unlocked it and
jumped in. Man, he was tall, I had to adjust
the bench seat. Since I never saw Daddy ad-

“When you are right no one remembers.
When you are wrong no one forgets.”

Jeremiah Smith, Scottsboro

just the seat, it took me a little
time to figure it out. I adjusted
the rear mirror and the driver's
side mirror. The passenger side
mirror had a large field of view,
so I did not need to change it,
I put the truck in reverse and
backed away from the build-
ing, feeling good about what
I had done. I pushed in the
clutch and put it in first gear.




Mr. Quillin and others stood in the front
windows as I bunny-hopped his truck across
the entire parking lot. However, I had worked
it out enough that when I stopped at Jordan
Lane and made my left-hand turn toward Uni-
versity Drive, I only hopped once and was
smooth then after. I was feeling proud of my-
self; here I was driving my boss's truck down
Jordan Lane.

As I was approaching University Drive, just
in front of Central Bank (Compass Bank now in
that location.), the truck stopped. No big deal,
I thought, "I must have done something wrong
with the clutch and gas pedal." However, no
matter how hard I tried, I could not get the
truck to start. Now all I could think about is
how I broke my boss's truck. Since I was in
the way of traffic on Jordan Lane, some men
stopped and helped me push it into the turn-
ing lane to be out of traffic.

Several men stopped to see if they could
help and when they heard it was my boss's
truck, you could see the compassion on their
faces. They even lifted the hood looking for
the problem and finally, one man, the third-
one who had tried to start it, said, “Hey, you
are out of gas.” I felt relief and embarrass-
ment because I did not look at the gas hand,
but neither did the other men who tried to
start the truck; they even looked under the
hood.

I used the payphone in front of the bank
to call my boss and told him he was out of
gas. He sent another worker with a can of gas
and five dollars to fill up the tank. I went on
about my chores and accomplished my mis-
sion. Everyone ragged on the boss for not
having gas in the truck; I never did tell him
that I thought I broke it.

From that time on, if he need-
ed someone to make a run, he
would toss me his keys and say,

“I have gas.”

I have always remembered
The Winn-Dixie Bunny-hop
fondly because it showed me
that I dared to take control.

“I hope the weather is good

tomorrow for my trip to the

backyard. I’'m getting tired
of the living room.”

Neil Keith, Huntsville
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HAZELNUT BUTTER CRUNCH

1/3 c. chopped hazelnuts

1/2 c. plain flour

1/4 c. packed brown sugar

1/4 c. butter

Mix all til crumbly - distribute evenly in

greased 13 x 9” pan. Bake at 400 degrees til
golden brown, 7 to 10 minutes. Don’t burn!
Stir and cool, store in covered container.

Main Office
2200 Clinton Avenue
Huntsville, Al 35805
(256) 533-0541

Branch Office
200 West Side Sq.,
Suite 4B
Huntsville, Al 35801
(256) 536-0091

Office Hours
Mon, Tues, Thurs, Fri
8:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.

Wednesday

8:00 a.m. - Noon

www.rocketcityfcu.org

ALABAMA
COIN & SILVER

Buying - Selling - Trading
Estate Appraisals
Phone (256) 536-0262

Charles Cataldo, Jr. - Owner
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

We had two winners for the
hidden pinecone this month -
one local and one out of state.
Our local winner was Randy
Brown of New Market. Randy
is retired with nine grandkids!
Congratulations to you. Our
out of state winner was Mar-
cella Hargrove of Buford, GA.
She knows many of our writers
and lived here years ago - a su-
per sweet lady. Congratutions
to you Marcella!

We had tons of people call
to guess the pinecone location
because I made it bigger this
month - did you find it? If not
check p. 34 of the December is-
sue - see it next to Santa?

Then our sweet Photo of
the Month was Carol Harless

whom many know for her nev-
er-ending volunteer work here
in Huntsville. The winner who
called and guessed her was
Annette Cruse. She was born
in Arab and moved away from
here 10 years ago but her sweet
sister still lives here, Nora
Hunt. So we had 3 good win-
ners this month!

One of our writers, Eliza-
beth Wharry, recently had
to have emergency surgery
- colostomy - and wanted to
strongly urge all our readers to
be sure and get their scheduled
colonoscopies. A colonoscopy
is one thing you can do for
gourself to prevent major trou-

le later on. Elizabeth said she
had amazing care by the excel-
lent staff at Huntsville Hospi-
tal in Madison.

During these cold days all
of us are wearing socks, some
are so tight around the top and
not good for your blood flow. I
accidently found some diabetic
socksrecently and the tops have
so much give in them, they are
not binding at all. I found some
at Target but I'm sure any store
or Amazon has them. They are
SO comfortable.

Guy McClure, Jr. of Flor-
ence was someone that so many
people knew. He had an amaz-
ing sense of humor who posted
stories on Facebook that would
have you laughing so hard. He
was only 59. Guy is survived
by his father, Guy Young Mc-

i

256-533-2400
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Clure, Sr.; mother, Gwen Crim
McClure; sister Debbie Snow
(Rick); aunt Martha Mercer;
uncles Frank Crim (Joyce),
William Yarbrough (Karen)
and John McClure (Teri) as
well as beloved family who
will love him always.

A 31-year veteran of NASA,
Dr. Kimberly Robinson has
just been selected as Execu-
tive Director and CEO of the
U.S. Space & Rocket Center, to
begin Feb. 15, 2021. Dr. Rob-
inson brings a background of
leadership, engineering, edu-
cation, as well as Flight crew
training. She is the recipient of
numerous NASA Performance
awards and is a tireless volun-
teer. She currently serves as VP
for A New Leash on Life ani-
mal rescue. Congratulations to
Dr. Robinson!

Mrs. Edwina Morse called
recently and ordered a 2 year
subscription to Old Hunts-
ville. I'm happy she has faith in
me - I'm 72 now and can’t be-
lieve when Tom and I started
the magazine I was 41! Mrs.
Morse’s son is Thomas Morse
and lives in Flint, TX. She said

Photo of The Month

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

Call (256) 534-0502

This little Ryland, AL boy knows
alot of residents there and writes
amazing stories.




he loves reading about Hunts-
ville history and legends.

Edwina had a mid-Decem-
ber birthday so we hope she
had a wonderful day.

One tip I've used that works
is this. When you are really in
a good mood and everything
seems right, take a piece of pa-
per and writedown what makes
you happy, specific things.
Then for those days when you
don’t feel quite so good or are
just sad, bring out that piece of
Eaper and read what made you

appy that day. It might have
been helping someone else,
being in control of a situation,
making a good decision, etc.

Lawanda Allison of Decatur
will celebrate a Jan. 7 birthday.
Happy Birthday to You!

Edith McCullough Yates
was 97 when she passed away
on Nov. 27. During WWII she
worked at Redstone Arsenal
and was known around town
for her beautiful voice, sing-
ing as soloist in many church-
es in town. She was born in an
apartment on the 2nd floor of
the First National Bank Build-
ing on the West side of the
Square! She embraced life and
her family was most important

to her. She leaves son William
“Mack” Yates, grandchildren
Joseph Yates, Christopher
Yates, Shane Sanders and Will
Sanders, with two great grand-
children. She is their angel in
heaven now.

As I write this we just found
out that Huntsville Hospital
and the local hospitals in our
neighboring cities are begin-
ning to receive the vaccine for
Covid. This is the best news
we've gotten in some time.
This past year has really been
a scary, unprecedented time
for all of us. We just want to eat
out, send our kids to school, get
close to people again, see fam-
ily, see our older relatives in
retirement homes. Just normal
things. One thing for sure, we
will certainly never take any of
those things for granted any-
more.

In that spirit,  have hidden a
very small vaccination needle.
It might not look exactly like
what we’ll see when we get our
shots but humor me - you'll
know it when you see it. Be the
first to call, you will win a $40
subscription to Old Huntsville.
Get out your specs!

Many didn’t know that Tal-
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lulah Bankhead was born
right here in Huntsville on Jan.
31, 1902. She was born at the
Schiffman Building, East Side
Square downtown Huntsville.
She went on to become an in-
ternational film and stage star,
and quite a character. She did it
her way, for sure.

For those of you who haven’t
tried spinach smoothies - they
are really good! If you make it
right it doesn’t even taste like
spinach but you get all the good
nutrients. Here’s what I do. Into
a blender add 1/2 cup of ani
fruit juice, 1 cup vanilla Gree
yogurt, 1 banana, 2 cups baby
spinach leaves, frozen mango
or frozen strawberries (about a
cup) and a scoop of vanilla pro-
tein powder. Crunch it all up
til it’s the texture of ice cream
and you can drink it with one
of those large straws. SO Good!
This will make a blender full,
put it into a couple of insulated
cu%os and sip on it all day. This
helps your immune system and
we all need that these days.

Looking forward to a healthy
2021 with eating in restaurants
and kids in school and church
services and no scary news on
TV. And getting Hugs.

WILL STUTTS - ACTOR/DIRECTOR/PLAYWRIGHT

A native of Sheffield, Alabama, Will clearly had an interest in and a talent for act-
ing from a very young age. In 1968 while attending Florence State University, Will
launched a fulfilling career that would span 6 decades. He worked in virtually all as-
pects of professional theatre from acting, directing, producing and playwrighting. His
resume of roles performed and plays he directed and wrote is extensive and critically
praised. Will’s 15 original one-man plays, the truest essence of his theatrical style, are
the indelible signature Will left to this world. The “Philadelphia Enquirer” once called
him “The master of the one-man show”. Will became Mark Twain on stage and many
in this area remember those performances. He entertained audiences as Walt Whit-

man, Noel Coward, Frank Lloyd Wright and of course, Samuel Clemens.

He performed in Pennsylvania, Florida, the United Kingdom, and back home to North Alabama at such venues as
the Ritz Theatre in Sheffield, the University of North Alabama, Merrimack Performing Theatre and others. Will logged in
over 1,000 single engagements. He served as Producing Artistic Director at several regional theatres and was a regular
guest director and lecturer on college and university campuses throughout the country.

Will passed away on November 22 and was preceded in death by his mother, Lola Stutts-Blaxton. He leaves behind
his sister and best friend, Diane Stutts Owens and her husband, Ken Owens; his nephew, Brandon Owens; his sisters-
in-law, Cathey Carney, Stephanie Troup and her family; cousins, Earline Moore and husband, Jack Moore, Linda Myrick
and husband, Bill Myrick and their family, Barry Redding and wife, Delinda, and Glenda Holden.

Will’s Pennsylvania theatre family and his friends worldwide will never forget this talented, kind and special man.
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Potato Soup

3 slices bacon

1 sweet onion, chopped
1 carrot, chopped

3 c. potatoes, sliced thin
Salt and pepper to taste

1 c. water
1 c¢. shredded cheddar

cheese

3 c. milk

1/2 c. cream

Cook the bacon in a heavy

sauce pan til crisp. Remove
and drain for later use. In the
bacon drippings, saute the on-
ions and carrots. Add the water
and potatoes, simmer til they
are tender. Add the seasoning
and milk, heat to boiling and
add cream. When you're ready
to serve, sprinkle the crumbled
bacon and cheese on top.

Pistachio Salad

1 c. cottage cheese or sour
cream
1 sml. can pineapple chunks,
drained

-

—

DOWH Home Souﬂ]epn

2 small packages of pista-
chio jello

2 c. miniature marshmal-
lows

1/2 c. pecans, chopped

1 12-o0z. container whipped
topping

Mix cottage cheese and

pineapple in bowl with hand
mixer. Sprinkle jello granules
over mixture in bowl while
beating. When mixed, stir
in marshmallows, nuts and
whipped topping. Spoon into
serving bowl and cover. Refrig-
erate til ready to serve.

Banana Salad

1 egg, slightly beaten
1/2c. sugar

Juice of a lemon

2 T. sweet cream

1 ¢ roasted peanuts,
chopped
8 bananas

On top of a double boiler
mix together the first three in-
gredients, place over boiling
water and cook til thick, stir-

s r

ring constantly. Remove from
the heat and add the cream.
Cool totally, slice bananas
crosswise into a bowl. Add the
eanuts, add the sauce to the
ananas and toss. Sauce can be
made earlier in the day. Mix to-
gether just before serving.

Cabbage Casserole

1 medium cabbage

1t salt

3 T. butter

3 T. flour

3/4 c. evaporated milk

1-1/2 c. Cheddar cheese,
grated

1/2 c. bread crumbs

2 T. butter, melted

Discard outside leaves of

the cabbage and slice it coarse-
ly into a saucepan. Add the salt
and enough boiling water to
cover. Boil it uncovered til just
tender - about 7 minutes. Drain,
save the water. In a saucepan
melt 3 tablespoons of but-
ter, blend in the flour, add the
evaporated milk and 3/4 cup



of the water drained from cab-
bage. Stir and cook the sauce
til it boils and thickens. Add a
pinch of salt. Place a layer of
cooked cabbage in the bottom
of a buttered 1-1/2 quart cas-
serole. Pour part of the sauce
over cabbage and sprinkle with
part of the cheese. Repeat til all
ingredients are used, ending
with cheese.
Sprinkle with crumbs that
%ou have blended with 2 ta-
lespoons butter. Bake at 350
degrees for 20 minutes and
browned.

Best Baked Beans

3 - 32-0z. cans pork and
beans, rinsed and drained

1 Ibs. hot sausage cooked,
drained and crumbled

2 t. dry mustard

2 T. yellow mustard

1/2 c. molasses

1 c. onion, minced

1/2 c. brown sugar

1 t. ground black pepper

Salt as desired

Mix all ingredients togeth-

er, add more or less seasoning
to suit your taste. Cover and
bake at 350 degrees for 50-60
minutes.

Grandma’s Meatloaf

1-1/2 lbs. ground beef
3/4 c. rolled oats (uncooked)

1/2 c. onion, chopped

1 c. tomato juice

1/4 c. bell pepper, chopped

2 eggs, beaten

2 t. Worcestershire sauce

1t salt

1/4 t. pepper

Preheat oven to 350 degrees

and combine all ingredients.
Place in a greased meat loaf
pan and bake 1 to 1-1/2 hours.
You may use a regular casse-
role dish if you don’t have a
meatloaf pan.

Loaf Bread

2 c. scalded milk

4 T. shortening

2 t. salt

4T. sugar

1 cake yeast

7 c. all-purpose flour (re-
serve 1 cup for handling)

Add salt, sugar and short-
ening to the hot milk; cool to
lukewarm. Add yeast and dis-
solve thoroughly. Add six cups
of flour and mix to form very
soft dough.

Turn onto floured pastry
cloth. Use the 7th cup ot flour
for handling.

Knead lightly til smooth. Set
to rise in a lightly greased bowl
for 45 minutes at room temper-
ature. Shape in 2 loaf pans and
allow to rise til light or double
in size.

Bake 1 hour at 400 degrees.

THE HISTORIC LOWRY HOUSE WANTS TO THANK ALL OF OUR
FIRST RESPONDERS, OUR HOSPITAL WORKERS, DOCTORS AND
NURSES, POLICE OFFICERS - WHO WORK SO HARD
EVERY DAY TO KEEP US WELL.

WE HAVE SO MUCH APPRECIATION FOR EACH OF YOU.

THE HISTORIC LOWRY HOUSE

www.historiclowryhouse.com

1205 KILDARE ST. - HUNTSVILLE,
AL 35801

call (256) 489-9200 for info
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Old Style
Hashbrowns

Dice cold, cooked pota-

toes (about one cup) and put

in a pan. With a biscuit cutter
chop them again. Add finely
chopped onions, about 1/3
cup and mix with the potatoes.
Add a little flour to help hold
them together. Add salt and
pepper. In a heavy fry pan put
about two tablespoons bacon
drippings or butter, pour in the
potatoes and chop and spread
them about the size of a saucer,
about half an inch thick.

Cook over medium heat til
the bottom is well browned
and the flour is well cooked.
Turn together making a half
circle, lift up with a cake turner
and place on a plate and serve.

The flour mixes with the
moisture of the potato and
holds together, but is not no-
ticeable.
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“There’s No Charge
for Love”

by Cathey Carney

A farmer had some pup-
pies he needed to sell. He
painted a sign advertising the
4 pups and set about nailing
it to a post on the edge of his
fiard. As he was driving the
ast nail into the post, he felt a
tug on his overalls. He looked
down into the eyes of a little
boy.

"Mister," he said, "I want to
buy one of your puppies."

y"Well," gaid tll)lepfla)lrmer, as
he rubbed the sweat off the
back of his neck, "These pup-
pies come from fine parents
and cost a good deal of mon-
e .ll

The boy dropped his head
for a moment. Then reaching
deep into his pocket, he pulled
out a handful of change and
held it up to the farmer. "I've
got thirty-nine cents. Is that
enough to take a look?"

"Sure," said the farmer.
And with that he whistled.
"Here, Dolly!" he called.

Out from the doghouse
and down the ramp ran Dolly
followed by four little balls of
fur.

The little boy pressed his
face against the chain link

“And just like that, 1969
was 52 years ago.”

Jane Smith, Huntsville

fence. His eyes danced with delight. As the dogs made their way
to the fence, the little boy noticed something else stirring inside the
doghouse.

Slowly another little ball appeared, this one noticeably smaller.
Down the ramp it slid. Then in a somewhat awkward manner, the
little pup began hobbling toward the others, doing its best to catch
up...
P "l want that one," the little boy said, pointing to the runt. The
farmer knelt down at the boy's side and said, "Son, you don't want
that puppy. He will never ge able to run and play with you like
these other dogs would."

With that, the little boy stepped back from the fence, reached
down and began rolling up one leg of his trousers. In doing so, he
revealed a steel brace running down both sides of his leg attaching
itself to a specially made shoe.

Looking back up at the farmer, he said, “You see sir,  don’t run
too well myself and he will need someone who understands.”

With tears in his eyes, the farmer reached down and picked up
the little pup. Holding it carefully, he handed it to the little boy,
“How much?” asked the little boy.

“No charge,” answered the farmer, “There’s no charge for

love.”
3] L1




Body Shop Memories
by James D.

What I'm going to write about is the
truth, with names and places changed to
protect me. One of the stories I used my-
self as the subject to avoid embarrassing
the real guy.

Different places in the Tennessee
Valley is where all this happened. It was
before many of you were born. I was just
a young pup and needed a job to pay for
my extravagant playboy life style.

One day I passed Leftys Body and
Paint shop and filled out an application
and was Eired on the spot. Not having
any experience in that field they said
they would train me. Meaning I got to
do stuff like sweeping the floor, washing
cars, going for coffee and biscuits and
other character building stuff.

“Well kid, you start at 7:30, get 30
minutes for lunch and get off at 5:30 and
we'll pay you 35 bucks a week. Remem-
ber kid, we're trainin” ya.” The first 2 or 3
months was my initiation period to see if
they could break you or make you.

One body man, Roger, told me to go
to the office and get him 5 sheets of A
D grit sand paper, so I did and when I
asked them in the office they just stared
at me and said they didn't have any AD
grit. I went back and forth between Rog-
er and the office a couple of more times
with everyone getting mad. The next
time Roger threw down his hammer (he
was REAL mad) went to the office and
came out with 5 sheets of sandpaper.
He got to me and turned them over and
shoved them in my face. “Can't you read
boy? That right there says 80 grit.”

They always wanted you to have a
rag in your back pocket and one day one
of the guys caught me without my rag
and said, here kid, heres you a rag and
he crams one into my back pocket. It was
just barely damp with enamel reducer
but I didn't know it. About 20 minutes
later did I ever know it! I thought some-
one had set my pocket and rear end on
fire. From that little incident I carried a
blister for 2 or 3 days. Boy was I learning
fast!

Another time, they sent me down-
town to get supplies at Bills Parts Store.
Included in the order was a universal
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glass stretcher. Oscar, the parts man looked my list over
and said, What size glass stretcher? Gee, Oscar, they
didn't say. Let me use your phone and I'll find out. By
now there's 2 more parts men at the counter. I called
Lefty's. “Hey Lefty, what size glass stretcher you want?”

I hung up and told Oscar that Lefty said get the large
one. Oscar said they were all out. That's when I heard all
the laughing and whooping and hollering. O.K., guys,
ya got me again. I stayed with it for a while longer, get-
ting harder to fool and finally started dishing it right
back. It was evident that this might be a dead end job
and after finding another one, I left Leftys.

From Leftys I went to Jordan's Body and Paint and
here I was actually an apprentice working under Fred
and Lewis and I was making 45 bucks a week. I got real
uniforms too with my name on them along with Jor-
don Body and Paint. In those days the uniforms were
washed and starched and once in a while they would
go kind of heavy on the starch. A few times you could
actually stand the pants and shirt uE in a corner. Now,
try wearing that in the summer! No kidding. At Jordans
I was actually being trained and most of the jokes were
good natured and they knew I could give as good as I

ot.
5 This is the first place I Fainted my first car and Fred
was with me every step of the way. One day Fred was
1gioing to cut out a floor pan on a car and my job was to

old the wiring out of the way and watch for any fire.
We had a 5 gallon bucket with the top cut out filled with
water. Fred was cutting away with a gas cutting torch,
blowing sparks, smoke and large hunks of molten steel.
I had one foot in the car and the other on the floor and
somehow a large piece of molten steel fell into the instep
of my shoe and foot. Being as there was a bucket of cool
water there I stuck shoe, foot and all in it and watched
the steam rise from the bucket. No real harm was done,
it only took a couple of weeks for my foot to heal. From
that incident I was given a nick name which I shall not
reveal. It wasn’t nasty or any thing but it took years to
lose it.

I have met some of the nicest people by accident.

— —
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What Would You Be?

by Belinda Talley

"What would your occupation
be if you had followed your child-
hood dreams?"

The most popular dreams were
Teacher, Veterinarian, Flight Atten-
dant, Nurse, Coach, Artist, Actor/
Actress, Writer, Designer, Architect,
Photographer.

Do you know these folks and
what they became?

Jim Accardi - he wanted to be a
Juggler (became a Lawyer).

Beth Martin Fredrick - Singer at
Opryland.

Kristie Kuralt Hinkle - Medical
Examiner.

Mike Sheppard - Batman.

Gary Mussleman - Rock-n-Roll
Star.

Leanne Tedesco - Exotic Dancer
(but did not!)

William Broadway, Sr. - Pilot
(and became one)

Mike Gordon -
Baseball Player.

Wendy Eaton - Narcotics Cop.

Carol Snoddy Byler - Disney II-
lustrator.

Randy Van Nostrand - Cowboy.

Marilynn Thome Woodward -
Ballerina (worked in accounting).

Paulette Dickerson - Archeolo-
gists (this would not work; she hat-
ed bugs and dirt).

Kim Ingram Frazier - Recon-
structive Surgeon.

Keith Troup - Musician and
Songwriter (which he is).

Gary Taylor - Garbage man.

Professional

Connie Brogdon Broadway
Lougheed - Princess. (She thinks
that she is).

Oscar J. Llerena - Soldier (Self-
Employed Building Materials).

John E. Carson - Inspirational
Speaker and Writer (and is).

Adriane Talley Kulvinskas -
Olympic Gymnast.

Stephanie Ambrose Powell -
District Attorney.

Judi Maddux - Trapeze Artist
(became a telephone operator).

Melissa Rogers - A Walt Disney
character.

Marge Feist - Concert Pianist.
Eddie Grissett - Doctor.
Dianna Cook - Female Race Car Driver.

Me? Iwanted to be an entertainer, but my biggest dream
was to work at Six Flags. Do you remember the tram-train?
It would take you from the parking lot to the park entrance.
Someone drove the tram, but that was not me. I wanted to
be in the back riding in the last car, greeting you on the mi-
crophone. “I'm Belinda; welcome to Six Flags. Please keep
your hands, feet and kids inside the tram. Do not forget
where you parked your car and do not forget to take your
kids back home with you. We don’t want them.”

Aren’t you glad that some dreams do not come true?

=

=
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Tips from Earlene

- Cure for Barber's Itch - moisten the
parts affected with saliva (spittle) and rub
it over thoroughly three times a day with
the ashes of a good Havana cigar. This is
a simple remedy, yet it has cured the most
obstinate cases.

- Don't burn your fingers with too-
short matches when trying to light can-
dles. Instead, use a piece of uncooked spa-
ghetti. It works weﬁ).

- Want your freshly shined brass to
stay that way? Just coat with a little wood
finishing oil, like tung oil. It'll make the
shine last 3 times as long,.

- How to clean your glass shower
doors that are full of gunk? Try wiping
them clean with any furniture polish that
has lemon oil. If the film is really heavy,
use a steel wool pad soaked in dishwash-
ing liquid to make the glass sparkle.

- If you need to paint your wrought-
iron furniture and don't want to spray, try
using a sponge.

- To shine up your chrome, wad up
some aluminum foil, shiny side out,
dampen the chrome and rub away.

- Your plants will love the leftover wa-
ter (cooled down, of course) from cooking
your vegetables.

- Sotten your hands by rubbing them
well with oatmeal while wet.

- An ordinary art gum eraser will get
most of those scuff marks off light colored
shoes.

- Use bananas to shine silver? Try this
- take the ends off your banana peel and
throw the skin into a blender. Take the pu-
ree and shine your silver with it!

- Use an old, mismatched fork near
your plants to use as a handy “rake.”

- When you paint your rooms, save
the last of the paint in a small baby food
bottle. Write the color, room and date on
the bottle and close securely. You'll be
surprised how this little dab of paint will
come in handy for touch-ups.
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WHEN LOSS

MARKS THE HEART
OF THE WINNER

by John Carriker

What better way to
consider the future than
to remember the victories
of the past and how they
were birthed? Possibly,
when we recall events that
produce surprises against
all expectations, we can
sense a small window of
hope and opportunity that
allows promise for tomor-
row.

Such a story developed
in late summer several
years past when there was
still a sense of normalcy,
trust still existed. Reputa-
tions were cherished and
protected. Family picnics
were evident, children
were involved in activi-
ties that signaled the end
of vacations while moms
and dads prepared for the
school year ahead.

Several seasons in
various athletics — soft-
ball, baseball, etc. —

were ending. One such
event — the final swim
meet of the year — was
concluded at a municipal
pool. The competition
was scheduled and mul-
titudes of prep school
girls anticipated the rac-
es.

One girl looked wor-
ried and her dad knew
that she was. She had
that forced laugh she
used when she was anx-
ious and unsure of her-
self.

He went over to
encourage her: "Don't

he said as he put his arms
around her. Her younger
sister was competing in the
speed races, but she was not
competitive in short dis-
tances so she was entered
into a longer competition ...
four lanes back and forth. Stamina
had always been her strength.

The d};y passed quickly as the
competition saw winners in all the
speed races with only the 200 meter
freestyle event remaining. The man
watched as his daughter prepared
herself, jumping into the water and
getting her body acclimated for the
race.

She looked over at him and
mouthed: "Dad, I can't win this."

"Just try," he mouthed back.

They lined up, waiting for the
start. Bang! They were off.

She tried with all she could
muster, but each lap saw her falling
behind the rest of the pack. As the
winners and also-rans neared the
finish of the final lap, she was just
touching the opposite end of the
pool, preparing to turn. The win-
ners were announced, and the oth-
er girls gathered around the proud
victor with congratulations ... all ex-
cept one.

The crowd began to look at the
far end of the pool as one father was
walking alongside his daughter

while she struggled to finish.
As her head would turn up to
gulp in air, those near the Eme
saw she was crying. But she
continued to plod toward the
finish.

But then it happened!
Something unusual and stir-
ring as the crowd simultane-
ously moved over to the sides
of the pool and began to en-
courage the man's daughter
as she struggled to the finish.
Finally, she touched the edge,
exhausted and looked up at her
proud father.

"I'm sorry, dad; I lost," she
wept. Pulling her up from the

ool with tears in his eyes, he
ooked at her proudly. “No,
you didn’t. You won. You nev-
er gave up.”

She looked as the crowd of
onlookers clapped, yelled and
cried. Then, sﬁe smiled.

Remember in these days of
indecisions, doubt and fear, we
must call upon that One Who
gave us faith and strength to
continue to fight the good fight.

As the man urged his child:
“TJust try.”

“1 Kave fought the good
fight,  have finished the course,
I have kept the faith.” 2 Timo-
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worry, you'll do well,"

“Take Control of Your Comfort”
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Seen in the
Papers, 1812

Grand Jury Reports on
Conditions in Huntsville

* Bootlegging is alive and
well in Madison County. It ex-
ists in every part of the county,
especially in the city and outly-
ing areas, with the exception of
Merrimack. Most of the county
officers and city commissioners
offices are bought and sold out-
rageously.

Night hacks and omnibus
lines help supply the bootleg-
gers. Two restaurants, one near
Southern Railway Station and
one near the N.C. St. L., are
termed “dens of vice.” Near
one of these a man carrying $40
he had gotten from sale of his
cotton, had been reported mur-
dered during the past year. The
city has been asked to revoke
the licenses of the cafes, one of
which was selling five barrels
of illicit whisky a week.

* The jail situation is a piti-
ful one. The old portion of the
jail that is still in use is a “hor-
rible reminder of the dreadful
dungeons of the Dark Ages”
and the removal needs to hap-
pen speedily.

* The poor house is in con-
dition of neglect and its 23 in-
mates, white and negro, run
out of food regularly at differ-
ent intervals and are unable
to obtain any doctors services
when required.

* The Courthouse is a posi-
tive disgrace, with the Grand
Jury room a germ-laden hole.
It is the recommendation of the
Grand Jury that this courthouse
be torn down. The only reason
that the County Commission-
ers have not been indicted was
because of the pleas of the so-
licitor.

Huntsville News in 1911

Death
Snake

* J. E. Holder dashed in
front of a train when frightened
by a companion. Frightened by
a rubber snake in the hands of
a companion, J. F. Holder, Sr.,
a young boy of Athens, dashed
in front of a swiftly moving
passenger train and was killed
instantly. Jeff Tomlinson, 18
years old and young Holder
were standing near the railroad
tracks, when suddenly Tomlin-
son drew the imitation snake
from his pocket and shoved
it towards Holder, who in at-
tempting to escape from the
supposed reptile, dashed in
front of the train and was liter-
ally ground to pieces. Tomlin-
son was arrested.

caused by Rubber

Woman Starts Panic at her
Own Funeral

* Decatur, Al Stretching
out her hands toward those
who had assembled about her
coffin, Mrs. Jane Pitcock, an
octogenarian, caused a panic
at her funeral here according
to reports. The funeral sermon
had been preached and the lid
of the coffin was removed to

permit friends and relatives to
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take a last long look at what
they believed to be a corpse. It
was then that Mrs. Pitcock re-
gained consciousness. She re-
mained alive for several hours.

More News from 1911

* For rent - six room cottage
on East Clinton Street - apply to
C. F. Bost.

* For sale - genuine O.I.C
brood hogs and pigs, just the
thing for quick money and
best meat production. Address
Bruce Morring, Ryland Al or
phone 522 Ring 2.

*Wanted - gentleman board-
ers at 326 Randolph Street.

* For rent - 5 room cottage
with all modern improvement
on East Clinton Street - apply
to Horace M. Layman.

* For rent - the Iberta Taylor
residence on McClung Street.
The house is handsomely fur-
nished and possession can be
given at once. Apply to Mrs. E.
E. Ezell.

* Wanted - ladies who want
sales positions - call Miss Kate
Acklin at 202 Eustis Street.

Found - two fine Jersey milk
cows who have taken up at my
residence on Meridian Street.
Owner can have same by pay-
ing for this ad and their keep.

Call (256) 886-9100

Tony Guthrie, Owner

Visit our website for specials

.

rKleaneasy Quality Carpet Cleanin£

carpetcleaninghuntsville.com

Your Satisfaction is our #1 Goal

Here is what You Get with Our Service
(Always 100% included in the Price)

- Pre-inspection of carpets or tile floors
- Pre-fiber raking OR dry vacuuming to
loosen and remove dry soils

- Pre-treatment of every non-pet stain,
stain, or spill.

- Pre-spray of entire surface with heat-
ed professional grade, kid-friendly,
cleaning solutions

- Mechanical agitation of pre-spray
with rotary scrubbing machine

- Steam extraction and rinse of treated
surfaces

- Post-grooming (if desired)

- Post-inspection

- 30 day spot and stain warranty

- Money back guarantee y
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Hot Time in the City

by Gary Gee

Once upon a time - when I was
working at Redstone Arsenal - I was
selected to attend an “Ammunition
Course” at a remote facility in Illinois.
It was in the middle of a cold winter. At
the time - if you had never been there
- then you had not missed much. The
facility, which closed many years ago,
seemed so desolate and isolated that ev-
ery visitor seemed to have been treated
like a long-lost friend. You got the feel-
ing that everyone there was “waiting for
the letter from the Pentagon that never
arrives”. The Club for entertainment at
the facility was just a Quonset hut. After
three weeks of deprivation, I decided to
drive over to civilization, to the big city
of Chicago for some excitement.

So, I wheeled into Chi-Town in
my little red MGB, smoking a pipe, of
course. Then, most sports car drivers
seemed to be pipe smokers. It was ex-
pected. After arriving in the Oak Park
section of Chicago, I settled into a plush
hotel that had new carpet about two
inches deep. I noticed that the static-
electrical generation from the carpets
was the strongest that I had ever run
into. A few steps across this carpet on a
cold winter day and then touch metal or
a person, and there was a heck of a jolt.

Later, I learned that this area of
town had a long-time mafia association.
Anyway, I decided to eat in the hotel
restaurant.

Well, I was a “big pipe smoker”
at the time. And a pipe smoker never
gets too far from his matches. I used to
have a half-dozen packages in my pants
pocket at all times. You see, keeping a
pipe lit can be a real challenge and you
have to keep all these matches handy to
keep that sucker all fired up.

I walked over to the cash register,
where the approaching hostess - prob-
ably the best looking female that I had
ever seen - asked, “One for dinner?” At
that instant, before [ had a chance to an-
swer - and for no apparent reason - all
six packages of matches ignited, simul-

taneously. Surprise, Surprise!! Have you ever witnessed
the amount of smoke and smell that igniting six packs of
matches produces? On seeing the cloud of smoke com-
ing out of my pants and ascending to the ceiling, the
hostess went into shock. She thought that I was on fire.
Suddenly, she went weak and almost fainted. She could
not speak, and neither could L.

At ignition, the natural reaction was to put my hand
to my pocket. I got a slight burn to my hand, but that
was the only one that I received. The matches were book
matches and the covers were closed so the openings
were oriented away from my leg. The flames were de-
tlected away from my body and they were quickly extin-
guished, because as we all know, there is not much air in
a pants pocket. It was downright warm though and the
flames burned holes in my pants.

The whole restaurant smelled to high heaven and so
did I. I do not know why but when the hostess and I
could speak again I went ahead and sat down at a table,
just like things were normal. By that time the manager
had arrived and received an explanation of what had
transpired.

Now remember that this was in the Oak Park area,
where everyone and his grandmother were suspected
of being on the con. The manager looked suspiciously




at me. I could see it in his face.
He thought I was a crook. He
looked at me as though he was
thinking: “Wow this guy has
come up with some scam, and I
just have to sit down and figure
out what it is. Maybe he’s one
of these guys who knows how
to take a fall in front of an au-
tomobile, and then hits up an
insurance company.”

In retrospect, I probably
should not have eaten there af-
ter all this happened. I certain-
ly no longer had an appetite. I
sat down and ordered a steak
in shock. I mean, what are you
supposed to do when this hap-
pens? Anyway, people soon
began entering the restaurant
in droves for dinner. If I heard
it once, I heard it a hundred
times, “What is that smell?”

The hostess and waitresses
had to come up with a stu-
pid explanation of how some
guy’s pants caught on fire and
for no apparent reason. No
one believed the explanation.
Also, employees were running
around spraying the place with
air fresheners.

This was not your typical
eating-out experience. The ho-
tel employees - except the man-
ager of course - had come up
with their own “real reason”
that they liked to use for the in-
cident and I could see it in their
eyes, “Man, she surely set that
dude’s pants on fire!”

Even the fainting hostess
had a smile on her face.

I told my classmates back
in Savannah about the incident
and they all longed for the day
that they could go over to the
Big City and see the excitement

“Worry is interest paid in
advance for a debt you
probably will never owe.”

Jimmy Hampton, Toney

Old Huntsville Page 29

for themselves. My electronic-wizard friends back at Redstone
made me feel good about this entire thing. They said that those
matches could not have ignited, that it was scientifically impos-
sible. And they almost convinced me that this thing could not
have happened at all but they could not explain how those holes
got in my pants.

I don’t know what caused it. Maybe the hotel employees were
right. Well, I had been away from home a long time you know.
Anyway, I do not smoke anymore.

Next I ran an ad in The Huntsville Times: “1970 red MGB (one
owner) for sale, $2,000.”

Sweet Dixie Cake

4 eggs

1/2 pint heavy cream

1-1/2 c. sugar

1-1/2 c. self-rising flour

1 t. vanilla extract (or almond, if you prefer)

Break the eggs in a bowl and beat til light and foamy -
at least five minutes. Add the cream, beat another 5 minutes.
Pour in the sugar, beat well. Blend in the flour and extract.
Pour in a greased tubular pan and bake at 350 degrees for 50
minutes, or in two 8-inch cake pans for 30 minutes. Dust with

confectioners' sugar.
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Saturday’s Trip

by Judy C. Smith

Being a nice sunny Saturday morn-
ing, I decided to set out to do one of my
favorite things — Estate Sales. Of course, I
bought more than would go in my van, so
I hurried home to get my trusty red truck.
A truck always comes in handy. I can al-
ways find many uses for it.

After picking up the furniture I
bought and taking it to my son's house,
I head down Alabama Street. There is a
cute Children's Shop right at the end of
the street, which just happened to have
a darling child's Christmas dress in the
window.

Naturally, I had to check it out for my
new grandbaby.

Well, when I was going back to get
in my truck, there he was in the van next
to me in his carrier, looking at me with
pleading, sad eyes—a big white Cat. Af-
ter talking to the lady that had him in
her van and hearing Casper's
sad story, I decided that only a
heartless person would turn a
deaf ear and walk away.

The next thing 1 knew,

Casper was being put in my
truck. I had not lifted the cage
at this point, so I didn't realize
how much weight was in that
small pet carrier. Just as I pulled
into the driveway and removed
the heavy cage, it dawned on
me what would happen when I
walked through the door carry-
ing a 20-pound cat.

Well, as usual, my sweet,
understanding husband quickly
surmised the situation after his
initial shock.

His first comments were not wholly intelligible, and
I won't try to repeat them here.

We got Casper settled in the laundry room for one
day, then on the enclosed sun porch where he enjoyed
watching the squirrels and chipmunks. Four days later,
we opened that door to the rest of our house and other
animals. Our other two cats have finally come around,
and Shoes, my Shih-Tzu dog, is his best buddy now.

You'll see in the picture how heavy heis. I'm waiting
for offers for anyone wanting to help me give Casper a
bath.

Today I told my husband I was off on another ad-
venture and this time taking the truck to start with. His
only words of wisdom were to “stay focused”and only
come home with things that don't breathe. I guess I had
better heed his words.




The White Cat’s Story

by Casper, as told to Judy C. Smith

Well, way back then, as in 2012, I
was just a newborn mewing next to my
momma. When I grew up, a very nice
man adopted me. I've lived with him
for eight years. I sat in his lap, watched
TV and had wonderful food and all
I wanted of it. Great life. He coughed
a lot and stayed up most of the night,
sometimes.

I was sorry for him. He seemed to
be in pain sometimes. But I was always
either in his lap or sleeping at the foot
of his bed to keep him company. I loved
the electric blanket that he used every
night. Frank would be snoring and I'd
be a purring happy cat.

But then, two weeks ago, he got real
sick and had to go to a hospital near
the apartment where we lived. Things
changed. I had to fend for myself, but
he left a vast bowl of hard cat food and
water and it got me through many days.
At last, Frank came in crying and said
to me, “Casper.” That’s what he called
me because I was big and white.

So he continued, “I've lost my job,
and I'm very sick and can’t pay the rent.
I'm at my wit’'s end.” Tears streamed
down his cheeks as he continued. “Ole
Buddy, I hate to do this to you, but it’s
the only way.”

With that, he put me in my carrier
and left me at an animal shelter.

I've never been so scared as I was
jostled around, put in one small cage
after another. I tried to rub the people
who handled me and make friends. It
didn’t matter. I guess I'm not loved after
all. Guess life has handed me a lemon.

After two weeks in those tiny cag-
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es, a cat rescue lady came and got me. I was in her car,
windows down, wﬁile she ran errands. The rescue lady
returned from a store, the van’s side door open, and a
small blonde lady passed by. She asked who I belonged
to, and the rescue lady told her my story. She said m
name was Casper and I'd had all my shots, was a friend-
ly giant and been fixed, whatever that meant. I suppose
twenty pounds is hefty, but Frank never said so. I could
tell by the tone of that blonde lady’s voice she was a
friendly and caring person.

She took me to her home that day. I guess to live
where she does. She has a nice husband and two other
cats and a little dog. They may take a while to warm
up to me. But I like everyone. I rub people’s legs and 1
never get angry over anything. The man reminded me
of Frank. I hope if I'm nice enough, I may get to stay and
live with this friendly family who loves animals.

That night, I got to sit in the man’s lap. He stroked
m;zi head and chin. It reminded me of what Frank used
to do.

Well, folks. My story just proves that good people
still exist, and I'm so glad that little blonde lady just hap-
pened to find me that day. Now, I'm one big Kappy cat.

— —

Thank you for Being Our
Valuable Customer!

*New Precautions due to Covid-19
Stay Safe, Stay Apart 6" and Sanitize
*Interior Work: Masks, Gloves and
Booties

Home Repairs and Remodeling

Interior and Exterior Painting

Pressure Washing Services

Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs

Call for a
Free Estimate

256-683-0326

Exterior Painting:
$100 Discount Exterior Painting until January 31, 2021

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com

Proud Member of BBB

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville. Al 35306
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M.D.’s Cat’s View

by M. D. Smith, IV

Judy walked into the downstairs en-
trance next to my hobby room lugging a
small animal carrier. From the way she
was leaning to the side, I didn't think it
was empty.

"Not another animal," I said.

As she placed the heavy carrier in
the threshold with a “thunk,” I saw
some white hair inside.

"No, just one I said I'd find a home
for. Look, he looks just like Sampson,
your white cat that d]ied, but he's a little
bigger."

As she sat the carrier down, I walked
over and picked up the carrier, now
seeing a white cat's face. I strained the
lower disc in my back. "Good grief, how
many animals are in here?"

"Just one white cat, but he's a bit on
the hefty side." What an understate-
ment.

Together we carried the cage to our
enclosed brick porch and let him out.
He came out, rubbing our legs back
and forth. Nearly lost my balance. As
I leaned over and put my hand out, he
pushed his nose under my palm and
rubbed his head...repeatedly. "He sure
is friendly," I said, "But no way we need
a third cat. You got your tiny Shih-Tzu
dog, I got Sci-Fi, my Siamese, and you
1%ot fluffy Higgins and that's enough." I

new [ was in for an uphill battle.

She told me the sad story of his pre-
vious owner, who had to let the shelter
have it. "I told the lady we'd find a good
home for him.” I knew I better find one
fast. Took a couple of quick photos and
sent them to the entire neighborhood.
It read: “Large, fully mature white cat
needs a happy home—very friendly

and good house pet.” Along with the photos, I thought
there was a chance, but no takers.

After five days of quarantine on our rear enclosed
brick sun porch, he was introduced to our other two cats.
They wanted out on the porch to watch chipmunks &
squirrels scamper around gathering nuts and had been
deprived. Some hissing and spitting followed, not on the
newcomer’s part, but our other two cats. Rights of emi-
nent domain, I suppose. They got over it a few days later.

The shelter’s papers that came with him said his name
is Casper, as in the big white friendly ghost. I wondered
about a new name for a great white whale.

The first night he was loose in the house, I felt some-
one drop a watermelon in my lap. There he was, the new
white cat sitting as if it were his regular spot. Judy couldn’t
help but snap a photo. “Just like your other white cat. He
likes you.”

“He does seem to, but damn, he’s heavy. IF he stays
here, he’s going on a diet. He’s more house than cat right
now.”

I'm still looking for a home for an overweight, twenty-
pound white cat.  made my mind up the very first day. I'd
have the victory of finding the refugee cat a good home.

It ain’t over yet, but I feel victory slipping away from
me.

WISHING YOU A HEALTHY,
HAPPY NEW YEAR IN 2021




A DIFFERENT
KIND OF YEAR

by Ernestine Moody

As 1 reflect on 2020, the
thoughts that immediately
come to mind (other than a few
unmentionable ones) are that it
was a different kind of year.

It began in a traditional
manner. Many folks huddled
at home around their TV sets in
anticipation of the arrival of the
new year. Others assembled in
Time Square where they fo-
cused their attention on the
descending crystal ball. You
could almost feel the hopes and
dreams of everyone in the sur-
rounding air.

Life seemed to advance in
the usual manner. Then, out of
nowhere, came a phrase in our
lives, Covid-19. The first time
I became aware of this term
was one evening in perhaps
the middle of March. We had
planted ourselves in comfort-
able chairs ready to watch the
nightly news. One of the lead
stories, which they featured,
was about a virus that might be
spreading into our country by
means of airplane travel.

My husband and I were
both very much aware of the
many hours one of our kids
spent maneuvering from one
airport to another. We casually
mentioned to each other that
we were concerned. However,
not realizing the importance
this Covid-19 story was to play
in our lives in 2020, we went on
with our everyday chores.

Then, out of nowhere, came
astonishing numbers of in-
fected patients. Hospitals were
over-crowded, and dedicated
medical professionals were
pushed beyond their limits.
Businesses were forced to close.
A minute virus, not visible to

the human eye, had taken over
our lives.

In hopes of containing the
spread of Covid-19, we were
asked to limit our social gather-
ings, wear masks and distance
ourselves from each other
when making necessary trips
to the stores.

It has truly been a period
to search deeply into my inner
self. Sometimes the four walls
of a surrounding room would
seem to clutch my spirits in a
choking grasp. Self-pity would
engulf every part of my beinig.
The thoughts of not being able
to enjoy my family's compan-
ionship, of not embracing my
grandkids in a big bear hug,
Finally, not being able to enjoy
huge holiday meals with our
entire family, brought dripping
teardrops down my face.

However, on such occa-
sions it was, and still is, nec-
essary to shake off these mo-
ments of despair and realize I
am just a small part of this gi-
gantic world of pain.

Many have no one left to
hug, no one left to enjoy a
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wholesome meal and no family
left with whom they can con-
verse.

I tell myself how fortunate
for us that my husband and I
are retired. We are not expe-
riencing the fear of job loss,
or not being able to provide
food for our kids. We are now
blessed with modern technol-
ogy allowing us to order neces-
sities from the comfort of our
home. When we were young
these luxuries were not avail-
able.

Yes, 2020 has been a differ-
ent kind of year for so many.
We need to concentrate on
ways in which we can come
together and try to help less-
en the hurt of those enduring
this sadness. We have hope,
the wonderful gift of hope for
2021. The injections to rid us of
this horrible pandemic should
help us to overcome the events
of this unusual year.

Life should resume to a nor-
mal state, and remember the
lyrics of the delightful song,
"The Sun Will Come Out To-
morrow!”

Downsizing?

LET US GO TO WORK FOR YOU. OUR TEAM
HAS 49 YEARS EXPERIENCE IN SELLING
BEAUTIFUL HOMES.

MOVING IS A MAJOR
EVENT IN YOUR LIFE
AND WE CAN MAKE
SURE IT IS A GOOD
PROCESS FOR YOU.

CALL TO SEE HOW
WE CAN HELP.

LEVOY SMARTT - (256) 533-6457
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Recurring Dreams? There are
Reasons and Remedies

by Jean Brewer McCrady

The footnote on my November 2020 story about living
on the land that became Redstone Arsenal made reference
to what I'm about to tell you. It started on the morning of
July 30, 1939, when my first brother, known as Buzz, joined
the family. That morning, my sister Net and I stood by Ma-
ma's bedside marveling at the tiny black-haired being be-
side her, trying to comprehend it all. Then Daddy took me
onto his lap and consolingly said, "Our poor little Jeannie is
not our baby any more." He had no idea of the journey those
words set into motion in my psyche. Literally overnight, I
had gone from the privileged position of baby of the fam-
ily to an unknown place yet to be found or detined. I didn't
know the full essence of his comment, but the sad tone with
which he delivered it communicated to me the change that
had just occurred was clearly not in my favor.

This was just before my 6th birthday on August 3rd. Six
months later, on Groundhog morning February 2, 1940, that
house — the Jones house —burned to the ground shortly af-
ter Net and I had left for school. That afternoon, a neighbor
boarded the school bus before we got off, to tell the §river
and us that the Brewer's house had burned and we were
now living in the Is house. This was one of the tenant hous-
es between Fanning's store, where we met the bus each
day, and the now burned-down Jones house.

on hearing this news, the three words that instantly
ﬂew rom my mouth have been a silent embarrassment to
me my entire adult life. It would be 50 years before I would
understand their meaning. I can still hear myself blurting
out, "I don't care!" That ended (so I thought) the subcon-
scious search for my new place.

Fast forward to 1970. During the friendly breakup of
my 15-year marriage with Richard Barlow, in one of our
many reflective discussions, he said to me, "I hope some
day you will figure out why you get depressed every year
in February and August." I was shocked at his comment
because, though I was aware of my periodic "down turns",
I had never realized they were on a fixed recurring sched-
ule. He obviously had been aware of the pattern, but had
never mentioneci] it before. Now that I was aware, I evi-
dently took his statement to heart and instructed my sub-
conscious mind to figure this out. And lo, it did, though not
until several years later.

In the meantime, over the next decade or more, a dream
that had recurred over and over during my adult life con-

“This morning | saw a lady talking to her dog. It was
silly, she thought her dog understood her. | came
into my house and told my cat, we laughed a lot.”

Gerald Chapman, Huntsville

tinued to recur. It was always the
same, with only minor variations
on this theme: Our family would be
in the process of moving into a bi
house with lots of rooms. A car full
of unexpected visitors would drive
up and the passengers would begin
to get out. They were always rela-
tives or close friends of the family,
but not the same ones from dream
to dream.

As they were getting out of the
car, I would rush up and beckon
them to come inside with me so I
could show them my room. They
would follow and we'd wander
through the house, down hallways,
looking into each room we passed,
until there were no more rooms to
see. I never found my room to show
them, and the dream would end.

The reason for the failure is clear.
I didn't have a place in that house,
which obviously represented the
house that burned before I found
where I belonged after being dis-

NEIGHBORHOOD CARD
& GIFT
IN FIVE POINTS

ARCHIPELAGO BOTANICALS
LAMPE BERGER
ALABAMA & AUBURN GIFTS
KITRAS ART GLASS
CARRUTH STUDIO - STONE
JIM SHORE
EUROPEAN SOAPS
PATIENCE BREWSTER
UNIQUE & UNUSUAL CARDS

(256) 534-5854

We are NOW at 801 Holmes
Ave., Huntsville, AL 35801
Directly across Holmes from

Tenders, in the Carlisle Gallery

Owned & Operated by
Theresa Carlisle




placed by our new brother.

When the revelation of the
dream's meaning hit me, it all be-
came crystal clear. It was just be-
fore my birthday in August when
I heard from Daddy that I had lost
my "place" in the family. Though
not consciously aware of it, I had
set about trying to find where Inow
belonged in the family home. The
house burned in February, ending
any possibility of succeeding in
that search. Thus the February and
August depression syndrome.

Also clarified was the basis for
mﬁ embarrassing comment on the
school bus that February 2 after-
noon. The truth was, I really didn’t
care that the house had burned,
because I didn’t have a place there
anyway; Daddy had unknowingly
told me so. But the search did not
end with the burning of the house;
it continued on in my dreams, un-
til my subconscious mind pieced it
all together.

I haven’t had the dream since,
and that was more than 30 years
ago. Not surprisingly, the Febru-
ary/August depressions vanished
along with the dreams.

If you are having a recurring
dream, know that there is a cause
for it. Give your subconscious
mind the task of discovering what
it is and when it brings you the an-
swer, the dream will cease.

“During a holiday dinner
recently | asked Trent, my
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Affordable Funeral Package
Starting at $5,995

Direct Cremations starting at $1095

Please Call for more Information:

(256) 518-9168

Hampton Cove Funeral Home
and Crematory

6262 Hwy. 431 South * Hampton Cove, Al

eight year old grandson,
the following:

“Trent, what would you do if
| pushed up my sleeve, and
you saw my arm open up
with a battery in it. If | told
you | had to change the
battery, would you think |
was a robot?”

After a minute of deep

wrinkles.”

(256) 533-7599
800 Holmes Ave.
Five Points

(256) 585-1725
815 Madison St.

(256) 721-3395
527 Wynn Dr. NW

thought, Trent replied. . _
“There?s no way yo‘L are a Dine-In or Carry Out! 520516%1:‘1:6ef'c’(7)8n}1])r
robot. Robots don’t have Yes We Cater! :

Open Mon-Sat 10am - 9pm ** Closed Sunday

Belinda Talley, grandmother

Some of the best tastin’ chicken anywhere!
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SchoolDays

by Charita Smith Avery

As a resident of Lincoln Mill Village, I at-
tended Lincoln School, which in those early
years was a high school. As a matter of fact,
my sister, Mildred Smith Hastings, who is
sixteen years older than I, graduated from
Lincoln High School in 1944. She and my
brother, Charles Edward Smith, who actually
quit school when given the choice of a pad-
dling by Principal Edward Anderson or leav-
ing, were both out of school before I began
first grade in Ms. Larkin's room.

Rumor had it that Principal Anderson had
an electric paddle. I just knew someday one
of my friends would be sent to the office and
we would discover the truth. I was never one
to get in trouble, but the talk of an electric
paddle remained in my mind and may have
helped keep me in line.

During my early school days, there was a
tall chain link fence around Lincoln School.
Our rival, Rison School, referred to Lincoln as
a prison because of the fence. Even as a child,
I understood the fence was for our protection,
so what they inferred never bothered me. In
those early days all females - teachers and stu-
dents alike - wore dresses and we always be-
gan the day with the Pledge of Allegiance to
the American flag, Bible reading and prayer.
Each year, we would gather by class, includ-
ing our teacher, on the front school steps to
pose for a picture.

I have several of these class pictures and
today I regret not writing the names of each
student on the picture. I thought I would
never forget any of them, but time has a way
of robbing us of our precious memories.

At the time, there were heavy silver chains
draped from post to post across the front of
the school where we sometime sat and talked
at recess. Other times, we went to the play-
ground north of the school to play.

“I finally did it. | bought a pair of shoes
with memory foam insoles.
No more forgetting why | walked into
the kitchen.”

Martha Ann Reagan, Huntsville

Next door to the school was the Union Grocery
Store (so named because it was operated by the
textile union). We could stop there for snacks after
school. Across the street was Condra's Ice Cream
Shop and next door to that was McClure's Gro-
cery Store. Condra's had the best popsicles. They
were the size of a coffee-size styrofoam cup and
contained a very smooth ice cream. Mother could
call McClure's Grocery, give them her grocery list,
and a delivery boy would bring the groceries to our
back door and place them on our kitchen table. It
appears there were some conveniences back then
which we do not enjoy today.

One of my favorite teachers was Ms. Sammons
in second grade. She was very young, pretty and
such a sweet loving person. For me, the third grade
with Ms. Collier was the most difficult. I dreaded
every day because each morning we had to write
the multiplication tables, and, even worse, some-
times we had to stand and say them aloud.

Around the third grade, I, Patricia Pippin and
Jimmy Caldwell were chosen to participate in the
King and Queen Court for the senior class. I have a
nice picture as evidence of this, where we were all
dressed “fit for a king’s court,” I can still remember
several of the seniors that year, one being Ernestine
Lehman, whose mother cared for me before I start-
ed school.

Another favorite teacher was my fifth grade
teacher, Mrs. Nelson (mother of Benny Nelson, who
played football for Alabama.) Ms. Parks was my
sixth grade teacher. Just as I was completing sixth
grade, I was diagnosed with rheumatic fever and
had to miss the seventh grade. I had heard the sev-
enth grade teacher, Ms. Margaret Chapman, was a




“mean,” very strict teacher, so I was hoping
I would not be in her class when I returned
to school. Ms. Chapman had organized the
Sarah Pittman Sunshine Club and, while I
was bedridden, members of her class, and
thereby members of the club, brought me
enough gifts to open one per week for sev-
eral weeks.

When I returned to school, to my sur-
prise, I was assigned to Ms. Chapman.

Well, she turned out to be nothing like
what I feared. Yes, she was strict, however,
I had no problem following her rules; and,
I learned more from her than any other
teacher.

In the eighth grade, the new Lee High
School was completed enough for us, along
with Rison’s eighth grade class, to move
into the partially completed building. So,
two rival schools moved into Lee, with Lin-
coln students on one side of the hall and Ri-
son students on the other side. As I recall,
there were no fights between the rival stu-
dents. We attended the ninth grade at Lee
and then transferred to Butler High School.

Living in the city limits, we had no
school bus, so we walked to school, rain
or shine. Walking to Lincoln was a fairly
smooth walk from our house; but, to get
to Lee without walking a great distance,
we had to go through yards and across the
railroad tracks. After transferring to Butler
High School, we could ride the city bus for
twenty-five cents each way.

We did not have a car when I was grow-
ing up, so we rode the bus to town
most of the time. In nice weather,
we walked. On Sunday, some of
us kids would use the bus as a
form of entertainment since we
could ride all the way around
Huntsville - the complete bus
route - and back to our bus stop
for twenty-five cents. I've been
known to go two rounds when it
wasn’t that busy and the driver
didn’t make us get off.

Lincoln School looks much
the same as it always has, minus
the tall fence. It is presently home
to Lincoln Academy. I was privi-
leged to attend their grand open-
ing and dedication ceremony,
which was held in the same au-
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ditorium where we had chapel, choir and plays all
those years ago. I could picture Ms. Georgette Gra-
ham, the music teacher, sitting at the piano on that
old stage with the blue velvet curtains. I visited my
former classrooms and the cafeteria. An excitement
came over me just thinking of those days gone by
when I was “enjoying” my school days but didn’t re-
ally realize how much.

I hope reading about my early school memories
will bring to mind some of your school memories

and brighten your day.

“I'm not offended by all the dumb blonde
jokes because | know I’'m not dumb.
| also know that I’'m not blonde.”

Dolly Parton
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A Trip to
Georgia with
My Mother

by Don Broome

Back in the nineties my
mother was too old to drive
herself because she couldn't
see well enough. She told me
one time that she wanted to go
to Callaway Gardens because
they had what at the time was
the largest butterfly house in
the USA. Studying the map I
noticed that the Little White
House was close by and since
I heard her mention that era
many times we planned to stop
by there first.

We should have eaten lunch
tirst but she was too anxious to
get to the butterfly house that
she insisted on going to the
Roosevelt house first. She was
a little weak and it was an up-

B&W AUCTION

No Buyer’s Premium
No Phone Bidding
Major Credit Cards

bilia & Collectibles.

hill walk to the building that
had a video to explain the area.

We got down to the little
house which was really small
with a garage that housed
Roosevelt’s car from the era.

As we were leaving a park
employee who was an old
woman about my mother's
age told that the President was
more than a visitor, he was
a valued part of the commu-
nity. She said that there was a
young girl in the area that had
a problem that sounded like
polio and was having to travel
75 miles 3 times a week for her
hydrotherapy.

Some of the townspeople
asked the President if she
could use the Warm Springs
he owned. He gladly consent-
ed and they often threw a ball
back and forth and other exer-
cises together.

As she finished her stor
she raised her pants leg enougﬁ
to reveal a brace on her foot
and lower leg. She smiled at

my mom and told "that the lit-
tle girl was me".

After a quick lunch we
drove to Callaway Gardens
and as we arrived 3 busloads
of school children pulled up.
I told her to not worry about
keeping up with me, for her to
enjoy herself.

After a little while I kept
hearing the children talkini%
among themselves to "loo
over there" and as I turned to
see what had their attention I
saw my mother frozen like a
statue with her arm extended
hoping to let a butterfly land
on her hand. The absolute joy
on her face had the whole area
smiling.

We stayed about 2 hours
and she was really tired but she
told me it was one of the most
wonderful times she's ever
had. What a memory for me.
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Building is Always Full!
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Bites!

Bite wounds are common:
In the U.S., half of us will be
bitten by an animal or human
at least once. Most of those bites will
come from household pets.

Domestic pets cause most animal
bites. Dogs are more likely to bite than
cats. There are about 5 million dog bites
a year in the U.S.

Cats are the second most common
biters, but their bites pose a higher risk
of infection because they can cause deep
punctures and lacerations.

Cat bites are more likely to cause in-
fection because they can't be thoroughly
cleaned.

A dog bite, on the other hand, typical-
ly causes a crushing-type wound because
of their rounded teeth and strong jaws.

Human bites - from children and
adults - usually cause bruising and a
shallow tear.

Bites that break the skin may cause a
variety of bacterial or viral deep-tissue
infections — including rabies, in rare
instances. Infections arise from tiny or-
ganisms in the mouth of the biter and on
the victim's skin.

It's important to care for a bite wound
or injury quickly. Although you may be
able to treat a superficial bite at home,
you should call your doctor for advice.
Deeper bites, lacerations of the skin and
cat bites often require medical care. Bites
on the hand are also of particular concern
because there is a higher risk of infection.

Here's what to do when you, your
child, or another person is bitten.

If there is minor bleeding, the skin
is barely broken and there is no risk of
rabies:

*Wash your hands thoroughly with
soap and water before and after treating
the wound.
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* Wash the area with mild soap
and running water to reduce the risk of
infection. Pat dry.

*  Apply antibiotic ointment and
cover with a clean bandage or sterile
dressing.

* To reduce swelling, apply an
ice pack wrapped in a towel or a cold
compress (cloth soaked in cold water)
to the bruise for 5-10 minutes.

* Call your doctor to see if you
need to have the bite examined. Always
seek medical attention when a child has

been bitten in the head.

First Aid for Deeper Animal or Human Bites

If a bite wound is bleeding and the skin is torn or
deeply punctured:

* Wash your hands thoroughly with soap and water
before and after treating the wound.

* Inspect the wound and irrigate with water to re-
move any dirt or loose debris.

* Use a clean cloth, towel or sterile bandage to ap-
ply direct pressure to the injury until the bleeding stops.
Elevate the area while you apply pressure.

* Do see a doctor right away. If you can’t stop the
bleeding after 10 minutes of pressure, call 911.

Doctors recommend getting a tetanus shot every 10
years. If your last one was more than five years ago and
your wound is deep or dirty, your doctor may recom-
mend a booster. Get the booster as soon as possible after
the injury.

Bites from non-immunized domestic animals and wild
animals carry the risk of rabies. Rabies is more common
in bats, raccoons, skunks and foxes than in cats and dogs.
Rabbits, squirrels and other rodents rarely carry rabies.

* 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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An Excerpt from

“The Way It Was, The Other
Side of Huntsville’s History”

A book of local stories by Tom Carney and
other local authors

The Governor Goes to
Breakfast

by Tom Carney

During Fob James’ first term
as Alabama Governor, he had
occasion to spend several days
in Huntsville attending a series
of meetings. The second day
he awoke early with a ravish-
ing hunger. Quite naturally, he
remembered Eunice's Country
Kitchen, a place on Andrew
Jackson Way he had visited
several times before and which
was well-known for its ham and
biscuits.

Quietly getting dressed, so
as not to awaken anyone, James
slipped out of the hotel room.
After sneaking by the guards
stationed in the hall, he caught a
ride with a car that was waiting
out front.

Eunice's had not changed
very much. Autographed pic-
tures of many famous people
were still on the walls and the
coffee pot was still brewing.

Trying to be as incognito as
he could, the Governor slipped
into a back booth and ordered
breakfast. He was halfway
through his second biscuit

“When | die, | sure hope

my wife doesn’t sell my

stuff for what | told her
| gave for it.”

Buck Reid, Athens

when he noticed an elderly
gentleman staring at him. Every
few minutes the man would
turn excitedly to his compan-
ions and, after pointing at the
Governor, would engage them
in a spirited conversation.

"Oh well," the Governor
thought. "I should have known
I would be rec-
ognized."

Deciding to
make the best
of it, James hur-
riedly finished
his breakfast and
walked over to
shake hands and
introduce him-
self. “I'm...,” he
began.

“I know who

you are,” the old gentleman
exclaimed, with a grin stretch-
ing from ear to ear. “You're that
TV fellow who announces the
wrestling programs on TV every
Saturday night! CanIhave your
autograph?”

Needless to say, the gentle-
man got an autograph.




A Letter to
Frank Sinatra

Written by Neil Cocker

12/29/1983

Dear Mr. Sinatra,

A few Sunday evenings
ago, Dec. 11, 1983, I watched
a testimonial to you on TV in
which you were chided, praised
and thanked by many friends.
Finally you were honored by
having a new wing of the Chil-
dren's Hospital in Seattle named
for you - the Sinatra Family
Wing, at your request. In all it
was a tribute to one whom oth-
ers think is a fine and generous
man. [ have thought that for
years. And here's why.

Back in the spring of 1946 1
was a young Electronics Techni-
cians Mate aboard the USS Grif-
fin (AS-13) in San Francisco Bay.
One night I had gone ashore on

liberty with a shipmate. We met
two friends of his from another
ship and went to a movie in
downtown San Francisco.
Later on in the evening we
were walking up one of the side
streets off Market Street when
we came upon a well-dressed
lady and her crippled daughter,
waiting on the sidewalk next
to their limousine. A deserted
street at night is no place for
two ladies, so we asked if we
could offer some help. The
lady explained that her chauf-
feur was walking Frank Sinatra
back to his dressing room at
the theater. We waited with the
ladies until he returned. Accord-
ing to the young girl, who was
about fourteen and confined
to a wheelchair, she had tried
unsuccessfully to get tickets to
Sinatra’s concert. She was heart-
broken and begged her mother
to let her wait by the stage door
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in hopes of seeing him. When
he left the theatre she called
to him. Seeing the girl in her
wheelchair, Sinatra went to her.
She said that she had missed
his concert but had waited to
see him in person. She told us
that Mr. Sinatra then carried
her into the theater, sat her on
the edge of the stage and sang
to her. What a truly wonderful
thing to do!

That night Sinatra made a
young girl the happiest child in
the world. The four of us sailors
waited till the chauffeur re-
turned, then bid them goodbye.
Sinatra made us realize what a
generous and thoughtful person
he really was.

| hate it when people use
big words just to make
themselves sound
perspicacious.

The state’s latest health order has been updated and allows us to open our
dining room and patio back up with limited seating. The limited seating is to allow
the recommended 6 ft distance between tables with no more than 8 people in a party.

When there is a wait for a table, we will take your name and number and text
you when it’s ready, that way you can either wait outside or in your car.

For your safety, menus are posted above the tables, will be using single use

“You know you’re old when
you buy a see-through
nightgown and don’t know
anyone who can see
through it.”

Joan Rivers

condiments and all of our employees with be wearing masks while working. Curbside
service also available. Thank you for your continued support and understanding dur-
ing this pandemic. If you have any suggestions, concerns or any other questions,
just email us at bigeds61@gmail.com.

Hours:

Monday - 11am - 10pm
Tues - 11am - 10pm
Wed - 11am - 10pm
Thurs - 11am - 10pm

Fri - 11am - 11pm

Sat - 11am - 11pm
Sunday - 11am - 10pm

LOOKING FORWARD TO A GREAT 2021!

Curbside Delivery Available
(256) 489-3374
Proudly Serving You for 61 Years

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com
Like us on Facebook
255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801
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LIFE NORTH OF THE
MASON DIXON LINE

by Barry Key

You have heard of a fish out
of water...well take a southern
country boy from Madison
County, Alabama and put him
in the Laurel Highlands of
Pennsylvania for three years,
including three winters and you
have a fish out of water.

My company transferred me
from Alabama to a field assign-
ment in Pennsylvania, Januar
2,1993. The town that my wife
and I chose to live in was Li-
gonier, a small upscale tourist
town of approximately 1,500
residents. Ligonier is located in
the Laurel Highlands and was
settled in 1760 around a fort
called Fort Ligonier. It was a
stage coach stop-over for travel-
ers headed west to Pittsburgh.
The fort is still located right in
the middle of town and is one
of the major tourist attractions
in that area.

Ligonier was located at the
confluence of Mill Creek and
Loyalhanna River, both moun-
tain type white water streams
that were excellent trout fish-
ing. Right outside of town was
Idlewild Amusement Park.
Founded in 1878, it is the third
oldest continually operating
amusement park in the United
States.

As small as the town was, it
had all the big city amenities....
all within walking distance of
our apartment. We had a hospi-
tal, bowling alley, movie theater
and YMCA and several four
star restaurants. Being a tour-
ist town, there were numerous

“Birthdays are good for
you. The more you have,
the longer you live.”

Brian Lewis, Hazel Green

permanent arts and crafts shops as well as high-end antique shops.

Judy and I rented an apartment (actually the bottom two floors
of an 1800s home) two blocks from the center of town. During
winter, two city ordinances were in effect; you were responsible
for keeping the sidewalk in front of your property cleared of snow,
and the second was all cars parked on the same side of the street,
alternating sides every other day. This was so the snow plow could
clean all the way to the curb. The plows would curl the snow over
onto the sidewalk.

The first night we lived there, 1 fparked my truck on the wron
side. The next morning when I left for work, I discovered my truc
was completely buried in snow. I had to use a dirt shovel to dig
the truck out. I shoveled our sidewalk a couple of times, but two
to three passes of the snow plows and there was no way to clear
the sidewalk. By the end of winter, snow (packed ice) was 5 to 6
feet deep on our sidewalk and lawn.

The county was very good in keeping the roads clear, plow-
ing and sprinlzling a salt like material on the road which was very
caustic to car bodies. On the way home from work one afternoon
I stopped at one of the do-it-yourself car washes. As we usually
do in the south, I deposited my money in the coin box. What I
didn't know, they taped the trigger on the spray wand in the open
position to prevent it from freezing in the closed position. When
the last coin hit bottom, the water pressure blew the wand out of
the holder. The wand started whipping around, back and forth.
I thought it was going to break the windows in my truck before I
could get it under control.

In the three years we lived there, we had three different sets of
neighbors who lived on the two floors above us. The first year was
a well published author of children's books, Megan McDonald. The
second year a young girl, Karen, a federal drug agent (FDA) and
her boytriend, Jim, an FBI agent. Around three or four years after
they moved, Judy and I were watching the news. The FDA and
FBI had pulled a drug raid in Colombia, South America. A U.S.
news reporter was there interviewing an FBI agent - it was Jim.
The third year was a young couple that had just married... which
could be a story in it's own (but not for OLD HUNTSVILLE).

In mid-October, for three days, they closed all the city streets
to traffic. Antique dealers (and buyers) came from all 50 states and
inundated the city sidewalks and streets with thousands of every
imaginable type of antique. No cars were allowed in the down-
town area during those days. There were two large grass fields on




either end of town where people
had to park. You could walk
into town or catch a shuttle bus.
Although very inconvenient for
local residents, most could make
it home, or work, via back and
side streets.

Right in the very center of
town where two major county
roads intersected was a large
]};ark called the “Diamond”

ecause of the way the two
roads went around the park.
In the middle of the park was
a very large gazebo called the
“Bandstand”. Every Sunday
after church, during summer,
the town brought in bands
of different sizes to entertain
people. My favorite band (and
music) was Pittsburgh’s Marine
marching band. They played the
military and patriotic march-
ing music of John Philip Sousa,
Glenn Miller, et al....music that
gave you goose pimples, music
that made you want to stand up,
march and wave “Old Glory”.

The first couple of weeks
in January, ice sculpting artist
came in from all over the United
States to compete in an ice carv-
ing contest. They sculpted all
sizes of realistic looking angels,
people, reptiles, animals and
castles....some 12 to 15 feet high.
A lot of the sculptures repre-
sented historical people, places
and events. The sculptures
would last for several weeks
because of the extreme low
temperatures. The sculptures
were another favorite attraction
of tourists visiting Ligonier in
the winter.

Judy and I had come home
to Huntsville one fall for a visit.
Farmers had defoliated their
cotton fields and the bolls had
really erupted into an awesome
white artistry that year. Judy cut
several stalks and made an ar-
rangement for our living room
in Pennsylvania. Many of our
northern friends that had never
seen cotton before thought the
arrangement was stunning. Sev-
eral of the ladies asked Judy to

bring them some cotton stalks,
but we never came home at the
right time again. We educated
our northern friends about cot-
ton and they taught us the art of
snow skiing.

The major winter sport in
the land of snow is, of course,
snow skiing. Judy and I thought
that we would just substitute
our water skis for snow skis. I
can tell you from experience it
doesn’t work that way. Because
of my work schedule we had to
ski at night. The first time we
went, I began to have doubts
about whether I could make it
down the side of that mountain
we were looking at...and being
dark made it look even more
frightening. Judy and I decided
to take lessons, which turned
out to be a very wise decision.

There were about 30 people
in the ski class we were in. The
instructor didn’t have time for
individual instruction and was
teaching the very basics only.
During class, and although we
were on the “Bunny slope”, 1
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spent more time on my back
than I did on my skis. Judy
picked it up right away and over
the years has been a much better
skier than L.

The next weekend we took
private lessons. I learned more
in one hour than I did in the four
hour class the previous week-
end. Before the night was over
I was actually skiing down the
Green slopes without falling....
too many times. Before the end
of the season I was running the
Green and Blue slopes with no
problem. I attempted a Black
Diamond one time and never
again. The one thing I could
never master was getting off
the ski lift...I would fall at least
50 percent of the time. Eventu-
ally, when the ski lift operator’s
at the top saw me coming they
would stop the lift to let me off.

The truth about the north....
as much as I hated those winters
in Pennsylvania,  wouldn’t give
up the experience of our three
years “NORTH OF THE MA-
SON/DIXON” for anything.

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

door. We are having lots of fun looking out at all the people that come
to see us. We were little orphans left by our mama. | am so glad that
the lady that found us brought us to the Ark. The bigger cat is Prince.
The two smaller cats are Boogie and Woogie. We will wait at the Ark
until we get for loving homes. When you come to the Ark ask to see us!

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Hours Tues. - Sat.

Boogie,
Woogie
and Prince

Hi, guess what the Ark has
done for the cats? The rooms
all have glass windows. We
can look out at you and you
can look in at us! The win-
dows go from the top of the
door to the bottom of the

The Ark
256.851.4088

11 am -4 pm
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Everything Went Wrong

by Bill Wright

It was January1965 and I was a young ci-
vilian employed by the U.S. Air Force in South
Alabama. I was assigned a job of traveling to
Edmonton, Canada to assist in negotiating a
contract with a Canadian firm for repairs to
100 plus F-86 aircraft. It would be a three per-
son team, consisting of an Air Force Lt. Colo-
nel, a technician and myself. The technician
and I would be traveling together, with the
Lt. Colonel traveling a day later. The morn-
ing we left South Alabama it was a beautiful
sunny day with temperatures in the 70s. Our
travel plans were to fly by commercial aircraft
to Cleveland, Ohio where we would take a
different flight to Edmonton, Canada, located
in western Canada.

As we approached landing in Cleveland,
the Pilot announced on the inter-com to pre-
pare for a rough landing due to icy runways.
We made a safe landing although the aircraft
did skid at landing. Once we were inside the
airport terminal we learned all flights were
canceled due to bad weather. We were told
that flights out of Buffalo, New York were
being taken and we could take a bus to Buf-
falo. We took the bus to Buffalo, not knowing
it would be a twelve hour ride, stopping at
every small town. We arrived in Buffalo about
midnight, but had a problem finding a hotel
with available rooms. Eventually we found
a run-down hotel with available rooms in a
seedy part of town.

The next morning we were seated on the aircraft
waiting for take-off when the Lt. Colonel comes
walking down the aisle. When he saw us he was
upset that we were not already in Edmonton doing
some preliminary work. Many hours later our flight
arrived at the Edmonton airport. This was an era
when there was much resentment to America's early
involvement in the Vietnam War. As we waited for
our luggage we heard someone say,"  hate American
military officers". This caused a brief confrontation.
It was January and the weather in Edmonton was
brutally cold. It gave me a reminder of the winter I
had served in Korea with the Army.

We had been in Edmonton only a few days when
a tragedy occurred. A person, who was bitterly op-

osed to America's involvement in Vietnam sneaked
ate at night onto the location where some F-86's
were parked. Tragically, he shot and killed the only
Security Guard on duty. He then placed dynamite
charges on several of the F-86's and blew them up.
The police were able to track his footprints in the
snow and made a quick arrest. The incident made
national news and brought many FBI Agents and
news media personnel to Edmonton.

A supervisor at our base in South Alabama tele-
phoned my wife to tell her about the incident. He
started the conversation by saying,” I called to tell

fAre You Looking for Peace and a Positiveﬁ
Group of People to be around?

Our Mission is to Offer a Church
for People who Think that a
church is not for them.

WE MUST FOCUS ON DOING WHAT IS ESSENTIAL: LOVING
GOD WITH ALL THAT WE HAVE AND LOVING OUR NEIGHBORS
AS OURSELVES. SECOND, WE BELIEVE MOST PEOPLE ARE AFTER
THE SAME THINGS: LOVE, HOPE, PEACE, JOY, MEANING, ETC.

Essential Church
(256) 213-1691

Visit us at www.essentialhsv.com/new-here

801 Beirne Avenue in Five Points
Sundays 9:30 and 11am
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you about the airplane explosion before
you heard it on the Walter Cronkite nightly
news”. My wife later told me she almost
fainted thinking I was on an airplane that
exploded.

The Base Commanding General tele-
phoned the Lt. Colonel and told him that all
three employees were to stay in Edmonton
until he gave orders to return. There was
nothing we could do regarding the inci-
dent. It was a matter for Edmonton police
and the FBI to resolve.

The Lt. Colonel and I knew the General
would be retiring the coming Saturday.
We decided to take a flight to Ottawa that
morning to finalize negotiations with Ca-
nadian Government representatives while
the General enjoyed his retirement party.
The Technician and I would remain in
Edmonton a few more days before return-
ing home. When we boarded the plane
I casually ask the flight attendant if this
flight was going to Ottawa. She said no and
named another city. Our plane was sittin
about fifty yards away ready for take-off.
We Walkeci] the fifty yards in snow and
boarded. It seemed everything had gone
wrong on this trip.

When we arrived in Ottawa the weather
seemed to be even colder that in Edmon-
ton. The Lt. Colonel disappeared and I
would not see him until Monday morning.
I spent the weekend looking out the hotel
room window looking at the snow. We
finalized negotiations on Monday with Ca-
nadian Government representatives. I took
a flight out of Ottawa to New York City for
a connecting flight to my hometown.

The flight out of Ottawa was late leav-
ing and would make if close to making my
next flight home. Once we arrived at the
New York airport I ran about 100 yards to
the terminal where my next flight would
leave for my hometown.
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to be loaded in the cargo section. The airport employee
told me he would telephone the Pilot and ask if I could
board since there was a delay. Soon the passenger door
was opened and I boarded the plane. I had to walk past
about fifty seated passenger who looked at me like I had
caused the flight delay. Eventually I was back home.
It was great to be back in sunny and warm Alabama.

In 1955 a movie was released titled, “To Hell and
Back.” It featured Audie Murphy, America’s most
decorated soldier of World War Two. It was a movie
about Audie Murphy’s life and experiences. That title
best describes my ten day business trip.

( THANK YOU! )

Thank you to
our Mail and
Package
delivery men
and women
who get our
mail to us, no
matter how
bad the
weather or
how crazy
busy it gets.

We know this
is one of the
most
challenging
seasons you’ve ever had and We Appreciate
You.
Postal employees and contractors, UPS,

FEDEX - what you’re doing is NOT easy.

When I arrived at the next EIJ
terminal the airplane passenger
door was closed and engines
running. I ask an airport em-
ployee if I could board. He told
me that once the passenger door
closed they could not allow any
more passengers to board. The
next flight to my hometown
would be a twelve hour wait. I
stood there waiting and watch-
ing for the flight to take-off.
Soon the engines were shut
off and I saw a vehicle coming
towards the airplane with items T

I
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BELOW FREEZING

by Linda McAllister

January 23, 1963 was beau-
tiful and unseasonably warm.
I had just finished my first se-
mester exams as a freshman at
William Carey College in Hat-
tiesburg, MS. Dudley, my fiance,
was a sophomore and the two of
us planned to head back home to
Huntsville during the semester
break. But he had a part-time
job as Music Director at a little
church in Picayune, MS so we
would not head north until af-
ter the Wednesday night choir
rehearsal. Our best plan was to
head to New Orleans for the day
after I checked out of my dorm
room. What a great reward for
surviving my first ever college
exam week.

We loved New Orleans and
would often slip away with
fellow students to that exotic
city. On this spring-like January
day we walked the streets, ate
beignets, watched street artists
and enjoyed delicious seafood.

But by early afternoon, we no-
ticed the weather was suddenly
becoming very chilly. By mid-
afternoon when we left to make
the one-hour drive to Picayune,
the temperatures had dropped
dramatically and it was quite
cold. It was January, but this
was still a rapid and drastic
switch in temperature.

Much to our surprise, when
we arrived at the little church in
Picayune, the pastor informed
us that all Wednesday night
activities were cancelled due to
the unusually cold weather and
dire predictions.

This news was a double-
edged sword for us. Whereas
we were delighted that Dudley
was relieved of responsibilities
so we could begin our 8 hour
drive to Huntsville early, we
knew we faced a problem! No,
the drive well into the night
hours on two-laned roads was
not the problem. This was our
usual pattern for trips back
and forth from Hattiesburg to
Huntsville.

The real problem was Dud-
ley's little 1960 Corvair did not
have a heater. Yes, you heard

correctly. Foolish youngsters we
were, but in the mild south Mis-
sissippi weather, a car heater
was not our concern. Tonight
might be an exception.

Soon after we left Picayune
we realized that we were in-
deed very cold. We stopped at
Dudley's off-campus apartment
when we passed through Hat-
tiesburg and picked up extra
coats, blankets and sweat shirts.
I even had a sack of dirty clothes
in the car and eventually dug
out some flannel pajamas to pull
on over my clothes.

You will laugh now, but
this proper young lady was
embarrassed to think that my
fiance would see me in pajamas.
It seemed very inappropriate
and yet today we strangely see
young people wearing pajamas
to the grocery stores.

We continued our journey
and the temperatures continued
to drop. The car's engine gener-
ated no heat. Ice began to form
on the inside windshield.

Our layers of clothes failed
to keep us warm. My nose was
running and froze on my face.
Our thermos of coffee offered
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only temporary relief to warm our chilled
bodies.

We were becoming worried. My vivid
imagination strangely recalled Jack Lon-
don's story, “To Build a Fire”. You know
the story. The man lost in the snowy woods
with his dog eventually dies in the frigid
environment. Just remembering this story
from high school caused my anxiety level
to escalate.

Late into the night our problems wors-
ened. The car was not running well. Per-
haps it did not like the cold temperatures
anymore than we did. The engine would
die. Dudley would lift the hood, tinker
with it a bit and then we would go another
few miles.

Eventually, however, on a back road
near Cullman the car died and Dudley's
best efforts could not revive it. I remember
being cold and scared. We had no idea how
cold it was but we knew that we could not
risk freezing to death in the car. So, we got
out and braved the bitter cold to walk to a
nearby farmhouse.

When we knocked on the door, lights
came on but the reluctant residents would
not let strangers inside. They did however,
yell from behind closed doors to refer us to
a nearby gas station.

Apparently, the family owners had
spent the night in this little country
gas station to keep their water running
all night so it would not freeze. These
good folks did let us come in and gave
us warm coffee as we huddled around a
gas heater to thaw. Several families were
sleeping on the floor on opposite sides of
the check-out counter. The men paraded
in and out the building checking on gas
pumps and water lines outside.

Everyone was kind and friendly.
However they must have had questions
and suspicions about this foolish young
couple traveling in the middle of this
cold night without a heater in their car.

At daybreak, we asked to use a
phone thinking we could call Dudley’s
uncle in Cullman to come rescue us. But
there were no phones in this rural area.
Imagine that!

Eventually, Dudley and the nice men
at the station got the car started and
we were able to finish our cold drive
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to Huntsville in the morning light. When we arrived
home in mid-morning, our parents were mortified to
hear of our risky trip.

But imagine our surprise to learn that it was a
record breaking day in Huntsville with temperatures
of three degrees below zero. Perhaps my concern of

freezing to death on a dark country road was not too
far-fetched!

COME IN AND FIND YOUR FAVORITE UNUSUAL BEER
AND A WIDE SELECTION OF WINES!

2905 Bob Wallace Ave. SW
#D, Huntsville, Al (256) 883-4567

custsvc@cwhsv.com .
Recycling means

www.cartridgeworld.com/store522 |ess for the landfill!




Times Have Changed

Photo Courtesy of Cecil Ashburn

Huntsville in 1950

1 - Courthouse 4 - Times Building 7 - Terry Hutcheons Bldg.
2 - Big Spring 5 - Post Office 8 - First Alabama Bank
3 - Farmers Market 6 - Schiffman Building 9 - Five Points




