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MYSTERY ON SHARP’S MOUNTAIN

On December 19, a
Thursday, the public
schools closed early for
the Christmas holidays.
Mary had borrowed a car
from her father and as
soon as her daughters
returned from school
they set out on the
twenty-mile trip to
Sharp’s Mountain. The
weather had been unsea-
sonably warm, in the high
fifties and sixties, and
despite the children’s
protests, Mary made
them wear sweaters.

Also in this issue: Ghost of Bryant Denny Stadium; A Different Thanksgiving;
The Rumba Bowl; Timeline of the Huntsville Times; A Family Funeral; Games We

Played; Holiday Recipes, Pet Winter Safety and much more!
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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




Mystery on
Sharp’s
Mountain

by Linda (Herring) Kapes

For the residents of Lincoln
Village, the Christmas season
of 1929 was one of mixed emo-
tions. The mill had cut back to
a skeleton staff, laying off hun-
dreds of workers at the very
time the paychecks were most
needed. For many people, de-
spite the financial uncertainty,
it provided a rare chance to
spend time with family and
friends.

Mary Markham was plan-
ning to spend the holidays with
her husband, James Markham,
on Sharp's Mountain in north-
east Madison County. Their
home, a small rough-hewn
cabin, was located high on the
mountain at the end of a wil-
derness trail, miles from a road
or any neighbors. The reclusive
family had lived there for years,
eking out a living by trapping,
making whisky and gathering
ginseng.

As their three daughters be-

“l called my acupuncturist
last night and told him | was
in pain. He told me to take
two safety pins and call him
in the morning.”

Stacie O’Reilly, Arab

gan to grow older, the family
decided that Mary would move
to Huntsville where she would
work at the mills and the chil-
dren could attend school. As
often as possible, Mary and the
children returned to the moun-
tains.

On December 19, a Thurs-
day, the public schools closed
early for the Christmas holi-
days. Mary had borrowed a car
from her father and as soon as
her daughters returned from
school they set out on the twen-
ty-mile trip to Sharp’s Moun-
tain. The weather had been un-
seasonably warm, in the high
fifties and sixties, and despite
the children’s protests, Mary
made them wear sweaters.

That afternoon, about 3pm,
the family reached the home of
Harvey Allan who lived at the
base of the mountain. Mary was
anxious to continue on up the
mountain but Harvey and his
family beseeched her to spend
the night. The children, excited
about being around other chil-
dren, begged their mother to
stay. Reluctantly, Mary agreed.

The next morning, Decem-
ber 20, after a hearty breakfast,
Mary and the children began
the trek up the mountain to
the cabin. The weather was
overcast with the temperatures
hovering in the fifties. A strong
wind blowing out of the north-
west made Mary aware that
she and her children were not
dressed warmly enough for the
changing weather. Although it
was a long and difficult walk,
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almost four miles, the family al-
ways looked forward to it. The
rough wilderness had a certain
fascination that only one who
had been raised in the moun-
tains could understand. About
a quarter way up the trail the
weather began to change dras-
tically.

The dark clouds that had
been hovering in the distance
now enveloped the mountains
in a cold mist, bringing with
it strong iusting winds that
made walking difficult. The
temperatures %egan to drop -
in fifteen minutes the tempera-
ture dropped by 20 degrees. At
the end of the hour the tem-
perature was below freezing
and still dropping. The mist
changed to sleet with the pel-
lets being driven sideways by
the hurricane force winds.

The once beautiful wilder-
ness trail was suddenly becom-
ing a nightmare as ice began
wrapping the mountain in its
freezing embrace.

The sleet quickly gave wa
to a wind-driven snow so thic
that within minutes a heavy
white blanket covered the
mountain. Mary pushed and

urged her daughters to walk
faster but the task had become
almost impossible. Every steﬁ
became a test of their strengt
and endurance as the fam-
ily fought their way up the ic
slopes. Bruised knees and el-
bows gave silent testimony to
the treacherous ice and snow.
The two youngest girls be-
gan crying as the bitter arctic
wind made a mockery out of
their light cotton dresses. The
snow began falling harder and
the trail grew more obscured.
Any semblance of a footpath
was now hidden beneath the
snow and landmarks once fa-
miliar and comforting could no
longer be recognized. The fam-
ily was adrift just like the snow.
When the evening darkness
began to cast its long shadow
on the mountain, visibility be-
came even more difficult as
Mary began to realize that they
were going to have to spend
the night outside, exposed
to the elements. They tfound
a large, hollow tree, with an
opening just wide enough for
them to crawl inside. All night
they huddled together, tak-
ing turns rubbing each other

in a feeble attempt at warmth.
At one point Mary passed out
the cookies and oranges the
children had saved from their
school Christmas parties the
day before.

There was little sleep that
night as the family listened to
the terrifying sounds of the
storm whipping more snow
across the mountain. Ice laden
branches snapped from trees
throughout tﬁe night, sound-
ing like gunshots in the dark-
ness.

This freak winter storm that
would paralyze North Ala-
bama for days had caught Mary
totally unaware. Temperatures
set records as they plummeted
to below zero and the snow
created blizzard conditions not
seen in almost a hundred years.

The next morning, a Satur-
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day, did not bring the sunshine
they had prayed for. Instead,
the snow was falling just as
heavy and the temperature was
hovering around zero. Mary,
who had placed herself at the
opening of the hollow tree in
an attempt to block the wind
from her children, was suffer-
ing from hypothermia and was
too weak to walk.

It was decided that Jane, the
eldest daughter, would take
Pearl and together they would
trfy to find the trail. After hours
of searching in vain they re-
turned to the tree where Mary
and the younigest daughter,
Viola, were still huddled. An-
other night was spent in the
bitter cold praying for miracles
that were nearly beyond hope.

The next morning, Sunday,
Mary was worse, barely able
to talk or move. Jane and Pearl
set out again to try and find
the trail that would lead them
home to their father. All day
was spent criss-crossing the
mountain and retracing their
footsteps in the snow. Finally,
at about three o’clock that af-
ternoon, they stumbled onto
the trail. It was barely two hun-
dred yards from the hollowed
tree and less than a half mile to
the cabin.

Relieved and excited, Jane
and Pearl rushed back to the
hollow log where their mother
and Viola were waiting. Excit-
edly, Jane told of how they had
found the trail and it was just a
short walk on to the cabin. She
was sure, she added, that they
could make it before dark. But
spending two nights in the un-
relenting cold had taken its toll
on Mary and so she pleaded
that they wait until the follow-
ing morning when surely the

“lI miss my wife’s
cooking - as often as
possible.”

Henny Youngman

weather would be warmer. Jane
reluctantly gave in to her moth-
er’s wishes.

The following morning the
began the short journey wit
Jane carrying Viola and Pearl
helping her mother. They had
not gone very far however, when
it became apparent that Mary’s
weakened condition would not
allow them to continue. Mary
beg%ed them to help her back to
the hollow tree, saying she did
not want to die out in the open.
A saddened and disheartened
family returned to the hollow
tree that had become their safe-
ty and refuge. Nature’s shelter
would now become a coffin for
two.

That night, with her head
lying in Jane’s lap, Mary suc-
cumbed to the cold. Jane, know-
ing she had to protect her sis-
ters from the same fate, placed
her mother’s lifeless body in the
opening of the tree as a shield
against the arctic wind. Hours
later, Pearl joined her mother
in death. With a determination
born of necessity, Jane removed
the sweaters from the cold bod-
ies and placed Pearl in the open-
ing beside her mother.

The next day, Christmas Eve,
Jane and Viola once again at-

Open Wed - Sat 8-4
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tempted to find their way
to the mountain cabin. By
this time they had spent five
nights and six days lost in the
wilderness with zero temper-
atures and no food.

That afternoon, around
four o’clock the two girls fi-
nally arrived at the end of
their long and sad journey.
As their bodies warmed be-
fore the open fireplace, they
tearfully relayed the events of
the past week to their father.
That night James Markham
returned to the hollow tree
and retrieved the bodies of his
wife and daughter.

As word of the girls’ mi-
raculous survival spread they
became almost instant celebri-
ties. Their pictures appeared
on the front pages of newspa-
pers throughout the country,
with detailed accounts of their
harrowing life and death ex-
periences. The following Sun-
day Mary Markham and her
daughter Pearl were buried at
Cameron Methodist Church.
A charitable fund was estab-
lished for the care of Jane and
Viola.

It was a story that tugged
the heartstrings of everyone
who heard it.

Finc' us on Facel)ooL
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Within days of the rescue, however, a
story quite different from the first was being
told. One that was steeped in local suspicion
and mystery.

It went as follows: James Markham was
well known as a man who loved his whis-
key. From the day he first appeared on
Sharp’s Mountain, sometime around 1915,
he had the reputation of a rough-talking,
whiskey drinking man who didn’t like peo-
ple “meddling in his business.”

The few people who ever visited
Markham’s cabin all came away with a
sense of pity for the family. Markham, his
wife and three daughters all lived in a one-
room cabin barely 12 by 14 feet wide. The
cabin was almost devoid of any type of fur-
nishings. The mere basics, such as soap or
combs, were a rarity and the girls” only bed
was a pallet on the floor.

The stories that were told by neighbors
about Markham’s temper when he was
drunk defy belief. Many people in the valley
told of seeing Mary anc{) the girls walking
off the mountain late at night in attemﬁ)ts
to escape Markham’s drunken rages. Other
stories were told of the mother and three
daughters hiding in the woods for days at a
time waiting for him to sober up.

In the summer of 1929, Mary Markham
finally found the courage to leave her hus-
band and move to town where she went to
work at Lincoln Mills. Like so many other
women in her situation, she was torn be-
tween wanting a better life for her family
and loyalty to a husband she had sworn to
love, honor and obey.

That December, Mary decided to return
to Sharp’s Mountain and her husband’s
home. Mary and the children spent the
night at Harvey Allan’s house before walk-
ing up the mountain early the next morning.
The weather was unseasonably warm, mak-
ing the walk even more pleasant than usual.
Even allowing for loitering along the way
the family, at the latest, would have reached
the cabin by 11:00 that morning. No one no-
ticed the heavy clouds that were beginning
to cover the sky.

“Never sing in the shower. Singing
leads to dancing, dancing leads to
slipping, slipping leads to
paramedics seeing you naked. So
remember - Don’t Sing!”

Bessie Thomas, Gurley

That afternoon James Markham was seen walking
along the road with a sack over his shoulder. When
Kenneth Pitts stogped to give him a lift, Markham
explained he had been to the store to purchase more
supplies. Pitts got the impression that Markham'’s
wife and children were waiting at home. He said
Markham was intoxicated.

What happened next can only be conjecture. As
evening approached, it started sleeting and then
changed to snow. By the next morning the moun-
tain was completely snowed in, making any kind
of travel impossible. Six people - James, his brother
Robert, Mary and three children - were trapped in
a small room barely large enough for two. James
was drinking, along with his brother. The cramped
quarters and the whiskey led to arguments. At some
Eoint, as many people believe, Mary decided to take

er daughters and walk off the mountain as she had
done so many times before.

On Christmas Eve, a neighbor who lived about
a mile from the Markham cabin heard three shots,
placed closely together. This was an age-old sign of
distress. His first thought was of fire as he scanned

¥
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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




the horizon for signs of smoke.
Seeing none, he started to go
back into his house when he
heard three more shots. Quick-
ly he saddled a mule and be-
gan cautiously making his
way through the ice and snow
toward the Markham cabin
where he thought the shots
originated.

When he reached the cabin
he found the blackened bod-
ies of Mary and Pearl lying on
the floor. Jane and Viola were
huddled, terror stricken, in a
corner of the room while their
father was trying to boil a pot
of coffee.

After listening for a few
minutes as the girls told a sto-
ry of spending 5 nights in the
freezing wilderness, the neigh-
bor rode his mule on down the
mountain and called the au-
thorities. No one knows what
story he told the authorities,
but the next morning two of-
ficials from the County Health
Department, along with three
armed deputies, appeared at
the cabin with a warrant to take
the girls into custody. The girls
were taken to town where they
told their story again. The next
day Judge Thrasher signed
an order appointing himself
as guardian. The newspaper

said, “Mr. Markham agreed to
stay in the backgroun for his
daughters sake.”

Almost seventy-five years
later the tragedy of Sharp’s
Mountain is still being debat-
ed. Did the family perish going
up the mountain or leaving it?

Records prove it did not
start snowing until that night,
long after the time the family
should have reached the cabin.
A puzzling question probably
never to be answered is, “How
did two of the girls live while
the other two froze to death?”

Most medical authorities in-
sist that it would have been im-
possible for the girls to survive
the bitter temperatures dressed
only in light cotton dresses.
Dicf, Jane and Viola return to
the cabin earlier than people
thought? Was it possible that
they never left the cabin? What
did the neighbor see or hear
that made armed deputies ar-
rive with a warrant? Why did
the judge remove the girls from
their father’s home? Could it be

“Hey, it’s either one nation
under God, or bite my ass
and leave!”

Maxine
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that Markham’s reputation as a drunk-
ard and brute prompted them to take
this action?

Most importantly, why did the two
girls relate the story as told above? A
story that was passed on to their chil-
dren and children’s children for 75
years. A story that from outsiders points
of view contradicts the accounts told by
neighbors and some historical records
regarding the timing of the snow storm
of the century. Was it loyalty for their
father, fear, or shock that would block
their memories? Or could it be that the
truth lies somewhere in between the ac-
counts as told by Jane and Viola and the
stories passed down as legend by old
timers of Hurricane Creek?

My mother was the youngest survi-
vor of this mountain tragedy, but her
story does not end the winter of '29. She
lived for two years with Mary’s brother
and wife. When the funds that had been
donated by the kind citizens of Hunts-
ville ran out, my mother was placed in
the Alabama Children’s Home in Troy,
Ala. There she grew to adulthood. Dur-
ing the summer of ‘41 she met a soldier
who would become the love of her life
and in the spring of ‘42 they were mar-
ried. The tragic story of being in the
snow and cold for days, and the trauma
of having to leave her mama behind
produced deep fears in my mother that
she never overcame.

She had a fear of storms and snow
that would affect the way she raised her
children. When we had the occasional
snow or severe storm my mother would

Although two stories emerged from the tra%-
edy, one ?actor cannot be ignored. The good people
of Huntsville joined together to assist the survivors.
From the many volunteers who carried the stretchers
containing my mother and aunt down the mountain to
the ambulance; to those who donated money to pro-
vide for my mother and aunt; to the flowers dropped
on their ca%in by the airmen from Robert’s Field.

I speak for the children of these two survivors when
I express our heartfelt thanks to the people of Hunts-
ville for their help.

Hours: Mon - Fri 7am - 3pm

“Instead of getting married again, I’'m just
going to find a woman | don’t like and
give her my house.”

Lewis Grizzard

Closed Sat and Sun (256) 922-2253
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not allow us to go outside to

play. We had to stay indoors un- J/
til the snow melted.

Viola’s older sister Jane was
able to go to school from the
donated funds. Although nomi-
nated for the Carnegie Award
for her heroic action, nothing
ever transpired. She became a
schoolteacher and later married
and became a mother of two
children. She and my mother
kept in close contact throughout
their lives. However, they did
not ever talk about the tragedy.

James Markham, my grand-
father, had an emotional break
down but later remarried and
had other children. -\\
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THE BIRTHDAY SURPRISE

by Kathleen Vaughn

My daughter Brenda and I were sitting
on the porch when I told her that I would
like one of those little libraries that you see
around town and have it in memory of our
Tracy who we lost October 18, 2019. Noth-
ing was said about it anymore.

Fast forward to July 17th two days before
my 84th birthday. My son and his wife Te-
resa came over with gifts, cards and food,
then they asked me to step
out to the carport. There was
a BIG BOX with a big red
bow on it. My son David re-
moved the box and there was
my beautiful Little Library. I
cried with pure joy.

“The pedestrian had no
idea which way to go, so
| ran over him.”

On Local Accident report

It appears that after Brenda left, she then
called Teresa and told her what I'd like to
have. Teresa told my son David and he
started building my Library. It sits in the
back yard and I can see it from my kitchen
window.

Tracy would be so proud of all the books
that have been put in it. I hope they have a
Little Library in Heaven.
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New Auto Company Formed By
Louis Chevrolet in Detroit

The automotive team of William Durant and Louis Chevro-
let have announced the incorporation of the Chevrolet Motor
Company of Michigan. According to a public statement issued
by the firm, they intend to establish a factory in Detroit for the
manufacture of a new, high-priced car.

The chief distinctive feature of their new motorcar will be an
engine perfected during the last winter by Chevrolet, assisted
financially by Durant. In 1900, at age 22, Swissborn Chevrolet
left Europe t%r America. He has worked as an automobile me-
chanic and is known for his daring antics as a racing driver. Six
years ago, he won New York's Morris Park race with a speed
record of 68 mph at the wheel of a Fiat. Last year, he completed
a new, six-cylinder touring car.

Col. Rison Buys New
Packard Car

Huntsville - Col. A. L. Rison today received a handsome 7
passenger Packard car, which he Wll?,have out in a few days.
The car has a dark green body with gray running gear and is a
beauty, being perhaps the costliest and prettiest car in the city.
He is planning a road trip to Birmingham soon.

Mona Lisa Stolen

Paris - French police say it
must be the work of a madman.
During the night someone
slipped into the Louvre and
stole the "Mona Lisa," which
may very well be the most fa-
mous painting in the entire
world.

Curators at the Louvre are at
a loss for words. Visitors to the
museum are stopping to stare
at the empty space on the wall
in the Great Gallery, where the
"Mona Lisa" has hung for more
than a century.

French investigators say that
the theft cannot be the work of
professional thieves, because
the painting is too well-known
to be sold. They suspect the
“Mona Lisa” was stolen by a
person who had lost all of his
mental faculties.

The “Mona Lisa” has been
a part of French art collections
for 400 years, and it is consid-
ered a national treasure.

Jerry Hinkle Steve Baten
Benny Pitsinger
Glen Sadler Skip Andrews
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Booker T.
Washington
in Hospital

Tuskegee - Booker T. Wash-
ington was beaten up last night
by Albert Ulrich, a janitor at an
apartment building who ac-
cused him of acting suspicious-
ly around the building. He was
unable to appear in court this
morning on account of his in-
juries.

Ulrich was released on a
$1500 bail for his appearance
on Washington's charge of
felonious assault. Ulrich de-
clares he attacked the man on a
complaint of his wife and that
Washington tried to hit him.

Washington declares he
went to the apartment house to
look for Auditor Smith of the
Tuskegee Institute and that not
knowing the latter's suite num-
ber, was looking for the name
on the directory board when
the janitor attacked him with a
club. Washington is in a hospi-
tal where sixteen stitches were
taken in his scalp.

FIRST WOMAN
RECEIVES PILOT’S

LICENSE

New York - The first pilot's
license ever issued to a woman
by the Aero Club of America,
and the second ever earned
anywhere by a woman, has
gone to Miss Harriet Quimby.
Miss Quimby, a student at the
Moisant Aviation School on
Long Island, nearly matched
the world record set by experi-
enced fliers in her trial for the
license; she landed her plane
within seven feet, nine inches
of a target.

The official record is five
feet, four inches. Miss Quimby
had failed the same test a night
earlier.
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Tennessee River Three Miles Wide

Huntsville - Hundreds of people are dally viewing the big riv-
er at Ditto Landing. The Tennessee river here now is more than
3 miles wide. The water was stationary but heavy rains were re-
Forted to have fallen above here. The present flood will dela

arming in the river bottoms for more than a month and will
cause great losses to the farmers by fences and small outbuild-
ings washing away.

Along the river several large barns have been washed away
and a few dwelling houses have also disappeared.

A mule belonging to Henry Ingram was lost when it became
trapped by the rising waters near Hobbs Island.

Polio Discovered in Maysville

Dr. L. W. Howard has confirmed that a new and dreadful dis-
ease has been identified in Maysville.

Nettie Preston, the two year old daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Will
Preston, was diagnosed yesterday as having polio.

Though two other cases have been reported in other parts of
the state, this is the first confirmed case in North Alabama. (1916)

809 MADISON STREET
HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801
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I've started the month on a good foot,
getting my yearly physical, flu shot, and
the third Covid booster shot. I feel like an
antique car. We must keep them in good
repair, or they will give out, and I try to
keep this old buggy running and in good
shape. If you haven't had your shots get
moving and get yours. You might wonder
where they are given.

To start with, try the drug stores, health
departments, doctor's offices, or one of the
hospitals. They are widely available. You
can get the regular flu shot and the Covid
shot on the same day since they are unre-
lated. I would use different arms if you did
that. You can not get the flu from the vac-
cine.

With the shortage of items on the
shelves at the grocery stores, due to the
backlog of ships unloading and shortage
of truck drivers, I suggest you get Thanks-
giving needs well in advance. If you wait,
you may be disappointed. Christmas
shopping too, for that matter. Don't wait
till “Black Friday”.

Now, if you are like me, what's for
Thanksgiving dinner? A traditional one
with turkey, dressing, rice and gravy, Eng-
lish peas and asparagus casserole, cherry
marshmallow and pecan salad, of course,
good old homemade rolls with butter and
cranberry jelly, and my favorite, a Doo-
dle Cake. I know some of you are saying,
"what in the world is a Doodle Cake?" So I
thought I would share the recipe with you.
It is so easy and really, really good. I hope

some of you will make it and enjoy it as much as my family
does and say, "It's so good." Washing everything down with
cranberry-mint tea is a good choice.

Doodle Cake:

2 C. sugar

2 C. plain flour

2 eggs

2 tsp. baking soda

1 can (Large) crushed pineapple in juice

Icing:

1 stick butter

1-1/2 C. chopped pecans

1-1/2 C. coconut (sweetened, shredded)

1 C. Sugar

1 tsp. Vanilla extract

2/3 C. evaporated Milk (small 5 oz. can)

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Mix all cake ingredients and
pour them into a 9x12 glass dish, (spray dish with Pam).

Bake at 350 degrees for 40-45 minutes.

Put icing ingredients into a medium-size saucepan and
simmer for 10-12 minutes. Pour warm icing over the cake right
when it comes out of the oven. It's delicious when warm, or
let it cool and cut into squares. A dollop of whipped cream is
a good addition also.

Now that I have all the ingredients written down, I think
I will head for the grocery store and get all the items on my
menu. Everything will freeze well.

With fall underway, why not take a road trip to one of Ala-
bama’s many state parks and enjoy the beautiful fall leaves
and a meal at one of the park’s restaurants. The food is as good
as the scenery.
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Your
next move
should be to

Oxford
Townhomes

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

2516 12th 5t. SW, just off Bob Wallace Avenue
Call/e-mail today—256-536-1209 # Alabama Relay 711
oxfordtownhomesicomcast.net GJ |ﬂ| W‘\Lﬁ?h
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Running to the Store

by Tommy Towery

"l need you to run to the
store for me!" This was a com-
mon directive aimed at me by
my mother when I was a kid in
the mid 1950s.

It was not a big deal really,
and often I enjoyed having a
reason to go there. The store
to which I had to "run to" was
Kroger at the northwest corner
of East Clinton Street and Lin-
coln Street. It was a mere two-
tenths of a mile from our house
on East Clinton - less than a 10
minute walk. It would have
taken less time had I actually
run.

Most often my trips were
to purchase a half-gallon of
Meadow Gold milk and/or
a loaf of white bread. It was
never an order for bread or
just a loaf of bread; it was al-
ways a "loaf of white bread."
The brand of bread I normal-
ly bought was Merita. It may
sound a bit strange for a pre-
teenage male to be brand con-
scious, but not to me. After all,
Merita bread sponsored "The
Lone Ranger" and the name
was pounded into my brain
with multiple commercials
during each week’s Saturday
morning show.

My mother finally quit ask-
ing me to buy lettuce because
every time she did I bought
cabbage instead. She always
told me to get the firmest head
of lettuce I could find, and the
green leafy head of cabbage

“Every time | hear the
word ‘diet’, | wash my
mouth out with
chocolate.”

Jane Smith, Huntsville

was always much firmer than
the head of iceberg lettuce. I
didn't eat either one so how
was I to know the difference?

No matter how short or long
the grocery list happened to
be, no trip to Kroger was com-
plete for a kid without taking
a stroll down the breakfast ce-
real aisle. I could have cared
less which type of cereal was
in a box, it was the toys inside
which caught my attention.
“Free Inside” was printed is
big letters on their fronts for
kids back then.

Cheerios once offered a
collection of guided missiles
which could be fired from
their spring-loaded launch-
ers. I hated Cheerios, but ate
them religiously just to get the
toys in the bottom of the cereal
boxes. Like a coal miner I dug
through the flakes of cereal un-
til my fingers finally grasped
the prizes.

Once, with a box top from
Kellogg’s Frosted Flakes and
25-cents, I became the proud
owner of a set of three color-
ful plastic frogmen who would
surface and dive in a tub of

water when their bases were
filled with baking soda. Later,
another quarter and a box top
brought me a small USS Nau-
tilus inspired submarine in
our mail box using the same
principal. Other items were
designed to catch the attention
of children while their parents
shopped. Our kitchen cabinet
became the home to a set of

II'T'
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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

(256) 534-8361,

We Have Moved!
Our New Location is 2806-C Memorial Parkway SW

Next Door to Papa John’s Pizza
We will Re-Open by December 1, 2021




“Howdy Doody” jars which once held Welch's
Grape Jelly.

In the 1959-60 time frame, Kroger offered
shoppers an opportunity to purchase a complete
set of The Golden Book Encyclopedia. One new
volume was added to the shelf each week and
for 99-cents per volume it took 16 weeks to own
the complete set. I had to rush to Kroger at the
start of each week to insure I got the latest vol-
ume before they sold out. As an aside, I still sing
the song from “The Mickey Mouse Club Show”
each time I try to spell out E-N-C-YC-LO-PE-
DIA, thanks to Jimmy Cricket’s efforts.

A trip to Kroger in 1956 resulted in the pur-
chase of a box of Quaker Oatmeal. I did not par-
ticularly like oatmeal, but just as I bought cere-
al for what was free inside, I did the same for
the oatmeal. Inside specially marked boxes of
Quaker’s was a free theater ticket to attend the
opening of the space classic “Forbidden Planet”.
The idea of getting to see a first run movie for
free was exciting. Those tickets now sell for over
$35 each on eBay.

And who could forget the opportunity of
free things available when shopping at Kroger
via their Top Value Trading Stamp program?
With each purchase the small yellow stamps
would be distributed to be pasted onto a page
in a book. Stamps became pages; pages became
books; books became merchandise. The more
books you collected, the bigger the items you
could redeem them for at the local Top Value
Redemption Center.

Over the years I witnessed great techno-
logical changes happen at my Kroger store,
I remember the installation of the motorized
conveyor belts at the cashier stands. It was
magic. Put your items on the belt and the ca-
shier pushed a button and they moved to her.
She rang up each item up by manually enter-
ing the prices printed on them. There were no
bar codes and no scanners then. After keying
in each price she pushed the items to the sack
boy who skillfully packed them into the brown
paper bags, I always put my purchases on the
tar end of the belt just to see her do her magic
and make the items come to her.

Another technology change I witnessed hap-
pened to the store’s front door. One day when
I walked up and reached out to open the front
door, I fell flat on my face. The door had opened
automatically - without me touching it. My mo-
mentum intended to push open the front door
could not be stopped and down I went. That
was the first time I had ever seen a door which
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would open when someone stepped on the rub-
ber mat in front of it. I think I stood there and
made the door open and close about a dozen
times. I was so fascinated with the concept.

I also became fascinated with the store’s new
automatic coffee grinder. Coffee beans were
sold in bags and were poured into the top of the
grinder. The empty bag was placed in the hold-
er below a funnel. The dial to select the desired
grind of the coffee was set and with the push
of a button the beans spilled into the grinder
with the sound of a buzz saw. The ground cof-
fee filled the bag and the aroma of fresh coffee
filled the air. Although I did not drink coffee, I
loved the smell emitted from the machine as it
did its job.

Unlike the historical value of the houses on
East Clinton, the Kroger store’s importance was
not considered the same. Though its physical
structure fell victim to the demolition team sev-
eral years ago, the memories of my trips to it
remain in my mind. I have other memories of
those days, but they must wait until later I sup-
pose. I can’t put all my eggs in one basket.

of

Hel

' Hedeleny

SERVING HEARTY GERMAN FARE
IN HUNTSVILLE SINCE 1972

6125 UNIVERSITY DRIVE
(256) 922-0556
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Duck Hunting in

Homosassa, Florida

in 1958

by M. D. Smith, IV

As early as six, my father took
the whole family on fishing trips
to Homosassa, Florida, sixty miles
north of Tampa. The Homosas-
sa River, fed by a giant spring, is
freshwater upriver and brackis% as
it nears the Gulf, turning to saltwa-
ter. You can catch all kinds of fish
depending on where you are on
the river.

I was seventeen years old and
interested in Cars, Girls, Hunting,
and Rock & Roll music, in that or-
der.

My father agreed to take Mardis
Howie and me duck hunting in
Homosassa with a guide. It was
January 1958. They said it was the
coldest January day that area had
ever seen.

At five a.m., we left our hotel
in a twenty-three-foot flat bot-
tom guide boat with outboard and
went about ten miles to the mouth
as it flows into the Gulf of Mexico.
That was a cold thirty-minute trip.
There are Mangrove islands. These
trees grow on the coral and rock
formations so thickly that the roots

above water make a small island. A
stool will sit on the twisted wood,
but you can see water underneath.

My father and I got off on one
island, and my buddy Mardis and
the guide went to another. We
were wearing rubber waders on
each leg and told to wade out into
the shallow water if we shot any
ducks. I was already cold from the
boat ride with only wool socks and
even colder after wading to our
Zpot from the boat. Floating decoy

ucks were deployed.

I was dreaming of a pair of Mal-
lards, Pintails, or Wood Ducks. It
was a milky white sky with a cold
North wind blowing that day with
little shelter from the Mangroves.

Soon we saw some dark species of ducks coming near the
decoys in the water. My heart was racing because it was
my first hunt. We were trained in trap and skeet shooting,
and I cut loose soon as the first one got in range. Some
feathers flew out and down he came with a grand splash
in the water.

The bird was farther out in the water than I planned,
and I gingerly left my stool on the trees” roots and began
to wade out in the water. It got deep quickly and was a tad
slippery. As I got closer, I was standing on m%l tip-toes, ob-
serving the water inching closer to the top of the waders. As

“He does not have a beer gut. He has developed
a liquid grain storage facility.”

A friend overheard trying to be politically correct
about his beer-drinking friend

fTHERE’S SOMETHING FOR EVERYONE

BIG MiIxX VINTAGE

Located at Railroad Station Antiques
315 Jefferson St., Hsv, Al (256) 533-6550
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20% Off All Vinyl Records,
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(through Nov. 2021)
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Buy and Sell
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I reached the bird and leaned forward slight-
ly, a trickle of ice water came down one leg. I
tip-toed even higher, got my duck and waded
back. It was a black duck and sort of funn
looking, but what the heck, it was a duck wit
webbed feet.

We both managed to get a few more for the
rest of the morning, fortunately landing closer
in since we were waiting longer to shoot. A
bit before noon, the guide motored over and
pulled up. By now, both our legs and feet were
completely numb from the cold, and Mardis
said he was also. The guide knew how to dress
in thermals and was only chilly.

As we hoisted our 5 or 6 birds into the boat,
the guide said, “Oh no, you killed yourselves a
bunch of “Trash Geese,” and they are not suit-
able to eat. Just throw them away. I had never
heard of a duck called that in my life. I found
out later that was a slang term for the Double-
crested Cormorant, a cross between a duck
and a goose and NOT good to eat.

“Fooey,” Our bubble of a successful duck
hunt popped like a balloon with a pin. Besides,
we were so numb from just above the knees
down that we could barely make our legs
work. So we immediately started for home
upriver. Soon, in the open wind, we began to
shiver uncontrollably. The guide could see we
were in trouble, so he decided to pull over on
Shell Island, a well-known stopping place to
have a shore lunch, and build us a fire to get
warm.

We were delighted. He said we’d be there
a while and take our shotguns and load them
because there was yet still a chance we’d get a
shot at a good game duck.

I vividly remember sitting on a fold-up
duck stool with both my waders off and my
wool socks almost in the edge of the flames
and feeling nothing. I had my feet so close I
could see steam from the damp sock rising, or
maybe it was smoke about to catch fire.

The guide said to back away a bit from the
roaring fire. After a while, some feeling was
starting to come back into our legs and feet.
Mardis had already put his hip waders on and
held his loaded sl}‘llotgun with the safety on,
scanning the skies.

Finally, he saw and pointed to a circling
buzzard overhead that must have thought
we smelled like some good road kill and was
waiting to have his next meal. The guide said
they did that because people who ate lunch
there would often leave scraps, bones or hush
puppies, and vultures would eat anything,
particularly dead stuff.

Mardis asked the guide if it was okay to
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shoot the buzzard, and we had #2 long-range
duck loads in our guns. It was winter 1958 in the
boondocks, and the guide said it was okay. So
Mardis swung his shotgun even with the circling
scavenger, fired once, and that big bird folded his
wings and came plummeting down. It crashed
through the tops of the big Palm trees and sound-
ed like a B-17 crashing into a building as it landed
not far from the campfire, behind some small sur-
face palms.

Still in my socks, I waited as Mardis ran over
to inspect his kill. He came back quickly with
some “goo” on his hands. It seems the buzzard
had some kind of recent dead meal, and the crash
landing had caused it to regurgitate all over itself,
and Mardis had picked it up to inspect his colos-
sal trophy. These are enormous birds up close,
but tal{z about smell, I believe it is worse than a
skunk. The smell was “breath-taking” and not in
a good wa]}li.

He washed as best he could at the water’s edge,
but he still smelled awful. We finally thawed out
enough to walk around and feel our legs, feet,
and toes and get in the boat to return. We kidded
Mardis all the way home, where warm showers
awaited us.

We learned lessons on that hunting trip. One
was that a Double-crested Cormorant was not an
edible duck, and two, never shoot a buzzard, but
if you do, don’t go near it.

Oh yes, dress like you're in Alaska in winter.
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Congratulations to our Photo
of the Month winner. The photo
was that of a young Wernher von
Braun and we had SO many correct
guesses but the first one counts.
That caller was John R. Smith of
Huntsville. John spent 32 years as
a Research Physicist at University
of California/Davis and has been
in Huntsville for 3 years. He is now
at Northrup Grumman - Happy
you're in Huntsville!

Then we actually had an out-
of-towner guess the location of my
tiny hidden owl. It was on the very
back of the magazine, right under
“May 5, 1961” on the sign. See it
now? Not many people did. I'm
getting better at this hiding thing.
Our winner hails from Iowa and
he is Rolland Thomas. He has nev-
er been in the South but he loves
Southern people and has friends

here who keep up with him. Rol-
land lives in a retirement home in
Council Bluffs, IA and for a hobby
he collects rocks and paints on
them. Oftentimes he’ll paint pic-
tures and Bible Scriptures but late-
ly he’s been putting some of the
funny Old Huntsville quotes on
his rocks. He gives them away to
many people who love them! Con-
gratulations to you!

Happy Birthday to my beautiful
daughter Steph Troup on Novem-
ber 16!

As many of you know, who
have older homes, the plumbing
is old too. Recently I noticed my
bathtub faucet wouldn’t stop drip-
ping. So I called H.C. Blake who
is a family business and has been
here forever. The two young men
who came out were John Patterson
and Cordell Hayes. They checked
it out and told me what I would
need, gave me a couple of options.
I've had alot of service people here
over the years but these guys were
some of the best I've dealt with.
They answered all my questions,
were professional, knew exactly
what to do and didn’t waste time.
John and Cordell work for Blake
Brothers which is the service side
now of H.C. Blake. I just wanted to
say Thanks for a job well done!

Nellie Kennedy is 88 years old,
born May 19, 1933 and she loves to
read. She lives in Huntsville with
her sweet daughter Gina Kitzero
who watches over her. Nellie re-
members Huntsville from long ago
and I'm hoping to get some good
stories from her soon!

Rosemary Leatherwood wants
to wish her sweet grandson Billy
Leatherwood III a Happy Birthday

Ll

256-533-2400

I

on Nov. 4 - she hopes he has a great
day. Also Rosemary’s Mom had
her birthday in November, and
she’s celebrating in heaven now.
She misses and loves her so much.

Billy Lawrence has a dear sis-
ter who’s having a birthday in
November. Her name is Linda
Worley and her day is Nov. 7 -
Happy Birthday to you. Her sweet
husband Larry Worley is a retired
mail carrier here who worked for
nearly 50 years for USPS. He’s been
under the weather lately and Old
Huntsville is sending love to him
and to Linda!

These are certainly crazy times
we're living in. My dad was always
good at preparing for anything and
his 5 page Personal Affairs docu-
ment told my brother and I ev-
erything we would need to know
about his insurance, retirement
information, Army pension, past
work benefits, Social Security info,
who to call for what. He would
review it with us every year. It's
not something we wanted to think
about because we didn’t want him
or Mom not to be here with us. But
when he passed away, that docu-
ment was invaluable to us.

So I have done the same with
my family and it feels good to have
it. Now more than ever, you need a
will. You need a medical directive
(living will). Where will you be

Photo of The Monh

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

year subscription to “Old Huntsville”
Call (256) 534-0502

This sweet girl makes toboggans
for the police and for homeless
Ipeople who all need to stay warm!




buried? Do you want to be cremat-
ed? If you have pets, who will get
them? These are all decisions that
you don’t want your kids to have
to make while they are grieving for
you. Just do it and hope you don’t
have to worry about it for many
years! It'll make you feel better to
be prepared.

Agnes Reid had a 93rd birth-
day on August 25th and she loves
to read! We hope you had a won-
derful time with your family and
here’s to many more!

It’s so nice to go into a grocery
store where the service people are
actually friendly and always will-
ing to help. The little Publix down-
town at Twickenham Square is
one, and Star Market at 5 Points
is another. Just puts you in a good
mood every time you go.

Kathleen Vaughn wants to
wish her dear sis-in-law Mary
Ruth Hubbard a happy birthday.
Mary Ruth lives in Altoona, AL
and turns 90 on Nov. 27. Sending
love to you from all of us!

BB&T Bank’s name has been
changed to Truist but the Customer
Care reps who work there are still
the same - Jane Eller is one of the
reps at the main Church Street lo-
cation and she has a birthday com-
ing up on Nov. 15th. Her older sis-
ter Rosann Gerdeman has a Nov.
20th birthday. Jane said that she
was brought home as a tiny baby
on her sister Rosann’s birthday -
what a present! Happy Birthday to
Jane and Rosann!

Many use AAA for roadside as-
sistance and I am one of them, for
years. Well today I had a lot of er-
rands but my car wouldn’t start in
the driveway, battery dead. I called
AAA and they partner with United
Towing Service here in Huntsville.
I expected a long wait but almost
immediately Eddie Wallace called
from United Towing and said he
was on his way. He was here in 20
minutes. He knew exactly what it
was, corrosion on the battery ca-
bles preventing a connection. The
battery was new but he said cor-
rosion is caused from battery acid
and builds up fast.

And here’s where I'm going
with this - he told me you can buy
all kinds of battery cable cleaners
but one of the best is just a spray
bottle with baking soda and water.
That is my kind of tip! He said it
just dissolves the corrosion imme-
diately. Use a regular spray bottle,
maybe 8 oz, then put in about 4
tablespoons baking soda. Shake up
and it’s ready to use. Eddie was ex-
cellent and very fast, knew what he
was doing and professional. Very

proud of %um and United Towing
and AAA!

Because we’ll all be thinking
about eating on Thanksgiving, 1
have hidden a teeny butter knife in
this issue somewhere. Find it and
be the first to call, you win a years
subscription for FREE.

Have a good Thanksgiving with
your loved ones and stay safe.
Check on your neighbors too.
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Do Squirrels Mourn?

Afriend and | were chatting a few
days ago and she mentioned that she
had a family of squirrels in her yard
and that the father squirrel had run
across the street (as all squirrels do)
and had been hit and killed by a pass-
ing car.

"Do you think squirrels mourn?"
she asked sadly.

| realized that | might have the an-
swer to her question.

Our yard also has a squirrel fam-
ily. Wriggles, the father, and Rigoletta,
the mother, had several baby squir-
rels. One day Rigoletta ran into the
street and was killed, instantly, by a
car. The young squirrels, being hun-
gry, dug nuts out of the ground, raided
the bird feeders, etc. But Wriggles
seemed to have disappeared.

About ten days later | heard a
strange hiccupping sound coming
from an old oak tree in my yard. Then |
noticed that one of the young squirrels
ran up the tree with a large chestnut in
its mouth and gave it to Wriggles, who
was there in the tree. The hiccupping
noise stopped. Wriggles had been
sobbing and his little one was taking
care of him.

Yes, squirrels do mourn. -

Ruth Weems - GHHS Member

(1996) GHHS Pet Gazette

Chrysanthemums in Many Beautiful Colors for Your Fall Garden.
A large Variety of Trees, Shrubs, Perennials to Choose from.

(256) 852-6211

Come Visit Us!

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




Almond Macaroons

1-1/4 c. coarsely chopped al-
monds, toasted lightly

3/4 c. sugar

3 egg whites

1/3 c. chopped maraschino
cherries, well dliained

Preheat your oven to 300
degrees. In a 2-quart pot mix
your almonds, sugar and egg
whites, cook over medium heat
for about 6 minutes, stirring
constantly.

When a path remains when
you drag a spoon through the
mixture, remove it from the
heat. Stir in the cherries and
cool.

Cover a cookie sheet with
parchment cooking paper,
drop the mixture by rounded
tea-spoonfuls about one inch
apart onto the paper.

Bake about 20 minutes or
til light brown. Slide off the
parchment paper and place
your cookies onto a wire rack,
cooling completely.

Coconut Meringues

4 egg whites

1-1/4 c. sugar

2-1/2 c. coconut

1/2 t. vanilla

1/4 t. salt

Preheat oven to 325 de-
grees. Lightly grease a cookie
sheet. Beat your egg whites in
a deep glass bowl until foamy,
beat in sugar, continue beating
until stiff and glossy. Do not
underbeat.

Fold in the remaining ingre-
dients, drop mixture by heap-
ing teaspoonfuls about 2 inches
apart onto your cookie sheet.

Bake for 20 minutes and
light brown. Immediately re-
move from the cookie sheet
and cool. Store in a tightly cov-
ered container.

Chess Pie

Pastry for a 9-inch crust pie
4 eggs
1-1/2 c. sugar

Holic]aq Swee’l

)

1/2 c. butter, softened

2T. yellow cornmeal

2 T. half and half

2 T. lemon juice

2 t. vanilla dash salt

Preheat oven to 325 degrees.
Prepare your pastry, or thaw
one out. Beat the eggs, sugar
and butter for 3 minutes in a
medium bowl on high speed.
Beat in the remaining ingre-
dients, your mixture will look
curdled. Pour into pie plate,
lined with the pastry. Bake for
one hour or til set, cool for 15
minutes. Refrigerate til chilled.

Good if served with a favor-
ite liquor, such as Kalhua or
Amaretto.

Strawberry Cream

1/2 c. powdered sugar

1 quart fresh strawberries,
sliced (frozen OK)

1c whi%ping cream

2 T. powdered sugar

4 T. orange-flavored liqueur

Sprinkle half a cup pow-

dered sugar on the strawber-

Star Market

and Pharmacy
Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy
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ries and stir gently. Refrigerate
2-4 hours, covered.

Beat the whipping cream
and 2 tablespoons of the pow-
dered sugar in a chilled medi-
um bowl until stiff, fold in the
liqueur. Fold this mixture into
the strawberries.

Apple Crisp

4 medium tart cooking ap-
ples, pared and sliced

1 c. dried apricots, chopped

3/4 c. regular flour

3/4 c. brown sugar, packed

1/3 c. chopped pecans

3 T. butter, room temp

Whipping cream

Place the apples in an un-
greased square pan, 8x8x2
inches. Top with the apricots.
If the apricots are dry, cover
them with boiling water and let
stand for 3 minutes, drain.

Mix remaining ingredients,
except for the whipping cream,
and sprinkle the mixture over
the apples and apricots. Bake
at 350 degrees for 35 to 40
minutes. Serve warm with
whipped cream.

Gingersnap Parfaits

1-1/2 c. whipping cream
2 T. powdered sugar
1 c. gingersnap crumbs (use
about 8 cookies)
Beat the whipping cream

and sugar in a chilled medium
bowl til stiff. Layer the crumbs
and whipped cream in 4 par-
fait glasses, starting with the
crumbs and ending with the
whipped cream. You'll make
about 4 layers of each. Refrig-
erate at least 5 hours, but no
longer than 24 hours.

Sweet Dixie Cake

4 eggs

1/2 pint heavy cream

1-1/2 c. sugar

1-1/2 c. selt-rising flour

1 t. almond extract (or vanil-
la if you prefer)

Break the eggs into a bowl
and beat til light and foamy
-at least five minutes. Add the
cream, beat another 5 minutes.
Pour in the sugar, beat well.
Blend in the flour and extract.
Pour in a greased tubular pan
and bake at 350 degrees for 50
minutes, or in 2 8-inch cake
pans for 30 minutes. Dust with
confectioner’s sugar.

Creamed Nuts

2 c. powdered sugar

1 egg white (no yolk)

1 t. vanilla extract

2 t. cold water

Walnuts or Pecans

Mix sugar, unbeaten egg

white, vanilla and water into
a stiff paste. Shape into little

balls, press between halved pe-
cans or walnuts. Pitted dates
may be filled with this cream, or
it may be mixed with chopped
nuts, shaped into bars and cut
into squares.

Melt-In-Your-Mouth
Nut Balls

2 sticks butter, softened

5T. powdered sugar

2 c. plain flour

2 t. vanilla extract

1 c. chopped pecans

Mix allpingredients together

in order listed. Roll into balls
about the size of large marbles,
bake at 325 degrees for 25 min-
utes. Check to make sure they
don’t burn on the bottom.

While still hot, roll the balls
in about a cup of powdered
sugar you have put into a bowl.
The heat will make the sugar
stick to the balls which tastes
amazing.
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My Life
So Far

by Henry M. Phillips

I was the son of Henry M. Phil-
lips, Sr., born in Seattle, Washing-
ton in 1945. My dad had been crip-
pled by my grandfather who had
run guns for Poncho Villa in New
Mexico. Mother had suffered from
childhood paralysis and we never
owned a car, our left and right feet
were our only mode of transporta-
tion we used as children.

I dropped out of high school
around 1963. My father had al-
ready passed, my mother died in
the spring of 1963. Since there were
eight of us critters at home the old-
est boys and one of the older sisters
headed to live with other relatives;
my brother Frank joined the Ma-
rines; I went to live with an Aunt
and Uncle in Tacoma, Washington.

A new school, new faces and
life was pretty good but I appreci-
ated my uncle's years in the Army.
He had been shot in the mouth and
the round came out his neck but he
survived. He would take me out to
Fort Lewis and treat me to these
huge donuts, probably 6 to 8
inches in diameter. Recruiters
did not have to convince me of
Army life - those donuts did all
the recruiting necessary.

I'm 18, in Basic Training,
September 1963, AIT in 1963,
my first assignment was Fort
Knox, Kentucky. I had never
been in the south before in my
life. I played some football in
high school and since I scored
highest in clerical tests I ended
up being a typist. Longing to be
outside and doing something
athletic I signed up for Airborne

training. From Fort Benning, to Fort Bragg, to Vietnam,
back to Fort Bragg, to Alaska, back to Vietnam, to Fort De-
vens, Massachusetts, to Fort Riley, Kansas. Back to Viet-
nam then to Fort Lewis, to Korea on the DMZ and finally
got an assignment to Redstone Arsenal, Alabama.

By this time I had married twice, had five children and
was a sole parent. The Protestant and Catholic Ladies of the
Chapel at Redstone Arsenal literally saved my bacon, they
helped baby sit, brought food and so many other things,
they will forever be special to me.

Just prior to retirement in 1989 I had spent 4 years in
Germany, had remarried before going to Germany and life
was challenging. Life goes on!

“I’'ve had bad luck with both my wives.
The first one left me and the second one
didn’t.”

Patrick Murray

7500 Memorial Parkway So. #122
Huntsville, Al 35802

Steve Cappaert

Broker - Associate

(256) 651-7517 Cell

Business phone (256) 883-6600
Fax (256) 883-6650
stevecappaert@knology.net
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Area News
from 1923

Firemen Not Active, but Ready
(June 5, 1923)

The Huntsville Fire Department
hasn't had a run for a matter of nearly
three weeks, not even a false alarm.
However, members of the department
are always ready and always prepared
to respond to calls when they come.

Gurley Boy Drowned in River

While swimming in Paint Rock Riv-
er Sunday afternoon, Leslie Thomas,
aged 13, was drowned. The body was
recovered and removed to the home of
his parents in Gurley, where the funeral
was held Monday afternoon. Accord-
ing to those who were swimming with
young Thomas, he dove from the bank
into the stream and never came up.
They became frightened and called for
help which was soon forthcoming and
after a long search the body recovered.
It is supposed the young man's head hit
the bottom of the stream and rendered
him unconscious.

Laughlins to Stay in City

The many friends of Mr. and Mrs.
Laughlin will be glad to know that they
will remain in Huntsville instead of
moving to South Alabama as they had
expected.

Arab Child Chews on Dynamite
and Lives

Mrs. C. E. Brewster called frantically
for police when she found her three-
year-old daughter, Frances, eating the
neighbor's dynamite. Police said the
child was chewing on the end of a half
pound when they arrived and removed
it from her tiny hands.

Dr. McCown Very Il

Dr. McCown, of Hazel Green, one
of the best physicians in the county, is
lying very low at the Huntsville Hos-
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pital, having been brought yesterday morning from his
home. While suffering from a bad toothache, Dr. Mc-
Cown called upon his son, who had been studying in
Atlanta, to extract the tooth. The young man did so and
all seemed to be going well until the close of the day
when the jaw began to swell and grow worse. The Doc-
tor was then brought to the hospital.

Baptists want More Room

The First Baptist Church will offer $11,000 for the
Smith and Vaughn property, west and north side of the
church. If the offer is accepted the church, it is stated,
will be enlarged and other improvements made.

Dr. W. R. Staten Killed by Train

Dr. W. R. Staten of the Flint community was run
down and killed by a train Tuesday, the accident oc-
curring near the Flint Station. Dr. Staten is said to have
been walking upon the railroad right-of-way when the
accident occurred. The Doctor was hit by a freight train
and was killed instantly.
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Thank you for Being Our
Valuable Customer!

Still Staying Safe!

Stay Apart 6" and Sanitize

*Interior Work: Masks, Gloves and
Booties

Home Repairs and Remodeling

Interior and Exterior Painting

Pressure Washing Services

Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs

Call for a
Free Estimate

256-683-0326

Exterior Painting:
$100 Discount Exterior Painting until Nov. 30, 2021

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com

Proud Member of BBB

3313 Highway 33 - Huntsville. Al 35806
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The Ghost of
Bryant Denny
Stadium

by John H. Tate

There is a story that is told
in the bars of Alabama and at
tailgate parties throughout
the South. It is a story of a fa-
ther and son's love, and their
combined love of SEC Foot-
ball, especially Alabama and
Auburn football. The father
loved BAMA ball so much, he
named his son Paul Byron; the
mother refused to let him name
the boy Paul Bryant after the
greatest college football coach
of all times. Dad could name
the starting BAMA players for
the last twenty years and could
tell you what pro-team former
BAMA players are playing on.
It was always dad's hope that
Paul wouldy attend Alabama.
Since they were a poor family
the only way was for Paul to
get a scholarship.

Well, as fate would have it,
Paul turned out to be brilliant
in math and won a full-boat
Engineering scholarship - not
to Alabama, but Auburn Uni-
versity. Dad tried to convince
Paul not to accept the scholar-
ship to Auburn and told him

“In Alabama, an atheist is
someone who doesn’t
believe in Nick Saban.”

Jerry Knox, Gurley

they would find a way to pay
for it if he went to Alabama.
Paul wasn't having it, he said,
"Auburn has an excellent En-
gineering program and that
is what I want to do."

Dad told Paul that if he
went to Auburn, he was no
longer his son and don't both-
er coming home. The mother
tried to make peace and tried
to get the two men she loved
to make peace. With tears in
his eyes, on the day he had
to leave for Auburn, Paul
walked five miles to the bus
stop because his dad would
not take him. Dad sat at the
kitchen table as Paul walked
out the front door, with a
single tear running down his
face.

As time went on, Paul grad-
uated from Auburn and was a
strong Auburn fan. He and his
dad spoke from time to time,
“How are you?”, “How’s the
farm?”, “Do you like engineer-
ing?” That type thing. They nev-
er did talk football nor have any
real meaningful conversation,
until one day Paul gets a call from
his mother. His dad was in poor
health and was not doing well.
But the reason she was calling
was because he had won tickets
to that year’s Iron Bowl and was
going to try to drive himself.

Mom thought Paul could talk
some sense into him, maybe even
take him to the game.

Paul called his dad the next
day, and he did sound very bad.

OPENING T
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HE HIGHWAYS TO ALL MANKIND

Back of all the activities of the Ford Motor Company is this Universal idea — a whole-
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Woody Anderson Ford \QOOdY Ander So,,

WoodyAndersonFord.com
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Paul tried to talk him out of driving; but
no matter what Paul said, he could not
talk him out of going. After all, as big a
fan he was of BAMA, he had never been
to an Iron Bowl game, and at 70 years old
he had a chance to go to the Iron Bowl for
free. Paul had been to several SEC games
and even the Iron Bowl a couple of times
over the years. Each time he longed for
the chance to have his dad by his side at
the Iron Bowl, even if they were rooting
for the opposing sides.

It took a little convincing, but Dad
agreed to let Paul come and drive him
to the Iron Bowl. Paul made it clear to
his dad, “I am not going to say anything
about rolling nothing.”

Once Paul saw his dad, he knew the
end was near; as a matter of fact, he might
not make it through the trip. They made

lans to arrive in Tuscaloosa the day be-
ore the game, so dad could rest up. The
plan was to drive to Bryant Denny Sta-
dium several hours before the game so
they could take their time getting to the

ate.
s The day of the game, dad was very
weak, could hardly walk. He would have
to stop and rest every few steps or so,
and then it happened. Dad sat down on
the ground and did not have enough en-
erfgy to get up anymore, and he was just
a few steps outside of the gate. As he sat
there trying to catch his breath, Paul said,
“Dad this is as far as you can go, I don’t
think I can get you inside.”

Dad never said a word, but big tears
start to run down his face. Paul did not
know what to do, they came so far
and if they left there would not be
another chance. With tears running
down his face, Paul looked at his dad
and thought, “I could have taken en-
gineering at Alabama, we missed so
much.”

Paul lifted his right hand in the air
and velled as loud as he could, “We
need a Roll Tide up in here!” In uni-
son, the crowd yelled, “Roll Tide!”
as several came over to see what was

“Congratulations on your promotion.
Before you go, can you take this knife
out of my back? You probably won’t
need it again.”

What you WON’T see on a
Hallmark greeting card
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wrong. Much to Paul’s surprise, people knew who they
were, because sportscasters, including on Game Day,
had been running stories about the father-son team go-
ing to the Iron Bowl. The seventy year old dad won
tickets and is a BAMA fan, while the son is an Auburn
fan.

One of the Alabama female students leaned in over
Paul’s shoulder and said, “You got one more Roll Tide
in you papa?” He mustered up enough strength to say,
“Roll Tide Roll.” The girl yelled for a few of the big
guys in the crowd to pick Kim up and carry him into
the stadium.

As they were entering in, the Alabama Fight Song
started to play, and the crowd cheered so loud that the
ground shook.

It is said, that if you are ever there late at night, and
all is quiet, you can hear a little old man’s voice, “Roll
Tide Roll.”

OUR WRITERS

“Old Huntsville” Magazine wants
to say Thank You to our writers
and contributors for the stories
and articles you send to us. Our

readers tell us how much they
enjoy them.
We couldn’t do it without you!
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THE SEAGULL

by Cathey Carney

The following story is true, and
happened several years ago. It was
relayed to "Pet Gazette" and appears
here for the first time.

Harry Parker was just minding
his own business, that day in Florida.
He had been looking forward to his
fishing expedition for two months
now - a welcome escape from his
construction job. It was sure good to
get away from all that hassle.

It was early morning, and he had
just gotten settled on the rough pier
with his pole in his hands. He was
glad he had brought his jacket, there
was definitely a chill in the air. Har-
ry just knew he was going to catch a
tubful of saltwater fish.

When he first glanced around to
see if anyone had joined him on the
pier, he noticed a small seagull, just
standing on the pier, about 30 feet
away. It looked cold, like him. When
he glanced back at it, a few minutes
later, the bird had edged closer to
him, still looking out to the water.

Harry felt a tug on his line and
gave it all his attention for the next
few minutes, but it proved to be
just a waterlogged sandal. When he
looked at the seagull again, it was no
more than 5 feet away from him.

“You must be a hungry bugger,”
he thought. He wondered vaguely
what seagulls ate in the wintertime.
The wind was really beginning to
blow, and he could feel the cold
through his thin jacket as he pulled
it tighter around him.

“Fun fact - alcohol increases
the size of the “send” button on
your computer by 89%.”

Heidi Jennings, Woodville

When he looked at the bird again, the seagull was only a foot
away from him. That’s when he saw it.

There was monofilm fishing line wrapped around the bird’s
beak. There was no way he could open his mouth to get any food.
Without even thinking, Harry reached down, and with a slow and
careful movement, began to unwind the line. Carefully, slowly, un-
til the bird’s beak was no longer encircled with the fishing line.

It all seemed like slow motion, and it seemed to Harry, later,
when he recounted the event to his wife, that he and the bird were
the only two beings on the beach that cold and overcast day. He was
very surprised that the bird, being a wild animal, had not been star-
tled or tried to fly away when Harry reached out for it. He would
always remember the look in the bird’s eye - very steady but not
afraid. When the line was removed from the bird’s beak, it just flew
away.

Harry just sat there afterwards, almost hoping that the bird
would come back. Checking his line, he saw that the bait was gone.
He started to bait his hook, then really looked at the hook, felt the
sharpness of the tip. He remembered reading in a conservation
magazine that the most sensitive part of a fish was its mouth, and
thought how much it must hurt before it dies.

He pulled up his pole, broke it down and removed all the line.
He put the line inside his tackle box, and carefully closed the box
with a snap. Walking to the end of the pier, he dropped pole and
tackle box into the large, filthy trash can that stood on the far end.
He just walked away.

Harry always remembered that day, and when anyone asks him
about that story, he says that the bird came to him because it needed
help, was starving to death and knew that he would help. As for his
fishing, Harry says the last time he went back to that pier he just
hung an empty line into the water, and read a good book he had
brought along with him.
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Want to stay Cozy this winter?
Then you need an Old Huntsville
Sweatshirt or Long-Sleeved Tshirt!

The Perfect Gift for that person who’s
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Great Quality and they Last Forever.

Sweatshirts - $30
Longsleeve Ts - $25
Shortsleeve Ts - $20

Adult Sizes Med - XXL in a
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available sizes and colors. These
run true to size.

Free Delivery to Huntsville/
Madison/Hampton Cove area.

Call for available colors and
sizes and to order via credit card

(256) 534-0502

s J




Uncle Bill, the
Bootlegger

by Charles Martin

The first memories I have of my un-
cle Bill was when I was about nine or ten
years old back in the 1920s. I remember
spending the night with my cousins and
being awakened at all times of the night
when people would knock on the door.
After a few minutes whispered conversa-
tion, my uncle would give them a bottle
in a brown paper bag.

At the time I supposed I just assumed
my uncle had a lot of friends. It was sev-
eral years before I realized he was a boot-
legger

Uncle Bill sold moonshine. He would
buy several gallons at a time and dis-
pense it in half pint and pint fruitjars. Fri-
day nights were always his busiest time
and us kids were warned to stay out of
the kitchen. Sometimes we would sneak
and watch what was going on. I remem-
ber a bunch of men drinking and playing
cards. I don’t remember there ever being
any trouble.

Uncle Bill had a small room built on
the house, next to the kitchen, for a bath-
room, only it wasn’t a bathroom. There
was a commode that fed
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sneaked up on him. Thinking fast, my uncle threw the jar with
all of his might against a large rock. Instead of breaking it sim-
ply bounced off the rock like a rubber ball and rolled to where
one of the deputies was standing.

As the deputy picked up the evidence, it slipped out of his
hand and fell to the ground, shattering into a million pieces.

With no evidence they could not arrest Uncle Bill.

We all knew what he did for a living but, somehow, it just
didn’t seem that bad back then. I don’t remember him ever say-
ing a curse word or raising his voice.

Aunt Jemma never talked about her husband bootlegging.
She always referred to it as “Bill’s business.” The only argu-
ment I ever recall them having was when Uncle Bill confiscated
two boxes of canning jars that she had purchased.

Family legend has it that when he died Aunt Jemma put a
half pint in his coffin.

into a wash tub under the
house. When he got raided
he would pour the liquor
down the commode and af-
ter the law left he would re-
trieve it and bottle it again.

One time he got raided
and he just barely had time
to pour the booze down the
commode. After the depu-
ties had searched in vain
and were about to leave,
one of them excused him-
self, saying he had to go to

the bathroom. " FACTORY
I hope Uncle Bill didn't Phone: {256) 858-0120 AUTHORIZED
bottle that whiskey again. Fax: {255) 858-2012 DEALER
Another time he was G )
walking into the house car- EmEIIISCh".‘EC@hIWEEY.HEt @
rying a glass gallon jar of turn to the experts /-

moonshine when deputies ﬁwww.suutherncumforthvac.net
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A DIFFERENT
THANKSGIVING

by Jean Brewer McCrady

I remember a lot of things about grow-
ing up at Harvest but with one exception-1
don't remember what most of our Thanks-
giving Days were like. One Thanksgiving
Day, in 1947 or '48 was different from all
the rest, whatever they were, or were not.

It was a bright sunny day, and the land
owner of the cotton field between the old
Harvest Church of Christ and Mr. Clint
Smith's house (directly across Wall Triana
from the present new Church of Christ)
took advantage of that fact.

In those days, when cotton was picked
by hand, the harvesting took three stages.
There was the regular season, Septem-
ber and October, when picking was at its
prime. You could fill a sack without cov-
ering much ground, even if you packed 80
or 90 Ibs into a 7-foot sack like my sister
and I did. The prime season usually con-
sisted of two pickings (three if all condi-
tions were right).

Stage two was called scrapping. That's
when the open boles were thinly scattered,
and fast pickers like we were could almost
rob the burrs of their fluffy locks without
ever coming to a dead stop. The third and
final effort to squeeze the last bit of value
from the crop was called "pulling boles”,
a literal description of the process. By this
time in the season, the crop had endured
many rains, a few frosts and limited sun-
shine, and the burrs were too damaged or
rotten for the cotton to be separated from
them. So the pickers pulled boles and all
because even in this condition, there was
some salvage value at the gin.

On this memorable Thanksgiving Day,
Mr. Shinny Tuck, the referenced land
owner, made the Brewer family an offer
that Mama and Daddy couldn't refuse. I
don't remember how much per pound we
were paid, but I do remember the prom-
ise that when that particular field was
stripped clean, we could quit for the day

no matter where the sun was. The mission was accom-
plished and we were destined, we thought, to tackle
other fields on Friday and Saturday. But someone else
had other plans.

We awoke on Friday morning to a 3 or 4 inch blan-
ket of snow. I don’t know who was happier, Mr. Shin-
ny because he got that large field laid to rest, or the
Brewer Kids because we didn’t have to do the other
tields. I also don’t remember how we filled those two
bonus days, but you can be sure it was with some kind
of productive work. There was not much idleness nor
leisure around our house, except on Sundays.

That is not a complaint. I wouldn’t change that ap-
proach to life even if I could, because learning the val-
ue of hard work from an early age has served me well.
At age 86, I still find more satisfaction in work than in
play —even if it’s a job that needs doing on Thanks-
giving Day! On this Thanksgiving Day I will be giving
thanks that I am still able to work. Though I will admit,
I'm happy that pulling boles is no longer among the
tasks that I am called upon to do.




1890 NEWS IN HUNTSVILLE

$5000.00 for Flirting

John Turner, a thrifty grocer, has filed
suit asking that Miss Etta Thompson, a
pretty young lady in town, be required
to pay him $5,000 for flirting.

He had been keeping company with
the young woman for some months, but
she gave him up for another.

Referring to his suit Turner said:
"This is not a breach-of-promise case,
but a case for damages. I don't like flirt-
ing, and I am going to show people that
this country is a very unhealthy one for
that kind of business. I have been fair
with the girl. I told her that I detested
flirting and when I started keeping com-
pany with her I told her that I did it with
the intention of marrying her. I had ev-
ery reason to believe that she wanted
to marry me, too. Now she has gone to
flirting with other people and I intend
to punish her for it.”

Heard Around Town
- Henry Hone, white, who resides
in the northern part of the county, had
been lying in jail for sometime

Old Huntsville Page 29

“l know there are people who don’t love their
fellow man, and | hate people like that.”

Tom Larson, Scottsboro

William M. Yates, CLU
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harge of being un- . . gy
lawfully married - he havinga | - Y¥ hen It’s Time to Buy or Sell
living wife, was tutned loose § Yoy Home, Give Us a Call!™

yesterday on bond for his ap-
pearance at next term of Cir-
cuit Court. Both his wives are
expected to attend.

- Charlie (Buck) Monroe, af-

ter several months absence, has Call John Richard at

returned to the city and will in
future be associated with his
brother, D.C. Monroe, in the
tonsorial line at the McGee ho-
tel. Both of these young men are
competent and skilled artists in
their business and will please
the public with their work.
They extend their friends a cor-
dial invitation to call on them.

“We’ll be friends until we’re
old and senile. Then we’ll be
new friends.”

One senior to another

(256) 603-7110 &
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Falling Leaves

(1958)

by Bill Alkire

-

It was a cool late October morn- 5

pace she had chosen. There were many leaves on the
ground. Leo would have been pleased. All at once we
ran through what seemed a blizzard of falling leaves.
The slightest wind creating swirls of leaves lifting them
side to side, back and forth as they made their journey
to the warming earth. Leaves fall randomly even when
there is no wind as though they are waving goodbye to
the hot summer.

During my sojourns as a younger man I had often
tried to catch a falling leaf before it reached the earth,
but my efforts had always been futile. I breathlessly
wheezed out my tale to Myla. Always ready to accept a
challenge, Myla ran ahead effortlessly and almost comi-
cally snatched a fluttering leaf from the air, using both
hands. Grinning in triumph she looked over her shoul-
der at me and held her trophy high for me to see.

Myla waited for me to catch up, then honored me by
presenting me with her hard-won prize, proclaiming;

gl 2
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ing in the lower eastern Appalachian
Mountains. The air was crisp, the sky
was azure blue and contained only
a slight white puffy cloud. The sun-
shine warmed our souls as it heated
the earth. If any place on earth proved
there was a God, it had to be here.

The leaves were at their very peak
color: God had provided us a mag-
nificent palette. This was indubitab%y
the best of nature. "Life is great" Myla
panted next to me as we lumbered
down the narrow path I had
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walked as a young boy. I love
being here in the post-dawn
hours, as the birds begin to
awaken. We used this time to
talk, laugh, share dreams, an
occasional hug and make plans
for our future.

We talked little as we
walked briskly, mostly I panted
from the effort to hasten the

King Charles of England was
convinced that his black cat
brought him luck, and he
carried his pet everywhere.
When the cat died, Charles
reportedly cried that his luck
was gone; the next day he
was arrested and later
beheaded.

Let Us Do the Work for You! h
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If you can stand or sit on it, we can clean it!

November Specials:

Kleaneasy Quality Cleaning
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3 Rooms - $95
4 Rooms - $115
5 Rooms - $130

Seniors (65+) 10% off, Military 15% off
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Call (256) 886-9100

When you shop local, you’re helping our
small businesses stay in business. Thank you!

www.carpetcleaninghuntsville.com
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"You cannot wait for it to come
to you BilL You have to pick
one out and go after it." I was
struck by the profoundness of
Myla's words realizing that her
acclamation for success applied
to life's challenges as well.

We already knew there
would be challenges ahead, we
were no longer children and
not kidding each other. When
you are young as we were then,
the world turned slow and the
obstacles we faced sometimes
fade from view much like the
transition from summer to fall.
If only we could glimpse into
the future, planning would be
much easier, and we would be
more successful.

I am generally known as an
organizer and planner. I have
always had plenty of dreams
and ideas, some of which could
possibly be fruitful, but the fear
of failure always kept me from
proceeding.

Myla's words made me re-
alize that conquering fear by
grabbing opportunities within
my reach could change that.
By breaking free of inertia and
focusing on preconceived goals

and putting in that extra effort
one could realize success.

Life is full of falling leaves
that are ours for the taking, but
we must exert a little effort to
capture them; they do not come
to us. They may come close, but
you must use your abilities and
talents to achieve your dreams.

This morning, I was walk-
ing alone over a similar nar-
row path and awed at natures
magnificent beauty. Leaves
once again showered about
me, and my mind wandered
back to Myla's "leaf wisdom." I
selected a fluttering candidate,
focused, and after a couple of
failures, managed to clumsily
catch a vivid red maple leaf to
my chest with both hands.

The leaf’s journey had led
me away from my original
path, just as in life, but only a
short distance. I held that leaf
tenderly all the way home,
cherishing my prize posses-
sion and success. God had pro-
vided me the opportunity to
learn and develop in a setting
that was as close to him as one
could be.
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“l don’t fall asleep on the job.
| over-think myself
into a coma.”

Seen on job application

6262 Highway 431 South | |

Owens Cross Roads, Al 35763

|| Tel:1.256.518.9168
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Memories are
Forever

by Bill Wright

My Mother would often say, “When
you do fun things with your young chil-
dren, you are building memories that last
forever.”

It was on a beautiful autumn day many
years ago when I took my two young sons
to their first college football game. The
oldest son was eleven years old and the
youngest was eight years old. We drove to
Tuscaloosa to watch the University of Ala-
bama play. It was a year when the legend-
ary Paul (Bear) Bryant was the head foot-
ball coach at Alabama.

We arrived in Tuscaloosa early that
Saturday morning. Both sons were ver
excited to watch their first college footbaﬁ
game in a stadium. Arriving early, I gave
them a brief driving tour of the campus. I
then took them inside Bidgood Hall where
I had several classes years ago. We went
inside one of the rooms where I had taken
classes. It was a plain classroom with noth-
ing fancy about it. The desks appeared to
need replacing. However, the oldest son
admired the classroom like it was a piece
of art and said, “This is where I will go to
college.” He held to that statement seven
years later when he enrolled as a Freshman
in the University of Alabama.

After a lunch in Morrison’s Cafeteria,
we walked to the football stadium which
was one block away. We probably arrived
one hour before the start of the football

ame. Both sons were star-struck by such a
arge football stadium. Previously the larg-
est football stadium they had been in was
Milton Frank Stadium in Huntsville. I re-
member both saying “this is fun” although
there was no activity on the field. Soon the
stadium began filling with spectators, the
players started warm-ups on the field and
the band began playing as they entered the
stadium. They were elated by the atmo-
sphere.

Their favorite team won the game
which added to the excitement. Once the
game was over both sons said they want-
ed to wait outside the players’ dressing
room and watch the players as they exited
the stadium. I was not thrilled by the idea
because it would delay us leaving at least

one hour. However, something told me to do it, so I
agreed to their desire.

While waiting for the football players to exit the
stadium the eleven-year-old son said he was going
to get Coach Bryant’s autograph when he came out
of the stadium. I explained to him that would not be
possible because Coach Bryant would be surround-
ed by State Highway Patrolmen. Also, I told him he
did not have a pen or paier for an autograph. He
then reached into his pocket and pulled out a ball
point pen and a small note pad. Obviously, he had
planned this before we left home.

Soon Coach Bryant exited the football stadium
and was surrounded by about eight State Highwa
Patrolmen. They had formed a circle around Coac
Bryant with arms locked. As they were walking
away the eleven year old son bolted towards the
moving circle, dropped under the locked arms of the
Highway Patrolmen and was walking with Coach
Bryant inside the circle. Coach Bryant gave him an
autograph as they continued walking. My son then
dropped below the locked arms of the Highway
Patrolmen and returned to me, saying “I told you I
would get his autograph”.




We Get Electricity

by Robert French, Jr. P.C.

£l It was a mile-
Hlestie stone day when
e TVA ran electric-
g "r: o ity through the
e o -"b small houses on
it i the property. The
EAEEEE S big house, b
L g house, barn,
e :‘ AR el plilmp house and
e e s other necessar
F'. Ir.,”_}g; ';Eefg places had elec}j
ool oy 1 AR tricity, but the
ol L L small houses that
m:::T_r—,ﬁlrm qui"'l:, had been vacant,
-ty : or used by field

hands, did not
have service.

There were three TVA electricians who
came to our house. They took green and yel-
low cloth-covered wire, drilled a hole in the
side of the house and ran the wire through.
They came inside and stapled the wire up
the wooden walls, across the ceilings and
left enough for a drop cord and light bulb. A
socket was wired on. They screwed in a bulb,
and put a large brown switch near the door
where the wire ran up the wall. They did this
in all four rooms. Now you might think this
was unsightly, but to us, those wires were
beautiful.

The men then went outside and put a me-
ter where they had drilled the hole in the wall
One of the men went back into the house,
turned a knob on the switch and
we had light. We had electricity!
It was a happy day in the French
household. We no longer went to
bed at sundown and got up with
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I would say, "Russel Erskine Hotel," in cadence
with the light, over and over again until I would
tire of it, and then do it again the next warm sum-

mer night.
Now, we had lights! Soon we would have an

electric stove, an electric iron and even a radio.
With electricity, times were definitely improving.
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ScoTrtYy FIX IT

the chickens. It was a totally new
freedom. Electricity was great!

Before the electricity, our
greatest entertainment had been
sitting on the small porch at night
looking at the flashing light on
the hotel in Huntsville.

The hotel had been built some-
time during the 1920s and was
pretty close to 12 stories high. It
may have been the tallest building
in Huntsville. "Russel Erskine," it
would flash in red, then "Hotel,"
with a red arrow pointing down.
My mother told me what the sign
said as it flashed red for all to see.

Let me help you with any type of
household repair or remodeling
Jobs!”

* Painting, 1 Room ata Time or Whole House
* Drywall Repair, Small & Large
* 18 Years Experience

(256) 503-2922 text or call

-0
), .%
Email: sbsmith@hiwaay.net ] - b
Visit: www.scottyfix.com ‘Q\ﬂ‘! }.\T
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TIMELINE OF THE HUNTSVILLE TIMES

_a e

h
FErEnd
fFFEE !

I FEER E
:EEEET|
TETECH
EEEFEE
PEERET

: EEEEET
- FFEEE ]
Bk TImii

I have often wondered how
the newspaper got its name.
Obviously, it came from some-
thing like new information in
a printed form. Therefore, it
should be new or recent infor-
mation. Sometimes I don’t read
the paper until the next day so
it is still recent news to me. We
still receive the newspaper at
our house even though you can
find up to date news or recent
information on the TV, radio,
or the internet. However, most
of their reporting is slanted or
biased. I enjoy picking up the
Eaper and reading a hard copy,

ut some of their reporting
is also biased. I keep in mind
who those reporters are and
skip their articles most of the
time. Sometimes when getting

by Lawrence Hillis

halfway through a news article

which is reporting about many

people, I lose tracis< of who they

are, I have to go back to the be-

%inning to recount their title or
ow they are involved.

The Huntsville Times was
first known as Huntsville Daily
Times and it’s first newspaper
was printed on March 23, 1910.
They were in a building at the
corner of Holmes Avenue and
Greene Street which was Met-
ropolitan Avenue at the time.
The owner was Jason Emory
Pierce who also was the edi-
tor and publisher. By 1917, the
paper moved to a building on
Washington Street.

Many local people would
stop by the building to read the
World War One news on the
paper’s bulletin board.

In 1925, Mr. Pierce pub-
lished information that a new
high-rise building would be
constructed at the corner of
Holmes Avenue and Greene
Street. The 12 story Times
Building was completed in
December 1928 and the paper
moved into the new modern
high-rise building. To make
sure it was the tallest building
in town, they added a pent-
house on top to make it taller

than the Russell Erskine Hotel.
Pierce was proud to advertise
that his new printing press cost
$100,000. Their printing press-
es were in the basement.

I remember walking down
the sidewalk next to the Times
Building on Holmes Avenue
and looking into the basement
through glass plates in the
sidewalk. The building is an
art-deco style structure and is
now known as the Old Times
Building and is on the National
Register of Historic Places. Can
you imagine how many rolls
of paper were delivered to that
building and how many news-
papers were Erinted?

Due to the Great Depres-
sion when the sale of newspa-
pers dropped sharply, the com-
pany defaulted on a $200,000
mortgage payment and the
Times was turned over to fed-
eral receivership in June 1931.
By October 1931, Victor Han-
son of the Birmingham News
outbid the Anniston Star on the
Madison County Courthouse
steps for the Dailey Times. The
Dailey Times flourished under
the ownership of the Birming-
ham News.

In 1951, the new editor Re-
ese Amis changed the paper’s
name from The Dailey Times
to The Huntsville Times be-
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“Leasing and Managing Huntsville’s Premier Office Buildings”
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cause it was only printed six
days a week instead of seven
days a week. Back in the 30s
and 40s young men called
“paper boys” would pick ui
a stack of papers and wal
around downtown and sell
them on the street or step in-
side barber shops, cafes and
other businesses to sell their
papers.

In December of 1955,
S. I. Newhouse bought the
Birmingham News, Hunts-
ville Times and a radio sta-
tion for $16.1 million. As the
staff erew, the Times moved
to a larger building located
at 2317 Memorial Parkway
in 1966. Currently the office
building Times Plaza is lo-
cated at that old location.

In 1960, the first Satur-
day edition was printed and
circulation reached to 35,000
by 1962. In 1966 there was a
large expansion and a new
96-page Hoe press replaced
the old equipment.

On March 16, 1973, due
to a huge rain and a historic
flooding on the Parkway, the
paper was printed in blue
ink. Black ink which was
stored in the basement was
ruined, thus fittingly the pa-
per was printed in blue. De-
livery grew from 65,000 in
1970 to 80,000 in 1996.

The staff was so large
that almost everyone in
Huntsville knew someone
working at the Times all
the way from writers and
reporters to proof readers
and delivery people. When
I was directing road races in
the 80’s and 90’s, the Times
was always very willing to
accept articles about race
results. But we had to im-
mediately get the results to
them, they didn’t want old
news. I remember talking
to sForts writers sitting in
small smoke-filled rooms
pounding on their typewrit-
ers. They gave us plenty of
exposure about future races.
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For a while, Jim Oaks with the Huntsville Track Club and former
teacher, cross country and tennis coach at Huntsville High had a
weekly column about running and racing.

For years, I especially enjoyed the human-interest stories writ-
ten by Bill Easterling. He printed a collection of them in several
books among them are Voices On A Cold Day and A Locust Leaves
Its Shell. Mike Kaylor kept us in tune with what was going on in
Huntsville. John Pruitt, Ron White and Skip Vaughan did a great
job reporting sports. Currently, I enjoy columns by Beth Thames
and Kelly Kazek which are not political and cover grass roots sub-
jects. I don’t know how they can come up with so many ideas to
write about.

For 32 years, the Huntsville Times had a sister morning news-
paper the Huntsville News which was located on Clinton Avenue.
It closed down on March 15, 1996. On September 13, 2004 after 94
years as an evening newspaper, the Times transitioned to a morn-
ing delivery.

On October 1, 2012, after 102 years of continuous daily de-
livery, the Times changed to a Sunday, Wednesday and Friday
printing schedule. The Times merged with 24-hour digital news
AL.com and is now located in the former Central Bank Building at
200 West Side Square. Their process for printing newspapers is so
streamlined these days that they print the papers in Birmingham
and still deliver to our door step early in the morning in time to
read during breakfast.

According to the Times website, its online edition Al.com is es-
timated that an average 97,708 readers view the paper and website
daily. The average Sunday readers are estimated at 143,641.

In all aspects of life, a lot has changed over the years. We now
read electronic media and get daily posts and trending stories on
our cell phones. Past generations would not believe how easily we
have instant access to all news, sports and weather. But to me it is
always enjoyable to sit down and read from a paper copy newspa-
per or magazine such as the Old Huntsville magazine.

“Whenever | go running, | like meeting new people.
Usually paramedics.”

Jeb Harris, 86 years old, Guntersville

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

(256) 585-1725

4\0»“ d €r, S

Where the 815 Madison St.
chiken i  (256) 721-3395
Kickin ! 527 Wynn Dr. NW
Dine-In or Carry Out! (256) 464-7811

Yes We Cater! 101 Intercom Dr.

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

! Some of the best tastin’ chicken anywhere! '
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A FAMILY FUNERAL

by Thomas Frazier

It rained the day they buried my
Grand-Daddy.

All the family was there, dressed
in their store-bought clothes and
smelling of Palmolive aftershave
and Avon perfume.

His children stood at the grave-
site, along with his grandchildren
and great-grandchildren and in-
laws and outlaws. He would have
been proud of most of them, and
ashamed of a few. The tears came
easily to the women folks. Casting-
subtle glances about them to make
sure they were being observed, the
let their bodies become racked wit
convulsions as the tears streaked the
make-up they had applied an hour
before. They clung to one another
tightly, as if seeking refuge in their
grief, and called one another brother
and sister and cousin.

Over to the side stood the men, si-
lent, feeling awkward at this strange
display of emotion With their hands
jammed deeply into the pockets of
the newly purchased clothes, they
felt helpless while they watched the
hired man shovel the wet red clay
back into the grave from which it
had come.

Finally it was over, the soil was
back in place and the bright, garish
flowers stood like silent sentinels
next to the newly engraved tomb-
stone.

There was nothing else left to do.

The men stepped forward, now
with a purpose, this was something

they could do, and offered their worn, rumpled handker-
chiefs to their wives and sisters and led them back to the
waiting cars.

After the funeral the family gathered at the home of one
of his daughters where they had cold-cuts and potato salad
for lunch. The make-up was back in place now and the cry-
ing was over. The women all seemed to compete with one
another as they talked about their children’s schools and
their husband’s jobs.

Even the men seemed to have forgotten about Grand-
Daddy as they squatted under a shade tree and talked about
cars and jobs in Chicago and Mary Ellen’s boy getting sent
to jail.

]No one paid much attention to me except to tell me to
fetch them another soda pop or hand them the ash tray. I
was only thirteen years OYd and pretty unimportant. I was
too young to tell stories with the men and the women kept
telling me to go on outside and play.

“Pull those new britches off,” my aunt said, “and change
into some old ones before you go outside to play.”

I walked out to the barn and when I was sure no one
could see me, I began to cry. At first it was softly, silently
And then, in an almost uncontrollable fury, my wﬁole body
was seized by the pent up emotions of that morning.

I cried for the memories that I had, and the memories
that would never be.

He was my Grand-Daddy and no one cared.

EVERY MINUTE COUNTS

WE'RE ALL
GOING TO
BE GONE
ONE DAY.
MAKE THE
MOST OF

EVERY
MINUTE

YOU HAVE

WITH YOUR
FAMILY &
FRIENDS.

WITH LOVE TO THE HUNTSVILLE HIGH CLASS OF 1966

OSCAR LLERENA




Tips from Friends

These are presented for your reading entertainment
- always check with your doctor before taking
anything new.

* If you have a hard time finding your
home door key on a key chain full of other
keys, just use some bright red nail pol-
ish and paint each side of the key (not on
the part that goes into the lock) and you'll
save time!

* Tiredness collects on the insides of
one's elbows and the backs of one's knees.
Wake up your body by slapping both
those areas.

* If you feel sluggish in the morning
it may be your gallbladder. Try drinking
3 tabﬁiespoons ofg fresh lemon juice in half
a glass of warm water, a half hour before
breakfast - do this for a week and see if
you feel better.

* Add radiance to your red hair right
after you shampoo by pouring a cup of
strong Red Zinger tea through your hair,
leave it on for 5 minutes & rinse.

* It has been proven that people who
eat 2 apples a day have fewer headaches
than those who don't eat the fruit.

* White grape juice is said to absorb
the body's acid, which adds to arthritis &
gout. Drink 1 glassful in the morning and
one before dinner.

* Instant reviver for hot flashes - rush
to the fridge and open both the freezer
and fridge side. Put your face inside til
you feel normal again.

* If you suffer a bruise, peel a banana,
discard the fruit and place the inside
of the peel against the bruise and tape
it down for the night. This really will
help.

g Positive energy is inhaled
through the right nostril. Put a piece of
cotton in your left nostril and breathe
through your right nostril for an hour.
You will be revitalized and your brain
will be working again!

* Keep wipes in your car to clean
your steering wheel frequently.

* Get out in the fresh air and
WALK - get exercise - BREATHE.

* Throat pain? Gargle with warm
salt water, red wine or white vinegar.
DONT swallow. It might prevent it
from going down to your lungs.

* The Doctors say to make sure to
get Vitamin C, zinc and magnesium.

My wife makes the budget work.
We go without alot of things |
really don’t need.
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* Put a wet wipe that has at least 60% alcohol in a sand-
wich bag -put in purse or pocket - anywhere you go to eat
wipe fingers after using menu and before you eat

* Watch the Weather Channel - it really helps to lower
your blood pressure.

2021 Annual
Holiday Craft Show

December 3, 4, and 5

Va

Are you Downsizing or Moving?
Let us do the work for you!

Seven Sisters is a collection of highly motivated professionals
and conscientious family members (and friends) whose main goal
is to minimize the stress involved with handling estate sales, estate
liquidations and/or clean-outs.

We serve the Northern Alabama and Southern Middle
Tennessee areas.

We at Seven Sisters are able to manage any size sale and
are well experienced with providing assistance for downsizing,
assisted living transition and/or complete home sale.

Our team will work with you or your Realtor to help get your
home "sale ready"'.

Call us at (256) 665-4846
or email elihanic@icloud.com

/
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NOVEMBER MEMORIES

by Elizabeth Wharry

My husband and I were
married in November 1986.
We met the previous February
and were engaged by Easter of
1986.

Our wedding day dawned
bright and sunny. For north-
ern Ohio, especially in mid
November, that was quite re-
markable. That wasn't the only
unusual occurrence that day.
Most wedding days are a bit of
a blur, but this day stands out
clearly, even now.

To begin with, my mother
and I refurbished a hat she had.
The morning of the wedding,

the glue wasn't quite set. I end-
ed up styling her hair around
it! I had told her earlier that
morning not to mess with the
hat.

I had brushed some of the
feathers with a final coat of fab-
ric glue about an hour before.
My mother insisted on trying
the hat on. She was reluctant
to let me see the dress she was
wearing.

When I saw it, I understood
why. The dress was a kelly
green and black print. The
black was much more predom-
inant than the green.

When we got to the church,
we were informed that we were
between two funerals. A black
dress, a feathered hat and now
this? I'm not superstitious, but
alarm bells were quietly chim-

ing. And where was my maid
of honor? She was supposed to
be at the church by 11:30!

She got caught behind the
funeral procession heading for
the same church! She arrived
with 5 minutes to spare! For-
tunately, the wedding went off
without any more drama.

When we got to the recep-
tion, my new mother-in-law
pulled us aside. She handed
us an envelope with the words
“deed” and Rob on it. Both of us
were curious. When we opened
it up and read it, it was a deed
to two grave plots adjoining
theirs! How does one respond
to that?

I muttered a weak thanks.

35 years later, despite all
that life has thrown at us, we
are still hanging in there.

L ANTIQUES

‘B&W AUCTION

Two Huge Auctions for November and December!

SAT. NOVEMBER 13th @ 2:00 pm = ABSOLUTE/NO RESERVES
Local Estate & Consignment Antique & Collectible-Lots! We have consigned some of the
FINEST LOCAL lots & merchandise for the month of November! Our Building will be FULL!!

Wilson Hilliard, ASL#97
— FURNITURE

Climate-Controlled - M)
Smoke-Free Facility d/'b
Building is Always Full! &=

SAT. DECEMBER 11th @ 2:00 pm = ABSOLUTE/NO RESERVES
We will be hauling & consigning several local estate & collector’s lots for this date!
Details of lot-listings will be available as we build up this sale.
But, don’t worry... Our Building will be FULL!!

** Don’t Miss These Auctions! **

*For pictures, listings, details and directions log onto www.auctionzip.com ~ Auctioneer Locator
I.D. #5484. Call us for any questions, inquiries, and seating at 256-837-1559!
Video Overviews & Sample-lot Pictures will be uploaded the week of each sale.

356 Capshaw Rd., Madison, Al 35757
Bill Ornburn, ASL#683

— COLLECTIBLES

- GLASSWARE )




PET Ties F
FROM ANGEL |

Wenten Safety

Along with proper nutri- |-
tion, several factors will help
ensure the health and comfort
of pets during the winter. Pets of all ages
should be in good body condition prior
to and during winter months to with-
stand colder temperatures. Providing
the special care your pets need during
cold weather may require extra work,
but helping ensure their well-being and
comfort makes it well worth the effort.

As the temperature falls, cats and
dogs need more food. On the average,
dogs require about 7.5% more food ?or
each 10 degree drop in temperature.
Feeding your pet twice a day may help
ensure that he gets enough food. If you
do change from once-a-day to twice-a-
day feedir(lig, do so gradually overa7-10
day period.

During cold weather, pets should
have fresh, unfrozen water available at
all times. Adding warm water to a dry
dog food diet can help make sure the
dog's water intake is sufficient.

Even animals acclimated to the out-
doors have trouble during the winter.
Please do not leave a dog or cat who has
become accustomed to a warm house
outside. If you are uncomfortable, cer-
tainly your pet is as well. Older animals
and nursing mothers and their babies
need special attention and, if possible,
should be brought inside.

For animals who must spend any
time outdoors, adequate shelter is a must.
Keeping pets dry and protected from
winter winds is essential. Dog houses
should face away from the wind, have
warm, dry bedding such as clean straw,
and have a doorway that is covered by a
rug or some burlap.

Our animal friends give us so much,
the least we can do for them is provide
the necessities to ensure their safety,
health and happiness - not only in winter
but all year long.
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Tips and Reminders

* Antifreeze poisons small children
and pets. Wipe up spills promptly. If
you suspect poisoning, seek medical
attention immediately.

* Warm auto engines attract cats.
Remember to bang on your hood to
scare away any furry friend who may
be inside.

* Talk to your veterinarian about
vitamin and oil supplements to help
keep down your cat’s dander due to dry

“88 indoor heating. Long coated breeds of
dogs should be groomed all year round. Coats should be
kept a little longer in winter.

* Keep holiday lights, decorations and tinsel out of
the reach of pets. Parts of these holiday traditions can be
toxic if eaten, and may harm pets who become entangled
in them. Ornaments can break into tiny sharp slivers.

* Resist the urge to give too many rich treats to your
l}Ze’r. Feed your dog before guests arrive and give him a

ig nylon bone to keep him engaged.

* And very important - Please don’t give a pet as a gift
unless youare sure the animal is wanted. Heartache
can be spared animals and humans alike if the recipients
have the opportunity and joy of choosing their own pet.

Birds Must Breathe!

Please remember to keep your feathered friends in
mind when you are entertaining during the holidays.
Scented candles, plug-in room fresheners and smoking
can all be harmful to birds. Most pet birds are confined and
cannot escape if their breathing space becomes dangerous.
Remind your guests to be considerate of your feathered
family members. Inever realized that those oils that you
burn in vaporizers can actually smother indoor birds.

Be kind to your outdoor birds and scatter around a bit
of sunflower seed or bird seed when the weather gets cold!

* Renfroe Animal Hospital E
and Bird Clinic

When He Really Needs

You.... We Offer Quality,

Professional Care for the
Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411

Hours by Appointment
1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million &
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The Miracle
Worker

by Tom Carney

In the late fall of 1958, a strange cara-
van pulled into Huntsville. After erecting
alarge tent on an empty lot near Washing-
ton and Pratt Avenue they immediately
began passing out handbills throughout
town.

"Religious Revival," the handbill read,
"Come see the sick healed and miracles
performed before your eyes."

Traveling revivals were nothing new
to Huntsville. Almost yearly, miracle
workers or religious healers would ap-
pear in town to stage week long revivals
promising to heal the bodies and save
the souls.

This revival troupe, however, was dif-
ferent. Just how different soon became
apparent when Huntsville got a good look
at the newest miracle worker.

A tall man, slim with dark hair,
Preacher Ramone was clad in a stylish
suit, crafted from light burgundy satin,
heavily inlaid with gold brocade. Ac-
cording to the hand bills handed out, he
was known all across the country for his
miraculous healings and there were also
testimonials from people claiming to have
witnessed the events.

He was just different enough to stir the
curiosity of Huntsville's natives. The first
night there were maybe 15 or 20 people
scattered throughout the large tent, wait-
ing to be healed, saved or amused.

The revival opened with Preacher
Ramone giving a passionate plea to the
faithful. After working himself to a fever-
ish pitch, he motioned to his helpers wait-
ing in the wings. Slowly, with a chorus of
singers clad in bright red costumes sing-
ing softly in the background, the helpers
rolled a coffin onto the stage.

Just as the choir finished and with
everyone in the audience waiting to see
what would happen next, Preacher Ra-
mone raised the lid of the coffin to reveal
abody. “Folks,” he cried out. “I promised
you a miracle and I am going to show you
one! We're gonna pray over this body for

it T SRR

7 days and 7 nights and on the 7th night the body will rise from
the dead.”

Needless to say, the next night the tent was almost full of
expectant and curious people staring at the body lying on stage.

Of course, Preacher Ramone did not neglect to take contri-
butions. Every few minutes a plate would be passed, with the
preacher exhorting the people to help him continue in his work.

The tent was full on the third night, and overflowing by the
fifth. On the sixth night, police had to be called to help with traffic
control. The plates that had been passed around the first nights
were now replaced with dishpans, then buckets, and even they
were not large enough to hold the money donated by the thou-
sands of people who were now showing up each night.

Photographs of the coffin, with the body, were sold for $2
apiece and for an extra donation, one could actually go up on
stage and place their hands on the coffin. For another $1 the
people could have their picture taken with Preacher Ramone. in
all of his burgundy glory.

Early on the morning of the seventh day, people began flock-
ing to town from points all over North Alabama. Eagerly they
gathered in the field around the tent, waiting, and talking about
the miracle scheduled to happen that night. By 5 o’clock in the
evening the crowd waiting was estimated to be over 4,000 people.

And they waited.

Finally, around 8:00 p.m., a small delegation took it upon
themselves to enter the tent to see what was holding up the re-
vival. The chairs were still in place, the coffin still sitting on the
stage, propped in an upright position ... but the body was gone!

So was the choir, Preacher Ramone and thousands of dollars
that had once belonged to Huntsville’s citizens.

The following week, a creditor from Louisville, Kentucky,
showed up with a court order to repossess the tent. Preacher
Ramone was never seen in the area again and no one ever knew
what actually happened to the body.




WINTER IN
THE COUNTRY

by Charita Smith Avery

Let me begin by saying I am a
city girl, I grew up in Lincoln Vil-
lage in northeast Huntsville, where
I lived until I married at age 19.
My husband, Buddy, had lived
in the country for several years
and really liked it, so we bought a
house in Harvest. During some of
the winters there, we had frozen
water pipes; and, more than once,
we ran out of propane gas for our
gas floor furnace. I can recall our
being closed up in one room for
days, using a small electric heater
to keep warm because they could
not deliver our gas.

In 1972, just after the birth of our
only child, we built a house closer
to town but still in the county. Bud-
dy did most of the work to build
us a beautiful two-story home on
a hill surrounded by woods. His
dream house had been a two-story
on a hill. He always declared that
you could take the average house
from the city, move it to a hill in the
country and it would look 100%
better. A house on a hill is nice,
however, the hill can be, and was in
our case, a problem in winter. Our
concrete driveway was about 100-
125 feet long and, when covered
with ice, it could be a real challenge
to drive on. Our son had a sled
so he loved the hill when frozen
because it was a perfect place for
sledding.

“You can’t win. When
you finally get too old for
pimples, you go right into

wrinkles.”

Bessie Malone, Athens

When we first moved to our
new home, we had a drilled well
with a pump house, which we
called our barn. One winter the
water pipes coming out the back
of the barn froze and Buddy used
a blowtorch to thaw them. In the
process, he caught the back of the
barn on fire. After extinguishing
the fire, he came in for lunch, and
when he looked out to check on it,
the fire had flamed up again. It was
such a blessing when the county
ran water lines down our road. 1
don't recall having frozen water
pipes after that.

When Buddy died in 2014 (our
son had died in 1990), I was left
all alone in our home of 42 years,
completely surrounded by woods;
and, it became a very lonely, scary
place for me. That winter we had a
fairly large snowfall and the drive-
way froze, so I was stranded. Even
if I slid down the drive, I wouldn't
be able to get back, except to walk.
A close friend decided she would
rescue me, so she drove to my
house, stopping at the bottom of
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the drive. Wearing boots, I walked
through the snow on the grass to
get to her car because there was no
hope of walking on the icy drive.
I stayed at her house a couple of
days, which was a good break from
being stranded on that hill. After
arriving back home, a friend’s son
came over to help me work on
cracking and clearing the ice from
the driveway. It didn’t take me
long to decide I never wanted to
spend another winter there alone —
and I didn’t.

After much prayer and help
from my nephew, I found the
perfect house for me in the city
near where I had grown up. Even
thoughIlived in the country for 53
years, I still classify myself as a city
girl and feel right at home where I
now live. I realize there are some
people who would live nowhere
but in the country; but, as for me,
I have no desire to ever live there
again.

As they say, you can take the girl
out of the city, but you can’t take
the city out of the girl.

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

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

L B
Come in for some of the best pizza in town! We thank our

good customers for your continued support
and understanding!

Serving You Since 1961

Due to our limited staffing at this time, we
will temporarily be closed for lunch on Mondays

Wednesday & Thursday 11AM -10PM

Curbside Delivery Available

(256) 489-3374

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

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

by Mrs. Lola Henley
Recorded in 1995

I was born in 1898, in a two room log
cabin near Paint Rock. My Daddy grew cot-
ton and tobacco. One of my earliest memo-
ries is my Mother carrying me to the fields
and placing me on a blanket in the shade of
a tree while she helped Daddy in the fields.

By the time I was 6 or 7 years old I had
to help in the fields, too. Daddy made me a
cotton picking sack out of old pillow cases
and I helped pick cotton. My other job was
fetching water for the field hands. My cousin
and I were both expected to pick a cer-
tain amount of cotton each day. One
day, realizing we didn't have enough,
we decided to put some heavy rocks in
our bags to make them weigh more.

When Daddy got home from the gin
he took a belt to both of us. We learned
later that the rocks had torn the gin up.

Daddy also raised honey bees. After
he robbed the hives every fall he would
take the honey to Huntsville where he
would trade it with Mr. Harrison (Har-
rison Brothers Hardware). We also dug
ginseng to trade in town.

Going to town was always a big
event for us. The night before Daddy
would load the wagon with crock jars

Seen on a local septic tank truck
in Madison:

“Yesterday’s Meals on Wheels”

full of honey packed with straw so they wouldn't
break. The next morning we would get up before
daylight and after Daddy had hitched the wagon up,
we would start for town. Mother always placed a quilt
behind the wagon seat and I would curl up back there
listening to all the honey jars rattle.

WHAT TO GET THAT SPECIAL
PERSON FOR CHRISTMAS?

How about recipes, old newspaper shorts,
remedies and tips they can really use?

SUBSCRIPTIONS TO OLD HUNTSVILLE -
ANYWHERE IN THE US. FOR $40/YEAR

Subscribe for 12 issues, $40 per year
Pay by credit card by calling 256.534.0502
or send check made out to:

Old Huntsville Magazine
716 East Clinton Ave.
Huntsville, Al 35801

o
#2905 Bob Wallace Ave. SW

HOME & BUSINESS

PRINTING SUPPLIES & SERVICES

INK & TONER ﬂ"?
= B
£

l.—-u:#t [
PRIMTERS

i o+ -

SERVICE & ADVICE | ...

- _
#D, Huntsville, Al (256) ‘883-4567

custsvc@cwhsv.com

Recycling means

www.cartridgeworld.com/store522 less for the landfill!

2% Cartridge World | sotiee




About lunch time we would
stop at a creek to eat our biscuits
Mother had prepared the night
before. There was a wooden box
nailed to a tree next to the creek
where people would leave mes-
sages for other people. Lots of
times people would leave a note
asking you to pick up something
in town.

Our first stop in town was
at the Big Spring. All the people
from out in the county camped
out there when they went to
town. Daddy had a piece of can-
vas he would make a tent out of,
and that’s where we spent the
night. It was always great fun
with all the campfires and ev-
eryone visiting back and forth.

The next morning we would
hitch the wagon and take the
honey up to Harrison’s (Har-
rison Brothers). Daddy and the
man who had the store would
always argue and shout for
what seemed like hours and
finally they would make a deal.
We got paid in half cash and half
trade out.

Next we would look up a
man by the name of Foster, who
always bought our ginseng. He
didn’t have a store or an office,
but was always hanging around
the Courthouse Square. He
would look at it real carefully
and if he liked it, we would go to
another place where they would
weigh it.

While Daddy got supplies
from Mr. Harrison, Mother and
I'would go shopping at the other
stores. I still remember the first
store-bought dress I ever had.
Before that they were always
made from flour sacks.

“I'm so old that when | go
out to eat now they ask
for the money up front.”

Ron Eyestone, Madison

Someone later told me they
had deer in the Courthouse yard
back then but I don’t remember
it. The only thing I remember
about any animals there is step-
ping in mule droppings and
Mother washing my shoes un-
der the pump. There were lots
of pigeons too. I remember you
could throw a piece of bread
on the ground and hundreds of
pigeons would fight over it.

Once Daddy carried us to
a hotel for dinner and we had
oysters. Daddy liked them but
Mother and I got sick.

Most times, however, we
just ate at the Spring whatever
Mother cooked. The next morn-
ing, before the sun came up, we
would start home.
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“l found your nose. It was
in my business.”

One “friend” to another

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
at $40/year.

visit www.oldhuntsvillemag.com
to order, or call 256 534-0502 to
order via credit card

1=

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

and | know how to sit and shake hands, | really enjoy my baths. | am a very sweet
girl. The people here are kind to me but | would love to have a family of my own. I'm
sure we will get along well. Will you come to the Ark and see me?

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Hours Tues. - Sat.

Ruby 9

Hello, my name is Ruby. The vet
says | am about 2 years old and that | am
a boxer mix. | have been at the Ark Ani-
mal Shelter since April 2021. A kind lady
found me on her back porch and brought
me here. She told the volunteers at the
Ark that | was very friendly and loved to
be petted. When | came in | had very red
and sore feet but the Ark sent me to the
vet who said | had a skin infection and an
ear infection. The vet fixed me up and
gave me medicine for my skin and ear
and now | am ready to be adopted. | don’t
like other dogs much but | love people

The Ark
256.851.4088

11 am -4 pm

raj




Games We Played

by L. D. Rogers

A couple of the best games that we played was Tag and
Kick the Can and we played them in the street at night. Kick
the Can became popular during the 1930s during the Great
Depression because you could play with just an empty can
from your mother's kitchen. A 15 ounce can was best.

There are several different ways to play the game and
this is how we played it.

Boys and girls would gather in the middle of the street
under a street light. Then you choose a person to be "it". Ev-
erybody runs and hides while "it" counts to a predetermined
number. Then the person that was "it" would start looking
for the players and when they saw one they would call out
the person's name. Then that person is caught and would go
to a holding pen that has been set up. But if a person could
get to the can and kick it without being seen, everyone in
the holding pen was set free.

My daddy and mother would watch us play from our
front porch that went all the way across the front of the
house with chairs and a swing. One thing I have to say about
my daddy is that he was a fine story teller. So after we got
through playing most of the kids would end up on our front
porch. Mother would have made lemonade or Kool-Aid and
everyone would enjoy that. Then one of the kids would say,
"Mr. Rogers, tell us a story!" Then all the kids would join in
wanting daddy to tell a story. And most of them would say,
"Tell us a ghost story!" And that would set it off.

Daddy had several ghost stories that he had learned grow-
ing up in Alabama and he didn't mind sharing the stories
with this bunch of eager kids. By the time daddy had told
a couple of his ghost stories
about half of the kids were
afraid to walk home. That was
the next thing we had to do,
walk some of the kids home.

Another thing that all the
kids enjoyed on our front porch
were the sing-alongs. Daddy
would lead us and some of the
favorites were, "Old McDonald
Had a Farm" and "Row, Row,
Row, Your Boat". One of my
daddy's favorites was "Go Tell
Aunt Rhodie the Old Gray
Goose is Dead". Looking back
it was a lot of fun and I guess
you could say this was one of
the first "Mr. Rogers Neighbor-
hoods".

Hours: Tues - Fri
10:30 am - 7 pm

“If you’ve never met the devil on the
road of life, it’s because you’re both
heading in the same direction.”

Saturday 7 am - 5 pm
Sunday and Monday, Closed

ARTWORK:

FULL SCALE ART GALLERY
ALL MEDIUMS
CustoM FRAMING
OLD AND RARE ART

ARCHIPELAGO BOTANICALS
KITRAS ART GLASS
CARRUTH STUDIO - STONE
JM SHORE
PATIENCE BREWSTER
UNIQUE AND UNUSUAL CARDS
ALABAMA & AUBURN GIFTS

The Best of Southern Cooking
and Comfort Food. Rolo’s Cafe is
a Huntsville Original and the Trains
are Still Running. Come in for some
Good, homemade Country Cooking
and Friendly Service.

We’re Open Under New Management!




| Miss My Old
Friend

by Stanley Mitchell

I don't know why but one day I decided
to ask him to lunch. Guess it was because I
knew almost everybody in his family. His
son was my dentist and he was always there.
His daughter sold me advertising and his
grandson worked in the warehouse at my
carpet store. He quickly accepted my invita-
tion to lunch. He couldn't get into my truck,
it was too high, so we always went in his old
Cadillac. He had a new one in the carport
but we never went in it.

I miss my old friend. We would go nearly
every Wednesday. We would talk about
anything and everything. He was very
proud of his family. Always bragging on
all of them. He would tell the same stories
and I would listen like it was the first time.

Fireplace Tip

There will be less need to scrub your
fireplace if you throw salt on the logs
every once in a while. This reduces the
soot by at least half and your kids will
love the colors of the flames!
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I miss my old friend. Always fussing about
Publix doing away with senior discounts.
"They are losing a lot of business, “ he would
say.
}I]told him about washing the windows
outside on the old Clinton Building and ev-
ery time we passed it he would say, "There
is ole Stanley out on that ledge." And he
would say, "I don't know how you did that!”
“Me either,” 1 would say, young and dumb.

He was a child of the Depression. He al-
ways cleaned his plate. I told him when I was
a child we always put our scraps in a slop
bucket for our hogs. I told him a damn hog
would starve to death around him!

I miss my old friend. He was a proud Uni-
versity of Alabama graduate and every year
for his birthday one of his daughters would
decorate his lawn with elephants and Al-
abama things.

Anytime someone would hold the door
open for him at a cafe he would always say,
"Your mother raised you right!"

I miss my old friend.

Rest in Peace, Dr. Sam Citrano

Gibson’s Books

We have stocked our shop with a general line of used
and rare books and ephemera as well as other antiques. Our
specialties include Local History, Southern History, Southern
Cookbooks and Southern Fiction. We also have postcards,
sheet music, advertising, photographs and other ephemera.

We will be happy to answer any questions you have by
either email or phone. Our open shop West Station Antiques
is in Downtown Historic Owens Cross Roads in Northern

Alab )
" Phone (256) 725-2665

email gibsonbk@hiwaay.net

website - www.gibsonbooks.com

Large selection of local history books as well as hard-to-find
& rare books

Hours 1-5 pm Sat & Sun
3037 Old Highway 431 Owens Cross Roads, Al
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THE RUMBA
BowL

by C. Lee Stewart

In 1937 the Great Depression
was at its worst. Many well-to-
do Americans took what wealth
they had and moved to Cuba to
survive the economic collapse.
For a pastime they would hang
out at 'Sloppy Joe's Bar". It was
a popular American gather-
ing place in Havana. Ernest
Hemingway also spent eve-
nings at Sloppy Joe's enjoying
a libation or two.

There was a lot of chatter
at the bar about an upcoming
football BOWL GAME that was
to be played in Havana.

In 1936 after Auburn's last
football game of the season (the
Auburn team of 1936 won 7 and
lost 2 games) they were invited
to their first bowl game. They
were invited to play Villanova
in the Bacardi Bowl which was
thereafter called the Rumba
Bowl. The game was to be
played at the LA Tropical Sta-

dium in Havana, a promotional
bowl which was to last one day,
New Years day, 1937.

There was a good flock of
local Americans attending the
game, but only a handful of
Cuban spectators who had
never seen a football game and
were not at all impressed. The
Cuban's favorite sports were:
Baseball that started in the
1870s, Cock Fighting, Boxing
and Bullfighting which was
banished by the U.S. after the
Spanish-American War in 1901.

Late in the game a donny-
brook (fight) broke out between
Auburn and Villanova. As the
squads began swinging fists, the
Cuban spectators became alive
and were shouting and cheering
the teams on. The Auburn Ti-
gers and the Villanova Wildcats
played to a 7-7 tie.

January 2nd, Birmingham
News Sports Editor Zipp New-
man reported: “ Auburn and Vil-
lanova inaugurated the steam-
ing Rumba Bowl game with
a seven - all deadlock here on
New Year’s Day. Billy Hitch-
cock streaked 40 yards for the
Plainsmen’s touchdown in the
tirst period. Auburn played in
extremely hard luck and should

The Auburn Team

have won by two touchdowns.
Someone observed that this oc-
casion is the only one on record
where two US teams played a
bowl game on foreign soil.”

The next season Auburn was
invited to an established bowl
for the first time. They were
invited to play Michigan State
in the 1938 Orange Bowl. Coach
Jack Meagher (1934-1942) and
the Auburn team were out to
win after the Rumba Bowl tie
with Villanova in 1937.

During the 1935, ‘36 and ‘37
seasons Shug Jordan was Au-
burn’s line coach under Coach
Meagher. Only one team man-
aged to score more than two
touchdowns on Auburn during
that period.

Shug became Auburn’s head
coach in 1951. Auburn became
the Orange Bowl Champions
beating Michigan State 6-0.
Although the score was low,
Auburn completely dominated
the entire Orange Bowl game.
Michigan State only made two
tirst downs. Ralph O'Gwynne
scored the Tiger touchdown.

Source: Birmingham News,
Sports Editor Zipp Newman
“Soaring Eagles” by Tom Little
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Green Street and Meridianville Pike, has an elegant

N ews display of Phaetons, Rockaways, Spring Wagons and
buggies.

f - We hear of a couple living in Guntersville who

ro m 1 8 7 5 have thirteen children, the oldest of whom is ten years

old. Six pairs of twins are among the number and all
the thirteen are girls.

- Someone broke into the smokehouse - D. B. Young will open an English and Classical
of John Giles and stole all the meat he had, School for Boys at his residence on Franklin Street on
exceptjust enough for one day's rations for Monday. Terms: $_4/ $5 and $6 per month, payable
his family. Not long ago some villain killed monthly. Strict discipline applied.
one of Mr. Giles' cows, skinned her, took
the hide and left the meat. The culprits will
most likely meet their fate one night when
they rob the wrong person.

- Huntsville was left in total darkness
last night, because of the flooded condition
of the gas works.

- Building lot for sale - one of the most
desirable lots in the city, adjoining the City
Brewery and one block from the Huntsville
Hotal. 80 feet front by 190 back. Price $700.
Well fenced, good stable, fruit trees and
grapes on the lot. Terms -1/2 cash, balance
in 12 months. Contact Christian Fromm at
the City Brewery

- Public Library - S. D. Cabaniss Jr. has
supplied a need long felt in Huntsville - a
public Library. It is an elegantly fitted up
room in the rear portion of his book store,
in Col. Hundley’s new building, opposite CoME IN AND FIND YOUR FAVORITE UNUSUAL BEER
the Huntsville Hotel. AND A WIDE SELECTION OF WINES!

- Halsey’s Carriage shop, corner of

“THE WAY IT WAS,”
THE OTHER SIDE OF HUNTSVILLE’S HISTORY PERFECT IDEA FOR THAT

BY ToM CARNEY UNIQUE CHRISTMAS GIFT!

TRUE TALES OF MOONSHINERS, LOVE
STORIES, MILL MEMORIES, LOCAL HEROES,
UNFORGETTABLE EVENTS - YOU WON'T SEE THESE
STORIES ANYWHERE ELSE.

All Local $19.99 includes free
Short Stories shipping US wide

To order with credit/debit card
call 256.534.0502

Also Available at Harrison Brothers and
on Amazon.com




ALABAMA COIN & SILVER Co.
IS MOVING TO A NEW LOCATION!

At Alabama Coin & Silver we sell coin collecting supplies, books, rare coins of
copper, silver and gold from all time periods including ancient Roman and Greek
coinage to current United States Mint coin sets both Uncirculated and Proof formats.
We also carry most modern silver and gold bullion related issues such as the
American Silver Eagles, silver bars from 1 ounce to 10 troy ounce and stock all
pre-1965 silver coinage of the United States including Silver Dollars minted before
1936.

Alabama is among the states that have dropped the Sales Tax on the purchase of
precious metals and all forms of United States money for a period of five years which
began in June of 2018.

With the current Geopolitical and world events it is an excellent time to put back a
portfolio of both silver and gold.

We Buy and Sell Rare Coins and Collectibles

(256) 536-0262
Our New Location is 2806-C Memorial Parkway SW,

Next door to Papa John’s Pizza
We will be opening by December 1, 2021

HUNTSVILLE IN THE 1890’s





