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LOVE
LASTS
FOREVER

The Fogcutter was a
popular place in town and
already it was starting to
fill up with the after-work
crowd. Anna knew she
was early but didn't really
care, this was her 42nd
wedding anniversary and
she wanted to spend it
dancing with her
husband.

Also in this issue: Krystal in the 1940s; Baby Love; A Grateful Cat; Something
Good out of 2020; The Spiritual World; Treating Influenza in the Old Days;

Sweet & Hot Recipes; Pet Superstitions and Much More!
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Lewter's Hardware Store

In 1928 our great-grandfather, D.A. Lewter, and our grandfather,
J.M. Lewter, started the family business in a small store on Washington
Street. They believed 1n offering fair prices, treating each customer with
special respect and hiring great employees.

We are the fourth generation, proudly carrying on the same tradition.

While our prices have gone up slightly and we have a few more
employees, we still provide the same quality service our fore-fathers
insisted on. We are the same family, doing the same business in the
same location. Stop by and visit with us.

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

222 Washington St




Love Lasts Forever

by Carolyn Parker, as
told to Tom Carney

As Anna waited for the wait-
ress to bring her a glass of wine
she casualigy glanced around
the restaurant lounge. The
Fogcutter was a popu%ar place
in town and already it was
starting to fill up with the after-
work crowd. Anna knew she
was early but didn't really care,
this was her 42nd wedding an-
niversary and she wanted to
spend it dancing with her hus-
band.

The couple was popular at
the restaurant. The waitresses
called them "Mrs. Anna" and
"Mr. Bill" and would often stop
to watch as they danced to the
music of Roberta and her band.
Anna smiled as she thought of
her husband Bill. He was tied
up with a late appointment
at the office but promised he
would be there as soon as he
could get away.

Anna had often tried to
imagine what her life would
have been if she had not met
Bill. In 1945 she was a dis-
placed person, living in a camp
near Salzburg, Austria and he
was an American soldier. She

Seen on local bumper
sticker:

“Make Love, Not War.
See Driver for Details.”

had no family or friends. Her
only possessions were a pair of
Luftwaffe overalls she had sal-
vaged from an abandoned Ger-
man Army truck.

Anna Kempka was born
in 1923 near a small village in
southwest Poland. Her tfam-
ily were ethnic Germans who,
a?’;hou h they had lived in
Poland for over two hundred
years, still considered them-
selves to be Germans. In 1939
the Nazis invaded Poland and
the farm they lived on was con-
fiscated. It became part of an
artillery range and the family
was forced to move.

Everyone was required to
work for the “war effort.” Anna
was assigned to a factory that
made shoes for the German
Army where she labored ten
hours a day, six days a week.
Her job was sewing the soles
on the boots, but the machines
were so old and worn out that
often they would break down
for days at a time.

The machinist assigned to
repair her machine was Hans,
a young man only a year older
than her, with bright blue eyes
and a shaggy mane of blond
hair. The couple began seeing
one another after work and
within a short time had fallen
in love. In 1944 the couple was
married and life would have
been perfect except for the war.
They still considered them-
selves lucky though as Hans’
job was considered vital to the
war effort and there was little
chance he would be called up.

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

“No Representation is made that the quality of the legal services to be performed is greater than the quality of
legal services performed by other lawyers.”
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Germany was losing the war
and basic necessities were al-
most impossible to obtain. Air-
raids had halted the transpor-
tation of food and many people
were starving. Hans began
stealing leather from the facto-
ry to trade on the black market
for food. It was small amounts,
just enough to trade for a few
potatoes or a piece of fish.

Exactly six months from the
day they got married Hans
was arrested as he attempted
to sneak some leather out of
the factory. Germany was ex-
periencing a severe manpower
shortage so rather than being
sentenced to jail, he was as-
signed to a penal battalion.
These units were often as-
signed to the German Army
as ammo carriers, freight han-
dlers or ditch diggers, thereby
freeing more German soldiers
for combat.

Anna never saw Hans again.
Although she spent days walk-
ing from one office to another,
no one had any information of
his whereabouts. He was just
another name, among millions
of others, who had been swal-
lowed up in a horrible world

war. In the final days of the war
the Russians began entering
the city. There were still some
die hard German units who re-
fused to give up and the Rus-
sians began obliterating large
parts of the city with bombs
and artillery. Anna’s apartment
was destroyed and both par-
ents killed. With nothing but
the dress on her back she fled
to the safety of a nearby train
station that had been turned
into a refugee center. Anxious-
ly she searched the crowds try-
ing to find someone she knew,
but there was no one. She was
alone with no friends and no-
where to go.

Her home had become about
twenty square feet of a bombed
out railway station.

At that time, in the closing
days of the war, it had become
a custom to place small notices
on the walls of the train sta-
tion inquiring as to informa-
tion on missing loved ones.
People who had been bombed
out would post a notice to let
their family know where they
were. Soldiers returning from
the front, if they had a comrade
from that city, would tape up

notices letting families know
what had happened to their
sons or husbands. As Anna
searched the walls for the no-
tice she had placed for Hans
weeks earlier, her worst fears
were confirmed. Someone had
written on the bottom of it:
“Killed - Cracow.”

The following months were
an unending, horrifying night-
mare - searching garbage cans
for a scrap of food - drunken
Russian  soldiers dragging
screaming women off into the
darkness - stepping over dead
bodies to get a drink of water.

Every morning she would
join long lines of people hop-
ing to be selected for work in
clearing the war damage. The
only reward was a bowl of thin
porridge, but it was enough
to keep thousands of starving

GLASS

For Aany Purpose

PATTERNS
FOR—

Table Tops
Dressers
Radio Tables
Desks
Mantles
Counters
Etc!

Al sdges ground
and polished

Call 364 and let
us make you an
estimata.

Huntsville
Glass & Paint Co.

Decades have gone by - we have

anew phone number - and though

we no longer sell paint, we have

kept our tradition of service for all
of Huntsuville’s glass needs.

(256) 534-2621
2201 HOLMES AVE.




people coming back every day.

Anna met a truck driver
who made trips back and forth
to the American lines. After
much pleading and begging he
agreed to smuggle her across
the border in exchange for her
wedding ring and a few other
pieces of jewelry she had man-
aged to hold on to.

Several miles from the bor-
der the truck stopped on a dark
side road. After opening the
rear door the driver motioned
for her to get out, telling her in
no uncertain terms that he ex-

ected her to be nice to him be-
ore they went any further.

Screaming and fighting,
Anna finally struggled to es-
cape and began running into
the darkness. Daylight found
her at the edge of a large forest
where several German Arm
trucks had been abandoned.
There was no food but she sal-
vaged a pair of Luftwaffe over-
alls which she put on in place of
her ripped and tattered dress.

That afternoon while walk-
ing across a field she was
picked up by American troops
and sent to Salzburg, Austria
where a huge camp for dis-
placed persons had been set
up. Going from the Russians
to the Americans was like leav-
ing Hell and going to Heaven.
Things were still bad but there
was now hope for a future.

That night as she lay on an
Army cot she began to listen to
the conversations around her.
Everyone was talking about
where they were from, what
they had lost and the horrors of
the war.

Anna made a silent vow to
herself that night. She would
forget the past, erase it like it

“Aliens from outer space
probably ride by earth
and lock their doors.”

Seth Rogers, Gurley

never happened and live in the
future.

After weeks of searching,
Anna got a job as a cleaning
woman for the American Army.
The pay was almost nothing but
occasionally some G.I. would
give her a pack of cigarettes or
a piece of worn out clothing
which she could trade. Her boss
was a Cfloung red headed soldier
named Bill, who was always
playing practical jokes on ev-
eryone. Despite her misgivings
Anna found herself attracted to
him and when he finally asked
her out, she readily agreed. On
their first date Bill gave her a
dress, “so he would not be seen
with the enemy.” The overalls
quickly disappeared and Anna
and Bill began seeing one anoth-
er regularly. When he proposed
getting a room in town and liv-
ing together she did not hesitate.
Being a soldier’s mistress was
better than starving to death.

Bill never asked questions
about her past. Several times
Anna tried to talk to him about
her experiences but it was too
painful. She was afraid to tell
him about having been married
before for fear he would ask if
she still loved Hans.

Ayers Farmers Market

We are closed for

Keep your

Fresh Local Vegetables
and Fruit!

Bill Mullins Honey
Find us on Facebook!

Our website &

remodeling - we will
re-open in Mid March!

Immune System Strong with

www.ayersfarmfarmersmarket.com

1022 Cook Avenue NW, right behind Krispy Kreme
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Almost from the beginning
Bill had talked about gettin
married but Anna never too
it seriously. Every soldier told
every girl friend the same sto-
ry. Much to her surprise, right
before Bill’s enlistment was
up he announced that he had
started making arrangements
for her to go to the United
States.

In 1947 Bill was discharged.
Eightmonthslater, after count-
less interviews and stacks of
paperwork, Anna joined him
in Chicago where they were
married. She still was not sure
if she really loved him but
was determined to live in the
future and make the best of it.

Years passed. Bill became
an engineer and they had two
children. In 1966 he was trans-
ferred to Huntsville where he
worked on missile develop-
ment. They made friends and
became active in the commu-
nity.

From all appearances they
were a happy couple, but
there was a dark secret con-
stantly in the back of Anna’s
mind. Regardless of how long
she was married to Bill, Hans
would always be her husband.

(256) 533-5667
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Anna and Bill had always enjoyed go-
ing out for dinner and dancing and when
the Fogcutter opened it became a favorite
of theirs. Oftentimes if he worked late, she
would go on ahead so they could get their
regular table.

As Anna waited for Bill she glanced casu-
ally around the dimly-lit lounge. It was still
too early for most ot the regulars. Most of
the people there were business people from
out of town, havin}g‘l a ?uick dinner before
going back to their hotel rooms.

She didn’t notice him at first; it was more
like she felt him staring at her. Curious, she
shifted her chair to get a better look at him.
He was a handsome elderly man, tall, well
dressed and sitting by himself. She would
have turned away had it not been for his
e});es - they reminded her of someone whom
she had known a half century earlier.

Suddenly she felt as if she was about to
pass out.

The man got up and walked over to
where she was sitting.

“Anna.....,” he said. It was half question
and half statement. “I knew it was you as
soon as you walked in.”

Anna was speechless but finally man-
aged to say the name.

“Hanes...... I thought you were dead.”

The words came pouring out. Hans told
of being arrested, being sent to the front

Bad Stomach Cramps?

If you’ve got painful stomach
cramps, take a pint of warm water,
sweeten it with molasses and put in a
teaspoon of Cayenne. Drink freely, at
the same time heat the feet by the fire
if the nights are cool, or put them in
warm water.

lines where he worked unloading trucks. When the
Russians swept through he was captured, given a
Russian uniform and a rifle, and sent back to the
lines. The war ended but instead of being released
he was sent to Russia where he was tried and con-
victed for allegedly helping the German war effort.

The next eight years were spent in a prison camp
where he workeg in a lumber mill. When he was
finally released he went home but no one was there.
Neighbors told him that everyone in the apartment
had been killed during the war.

He told of emigrating to the United States and
living in Chicago, ironically only a few blocks from
where Anna and Bill lived.

Anna finally managed to explain how she had
found a notice at the railway station saying he had
been killed.

Almost as suddenly as they had began, the words
quickly died out with neither knowing what to say.

After what seemed like minutes of silence Hans
asked her, “Are you married?”

“Yes,” replied Anna. “Two children.” Noticing
the ring on Hans’ finger she asked, “You too?” “Yes.
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Two boys and a girl.” Hans in-
stinctively reached for his wal-
let as if to show their pictures,
then decided against it.

More silence passed as Anna
stared into his eyes as if trying
to remember someone from
long ago. There was nothing
else left to say. They sat there
silently for the next few min-
utes just watching each other,
both thinking of questions they
knew they woulccl1 never ask.

Suddenly her attention was
drawn to a man walking into
the lounge.

“Is that your husband?”
asked Hans.

“Yes.”

“Do you love him?”

Suddenly Anna thought
back about all the years she had
known Bill. She tgought about
the hours he had spent patient-
ly helping her learn English
and about all the times he had
been there to comfort her when
she felt bad.

She remembered how proud
he was when their children
were born and how he never
let a day go by without sayin
he lovec}ll l§er Y yme

Finally Anna replied, smil-
ing for the first time. “Yes,” she
said in a soft voice, “I love my

husband very much.”

The look on Anna’s face an-
swered all of Hans” questions.

“It is best I go.” Hans said
as Bill approached the table.
There was a trace of tears in his
eyes. Taking a napkin from the
table he wrote something on it
before placing it gently in her
hand and walking away

When Bill sat down he im-
mediately sensed something
waswrong. “ Are you all right?”
he asked.

“I'm fine,” Anna replied. “I
want to dance. I just want you
to hold me.”

As Anna and her husband
danced to the slow tunes of
the music she watched over
his shoulder as Hans paid his
check and walked out.

Late that night, hours after
her husband had fallen asleep,
she got up and went into the
den. After turning a lamp on
she retrieved the napkin from
her purse. The words were
simple but beautiful; a poi-
ﬁnant reminder of what might

ave been.

“I will love you forever.”

Just one of millions of stories
from World II. One that would
have been lost forever, if she
had not told her daughter.
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the potato shed.
grand-

S father at age
- g forty-six and a
© | twelve year old
boy working in
the potato shed
were killed. Sev-
eral crewmen on
the train were

SELLING THE FARM injured, but all sur-

by Bill Wright

It was June 15, 1922 and
the location was a small com-
munity in South Alabama. My
grandfather was working as a
foreman in a potato shed. The
potato shed was located at the
end of a feeder railroad track,
off of a main railroad track.

The railroad company sent a
crew this day to make repairs
to the feeder line. The crew
opened a switch to allow the
work vehicle to enter the feed-
er line. After entering the feed-
er line they would close the
switch. However, the switch
was improperly closed. Soon,
a fast moving passenger train
on the main line traveling from
Montgomery to Mobile ap-
proached the area of the main
line and the feeder line. Be-
cause of the improperly closed
switch the passenger train was
diverted from the main line to
the feeder line, resulting in the
passenger train crashing into

An appropriate analogy:
“The curve is flattening
so we can start lifting
restrictions now” is like
saying “The parachute
has slowed our rate of
descent, so we can take
it off now.”

vived the crash.

The railroad company, to
avoid a lawsuit, made a sub-
stantial payment for negli-
gence to my grandmother.
The Court named a relative as
Administrator of my grandfa-
ther's estate. My grandmother
took some of the funds and

purchased farm land with two
houses located on the property.
It was believed the relative lost
most of the funds in his failed
used car business.

My grandmother farmed
the land with help of relatives
as her livelihood. I remember
when I was five years old vis-
iting her. It was an experience
for a city child to be around
farm animals, drinking water
from a hand pump, riding in a
wagon pulled by a horse and
picking cotton. I certainly did
not realize then that sixty-five
years later I would be the fam-
ily member to sell the farm.

In 1966 my Mother and an
aunt inherited the farm. My

Z

MS Masonry
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Mother and I had several dis-
cussions about the property.
Each time she would say that
when I and others inherited
the property and sold it she
wanted it sold to someone that
would build a nice subdivision
on the property.

Every time I would explain
to her that it would be very
difficult to find a buyer with a
restriction like that attached. I
also explained that if a buyer
agreed to the restriction and
later did something else with
the property it would be too
expensive to take legal action
against the buyer.

Every time our conversation
would end with her saying “I
still want them to build a nice
subdivision on the property.”

In year 2001, I and other rel-
atives inherited the farm. The
following year I sold the farm

to a Commercial Farmer with
no restrictions attached. Dur-
ing the real estate closing I ask
the buyer what he intended to
do with the property.

He said he was going to
build a large warehouse on
the property to store his farm
equipment and probably farm
the remainder of the land. I felt
sad selling the farm because it
had been owned by the fam-
ily for eighty years. Also, I was
disappointed I had not sold the
farm to someone who intended
to build a subdivision on the
property, thus fulfilling my
mother’s desire how the prop-
erty would be used.

A year later I learned the
Commercial Farmer had sold
the property to a Real Estate
Developer. Today, A NICE
SUBDIVISION  sits on the

property!
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Cheddar Baked
Potatoes

4 medium potatoes
1 can Cream of
Mushroom soup

1t. paprika

1 t. onion powder

1 t. garlic powder

1 t. black pepper

1 c. Cheddar cheese,

shredded

Cut the potatoes into
1/4-inch slices. In a small
bowl, combine the soup,
onion powder, garlic pow-
der, paprika and pepper.
Arrange the potato slices in
a greased 2-qt. baking dish
in overlapping rows.

Sprinkle with cheese,
spoon the soup mixture
over the cheese. Cover with
foil and bake at 400 degrees
for about 45 minutes - un-
cover and bake for 10 ad-
ditional minutes and the
potatoes are tender.

E

Don Broome Studios

Visit my Art Gallery in my Home
Custom Framing at Modest Prices
7446 Clubfield Cir. SW
Phone (256) 880-3497 for an appointment
Many of my customers are fellow artists
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MY EXPERIENCE WITH THE
SPIRIT WORLD

by Carolyn Woodyard

I was the 4th of 5 children born to Weston and Ruby (Stallings)
Hatfield who lived in Sulphur Springs (Dekalb County), AL. Dad
was a sharecropper; Mother was a good Christian lady who was
a homemaker plus worked alongside Dad in the fields.

I remember going with Dad when I was 3 to this farm in the
cove of Fox Mountain and Sand Mountain. The house seemed so
large to me - 4 large rooms downstairs and 2 upstairs (all wood
interior). To get the vision of the house, there was a full porch
across the front. The single door entrance was in the middle of
the house. As one walked in the front door there were 3 rooms
to the left and 1 to the right. The hallway led to a large L-shaped
back porch. Just before going out that door the stairway led to
the right.

Thg name of the family living there was "Blevins." We only
went into one room downstairs to the right of the hallway where
Dad was talking with a group of people about us moving there.
I only remember an old lady sitting in a rocking chair, sitting
in front of a fireplace. She had a blanket draped across her lap.
I clearly rememger her saying, "Weston, you are going to hear
noises in this house but don't think anyth1n§ about it; it's only
rats." Later I realized rats can't make sounds o

Spry Funeral
and Crematory
Homes, Inc.

Family owned and operated
since 1919

(256) 536-6654

Valley View Cemetery

open with 100 acres reserved
for future development

(256) 534-8361,

walkm%1 up and down stairs, much less come
out with a blood-curdling scream.

church, if family didn't all gather at the Hat-

tield's house, they visited each other for lunch
and spend time together all afternoon; older P res S u re

people visiting and children playing. One
Sunday when company was there, my sister,

-
Myrna had one corner of our children's "play- W h
room" for her ”house"; my brother. ]1mmy as I n g

and a cousin, Roberta, had another corner for

One room upstairs was used for a "play" N I I
room when company came. On Sundays after e a S

their "house”. I had one corner with my doll |
for my "house”. The other corner (close to the WE CLEAN IT ALL!

door) was our "church." I had my baby (doll)
dressed and was ready before the others so I

was leaving early for "church" and started to Pall‘ltll‘lg
sing. We had closed the door when we went .
in t6 play. Home Repair

When [ started "singing" the door opened

about a foot, closed, opened all the way, 256_603-4731

closed, opened again about half-way. There
was a man standing just outside the door. He

was all the same color (a pale blue- §rey all Licensed & Insured
over; hair, skin, eyes which were wide open .
and did not blink), clothes. The 4 of us ran Proud Member of £

(falling on each other) to the opposite corner
where my sister Myrtle was and called for

the BBB g co




someone downstairs. They all
answered. We four picked up
enough courage to ease along
the wall and tried to close the
door but couldn't. When my
older brother Tommy came up
to check on us, there was no
one there.

Other people that would
come to our house at different
times to visit (but we would
not be at home) witnessed
seeing a man in light colored
clothes, heard a terrible scream,
or heard footsteps going up
or down staircases or walk-
ing in the hallway. A cousin
Burt Heard that lived on Sand
Mountain was visiting us once
when Dad had made a trip to
Chattanooga. It was late in the
day. Mother was in the kitchen
cooking supper; we children
were lying on a cot in front of
a window that looked out onto
the L-shaped porch. Burt saw
a man walk by the window,
jumped up and ran to the door.
No one was there.

On another occasion, Moth-
er and I were a short distance
from the house where she was
looking for hen nests. Since
they had the run of the proper-
ty, we called them "yard birds".
Suddenly mother said, "Let's
run!" Myrna had been left in the
house to wash breakfast dishes.
She was running out the back
door, crying and calling Moth-
er. She had heard a SCREAM
and Mother had heard the
same. I didn’t. Don’t know if it
was because I had other things
on my mind (such as picking
wild black berries or just being
in my own little world).

Another time, Mother was
in our living room and she
saw a man walk out the front
door and close it behind him-
self. She thought is was one of
Dad’s brothers who was in the
room across the hall from the
living room. His wife was in
that room after she had given
birth to one of her children
and Mother was helping take

Old Huntsville Page 11

care of her - a normal thing back then. (And by the way, this is
the room where my baby brother Ted was born.) When Mother
walked into that room and saw my uncle sitting there, she went
pale from shock when she realized it wasn’t him she had seen go
out the front door.

In the hallway close to the stairway there was a stain on the
floor that Mother said looked like blood when it stains wood. She
always mopped the floors with lye soap/water. The more she
mopped that floor, the brighter it got just as blood does. Always
wondered if someone was murdered there. It was rumored that
a man came to date a daughter of the family and mysteriously
disappeared.

Two other families lived there after us, but no one confessed to
seeing or hearing anyone or anything. The original house burned
and a group of “hunters” purchased the property with a different
house. I took some friends to the area to show them where I grew
up. I was pleased to see and talk to one of the hunters. He told
me about his brother who was going to spend one night there but
called and said he was leaving as the place was haunted!

So apparently the SPIRIT is still there!

Some years ago, a speaker came from another city to Hunts-
ville to speak on the SUPERNATURAL. I attended and after the
speech was over, I talked to him because I wanted to know why
some “heard” and “saw” and others had not. He said some peo-
ple are just more susceptible to the Spirit World.

809 MADISON STREET
HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801

BRIDAL REGISTRY

China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table
Linen, Cookware.
Decorative Accessories, Invitations and

Announcements, Lenox China & Crystal,

\ Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath. Y
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Grandma

by Mimi

Otherwise I bet she would still be here today.

I believe until everyone is vaccinated, everyone
should still wear a mask, stay six feet apart, wash hands
and sanitize as often as possible.

1. Expect the near future to be hard.

) 2. Be easy on yourself and be thankful for the small
things.

3.gDon't be afraid to ask for help.

4. Itis okay to enjoy being with other people, even if
it is only on Zoom.

5. Tell God how you feel.

6. Care about yourself and care about others.

7. Wear your mask and encourage others to do so.

I've been busy making Valentine cookies for friends.
They freeze well and are ready to give to friends to
brighten their day on February 14. Who doesn't need a
little cheer this time of the year? Now I'm thinking posi-
tive and trying to be upbeat, which can turn a grey day
into a sunny one even if there is no sun.

I'm urging every one of Kou to get the vaccine as soon
as it is available to you. This terrible virus can be con-
tained if we all do our part and get vaccinated. Good to
be over seventy-five. I should have had my first shot as
you read this.

So until next time, my friends, stay well and safe.

Let me be the first to say good rid-
dance to 2020. It will be one everyone
will remember. Now let's think posi-
tive for 2021. Everyone take advanta§e
of the vaccine as soon as it is available.
This is the first time I've been glad that
I'm in the older group of people getting
the injection first.

Let's start the new year with joy and
meaning. I've made my New Year's
resolutions and will try to stick with
them. Just don't make yours so unat-
tainable. I've had my black-eyed peas,
turnip greens, slaw, ham and corn-
breacf - just what my grandmother
fixed every New Year's Day.

She was convinced that the menu
would bring good health and luck, so
I hope she i1s true to her word. I ate it
all. She lived to be 97-1/2 years old and
lived by herself; her last piano concert
was at age 96.

Her son called to tell her he had a
brain tumor, which got her blood pres-
sure way too hi?h. Her doctor told
me she accidentally overdosed her on
digitalis and thought she would pull
through, but she didn't.
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“Facebook just sounds like a drag to me.
In my day seeing pictures of people’s vacations
was considered a punishment.”

Betty White

Your
next move
should be to

Oxford
Townhomes

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

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

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

oxfordtownhomesiicomcast.net @ |ﬂ| .—_-,xt‘;rh
UL i3 el
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D'LE DAD'S BAR-B-Q

"It's Cooked In The Pit"

(256) 828-8777

Rosemary Leatherwood, Owner

Happy Dalentine’s Day to you with
Love from Quy ‘?mmlll to Lfours!

Give the family a treat. Pick up some of
our Bar-B-Q for tonight!

There'’s nothing better than barbequell
Order BBQ, Savory Ribs and all the fixin’s.

Pork Sandwich

Chicken Sandwich Specialty Items

Turkey Sandwich Salads

Rib Sandwich Hot Dogs

Pork Plate Hamburgers

1/2 Chicken Plate Slaw Dogs

Ribs (Slab) Chili Dogs

Ribs (1/2 Slab) Cheeseburgers

Whole Chicken Plate Dinners

Whole Shoulders Chicken Fingers

French Fries Rib Plates |
Potato Salad 1.2 & 3 Ib Pork Specials
Pies and much morelll Health Rating 97%

Baked Beans
Green Beans
Hushpuppies

We Sell BAR-B-Q by The Poundl

Give your wife a break from the kitchen
tonightl Order OLE DAD'S BAR-B-Q.

Located in the beautiful city of Hazel Green'
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MY FIRST
TRUE LOVE

by John H. Tate

No matter how many loves you have
in your life, including your life-long part-
ner, there is no more incredible love sensa-
tion than your first true love. So it is with
this writer; my heart still pains as I recall
the love that got away. Just thinking of her
causes me to lose my breath and feel a little
light-headed.

How can I describe or explain Susan?
Of course, I would go on and on about her
beautiful brown eyes and how they seemed
to twinkle as she looked at me. Or I could
talk about her long brown hair and the way
it shimmers in the sunlight. But none could
relay the feelings I had for her and m
strong desire to protect her from the world.

Just thinking of her name, Susan, today
sends chills down my back, and I would
like to ball up in a corner somewhere and
call her name over and over until she comes
to me. To hear her run by me one more time
and call my name, "Hi John Tate," no one
could say my name the way she did.

It took me some time betore I got up the
courage to let her know how I felt about
her. After all, how could such a beauty
consider me, with all of the other available
men around her? But I could not stand
it any longer; I made up my mind that I
would let her know that she was the love
of my life and we were meant to be togeth-
er.
I decided that I needed to give her a gift
when I told her, but it just couldn't be any
gift; it has to be one that matched her beau-
ty and reflected my great love. Since I did
not have such a gift, I had to look for one;
and I found the perfect necklace. I had to
commit a crime to obtain it, but she was
worth it.

Not knowing anything about fine jewelry, espe-
cially a necklace, I put it in my pants pocket without
a box. The chain got all tangled and knotted up; I
could not give it to Susan in that condition, so a girl
named Lori helped me untangle it to present it in a
very classy way. Lori loved it, so I felt Susan would
love it too.

Well, the time came, I was able to find a private
moment to speak with her. My voice was trembling,
and my hands were shaking, but I did it. I want to
think I said something like, "Susan, you are the most
beautiful girl I have ever seen, and to look at you
makes me feel special for just knowing you." But I
think I said, "Here, this is for you."

The look in her eyes and the smile on her face let
me know [ hit it out of the park. She took a deep

asping breath and said, "Wow, how beautiful!" She
et me put it around her neck and said, "Thank you
very much." There were conflicts in our schedules
for the rest of the day and I knew I would not see her
again until the next day. So, I just stood and watched
as she walked away. I cannot recall anything else I
did that day; I know that I was on cloud nine for the
rest of the day.

I was still Xoating the next day and could not wait
until I saw her. There she was, standing and talking
to others. I don't recall who they were - after all, they
were just obstacles between me and my true love.
Yes! She saw me and headed in my direction, but
her smile was gone, and the light in her eyes was
less bright as she approached. She reached out her
right hand and dropped the necklace into my hand.
I could tell this was not what she wanted to do, but
she steadied herself and said, “My mom said I had to
give this back to you; she said that this was much too
valuable of a gift for me to accept in the fifth grade.”
She then turned and walked back to her friends.

I took the necklace with a sad heart and snuck it
back into my momma’s jewelry box. I wonder if Su-
san remembers me?

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.
Inspections performed
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

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

2 B Ly
£ J 1

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




Big Guys,
Bigger Hearts

by Elizabeth Wharry

A little known fact during the 1980s was the
community outreach by the original Cleve-
land Browns football team. Art Modell was the
owner, Sam Rutigliano was the head coach and
Marty Schottenheimer was originally an as-
sistant coach, then became head coach. These
gentlemen were big on community relations.
They encouraged the players to volunteer in
their home towns. The idea was to give back
something to those who support the team.

During the offseason, it was not unusual to
hear of these guys volunteering in the inner city
schools - teaching the little ones (kindergarten
through 4th grade) their shapes, colors, num-
bers and alphabet. Occasionally, one of the lo-
cal TV stations would be on hand to film one of
these big guys trying to squat down into chairs
designed gor ages 5 to 9 years old! It was quite
a sight to see. They usually ended up sitting on
the tloor.

RIF...Reading Is Fundamental was a summer
reading program so the kids wouldn't lose their
skills. Again, it wasn't unusual for these guys
to take the time to encourage the youngsters to
read and write. They also took the
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SERVING HEARTY GERMAN FARE
IN HUNTSVILLE SINCE 1972

6125 UNIVERSITY DRIVE
(256) 922-0556
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time to toss around a football with J ) . &
these kids. Are you Looking for that Perfect Gift for

Big Brothers/Big Sisters was for Someone who has moved out of Town?
at-risk kids in their preteen and Or for someone who is Housebound

teen years. Again, the team mem-
bers would spend a couple after-

and Loves to Read?

noons a week tossing a football, or || A SUBSCRIPTION TO “OLD HUNTSVILLE”
chatting with these kids. The wives MAGAZINE IS THE PERFECT GIFT

who were available would work
with the at-risk preteen and teen

girls. Most of these kids were from Stories and Memories from Local People, Recipes,

the inner city.

Of all the volunteer work that
was done, my favorite was seeing
them on the news at a local pedi-
atric hospital, rocking the pree-
mies and the crack babies. Keep
in mind, this was long before the
patient privacy act. The news crew
would stand outside the nursery,

. . d IS
and film these guys wearing surgi- $40 FOR A YEAR OF MEMORABLE STORIES

cal caps and gowns, each holding

Remedies, Pet Tips and much more
o

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

and gently rocking two tiny babies. YOou WILL BE REMEMBERED EACH MONTH WHEN THEIR

If that's not love, I don't know N

MAGAZINE IS DELIVERED!
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what is.
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Treating Fevers and Influenza
in the Old Days

by Elizabeth Janos

(These tips are presented for your entertainment and should never take
the place of your doctor’s advice.)

In the 1500s, the Italians were plagued with an infectious dis-
ease that they called influenza; this name was chosen because
they believed it was caused by the influence of the stars. In the
1700s the French named it La Grippe; the origin of the word
means "to take hold of."

There were times when I asked people what they had done to
treat influenza and a troubled expression came over their faces.
A brawny backwoods man who is now confined to a wheelchair
summed up the confusion nicely, "There is no cure for influenza.
It takes so many days to come on, so many days to get better and
so many days to go."

Old-time treatment involved consuming large quantities of
fluids, going to bed and adding extra blankets. Many took a laxa-
tive. Some seniors recalled that old adage, "Feed a cold and starve
a fever." According to some Yankees, years ago, influenza was
called a "hard cold%” and indeed, many similarities in treatment
can be seen.

In American Indian Medicine, Virgil Vogel writes that Native
Americans dealt with fevers in a similar manner: “Indian fever
treatment commonly included rest, sweating, purgation and a
liquid diet or no food at all, in addition to tl%le anti-fever medi-
cines.”

Alcohol. Some seniors felt that various types of alcohol, espe-
cially whiskey, were effective for treating influenza and fevers
brought on by other causes.

- Take lemonade and a huge shot of whiskey, as hot as you can
drink it, a hot shower and go right to bed. Cover up with all the

- Put into a jar one pint of
rum and ten ounces of honey.
Shake it up good and take a
spoonful as needed.

Onions. Some people sliced
an onion and secured it around
the neck; others took onion syr-
up. One woman told me that
whenever she had the flu she
would chop up an onion, put it
on a plate and sleep beside it. “I

Windsor House
Nursing Home / Rehab Facility

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

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

Our team includes Physicians,
Nurses, Physical Therapist, Occupa-
tional Therapist, Speech Therapist,
Activity Diector and Registered
Dieticien

A place you can call home....

4411 McAllister Drive
Huntsville, Alabama 35805

(256) 837-8585

blankets you can find. It will get the blood
circulating and warm up the whole system. /7

- Start with a bottle of bourbon whiskey;
put in rock candy, raw cherries and orange
peel. Leave it for a week or two. When
you have a fever, take a large gulp often,
throughout the day.

- Take a glass oty good fortified wine, add
honey and lemon and bring it to a boil. It
makes you sweat like a horse and brings ev-
erything out.

“l am enclosing two tickets to the first
night of my new play. Bring a friend if
you have one.” (George Bernard Shaw to
Winston Churchill)

“Cannot possibly attend first night, will
attend second...if there is one.”
(Winston Churchill, in response)

OUR ADVERTISERS KEEP
“OLD HUNTSVILLE” GOING

Please shop local and tell them
that you saw their ad in the
magazine!

N\




always thought it worked,” she said. Onions
were secured to other areas of the body as well.

- Bind slices of raw onion on the tops and
bottoms of the wrists; also the balls of the
feet. Leave them on all night and repeat in the
morning. Continue the treatment until the fe-
ver goes away.

- Take slices of onions and heat them in the
wood ashes on the stove. Put them in a cloth
and place that on the forehead. It will bring the
fever down.

Herbal teas. Many seniors felt that inducing
perspiration with herbal teas was an effective
treatment for influenza and fevers. The most
popular of these teas was ginger.

- When we were sick, my mother would
wrap us up in a special old robe and put lots
of blankets on us. She’d give us a cup of gin-
ger tea, more if we were real sick. Best thing
in the world that I know of. You would sweat
your eyeballs out. When my husband had the
flu or a cold, I would give him a few cups of
ginger tea to warm him up —and did it ever!
I would have to change the sheets, because
they would be wet from perspiration.

- Some favored yarrow. Yarrow is very bit-
ter. Steep it and add sugar. We took it for any
ailment. When my baby had scarlet fever,
Grandma came over and put yarrow under
the sheet of the crib and gave the baby a little
yarrow tea every few hours.

- Yarrow grows wild; there used to be mil-
lions of plants all over the place. You cut the
l};lants and hang them somewhere to dry—

ut don’t touch the blossoms. When you get
the grippe, cut off some of the blossoms and
steep them until the color comes out. You
have to add sugar because a strong cup is bit-
ter as hell. If someone has a fever, | personall %7
§uarantee it will break it up overnight: it rea

makes you perspire. You drink a few good

swallows at a time throughout
the day, and you must go to
bed. Yarrow was used by the
American Indians.

- As a fever treatment, Catnip
and camomile teas were also I -
taken for influenza and fevers.

“Water is composed of
two gins, Oxygin and
Hydrogin. Oxygin is pure
gin, while Hydrogin is
gin and water.”

Seen on 7th grade
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Other approaches. Some had soaked the feet in
mustard water, others had taken a mustard-water
bath. Baking-soda baths were taken.

- Cold water and ice were used in various ap-
Elications: a cold cloth or ice was applied to the

ack of the neck; a cold pack was placed on the
forehead; a person was immersed in cold water;
a cold compress was placed on the lower legs; a
cold compress was placed on each arm where the
elbows bend.

- Some had taken a spon%e bath with rubbing
alcohol; others had put rubbing alcohol on vari-
ous parts of the body.

rrrrrr

Main Office
2200 Clinton Avenue =
Huntsville, Al 35805 & »
(256) 533-0541 QA CEmBERS
Branch Office
200 West Side Sq.,
Suite 4B
Huntsville, Al 35801
(256) 536-0091

HELVING

IC TMBER
Office Hours ] Za
Mon, Tues, Thurs, Fri |
8:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. :

Wednesday
8:00 a.m. - Noon

www.rocketcityfcu.org

2 “NCUA

900 Bob Wallace Ave., Suite 122
in the Central Park Shopping Center Next to Quizno’s

COIN & SILVER s

..Buying - Selling - Trading
- Estate Appraisals

Phone (256) 536-0262 £
Charles Cataldo, Jr. - Owﬁer

science test

*We Buy and Sell Rare Coins and Cnllectibleﬁ.
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Mary Harris had an 88th
birthday on January 30th. I hope
you had a great day and it was
great talking with you. Until she
told me about her birthday, I
thought she was in her 30s!

The Photo of the Month from
January was Austin Miller of
Ryland. Many many people
called because they know and
love him. Austin writes fre-
quently for Old Huntsville and
so many are proud to call him
a friend. The Erst of many who
called was Bill Gossett of Hur-
ricane Creek in Gurley. Bill re-
tired from 31 years at Wyle Labs
and when 1 asied him if he knew
Austin, he said he’s known him
for 100 years! That's a long time
to know someone.

We actually had two winners

for the hidden syringe that I put
on page 37 - do you see it now in
the Scotty’s ad? I made it larger
this time so had lots more calls.
The reason we had two winners
was they called at nearly the
exact same time! First one was
Dale Riddle of Huntsville. Dale
is a retired lineman for Hunts-
ville Utilities, worked there
many years. I told him so many
people appreciated the dedi-
cated work done by our Hunts-
ville Utilities men and women. I
know everyone remembers the
storms and trees down we've
had over the years and how fast
the power came back on. Thank
You Huntsville Utilties!!

Our second winner for the
syringe was Tom Neal, of south
Huntsville. He retired from
SAIC but they keep calling him
back to work - he said the Army
can’t do without him. Love his
attitude. Congratulations to all
our winners - who get a free sub-
scription to Old Huntsville!

A lady called us last week
needing your help. She pur-
chased a silver water pitcher at a
garage sale. On the bottom was
engraved “2nd Grade, 1960-61 -
Mrs. W. E. Mellette.” Research
shows that a Mrs. Mellette was
a teacher at Rison Elementary -
does anyone remember her or
know her family? Wouldn't it
be great to get this water pitcher
back to the family? If you know
the family please call Norma at
(256) 509-8557.

I've noticed that the parsley I
planted in my garden last year

il

256-533-2400

]

is doing great - it is not both-
ered by the freeze at all. Also I
heard that if you like Cilantro,
get some seeds now and just
sprinkle them in an outdoor pot
or garden area. Press into the
ground and soon you’ll have all
the Cilantro you want for your
favorite Mexican dishes.

Annette Cruse called recently
with a message for the Butler
High School class of 1967 - have
a safe and happy 2021! Annette
retired from Redstone Arsenal
in 2006. She has two sons, three
granddaughters (2 twins) and
two furbabies - dogs Katie and
Snoopy!

It was good to talk with Jim
Price recently. He remembers
Sam, Neil and Milton Keith
from years ago, and now lives
in Ohio. He lived in Huntsville
for many years and really misses
it. It's amazing to me the num-
ber of U.S. subscribers we have
who spent time or grew up in
Huntsville, and still remember
and miss it.

Ianthia Bridges had a birth-
day on January 10 - I hope it was
a good one and you celebrated
with your loved ones.

This is random but do you
have a manual can opener in

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 guy knows all there is
to know about Big Cove, Al. He
taught many kids in Brownsboro,
Owens Cross Roads and Madison|

County High School in Gurley
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your kitchen? Many are collecting extra
canned products and paper products but if
there’s no power and you can’t open the cans,
they’re useless! Also Belinda Talley gave me
a great idea that I had not heard of - in case
of power outage. Those solar lights that you
put in your garden make good lights for in-
side your home at night. You Char%e them all
day in the sun, bring them in at night and you
have light. They probably will last 4 hours or
so but after that you're in bed! Great idea Be-
linda.

I have hidden some items, this will be a
challenge for you. There are a number of tin
hearts hidden all over the magazine. You all
know I'm prone to trickery so find them all if
you can! T]ﬁe first local person to call with the
correct number of hearts wins a free subscrip-
tion. The first subscriber from out of state will
also win if they’re the first to call. Get out
your specs!

Many are having problems now with wear-
in}g masks and hearing aids, and when they
take their masks off they pull out the hear-
ing aids. Considering the cost of hearing aids,
you sure don’t want to have to replace lost
ones. If any of our readers have good tips to
avoid that, let me know and we’ll publish it.

I gota fgreat tip from one of the customer
reps at Hiller plumbing recently. He was un-
clogging my sink and told me that even just
a little bit of bacon grease can catch and hold
food particles, hair etc. and just stop up your
pipes. He suggested NEVER pouring bacon
grease into your sink thinking the hot water
will move it thru - as soon as it cools it's a
white hard mess. So what I do is pour it into
a coffee cup, when it’s hard transfer to a Zip-
loc bag, toss into the trash. Then wipe out
the pan with a paper towel and throw in the
trash. Seems like a lot of work but it can save
major plumbing bills down the road.

Kathleen Vaughn sent in a good quote:
“Housework is something we do that no one
notices, until we don’t do it.”

Our favorite Ayers Farmers Market on
Cook Avenue behind Krispy Kreme is one of
the best places to go for good, healthy local
produce. I found that they will be open again
in Mid-March - they are closed for some re-
modeling. Looking forward to shopping
there again in the spring.

More are working at home these days and
Dr. McMillion had a good idea - don’t sit for
long extended periods of time at your com-
puter. You need to get up and move around,
walk a bit and stretch. The body is used to
moving and your blood will flow better espe-
cially in the legs and core. Plus every move-
ment uses up calories!

Beta Sigma Phi is a ladies service soror-

ity that is international, with lots of chapters all over
the U.S. as well. There are chapters in Huntsville, De-
catur and many surrounding cities. In Huntsville the
chapter Alpha Preceptor Gamma has about 14 ladies as
members and two of them will be awarded the Gold-
en Circle ritual in 2021. They are Barbara Saunders of
Hampton Cove and Jean McIntosh of Huntsville. That
means they have been members of this chapter for 50
years!! That is a really long time to be a member of a
club and we send congratulations to these ladies!

Most people are not aware of the daily challenges
that are faced bﬁ a very large (and often underserved)
community in the Tennessee Valley, which is the deaf
community. Frances Smallwood set out to change this
25 years ago. As one of North Alabama’s longest-run-
ning, successful interpreting services business, Deaf
Access, Inc. will celebrate 25 years in business. They
have made great impacts to help the deaf community
and have provided supﬁort to businesses, families,
individuals, employers, healthcare providers and so
much more. Unfortunately, COVID put a bit of a stall
on their anniversary celebration plans, but we wanted
to help them get the word out and celebrate their suc-
cess. Old Huntsville says congratulations to Frances
and we will be collecting her story for a future issue!

Have a good February and call that loved one you
haven’t been able to see in a while - it'll mean the world
to them and you too.

Ad in old Pilot’s Club Cookbook

... COMPLIMENTS OF . ..
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FURNITURE STORE
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1 - 2 WEST SIDE SQUARE Phone 70

HUNTSVILLE GLASS & PAINT COMPANY

GLASS — MIRRORS — AUTO GLASS & PAINTS
221 Washington Street Phone 364

GALLOWAY COAL COMPANY

Phone 496
“We're In a Black Business, But We Treat You White” «

... COMPLIMENTS OF . ..

WILLA’S

. . . COMPLIMENTS OF . ..

CERTAIN MOTOR COMPANY

CLAY STREET PHONE 2832
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Spiced Winter Fruit

Large cans each of:

Apricot halves

Pear halves

Peach slices

Pineapple chunks

Large jar chunky applesauce

1/2 t. cinnamon

1/4 t. nutmeg

2 T. butter

1/2 c. Sherry

Drain all fruit and layer the

first 4 fruits in order in a cas-
serole dish. Cook applesauce
and spices in small pan for 5
minutes uncovered. Add Sher-
ry and pour over the fruit. Dot
with butter. Bake at 325 for an
hour.

Cinnamon Bars

1 c. butter
1 c. sugar
1 c. flour
1 egg, separated
1 t. vanilla extract
2 t. cinnamon
1/8 t. salt
2 c. chopped pecans
Cream all ingredients to-

éether except for the e%(g white.
pread on a large cookie sheet
or }];izza pan. Cover dough with
unbeaten egg white. Spread
2 cups of chopped pecans on
top, pressing lightly. Bake for
15 minutes at 325 degrees. Cut
into bars while still warm.

Toffee Dream

1 pkg. brownie mix

2 sml. pkgs. instant choco-
late pudding

2 c. milk

6 Heath Bars, crushed

8 0z. Cool Whip

Prepare brownies in a 9x13”

pan. Prepare pudding with
the milk, layer over brownies.
Sprinkle 3/4 of the candy bars
over the top, then spread with
Cool Whip, rest of candy on
top, refrigerate 4 hours or over-
night.

Cream Cheese
Squares

1 box yellow cake mix
1 stick butter, melted

legg

8 0z. cream cheese, softened

1/2 box powdered sugar

1/2c. flour

2 eggs

1 t. almond extract

Mix cake mix, butter and

egg; press into a greased 9x13”
pan. Mix remaining ingredi-
ents with a mixer and pour
onto the dough. Bake at 350
degrees for 30 minutes and top
is golden. When cool, cut into
small squares.

Walnut Pudding

2 eggs

1 c. powdered sugar

1T. plain flour

1 t. baking powder

1 c. broken walnuts

1 c. dates, pitted

Beat eggs, sugar flour and
baking powder together thor-
oughly. Stir in walnuts and
dates.

Pour batter into a buttered
baking dish and set in a pan of
boiling water, Bake for 30 min-
utes at 350 degrees. Let chill
and serve with homemade
whipped cream.

Star Market
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Candied Pecans

1 c. brown sugar

1/2 c. sugar

1/2 c. sour cream

1 t. vanilla extract

1 t. cinnamon

2-1/2 c. pecans

In a heavy saucepan com-

bine the sugars and sour cream.
Cook to so%t ball stage, or your
candy thermometer registers
234 degrees. Remove from heat
and add your vanilla and cin-
namon, beat well til mixture
starts to get thick. Add pecans
and stir very quickly. Spread
on shallow pan that you've
covered with waxed paper.
When cool break into pieces.

Annie Weber’s
Nut Cake

1 box yellow cake mix

1 pkg. vanilla pudding mix

4 eggs

1/2 c. vegetable oil

1c. rum

1 c. ground pecans

Mix all ingredients well

and pour batter into a greased,
decorative Bundt pan. Bake in
325-degree oven for an hour.

Remove from oven, invert
to a plate. While still warm,
sprinkle with ﬁowdered sugar.
Serve with whipped cream --
it’s delicious and German!

Chuck Owens’
Sweet Potato Pie

4 medium sweet potatoes,
cooked and mashed

2 eggs

1/2 c. brown sugar

Small can evaporated milk

1/2 c. butter

1-1/2 t. cinnamon

1/2 t. each of ground nut-
meg and ground ginger

Pinch ground cloves

Dash salt

2 9-inch pie shells

Mix all ingredients, preheat

your oven to 400 degrees. Pour
the sweet potato mixture into
the pie shells, place in oven.
Bake for about 45 minutes and
pie is set in middle (it doesn’t
shake).

Great with whipped cream
or just by itself!

Comforting
Rice Pudding

1 c. uncooked rice

1/2t. salt

Peel of an orange or lemon

3 c. lowfat milk

1 large cinnamon stick

3/4 c. sugar

1/4 c. seedless raisins

2T. dark rum

Mix the rice with 2 cups of

water and 1/2 teaspoon salt in
a 3-quart saucepan. Bring to a
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boil, stir once. Place orange or
lemon peel on top of the rice,
reduce heat, cover and simmer
15 minutes and liquid is ab-
sorbed.

Remove and discard the
peel, heat the milk and cin-
namon in a small saucepan til
milk is infused with the flavor
of cinnamon. Strain milk and
stir into cooked rice. Add the
sugar and simmer for 20 min-
utes, or until thick, stirring of-
ten. Add the raisins and rum,
simmer for 10 minutes. Serve
hot. Reheat with a bit of milk.

Hot Kettle Corn

Heat 3 tablespoons oil in a
saucepan, add 1/2 cup pop-
corn kernels and 3 tablespoons
sugar and dash of salt. Heat oil,
cover pan and shake til popped.
Sirinkle with cinnamon. If you
like it sweeter adjust the sugar
amount.

q l'I.Q.
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HEATING UNITS
PLUMBING
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ENERGY AUDITS
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Irrefutable

Proof My Wife

Loves Me
by Al Dean

Leslie Weatherhead, in
his book, “The Christian Ag-
nostic”, wrote: "To prove the
existence of God is a bit like
proving that your wife loves
you." He goes on to say that
your wife may act the way she
does because it's easier or she
wants to inherit your money.
To which I say, "Pshaw!" My
wife will inherit shotguns
and fishing tackle; there is no
money. She has never accused
me of making life easier for
her. I know she loves me and
I hereby offer several proofs
why this is so.

She accepts my imper-
fections. It took nearly two
weeks of marriage for her to
discover she had been duped,
and except for the three years
her mother lived with us,
she's never mentioned it.

She appreciates the practi-
cal gifts I give her on special
occasions. Less sensitive hus-
bands miss many opportuni-

“Never comb your hair
after the sun goes down,
or you will become
forgetful.”

Old Superstition

ties to express how they really feel. I overheard her lamenting
her weight gain in a conversation with my sister. I astutely
recognized that candy for Valentines' Day would send the
wrong message, so I'm surprising her with a Weight Watchers
membership. It is typical of me to present her with gifts that
convey my feelings; the riding mower with the roll bar for last
Mothers” Day, the replacement ductless under-cabinet range
hood for Christmas. Which reminds me of another husbandly
characteristic she finds endearing: I'm a DIY kind of guy.

She asked if I would separate two pans stuck one inside the
other. I got enough water in the bottom pan to create steam, set
them on the stove with the burner on high and waited for the pan
to bubble free. She was saying something about steam powered
locomotives when the stuck pot launched into the range hood and
mangled it. | haven’t replaced the cookie jar. Maybe I'll do that for
her birthday; either that or the forged-in-fire meat cleaver adver-
tised on TV.

She applauds my choices in wearing apparel. It takes her
breath away when I wear my white no-tuck embroidered front
Guayabera shirt with the four oversize pockets and round out the
ensemble with complementary black pants. She says it makes me

“Home of Five-Star Service”

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

Mzr. Collier Bush has been keeping
customers on the road in the
Huntsville area for over 30 years and
we are delighted to have him back

working with our team.

Stop by to enjoy a cup of coffee with

Mr. Bush and vou just might leave in

a new Ford!

Woody Anderson Ford
www.WoodyAndersonFord.com

256-539-9441

2500 Jordan Lane Huntsville, AL 35816
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look like Mr. Richard - he’s my barber. If
I promise not to wear the western bolo
tie with the bullhead clasp, she insists I
wear my fancy cognac colored cowboy
boots to church.

She lets me control the TV remote,
which has nothing to do with me telling
her that it’s more fun to watch her do it.
She aims it, like a pistol, at arm’s length,
punches a button and grimaces. She also
appreciates that I mute the sound for
Saturday and Sunday ball games, and I
can tell by the look on her face how im-
pressed she is that I understand what's
going on without sportscaster’s com-
mentaries.

She approves of my pipe smoking.
Upon reading “Weber’s Guide to Pipes
and Pipe Smoking” and discovering
that an early 1960s Surgeon General’s
report indicated that death rates for pipe
smokers was little higher than for non-
smokers and upon reaching the decision
that a pipe is simply a pacifier for adult
males, she created my very own private
smoking area.

She bought a yard sale recliner and
end table to hold my pipe smoking
paraphernalia She cleared away a spot
between the freezer and the hot water
heater in the garage where I enjoy my
pipes before cold weather sets in.

She appreciates my enthusiasm for
the out-of-doors, and even though it
meant spending most of our waking
hours apart, she encouraged me to take
up gardening during our at-risk, stay-at-
home Covid-19 isolation. I can recall her
squeals of delight as I put on my work
gloves, loaded my tools in the truck
and headed for the perfect spot she had
chosen for a garden on the far western
reaches of our property.

Action may speak louder than words
to express love, but it needs to be said.
I never heard either of my parents tell
the other they loved them. Then again,
I don’t remember either of them saying
they loved me. I know they did, but it
would have been nice to hear them say
it. My wife and I have had to say it of-
ten during this past year of lockdowns
to remind ourselves that the coronavirus
pandemic hasn’t destroyed 62 years of
marriage - at least, not yet.
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“The only real mystery in life is why Kamikaze
pilots wore helmets.”

Al McGuire

GOO-EY BUTTER CAKE

1 box yellow cake mix

legg

1 stick butter, room temps

1/2 c. pecans, chopped fine

Mix this together and press into greased 9x13”pan. Mix

together the following:

1 box powdered sugar

2 eggs

1 80z pkg cream cheese

1 cup coconut (optional)

Pour this over the cake mixture in pan. Bake for 40-45
minutes at 350 degrees. Cool and cut into small squares.

e -

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

Call for a
Free Estimate

Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs

256-683-0326

Exterior Painting:
$100 Discount Exterior Painting until February 28, 2021

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com

Proud Member of BBB

ﬁl 3313 Highway 33 - Huntsville. Al 35806
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The Cave (1959)

by Bill Alkire

I had attempted to assemble a
small band. We had a lot of fun -
all of us enjoyed music. We met at
different homes and I always made
Pizza (Chef-BoyareDee in a box).
We were learning a powerful lesson
about breaking into the music busi-
ness. One thing was certain - a per-
former had to have more than talent.
We had none of what we needed, ex-
cept a desire to ﬁlay and sing.

The man who helped with our
sound system was named Norman.
Norman was older than we were;
however, he shared our passion for
music and he had a desire to help us
succeed. We were always searching
for venues where we could observe
live bands in performance. Facilities
that played live music usually had
good crowds.

One of the more popular venues
in Elkins, WV at that time was at the
YMCA. The venue was called the
"The Cave". The "Cave" had the best
bands as well as the latest in vinyl re-
cords and a great DJ who could spin
the best. I attended as often as I could.
I knew many of the teenagers who
came even though they were mostly
high school stugents and I attended
a rival high school. I liked to dance
and did so with many of the young
women that came to the "Cave" and
other venues.

“I've come to view Jesus much
the way | view Elvis.

| love the guy but the fan clubs
really freak me out.”

John Fugelsang

Norman had tried to identify a young woman he was
fascinated with that he said attended the "Cave". He had
asked her for a date with no success. Since I knew many of
the ladies and guys that attended, he asks if could help him
in his effort get a date with this young lady. Norman point-
ed the young woman out to me. I had previously danced
with her and when I requested a dance, she said "Okay!"

After a short time during our dancing, I asked if she
would consider a date with Norman? Her answer was clear
and to the point, “NO!" she went on, "If you want to dance
with me again...do not ask me that again." All I could say
was "Okay! I do like to dance with you, we dance well to-
gether." She looked at me with those big beautiful brown
eyes and said, "We do, don't we!" That was it - I was hooked!
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A few weeks later my best friend Ron-
nie, who attended high school with Mari-
lyn, called me. He wanted to know if I
knew Marilyn Williams. I answered in the
affirmative, "Why?" Marilyn had request-
ed when they were in class together if he
would ask me to attend an upcoming Val-
entine's dance at their school. What could
Isay, "Yes,  would love too?" Ronnie indi-
cated he would pick me up so Marilyn and
I could go with ﬁim and his girlfriend.

I immediately called Mrs. Sparrow,
she was a florist and had always made
great corsages for me. I ordered a corsage
to wear on the wrist. Mrs. Sparrow want-
ed to know if it was special. "Yes", I an-
swered, "make it with pink rose buds and
baby's breath." "Excellent choice. Is she
from here?" she asked. "Yes!" I answered.
"That's a first" she said, "I will have it ready
- come by on your way to the dance."

This event set in motion a change to my
way of thinking, my attitude, and my life.

The Valentine Dance was great, ev-
eryone had a good time. Many of the par-
ticipants I knew and it made for a much-
relaxed event with less anxiety than I had
expected. Acceptance by the kids at this
high school for rival students was great.
The relationship between Marilyn and
I grew. We continually met at different
dance venues and began to become clos-
er and more comfortable being with each
other.

Marilyn, after knowing I had a car
but no license, volunteered to assist me
in getting my Driver's License. After we

raduated from high school, we began to
reguently date ang double date to events
and dance venues. It took over a year, but I
finally realized I had chased her, until she
caught me. I began to include her in any
and all plans I made. When we were not
together, we called each other.

Marilyn was working for the phone
companﬁl and I was working for a grocery
store. The job at the store took a hit. My
hours were cut when a previous employee
bumped me. The guys I hung around with
were off to Military Service or headed for
college. My efforts to attend the University
fell flat - no job could be found. My Mom
was getting married and the building we
lived in was going to be demolished.

With the war in Vietnam gleaming at
me with the draft situation a great possi-
bility, I began to rethink Military Service.
My Dad was a career Navy Sailor.

Marilyn was firm about not getting
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married until she was twenty-one and I was in no po-
sition to consider it either. She and I agreed I would
enlist in the U.S. Army (I had scored high marks on
the entrance exam). I was able to get into an Air De-
fense Missile Program. I would send any extra mon-
ies to her and she would save it for us so when we got
married, we could have money saved. We had that
kind of trust and love for each other as we grew in our
relationship.

We got married in May 1962, three years after we
tirst met. We were married 58 years when she passed
in 2020 from complications from Alzheimer's.

Lining with Aluminum Foll

You may think it’s a good idea to line your
oven and refrigerator shelves with
aluminum foil to keep them clean, but
you’ll prevent air from circulating and
properly cooking or cooling your food.
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Close
Cucumber
Call

by Gary Gee and
Charles Malone

In Florida in the early
1950s, Greg's dad was a fire-
fighter. But he had a second
income from a couple of
truck tractors that he used
and - sometimes leased
out - for hauling trailers
loaded with cucumbers up
north as far as such states
as Connecticut and Dela-
ware. Greg had learned
his firefighter and trucking
skills from his dad and fol-
lowed in his dad's footpath.
He liked contributing to his
neighbors in his firefight-
ing profession; however, he
loved the independence of
trucking vegetables on the
side. He described the lat-
ter this way: "Trucking was
ingrained in my soul; while
my friends went off to col-
lege to get their education,
my education primarily
came from seeing the world
through the windshield of
an 18-wheeler semi-trailer
truck."

Greg's tractor was his
mobile apartment. One of
his memories never left
him - nor people in Hunts-
ville - especially those liv-
ing at the base of the west
side of Monte-Sano moun-
tain.

Greg's solo trip in the
trucking business was
transporting a load of cu-
cumbers from Florida to
Delaware in an 18-wheeler.
While he had heard of the
possibility of "imbalance
of brakes" with the tractor
and the trailer, he had ex-
pected this to be a remote

occurrence and quickly put it in his "things- to-learn-more about" folder. But
the "remote phenomenon" happened on his first solo trip, while ascending
and descending Monte Sano. This was his first major lesson learned from
looking through a windshield.

Brake imbalance, reportedly, is one of the more common reasons for loss
of brakes. It can result in jackknifing or swingout, depending on which of the
two braking systems have become too hot. Reaching the crest of Monte Sano,
Greg began his roller coaster ride. He was shocked when he realized that his
brakes had failed and that he and his cargo had entered a serious emergency.
He knew the trail - that the highway intersected first with Longwood Av-
enue, then California Street and Whitesburg Drive. He also was aware that
Longwood terminated at the Madison Heights subdivision just west of Fifth
Avenue Elementary School.

Under stress - and like a pro - Greg quickly chose to deviate onto Long-
wood Drive and try to avoid the traffic near Huntsville Hospital at the
Whitesburg Drive intersection. He - and his load of cucumbers - sailed down
Longwood Drive at over 80 miles per hour and then through the next two
busy intersections. Then Greg sped by Fifth Avenue School and plowed into
Charles' home at the end of Longwood and came to an abrupt stop - an unin-
jured and wiser man.

Eleven-year old Charles was a student at Fifth Avenue School, where on
this day, many students were getting their education. Glancing through the
classroom windows in response to Greg's laying down on his air horn and
flashing his lights in warning of the cucumber emergency, their education to-
day also was beyond the books. Charles” dad was a firefighter. His mom had
a beauty salon in the family’s converted garage. Charles has a great memory
of the “cucumber event.”

“This event happened around 1951. At that time Longwood Drive was
the road going over Monte Sano Mountain. Governor’s Drive (then known
as Fifth Avenue) eastbound ended at Madison Street, next to Huntsville Hos-
pital.”

“I was a student at Fifth Avenue Elementary, the back of which faced
Longwood Drive. That day I claimed to be sick (sometimes it worked), but
my mother sent me to school anyway. That likely made it possible for me to
be telling this tale.”

“In those days truck air brakes that failed were then worthless. A truck

JiJASouthern Comfort HVAC Sl:-er‘.ficesqcEL

Residential & Commercial
AL Cert# 02229

“Take Control of Your Comfort™”

David Smart Puton

Phone: (256) 858-0120

Fax: (256) 858-2012
Email:schvac@hiwaay.net
www.southerncomforthvac.net

turn to the experts /-7
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carrying a load of cucumbers from
Florida had topped the moun-
tain and was headed down when
the brakes failed. As I recall the
driver mentioned 80 MPH going
through the Whitesburg Drive/
Longwood intersection. Progress-
ing west on Longwood he realized
the road ended at what is now
Harvard Road, requiring a right
turn to go to 5th Avenue. Fear-
ing he could not stop before hit-
ting a house (mine) he decided to
try laying the truck on the side in
the hope it would stop sooner. In-
stead, the truck spun around and
hit my house going backwards.
The truck trailer hit the corner of
the house and veered into the area
between houses, with the tractor
rear wheels in my bedroom and
on my bed. Going to school likely
saved me.”

“My mother’s metal clothes-
line posts were sheared off at
the ground, and my dog’s house
containing the dog was moved
across the back yard. My dad had
built the doghouse atom bomb
proof (2x6 lumber covered with
sheet metal), which likely saved
the dog. I recall this because my
mother used to laugh and tell the
tale about how hard it was to get
the dog to come out of the house.”

“My mother had a small
beauty shop in our converted
garage part of the house. She felt
and heard the impact (it moved
the house a quarter inch or so
on the foundation) and thought
Redstone Arsenal had blown up.
Around that time the truck driver
came to the beauty shop door and
informed my mother that he had
run into the house. Fortunately,
the only thing that happened to
him was his shoes were myste-
riously removed from his feet.
Shortly after this I was sent home
from school. Not sure how that
was caused to happen.”

“The back yard was pretty
much covered with cucumbers
spilled out of their bushel baskets.
Many unopened baskets were also
spread around. Neighbors (even-
tually a lot of townspeople) began
showing up and gathered up loose

cucumbers and unopened bas-
kets and left with them for their
own use. By the time people left
the back yard was covered with
cucumber mush that had been
trampled. Thankfully, the city Fire
Department came and nailed up
a tarp to stop people from tour-
ing my now exposed bedroom.
We even had people walking in
the front door (never locked in
those days) and touring the en-
tire house. Relocating the dog to
the front porch stopped that. In all
fairness I must say there were nu-
merous people who later brought
pickled cucumbers to us.”

“My room was rebuilt, the bed
replaced, and thus ends the tale of
the cucumber truck event.”

(Gary here) “I also was a stu-
dent at Fifth Avenue Elementary
and a friend of Charles (still am).
I remember Charles sitting on that
pile of cucumbers in what was his
bedroom. He was selling them at
“two-for-a quarter.”

Charles also added the follow-
ing: “The tarp the Fire Department
put up on the house had a very
small tear around eye height. Ev-
eryone who came along pulled on
ittrying to see inside my room. The
small tear became large enough to
crawl through. For some reason I
was in my room, playing with a
large stuffed rabbit skin.... when
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I looked out through the hole and
spotted a kid staring up at it. I vig-
orously shoved the rabbit through
the hole at him. I know he must
have jumped three feet straight up
and ran away screaming. I know,
that was mean. Probably stunted
his growth.”

In addition to having great ar-
tistic skills, Charles is one humor-
ous guy. I may have been the kid
who jumped.

The Governors Drive intersec-
tions with California Street and
Whitesburg Drive have become
much busier. Of course, traffic
there has increased along with the
expansion of Huntsville Hospital
and growth of the City’s Medical
District.

One law firm specializing in
semitrailer-truck brake failure ac-
cidents, which are rare occurrenc-
es, sums up the following about
the problem today: “Most large
trucks and tractor-trailers not only
have an air brake system but also
have a secondary braking system
to prevent devastating accidents
that occur when a truck cannot
slow and stop properly. Despite
the backup system, and despite
the fact that air brakes are general-
ly considered to be a very reliable
braking system, vehicle accidents
involving a truck’s braking prob-
lems do happen.”

| ﬁ Why do | clean

carpets, rugs, tile and
-~ Q) grout, and upholstery
t @ at 58 years old?
~ ' Simple. Because | love
w it!
\& o KLEANEASY

call (256) 886-9100

Tony Guthrie, Owner

Visit our website for specials
carpetcleaninghuntsville.com

Q{our Satisfaction is our #1 Goal

rKleaneasy Quality Carpet Cleaningf

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
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Seen in the
Papers Around
the South

An apple tree in Elberton, Georgia,
was thoroughly confused by the mild
winter of 1939. It bore its regular crop of
fruit in the summer, then another in the
fall, and yet a third in the unseasonably
mild winter. Reports of the phenomenon
brought requests for seeds from all over
the country.

Sharp-nosed policemen in Gaffney,
South Carolina, found 10 gallons of
bootleg whiskey under a church pul-
pit in 1910, and then began to wonder
whether moonshiners had caches in oth-
er places of worship. They discovered
three 10-gallon barrels of whiskey atop
another church and 10 gallons on a third
church's roof.

October 1931. Henry Johnson of
Jacksonville, Florida, had just arrived in
town early last evening, sneaking into
a parking lot behind a two-story brick
building with the intent of stealing a car.
After gaining entrance into one of the
vehicles parked there, he pushed what
he thought was the start button on the
dashboard. But the sedan he planned to
steal was a patrol car parked in the lot
behind the police station, and the button
he pushed proved to be the siren. As the
siren wailed at full blast, he was prompt-
ly arrested and thrown in jail.

September 1932. The volunteer fire
department bought a brand-new pump-
er truck and proudly invited the citizens
down to the coal mine pond to see how
well it worked. While the crowd cheered,
the pumper sent a stream of water high
into the air, but sparks from its motor ex-
haust ignited dry leaves on the ground.
Flames enveloped the new truck. Sadly,
the firefighters sent the blackened truck
back to St. Louis for repairs and a new
paint job.

April 1939. IIl with pneumonia and believing he
would live only a short time longer, a sharecropper
known as J. H. Howard made his “deathbed confes-
sion” when he told officials in Marked Tree, Arkansas,
that he had escaped from prison at McAlester, Oklaho-
ma, 20 years earlier while serving a 20-year sentence.
But he was hurried to a hospital in Memphis and given
sulphapyridine, a new treatment for pneumonia. He re-
covered from the illness and Oklahoma officers sent for
his return to prison.

June 1938. Herbert Bendon, 65, conducts his rela-
tions with the law with politeness and dignity. “This is
Herbert Bendon,” he phoned to a police station. “I'm
over at Third Avenue and I'm drunk again. Send over
the same cop that took me the last time, please.” “Thirty
days in the workhouse,” ruled the magistrate.

Police in Knoxville, Tennessee, received a call from a
homeowner stating “There’s a war going on next door.”
Arriving at the scene, they found a perplexed mother
and a soapy boy. “I was giving him his bath,” she ex-
plained to the officers, “and he didn’t like it much.”

“Worry is the first time you can’t do it a second
time; panic is the second time you can’t do it
the first time.”

Anon
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Open 7 days a week for

all your fuel needs - We

look forward to seeing
you in the neighborhood!

Fuel Mart

(256) 213-7250

804 Holmes Avenue at 5 Points

A Large Variety of Local Craft Beers
from Huntsville Breweries:

* Rocket Republic
* Straight to Ale
* Yellow Hammer

WE ARE WISHING OUR GOOD CUSTOMERS
A SAFE AND HAPPY 2021
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Krystal in the 1940s

by Ted Roberts

The sad thing was that she
passed away on the 15th - and
nobody seemed to notice but
me. Not a soul mentioned it
but me. "She's gone, I tell you
- lights out - no cars in the lot.
Big "For Rent" sign in front.”

"Oh, you're just having a
bad day. There's plenty of them
left. C'mon man."

I stared in disbelief. No-
body cared but me. Naturally,
nobody had my kind of rela-
tion with her but me. In the late
40s, for 25-cents you could get
four of 'em for a quarter; "with
extra onion and pickle, please".
This encounter was usually on
the way home from swimming
lessons at the Y.

Who could forget the
steamy, soggy bun enclosing
a thin sliver of meat - those
chopped, not sliced, onions?
There was nothing like it. You
dare not call it a hamburger.

This is not one of those
tire-sized, sloppy burgers
that wouldn't fit into a horse's
mouth and soaked your shirt
with a mix of mayo and to-
mato juice. This was a neat,
little thing that fit in your shirt
pocket. It was not a hamburger

“Never have more
children than you have
car windows.”

Erma Bombeck

any more than a crayfish was
a lobster. It was “sui generis”,
which means - if you're a stu-
dent of Latin - one of a kind.
(Every chef should know this).
Then there's that old classic:
"There's nothing like a dame" -
uh I mean "Krystal". Yes, that’s
what I'm talking about - the
Krystal - the heart of my cu-
linary life since I could fish a
nickel and pennies out of my
pocket with the hole in it.
When we were kids, Krys-
tals were so universal that they
substituted for currency. Like:
Two Krystals say that Notre
Dame will win by 14 this Satur-
day. In those poverty stricken
years a hamburger, due to a
post recession economy, was
a skinny slab of beef on a bun
baked without enough yeast.
So a Krystal was the ultimate.
But somehow with a flavor con-
cocted in Hamburger Heaven.
“Let’s go get a sandwich” in
my boyhood meant, “Let’s go
get a Krystal”.
But then came the war and
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suddenly, due to plenty of jobs,
pockets jingled with change.
Besides the old mom and pop
sandwich shops, the chains
with their drippy, hard to eat,
mouth-challenging burgers hit
the street. But they weren’t the
same to me. They were meals
artificially mounted mountain-
ously on bread.
There was no way you
could eat one and read the pa-
er at the same time without
avoring your clothes in mayo,
pickle and onion, which caused
you to lose valuable friends
and incur cleaning bills more
expensive than your weekly
hamburger bill.
None of this helped the big
K, but they’re still marching on
with their miniature, inexpen-
sive fare. Consider also their
contribution to the culture.
Today’s new culinary term is
“slider”, only recently estab-
lished in the language. Well,
guess who was selling “sliders”
in 1940? And they were only a
nickel!

“When It’s Time to Buy or Sell
Your Home, Give Us a Call!”

Call John Richard at

(256) 603-7110

WAIN

BERKSHIRE HATHAWAY

HOME SERVICES
RISE REAL ESTATE

Team Ricrarp ReaLrors

SINCE 1972

www. TeamRichardRealtors.com

teamrichard@comcast.net
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Some Good News from 2020

by John E. Carson

Hey folks, your favorite
four-legged ex-con here! I got a
question for you - why are you
so hung-dog?

Cause I gotta tell you, this
past year has not been all bad. I
know it is hard to see that right
now with people put out of
business, out of their JOBS and
many put out of life. In our own
house, we almost lost the Mister
and the Missus this year and we
have housed the homeless and
jobless among our children and
siblings. But after two hospital-
izations for my main person and
his wife, we are thankful to have
them back home. I swear I did
not know what to do while they
were gone or if | would see them
again.

When I was homeless and
living on the streets, abandoned
by my family, I wondered if any-
one cared. I wandered the hood
looking for scraps to eat and wa-
ter to drink and pined for the
people that left me behind.

When I was arrested (picked
up) for vagrancy and sent to the
Big House (City Pound) I had no
idea that it was a blessing in dis-
guise. You see, no one wanted to
take a chance on me. But I had
food and water and lots of com-

pany!

Then one
* day, some-
| one took that
chance and
brought  me
to their home.
That was six
. years ago and
in that time
both of our
lives have
changed. To-
gether we have
. made friends

all over the city
of Huntsville. I have fans even
my person doesn’t. Of course, I
am the better looking one. To-
gether with some other good
friends we created Rescue Me,
a non-profit that matches up
shelter dogs and Veterans who
suffer from PTSD and related
conditions. We have made a dif-
ference in someone’s life.

In addition to my person still
being with us, something else
happened this year; my breed
was finally included in the West-
minster Dog Show! Not that am
a blue nose but since there are so
few of me in the United States
and only two of us in Huntsville,

it is nice to be recognized as a
citizen.

I am a Kookierhondje, that’s
Dutch for Caged Dog. We origi-
nally came from Border Collie
and Spaniel blood and appeared
in paintings by Rembrandt and
Jan Steen in the 19th century. We
can be traced back to Holland in
the 1600s. We were very popular
in Holland in the 17th and 18th
centuries.

We are small, agile, intel-
ligent and love to hunt. We
make great companions to fami-
lies and kids and are awesome
watchdogs as well as herders.
You can see the family resem-
blance in all of us in our red
and brown markings on a white
double coat. We are known as a
“Velcro” dog as we stay close to
our master. Long black hairs at
the end of ears, called “earrings”
are one way to identify us.

The word Decoy comes from
the work we do attracting ducks
with our white fan tails, De kooi.

Forgive me, I do go on! But
the point I wanted to make is
never give up! It's always dark-
est just before dawn and some-
times when you wonder if things
could get worse, something good
comes along to surprise you!

Was it making it to Westmin-
ster that was the most important
thing? No, it was that the people
in my life are still there.

Keep Looking Up!
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Mary’'s Rugs
Grand Opening Sale

Wednesday Feb. 3rd - Sunday Feb. 7th

20% Off Any Rug Priced $50 or more plus
Free Gift with any purchase of $10 or more

We were located at Limestone Flea Market for the past 15 years.
The market has closed but we are now in a new location!
Come see us at 6025 Highway 72 East in Gurley, Al next door to
El Coyote Restaurant

#2000 |

We specialize in very
Good Prices & Quality!

We have a very Large _q} B l

256-714-6681 4
selection of ALL size /'® S
RUGS!

-
[

Rugs, Runners,
kitchen mats, door
mats, washable rugs
in all sizes.

Blankets, Sheet sets,
socks, diabetic socks,
collegiate socks

SHOP LOCAL, SHOP SMALL BUSINESS! THANK YOU.

Visit us at Facebook at Mary’s Rugs (256) 714-6681

Open Wednesday through Saturday 10:00 - 6:00, Sunday 10:00 - 4:00 pm
) Closed Monday and Tuesday Iy
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Baby Love

by M. D. Smith, IV

We were newlyweds, as I began my
junior year at the University of Alabama
in 1961.

My new bride of three months and I
made the best of the University's married
student's WWII army barrack apartment,
called Riverside. She did an excellent job
of decorating. We got help from parents
with a new bed and later a window AC
unit in the bedroom to at least sleep in
Tuscaloosa's oppressive heat.

When you're young, five months still
seems like a long time, and by October,
Judy said, "I would love for us to have
a baby." I was terrified. I assured her we
needed to wait longer and for her to stay
on the birth control pills.

When she found a pair of free black
and white kittens and wanted to keep
them, I agreed, feeling it would satisfy
her mothering instincts. It worked -- for
a while.

By spring of 1962, the cats were
grown and a baby was back in discus-
sions. New brides can be very persuasive
if they catch a man in a weak moment of
love and affection. It was summer when I
finally agreed, and Judy got pregnant the
very next month. (This was a precursor
of which I had no idea).

“Starbucks says they are going to
start putting religious quotes
on their cups.

The very first one will say, ‘Jesus!
This coffee is expensive!’”

Conan O’Brien

At twenty-one and Judy, twenty, we were a young
couple with no idea of dealing with a baby. We read
books and she told me what her doctor said. That was
the extent of our knowledge. We read about Braxton-
Hicks, false labor pains. The book said, when they were
real, you'd know. We didn't want to be foolish and go
to the hospital too soon. But we damn sure didn't want
to be too late.

I've got to say, it was a warm and loving Valentine's
Day we spent at the University. I had the same monthly
allowance from before I got married. That was the deal.
I had two part-time jobs at radio stations that brought
in enough extra for a night out to eat at Morrison’s Caf-
eteria and a movie once a week. Valentine’s night was
Thursday in 1963, and we got unique heart desserts at
Morrison’s. Later that night, I drew a heart on Judy’s
big round belly with a red felt marker. Baby was mov-
ing a lot by then.

By the ninth month in April, I was taking some easy
electives, including a pottery class. I learned to throw
clay on a wheel in my class dominated by female stu-
dents. I have a kiln and clay in my basement to this
very day. An excellent hobby for kids, as it turned out.
But I digress.

You MIGHT BE STUCK INSIDE
BUT YOU CAN STILL DANCE!

With Love and
Gratitude to our
Doctors and
Nurses and
Hospital Staff
Everywhere.

OSCAR & MARIA LLERENA
HUNTSVILLE HIGH CLASS OF 1966




Sunday morning, the 21st of April 1963,
Judy woke me at five a.m., saying she’d
started labor pains. We both got up and 1
put on my watch to time the pain’s dura-
tion and time apart. We called the doctor
on the only phone on the living room wall
at seven and again at eight-thirty when he
said, “Go ahead to Druid City Hospital
and check-in.”

We called both our sets of parents “col-
lect” on our phone. All gladly accepted
long-distance charges to hear the news.
We were off, arriving at nine. Six hours
seemed like forever before I got the news
at three p.m. in the waiting room that I had
an eight-pound son. Wow, a boy. We al-
ready decided if it were, he’d be M.D.S., V.
The fifth in the Smith line.

All our parents arrived that after-
noon to congratulate us and see their new
grandson. I bought a box of cigars with
blue wrappers saying, “It’s a boy!”

The week Judy was in the hospital,
I was back in school. Took cigars to my
classes. In the pottery class, an attractive
female student on the wheel next to me
said, “Wow. I didn’t even know you were
married. I like you, but I guess you're off
the market.”

To this day, I'm not sure ex-
actly what she meant. If T hadn’t
been married, perhaps I'd have
noticed her friendliness. I visit-
ed Judy and the baby every day
for a week. A week was the cus-
tomary time for new mothers in
the hospital.

Upon leaving the hospital
the next Saturday, the nurse
told us, “See you next year.”
We both agreed, no possible
way. Mainly I was graduating,
and we were moving to Hunts-
ville with baby Dee.

“Inside me there’s a thin
person struggling to get
out, but | can usually
sedate her with four or
five carrot cake
cupcakes.”

Bev Thomas, Arab

; @111:1 I'H__

Healrs, o
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Those first few weeks at 21C Riverside with a new
baby scared us as new parents. I can’t tell you the
times he was sleeping in his crib in our bedroom and
we got up to make sure he was breathing. Don’t let
him get diaper rash. Judy kept our washing machine
busy. No Pampers in those days.

They say, “Love finds a way.” And in our case,
I guess so because 19 months later, near Thanksgiv-
ing 1964, our second son (of seven boys and one girl)
was born in Huntsville. At least the Druid City nurse
wouldn’t be involved saying, “I told you so.”

gf Office Printing

a’s) .

.

Social lnvitations
Labels & Tags
Promotional ltems

PRANTING : Full Color Printing
SERVICES « BIC Products

INCORPORATED :
« Business Checks

3308 Seventh Avenue, SW, Huntsville, AL 35805
256.534.4452 Fax: 256.534.4456
email: linprint@lindasprinting.com

% www-lindasprinting-com
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Downsizing?

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

BEAUTIFUL HOMES.
> MOVING IS A MAJOR
G Q/’) EVENT IN YOUR LIFE
AND WE CAN MAKE

SURE IT IS A GOOD
PROCESS FOR YOU.

CALL TO SEE HOW
WE CAN HELP.

2313 Market Place - Huntsville, AL 35801

() &

LEVOY SMARTT - (256) 533-6457
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Love at First Sight

by Charita Smith Avery

ey

‘é.' ‘:I‘" ”

He did some checking and found
out who she was and that she went
to Fifth Street Baptist Church (now
known as Jackson Way Baptist). One
Sunday, he went in during service,
found where she was sitting and sat
down beside her. Long story short,
Uncle Jesse and Aunt Bea married
and reared five children together. An-
other example of "Love at First Sight."

In 1925, my sister Mildred was
born, when Mother was only 16 years
old. Three years later, my brother,
Edward, was added to this crowded

=y household. By this time, they had

moved from a house on Oakwood

~— Avenue into the mill housing and

My mother, Annie Mae Sexton and my dad, Albert
Duey Smith were married for 48 years before Dad died of a
heart attack in March 1972 at age 74. They had both grown
uF in Jackson County, Alabama. Daddy, the youngest child
of a family of seven children, was born In January 1898.
Mother was born in July 1909, the oldest of three girls. From
the stories I hear, Mother's family had a much harder life
than Daddy's. Mother's mom died when Mother was only
thirteen, and she had to step in as housekeeper, cook and
mother to her two younger sisters. Her daddy was not a
very loving father, so the girls had it very hard with no
mother to guide them.

One day Daddy was, for reasons unknown to me, vis-
iting Mother's farm when he saw this shy young girl (my
mother), whom he did not know, peeking out from the
side of the house. Daddy told the friend with him, "That's
the girl I'm going to marry," and he kept his word. It was
"Love at First Sight." There was quite an age difference -
when they married in 1924, Mother was 15 and Daddy
was 26 years of age. The age difference had to be some-
what of a problem; but, added to that. Daddy agreed to
bring both Mother's younger sisters to live with them in
Huntsville, where they moved for jobs in the Lincoln Tex-
tile Mill. That tells you the kind of man my Daddy was. He
was determined to get those children out of a bad home
situation.

An interesting story was about one of the sisters, Bea-
trice. One day while walking down Oakwood Avenue, the
man who would turn out to be her future husband, Jesse
Wilbanks, was riding by with a friend and he said to the
friend, "One day I'm going to marry that girl."

“We sleep in separate rooms, we have dinner apart,
we take separate vacations. We’re doing every-
thing we can to keep our marriage together.”

Rodney Dangerfield

Daddy was father to 2 young children
and 2 teenage girls.

In 1942, I was added to the fam-
ily. By this time both Mother’s sisters
had married and left home. Mildred
was sixteen and Edward was thir-
teen. I had lots of attention from ev-
eryone, including a brother-in-law,
Elmo Hastings, after my sister mar-

%ARLISLE GALLER%

AND GIFT
IN FIVE POINTS

(256) 534-5854

Neighborhood Card & Gift is
now Carlisle Gallery and Gift.
Same unique Cards & Gifts,
with even more.

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

801 Holmes Ave., Huntsville
Directly across Holmes from
Tenders, in the Carlisle Gallery

Owned & Operated by
% Theresa Carlisle
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ried when I was only four years
old. My parents were very loving to
me —maybe more so because they
were older when I was born and 1
was very much like an only child.

I particularly have fond memo-
ries of times with my Daddy sitting
on his lap in front of the old radio
listening to Gabriel Heater in the
evening. Of course, I wasn’t really
interested in the program, but, how
safe and loved I felt nestled in Dad-
dy’s arms.

Mother and Daddy both worked
in the cotton mill and I understand
it was very hard work. I believe they
had to make a quota. Mother told
me how hot and tired she would be
(no air-conditioning) and Daddy
would leave his position in another
area of the mill to come help her
catch up on her job.

They are both in Heaven now,

Affordable Funeral Package
but they left a loving legacy of Startlng at $5’995
what a married couple and parents

should look like. The only one left is Direct Cremations starting at $1095

my sister, Mildred, who just turned
94 in November and now lives in

Regency Assisted Living. She is like Please Call for more Information:
a second mother to me since she

is sixteen vyears older than I—the
same diffelyence in age as she and (256) 51 8'91 68
Mother were.

I feel blessed to still have her Ham pton Cove Funeral Home

with us and I dread having to give

her up, since it will be almost like and Crematory

losing my mother all over again.
Mildred and her husband were

married for 53 years before Elmo 6262 Hwy. 431 South * Hampton Cove, Al
died, and my husband Buddy and
I were also married 53 years before

he died in 2014.

Some people say there’s no (256) 533-7599
such thing as love at first sight, “ e ' 800 Holmes Ave.
but these examples of people : Five Points
close to me make me a believ- '
er.

How different the world
would be if more parents
could leave a legacy of a long
loving marriage such as these
for their children.

- (256) 585-1725
Where the 815 Madison St.

Gféfb&!f,ﬂ" (256) 721-3395
Kickin ! 527 Wynn Dr. NW

ine- I (256) 464-7811
Dine-In or Carry Out! 101 Intercom Dr-

“All right, everyone line
up alphabeticaliy accord- | | Yes We Cater!

ing to your height!” Open Mon-Sat 10am - 9pm ** Closed Sunday
Casey Stengel Some of the best tastin’ chicken anywhere!
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Houses, Houses, Houses

by Charlie Lyle

My dad never believed in owning a home.
He said that repairs were too expensive dur-

ing the Depression Days.

Some firsts: First was Huntsville Hospital
and the first baby born there was L. Miller,
Jr. in about 1928. The first house that I lived
in was on Williams Street. The second house

was a little white frame house where
California meets Whitesburg Drive. My
father, mother, brother, grandmother,
sister and I all lived there. That house is
still there. I would lie on the front yard
grass and look at the stars. We had a
Collie named Pal. I was playing in the
front yard when a mad dog came into
the yard. The dog was going to bite me
but my dog Pal came to my rescue and
the dog bit him instead. Pal saved my
life but unfortunately he contracted ra-
bies and died.

Mr. Saddler lived next door and he
raised chickens. | would stomp throuih
the weeds over to his house and he
would give me an egg to take home for
mama to cook for me.

From there we moved to a boarding
house on Madison and Gates Street.
There we played Monopoly. I remem-
ber going to the Lyric Theater and see-
ing a serial and space movies. Our next
place to move to was on Russel Hill.
It was like living in the country. Next
door lived some kids that I played with.
They had country ways and taught me
such things as corn-cob battles and how
to drink out of a dipper.

The next move was to N. Rose Dr.

in Westlawn. Then to Quietdale on Meridian Street.
Then to Big Cove Rd. where we lived in a house
owned by Luke Matthews. The farm had a pony.
After that a business opportunity caused dad-
dy to move to Mobile. We First lived on Oakland
Terrace. A famous boxer named Jack Dubois lived
down the street from us. We finally had a house

|

A SPECIAL THANK YOU TO OUR WRITERS,
EVERYDAY PEOPLE WHO SEND IN
THEIR MEMORIES..

WE COULDN'T DO IT WITHOUT You!

A Book You Will
Remember

African-American  History
Month observations often do
not include a Christian rationale
for slavery or how some Euro-
pean-Americans helped during
and after slavery.

This book was written by
author Leila Jaden, a 70-year
old African-American woman
who was born and raised in Ala-
bama during the Jim Crow Era.

It provides information about how some European

Americans view African Americans
and how negative stereotypes can be
changed. Anyone who would like to
hear more than talk about racism
should read this book to gain ad-
ditional information about African-
American life during that period in
United States history.

Available on Amazon Author: Leila Jaden




built on Westwood Drive, our first real
house.

News of Redstone Arsenal was heard
as far away as Mobile. Guess what? We
moved back to Huntsville and took up
residence in a four-plex apartment on
Gates Street. We had the top north one
and Xea and Judge Blanton ﬁad the one
below. We heard the news about Pearl
Harbor there.

The Church of the Nativity, Episcopal
has a children's playground on that spot
now. Huntsville Clinic was on the corner.
A friend of mine, Harry Coons, lived a
block or two over.

Well, the next house was in an area I
loved. It was a block from town on the
corner of Gates and Franklin Street (a
big white frame house). There was just
one big problem, it looked a lot like
Laughlin Funeral Home which was a
block over on Madison Street. One day
my folks and I walked into our living
room to find several people standing
around and when I asked if I could help
them, they equally enthusiastically re-
plied, "Where's the body"?

The next move in this area took us
to a terribly ugly brick two-story house.
We rented, of course, upstairs owned
by Jean and Rube Robinson. Ironically
this area is where Alabama joined the
Union. The historic marker is still there.

Since I am coming to near the end of
this article, I would like to mention some
of my rich neighbors new and old that
live on that wonderful Franklin Street.
There were the Gerons, Stocktons, Yar-
broughs, Lewters, Lowes, Chases, Price,
Winton, Garth, van Valkenburgs and
the old Mims house two houses left.

After that, we moved into a house
on Sanders Road in 1957. My mother
finally got her wishes for a new house.
Ironically, she died in 1957 a few months
later and Dad died two months later. A
few of our wonderful neighbors there
were the Joshlins (Bob is currently the
Mayor of Arab), Robert Lowerys, Mar-
garet Cole, and Ralph and Marge Burt.

From there we moved to my present
location on Westbury Drive and have
lived there for thirty-seven years. This
being my last move. Thank the Lord.
We live close to everything that one
could need or want.

One can’t help but feeling just a wee
bit insecure moving as much as we did
but I am here to stay.
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Addendum: after the Quietdale move, we moved
to 432 Newman Avenue. There we had several things
happen to us. One, my brother buzzed our house
while in the Air Force, and I experienced my first kiss.

Some of our neighbors who lived there were the
Pitzs, Wardens and the Todds.

“There is a theory which states that if ever
anyone discovers exactly what the Universe is for
and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and
be replaced by something even more bizarre and
inexplicable. There is another theory which states
this has already happened.”

Douglas Adams

L

?ILL POOLE REALTY ~ reauor”
Commercial “Broker : L
ol Bill Poole
100 Church Street, Office 256.533.0990
Suite 525 . Home 256.880.2000
Big Spring Summit Cell  256.651.1349
Huntsville, Al 35801 Fax  256.534.1234

EMAIL BILL@BILLPOOLEREALTY.COM

William M. Yates, CLU

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

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

In Business since 1974

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net

Mack Yates Agency, Inc.

-il 411-B Holmes Ave. NE Huntsville, Al 35801 &
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A Grateful
Cat

From 1873 Newspaper

A cat in a local cottage had
taken poison and come in a
pitiful state of pain to seek its
mistress' help. A neighbor try-
ing to kill barn rats had thrown
out poisoned meat. The little
cat, in a hungry state, ate much
of the rancid food.

B&W AUCTION

The fever and heat
was so great that it
dipped it own paws
into a pan of cool
water, an almost un-
heard-of proceeding
in the water-hating
cat.

The cat’s mistress
wrapped the patient
in wet linen, fed it
with gruel, nursed it and doc-
tored it all next day and for five
nights after.

The little cat recovered, and
could not find ways enough to
show its gratitude to its loving
owner.

One evening the lady had
gone upstairs to bed, when a
mew at the window roused
her, she got up and opened it,
finding the cat with a mouse
in its mouth. It had climbed up
a pear tree which was nailed
against the house. It laid the

Climate-Controlled
Smoke-Free Facility
Building is Always Full!

mouse at its mistress' feet and
went away.

For more than a year the cat
continued to bring its tributes
to her. Even when it had kittens
they were not allowed to touch
this reserved share, and if they
attempted to eat it the mother
would give them a little tap
that said, "That is not for thee,"

After a while, however, the
mistress accepted the gifts with
a pleased look and restored the
mouse. The cat permitted her
offspring to take the prey, after
it had served its purpose in her
eyes.

The people who doubted
the memory of a grateful cat
were very surprised. Here was
arefined feeling of gratitude re-
membered for years after, quite
disinterred, and placed above
the natural instincts (always
strong in a cat) toward her own
offspring.

e
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THANK YOUITO ALL OUR BIDDERS, BUYERS, & CUSTOMERS FOR
HELPING US MAINTAIN OUR BUSINESS THROUGH THE PANDEMIC.

WE CURRENTLY HAVE NO AUCTIONS SCHEDULED FOR THE MONTH
OF FEBRUARY, BUT KEEP AN EYE ON OLD HUNTSVILLE MAGAZINE,
AUCTIONZIP.COM, & FACEBOOK FOR DATES AND LISTING DETAILS

COMING IN THE EARLY-SPRING!

*For pictures, listings, details, and directions log onto
www.auctionzip.com ~ Auctioneer Locator I.D. #5484. Call us for

any questions, inquiries, and seating at 256-837-1559!

BE SURE TO FOLLOW & LIKE US ON FACEBOOK AS WELL!
356 Capshaw Rd.,Madison, Al 35757

Wilson Hilliard, ASL#97 Bill Ornburn, ASL#683 Rodney Schrimsher, ASBA #2650

ANTIQUES -

FURNITURE -

COLLECTIBLES -

GLASSWARE
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Supenstitions
Mbout Cats

* To see a white cat on
the road is lucky. - American
superstition

* Fisherman's wives kept black cats
while their husbands went away to sea.
They believed that the black cats would

revent danger from occurring to their

usbands. These black cats were con-
sidered so valuable that they were often
stolen.

* It is considered bad luck to pass a
black cat after 9 pm.

* In North America, it's bad luck if
a black cat crosses your path and good
luck if a white cat crosses your path. In
Britain and Ireland, it's the opposite.

*If a black cat walks towards you, it
brings good fortune, but if it walks away,
it takes the good luck with it.

* If you see a one eyed cat, spit on
your thumb, stamp it in the middle of
your palm and make a wish. The wish
will come true.

*Itis bad luck to cross a stream while
carrying a cat.

* In ancient Japan it was thought that
somewhere on the tail of a cat there was
a single hair that would restore life to a
dying person.

* InSweden, there is a myth that cats
turn into super spirits when they die.

* According to the Buddhist religion,
the body of the cat is the temporary rest-
ing place of the soul of very spiritual
people.

* Some people believe that cats en-
gage in astral travel even in life. They
also believe that if a cat adopts you, 1t
will stay with you forever, even after
death.

*Folklore says that if a witch becomes
human, her black cat will no longer re-
side in her house.

*Back in ancient days, the Druids
thought black cats were human beings.
These humans in cat form were being
punished for evil deeds they had com-
mitted in past lives.
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Dreaming of Cats

*If you dream of a tortoiseshell cat,
you will be lucky in love.

* If you dream of a ginger cat, you
will be lucky in money and business.

*If you dream of a black and white
cat, you'll have luck with children; may
also mean the birth of a child.

* If you dream of a tabby, you will
have luck for your home and all who
live there.

* If you dream of a multicolored cat,
you will have luck making friends.

* A dream of two cats fighting means illness or a quar-
rel.

* Seeing a black cat in your dream indicates that you
are experiencing some fear in using your psychic abilities
and believing in your intuition.

* To dream of a gray cat means to be guided by your
intuition.

* If you dream about a cat with no tail, then it means
lost incf:ependence.

*If you dream of an aggressive cat, it suggests that you
are having problems with the feminine aspect of yourself.

* To dream of being badly scratched by a cat means
sickness and trouble.

*If you heard the noise of alley cats in your dream, it
is a warning to avoid an indiscreet acquaintance in your
immediate circle.

* If you hear the scream or the mewing of a cat, a false
friend 1s trying to do you harm.

*To dream of seeing a cat and snake on friendly terms
signifies the beginning of an angry struggle with a lover.

* American folklore has it that dreaming of a white
cat is good luck. It also means luck in creativity, spiritual
matters and spell craft.

* In Spain, a dream of two cats looking at you through
a window means you will be having twins.

* 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

v 1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million &




Old Huntsville Page 40

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

A Love Story

by Tom Carney

“April 11, 1862: On the
morning of April 11, General
Mitchel's division took posses-
sion of Huntsville. There was
no opposition, only a few sick
and wounded Confederates
in town. They entered at day-
break, first taking possession
of the railroad. The Southern
was just coming in, having on
board 150 Confederate soldiers,
some wounded going home on
leave. The train endeavored to
make its escape but was fired
on by two cannons. All aboard
were taken prisoner. The well
soldiers were confined to the
depot house and the wounded
remained in the railroad cars.”

This is how Jane Chadwick,
writing in her diary, described
the events of that day, thus
marking the beginning of one of
the strangest legends in Hunts-
ville's colorful history.

Emily McClung was at
the depot that morning when
the cannons opened fire on
the train. Her fiance had been
wounded at the battle of Vicks-
burg and was coming home to
recuperate when the train was
captured that morning.

She watched with terror
as the blue-coated invaders
herded John and the other pris-
oners to the depot at the points
of bayonets.

John and Emily had been

childhood sweethearts for as
long as anyone could remem-
ber. People used to tease their
families that if John ever got
lost, all they had to do was to
find Emily; John was sure to be
close by.

When the war began John
enlisted into the Confederate
Army, postponing their plans
for marriage.

When Emily received word
that John had been wounded
and was coming home, she im-
mediately started making plans
for their wedding.

Years later, people would
talk about how sad it was to
watch Emily standing off at a
distance, staring at the depot
with tears in her eyes while
John would stand in the win-

dow helplessly looking back at
his love.

The other prisoners, upon
learning of John and Emily’s
plight, began conspiring to help
John escape. Word was passed
to Emily that she should be
waiting across the road from the
depot at the stroke of midnight.

Late that night, John put
on a Yankee officer’s uniform,
and while the other prisoners
created a loud commotion, he
walked boldly out the front
door. Walking slowly at first in
order not to draw attention to
himself, he made his way across
the road.

But upon seeing Emily wait-
ing for him, John, unable to wait
any longer, began running to-
ward her, with his arms spread.

)
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A Union guard, seeing what he
thought was a fleeing prisoner,
ordered John to halt. When John
continued to run, the guard
opened fire. After firing the
tirst round, the guard noticed
another figure across the road.
The gun roared again, leaving
both Emily and John lying in the
road, dead.

The Union soldiers placed
their bodies in an empty rail-
road car until they could make
arrangements to bury them.

The next morning, a burial
detail went to remove the bod-
ies, but they were gone. A guard
had been posted all night and it
would have been impossible for
anyone to approach the railroad
car without being seen.

An alert was sounded, but
the bodies were never found.

1884 - People waiting to
buy tickets at the depot told of
seeing a young couple walk-
ing and holding hands late one
night. The man was dressed in
an old-fashioned Federal uni-
form. When the couple were
approached, they disappeared.

1890 - A man by the name of
Dilworth buys the property and
builds a lumber supply store.
While building the store he
experiences problems with his
horses. Regardless of how well
they are fenced in, the horses
refuse to spend the night on the
property. Every morning, upon
arriving at work he would find
the fences torn down with the
horses standing across the road
trembling as if in terror.

1909 —Police are called to
the lumberyard. Neighbors

had called and complained of a
loud party, with people dressed
in Confederate uniforms. One
man was supposed to have
been dressed in blue, escorting
a beautiful young lady. The
police could not find any signs
of a party.

1933 — Mr. Dilworth is called
to the lumberyard early one
morning. It had been snowing
the night before and the night
watchman had found fresh
footprints in the snow. Mr.
Dilworth and the guard fol-
lowed the prints to where they
disappeared into the side of his
warehouse. After a complete
search, they were still at a loss
to explain the strange trail that
led to nowhere.

No one has ever been able
to offer an explanation for the
curious events surrounding this
legend.

Maybe there is no answer.
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Now there are 3 Ways
to Get your Magazines!

If you would like to
receive your copies of
“Old Huntsville” magazine
by email to your computer or
phone, Digital Subscriptions
are now available for $25 per
year. (12 issues)
Printed copies are still at all the
normal North Alabama
locations including Walmart,
Mapco and Walgreen’s.
Regular printed subscriptions
are mailed to you each month
as usual.

visit www.oldhuntsvillemag.com
to order, or call 256 534-0502 to
order via credit card
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“A successful man is one who
makes more money than his
wife could ever spend. A
successful woman is one
who can find such a man.”

Lana Turner, actress

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
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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FEBRUARY 14TH
by Barry Key

February 14th, a day ro-
mance and love fills the air. A
day we share our feelings of ad-
oration with the ones we cherish
most in life. It's a day that you
can write, or say, those intimate
little phrases that would nor-
mally give rise to; "What have
you bought now?", or "Honey,
did you wreck the car again?"

In grammar school when
it was taboo to show affection
toward the opposite sex, a Val-
entine Card with all sorts of
mushy words was perfectly ac-
ceptable. A card to that special
someone that you secretly ad-
mired would contain little red,
pink and yellow sugar hearts
printed with words like; love,
kisses, be my Valentine, etc.

Even boys swapped Valen-
tine cards but were very careful
about what words were written
inside. Sometimes with the card
would be a small colorful sucker
with the twisted paper handle.

In the late 1940s, my elemen-
tary school years, most kids
could not come up with the
money to buy cards for every
classmate, so teachers would
have colored craft paper for stu-
dents to make their own cards.

“Today there is a meeting
in the front and back of the
church. Children will be
baptized at both ends.”

Seen in local church
bulletin

Each student would design and
cut out his version of a Valentine
card...most of the time in the
shape of a heart.

Some of the cards were very
elaborate and were folded, so
when unfolded would form
the shape of a heart. On one
side would be your classmate's
name, and the other side those
special words depending on
who the card was going to.
Some of the classmates would
draw pictures representing
animate and inanimate objects.
Some of the classmates, lack-
ing artistic talent, would cut
pictures out of magazines and
paste them inside their cards,
the most common as I remem-
ber, a picture of Cupid.

Valentine's Day is not just a
day for the young, but also a day
for the "YOUNG AT HEART". It
is not a day you share with oth-
ers, as with a lot of celebratory
days, but a day you share with
just that special one. A day you
can just be yourselves without
feeling you have to entertain or
respond to others. A Valentine
card or a gift required? Not nec-
essarily as long as the affection

you proffer is sincere.

During my courtship of
Judy, and our first years of our
marriage, we would exchange
Valentine cards and an inexpen-
sive gift. I usually gave Judy a
piece of jewelry or clothing....
and always flowers and a box
of chocolate covered cherries.
Judy would give me something
related to hunting or fishing.
Several times during the day,
while wishing each other a hap-
py Valentine's Day, we would
share a romantic kiss.

That evening, we would
dress in our Sunday best clothes
and go to a nice restaurant that
we really couldn't afford in
those days. After dinner we
would take in a movie and a
night cap at a local bar. No
problem at all staying awake
well after midnight.

In our latter years of mar-
riage, we never buy gifts and
seldom exchange Valentine
cards. One of us will still buy a
bouquet of flowers to brighten
our home. As the day pro-
gresses, we will share a "Robert
Young/Jane Wyatt - Father
Knows Best" puckered lip kiss.

Laughlin Service _
Funeral Home and Crematory, Inc.
Serving Families since 1868

G

Locally owned and operated

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

Pre-planning your funeral is a good way to let your family
know your final wishes and take the burden off of them.
Call us for a free, no-obligation planning guide.

2320 Bob Wallace Avenue

(256) 534-2471
www.laughlinservice.com

John Purdy
Loretta Spencer
Sarah Chappell




Our favorite thing for our eve-
nings is casual dress, an early
matinee and an early dinner.
We are usually home in time to
watch Liz on the local news and
partake in a nightcap of Irish
Coffee.

At times the discussion goes
like this; "I don't want to get
dressed, so let's go to Burger
King or Chick-fil-A, or better
still, just pick up a Pizza.” Pizza
sounds good and while we're
out, we can rent a romantic
DVD to watch while we are
eating". If it sounds like our
keeping of Valentine's Day has
diminished with age, in reality,
I don't know of any couple that's
more "YOUNG AT HEART.”

Over the years Judy and
I still get our share of Valen-
tine cards. For several years
we exchanged cards with the
grandchildren....and now we
exchange cards with the great
grandchildren. I must say that
things haven't changed much
in 70 years. Most of the cards
(and the ones we like most) are
hand made with hand drawn
pictures and hand printed mes-
sages with cherished little say-
ings. Sometimes you open the
card and there is a photo of the
kids in a cute pose or blowing a
kiss. The cards we give them, of
course, still have the little heart
shaped mints with the printed
Valentine messages. I guess as
long as there are young ones in
our family, Judy and I will al-
ways have a very special reason
to celebrate FEBRUARY 14th,
VALENTINE'S DAY.

“Men who have pierced ears
are better prepared for
marriage. They’ve
experienced pain and
bought jewelry.”

Rita Rudner
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The Famous Bon Air Restaurant Secret Recipe
for their popular Chocolate Chip Bread Pudding

Thanks to Delores Forsman for calling with this great recipe.
I gained about 4 pounds just typing it. It came from one of the
original cooks at Bon Air.

4-5 c. crumbled biscuits or day old French bread
6 eggs

3-4 c. whole milk

1-1/2 c. sugar

1 t. vanilla extract

1 t. cinnamon

1/2 t. nutmeg

3/4 t. salt

1 regular package chocolate chips
1 stick butter, melted

Chocolate syrup

Place bread pieces in sprayed 9x13 inch pan. Beat eggs,
milk, sugar, vanilla, cinnamon, nutmeg, salt and half of the
chocolate chips. Pour over bread crumbs. Pour melted but-
ter on top. Sprinkle with remaining chocolate chips.

Bake at 350 for 35 minutes and it’s golden brown. While
still warm pour 1 cup chocolate syrup on top.

Christmas Surprise e

for The Ark!

Hello, you would never guess
what a surprise we were for the Ark.
We know they see lots of animals that
need help but not usually all at once
on Christmas Eve. We were found as
homeless puppies with our mommy.
Mommy is a beautiful English Setter.
She is a very sweet dog. How we got
on the side of the road is still a mystery.
R Akind family found us and asked the
Ark if they would take us and mommy.
’ Ms. Kim is so sweet, she came and
gotall 11 of us. Our Mommy makes 11.
. We are not quite ready for adoption.

N Please if you don’t want puppies then
have your mama dog spayed. If you don’t want any puppies or dogs, please
don’t be cruel and abandon them.

Come to the Ark in about 3 weeks and We Will be Ready.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
139 Bo Cole Rd. 256.851.4088

Huntsville, Al 35806 Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 pm

L1
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principal for 30 years before retiring in 1977.
~ “Pop” was never used in his presence, but rep-
. resented his role in our lives as the extension
of the Daddy disciplinarians we had at home.

Monrovna nghShI
Class of ‘51

by Jean Brewer McCrady
in collaboration with
W. L. (Dub) Hoover

Seventy years have taken a toll
on the close-knit group of 23 that
was the Monrovia Class of ‘51.
Our periodic reunions dwindled
from a room full of classmates
and spouses to a mere handful in
recent years. Many are gone for
good, some live far away, some
have chosen to self isolate, even
before Covid required it. The
handful of hangers-on are Dub
Hoover, George (G.B.) Rudd,
Marcel Toon Land, James Whita-
ker, myself and Jack Morring, un-
til we lost him in 2019. But NOW
is not what this story is about.
It's about THEN — the way it was
when there were 23 of us.

There is something about
bonds formed in high school that
are different from other types
of friendships. Maybe it’s the
mutual experience of crossing
the line from child to adult that
creates those special ties. Dub
and I are sharing some things
from the Monrovia experience
that we think contributed to the
closeness of our little group while
preparing us for successful lives
beyond school.

At the top of that list, we
agree, was the life-forming teach-
ing, preaching, and discipline
by our Principal, Mr. C.W. (Pop)
Fanning, who was Monrovia’s

This will sound like science fiction today,
+ but Pop Fanning would walk the hall, tapping
- hisleg with along wooden paddle (with holes
for sting effect) as a visual reminder that he
was in charge and was prepared to prove it.
Every kid knew that an encounter with that
paddle was the first of two whoopin’s. The
next would be with a belt, razor strap, or maple
switch when they got home. The note that went
home with the offender was sufficient proof of
guilt, no questions asked. Today, the followup
action would be a string of lawsuits filed by
the parents. What a difference 70 years makes.

The paddle was not Pop Fanning’s only

weapon. There were lighter forms of punishment, and School As-

sembly on the bleachers in the gym was one of them. Some Assem-

blies included the whole 300 students, 1 thru 12 (Kindergarten had

not been invented yet); but the ones we dreaded most involved only

the upper grades. This usually meant someone had committed an
unpardonable sin —like stealing, showing disrespect to a teacher, skip-
ping class, or telling a falsehood. Mr. Fanning was a master intimidator
and had an arsenal of proclamations for shaming such “sinners.” Two
of his favorites that Dub remembers were: “Anyone who would steal
someone’s lunch is so small they’d have to tiptoe to scratch a snake’s
belly” and “Anyone who would cheat on a test is so small they could
sit on a cigarette paper and swing their feet off.”

The Assemblies had other purposes too. We heard repeated ser-
mons about life that were hard to dismiss or ignore. One of his regular
admonitions, designed to head-off dropouts, was: “If you go to school
long enough and study hard enough, someday you'll make $10 a day.”
That sounds like a misprint now, but to put it in perspective: In those
days, people who hired out to pick cotton, if they were highly skilled
and worked really hard for a long day, could earn up to $4.00. So the
very idea of earning $10 a day sounded like the impossible dream, but
one to be pursued. If Mr. Fanning said it could happen, we were prone
to believe it.

Here I need to offer a disclaimer. I promised Dub I would make it
clear, any time the spotlight is on him in this story, it is of my doing,

Licensed, Bonded, Insured Locally Owned and Operated
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not his. Here comes the spotlight.
Basketball was Monrovia’s claim
to fame in Madison County and
Dub Hoover was a major reason
for it. In his Junior year, 1950, he
was the only non-Senior among
the starting 5. That year Monrovia
was the County Champions, hav-
ing lost only 3 games that season,
two to Gurley and one to Rison.
In 1951 the Coaches voted Dub the
county’s Most Valuable Player.

For insight into that honor,
consider this example. We were
playing New Hope on our home
court; down one point with 2 or 3
seconds left on the clock. Dub stole
the ball at center court and threw
a Hail Mary, stripping the net just
as the buzzer sounded. The house
went wild and Dub gained several
new layers of heroism.

He then discovered that kind
of fame can get one in trouble, and
almost did. Here’s how — We had
a test coming up in Mrs. Faye Pet-
tus’s English class and she told Dub
if he didn’t do well on the test, he
would fail English. He responded
with, “You won't fail me; I play
basketball.” (The rule was, players
had to maintain passing grades in
all subjects to qualify for the team.)

Her response was, “You go
report to Mr. Fanning right now!”
He did, and when he got there, the
conversation went something like
this: Mr. Fanning: “Why are you
here?” Dub: “Mrs. Pettus sent me
because I told her she wouldn’t fail
me in English, because I play bas-
ket ball.” Mr. Fanning: “What did
you mean by that?” That gave Dub
just enough time to come up with
the quick answer: “I meant I'm
going to study really hard.” Mr.
Fanning (stifling a snicker): “Quick
thinking, you are dismissed.” Dub
fully expected contact with the
infamous paddle for smarting off
to a teacher, but his quick thinking
saved him. (Can you imagine that
scene? The star of the basketball
team getting his backside thrashed
with a wooden paddle!)

A basket ball slip-up that could
have gotten me into big trouble
happened during my senior year

while I was time keeper for our home games. A role my A+ standing
had earned me. Being enamored with one of the players created con-
siderable distraction from my time-keeping task, such that after one of
the time-outs, I forgot to re-start the stop-watch to time the balance of
that quarter. When I came to myself and realized the failure, without
acknowledging it to the coach, I made a quick guess at how much time
had passed since play resumed, started the watch and let it run for
another guessed-at balance of time, then blew the whistle as though all
was normal. To my surprise and delight, no one commented on the odd
length of that play interval. I couldn’t think of any good reason to confess
and risk losing my privileged job, so the incident remained my secret. I
have a certificate signed by Coach George M. Bates saying Jean Brewer
has been awarded the School Letter in Basketball for the year 1950-51.
Maybe I should’ve felt guilty accepting that, but I don’t recall that I did.

We had no Annual and no Prom (Pop Fanning didn’t allow danc-
ing), but there was a Junior-Senior class trip. Our Junior trip was to
D.C. and New York City. My standout memory is our getting stuck in
the revolving door at the Cornish Arms Hotel. We crowded into the
wedge-shaped stalls and stood there, expecting the door to revolve. No
one told us you have to push and walk to get to the other side. Dub’s
keenest memory is of getting separated from the group and wandering
around lost on the streets of NY. As dark approached, he hailed a cab
only to learn the driver had never heard of the Cornish Arms Hotel.
Together they eventually found it. As Seniors, our class trip was to Key
West. By then, we felt like world travelers.

If you haven’t done so lately, consider some quiet reflecting on your
own high school years and the bonds formed that you can still feel, even
in the absence of regular communication over the years. Ponder a bit
on the common experiences that made you a forever “family,” then go
a step further. Arrange a visit with one or more of those members and
relive some of the special moments and events of your shared youth.
Things that contributed in a powerful way to who you have been since
that graduation day so long ago.

Footnote: Monrovia School as pictured above, on Jeff Road halfway
between Hwy 72 and Hwy 53, had a life span of 53 years. It lost the
upper grades in 1958 with the opening of Sparkman. The announce-
ment of Mr. Fanning’s retirement in 1977 said this: “After prodding,
Fanning talked about the old, two-story, dingy school. The walls were
dull and dirty, he said. There was no central heat or air conditioning.
The bathrooms were about 50 yards out behind the school. It was torn
down 4 years ago.” (That would have been 1973). Last year I drove by
the school site to see the building being demolished that had replaced
our “old school”. A lot of things can come and go in 70 years.
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A LOVE STORY

by Austin Miller

Essie Shepard Phillips, born
in 1915, was one of eleven broth-
ers and sisters, four boys and
seven girls. In the late thirties,
Essie married Emmett Orville
Phillips. All Ryland families
were poor in those days but
Emmett's family owned a farm
and was better off than some.
It was not much of a farm but
a farm all the same. The land,
poor and rocky, was between
the two mountains on what is
now Dug Hill Road; the locals
call the area Possum Hollow.

Because the farm was sur-
rounded by mountains, people
teased the tamily about the sun
not coming up until noon and
having to wipe the owl manure
off their clocks every morning
before they could see what time
it was. A small white frame
house in the hollow is where
Essie and Emmett lived most of
their married life.

I remember Essie from the
first grade. She worked in the
lunchroom at Central School
and watched after me closely.

She would remind me about my
manners and if  had any kind of
mishap she was there to help. I
also remember her husband, he
was a friend of Daddy's; they
played basketball together at
Central School.

When he and Essie visited
Mrs. Shepard, Essie's mother
and our closest neighbor, he
would lay on his back on the
front porch, propping his head
against the wall with his arms
back over his head enabling his
hands to act as a cushion against
the brick siding. Anytime I saw
him out there I would go talk
to him. Usually my dog named
Old Shiner was with me and he
would tease me about turning
him into dog sausage.

He served in World War II. I
don't have the details of his war
record but he served in combat
in Italy. When he was stationed
in the U.S. before he went over-
seas, Essie moved near the Post
and got a job at Montgomery
Warg. After the war they came
back to their little home between
the mountains. One night he
came in late and went directly
to bed; the next morning Essie
found him dead. I remember the
funeral. I was too young to go

but I was in Shiloh churchyard
after the burial and I remember
some of the family walking by
crying. Essie cried at the men-
tion ot his name for years, there
is no doubt that she loved him
dearly.

Shortly after the funeral,
Emmett, Jr. was born. Essie
had no money and no means of
support so she moved in with
Mrs. Shepard and became our
closest neighbor for over 45
years. One day soon after she
moved in, she left Emmett, Jr.
with Mrs. Shepard, walked to
Ryland and flagged down the
morning east bound passenger
train to Huntsville. In the after-
noon she came back home with
ajob at Montgomery Ward. The
store at that time was located on
the north side of the Square; it
moved to the Parkway in 1959.

Essie sold men’s clothing her
entire career. Many years, she
was the top sales person for the
store and always the top in sales
for her department. She was a
hard worker and knew her job.
If there was a retail sales hall
of fame, there is no doubt that
Essie Phillips would be in it. If
Essie had been able to keep all
the profit she made for Mont-
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gomery Ward, she would have been a
wealthy woman.

After her husband died she never
dated or even as much as had lunch with
aman. She was a very attractive woman
who sold men’s clothing and there is no
doubt that she had many, many offers. I
don’t think she ever got over the loss of
her husband and besides that she was
totally devoted to her son. In the spring
of 1990, Essie was seventy-five years old
and still in good health.

I was walking by her house one Sun-
day morning after picking up the paper
at our mailbox on Ryland Pike. She must
have seen me on the way to get the
paper because she was standing in the
door waiting on me when I came back
by. She was beaming; the night before
she had attended her High School class
reunion at Gurley. There was a good
turnout and she visited into the wee
hours with old friends, some of whom
she had not seen in years. She said she
had been so excited that she had not
slept a wink all night. The thing she was
most excited about was getting to dance
with her old high school boy friends.

Sometimes, things change fast.
About four years later  was again walk-
ing up the drive after getting the paper.
This time, Emmett, Jr. was waiting out-
side to meet me. He said, “Austin can
you stop by and see Mother, she is not
doing well.”

I didn’t want to stop because I had
several other things to do and I was
in a hurry. I stopped anyway and we
had a good talk about old times. On
the wall above the sofa was a picture of
her husband in uniform, a picture that
always hung somewhere in the house. I
told her about my memories of him and
I remember thinking that after all these
years she still loves him as much now
as she did when he died nearly forty
five years ago. When I was leaving, she
asked me when I was going to move
back to Ryland. She said you know this
is your home and nobody else loves you
as much as we do! That was the last time
I saw her; she died three weeks later.

Essie was a good neighbor for nearly
half a century. In all those years there
was never a squabble or cross word
spoken between our families. I know
there were aggravations and miffs but
they were never exchanged. Essie loved
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to talk and confided her daily life to Mama and Daddy.
We knew all about the Shepards and Phillips, her ups and
downs at work, the names of her co-workers, the names
of all of her bosses and the details of in-house things that
went on at her work.

This helped me learn early that a good neighbor is a
blessing from God. If we had searched the world over,
I don’t think we could have found one better than Essie
Phillips. I am sorry to say that this story ends on a sad note.
Her beloved son Emmett Jr. died last week; he was sixty.
God gave Emmett a great personality and many talents.
In his tyouth he was an outstanding basketball player and
one of the best baseball pitchers in the county. He was
a good student and got his college degree from Athens
College, now Athens State University. He also attended
law school and did well but had to drop out before he
graduated because of money. There is no doubt that he
would have made an outstanding lawyer.

More importantly he had three fine children, a girl and
two boys. I didn’t have much contact with him in the last
few years but he was one of the boys that grew up on our
hill at Ryland and that alone gave him a special place in
my heart.

If you're alone and something gets lodged in your throat, do
the following:

1. Make a fist with one hand and place the thumb side against
your abdomen.

2. With the other hand, grab your fist and press your fist in and
upwards in sharp, thrusting moves.

Another method is to press your abdomen forcefully against the
back of a chair or a railing, forcing air out of your lungs and the object
will be expelled.
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Times Have Changed

When the community of Hurricane Creek acquired its first school bus, in the 1920s,
they must have thought they were really entering the modern age. When the bus got
stuck in mud holes, as it often did, students would unload and help push the bus out. Any
student caught misbehaving would be put off the bus and would have to walk home,
often a distance of four or five miles. There were few repeat offenders.

Those Days are long gone, but the folks at Atlanta Bread still believe in
offering the same dedicated, personal service that makes our city a special
place to live. And you can’t find better Chicken Tortilla Soup anywhere!
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Huntsville's neighborhood bakery cafe and business caterer

atlantabreadhuntsville.com | (256)922-2253 | 6275 University Drive, 35806




