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Lewter's Hardware More

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

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

While our prices have gone up shghtly 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




Little Richard -
Huntsville’s Legend

by John H. Tate

Many stories about famous
men will imply, or state right
out, that the reader will learn
the truth about "The man,
the myth and the legend." In
this story, we ask a straight-
forward question. "Why was
(Little Richard) Wayne Penni-
man buried in Huntsville, Ala-
bama?"

Born December 5, 1932, in
Macon, GA, his name was to
be Richardo Wayne Penniman;
however, the "o0" was left off
the birth certificate and he was
named Richard. He was the
third of twelve children. His
mother's name was Leva Mae
(Ne'e Stewart), and his father
was Charles "Bud" Penniman.

It is unclear how he got the
name '"Little Richard." One
story says that because of his
mischievous ways as a child,
his family nicknamed him "Lil
Richard." Another story says
that his father started calling
him "Little Richard" because he
was tall and skinny. One other
report says that Buster Brown

“I've learned that sometimes
all a person needs is a hand
to hold and a heart to
understand.”

Beth Johnson, Huntsville

of Buster Brown's Orchestra
named him Little Richard. Re-
gardless of his name origin, his
life's work made the name Lit-
tle Richard world famous.

(Little Richard) Wayne Pen-
niman passed on May 9, 2020
and after a graveside service,
he was laid to rest in Oakwood
Memorial Gardens, near the
Oakwood University campus
in Huntsville, Alabama.

David Person was the face
of the Penniman family during
Little Richard's funeral. David
came to Huntsville in 1981 to
attend Oakwood College, now
Oakwood University. David's
background as a professional
broadcaster, journalist, owner
of his media consulting busi-
ness and family ties led to the
Penniman family asking him
to be the Penniman family's
spokesperson during Little
Richard's funeral.

David has known Little
Richard's brother, Peyton Pen-
niman, for approximately thir-
ty years; and was once part
of the family by marriage. So,
along with his professional
qualifications, David is also in-
tricately connected to the Pen-
niman family. He said he was
honored to accept the family's
request to be the spokesperson
for the family.

Little Richard was from Ma-
con, Ga, has a home in Ten-
nessee and was professionally
based in California. Why was
Huntsville selected as Little
Richard's final resting place?

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,

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

Fax
(256) 533-9711

WILLS, PROBATE
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According to David Person,
"That decision was made by
the family because Richard
had very close ties to Oakwood
and some of Oakwood's more
prominent leaders. For exam-
ple, he and the former pastor
of the Oakwood University
Church, Pastor Eric Ward, had
a very good relationship and
had known each other for a
number of years. There are oth-
ers, other black Seventh Day
Adventist leaders that Richard
had a very good relationship;
and long-standing relationship
with."

David said that because of
the Covid-19 crisis, logistically,
it made more sense not to have
his funeral in California since
most of the family are in Hunts-
ville's geographical region.
Oakwood became the obvious
choice for the funeral because
of Little Richard's close con-
nection with Oakwood. Family
members live as close as Ten-
nessee; David did not want to
be any more precise than Ten-
nessee.

When asked if there was any
resistance to Little Richard's

funeral and burial in Oakwood
Memorial Gardens?

David said, "No, there was
no resistance. In fact, I would
say that the administration at
Oakwood was very excited and
pleased with the decision; and
were very happy to accommo-
date the Penniman family." Da-
vid took care not to overstate
his relationship with Little
Richard. “The first time I met
Richard, he came to my home
in Huntsville. He was in town
to perform at the Big Spring
Jam.” David laughed as he re-
called the visit. “We used to
own this home in Candlewood,
which is off University Drive
up a foothill. It was weird see-
ing this big, huge stretch lim-
ousine parked in front of our
townhouse.”

In a reflective tone and with
some fondness, David recounts
his interaction with Little Rich-
ard. “I will never forget; you
know it was my first encounter
with him. Of course, I had all
these many years of stored im-
ages, and of course, the percep-
tion that went along with those
images. It was just fascinating

to see how, unlike Richard
Penniman, the family friend,
was from Little Richard, the
rock and roll legend. He was
just very down-to-earth and in-
credibly soft-spoken, not at all
flamboyant, very nice and ac-
cessible.”

David continued by discuss-
ing the second time he spent
some time with Little Richard.
“When I think about the sec-
ond time I was with Richard, it
was because I interviewed him
for a project I was working on;
the interview took place in At-
lanta. Even though he was in
character, in terms of costume
and makeup, and the hair and
everything, there was an ele-
ment of that stage persona, but
he still was not that person. I
would say he was much a very

GLASS

For Any Purpose

PATTERNS
FOR-—

Table Tops
Dressers
Radio Tables
Desks
Mantles
Counters
Etc!

Al edges gruound
and prollahed

Cuall 364 and let
us make yvou an
eptimata,

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.




milder, calmer version of that
person; he was not that exag-
gerated persona that we have
seen through the years, even
though he was in costume.”

Addressing Little Richard’s
faith as a Seventh Day Adven-
tist, David said, “Some mem-
bers of the family embraced
the Seventh Day Adventist
faith quite a few years ago, I
think. Richard considered him-
self a Seventh Day Adventist
at heart, even prior to attend-
ing Oakwood.” David added,
“Prior to his final years, he at-
tended Seventh Day Adventist
churches regularly and when
he died, his membership was
with the Seventh Day Adven-
tist church in Fayetteville.”

In a final statement to the
readers, David said, “Toward
the end of his life, the part of
him that had the most meaning
to him - and that was the most
representative for him was
Richard the uncle, the surro-
gate father, the son, the brother
and the practicing Seventh-Day
Adventist Christian.”

According to published re-
ports, Little Richard converted
to Seventh Day Adventist af-
ter experiencing a frightening
flight while touring Australia
in 1957. He enrolled in Oak-
wood College to study for the
ministry, and in 1958 started
the Little Richard Evangelistic
Team. Little Richard married in
1959; he and his wife adopted a
son; they divorced in 1964.

Little Richard was a friend
to other performers; he helped
many in their careers and par-
ticipated in benefit concerts
for issues he believed. He was

“l was going to have
plastic surgery until |
noticed that the doctor’s
office was full of
portraits by Picasso.”

Rita Rudner

admired by and influenced the
Beatles, the Rolling Stones, Elton
John and many others. Seeing
the success of these performers,
some of whom worked for him
at one time, compelled him to
return to secular music.

Leon Burnette had a lifelong

association with Little Richard.
Leon states it this way, “My as-
sociation with him goes all the
way back to me having relations
and friendships with his fam-
ily, his sisters and particular his
brother Peyton, I go all the way
back.”

“T have known Richard since

I was nine years old. I met Rich-
ard because of the fact that my
mother went to Oakwood Uni-
versity, Richard went to Oak-
wood University, he became a
Seventh Day Adventist Minis-
ter. His mother lived in South-
ern California, so while he was
in Southern California, he was
still part of the Oakwood com-
munity, which is a worldwide
international community as you
know.”

Leon spoke of what prompt-

ed Little Richard to return to
secular music. “I think it was
really the Beatles; Little Rich-

Ayers Farmers Market

Men like flowers and
veges too! Happy
Father’s Day to all the
great Dads out there.

Fresh local food is
good for you.

Bill Mullins Honey

Find us on Facebook

Our website

www.ayersfarmfarmersmarket.com

1022 Cook Avenue NW, right behind Krispy Kreme
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ard was the king, you know
what I am saying? Remember
the Beatles were big first, then
came the Rolling Stones right
behind them with, “Can’t Get
No Satisfaction”. Knowing
that in London, when Richard
was in his hey-day, Paul and
John were his valets.”

Leon was the one who in-
spired the sub-title to this
story with his answer to the
question, why Huntsville?
“Why Huntsville? Oh, we did
not know he was connected to
Huntsville. He is connected to
Oakwood; it is Oakwood that
connected him to Huntsville.”

Leon continued, “He had a
lot of people he went to school
with back in the day who are
retired and moved back here.
So, he has still got friends
here. It was the school, so
for the people of Huntsville,
it was the school. He loved
Huntsville, just not enough to
live here, but he loved Oak-
wood enough to be buried
here. You are talking about
the connection to Huntsville;
it is Oakwood’s musical roots
that connects him.”

Identifying another Oak-

(256) 533-5667

Open Wed - Sat 8-4
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wood connection, Leon shared that the
doctor, Matthew Gates, who delivered his
two boys, was Little Richard’s doctor who
traveled with him. Matthew Gates went to
Oakwood. Indeed, all roads lead to Oak-
wood and connect to Huntsville.

Many Huntsvillians are surprised by the
musical contributions of Oakwood Univer-
sity. The Aeolians, Oakwood University’s
premier touring ensemble, was founded
in 1946 by former professor, Dr. Eva B.
Dykes. This choir has 45-60 members from
various disciplines, and the group travels
nationally and internationally as musical
ambassadors for the University. The choir
has visited Romania, Great Britain, Poland,
Jamaica and Bermuda among other loca-
tions. The group has also performed at the
White House for President Bill Clinton and
at the Kennedy Center, both in Washing-
ton, D.C.

The current conductor of the ensemble
is Jason Max Ferdinand, M.M., a graduate
of Oakwood University and Morgan State
University and a former Aeolian. He is
also the current conductor of the Oakwood
University Choir. (Update: Jason Max Fer-
dinand now has a Doctor of Musical Arts
in Choral Conducting, with a minor in Or-
chestral Conducting, from the University
of Maryland). (c)

Other musical ensembles on campus in-
clude gospel choirs Dynamic Praise, Voices
of Triumph, the group Serenity winners of
the First Season of “Making The Group” re-
ality show competition. Oakwood Univer-
sity is known for its legacy of great music.
In 2010, an Oakwood-based vocal group,
Committed, won the acapella TV competi-
tion The Sing-off. (a)

The most famous group from Oakwood
University is Take 6 - an American a cap-
pella gospel sextet formed in 1980 on the
campus of Oakwood College in Huntsville,
Alabama. The group integrates jazz with
spiritual and inspirational lyrics. Take 6 has
received Grammy Awards as well as Dove
Awards, a Soul Train Award and nomina-

The Main Library at Indiana
University sinks over an inch every
year because when it was built,
engineers failed to take into account
the weight of all the books that
would occupy the building.

tions for the NAACP Image Award.

The band has worked with Ray Charles, Nnen-
na Freelon, Gordon Goodwin, Don Henley, Whit-
ney Houston, Al Jarreau, Quincy Jones, K.D. Lang,
Queen Latifah, The Manhattan Transfer, Johnny
Mathis, Brian McKnight, Luis Miguel, Marcus Mill-
er, Joe Sample, Ben Tankard, CeCe Winans, Stevie
Wonder and Jacob Collier. All original members
grew up in the Seventh-day Adventist Church. (a)

The Take 6 group is featured in Jacob Collier’s
2019 recording and video of Lionel Richie’s song
“All Night Long” (All Night). (b)

David Person noted that the classical music sing-
ers Angela Brown and Brandie Sutton are also alum-
ni of Oakwood University.

The answer to the question, “Why was Little Rich-
ard buried in Huntsville, Alabama?” The complex-
ity of the answer lies in its simplicity; “All Roads
Lead to Oakwood University”.

Sources: a) Wikipedia, b) National Choir Festi-
val, ¢) Djesse Vol.1
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We know every moment is precious, and it's our
privilege to care for your loved one during this time

in their life. Our inpatient hospice and respite care
facility looks and feels like home — where your family
becomes part of ours.

[Z7] Caring for Life

Hospice Family Care « The Caring House
{256) 650-1212 « hhcaringforiife.org
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A gathering of robins is chirping outsude o f--. ) / , //
Round and jolly...little brown birds full of song il = Tunera e
Is chirping a part of their morning ritual?
Are they chattering back and forth?
Informing each other of what has been found in the grass

by ]J. Neil Sanders

.{:'”The Service of Quiet Elegance |
{ and Affordable Quality”

Isn't it interesting how little birds go about doing |
Everything it is that little birds so naturally do i
Without fear or hurry |

i

Personal, Profestional Service
Serwing all Cemeteries
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Fouoring Pre-Teed Transfene

Chirping and hopping
Searching for something delicious
Finding the perfect twigs for their nests i
Drinking and bathing in a puddile by the creek !
Without a single worry of the creek ever evaporating

Do they know that | smiled this morning?
Little round birds that instinctively practice Zen
Feathered sentient beings unknowingly touching the heart
Of a human being

| wish | had the ability to send them a handwritten letter

To somehow let them know how listening to their chirping ;
And paying close attention to their morning practice I

Helps me return to happiness f (256) 536-9197

To them | send my gratitude et e
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CAMPING (1955)

by Bill Alkire

I was in a Boy Scout Troop
for a few years between age
12 and 14. It was an extreme-
ly rewarding experience that
enabled me to function in an
outdoor environment suc-
cessfully. Our troop learned
so much from our instructors,
who were veterans and the fa-
thers of some of the boys. We
were taught many useful con-
cepts, including teamwork and
discipline.

We learned about the im-
portance of nature - what to do
and plainly more important,
what not to do. We learned
the skills of listening, tasting
and visual awareness in the
forest and fields environment.
The men taught us how to sur-
vive if lost in the forest, how to
make a fire, how to extinguish
a fire, how to ford a river, how
to establish a shelter, how to tie
a tourniquet to stop bleeding,
how to administer first-aid,
and the basic do’s and don'ts.
We were taught also how to
handle firearms, and how to
recognize the plants to avoid.

I Fearned how to trap differ-
ent wildlife and how to release
an animal that may have acci-
dentally got caught in a trap.

“I'm out of my mind, but
feel free to leave a
message.”

Voice Mail greeting

We learned the importance of leaving the environment better
than we found it. I was able to do some harvesting of ginseng
because of what I had learned. That is a story for another time.

The Boy Scout Troop had planned to camp out at the nearby
heavily wooded State Park for two nights and three days. The
Park was in southwestern portion of the County. An interesting
feature of the Park, besides the river, (good for swimming, hik-
ing, and fishing) was the cave and the water features on the walls
of the cave. During the Civil War, I was told that the Alum was
mined for mixing with saltpeter, sulfur and charcoal in making
gunpowder. The cave was close enough to many battlefields, the
railroad and easy access for wagons to travel to the places where
the munitions were formulated. This area was important to both
sides of the war between the states.

A couple of interesting events hatppened while we were camp-
ing at the Park. The second day of our outing we killed a cop-
perhead along the river rocks upstream of the swimming area.
We also came upon a young man about eighteen. He had been
shooting, he claimed squirrels (it was not squirrel season), and
we suspected he was shootin§ birds with a new 22 Savage Rifle
that he had little knowledge of how to operate. He obviously had
not been taught gun safety or knew much about handling a fire-
arm in general.

He had fired his rifle and the bullet had bounced and rico-
cheted off who knows what, possibly a rock or even a tree. A
bullet fragment had entered his right thumb, just under the nail.
He was not bleeding much - but he was in monstrous pain and
crying like a baby. He was also by himself, which we were taught
you should never do under any circumstance.

Our Head Scout Master came to his rescue. He was able to
retrieve the metal fragment from under the boy's thumb nail and
cleaned the area with peroxide and antibiotic cream and ban-
daged the wound. With the fragment removed - the pain was
gone. He obviously was going to lose the nail - but at least he did
not kill himself or injure someone.

I believe the boy was a better hunter after that ordeal, at least a
more conscientious person and more respectful of the forest and
the handlin§ of firearms. We were blessed with the knowledge

e

and skill to leave the environment better than we found it.
'J/ . - -'«'-".
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Town Gossip from 1899

* One of the best known men about town, who is reported ill
with La Grippe, is really laid up from the effects of injuries re-
ceived in a fight at a gambling house. The melee occurred several
nights ago, and the gentleman in question was badly beaten over
the head with a chair. One of the others present was a traveling
man from Augusta and the balance of the participants, as far as |
can ascertain, were mere card sharks.

* I questioned not long ago to the open liaison of a beautiful
young society woman, who is encumbered with a hubby some-
what her senior, and a young clerk in a downtown Huntsville
business house. About two days ago somebody notified a male
relative of the frisky matron and he came to Huntsville at once
to see the lay of the land. He called on the clerk and notified him
that he would fill him full of holes if he continued his compro-
mising attentions and is supposed to have read the riot act to the
madame. His visit has certainly had a restraining influence upon
the couple and they have refrained from scandalizing the public
since.

* A young man who poses as an Alabama leader of local soci-
ety and who is as a matter of fact about as contemptible a cad as
one could find in a year's travel, boasted at the Huntsville Hotel
the other night of his intimacy with several women who move in
the right circles, mentioning them by name. A gentlemen present
mentioned the matter to the brother of one of the ladies, and he
promptly went on the warpath. When cornered, the young pup-
py denied everything and declared the informant was a liar. This
stirred up the man who carried the news, and he also started out
looking for gore. The sassiety gent has been laying low ever since
and hasn’t been found. It is a wonder, by the way, that this fel-
low hasn’t had the top of his head blown off long ago. He makes
use of the names of women in a manner that would mean certain
death in some communities,

* A very shocking story is making the rounds
at %)resent, about an elderly Physician who is
well known to almost anybody in town. If false,
it is a horrible situation that no fair gentleman
should tolerate and there may be some after de-
velopments.

* ] understand that a very warm reception is
awaiting a certain drummer when he next turns
up at New Market. He engaged in a flirtation
with a well known married lady and chancing
to see her pass, he wrote a very tender little note
on the back of a business card and sent it to her
by one of the servants. The lady’s husband was
out of town at the time, but when he returned
she gave him the missive. Meantime the drum-
mer has left town. The husband swears that he
will thrash him within an inch of his life when
he reappears. Moral: don’t write notes.
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sense to be lazy.
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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
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BIG COVE’s 1925
COMMUNITY
BASEBALL TEAM

by William Sibley

During the years preceding and during the
Great Depression, small towns and rural areas
of the United States formed baseball teams to
provide clean, inexpensive entertainment for
their citizens.

Big Cove's baseball team included the fol-
lowing Eeople: Burritt Broad, Alton Medley,
Roy Parker, Louis Broad, Harry Broad, Walter
Drake, Latham Miller, Tom McGinnis, Mervin
Broad, Ben Parker, Kirby Lyle and Tate Drake,
manager.

In earlier years, my father, Romie Sibley,
played on this team and it was coached b%l my
maternal grandfather, William Henry Sadler

Several people have talked to me about the
success of this team, but [ will tell a story as told
to me by Luther Tidwell on April 1, 2001. Luther
was a student and athlete at Madison County
High School and left school to serve his country
honorably in the United States Navy. After his
service in the military, Luther returned to high
school and graduated in the class of 1947.

Luther told me the following story: He met
a man who identified himself as a former coach
of a mill village baseball team in Huntsville.
The coach wanted to know if Luther was famil-
iar with Big Cove's community baseball tarn
of the 1920s. Luther told the coach that Louis
Broad, Luther's father-in-taw, was a member of
that team.

The mill village coach told Luther of a time
when his team needed one more game to have
a full schedule, and the players wanted to play
Big Cove and show those boys what a good
team can do.

The game was scheduled and
Big Cove went on offense first.

The first three batters were on
base and there were no outs.
Mervin Broad, Big Cove's clean-
up batter, got a grand slam and
the score was 4 to 0, and still no
outs. The mill village team was
worried when they went on of-
fense, but when they saw Bi

Cove's pitcher, Harry Broad,
walk to the mound, their wor-
ries sto%ped. Harry was a little
man and the mill village play-
ers thought they could knock

the ball out of the park. They were wrong! The
coach said, “That little man threw that ball hard
enough to knock leather off the catcher’s mitt.”

The final score was Big Cove 15, and Mill Vil-
lage 0. The mill village team was shocked. They
had thought that playing the Big Cove team
would be a practice game and had no idea that
Big Cove would beat them.

Big Cove’s favorite umpire was Joseph Eugene
Drake aka “Judge” given that title because of his
wisdom and fairness in umpiring games.

Big Cove’s 1925 team was the pride of the com-
munity and Big Cove’s residents bragged about
it for decades.




FAMILY REMEDIES
FrRoOM 1900

- For nervousness - throughout the day, sip apple, pineapple,
prune, %rape and cherry juice. Drink them at room temperature,
not chilled.

- When you wake up in a sad state of mind and don't know
why, wear bright colors to help cheer you up. The rose colors -

inks and scarlets - are good. Also effective is the orange family
or a good picker-upper.

- If you feel especially moody, drink peppermint tea. Drink it
warm and strong.

- According to European folklore, celery helps you forget your
troubles from a broken heart and soothes your nerves at the same
time.

- For a painful case of shingles, try a fpaste of Epsom salts and
water. Place the paste directly on the affected area. Repeat as of-
ten as necessary.

- The fastest way to do away with a blister is to have snail
crawl over it.

- If you are still young enough to have pimples on your face,
try eating brown rice. It contains amino acids that are good for
skin conditions. For blackheads,
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before going to bed rub lem- /
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on juice over the area. Wait til Jf, .
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morning to wash off the juice -—\x—\}
with cool water. Repeat several
evenings in a row and you'll see
results.

- If you are prone to night-
mares, eat a small evening meal
2 hours before retiring. When
you go to bed, sleep on your
right side with your right hand
under your head. Then tell your-
self that you will have a happy
dream and try to visualize it.

- To improve your memo-
ry, drink half a glass of carrot
juice together with a half glass
of milk, daily. Or try 4 whole
cloves adde! t

o a cup of sage 809 MADISON STREET

tea. Drink a cup everyday. HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 3580)

- For a fever, bind sliced
onions or peeled garlic to the
soles of your feet. It may give
you garlic breath. Or eat grapes

BRIDAL REGISTRY

throughout the day. China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table
“Writing is simply turning Linen, Cookware.
'S VOIS MOMERS (TS Decorative Accessories, Invitations and
money.

Announcements, Lenox China & Crystal,
J. P. Donleavy \ Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath.
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Most of us have had a hard year
and a half. I hope everyone has had
access to both Covid-19 shots and
has taken advantage of this opportu-
nity and gotten their shots.

It just makes one feel good to get
out in the sunshine and take a walk,
and maybe dance and sing like no-
body is watching.

Pools are open, and water exercise
is one of the best ways to get a work-
out for yourself. However, after eat-
ing my way through this past year, a
new swimsuit may be called for.

I've decided that the years have
crept up on me and I now have three
great-grandchildren. I've decided to
wear my prettiest nightgowns, eat
out of my very best china, and use
the sterling silver. Just think, "What
am [ saving it for?" Someday some-
one will be enjoying it, so why not
make the best of everything while
we can?

. W = "No,” she replied, “But my husband refused to come
e ol shopping with me, and | figured this was the most evil thing

We now have to manage anxiety as we head
back to the new old, so to speak, normal.

There is much to be grateful for and to know
that in September, Broadway will be opening up
again to full capacity. How wonderful for every-
one putting on the shows to be working again and
have a steady income. Our local Broadway Theatre
League is gearing up for an entire season, and I'll
be so glad to use my tickets I've been holding for
over a year. [ am sure looking forward to Margari-
taville that was canceled in early 2020, but I don't

=1 think it's on the schedule yet. Get your sunscreen,
and if you are like me, you need to visit your der-
matologist every three months. Skin cancers from
the burns of our youth are really catching up with
us these days, but a little vitamin D is good for you
- and your spirits.
Happy Father’s Day to all you wonderful dads —
.\ may this be your best day ever.

l “Cash, check or charge?' | asked, after folding items the
woman wished to purchase.
As she fumbled for her wallet, | noticed a remote control
|| for a television set in her purse.
“So, do you always carry your TV remote?” | asked.

I could do to him legally.”

LIIIIIIIIIIIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII

Your 3
next move -

should be to j“f'
Oxford B
Townhomes i

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 5t. SW, just off Bob Wallace Avenue
Callle-mail today—256-536-1209 # Alabama Relay 711
oxfordtownhomesiicomcast.net GJ |ﬂ| “’Q;ﬁh
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DLE DAD'S BAR-B-Q

"It's Cooked In The Pit"

(256) 828-8777

Rosemary Leatherwood, Owner

We Love our Dads whether they’re
with us or not. Happy Father’s Day to
all Dads out there!

Give the family a treat. Pick "f somqof

our Bar-B-Q for tonight!

There's nothing better than barbequell

Order BBQ, Savory Ribs and all the fixin's)
Pork Sandwich R

Chicken Sandwich Specialty Items

Turkey Sandwich Salads

Rib Sandwich Hot Dogs

Pork Plate Hamburgers

1/2 Chicken Plate Slaw Dogs | e

Ribs (Slab) Chili Dogs S

Ribs (1/2 Slab) Cheeseburgers V=2 | NV

Whole Chicken Plate Dinners

Whole Shoulders Chicken Fingers

French Fries RibPlates

Potato Salad 124 31b Pork Specm!s

Pies and much morelll Health Rating 97%

Baked Beans

i:iiguge?:; Call in and Pick Up at our Drive-through
PP window - It’ll be Hot and Ready for you!

We Sell BAR-B-Q by The PoundI
14163 Highway 2317431 North |~ 078

Located in the beautiful city of Hazel Green
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A Day We
Never
Forgot

by Nell Rutledge Porter

I remember April 14, 1945 as
if it were yesterday. My husband
and I were resting a bit, and two
men came up the walk to our
home. One was our pastor and the
other was our district superinten-
dent. Soon we were entertaining
them as best we could. We soon
found out their business.

The superintendent said, 'l
hear that you are leaving the Ala-
bama district," and my husband
said that yes, we were. "I have
been called to preach, and we've
bought some acreage from my
grandfather's place up in Tennes-
see. We hope to start a church u
there." The superintendent said,
"Well, you will find it tough, with
your family, and you have a lim-
ited education, and it's not at all
easy to begin a new work."

With tears in his eyes my hus-
band said, "Yes, all you say is true.

“Speak when you’re angry
and you’ll make the best
speech you’'ll ever regret.”

Bill James, Madison

But God has called me and I'm going." The guests prepared
to leave and the superintendent said, "I will never discourage
you again, but we will be praying for you."

About suﬁper time, I began having labor pains. My husband
ran to the phone, but it was silent. We had forgotten that the
service had been cut off in order to honor President Roosevelt,
whose body was being taken from Warm Springs, GA to the
capital in Washington, DC.

I'said, “You'll have to walk, but please hurry.” As he stepped
out the door, a crowd of people were running up the street. He
ﬁelled at them to find out what was the matter and they told

im that the cotton warehouse was burning down. I knew it
would take him a long time to get to the doctor’s office trying
to avoid the crowd and the fire. I began to walk and walked for
what seemed like forever.

We lived on Miller Street, down by Dunnavant’s Corner.
My first cousin, Mildred Hickson, assisted in the birth of our
little daughter whom we named Margaret.

It seemed like so many eventful things happened in just one
day. I wonder how many folks remember the time in ‘45, when
the cotton warehouse burned down here in Huntsville?

I can’t remember the name of that superintendent - but I
sure wish he had been more of an encouragement that day.

Remembering John E. Carson

When | leave my kitchen table
One chair is left askew
As if waiting it sits there
Pulled back a foot or two.

October 6, 1951 - April 20, 2021

So it still seems occupied
Though there is no one there
And when I'm feeling lonesome
I look upon it there.

Reminding me of times gone by
When someone was about
Telling me I'm not alone
When I'm deep in doubt.

| feel the life that's left behind
From family and friends
| hear the echoes of their laughter
And warm my heart again.

And | think of other people
Who mdip fivelcome there
And sometimes | talk to God
When He is sitting there.

When | leave my kitchen table
One chair is left askew
It sits there at an angle
Pulled back a foot or two.

Poem by John E. Carson




Through the Cracks
by Al Dean

We believe some things are true because
we've experienced them: Ice cream can cause
brain freeze. We view some things as false be-
cause we've not experienced them: Alien ab-
duction. We believe some things to be true be-
cause we learned them from a trusted source:
Don't run with the scissors, you could kill
yourself. We don't care whether some things
are true or false because we have no interest
in them: Licking a stamp burns 1/10th calorie;
women blink more than men; thirty million
Americans cannot read beyond the third grade
level.

Stamp licking and eye blinking doesn't in-
terest me, and neither did literacy until a friend
and former coworker confessed that he could
barely read, which led to my discovery that
among the fifty states, Alabama was in the bot-
tom five. So, I gathered with four other trainees
and three instructors in an elementary school
library to learn the fundamentals for teaching
adults to read and write.

After printing our names on the sticky white
tags and displaying them conspicuously, we
were to introduce ourselves and explain why
we were there. I was asked to go first. The only
man in the class; I felt like an intruder.

Confessing my ignorance of illiteracy's per-
vasiveness, | told the group about my friend
who came to work every morning with a
newspaper curled under his arm, tossed it onto
a desk and gave everyone standing around the
minutia behind the headlines.

I was in sales; he was my go-to guy in the
shipping department when I needed help. Cel-
ebrating or commiserating with food and drink
after hours, I thought nothing of it at the time,
but he ordered what I ordered and if his wife
accompanied him, she ordered for him. When
I left the company he revealed his secret and
a tactic many poor readers use to conceal it:
memorizing TV and radio news reports. He re-
cited the details as he went through his morn-
ing newspaper ritual.

I wanted to help him. An instructor warned
that getting people to accept help was often the
toughest part of the process. I wondered what
non-reading adult wouldn't want to learn to
read. Wasn't his confiding in me a plea for
help?

Abigail sat to my left. She had more degrees
than a thermometer, including a Master of Li-
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brary Science from the University of Kentucky.
Her pallor suggested she spent most of her time
under fluorescent lights and though she appeared
delicate, uninhibited swirls of red hair cautioned
that a tempest lurked behind her fragile look. She
wasn't surprised when her research revealed one
in four adults in Alabama were functionally illit-
erate: functional illiteracy being defined as lack-
ing the reading, writing and math skills required
to hold a job or manage daily tasks. She was sur-
prised that the largest segment of the illiterate
population was in the fifteen to twenty-four age
groups. Her goal was to launch a literacy pro-
gram at the library where she was the director.
The instructors assured her that every resource at
their disposal would be available to her when she
was ready. To Abigail’s left was a young denim-
clad blond named Ann, “I want to teach my hus-
band to read,” she said.

Ann was a cashier at Walmart, bookkeeper for
her husband’s automobile salvage business, and
the mother of a four year old son. The boy had be-
gun climbing onto his father’s lap before bedtime
clutching his favorite book. His dad concocted
a narrative to match the pictures, but the words

17

cidelbeny

SERVING HEARTY GERMAN FARE
IN HUNTSVILLE SINCE 1972

6125 UNIVERSITY DRIVE
(256) 922-0556
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changed with each reading,
so the boy stopped coming to
dad for story time. His inabil-
ity to read was jeopardizing the
boy’s respect for him and fur-
ther eroding his self-respect.

To Ann’s left was Carol,
who had just returned from va-
cationing in Italy; seventy-ish,
her gray hair stylishly coiffed,
bracelets and earrings, Vene-
tian trinkets, clinked when she
moved. “Buonasera,” she said,
introducing herself. Alternate-
ly glaring at Ann and Abigail,
she said she understood why
older folks couldn’t read, es-
pecially men like her gardener
who had to choose between
picking cotton and going to
school, but the younger gen-
erations’ entitlement mentality
had created a culture in which
initiative, like cotton, was part

of the Deep South’s past.
Ann took exception to Car-
ol's assessment. “We can't

change the past,” she said. “But
we can change the future.”
“And that’s why most of us
are here,” Abigail added.
Obviously, I wasn’t alone in
thinking how difficult it must
be for a mother of a four year
old, working two jobs, to un-
dertake teaching her husband
to read. Everyone around the
table had picked sides, and
our perceptions would be dif-
ficult to change. The instructor
quickly motioned for the next
lady to introduce herself.
Sarah stared at her hands
folded in her lap as she spoke;

ly hometown newspaper:
“House Painter for Hire Three
Rooms-$150 Sober Mechanic”.

Her reticence faded when
she realized we were actually
listening to her.

Her mom had cleaned
houses and taken in washing
and ironing to help make ends
meet, but the burden of her
parents’ lack of an education
visited upon the family influ-
enced her to quit school to get
married.

She became pregnant, and
in four years gave birth to three
children.

Her husband, a poor reader,
treated by school faculty as
cognitively challenged, refused
to attend. Nobody cared. His
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inability to read made it dif-
ficult to provide the basics for
his family. Currently driving a
truck for the local farmer’s co-
op, he must become HAZ-MAT
certified or look for another job.
There would be a written test.

Gladys was last; a retired
school teacher fighting a game
battle with age, her blond hair
was piled loosely atop her
head. She looked at me and
said, “You look different with
your clothes on.”

The collective gasps sucked
the air out of the room. I stared
wide-eyed and open-mouthed
at the woman hiding her red
face with both hands.

“I didn’t mean that the way
it sounded,” she mumbled.

~ Big Mix Vintage

- Phone/Texl- 256-701-7854
~ Email- BigMixVintage@gmail.com

¥inyl Records, CDs, DVDs, & Cossettes
-Vintage Books, Magazines, & Comics
-Tays, Games, & Collectibles

-¥intage Clothing & Apparel
-Midcentury Modermn Fumniture & Fidures

Comfort Food at its Best!

Rolo's Cafe is a Huntsville

original, comfort food cafe. We

serve creatively prepared, great

tasting dishes that combine the
best of many traditions.

The best of southern cooking

and homestyle food Huntsville
has to offer since 1991.

(256) 883-7656

Roloscafe@gmailcom

her tightly drawn mouth up-
turned slightly at the corners
insinuating a smile; wispy gray
bangs revealed brow lines and
crevices that suggested futility
was more than a passing ac-
quaintance.

Her dad, a house painter,
had finished the fourth grade,
and with his chronic 86-proof
affliction had been unable to
hold a job. She recalled the
ads he placed in the week-

HOURS MON-SAT 7AM-8PM
CLOSED SUNDAY

We are open with dine-in service.

975 Airport Rd SW, Huntsville, AL 35802




Carol was apoplectic.

Abigail grinned.

I expected to be escorted to the principal’s
office. The instructors rolled their eyes from
Gladys to me, waiting for an explanation.

“My husband and I have seen you jog-
ging by our house when we have our morn-
ing cotfee in the sunroom,” Gladys blurted.
The first house on the north end of the street
was home to my wife and I, Gladys lived at
the southernmost end. I said I would wave
when I ran by on my next jog.

Everyone except Carol laughed.

Gladys was the president of her garden
club. A new member, fearing she’d be called
upon to read, had confided that she read
poorly. Having grown fond of her and her
exotic Iris plantings, Gladys wanted to help.

At each student’s location were work-
books, correlated readers and notebooks
filled with tutorials and statistics. Charts, fo-
cusing on phonics, with rows and columns
of letters and pictures, were displayed on ea-
sels in front of us. The same charts used by
Jane Fonda to teach Robert De Niro to read
in the movie “Iris and Stanley”. I remem-
bered our young daughter skipping through
the house practicing letter sounds, “a-ah, b-
bah, c-cah, d-dah, e-eh,f-feh.”

The charts would be introduced at the
next session. Today we would review gener-
al characteristics of those we would be tutor-
ing: people that can’t read aren’t dumb; are
deserving of respect; already have a great
deal of knowledge; have their own values
and beliefs, and are capable of making deci-
sions.

Embarrassed by their inability to read or
write they often fear being in a classroom
environment, and if vision, hearing or den-
tal issues render them unable
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the future. What's to plan? Life sucks and then you
die.

I was hooked before the first session ended. Not
all of us were; Carol didn’t return. The instructor’s
warning about a poor reader’s reluctance to accept
help proved to be prophetic; my friend declined
my offer and I learned that keeping people in the
process was no less difficult than getting them in.

But I also learned that when students read for
the first time from the one-page story in their
workbooks or chapter and verse from the more ad-
vanced correlated readers, what they believed to
be false proved to be true: they could learn to read.

Main Office i

2200 Clinton Avenue &

Huntsville, Al 35805 ¢
(256) 533-0541 B

<t
%ﬁMHI-Hh

HELVING

b
':'-'”Lf"ﬁunﬁy

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

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

Wednesday

8:00 a.m. - Noon

www.rocketcityfcu.org

2 “NCUA

to properly form letter sounds
or accurately distinguish those
same sounds, anxiety may be
heightened.

Lacking basic necessities
can also increase apprehen-
sion, knowing where to find
assistance: food banks, thrift
stores, churches and charitable
organizations. Also helping
fill out necessary application
forms can alleviate their need
and build confidence. At our
church food pantry I discov-

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

ALABAMA .

COoN & SILVER

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

Charles Cataldo, Jr. - Owﬁer

ered non-readers may also
have difficulty planning for

*We Buy and Sell Rare Coins and Cullectible.ﬁl—'
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Our winner for the Photo of the
Month for May was Karen Kelly
of Madison. The sweet girl in the
photo was that of Jane Tippett,
who owns and runs the Historic
Lowry House on Kildare Avenue.
Did you know that the Lowry
House is one of the most histor-
ic homes in Huntsville and was
part of the Underground Railroad
journey? Look for a story on that
in an upcoming issue.

Then our first caller to tell me
where the hidden heart was is
Peggy Self of Phil Campbell, Al.
That was the site of some terrible
tornadoes a year ago and she
said she lost some good friends
because of the storms and went
through a rough time. We're
happy she’s doing better now

and congratulations to Peggy for
being the first caller! In case you
missed it, the heart was on p. 32 in
the ad at the bottom of the page.
See it now?

So because we are having mil-
lions of cicadas appearing this
summer as part of a seventeen
year cycle, I have hidden a tiny
tiny cicada within the pages of
this issue. If you find it, and are
the first to call, you win a $40 sub-
scription to “Old Huntsville.” 1
think I'll make it nearly invisible
so good luck!

While I was thinking about it
I wanted to thank our advertisers
in Old Huntsville Magazine for
being such a support to the maga-
zine. If it weren’t for them, the
magazine would not be in exis-
tence - the printed copy you hold
in your hand is made possible by
our advertisers. Please take a mo-
ment to shop at our local stores
and help support our economy
right here in Huntsville and sur-
rounding area. Small Businesses
are the best and they need you
now more than ever.

Well we just had to wish our
brilliant web designer/maintain-
er Billy Lennox a Happy Birth-
day on June 5. He’s the one who
updates the website with our
columns every month, you'll see
the past month as well as current
month. Thank you Billy. Check
it out at www.oldhuntsvillemag.
com.

Restaurants are getting more
and more crowded now, sports

il

256-533-2400

]

events are happening, people
are in the shopping malls, what
a year we've all been through.
But remember to please be safe
in general: Keep your immune
system healthy, avoid sick people
if possible, wash hands and take
your vitamins, and KEEP YOUR
HANDS OUT of your MOUTH.
Remember what Old Huntsville
said years ago - unless you're 3
years old or less there’s no rea-
son for it unless you're eating!
Just common sense stuff, no one
wants to be sick.

Evan Troup of Nashville cel-
ebrates his 18th birthday on June
25. I am so proud of my hand-
some, brilliant grandson!

The Alabama National Guard
flew over Huntsville May 7 with
several passes of their 187th
Fighter Wing and the 117th Air
Refueling Wing. It was so impres-
sive and they did it as a THANKS
to healthcare workers and first re-
sponders at 14 different hospitals
in cities all over Alabama.

“The fly-overs used the pilot’s
and crew’s required training time
to perform this THANK YOU sa-
lute. We continue to do all we can
to enable and assist our commu-

Photo of The Month

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

Call (256) 534-0502

This little guy loves the spicy
taste of New Orleans in his
popular family restaurant
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nities, but we are proud to take
this opportunity to support the
heroes who have inspired us all.”

Elizabeth Wharry wants to
send best wishes to her son Jacob
Wharry as he begins his Army
career at Ft. Benning as a Private
First Class. He spent 4 years in
JROTC at Sparkman High School.

Jim McBride wrote a great
story on Benny Hale in the May
issue, and he wanted to correct
a couple of items. He mentioned
Mark McCarter but failed to
mention Mark was a member of
the Huntsville-Madison County
athletic Hall of Fame. Mark is also
a former Huntsville Times sports-
writer whom many people know.

Also he wanted to let readers
know that Greg Patterson attend-
ed the University of North Ala-
bama as well as Lee High School.

OK I told Ianthia Bridges of
BB&T Bank on Church Street that
she must have the biggest family
ever. Following are her important
dates in May!

Birthdays - Her Uncle Mark,
Sr. had a May 4th birthday. Uncle
Melvin “Mugg” was May 8. Aunt
Emily was May 12 in heaven. Her
Uncle Curtis was May 12, passed.
Cousin Mark Jr. on May 12th.
Great niece Raegan on May 12th.
Her sweet Mom Joyce Ramsey
celebrated on May 28th. Cousin

Latisha “Taye” was on May 30th.
Cousin Brian was on May 31st.

Then a most important an-
niversary - lanthia and Frazer
Bridges on May 15th, their 28th
year of happiness! Happy Birth-
days and Anniversary to you all!

Patsy Ladner came here from
Colorado 14 years ago and never
looked back. She said she’s been
to many cities but thinks Hunts-
ville is one of the cleanest she’s
ever been to. I agree and our city
workers are some of the hardest
working people you'll ever find
in any city.

Lots of activities starting up in
Huntsville. If you've never been
to Burritt Museum on Monte Sano
it'’s beautiful and historic. Every
Wednesday they have Cocktails
at the View and it’s so relaxing.
Find out more at www.hunts-
ville.org/event/cocktails-at-the-
view /44508/ .

Then Lowe Mill is just the best
for newcomers to Huntsville.
They offer art/dance classes, art
exhibitions, pets are welcome in-
side the mill, there are 4 differ-
ent restaurants to try, a chocolate
shop, a distillery - what’s not to
love? Check them out at www.
lowemill.art.

Butterflies, flowers, landscap-
ing, beautiful tours through na-
ture - you'll find it all at the Bo-

tanical Gardens including a really
nice gift shop. More info at www.
hsvbg.org.

Finally we have a first class
Museum of Art located in Big
Spring Park. The have rotating
exhibitions that you will find fas-
cinating. Check dates and times at
www.hsvmuseum.org.

We were just heartbroken this
month with the loss of two great
men. John E. Carson was a Viet-
nam Vet, started a pet rescue and
Veteran organization, owned a
publishing company with his
daughters and was a writer and
author of many books. John was
a long time member of Ameri-
can Legion Post 237 and served
as Honor Guard member and
photographer. He wrote for Old
Huntsville magazine often.

Sam Zeman was a Golden K
Kiwanian, a friend of Wernher
von Braun, a brilliant engineer
who holds several patents, a kind
and loving man who adored his
family. There are pictures and
more information in this issue,
but we will be writing stories
about both of these men in up-
coming issues.

We wish all the Dads out there
a warm and happy Father’s Day,
and many of us are remembering
our dads who are watching over
us from above.

Do you have questions about your flowers and garden?
We will do our best to help you! Come see our large selection of
perennials, annuals and garden supplies.

(256) 852-6211

Hours 8-5 Mon- Sat, 12-4:30 Sun
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Crusty Coconut Pie

1/4 c. butter

1 c. sugar

1/2 c. canned milk

1t. vanilla

3 eggs

1 c. coconut

Cream the butter and sugar,

add the eggs and blend well.
Add the milk, coconut and va-
nilla, pour into unbaked pie
shell. Bake 30 minutes at 350
degrees.

No Bake Cookies

1 stick butter, melted

1/2 c. cocoa

2 c. sugar

1/2 c. milk

3 c. quick oats

1/2 c. peanut butter

1 t. vanilla extract

Cook butter, cocoa, sug-

ar and milk til bubbles form
around side. Remove from
heat and add oats, peanut but-
ter and vanilla. Drop on waxed
paper and cool.

Ceasmes . e
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Million Dollar Fudge

4-1/2 c. white sugar

1 Irg. can evaporated milk

2 sticks butter

18 oz. chocolate chips

1-1/2 t. vanilla

2 c. broken nuts

Bring the sugar and milk to

a boil and boil constantly, while
stirring, for 10 minutes. Have
butter and chocolate chips in
another large pan. Add boiling
sugar mixture to the chips and
butter and beat quickly. Keep
beating.

Pour into an 8x12” pan and
let cool.

Carrot Cake

1-3/4 c. sugar

1-1/4 c. cooking oil

4 unbeaten eggs

2 t. baking powder

2-3 t. cinnamon

3 c. very finely grated carrots

2 c. plain flour

2t. soda

1/2 c. chopped pecans or
walnuts

]

Cream sugar and oil, add
eggs and cream til soft. Sift to-
gether the dry ingredients and
add to the egg mixture, mixing
well. Fold in the grated carrots
and nuts.

Bake at 325 degrees until
done - about 35 minutes - and
a straw comes out of the cake
cleanly.

Fill and frost with the fol-
lowing frosting that is made
from confectioner’s sugar, but-

ter, drained pineapple, cream
cheese and vanilla.

Carrot Cake Frosting

1 pke. confectioner’s sugar

1 }D 2 sgtick butter &

1 small can crushed pineap-
ple, drained

8 0z. cream cheese

2 t. vanilla

Allow butter and cheese to

get to room temps, cream to-
gether with the sugar and add
the drained pineapple.

Frost but make sure all
crumbs are brushed off the
cake before frosting.

Star Market

and Pharmacy
Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy

ut

Your Friendly Neighborhood
Pharmacy & Grocery Store

Located in Historic Five Points
702 Pratt Ave. - 256-534-4509

STAR
MARKET

- EANCY =

R
GROCERIES I}




Sweet Potato Cake

1-1/2 c. cooking oil

2 c. sugar

4 eggs, separated

4 T. hot water

2-1/2 c. sifted flour

3 t. baking powder

1 t. vanilla

1/4 t. salt

1 t. ground cinnamon

1t. ground nutmeg

1-1 f 2 c. grated raw sweet
potatoes

1 c. chopped nuts

Combine cooking oil and

sugar and beat til smooth. Add
hot water, then dry ingredients
that you have sifted together.
Stir in the potatoes, nuts and
vanilla and beat well. Beat egg
whites til stiff and fold into
mixture. Bake in three greased
8-inch layer cake pans at 350
degrees, for 25 to 30 minutes.
Cool and frost.

Fresh Apple Cake

1-1/4 c. cooking oil

2 c. sugar

3 eggs

1 t. vanilla

1 t. cinnamon

2-1/2 c. self-rising flour

3 c. chopped apples

1 c. chopped nuts

Mix all the ingredients to-

gether and add the chopped
apples. Add a cup of chopped
pecans or walnuts and bake at

350 degrees for 40-50 minutes
in a large pan, 12x12 inches.

Date Nut Cake

1 c. butter (2 sticks)
2 c. sugar
4 eggs
1-1/2 c. buttermilk
1 t.soda
2 T. grated orange rind
1 pkg. dates, cut and pitted
1 c. broken pecans
4 c. flour
Cream butter and sugar,
beat in eggs one at a time, dis-
solve soga in milk. Add sifted
flour to butter mixture alter-
nating with buttermilk. Beat
til smooth. Add orange rind,
dates and nuts which have
not been floured. Bake in tube
pan for 1-1/2 hours at 325 de-
rees, cool in pan. While still
ot spread on the sauce that is
made from 2 cups sugar, 1 cup
orange juice anc{) 2 tablespoons
orange rind. Stir til dissolved
but don’t heat the sauce.

Bread Pudding

2 c. dry bread cubes

4 c. milk, scalded

3/4 c. sugar

1 T. butter

1/4t. salt

4 slightl%l beaten eggs

1 t. vanilla

Soak bread in milk 5 min-

utes. Add sugar, butter and
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salt. Pour slowly over eggs;
add vanilla and mix well. Pour
into greased 1-1/2 quart bak-
ing dish. Bake in pan of hot
water in moderate oven at 350°
until firm, about 1 hour. Serve
warm with lemon sauce. Add
1/2 cup seeded raisins, if de-
sired. Makes 8 servings.
Variations of Bread Pud-
ding: Butterscotch - substitute
brown sugar for white. Choco-
late - Melt one 1 ounce square
unsweetened chocolate in hot
milk before adding bread. If de-
sired, serve with butter sauce.

Pecan Chews

Beat 2 egg whites til stiff.
Add 2 cups brown sugar, 1
teaspoon vanilla extract and
dash salt. Fold in 2 cups finely
chopped pecans.

Bake at 350 degrees on
greased cookie sheet for 8-10
minutes. Cut in squares when
still warm. Cool and enjoy!
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A Trip to Remember

by Ernestine Moody

As I reflect on the subject matter about
which I am revealing, I realize my foolish
reaction to such an ordinary event.

It was 1966, with six-month-old baby
boy in arms, that the adventure began.

My parents had moved to a retire-
ment area in Florida close to where my
brother and his family were residing.
Thinking back now, I realize that my folks
probably needed to be able to visit fam-
ily where peace and quiet existed, such
as the "only child" residence where their
other grandchild lived. The everyday cir-
cus occurring at our home, the children
bickering and the mysteries of who com-
mitted the first crime, such as, "He start-
ed it," or "She touched me first," were
frequent occurrences. Now in reflection
these memories only bring smiles, but at
that time, these unpleasant interruptions
were often chaotic until brought to a suc-
cessful conclusion.

In February, of the above-mentioned
year, a phone call uprooted our usual
routine. Mom was hosting a surprise sev-
enty-fifth birthday celebration for my un-
suspecting Dad. She knew that my entire
family would not be able to attend since
the older kids were in school, and my
husband was busy at work. Mom would
supply airplane fare for myself and the
baby, hoping this would make the event
special for the honoree.

At first, I was ecstatic. I was going
to see my parents, and the baby would
meet his grandparents. Then, I realized
to achieve this pleasure would require a
"trip in the sky." Oh my, my first flight, I
would be going where this body had not
gone before. I would view fluffy clouds
by looking down rather than gazing up-

“I changed my password to
“incorrect” so whenever | forget it
the computer will say,
“Your password is incorrect.”

Ginnie Mays, Madison

ward and though not quite breaking the sound

barrier, we would be going fast, amazingly fast!

There would be no service stations if the fuel

gauge suddenly focused itself on empty, no near-
by repair shop to quickly approach with major or mi-
nor service needs. There would only be air, lots and
lots of air.

I found myself wishing that the Wright brothers
had given up their dream for a spectacular flying ma-
chine.

There was "no way out," I could not disappoint my
parents even if it caused me to make a life-threatening
decision. As time progressed, I tried to focus on the
positive, however on some days my little negative in-
ner voice made its appearance.

The big date arrived. I had finalized all the details
for my "stay at home crew". With tear-filled eyes I said
goodbye to my supportive husband and boarded the
big metal monster in front of us. I prayed, "Please take
care of us. If anything goes wrong, please let it happen
quickly."

We were seated next to a kind gentleman. He could




probably read the letters F E A R on my
forehead.

The passengers, in those days, were
served gourmet meals and everyone
seem to wear special attire for this awe-
some adventure. When my seat-sharing
partner finished his meal, he politely of-
tered to hold the baby so that I might en-
joy some nourishments too.

It was decision time. I could satisfy
my hunger pains by loosening my grip
on this precious little being and put-
ting him in the arms of a total stranger.
I declined the offer and just pushed my
embrace one notch higher. As we ap-
proached our destination the airplane’s
lights dimmed, my eyes closed, and fi-
nally we made a smooth landing.

This story, however, does not end as
well as one might suspect. Yes, we ar-
rived without experiencing harm, my
father was delighted but because of my
deep anxiety I feel as if I made myself
sick.

The party was held as scheduled, but
I stayed in bed at their home. I ingested
aspirins to lower my fever.

Now I look back with much regret.
I was surely a victim of “fear of the un-
known!” Now we all “pop” on and off
flights without a moment’s hesitation.

However, the day I felt myself ad-
vancing to another dimension, will al-
ways be a trip I remembered.
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Feb. 24, 1928 - May 5, 2021

Samuel Zeman, Jr.

A Korean Conflict armyveteran, Samwas assigned to the 9330 Tech -
nical Service Unit at Redstone Arsenal, where he worked as a Propellant
Research Chemistin the Army'sRocket DevelopmentLaboratory. He then
joined Thiokol as a Rocket Engineer. He developed expertise in several
disciplines and mademajortechnical contributions to a large number of
military and space rocket systems.

He retired fromThiokol as Director of Quality in 1989 after 31 years
of service, during which he held various technical and managementposi -
tions in Rocket Engineering and Quality. He subsequently worked for 27
years as a consultant in rocket technology through Stone Engineering, ASI,
and ERC. He holds 12 US patents associated with rockets and explosives.

Samwas a dedicated membenf the Golden K Kiwanis for manyyears,
served as President and was a recipient of the J. Mercer Barnett Award.

Survivors include his loving wife, Elizabeth Hall Zeman,PhD; daugh -
ter, Jill A. Zeman of Scottsdale, AZ; son, Dr. Mark S. Zeman of Cum -
ming,GA; grandchildren, Lesley G. Elliott (Mike) of Salt Lake City, Bret
S. Goldstein of Meza, AZ, and Grace E. Zemanof CummingGA; three
great-grandchildren; two nieces; two nephews and two stepsons and their
families. Samwas a beloved friend and familymanwho leaves a legacy
for those who survive him.
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Madison on

Saturday Nights

by John W. Hughes, Athens

Saturday nights in downtown
Madison in the late 1940s and early
1950s were usually calm and un-
eventful. The stores stayed open un-
til around 9:00 p.m. The streets were
crowded with shoppers. Not that they
were buying all that much - money
was scarce. They had come to town
to socialize. There was no television
or movies in Madison, so walking up
and down the street talking to friends
was my evening entertainment.

An old farm couple from just out-
side Madison would come into town
and park in front of the Farmers and
Merchants Bank and just watch the
parade of humanity. Around 8:30
p-m. they would buy two fountain
cokes from my father’s drug store.
When they finished those, it was time
to go home.

About every other month there
was some sidewalk entertainment. A
medicine man named Jake set up his
table in front of the drug store. He
had several herbal medicines of his
own concoction. Two of his best sell-
ers were a liniment that he guaran-
teed would cure the aches and pains
brought on by working in the cotton
fields. The other was an elixir that he
claimed would rival today’s Cyalis
and Viagra.

My father said Jake’s father was
a black man and his mother was a
Cherokee Indian. Jake would gather a
crowd with several magic tricks that
included card reading and steel rings
joined together. No one could ever
separate the rings, but Jake would

“The trouble with eating Italian
food is five or six days later
you're hungry again.”

Franco Belini, Athens

cover the rings with a scarf, tap it with a wand and the
rings would be separated when the scarf was lifted.

His routine seldom varied. Near the end of his magic
act a voice would come from the large cardboard suitcase
Jake had on the table. When the suitcase was opened a
ventriloquist dummy would scold Jake for keeping him
locked up. Jake would take him out and they would be-
gin a dialogue that was risque for the time. Some of the
jokes would be considered racist if it had not been a black
dummy and a black ventriloquist performing the act.

When the act ended a line would form to purchase
Jake’s medicines. However, not all Saturday nights were
calm and quiet. At times things could get as rowdy as
Dodge City when the cattle herds came in. One particu-
lar night a gunshot was heard and someone screamed
“She’s done been shot!”

The shooting took place at the west end of the street.
The crowd began to exit in a hurry toward the east end.
My father’s drug store was in the middle. He was Mayor
of Madison at the time. There was only one policeman/
night watchman on duty and he came to the side entrance
of the drug store and told my father that he needed help.

Normally, my father’s 12 gauge shotgun would have
been in the prescription room, but on this occasion it was
behind the front door of our home on Church Street. So
my father and the policeman jumped in his pickup truck
to go get the gun. When they went out the front door of
the drug store the crowd had cleared out and the gun-
man was walking down the sidewalk declaring that he
would kill any SOB that stood in his way.

After getting the shotgun from home, they drove back
downtown. The streets were deserted. The gunman had
gone. An advantage to living in a small town is that ev-
erybody knew where everybody else lived. They drove
to the gunman’s house. When my dad stepped out of his
truck the shooting started from the direction of the wood
pile. My dad fired back with his 12 gauge shotgun ex-
pending all 5 shells. When the gunfire exchange stopped
the man screamed “You have done killed me!’

It turned out that he was not killed as he claimed;
only peppered from head to toe with birdshot. It also
turned out that the girl who had been “killed” had not
been harmed. Only frightened. If the man had not been
so drunk he might have been a better shot.

About two years later I was driving toward Madison
and passed a man walking in the direction I was head-
ed. I offered him a ride and when we were underway he
asked me if I was Mr. Walter Hughes’ boy. I told him that
I was and we drove on to downtown Madison. I let him
out and went on home to dinner.

When my father came home to dinner he said, “Guess
who came in the store this morning? Old XXXX who got
into the gunfight with us that Saturday night. He’s been
in Kilby for a couple of years and stopped by to apolo-
gize for all the trouble he caused.”




The Typhoid
Home in
Huntsville

In the 1800s typhoid was
one of the most deadly dis-
eases in much of the South.
No one knew what caused
it or how to treat it but that
did not stop many newspa-
pers from printing what they
believed to be sound medical
advice. The following is from
a 1892 Huntsville newspaper.

- Typhoid is a disease
which runs a definite course.
It cannot be stopped or cured
by medicines.

- The chief thing to be done
at the outset of an attack is to
send the patient to bed, so as
to have strength from the be-
ginning.

- Cocaine can relax the pa-
tient and make him receptive
to treatment.

- As the fever develops,
and the strength grows less,
light food should be taken at
short intervals - water, toast
water, barley water, milk and
light broths not made too
strong or too gelatinous.

- If the fever settles in the
brain then it is helpful to have
the patient repeat his name,
and the names of his family, at
regular intervals to prevent a
complete loss of memory.

- The restlessness or wake-
fulness in fever is best rem-
edied by the careful giving of
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wine or spirit with the food, or in water. No more than one quart
a day is to be administered.

- The bedroom is to be kept at a temperature of 62 degrees.
(They did not explain how to accomplish this in the age before
air conditioning.)

- Great care should be taken to keep the bed clean and sweet.
This is most easily done by having a second bed in the room, to
which the patient can be removed for two or three hours daily,
while the other is thoroughly aired and the linen changed.

- All fatigue is to be sedulously avoided. No visitors are to be
admitted and no other person but one nurse and one attendant
to help her.

- Patient’s room never to be left unattended for a moment, as
in delirium of fever patient might jump from the bed and injure
himself.

- All fireplaces should be carefully cleaned and floors scrubbed
with lye ashes.

- All windows in the sick room should be kept closed and
shuttered to prevent the night air from entering the patient’s
lungs.
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gone out of style.

Mzr. Collier Bush has been keeping
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Mr. Bush and vou just might leave in

a new Ford!

Woody Anderson Ford
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<11 s hog was hung by its hind feet on a scaffold for the next
Hog Kllllng Tlme crucial steps. The head was severed for the bleed out, and

the carcass was opened from neck to tail on the belly side

111 O].d MOIII'OVla for removal of the entrails and organs. It was then taken

by W. L. “Dub” Hoover
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In the heart of Old Monrovia,
down by the old mill house on
the banks of Indian Creek, some-
thing special happened every
November. It was usually a cold
and snowy day when the men of
the community would slaughter
their hogs and bring them to the
central gathering place at the mill
for processing. The slaughtering
was probably done at home be-
cause it was easier to transport
a dead hog than a live one, that
would be resisting the trip. The
ideal weight of a hog at killing
time was about 200 pounds,
but some would weigh 350
or more, no doubt one of the
reasons for making this day a
community affair.

The first step in processing
was to slide the carcass into
the scalding vat, sitting over a
roaring wood fire to keep the
water at the right temperature.
After a timed interval, the car-
cass was moved to a makeshift
table of sawhorses and rough-
sawn slabs of wood, readily
at hand as this setup was next
door to the old sawmill. When
the hair was scraped off with
large sharp butcher knives, the

down piece by piece as the hams, shoulders, bacon slabs,
and ribs were dismantled.
At this point, the women got involved in the dissect-
ing and carving and preserving. Some of the hams and
shoulders were trimmed, vigorously rubbed with salt and
packed in a large wooden box of salt for preservation. Oth-
ers were hung in the smoke house over a hickory wood fire.
(That smoke house is still standing, as seen in the recently
taken photo with this article.) Ribs were carved from the
backbone and cooked on a wood burning stove for canning
in glass jars, called fruit jars, aka Mason jars. Trimmings
and odd pieces of meat were seasoned with red pepper and
"< .4 sage and ground into sausage, rolled into golf-size balls,
fried and canned. These jars were sealed by a ring (a red
' rubber gasket) placed over the neck and a galvanized lid
with a white glass lining tightly screwed down against the
rubber gasket.

With the pork preserved, it was time for everyone to
retire to their respective homes and enjoy a scrumptious
... meal of fried tenderloin (considered a top delicacy) pre-
% pared by, you guessed it, the very tired women who had

worked beside their men a large part of the day. Bedtime
on hog killing day was a more than welcomed event, for the much
needed rest before the dawn of a new day of routine survival activity,
begun with a hearty breakfast of fresh country fried ham, biscuits and
red-eye gravy.

What was considered a hog killing delicacy depended on who you
asked. To the grandparents, chitlin's were at or near the top of the list.
For the readers who've never experienced a hog killing, let me explain
chitlin's. I mentioned that when the carcass was hung on the scaffold
and slit open, the entrails and organs were removed. Well actually,
they would basically fall out, with a little help from a butcher knife
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here and there. Entrails, or intestines, are
anatomical terms for chitlin's. The down
and dirty term would be guts. These long
winding tubes were cut into hotdog-size
lengths, emptied of their contents, and
thoroughly washed for deep drying. They
were fried in the same black pot where
lard was cooked out and cracklings were
made. Cracklings? you say. The meaty
strips from the hog's back that had a good
mixture of fat and lean were preserved as
bacon. The strips that were all fat were cut
at 1" or 2" intervals, left attached to the
skin. When the grease was cooked out,
what was left were cracklings. They were
dipped from the pot and spread out to
dry. Used to make crackling cornbread, or
eaten as snacks much like pork rinds are
today, with much the same taste.

So what happened to the pot of grease
after the cracklings and chitlin's were re-
moved? As the grease cooled, the lard
rose to the top and hardened into a solid
that was taken off and stored in lard buck-
ets for daily kitchen use throughout the
year. What remained in the pot was then
converted into lye soap without ever leav-
ing the pot. Red Devil lye and whatever
else went into the soap recipe (I think ash-
es was one of the ingredients) was added
to the pot and continuously stirred, over
the fire, with a large wooden paddle un-
til so thick the paddle wouldn’t move. It
was left overnight to set up, then cut into
blocks with a long blade butcher knife,
lifted from the pot, and spread out on a
shelf in the smoke house

ger ones and become runts.

There was one particular runt who held a special place
with me throughout my life. Once my mother took a runt
piglet away from the litter to protect it until it could fend
for itself. She kept it warm in her cook stove oven on low
heat, and became so attached to it, she never returned it to
the pen with the other pigs. When it was grown, she sold it
and bought the family a nice wooden glider that could seat
four grownups. I inherited the glider and our patio was its
home for many years, till it finally came apart from old age.

When I recently returned to the Indian Creek sawmill
site to photograph the old smokehouse, I was overcome by
the vivid memories and weight of history that enveloped
me. Much of that history was connected to the annual hog
killing days in the 30’s and 40’s that were as certain to hap-
pen at that place as November was to come around on the
calendar.
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to cure. Lye soap was a
household staple, used for
washing clothes on the rub
board, for washing feet
after working in the fields
and garden, and for bath-
ing in the No. 3 washtub.
Now that you've ex-
perienced a southern hog
killing in Old Monrovia,
realize that a lot has to
happen leading up to that
event. Like getting a mam-
ma hog and daddy hog to-
gether to produce piglets,
sometimes as many as 10
or 12 at a pop, called a lit-
ter. When there are more
piglets than mamma pig
has nipples to feed them,

pushed away by the stron-
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The Wayward Shot

by Bill Wright

On June 25, 1950 the Korean
War began when 75,000 soldiers
from the North Korean Army
crossed the 38th parallel to in-
vade South Korea. This resulted
in the United States entering
the Korean War to help liberate
South Korea from the invading
communist forces of North Ko-
rea and later an entry by China
on the side of North Korea. As
a result, many young Ameri-
cans were inducted into the U.S.
Army to support South Korea
in the war.

Steve was 20 years old when
he was inducted into the U.S.
Army shortly after the Korean
War began. He received four
months of Basic Infantry Train-
ing and soon sent to Korea and
assigned to a frontline infantry
company.

Shortly after Steve was as-
signed to the frontline infantry
company, the platoon leader
announced that Army Intelli-
gence had detected an enemy
tank hidden in a large barn lo-
cated about 150 yards in front
of the American defensive posi-
tion. The platoon leader asked
for two volunteers to take a
bazooka, an anti-tank weap-
on, and sneak within about 50
yards of the barn and fire a ba-
zooka round into the barn and
hopefully destroy the enemy
tank. Steve and another soldier
reluctantly volunteered for the
assignment. Both were new to
frontline combat, thus nervous
about the assignment they had
volunteered for.

Steve would be the trigger
man for the bazooka firing and
his companion would be the
bazooka loader. To reduce the
possibility of being seen by the
enemy, they would advance to-
wards the barn in a low crouch
and crawl some of the distance

as they neared the barn. Once they were
about 50 yards from the barn Steve was to fire
the bazooka round at the barn and hopefully
destroy the enemy tank. If the first round did
not destroy the tank, they would then fire the second bazooka
round into the barn.

Steve and the other soldier continued to be nervous and even
trembling as they advanced towards the enemy barn, often won-
dering why they had volunteered for the dangerous assignment.
Once they were about 50 yards from the barn, they stopped and
began preparations to fire a bazooka round at the barn. Steve
was still trembling and was concerned about making an accu-
rate shot at the barn. His companion soldier loaded a round into
the bazooka chamber, then touched Steve on his helmet, a signal
that he could fire when ready.

As Steve pulled the trigger aiming at the barn, he was still
trembling from nervousness. His shot would give meaning to
the saying, "he could not hit the broad side of a barn." Steve's
shot had missed completely the large barn from only 50 yards
away. However, located to a side of the barn and slightly to the
rear of the barn was a large haystack. The wayward shot struck
the haystack and there was a tremendous explosion. Unknown
to Army intelligence, the enemy had moved its tank out of the
barn and built a large haystack around the tank. Steve's way-
ward bazooka shot (§estroyed the enemy tank.

Steve and his companion soldier ran as fast as they could
back to friendly lines. As they approached, other soldiers were
cheering and clapping for them having successfully destroyed
the enemy tank.

When others often ask how he knew the enemy tank was in
the haystack, and not in the barn, Steve would give a vague an-
swer like “Just a feeling.” Later, both Steve an§ his companion
were awarded the Silver Star, America’s third highest award for
Valor in Combat. The Silver Star honors military personnel who
display exceptional valor while engaged in combat operations
against an enemy. The Silver Star ranks just below the Medal of
Honor and the Distinguished Service Cross for valor in combat.

It would be many years later before Steve would tell the
complete story how on a cold winter day during the Korean War
how he destroyed an enemy tank with “The Wayward Shot.”



HABITS OF CATS
by Ted Roberts

Sometimes when an au-
thor/writer looks at a blank
piece of paper, he sees a blank
piece of paper. He gropes for
a subject and all he gets is a
blank. I usually holler to the
wife. "Hey Shirley, anything
newsworthy happen to us late-
Iy?H

"Oh, your oldest son, Har-
ry, got married, but he's done
that before."

Nothing. But lately in the
absence of wars in the Congo,
new children born in the fam-
ily, the house burning down, or
car wrecks - there is one catego-
ry of events that always serves
up material - our two cats.
They are so predictable, so un-
predictable. Take their night-
time habits - and this one could
win a prize at the planetary cat
show: We're all laying in the
bed watching TV. We're in our
pajamas, they are nekkid, as we
say down here. They like crime
shows with a lot of action; ex-
plosions, fires, gunfire.

Well, when 9:30 rolls around
the male sedately, almost prig-
gishly, heads for the door and
with a sniff over his shoulder
leaves the room. Bear in mind
he carries no watch strapped to
his leg as he leaves the room.
Why? Maybe because once or
twice earlier I ran him out at
9:30 and he remembered.

They have another crazy
habit even more mysterious.
They love to drink water out
of the flower bowls. Bowls of
clean water on the kitchen floor
and these connoisseurs are lap-
ping water full of fiber, worms,
and microscopic algae out of
the flower bowls.

Outside, they also favor
mud puddles wherein stray bi-
peds have relieved themselves.
Maybe there are more vitamins
in it - maybe we oughta try it.
Maybe it's the long hidden
remedy to cancer. Ever hear of
a cat getting cancer? Or maybe
the cure is a diet of mice - even
though mice hunting is not a
habit of these two free renters.
They’ll only eat cat food. Hold
up a bowl of pate foie gras to
their lips and they’ll look at
you like you're crazy and turn
aside.

Nothing other than cat food
tempts them - not even ice
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cream.

And do you think they know
how to conserve energy? One
minute they’re sleeping - the
next they are streaking across
the yard chasing an aggressive
grasshopper. They gave up on
birds as soon as they caught on
to that flying trick.

But maybe their most en-
dearing habit is to jump in any
enclosure - like a box. Nothing
makes a cat happier than to sit
in a box, survey the world, and
mistakenly think they’re safe
from any hungry predators.
They’re wrong, of course, but
it’s like you locking yourself in
your room, hiring a Doberman
and hiding under the bed. It
makes you feel good.

Well, regardless of my cat’s
foibles, they’re lovable, furry
balls of delight. And did I tell
you they’re brother and sister?
They’re lovable, yet full of the
wild.
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W. H. Anderson’s Life dam to the Guntersville Bridge.

Around the Great
Depression with
Emphasis on
Redstone Park and
Redstone Arsenal

by W. H. Anderson

I, Wannie Hallman Ander-
son (W.H.), was born February
18, 1929 to Ernest and Girdie
Anderson prior to the start
of the Great Depression. My
daddy purchased a farm in the
1900s in a place called Hump-
ton, which was a small village
of fifteen families. There, I at-
tended Center Church, where
I attended both church and
school. Ms. Stone taught class
of about twenty-five students
from 1st to 12th grade.

During the Depression,
my father lost the farm and
we moved to New Hope, Ala-
bama. During that time, he
worked for TVA until Gunters-
ville Dam was completed. Once
it was completed, we moved to
Guntersville, Alabama. Daddy
bought two mules and a wagon
and leased them to TVA to load
logs and clear the land from the

He was then able to purchase
another farm in Cullman, Ala-
bama. He gathered the farm
material in the wagon and with
the two mules, headed through
Guntersville, Arab and then to
Cullman (between West Point
and Battleground) to the farm.

At the end of 1939, WWII
broke out. In 1940, my parents
went to work for the Arsenal.
Mother worked on Redstone

. Arsenal, and during that time

made ammunition and bombs
for the war. Daddy worked
for Huntsville Arsenal, which
served as storage site, near the
Tennessee River.

Around 1942, we moved to
an area called Redstone Park,
which was a community of
approximately 300 apartment
buildings to accommodate
those who worked on the Ar-
senal. The park consisted of
two and three bedroom apart-
ments. We lived in one apart-
ment next to three other fami-
lies and I remember us living
in #389. Most people didn't
have electricity during that
time but Redstone Park had
power lines to supply electric-
ity.

Y Many people didn't have a
refrigerator, but we were fur-

nished an icebox at Redstone
Park. An ice truck came by
daily to supply 25, 50, 75, or
100-pound blocks of ice into
the icebox to keep our milk and
butter cold. Redstone Park also
had a recreational center for
dances and social functions.

While my parents were
working on the Arsenal, I at-
tended Farley School. Redstone
Park was still being developed
when we moved to the area,
and after class, my duties were
to water the lawns that were re-
cently sewn with grass.

In 1944, one day at school
as a fifteen year old, I had an
incident with Principal Mor-
ris. I went to the water fountain
after the bell rang and as pun-
ishment, he wanted to paddle
me with a board. Rather than
being paddled, I gathered my
books, left school, and went
through the field to my daddy.
I told him that I was ready to
start working instead of going
to school.

Shortly after, we took the
Redstone bus from Redstone
Park to Old Rison Bank in
downtown Huntsville, which
was on the north side of the
Square. I met with Mr. Ash-
ford Todd, who was the Presi-
dent of the bank and he facili-

r

www.carpetcleaninghuntsville.com

Let Us Do the Work for You! h

We Clean Carpets, Rugs, Tile, Grout and Upholstery.
If you can stand or sit on it, we can clean it!

Kleaneasy Quality Cleaning
(Carpets and More)

3 Rooms - $95

June Specials: 4 Rooms - $115 P

5 Rooms - $130 ‘ \

Seniors (65+) 10% off, Military 15% off 3 af
call (256) 886-9100 _‘ .!;
When you shop local, you’re helping our W
small businesses stay in business. Thank you! A

Tony Guthrie, Owner
J




tated my employment with the
Huntsville Depot.

During that time, the
Huntsville Depot was a part
of the Huntsville Arsenal. The
Huntsville Depot consisted of a
railroad with eight warehouses
that stored ammunition until
after the war ended in 1945. 1
loaded boxcars with others my
age and we were referred to
as "The Diaper Crew," making
$3.92/hour. I received a pro-
motion to $4.16/hour and this
was quickly taken away once
they realized I, along with both
parents, worked for the gov-
ernment. Money was tight and
they wanted to be able to hire
other people.

During this time, I was also
enlisted into the Army Nation-
al Guard. Once the war ended,
I was sent to dismantle bombs
not used in war. My parents
were then laid off and moved
back to the farm in Cullman. I
stayed at Redstone Park. I was
moved to an office building
and headquarters at an ante-
bellum house prior to my being
laid off.

I stayed in Huntsville for
various other jobs after being
laid off from Huntsville Depot.
I worked for Business Equip-
ment Company to deliver re-

aired typewriters. I worked
or Dent Construction Com-
pany, which subcontracted for
Huntsville Utilities. Our crew
consisted of five people that
built power lines for the area. |
also worked for Meadow Gold
Dairy.

I then worked on my par-
ent’s farm in Cullman. Shortly
after, I met the love of my life,
Jimmie Ann, and we married
June 3,1950. We decided we
could make a better living, so
we moved back to Huntsville
off of Meridian Street.

Jimmie Ann’s parents had
an antebellum house and barn
in Hazel Green, Alabama. We
purchased land from her dad-
dy, Mr. Towry. He had a tenant
house and we remodeled it and

lived there before building our
home. When my wife’s parents
assed, we tore down the old
ome place and barn and de-
veloped the land that is now
Towry Acres, a subdivision
with over twenty homes.

From 1954 to 1956, 1 was
drafted into the Army, Signal
Corp. After time in the Army,
I worked at Army Ballistic
Missile Agency (ABMA) and
subsequently NASA’s Mar-
shall Space Flight Center. I was
hired as GS-9, which was rare
for someone with a 7th grade
education and made just under
$20/hour.

I was sent to Building 4471,
which was on the west end of
the Arsenal, where I worked
with shipping and receiving of
various goods. We received box
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pallets with everything from
Birdseye baby diapers to sport-
ing goods to bullfrogs. The last
couple years of work, I moved
to NASA Headquarters, Build-
ing 4200, where I managed
supplies, forms and inventory.
I worked a total of 32 years and
retired from NASA March 2,
1984.

All of this goes to show that
times were hard, but we made
it work. We suffered man
hardships growing up witﬁ
nothing, but we labored our
way to success. The hard work
paid off.

“We worked hard, loved
one another and lived a great
life, which is what it's all
about.”

--W.H. Anderson at 92
years of age
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Barns

by Barry Key

For some reason America has a ro-
mance with barns. In reality, a barn is
an agricultural structure that serves a
purpose like any other piece of farm
equipment. Early American barns were
a simple design to be erected as easy
and economical as possible using logs or
rough cut lumber. This day and time, a
lot of barns are designed by architects to
complement the owner’s home or prop-
erty. Modern barns are often a show case
built of brick, cement blocks, or metal,
and are air conditioned to comfort the
animals.

As older barns finally deteriorate be-
yond repair, individuals, or contractors,
will demolish a barn just to stockpile and
preserve old worn and weather beaten
barn wood. Carpenters and artists have
a knack for transforming the most rustic
pieces into all kinds of unique furniture,
picture frames, and knick knacks. Barns
are also used as billboards to advertise

“Recent widow who has just buried
4th husband looking for someone
to round out a six-unit plot.
Shortness of breath not a
problem.”

Seen in local singles ad

companies and places... .the most famous in the south-

east, "SEE ROCK CITY".

My grandfather's original barn on Grassy Moun-
tain was destroyed by a storm in the late 40s or early
50s. He hired a guy to set up his portable saw mill in
the woods behind his house. He built a new barn out of

rough cut lumber with four long sections running
north and south, plus a large open hay loft over
three of the four sections. As with the old barn,
the new barn served many functions.

At ground level there are two enclosed sec-
tions that are divided into three different rooms
each. Each room has a specific function. Separat-
ing the two enclosed sections is an open aisle that
runs through the length of the barn. The fourth
section, open at both ends, ran the length of the

_ barn and was used to park large farm equipment

' such as his tractor, bulk wagon, flatbed trailer,

" hay rack, disk, etc. This was also the garage where
equipment was repaired as needed.

The barn aisle is a high, wide open passage
through the barn large enough for trucks, tractors

and mule drawn wagons to drive through. On one end
above the aisle is a large opening in the hay loft floor.
Hay was gathered in a mule drawn wagon. The wag-
on would be pulled into the barn aisle below the loft
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opening. Hay would then be
pitch-forked into the loft and
down again as needed to feed
the stock.

Three rooms are floored,
two corn cribs and a harness
room, or the "tack room" as it
would be called today. There
are three un-floored rooms,
a milking stall and two mule
stalls. The milking stall has a
feed trough hanging on the
wall. Twice a day my grand-
mother would fill the trough
with feed and "Bessie" would
stand perfectly still chewing
her cud while being milked....
by hand.

By the way, I think every-
one has heard the saying "cows
chewing their cud". Do you
know what "cud" is? If you
have ever had acid reflux, then
you know what a cow's cud is.
In the case of cows, it is part-
ly digested food regurgitated
from the first stomach to the
cow's mouth for additional
chewing, a process required to
help cows completely digest
the rough foliage. A cow can
chew on its cud for hours be-
fore returning it to its second
stomach to complete the diges-
tion process.. ..and waste dis-
posal.

The two corn crib's walls
on the inside of the barn aisle
have large openings at the top.
When corn was gathered in the
mule drawn wagon, the wagon
would be pulled into the aisle
below the crib openings. The
corn would be shoveled into
the cribs through those open-
ings.

After a day of shoveling
corn through an opening two
or three feet above your head,
a workout at a gym was the
last thing on a person's mind.

The hay loft was not only
used to store hay but other
small items that are season-

ally used around the farm. My
aunts and female cousins, as
young girls, had playhouses set
up in the hay loft to play with
during the winter and rainy
weather. My uncles, cousins,
and I would lay in the hay and
tell all sorts of stories,..I'm
sure the hay loft is where I first
heard about the “birds and
bees”. In the fall during cotton
picking season, my grandfa-
ther would park his partially
filled wagon of cotton under
the hay loft opening and all us
kids would jump and turn flips
into the soft cotton.

I think all southern boys
have played cow pasture base-
ball and basketball. On the wall
above the barn aisle was a bas-
ketball goal. Not only did you
learn fancy foot work, but how
to dribble a basketball remark-
ably well when playing where
cows and mules had spent the
day.

If we got bored playing ball,
jumping in the cotton wagon,
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or just hanging out, there was
always time for a good corncob
battle. Corn was shelled to feed
the animals. A dry corn cob
was light weight and didn’t
hurt too much when you were
hit. But as usual, someone
would lose their cool, get mad,
and start throwing rain soaked
cobs, or some they had picked
out of a cow paddy.

My grandparents are gone
now, but the barn that my
grandfather built so many
years ago still stands. It no lon-
ger houses animals and fodder,
but is now a retirement place
for all the equipment that was
used to run the farm.

To our family, the “BARN”
has become a tribute to their
memories.

“Drink til she’s cute, but
stop before the wedding.”

Bob Fryers, Gurley
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Claude, with five younger siblings at
that time, did various jobs for neigh-
boring farms to make extra money.
4 During the winter of 1929-1930, at
. the age of sixteen, he asked a nearby
I neighbor, who owned orange groves
| in Florida, for a job. Mr. Tuck gladly
hired him. Mr. Tuck hired him to
prepare the soil, plant and harvest
the crops. Soon after, he had Claude
driving company trucks as well as
repairing them when there was a
breakdown.

Every payday Claude sent mon-
ey home to his parents, whose fam-
¢ ily was still growing. Times were
extremely hard, especially durin
the cold winter which brought wit
it bad weather and severe illnesses.

His dad, with carpenter skills, made chairs, tables and

A B | eS S ed M an rocking chairs to sellr.) However, most people were in the
same boat and could not afford to buy them.

Claude continued to work the orange groves for several

by Claudia Gates Hill years. During off season he took on other jobs in the area.

In 1913 Claude Gates was born
in Madison County, Alabama, to
Robert and Bessie Hodges Gates.
He was the first born of their eleven
children. They lived close to grand-
parents, uncles, aunts and cousins
and spent a lot of time with them.

Clle)lude attended school until the

elghth grade when he began work- 7500 Memorial Parkway So. #122

ing on his grandfather's farm. He Huntsville Al 35802
learned to prepare the soil, plant and ’

harvest the crops. He also tinkered  Steve Cappaert Business phone (256) 883-6600
with and learned to repair farming  Broker - Associate Fax (256) 883-6650
equipment. (256) 651-7517 Cell stevecappaert@knology.net

When he was thirteen years old,
he convinced his dad to buy

an old automobile from a lo- (256) 533-7599
cal junk yard. He bought it 800 Holmes Ave.

for fifteen dollars and carried «¢“d e". ' Five Points

it home, in pieces, on their
(256) 585-1725

horse-drawn wagon. Within a
Where the 815 Madison St.

few months, Claude had it as-
sembled and running. Eventu- :
chicker s (256) 721-3395
Lickin ! 527 Wynn Dr. NW

ally, he sold it for twenty-five
dollars.

Towards the end of the
1920s, with the Depression . -
looming, life became I21ifficult Dine-In or Carry Out! (256) 464-7811

for most families, including | Yes \We Cater! 101 Intercom Dr.

the Gates. Some found it hard
to pay rent, buy groceries or Open Mon-Sat 10am - 9pm ** Closed Sunday

even buy seed for plantin Some of the best tastin’ chicken anywhere!
and growing their own food.




He worked at the gas station owned
by another member of the Tuck fam-
ily. He worked on the road crew driv-
ing dump trucks hauling dirt on High-
way 27 as it was being built.

By the mid 1930's Claude returned
to Madison County and was hired to
drive trucks for various oil companies.
In 1937, he was employed by the Sin-
clair Refinery Company. About a year
later, he started working for a gas sta-
tion on 5th Street (now Andrew Jack-
son Way).

Across the street from the gas sta-
tion was a grocery store, Carroll's Gro-
cery, owned and operated by Desso
(JD) and Flossie Carroll. They had a
daughter, Methra. After eyeing each
other from across the way, they even-
tually met and began dating.

In 1939, confident that Methra
would agree to become his wife, he
bought the gas station. They married
in 1940.

Claude's auto repair skills became
well known around town. Although
he had a thriving business, he took a
job at the Arsenal garage and hired
his brother, Robert Gates, Jr. to run the
station. He worked both jobs every
day to afford a comfortable lifestyle
for his family.

Within a few years, the auto re-
Eair part of the station was so busy,

e began working in the evenings on
vehicles at his home in the one car ga-
rage behind their house. A short time
later, he sold the gas station, ended
his employment at the Arsenal and
opened the auto repair shop behind
their home full time. He hired two of
his brothers as mechanics: Jr.
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friends. Janell, Gary, Tim, Kay, Paul, Claudia, Dehaan
and Mark followed. Each grew up around the business
and took his or her turn doing various jobs and chores.

Claude retired in 1980. Methra retired in 1982.

Upon his retirement, Claude Gates Garage was in-
corporated and the name changed to Gates Auto Repairs
Co., Inc.

Today, the garage is owned and operated by Dehaan
and his wife Jamie.

Claude was a smart businessman. He was a devout
Christian, a loving father, a good provider and a loyal
friend to many.

He taught us to love and trust God and to love one
another.

He taught us the value and rewards of hard work.

Dad was and knew he was a blessed man.

L1

and Leighton. Methra became
his secretary and bookkeeper.

His dad added on to the
existing one car garage and,
through the years, expanded
the business to include six
work bays, an office, bath-
room ancf, storage area.

As the business grew, so
did Claude's and Methra's
family. Their first two children
(twins 1941) were born too
soon and did not live. Brenda
(1942-1950), a few days shy of
her eighth birthday, was hit
by a truck as she was runninlgg’l

)
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Shooting the Moon at Hot Hole
by Keith Wilson

The pond was not very large, but it was large enough to be
our swimming hole. The area that was deep enough for us to
swim was about 60 feet wide and 50 feet long. The remainder of
the pond was too shallow and full of plants and fallen tree limbs
to use for swimming.

The water did not come from a creek or stream. Hot Hole
was a large spring. The water was very clear and unusually
clean. The name Hot Hole came from the warm spots that were
present throughout the pond.

Hot Hole was located right next to an L&N Railroad Train
line coming from Montgomery leading into Birmingham. The
railroad was on a built up area about 25 feet above the pond.
The area around the pond was uninhabited for many miles, ex-
cept for one lone farmer’s house about a quarter of a mile from
the swimming hole. The start of the journey was on a trail at the
foot of the north face of the mountain. The trail was well used.
The miners who lived in company houses used this trail to walk
to the mines to begin their day below the surface of Red Moun-
tain. These miners all worked for the Tennessee Coal and Iron
Company (TCI).

The south slope opened up to level farm land and a patch of
pine trees here and there. The pine trees were a welcome sight
as we made our way to Hot Hole. The cool air beneath the trees
and the soft sandy soil of the trail made for pleasant walking in
our bare feet. Along the trail there were plum trees with plenty
of ripe plums just waiting to be picked.

The old farmer who lived next to the railroad and about a
quarter of a mile from Hot Hole provided the best part of the
hike to the swimming hole. On his
property he had a well with the coolest

“Today a man knocked on
my door and asked for a
small donation towards the
local swimming pool, so |
gave him a glass of water
and a urine sample.”

Fred Jackson, Arab

d test water kn t . Th T -
farmer always allowed us to stop and | VWilliam M. Yates, CLU

rest and drink in the shade around his

well. Occasionally, he would let us get Life, Health, Disability
a nice, big, ripe watermelon from his Long-Term Care, Annuities and Group

patch. We would carry the watermelon
to the pond to let it cool, so we could eat
it before we went home.

On a camping trip to Shades Creek,
about a mile and a half from Hot Hole,
my brother Joe, Terrell - our next door
neighbor - and me were discussing
that our swimming hole had no fish.
Shades Creek was full of fish. Why not

they are taken by people who
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use a net to catch some fish and take
them to Hot Hole? So we did! We put
our catch into water carrying canvas
bags and we lugged those bags full of
water for the mile and a half along the
railroad tracks back to Hot Hole. We
released those boogers into the pond.
We waited for our catch to grow and
multiply by the next season. But to our
grave disappointment - none of those
boogers survived!

Part of the fun of swimming at Hot
Hole was the fact that we were all na-
ked as a "Jaybird". It was always a race
to see which one of us was the first in
the pond. About 50 yards from the Hot
Hole we all began to run and strip and
hold our clothes in our hands. By the
time we arrived to the bank of Hot Hole
we were already naked and wasted no
time jumping into the water.

We had another little game to play,
that was even more fun. The train that
flew past Hot Hole was a commuter
train traveling from Montgomery to
Birmingham. I believe the engineer
would be expecting us to be swimming
because he always blew his whistle just
before he passed us. That whistle blow-
ing was our signal to give all the pas-
sengers a “greeting”! As the train went
by each passenger was presented with
a view of as many as seven or eight
smiling butts raising from the waters of
Hot Hole.

We called this event “Shooting the
Moon”! I have always believed that the
regular passengers on the train looked
forward to their Hot Hole Greeting.

Each of us made a small boat at
home that only one person would fit
into. We made them out of a sheet of tin
roofing and wood for the stern. They
would float fairly well. The object of the
game we played was real simple - the
last boat floating was the winner. The
hard part of the whole experience was
the one time carrying the boat built at
home over the mountain to Hot Hole.
Once we got the boat to Hot Hole, we
would leave the boat submerged at the
shallow end of the pond, out of sight of
any passer-bys.

One year on January 1 we had our
New Year’s Celebration. During the
Christmas Holiday after Christmas
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Day we took the hike to Hot Hole. Upon arriving we all
stripped to our freezing nakedness and plunged into our
beloved swimming hole. Thank goodness this tradition
only lasted one year!

Sadly, Hot Hole did not survive the passing of time.
Urban development erased all evidence that there was a
swimming hole by the old L&N Railroad. The laughter
and joyful noise of those youngsters was gone forever.
But, the old men’s memories of those long ago days will
live on forever.
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My Battle
with
the Monkey

by Anonymous

Once, while visiting my cousin Boss in Florida, we decided to tour the local fair. We
saw a sailor standing in front of the monkey cage. He was trying to decide whether to
box with the monkey.

I did not hesitate. There would be $25 with my name on it if [ won.

So, I stepped inside the cage, sure of myself, and put on the helmet and gloves.

My plan was to bop it on the head a couple of times; then the match would be over —
wrong! When I bent over to pick up the curled-up monkey, a lightning-fast punch
seemed to come from nowhere, knocking me clear to the other end of the 20-foot cage.

“OK, Mr. Monkey,” I said, “Let’s get it on!”

I lunged toward the monkey, but did not notice the bar that stretched from one side
of the cage to the other. The monkey grabbed the bar, swung around, and with its back
feet, kicked me to the ground. It was way too fast for me.

Before I could get up, the monkey was on me — taking my pants off. I couldn’t believe
this was actually happening.

The owner soon got the monkey off me and ushered me out of the cage. Everybody
got a good laugh that day — everybody except me. And I still didn’t get the $25.

f B&W AUCTION )
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PET TIPS W
FROM ANGEL

Sammer

* Never leave your pet in a | &
car! Parking in the shade and E
leaving the windows open is not
an option. Even if you are just running a
quick errand, in a hot car your pet's tempera-
ture can rise rapidly and they can overheat
in a very short period of time. It only takes
minutes to reach dangerous levels leading
to heat stroke and even death.

* Always make sure your pet has cool,
clean water available. Dogs, and even cats,
drink more on hot days, and water warms
up quickly, so make sure to change your
pet's water often.

*Food and drinks you serve your family
and friends may be poisonous to your pets.
Backyard BBQs and pool parties are what
we all look forward to during the summer,
but keep an eye on what your pet is eating
when you get the party started. Dogs and
cats can experience severe digestive ail-
ments when a change of diet takes place.
The following are extremely poisonous to
pets: raisins, grapes, onions, chocolate and
products with the sweetener, xylitol.

* Do not walk your dog near fireworks.
Besides the obvious danger, the loud noise
can be very scary.

* Do not force your dog into the water
if he is frightened. Some dogs do not like
to swim. If your dog likes to swim, do not
leave him unattended.

* Do not allow your dog to hang out of
the window of a moving car. Objects such
as rocks or tree limbs could seriously injure
your pet, or he might fall or jump out.

* Have your pet checked for heart-
worm. Though commonly found in dogs,
heartworm can affect cats, too. Heartworm
disease is more commonly seen in warmer
weather. Easily transmitted through insect
bites and/or contact with another infected
animal, this disease inhibits proper pump-
ing and functioning of the heart muscle, and
may cause heart failure if not treated.

* Check your pet daily for fleas and ticks.
Itis important to apply flea and tick preven-
tion to your pet monthly or as indicated on
the specific product label of the product that
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is used. Fleas and ticks can cause anemia,
carry other harmful parasites, as well as
carry other diseases such as Lyme Disease.
There are several options available for flea
and tick prevention. Ask your veterinarian
which product addresses the specific needs
of your pet.

* If your pet likes to relax in the shade
of a yard or deck, watch out for yellow
jackets, bees, toads and snakes. Bite or
sting symptoms are usually swelling of the
face or affected areas. Once stung or bitten,
the pet's skin may start to look wrinkly or
bumpy. This is a first indicator and, if not
treated by a veterinarian, could result in death due to toxins
taking over and shutting down the animal’s body or causing
airway swelling and sutfocation.

* Your pet CAN get sunburn. This is more likely in white
dogs, hairless dogs and dogs with light colored fur, such as Pit
Bulls and Dalmatians. If you have a pet that meets this criteria,
itisrecommended that you apply sunscreen to your pet before
it is allowed to be outside for an extended period of time.

*Keep your dog’s paws cool at all times. Limit the time you
let your dog roam in the backyard and outdoors, especially
on hot asphalt. Since the ground heats up quickly during the
summertime, your dog’s body heat can rapidly rise and sensi-
tive paw pads can get burned.

* Know the signs of heat stress. In these warm summer
months it is best to be aware of the signs of heat stress by ex-
posure to extreme temperatures. Check the animal for signs
of heavy panting, glazed eyes, a rapid heartbeat, restlessness,
excessive thirst, lethargy, fever, dizziness, lack of coordination,
profuse salivation, vomiting, a deep red or purple tongue and
unconsciousness.

*If Your Pet Is Overheating:

1. Move him into the shade or an air-conditioned area.

2. Apply ice packs or cold towels to his head, neck and
chest or immerse him in cool (not cold) water.

3. Let him sip small amounts of tepid water.

4. If you see no improvement, take your pet directly to
a veterinarian.

* Renfroe Animal Hospital E
and Bird Clinic

When He Really Needs

You.... We Offer Quality,

Professional Care for the
Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411

Hours by Appointment

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

e Across from Books A Million &
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It’s Hard to
Go Home

by Tom Carney

I pulled off to the side of the road and took
a long look at Riverton School. There wasn't
much left that I could recognize. The build-
ings had all changed. Looking into the faces
of the young, bright-eyed children, there
wasn't much that I could identify with, either.

I fell in love with Sally Baker while going
to Riverton School. She was the most popular
1%irl in school and I was a runny-nosed little

id five grades behind her. I was also nine
years old and she didn't know I existed. I
could have just been invisible as far as she
was concerned.

Mrs. Riddick was my school teacher. Also
my mother's, my uncles', my aunts' and ev-
eryone else's in Hurricane Creek. She began
teaching at Riverton part-time during the
second war and she just never left. I hope
there's a plaque or something in her honor
inside the school. I never forgot her.

We used to ride the bus to school. The
best thing about riding the bus was that it
would stop at Bobby Bragg's store, giving
us a chance to load up on Cokes and candy.

Bobby Bragg was every boy's hero. He
would fish all summer and ﬁunt all winter. If
he wasn't in the woods or on the creek bank,
he would be sitting in front of
the wood-burning stove, swap-
ping stories with all the other
men. He had some of the best
stories and they were probably
all true. It's strange how a brief
fleeting thought can stir up
emotions and cause a longing
for times gone by.

Using the excuse to myself
that I needed gas anyway, I de-
cided recently to drive over to
Hurricane Creek and visit the
Bragg's store. Stopping my car
in front of the store, I got out
and stood there for moment.
I remembered the benches in
front of the store and the old
cotton gin next door. Then if I
squinted my eyes just right, I
could almost see the old school

bus unloading its cargo of laughing, boisterous chil-
dren.

After pumping my own gas, I walked inside
to pay for it. Nothing had changed. The building
seemed smaller than I remembered, and the canned
goods seemed a little dustier, but I still remembered
it. Bobby Bragg was still sitting in front of the old
wood-burning stove; only his hair was gray now and
he seemed to move a lot slower than I remembered.

He looked at me with a quizzical look on his
face as if he was trying to figure out what a stranger
was doing stopping here. I paid and left. He didn’t
recognize me and it was just as well.

Sometimes it’s just hard to go home.

Metro Painting and Roofing

Customer Satisfaction is our #1 Goal

Home Services include:

* House Painting, Inside & Outside
*Wood Repairs

* Pressure Washing

*Wood Staining

Licensed & Insured
Residential & Commercial
Free Estimates

Justin Bzdell (256) 316-9986

www.MetroPaintingAndRoofing.com




LOCAL NEWS
IN 1923

* Killed by his own Trap
Gun.

"Accidental Death" was the
verdict today in the killing of A.
C. Sikes, a merchant in Decatur.
Sikes was shot by a trap gun set
by himself in his store when he
apparently blundered against
the trap when he re-entered the
store in the dark.

The shotgun had been
trained on the only opening
anyone could enter the store. A
small wire was stretched across
the opening and tied to the trig-
ger of the gun. When Sikes went
in, he touched the wire and was
killed instantly.

Sikes had suffered several
robberies recently and was de-
termined to show the thieves he
wouldn’t put up with it.

* New Hope Barn Burned,
Struck by Lightning.

During the heavy electrical
storm of Wednesday night a
barn belonging to James Cryce,
New Hope, was struck by light-
ning and destroyed together
with all the contents, consisting
of foodstuffs and farm machin-
ery. The damage will reach
approximately $2,500 with no
insurance.

* Goldfish Stolen, Arab,
Ala.

Accustomed to every type of
theft, city detectives are quietly
studying clues leading to pos-
sible identification of the person
who Wednesday night took the

et gold fish of Mrs. M. Marion
rom the front porch of her home
at 1004 South Tenth Street.

* A Severe Shock.

While standing over her
stove Thursday afternoon a bolt
of lightning entered the home
of Mrs. Alex Bryan, severely
shocking her. She will recover.

The lightning is supposed to
have entered the kitchen over
an electric wire.

* New Market Man Under
Arrest.

Sheriff Lane yesterday
brought in from the vicinity of
New Market a man docketed
under the name of J. M. Rich-
ards, charged with distilling.
Richards was placed in the
county jail for a later hearing.

* Pigeons Sent Here for
Trial Flights.

Harry London of this city
is having shipped to him from
Atlanta %y Mr. Wm. Crawford
of that city several Homing
pigeons for a race to be held in
Los Angeles, Ca shortly. Mr.
London upon receipt of the
birds will immediately turn
them loose and then time them
as they leave. The time is sent to
Mr. Crawford who, by timing
their arrival in Atlanta, is able to
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make his selections for the Los
Angeles show.

It is said that Mr. Crawford
has between two and three
hundred of these Homing pi-

eons from which he will make

is selections for speed and
endurance. The distance from
Huntsville to Atlanta is about
300 miles and the birds usually
make the trip in three hours.

* Merrimack Sewage Sys-
tem.
A new sewage system is
being put in at Merrimack by
the Merrimack Manufacturing
Company at a cost of $50,000. It
is much needed and a welcome
addition for the workers there.

“Every woman likes a
guiet man - she thinks
he’s listening.”

Jeri Sutton, Madison

understanding.
Our new hours will be:
Monday & Tuesday 5pm -10PM

Friday & Saturday 11AM -11PM
Sunday 11AM - 10PM

'"B;# Cda Pi_.g_g_a_‘!

We've got a new Appetizer! This is our dough dippers. It's our home-
made dough, cut up into bite sized pieces, then fried and coated with
garlic butter & parmesan. Served with our marinara to dip them in.

Due to our limited staffing at this time, we
will temporarily be closed for lunch on Mondays &
Tuesdays. Thanks for your continued support and

Wednesday & Thursday 11AM -10PM

Curbside Delivery Available

(256) 489-3374

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

ﬁ Like us on Facebook
255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801
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My First Car
Tape Player

by M.D. Smith, IV

L] i
Y
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Webster Electric Tube EkoTape
350 Reel to Reel Tape Recorder

You're thinking..."Wait a
minute, the first 8-track for cars
was 1964 when Bill Lear, Am-
pex and the car companies put
plaﬁlers in automobile." That's
right.

The cassette tape introduced
in 1963 wasn't in cars until
1968 as a factory install. Thus,
8-tracks were first. My father
had an 8-track in his '65 Lincoln.
I chose a cassette recorder-
player for my home. Before I
got a new car with it built-in, I
installed a cassette player “out-
board” below the glove box.

It was 1958 before any of this
happened. "You wonder how?”
Good question.

I loved big sound audio
and built my first Knight-Kit
Hi-Fi (mono) amplifier in 1951.
I already had a Webster Elec-
tric Ekotape reel-to-reel tape
recorder, a gift from my father
a year before. The recorder-
player used standard 7" reels of
audio tape and had two speeds.
The higher and better qual-

ity 7.5 IPS (Inches Per Second)
speed would hold thirty min-
utes of music and the slower,
lower quality 3.75 IPS, a full
hour per side.

Now, the sound quality of
AM radio in those gays was
fine, and my ‘57 Ford Fairlane
500 had a nice one in it. I'd
added a rear speaker as well.
But between commercials and
no stations playing the easy love
song ballads on a regular basis,
I hated that I could not listen to
my Four Preps album, “Dancing
and Dreaming”, The Four Fresh-
men's “Love Lost” and other
albums that were good mood
setters with girls that I was dat-
ing at the time. I'd always liked
Johnny Mathis and his ballads.

For home, I was one of the
tirst to have “Mix-tapes”, a term
common in later times with
the cassette tapes. I must have
a hundred of them now that I
made over the years before CD
players became common in cars.

It occurred to me in 1958
when I saw a DC to 115 volt
AC converter for cars in a J.C.
Whitney Catalog that it would
handle the power needs of my
reel-to-reel EkoTape recorder. I
saved money and bought one. It
costs over a hundred dollars and
was pretty heavy with the vibra-
tor power supply that hummed
along at 60 cycles. I mounted it
under the driver's seat with a
wire run to my car battery. I put
the recorder, weighing about
forty pounds, on the floor of the
passenger seat and I could reach
the controls even while driving.
It was about 15" square and 9"
tall laying flat. The carry lid was
detachable. Plugged in the AC
power cord and “Presto” home
quality sound.

Now let me tell you about
the changing-mood-mix-tapes.
For dating I'd make a tape
starting with a nice mix of R&R
from the Drifters, Buddy Holly,
Everly Brothers and all the hit
songs of the 50s to date from
my 45 RPM collection. I would

have an occasional slow song by
Johnny Mathis and other hits.
As the tape continued, and later
into my date at night or coming
home from a movie and parking
at an overlook, the mix of slow
love songs increased significant-
ly. I knew about mood setting
music and took advantage of it.

Now, I have to admit, that
bi]g1 recorder sitting in the floor
where my date sat was cum-
bersome. There was foot space
between the center hump, but
much better if she’d scoot over
near me in the bench style front
seat. Another part of my plan.

In college, when visiting
girls schools in other parts
of Virginia on weekends, it
worked even better. Not only
did having a full fidelity player
in the car, but my choice of
music with no commercials or
good choice of radio stations,
impressed the girls.

When parking, [ had to leave
my car running to keep the bat-
tery charged. The load from the
DC to AC converter would run
the battery down quick.

You can ask one girl in par-
ticular about M.D.’s romantic
music in the car. She has been
listening to it for about sixty
years now. We’'d only been
married a few years when I put
a cassette player in my car. Judy
was so relieved. Then she had
plenty of legroom. Her memo-
ries of how wonderful it was in
my car differ from my own.

Later it was a CD player and
I burned my own CD-mix of
songs. Today, I use a memory
stick, or maybe satellite radio.
How things have changed.

“This getting old is tough.
| just spent 15 minutes
looking for my belt and |
finally found it. It was
around my waist!”

Anthony Campbell




WHAT IS
MONROVIA?
WHERE IS
MONROVIA?

by Jean Lemley

Monrovia has no post office
and no city limits. Originally a
rural community, Monrovia is
located in Madison County west
of Huntsville, Alabama. In the
1930s addresses were Route 3,
Huntsville, Alabama and Route
2, Madison, Alabama. In Sep-
tember 1979 the county assigned
house numbers and named the
roads that did not already have
names. Huntsville and Madison
are the Post Offices still serving
this area. We still see "Monrovia,
Alabama" sometimes.

Monrovia began in the 1800s
as Mr. Oscar Thompson's home-
stead on Indian Creek near what
is now the intersection of Old
Monrovia Road and Bishop
Road. Mr. Thompson named
his settlement after Monrovia,
Indiana where he had lived
previously.

After Mr. Thompson, this
area was owned by Arthur Lee
Wall and later in 1914 his broth-
er Lawson Alonza Wall owned
it. Here was a general store,
cotton gin, gristmill, sawmill,
blacksmith shop and wood-
working shop. A large water
wheel supplied power as they
did not have electricity in the
1920s and 1930s. Wall descen-
dants still own this land.

When we lived on Blake Bot-
tom Road I remember Mama
saying "We are going down
to Monrovia.” She meant the

“I love California. | practi-
cally grew up in Phoenix.”

Dan Quayle

apslipghttieoncretibahienaeli

General Store or going to see
Grandmother and Papa.

This area became Old Mon-
rovia when the first Monrovia
School (grades 1 through 12)
was built in 1920 on Jeft Road
at the present location of Mon-
rovia Elementary School. The
school was located about half a
mile from Mount Zion Baptist
Church. The church, organized
in 1855, had been moved to
its present location in 1893.
Through the years Mount Zion
Church and Monrovia School
have been closely related.

Many teachers and princi-
pals at the school were active
members of Mount Zion Baptist
Church.

Where there were once barns
and mules and we picked cot-
ton, there are now streets and
nice houses in subdivisions
with names such as Pettus
Estates, Wall Farm, Thomas
Manor, Nichols Bend, Phillips
Creek and others named for tlge
families who farmed the land in
Monrovia.
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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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’ me Sampson. | am another unwanted
.. dog the Ark welcomed in. If they have

¢ That includes cats and kittens too!
- Briitleavigtiitiziggie

' -+ else adog or cat needs to be healthy.
i Now | know you are wondering about

%2 bucket! | play with it all day. I pitch it

e
Sampson

Hello, the Ark decided to name
space for us they always take us in.

doctor and get a physical exam, shots
that are needed, ouch!, and anything

the bucket in my mouth. | LOVE my

L1

never get tired of my bucket. Guess what? My second name now is “bucket
man!” | am a very loving dog. If you will adopt me and be a loving home for
me the Ark will give you a bucket! When you come to the Ark ask to see the

bucket man. That’s me.
A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
256.851.4088

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806 Hours Tues. - Sat.

11 am -4 pm

T
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TIME TO GARDEN!

by Elizabeth Wharry

Flowers, trees and shrubs have been a source of joy. I
don't see weeds in a field, I see wild flowers. Unfortunately,
gardening is not one of my talents!

When we bought our house here in 2011, the yard was
void of anything but grass. I saw a blank canvas. My enthu-
siasm was tempered by my ignorance of the red clay soil. So,
I setabout tolearn what I could. I consulted an expert at one
of the local nurseries to find out what grew well and what
wouldn't. I also made my own mistakes. Some things that
did very well in Kansas didn't do well here and vice versa.

Over the winter, I laid out my plans. I knew I wanted
a couple of magnolia trees, some tall grasses, a holly tree
and yucca. By putting the smaller magnolias on either end,
and the holly in the middle, the front garden was starting to
look like something. Some tall grasses and yucca finished
it out quite nicely.

My front porch looked drab with only a rock garden in
front. Goodbye rocks, hello tall grasses. They give a sense
of privacy and add a cozy feel.

The back yard was another blank canvas. Our |
housing development was originally part of a cow
pasture. We looked at various trees and finally agreed
on several. We also have a septic system that we
needed to work around. Once a month, we would
decide on a tree and where the best place to plant it
was. Thankfully, the growing season here is quite
long. We also added a raised bed veggie garden. It's
always an experiment!

In early 2018, we agreed that a pool and deck

watching clouds and seeing the occasional hawk is

the best way I can think of to relax. Call us for All Your Home Needs!
Quality Work at Good Prices.

“He’s the kind of man a woman would need
to marry in order to get rid of.”

Roofing

would complete the back yard. My husband built Home Repair
a really nice deck to compliment the pool. Being Remodeling
able to float around, looking at the cattle behind us, Plumbing....

Mae West = Plumbcrazycs@yahoo.com =

I|_—

Contracting Service

...and More

(256) 682-7676




Granny’s

Driving Lesson

by Patsy Trigg

When you read in history about
the women who settled the frontier,
my great-grandmother, Mattie Childs
Smith, born in 1872, was one of these
women. She came from hardy stock
and was one of those strong women
who brooked no nonsense. She was
firm yet had a heart of gold. From m
point of view, she had a wonderful soft
spot in her heart, especially for her first
great-grand baby —me!

Granny lived during a time when a
hard life, even on the farm, was part of
the daily routine and you made do. The
Depression added to this hardship, and
any fun-loving and spirited expres-
sions and expenditures were kept to
a minimum. It was not very often that
you heard laughter ringing through
the house. Every penny was accounted
for and you did not waste anything,
including your time. Telling stories was
a form of inexpensive amusement that
was popular and was a great source of
entertainment.

One of my favorite stories about
Granny that was passed down and
told to me on numerous occasions,
and often at my request, was Granny’s
learning to drive a horseless carriage.

Granny, for most of her life, knew
nothing other than traveling by horse
and buggy to go to town and to visit
family and friends. The mules were
hooked up to the wagon for the two-
day trip to Huntsville, Alabama, for the
monthly purchase of necessities and
then two days back home to Fayette-
ville, Tennessee.

Granny was brought abruptly into
the twentieth century with her intro-
duction to the motor car. Once the fam-
ily decided to purchase a motor car, it
was understood that each member of
the family was to learn to use this new
piece of equipment.

Granny, being of stout mind and
determination, boldly stepped up to
this new challenge. Her heart, probably
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thumping a hundred miles an hour and her knuckles

white from her tight grasp on the steering wheel, set

off down the driveway, going a terrifying five miles an

hour. Fear and firmness of purpose intermingled with

grit and resolve soon turned into guarded confidence.
After a couple of runs up and down the road, Granny re-
laxed and was beginning to enjoy this somewhat bumpy
and noisy mode of transportation.

Great Grandpa, whom I unfortunately never got the
opportunity to meet, decided that enough fun had been
had, and everyone seemed accomplished enough to be able
to use the motor car. With the driving lesson over, Great
Grandpa told Granny to go ahead and park the motor car
in the shed.

Granny put the motor car in gear and headed for the
shed. As she got closer, it became apparent that she was
not slowing down. Granny’s guarded confidence in this
new and alarmingly frightful situation was overtaken by
old habits. Great Grandpa started shouting orders.

“Mattie, put on the brake! Take your foot off the gas!”

Her daughter, Eunice, screameci, hysterically. “Mom,
slow down! Be careful! You're going to hurt yourself.”

Granny was gripping the steering wheel with all her
strength. In a frozen position of surprise and alarm, she
proceeded forward into the shed and drove right out the
other side the whole time, hollering, “Whoa!”

To the best of my knowledge, I don’t believe Granny
ever drove again.

(Excerpt from “San Francisco Seven-Alarm Barbeque
and Other Indubitable Epics” by Patsy Trigg. Available
on Amazon.)
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BACK IN THE DAY

by Clarence Potter

Your choice? When all girls were
pretty and cars were king. If you dated a
cheerleader and drove a two door hardtop
car with a big engine, loud mufflers.

Plural because you had to have twin
tailpipes (was a must have). You were
gonna smile forever. I know because I'm
still smiling 60 years later. G was head
cheerleader at Woodville High. I had
asked her for a date, she said no. The
very next week she asked me, I said yes,
yes yes.

When we started dating in 1962, I was
driving a 1955 Pontiac. Had them SOD
seats (slide over darling). A bench seat,
not buckets that kept you apart while
driving!!

Meanwhile back at the ranch Tonto
disguised as a barn was getting his door
slammed. In a small town everyone
knows everyone, in a small town every-
one knows everything about everybody.

Woodyville to Scottsboro was about 14
miles. One Wednesday night G and I had
a “hot” date. That what we called a date
in the middle of the week. G’s basketball
team played every Tuesday and Friday
night, that’s how I know it was Wednes-
day. I always picked her up as early as I
could. We drove to the Dairy Queen in
Scottsboro. As usual the entire gang was
there. G was predictable. She ordered a
Frito Pie. I got a footlong Hotdog and
fries. A foot long there had chili, onions,
slaw, cheese, mustard and anything else
they had laying out.

After socializing we backed across the
street to Grubtown’s parking lot. That
lot was where the famous Hula Hoop
contest was held. From there we could
keep track of the cars going in and out of
Dairy Queen, Chucks Drive-In and The
Pig House. Any kid out on a school night
would come by one of the three. Probably
all of them. Teens are not gonna sit long.

Cranking up my Pontiac and mak-
ing sure my muffler cutouts were closed
(police at City Hall loved to give tickets to

teens with loud cars.) We made 8 or 10 trips around the
Courthouse Square cruising. We always squealed our
tires on the northeast corner (that was the opposite city
hall on the southwest corner). Anyway back to squealing
tires in front of Hodges Drugstore, turning right most
people parked on the east side of the square. Burning
rubber was to announce we were coming around and
ready. Down the east side of the square very, very slowly
so everyone parked could see G sitting halfway across
the seat against me. That’s cause I had my right arm lay-
ing on the seat back holding my gal close. Turning left
in front of international Harvester building, passing 1st
Baptist Church onto Scott Street because no date would
be complete if you didn’t make the loop at the County
Park. You needed to see whose cars were backed into
the dark pull-offs.

Meanwhile back at the ranch Tonto disguised as ser-
vice station attendant was passing out gas. School night,
early date, needed to get G home early. West on Willow
blowing my horn at Roy Reed looking out the door of
the Blue Bonnet grocery store. That’s where he worked.
No hurry just cruising west on 72. Past the Larkinsville
crossroads. Like I said, cruising, G close, maybe a little
too close for safe driving. Passing the curve at McCords
farm. Just getting on the straight before Limbrock.

Looking in my rear view mirror I saw two bright
headlights coming up really fast. Black car passed up
really fast then slowed to a crawl. Of course, you already
know. It was pedal to the metal for me. I blew his doors
completely off! I slowed to about 55. Again he passed
and slowed to almost a crawl. Yeah, I did. I passed him

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




like jackrabbit on steroids.

This time I put some distance between
us. Then I slowed down to a normal speed.
By this time we had gone past Limbrock,
topped the hill was on the straight stretch
toward Homer Johnson’s place near Stevens
gap. Then I saw two headlights coming up
behind us really fast again. Oh, heck no I
said “ain’t gonna happen again.”

To the metal went the pedal. Front of
that Pontiac stood up like Silver does for
the Lone Ranger. Off to the races. Topping
a hundred as we went through Stevens gap.
Down the other side. Just getting onto the
straight away going toward Woodville, red
light started flashing in the distance behind
us. Somehow the County Mounty had got
between us. I pulled to the side and waited.
It took him a little while to get to where I
stopped. I knew it wasn’t going to do any
good but I was gonna try to tell him what
was going down!

Walking up beside the win-
dow was Shag Johnson, Chief
Deputy for Jackson county
and a good friend. He started
before I could say a word.
“We were sitting at Mc-Cord
farms. We saw what the other
car did.” He went on.” My
partner is back up the road
with the black car. I came on to
make sure you were ok. Y'all
be careful.”

He bent down and looked
Ginthe eyes. He said. “Young
lady, get him off this road. Go

Licensed,

You'll Find

reatingk- 4Coeling,

256-

home. Go to the woods. I really don’t care, just y’all

get off this road.”

Being less than two miles from G’s house. You can

guess where we went!
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| used to drink coffee every morning with a retired business man.

Every morning 15 to 20 of us retirees would gather at the Liberty

Restaurant on Willow Street in Scottsboro and have coffee, breakfast

or just shoot the &:($8@.

It was a guess at who could tell the biggest ONE.

One morning Carl (a local regular) came in a little late. There was

no doubt he got the prize. Seemed the night before Carl had run to
Walmart to gather a few things. After shopping a few minutes he

returned to the parking lot to find his car and go home. After return-

ing to the spot where he parked, Carl's car was not there. Searching

the lot with the help of a few friends who saw him is distress. His
car was definitely not on the lot. Police were called and a report was

started. The policeman, verifying all was true. Asked Carl to point out

the space where he parked.

Standing in front of the store Carl pointed to the space. Police-

man said "now you are sure that's the correct space. Carl said, “Yes,

in that spot where my wife's car is parked.” Yeah. You guessed it.

Carl had driven his wife's car!

Bonded, Insured Locally Owned and Operated
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Sales,Service and Installation
Comfort In Us AL Cenification 08016 24 Hr. Emergency Service
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In 1903, this cotton gin near Madison was a popular place as people eagerly
waited to see how much their cotton would sell for. That same year Dallas Mills
employed nearly two thousand people and it was announced that a wagon
factory was moving to Huntsville. Grant Younger caught a 116 pound catfish
below Ditto Landing, while nearly 10,000 pounds of cedar used to make pen-
cils were shipped from Paint Rock.

Those days are long gone, but the folks at Big Ed’s Pizza still believe in
offering the same dedicated, personal service and great food that makes
our city a special place to live.






