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Love and a
Clock

If this clock could talk, what a
story it could tell. It was in my
grandparent's house for most
of their married life and
remained with my grandmother
after my grandfather died to the
end of her life.

In a period of 60 years, there
were only a very few days that
she did not hear the clock
strike. She sometimes heard
it all night during World War I
and Korea when her sons were
at places like Normandy,
St. Lo, the Ardennes, Inchon
and Kunri.

All seven of her boys learned
how to tell time on the clock,
and | heard them all say that
they were given medicine by
the clock's chiming.

Also in this issue: Bon Air Restaurant; What Children Love; Wooden Valentine;

Remembering Ma Maw Hillis; Names from the Past at the Huntsville Times;
On Being a Good Dog; Valentine Love for Pets, Recipes and much much more!
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] Snapshots in Time - )

Menu from Zesto’s in Five Points, 1964

Submitted by John Richard. “When | started going to Zesto’s in the early fifties, items were a little cheaper.
| remember milk shakes were 15 cents. Houston Goodson was the proprietor (now it is the 1892 Restaurant)”




Love and a Clock

by Austin Miller,

originally published in
OHM Mar 2012

Around 1900, my grand-
mother paid $2 for a second-
hand New Salem eight-day
clock as a gift for her mother.
For a number of years the clock
resided at my great grandpar-
ent's house at 1602 Toll Gate
Road. The house is no longer
in the family but it still stands.

For more than a century the
clock has faithfully struck once
for each hour on the hour and
once on the half hour. The base
is about eighteen inches across;
above the base, a glass door
about a foot tall and six inches
wide covers the mechanical
works. Above the door it has
a white round face about six
inches in diameter. The face
and hands sit under a carved
wood crown that circularly
flares out seven or eight inches
above the face like an old-fash-
ioned bonnet top.

The base, the glass door, face
and crown all give the clock a
height of about two and a half
feet. The wood on both sides of
the glass door has hand carved

“If you think your boss is
stupid, remember that you
wouldn’t have a job if he
was any smarter.”

John Gotti

flowers; a long stem of roses
is carved on each side of the
crown. The glass door is cov-
ered by a design made of gold
showing a picket fence at the
bottom and two large vases, to
scale, on each side of the fence.

The vases contain flow-
ers that obstruct a view of the
clock’s works but not the swing
of the pendulum. It has three
keys; one for the clock, one for
the strike and one for the alarm.
I have never heard the alarm.

On a cold, clear Januar
day in 1910, my grandparent’s
house burned to the ground.
According to the stories handed
down, my grandfather (Papa)
got up early that morning and
walked to town. Huntsville
was less than two miles away.
To make the trip from where
they lived, you took McClung,
past Maple Hill Cemetery,
across California Street, up
Echols for about a quarter of a
mile and then down the hill to
the Square.

It was said that my Great Un-
cle Curt Miller might have acci-
dentally started the fire because
he liked to smoke a pipe in bed;
this was never confirmed and
they really never knew for sure
what started it. In those days a
lot of old houses burned dur-
ing cold weather because peo-
ﬁle heating with wood or coal

ad to stoke much hotter fires
to keep warm. This was true
even in the fifties; on cold win-
ter days it was not uncommon
to see, from our yard at Ryland,
a high column of black smoke
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in the distance.

The smoke cloud from an
old frame house burning was
distinctive and you knew it was
a house even if it was several
miles away. My grandmother
noticed the smoke when she
was outside doing morning
chores; when she saw the fire
it was already well under way
and she had to run in quickly to
rescue Uncle Robert who was
three months old. There was
no time to save any of their be-
longings.

She was burned in the res-
cue and told me when she was
in her seventies that she still
had burn scars on her body.
She also told me that there was
an old black woman in the yard
praying that the barn and live-
stock would be spared.

Papa said he was walking
back from town when he met
a man who told him his house
had burned to the ground. I
asked him how he felt when
he heard the news and he said,
“Not good, because everything
I ever owned was gone.”

My grandmother lost all the
furnishings she had bought
with money earned as a teen-
age girl and a young woman
working at Dallas Mill. One of
the things lost in the fire was a
much nicer and more expen-
sive clock than the one she
had given her mother. What
appeared to be the best clock
was not destined to become the
family heirloom.

I was amazed when my
brother Berns found a 1910
newspaper story about the
fire in the Huntsville Mercury,
the name of the town paper at
that time. The article described
the location as a house “on the
little mountain east of town.”
Our family always referred to
it as the Spragins’ place, Mr. R.
L. Spragins, the landowner and
President of the First National
Bank in Huntsville, built them
a new house at the same spot.

The bank was in the old bank
building located on the south-

west side of the Square above
the Big Spring. Until recently
it housed Regions Bank and is
one of the oldest, if not the old-
est, building in Huntsville.

Mr. Spragins” home was on
Echols Hill where the city’s
wealthiest people lived. My
Uncle Gib talked about goin
to the house (still a residence%
with my grandmother to work
in the garden. Evidently, he
made quite an impression
because a rich lady without
children who lived near Mr.
Spragins seriously tried to buy
him. I asked him once if he
ever wondered what it would
have been like to grow up in a
family of wealth and privilege.
He said there was no amount
of wealth or privilege that he
would prefer over the family
he was born into.

The new house was a very
nice, spacious frame house that
stood for many years. When
my grandmother took me there
in my early teens, the house
was vacant but in good repair,
a long concrete vat that Papa
used to dip cattle was also still
standing.

The %ouse was also where
my father and several of my
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uncles were born. Uncle Robert
and his older sister Lucy, who
died as a child, were born in
the old house that burned.

Where the house once stood
is now the site of the Mountain
View Baptist Church.

In the year 1907, when Ted-
dy Roosevelt was President,
my grandparents started their
married life at this location.
They farmed the land that is
now Fagan Springs subdivi-
sion. My grandfather raised
cotton and corn along Fagan
creek; hay in the higher eleva-
tions and tended a sizeable
herd of Black Angus cattle. The
farm had two large barns for
storing corn and hay, stalls for
the mules and horses as well as
space to park farm equipment.
One of the barns was close to
the house and the other was
some distance away.

I remember when I went
to Mountain View Church in
2008 to put out campaign signs
for my friend Fran Hamilton.
While I was on the church
grounds, I couldn’t help but
think about what it must have
been like at that location almost
a hundred years ago when my
grandparents were young and
my father and uncles as chil-
dren ran and played freely in
the yard. In the still of the earl
November evening it was al-
most like I could feel their pres-
ence. The feeling was so strong
that I lingered for a while after
my work was finished.

Fagan Creek, then, as now,
runs out of the mountains
through the hollow. When the
family lived there, an eerie

henomenon was often seen
rom the house. During big
rains, water converging from
the slopes turned the creek into

“Real frustration is trying
to find your glasses
without your glasses.”

Sam Keith, Huntsville

a raging torrent making it im-
possible to cross until the water
subsided. On rainy nights, when
the creek was up, a strange light
that looked like someone walk-
ing side b%f side with two lan-
terns would come through the
hollow, cross the ragin
move up the creek an
pear into the mountain.

Despite numerous attempts
to investigate, the source of the
light was never determined and
remains a family mystery until
this day. When I think about the
clock, my grandmother always
comes to mind. She bought it
with hard-earned money and
it was part of her daily life for
more than sixty years.

One day I was complaining to
her about how hard my life was
as I was going to school full time
and having to work almost forty
hours a week at the old down-
town A & P store. She told me
that I didn’t know what hard
times were; at that time I didn’t
appreciate what she was saying
but as I grew older I realized
that she was right.

Anna McCay Miller was born
September 18, 1886. She had

creek,
disap-
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eight children. The first, a girl
named Lucy, died as a bab
and is buried in Maple Hill
cemetery. Before her burial
they bought six lots situated
in a prime location in the old-
est part of the cemetery. Con-
sidering that one lot in Maple
Hill, if available, now sells for
over $1800, I have often won-
dered what they paid for the
six in 1909. For sure it was far
less than $1800 per plot.

After Lucy and Uncle Rob-
ert, she had six more children,
all boys. The second son was
my father, Joseph Houston
Miller.

Anna didn’t go to school
because she had to help take
care of her younger broth-
ers. In 1900 at age 14 (before
child labor laws) she went to
work at Dallas Mill. Her work
hours were from 6 A.M. to 6
P.M. six days a week. In ad-
dition to the hard work, she
had to walk about two miles
both ways to the Mill from her
home at 1602 Toll Gate Road.
The walk, added to her shift,
totaled a fourteen-hour day.

Imagine a teenage girl

=

=
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making this walk in the winter six days a
week. In winter it was dark for her morning
and night walks and sometimes it would be
snowing, raining or freezing cold.

Before her family moved to Toll Gate
Road, they lived on Monte Sano Moun-
tain at what is now Monte Sano State Park.
They got water out of a spring that still falls
down the cliff next to the overlook on the
south end of the park.

She told about sitting on a quilt while
they lived there tending her younger sib-
lings when a big rattlesnake appeared. Al-
though she was little more than school age,
she killed the big rattler with rocks and a
stick. Her Daddy (Archie McCay) worked
for the Monte Sano Hotel, a resort for the
wealthy.

After they moved off the mountain they
ran the Toll Gate on what is now Toll Gate
Road. The Toll Gate was located a short
distance to the east of where Wells Avenue
intersects Toll Gate Road. There is a pic-
ture of the Toll Gate house in a book titled,
“Historic Photo’s of Huntsville.” There is a
photo of a young woman on the porch of
the house, it is almost certain that the lady
is either my grandmother or my great aunt

Lucy.

Sﬁe worked at the Mill for seven years
until she married at the age of 21 in 1907.
All the prime years of her youth were taken
in exchange for long hard days and ver
low wages. When she marriec%] m grancfZ
father, who was fourteen years older, she
could not read or write. She taught herself
using the books her children used as they
moved through the grades at school.

She was eventually able to read and write
at a college level and assist high school
students with their homework. From self-
taught experience gained from doctoring
her own family, she became the commu-
nity nurse and was often called on day and
night, often in the middle of the night, to
he%p neighbors who were sick.

She must have been good because a
prominent Huntsville doctor from Ryland,
Dr. Frank Jordan, asked her to work for him
as his nurse despite the fact she had no for-

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

Jed Davis, Madison

mal training or classroom education. I believe that if
she had grown up two generations later, she would
have become a doctor.

One of the furnishings for the new house was the
second-hand $2 New Salem eight-day clock. Her
mother gave it back after the fire. If this clock could
talk, what a story it could tell. It was in my §randpar-
ent’s house for the rest of their married life and re-
mained with my grandmother after my grandfather
died to the end of her life.

In a period of 60 years, there were only a very few
days that she did not hear the clock strike. She some-
times heard it all night during World War II and
Korea when her sons were at places like Normandy,
St. Lo, the Ardennes, Inchon and Kunri. All seven of
her boys learned how to tell time on the clock, and I
heard them all say that they were given medicine by
the clock’s chiming. I too am connected to the clock;
we lived with my grandparents the first two years
of my life. I don’t remember hearing the clock strike
during my early years but there is no doubt that it is
embedded in my subconscious. Even now, when I
hear it strike, it stirs my soul.




The family lived at the
Spragins’ place for about thir-
teen years. Mr. Spragins was a
fair, generous and honest man
as well as a mover and shaker
in the city. There is a Spragins
Street in downtown Huntsville.

The years in Fagan Hollow
were the most prosperous time
of my grandparent’s life. But
the work got to be too much
and they had to move, this was
circa 1920. I think this move
was hardest on my grandmoth-
er. She had to leave one of the
best houses in the county and
move to a dilapidated shack in
Ryland.

During the remainder of
their lives they moved six or
seven times to tenant houses
that weren't fit to live in and
suffer landlords, many of
whom were not as kind, fair
and generous as Mr. Spragins.
But wherever they lived, the
clock was always there. It was
a part of the aura of their lives
and, like them, it was as reli-
able as the rising and setting of
the sun.

Today the clock still keeps
good time and strikes with un-
erring precision. The works of
the clock are tarnished to the
color of rust but they are stron
and sturdy. When you loo
inside, you believe it will run
faithfully for another century.

This clock is much more
than an heirloom; it is a symbol
of the Miller family. It has all
the traits attributable to Mose
and Anna Miller and their de-
scendants.

Like the clock, we are sturdy
and reliable. We can be count-
ed on to live up to our respon-
sibilities and do what is right.

If Barbie were life-size,
her measurements would
be 39-23-33. She would
stand seven feet, two
inches tall. Her full name
is Barbara Millicent
Roberts.

We are an unassuming, hum-
ble people but there is no other
family who has served their
country with more bravery or
honor. We may be quiet and
easygoing in our daily lives,
but we have deep loyalties and
are quick to take issue on im-
portant things.

We are not prominent in
business or government and
we are not leaders in our com-
munities, but we are the salt of
the earth. I think we are God’s
people.

The clock is about all of
material value that Mose and
Anna Miller left their seven
sons. I expect even it has very
little intrinsic value. The real
value is in the symbol and what
it represents.

It intrigues me to know that
Daddy and my uncles routinely
heard this clock strike as babies
and children. You can’t look at
the clock or hear it strike with-
out feeling a connection to the
family and the past. This to me
makes it a great treasure far be-
yond material value.

A few years ago my then
three surviving Miller uncles
agreed to pass the clock down
to my nephew, Nathan Lee
Miller. Nathan is now keeper
of the clock and in my opinion,
a very good choice.
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Childhoed

MemOPies

by Sonya Teague

Growing up, I lived next door
to my paternal grandparents.
There are a lot of pros and cons
living next door to your relatives.
Well, one con would be the fact
that you could never have a party
or get together without inviting
them. A pro would be you would
always have a baby sitter, unless
of course, they had gone out them-
selves. Then you were out of luck.
I can remember my (next door
neighbor) Grandmother crashing
many a party or get together.

My (next door neighbor)
Grandmother once told me when
I was born, my Grandparents
looked so young, the doctors
thought they were the parents
instead of the Grandparents. My
parents were young, when they
started a family. My other out of
town Grandparents were older.
I can remember my Mother tell-
ing me her two older sisters were
married by the time she was born.

My youngest sister was basi-
cally an only child. My oldest
sister and I were 12 and 14 when
she was born. We were already
performing housekeeping du-
ties, now we could add baby sit-
ting duties to that list. My Father
wouldn't allow us to mow the
lawn, he said it was too danger-
ous as we had a very large front
and back lawn.

At one childhood home, we
could walk to church, the neigh-
borhood store and a cafe. At my
other childhood home, this one
also had a large front and back
lawn, we could walk to a neigh-
borhood store and the school.
We always had friends we could
go and visit within walking or a
short driving distance.

On the weekends, I would

spend the night at my cousin's
house, hang out at the skating
rink, or baby sit my little sister.
Guess which was my least favorite
thing to do? Usually, we would go
to Hatfield Roller Rink in Athens,
or the Rainbow or the Carousel in
Huntsville. Sometimes, we’d go to
the Mall. J. C. Penney was the an-
chor store. My cousin and I would
spend our Christmas, birthday, or
chore money. There was a beauti-
ful water fountain with red tiles all
around the edge, Madison Square
had one at that time also.

Some of the stores at The Mall
were a Hornbuckle Record Store,
a Hickory Farm Store, and a men’s
store called Bill’s, I think. There
were others, a Thom McAnn shoe
store, a Walgreen’s, a lounge was
also located there. Calhoun had an
extension office there, a nightclub
was in one of the rental spaces. My
favorite place was the Chick Fil-A,
It was a sad day for me when they
moved to Madison Square Mall.

I can remember my parents
taking my oldest sister and me
to Pizitz to see Santa. They had a
Montgomery Ward'’s store and a
movie theater located here, too.
My favorite thing was a huge
slide beside the mall. We would
slide down on burlap sacks. It was
worth climbing all those steps to
get to slide down. This mall was
located where Parkway Place is
now located.

Years ago, there was a Woolco,
and later on a Hill’s Store - where
Hibbett’s is located at Hwy. 72

and Sparkman Drive. These were
pre-Walmart days, there were five
and dime stores everywhere then.
It wasn’t a one-stop shopping trip
like it is now. You actually had to
drive and get out of your vehicle,
to shop, at different stores. I can
remember Warehouse Grocery
where you had to package your
own groceries. We're accustomed
to curb service and drive thrus.
Oh, the good old days - where did
they go?

I can remember my Grandpar-
ents taking me to Zesto’s in Five
Points. The dip dogs and ham-
burgers were legendary.

Who can forget Big Springs
Cafe, sitting on a stool, ordering
a hamburger and drinking a Coke
out of a bottle? I can remember go-
ing to Bandito Burrito, sliding in a
booth, and ordering a burrito. My
Grandfather loved the old Taco
Bell. He liked the tacos and whole
jalapenos. We parked under the
trees and ate our food.

Before there were Sonic’s, we
had a drive-in with skating wait-
resses at Shoney’s. We could drive
up and order our Big Boy and sit
in our car. I also miss Terry’s Piz-
za and sitting in the dark, smoky
room, listening to the TV, or the
music coming from the old juke-
box. The pizza was always thin
and greasy, just the way I liked
it. The same waitress waited on
us, every-time we’d stop in. She
was so friendly, you really felt as
if family were waiting on you. I
remember Big Ed’s pizza, it was



around forever, loved their pizzas
with that delicious ham.

I can remember going to Eu-
nice’s for breakfast and just feel-
ing like I had stepped into some-
one ‘s kitchen at home. You could
smell the coffee, the eggs, ham and
of course the gravy and biscuits.

There were pictures of famous
people adorning the walls. Older
ladies rushing around to fill your
coffee cup. Where are we suppose
to go for breakfast now?

Oh, the good old days, where
did they go?

Here are a couple of my favor-
ite recipes, I hope you like them!

Upside Down Apple Cake

21 oz. can apple pie filling

1 stick butter, melted

1 box white or yellow cake mix

1 cup chopped pecans

Pre-heat oven to 375 degrees.
Spread apple pie filling in bot-
tom of 8 inch square baking pan
sprayed with non-stick cooking
spray. Sprinkle dry cake mix over
filling. Pour melted butter over
cake mix.

Sprinkle nuts over butter.
Bake for 45 minutes until golden
brown. Easy and so good!

Cheesecake Fruit
Crescents

2 cans crescent rolls dough

2 8 oz. pkg. cream cheese

3/4 cup sugar

1 egg yolk

1 tsp. vanilla

2 cans of peaches (15.250z.)

Spray 9x13 pan with non-stick
cooking spray. Pre-heat oven to
350 degrees. Spread 1 can of cres-
cent roll dough in bottom of pan.
Mix cream cheese and sugar, add
egg yolk and vanilla, mix well.

Spread this cream cheese mix-
ture over dough in bottom of pan.
Open cans of peaches, pour onto
mixture. Layer remaining can
of crescent roll dough on top of
peaches. Bake at 350 for 30 min-
utes.

& ality, and we know the kids at Providence will too.
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Good-Bye, N
Claudia

by Cathey Carney

Claudia was a little ray of
sunshine whom OIld Town
neighbors and school kids
would see on a daily basis.
She was a very small adult
cat. She was outside most of
the time and had a home she
would go to for food.

She loved making the trip
from her home across the
street to Providence Classical
School to greet the students
and teachers there. She would
lay on her back and get belly
rubs from the youngest stu-

dents.

Today someone driving on Clinton Avenue, at the
intersection of White Street, hit her and chose not to
stop. People drove by for some time before her family
was notified and came to get her. She didn't make it.

She was just a little cat, and some would say, who
cares? But a lot of us who saw her on a daily basis care,
and we are heartbroken. We will miss that little person-

“I have found that when you are deeply troubled, there
are things you get from the silent, devoted companion-
ship of a dog that you can get from no other source.”

Doris Day

Z

\S
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Middle-Age Is
Unhappiest Time
of Marriage

by Dorothy Dix

from July 19, 1937 Nashville Banner

Used with Permission of the Nashville pefrospecf
Dispaich

Www. naslwi“erefmspeci. com

Speaking by and large, and of humanity in
general, middle age is not only the most danger-
ous, but the most unhappy period of life. It is the
age of indiscretion for men and of phobias and
neurosis for women.

We all know more than one man who after
being a devoted husband and father without
rhyme or reason kicks over the traces and runs
wild among women until he lands in the divorce
court. And as for the women who are hale and
hearty and cheerful until they are middle-aged
and then develop mysterious complaints that
turn them into melancholy wrecks, their name is
legion. They crowd doctors' offices and fill sana-
toriums and enrich high-priced specialists.

Of course, many explanations can be offered
for this curious metamorphosis in their person-
alities that takes place at middle age in so many
people. One is that it is the last flare-up of youth.
Something happens that jars them into the real-
ization that they are no longer young, that they
are middle-agged. It throws them into a panic. It
makes them feel that they must have a last fling.

Up to the time they are middle-aged the aver-
age married couple have been too busy trying to
make a fortune and rear a family to think about
anything but the store and the house. Then sud-
denly it is all over. The children are married and
gone about the business of life for themselves.

The husband and wife are alone together as they
were when they started out. Only there is this
difference — that then they were lovers and now,
in the great majority of cases, they are strangers.

The man has been too much absorbed in his
business to keep in touch with his wife. The
woman has been too much absorbed in her chil-
dren to keep step with her husband. That is why
so many men at middle age become philander-
ers and why so many women at middle age are
peevish, fretful, morbid and make a cult of semi-
invalidism.

The moral of all this is: In youth prepare for
middle age. Cultivate some ﬁobby. And keep
friends with your husbands and wives. They
are the ones on whom you will have to depend
on for companionship when your children are

one.
5 (Tennessee State Library and Archives)

A man in Scottsboro has been married
so many times, his last marriage license
was made out:

“TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN”

] L

Celebrating 50 Years In Business!

Service Options: Dine--In * Curbside Pickup * No Delivery




My Valentin

by Bill Wright

It was the 1950s and I was in
my early twenties. I was single
with a nice job and owned a
new automobile. Also, I had
recently completed my obli-
gation to the U.S. Army. I had
dated several nice young la-
dies, but there never was any
marital interest with any of
them.

Then it happened! I at-
tended a party where I noticed
across the room a very pretty
goung lady. She appeared to

e in her early twenties. I had
never seen her before, there-
fore I knew nothing about her.

As I watched her, suddenly
I'had a premonition I was look-
ing at my future wife. I never
met her that night, but I kept
thinking about her.

“Friendships must
be built on a solid
foundation of alcohol,
sarcasm, inappropriateness
and shenanigans.”

Billy Gray, Woodyville

Two months later we
would meet. Both of us
would serve in a wed-
ding for mutual friends. She
was a bridesmaid, and I was a
groomsman. I had the honor
of escorting her down the
aisle during the weddin%l. I
became impressed with her
pleasant personality. I al-
ready was impressed with
her good looks.

We began dating after the
wedding and attended mov-
ies, athletic events, beach
outings and dances. We dat-
ed for one and a half years.
OnSeptember 14,1957, in the
presence of family members
and friends, we exchanged
marital vows. The premoni-
tion was correct, she would
be my wife.

After we married, she
would work for two years
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as a secretary to help with ex-
penses as I completed college.
In later years we would have
one daughter, two sons, nine
grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren. We have lived
in five cities since we married:
finally settling in Huntsville in
1966.

Today, she resides in an As-
sisted Living Facility. I visit
with her almost every after-
noon. | take her to the lunch-
room where we have coffee
and later ice cream. She enjoys
the updates about family mem-
bers, particularly the grandchil-
dren who have varied interests
and jobs; from college students,
nurses, teacher/coach, and
pitcher for the Atlanta Braves.

Each time I visit her I still
see the same charm and beauty
I first saw so many years ago.
She is my Valentine!

China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table Linen, Cookware
Decorative Accessories, Invitations and Announcements
Lenox China & Crystal
Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath

(256) 534-4428

HOUPS! TUQS - I:PICICllJ ]O - 5:30 SC]J[ ]O-Q
Eﬂ \SUI’]C|CILJ CII’ICI MOI’ICICILJ - ClOSQCI lﬁ

e




Old Huntsville Page 12

Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Well, I'm sure everyone except me has
taken their Christmas decorations down and
carefully put them away. It seems like I just
got them out. Now it's time to put the magical
soldier nutcrackers away. They seem to smile
down from the mantel, ready to get a special
place in the packing box until next year. I'm
glad they can't talk, or I might cry at what
they would say, like, "I remember when your
daughter gave you to me for Christmas one
year." Another might say, "l remember when
your son had an asthma attack on Christmas
Eve," or one might say, "How could you forget
to put the turkey in the oven with twenty-plus
people coming to dinner?" Well, I'm smiling
as I pack all twelve once more and pray for the
chance to put them all on the mantel again in
December 2023.

Everyone knows what February 14 is, and
it started as a religious celebration. Valentine
comes from the Latin meaning "strong, vigor-
ous, and powerful."

Every year during February, centered on
the fourteenth, people exchange cards, candy,
jewelry and other sentiments of love. The Bible
says that "God is love." Valentine's Day has a

promise of affection. Greeting card manufactur-
ers sell approximately one billion cards annually
and 3.5 billion tons of candy. Americans spend
$18 billion on other gifts and celebrate love and
friendship with the exchanges.

At the end of the 5th century, Pope Gelasius
declared February 14 St. Valentine's Day, and
since then, it's been a day of celebration, more re-
ligious in meaning.

The English poet Geoffrey Chaucer was
the first to record St. Valentine's Day as
a romantic celebration in his 1375 poem,
“Parliament of Foules” (Assembly of fowls).

In the U.S., exchanging Valentines is thought
to have started in the 1700s, but in 1840 the tra-
dition really took off with Massachusetts-based
artist Esther Howard.

Afterreading all the reasons to celebrate Valen-
tine's Day, my advice to my grown sons is, "You
better get those flowers, cards and candy bought
and plan to take your sweetheart out to dinner,
or you might find yourself in the doghouse."

When I had a home day care business, my
helper and I used to assist our children to make
Valentines for their parents. I took a photo of the
child and let them glue it into a red heart they'd
colored and cut out—such a lovely keepsake for
everyone.

Main Office
2200 Clinton Ave.
Huntsville, Al 35805

(256) 533-0541

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

Wednesday

8:00 a.m. - Noon

www.rocketcityfcu.org
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Nothing says Comfort Food like Hot BBQ and
all the sides. Give your special person a
Big Hug and some Ole Dad’s BBQ!

Happq Valentine's Daq fo you and These You Love!
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The Monkey

by Iolanda Hicks

About sixteen or seventeen years ago, I was
living with my son and family. At that time
I ha§ two young grandsons, a third not yet
born. I had reason to run to the Tractor Supply
one afternoon, to purchase something that we
needed at the house. Most likely it was some
type of grain that fed some of the critters my
son raised at the house. Anyway, my first born
grandson, who was around five or so at the
time, wanted to go with me. I said okay and off
we went.

I can remember waiting in line after shop-
ping and watching my grandson fiddle with
those little animal figures, so strategically dis-
pla?led by the registers. They were not sold at
Dollar Tree prices by any means and I think,
made by a company by the name of Schleich.
My grandson turns to me, just as I get to the
register and holds up this little monkey.

"Grandmom can you buy me this monkey?"
I looked at him, knowing what money I had
brought with me and said "No sweetie not to-
day."

}I,felt bad to say "no" but I had brought only
cash to get the grain. By the time we got back to
the house, it was getting dark. I had gone to my
room to straighten up and I heard some loud
voices coming from another room. I walked
towards the voices and it was my grandson's
mom, in a raised voice, giving her son a sound
questioning! All I heard was "And you are tell-
ing me that Grandmom bought this for you?"
Uh oh..I was then spotted by “Mom”.

"Grandmaw, (as she always called me) did
you buy this for him?" I looked at what she
was holding up and there it was, The Mon-
key. I could have lied and said yes, to save
my grandson but I couldn't do that to him. It
would have been so wrong. I looked at her and

my little grandson (scared as he was) and said
"No, he wanted me to buy it but I told him no,
not today." She looked at me and said that he was
to take it back to the store today. “He is to hand
it back to whoever is in charge and tell what he
has done. Then he is to apologize for stealing that
monkey!” I told her I would take him back and
that’s what I did.

Oh, the look on my grandson’s face as he
handed that Monkey back to the store manager,
telling him what he had done and saying he was
sorry. It made me proud but broke my heart!
Hopefully he learned a valuable lesson that day.
A few days later, after some thought, I went back
to Tractor Supply and bought that little monkey.
I went home and found my grandson and called
him to my side.

“Sweetie, I bought you that Monkey that you
took the other day and had to give back. Itis nota
present, but it is yours to put out on your dresser
or somewhere in your bedroom where you can
see it everyday. It is a reminder, to never steal or
take something that is not yours. I love you so
much and want you to grow up to be a good and
honest young man. I hope this little monkey will
help you remember that.”

The Monkey remained on my grandson’s
dresser in broad daylight for years until it was
lost, but the time it rested on that dresser, I feel,
was well-spent.




The Bon AiP
IQelea urant

by Libby Sanders

On Meridian Street sat an old
cafe, The Bon Air. At one time
it was a motel and was a conve-
nient stopover for travelers on
their way to Florida, In the early
seventies it was a favorite place
for my former husband and I
and our two sons to have break-
fast on Saturday mornings. This
was a beloved ritual rivaled only
by doughnuts on Sunday, at Mr.
Donut, before church. We were
later blessed with a daughter
who missed all the good stuff, or
so she says.

The waitresses were like fam-
ily and everyone knew everyone
el);e. You had a preferred seat, a
special waitress and she knew
to bring two coffees and two
chocolate milks. The food was
Eood, especially the gravy and

iscuits, and the company was
nearly always the same.

One lovely lady was still wait-
ing tables at 80 years of age, and
loved everything about Princess
Diana. When it was announced
that a royal baby was on the
way, she crocheted an
entire sweater set; a cap,
sweater, and booties, and
mailed them to the soon-
to-be mother, She was de-
lighted when she received
a signed thank you note.

I, for one, will never for-
et it. She whipped that
etter out every time she
saw you and you had to
read 1t again. It was finally
framed to protect it, most-
ly from her loving hands.

Another waitress lived
near Butler High School,
and she walked to work. It
was not a short stroll. Any-
one who knew her made
sure to pick her up when
they saw her but most
times she had to walk,
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winter and summer alike. Then she walked home again after her
shift. I never once heard her complain about being tired. She had a
family to provide for.

I have heard a story, and I don’t know if it’s true or not. Wernher
von Braun and some of his rocket team were eating in the Bon Air
and speaking with, of course, a German accent. An elderly couple
sitting at the next booth, on their way to Florida, overheard their
conversation. The lady said to her husband, “Ijust love that southern
accent!”

That’s our town and that was the Bon Air, you never knew who
might come in. Lunch and supper were good home cooking and my
favorite part was the yeast rolls. Light flutfy and melt in your mouth.
A couple of days a week the left over rolls were used as a basis for
the most delicious desert ever. Chocolate bread pudding, the meal
was great, but the whole point was the desert. You came on the right
day, no matter what was on the menu, for the Bread PUDDING. I
would love to have a bowl right now. It would bring back memo-
ries, sure. But the taste! That’s the thing, it was like no other and I've
never had anything like it since.

From the huge old painting on the wall, to the cracked and com-
fortable old booths - it was homey and warm and friendly and ir-
replaceable.

If anyone knows how to make their bread pudding, I would love
the recipe.
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A Short History of
Old Huntsville Magazine

by Cathey Carney

When I first met Tom Carney at the
Kaffeeklatsch bar in Huntsville, AL it never
occurred to me that we would be getting
married and starting a magazine together.
When he first came in to the crowded bar on
a Friday evening with lots of people talking
and laughing, I was there with friends and
thought, "Who is that tall lanky guy who is
entertaining everyone?” He was the life of
the party for sure.

I was not really smitten right away. Tom
came up to our table and it was very obvious
he wanted to talk with me. Since there were
so many people there I was talking with oth-
ers and drinking and not paying a lot of at-
tention to him. Every time I looked at him
he was staring at me. So he pulls a pack of
playing cards out of his pocket and starts do-
ing these amazing card tricks, with me as the
one choosing cards. He was incredible and
that led to him sittin% with us and telling us
such funny stories about his life in general.
He was just smart and funny and
the more I ignored him, the more
he tried to get my attention.

The 3rd time I saw him at the
Klatsch he asked me to walk down
to the Big Spring Park with him,
and I did. As we were sitting on the
bench looking at the geese & ducks,
he said "In a year we'll be married."
At this time I had been single for
years and had no desire at all to be
married, so I was amused but told
him that wouldn't be happening.

In one year to the date we trav-
eled to Edinburgh, Scotland with
my 20 year old daughter Steph, and
were married by a young female
judge in the oldest library in the
city. We were staying in an old Bed
and Breakfast and in the afternoon

theijl held "High Tea" for us with all the staff of the B&B. That
night we went to a large Casino where Steph had arranged
for a huge cake for us and a celebration.

When we returned to Huntsville and started our married
life in Old Town, we talked about starting a little neighbor-
hood newsletter. Tom had always wanted to write but never
thought he could. We talked about what would be in the little
magazine - ghost stories, local historic events here, old build-
ings, recipes. What? Recipes? Tom said “NO WAY - RECIPES
will NOT be in our little newsletter.” Well, I stuck to my guns
and recipes have been in each and every issue. The first issue
was published in 1989 as a little 12 page magazine. Black and
white ink on plain newsprint, to keep costs down.

The paper grew, in 1992 as retired members of the Golden
K Kiwanis Huntsville club reached out to us and offered to
do the distribution as their fundraiser and keep all the money
collected from the honor boxes and machines. They needed
a fundraiser and we needed the help. The partnership lasted
from 1992 to 2020 and the Golden K collected over $700,000
- all to be donated to local children's charities and agencies
such as the Downtown Rescue Mission. During this time
Tom wrote story after story, and hoped that readers would
like them. He had never learned to type, so all stories were
typed with 2 index fingers.

In April 2011 Tom was diagnosed with lung cancer, the
kind that couldn't be operated on. 2 months after that diag-
nosis, he passed away at the age of 65. I never thought I'd lose
him after just 23 years of marriage, but was so lucky to have
been his wife. I have kept the magazine going, still using all
of Tom's stories, because in the end, he never thought he was
a good writer. He would work every day to try to get better
and better, and his stories are the best. He always said that
if you write a story and the reader feels an emotion, you've
done your job.

So that’s a short history of the magazine. There are just
a few of us who keep it going now, and we feel that most
people would rather read uplifting news and interesting sto-
ries than the sad events we see today. We are so lucky to have
everyday people who send in their memories (one page max)
for us to publish and keep the content fresh. Thank you!

And we need more memories from you our readers - be-
cause once our older families are gone, so are their stories.
While you have your older relatives with you, get their sto-
ries - one day you will be happy you did!

Visit our Website for upcoming events and find us on Facebook too!

www.historiclowryhouse.com



fimeless Kitchen Tips

- When planning your meal, presentation
is very important. Visualize how the food
will look on the plate - try for contrasting col-
ors and textures. Certain edible flowers can
enhance any meal.

- Save all kinds of leftover bread - bagels,
rolls, biscuits, crackers - and grind them to
very fine crumbs in your processor or blend-
er. Freeze in freezer bags and use for stuffings
and toppings. Add a touch of garlic powder
or onion powder to spice it up.

- Stop a runny nose by adding 3-4 drops of
Tabasco sauce to a glass of water and drink-
ing it all down.

- Want to control that sweet tooth? Dis-
solve 1 teaspoon of baking soda in a glass of
warm water and rinse out your mouth. Spit
out the water, don't swallow. The explana-
tion of this has to do with the stimulation of
the hypothalamus, arousing the papillae, re-
leasing saliva and along with it, the sweets
craving. In minutes, you will be able to con-
trol that craving.

- Ifyouare wearin% your favorite perfume
and want to smell it all day, putjust a dab un-
der your nose before you leave for work.

- Peeled garlic cloves submerged in olive
oil can be safely stored in the fridge and used
for quite some time.

- If you change the water every three to
four days, asparagus will keep fresh for as
long as two weeks.

- Keep four or five different kinds of
nuts in your freezer for drop-in guests.
"Tump-fry" them in a hissing-hot nonstick
skillet with a touch of butter, sea, salt and
ground hot red pepper.

- The fastest way to crush berries for a
crisp or pie is with a potato masher.

- Out of eggs? In most recipes you can
substitute a quarter cup of mayonnaise for
each egg.

- For the best tasting oatmeal cookies,
toast your oats first.

- Try doubling the vanilla extract in
your next recipe - watch the compliments
pour in for your favorite desserts.

- A filling snack is made by cutting up
a banana, adding a couple tablespoons of
honey with a sprinkling of salted roasted
peanuts. We think Elvis would approve!

- If you like scrambled eggs, try adding
some chopped carmelized onions, a bit of
garlic powder and a sprinkling of shred-
ded sharp Cheddar cheese.

It seldom occurs to teenagers
that they will grow up and know
as little as their parents one day.
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- When you wash a load of dishes in your dishwasher,
throw in your dish pads/rags to get them super clean.

- Is your kitchen drain starting to smell like old food?
Pour in half a cup of baking soda and pour in a little white
vinegar, smells are gone.

- Practice doing everyday tasks with your left hand, if
you're right-handed. That way if one day you hurt your
dominant hand and can’t use it, you'll be ready to use the
other hand.
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

Joseph Bramlett of Somerville,
Al was our first correct caller to
identify the location of the tiny
hidden heart locket. I put it on p.
28, in the Gibson’s ad, lower left.
Very difficult to find - see it now?
Joseph told me he was the first
baby born in Decatur Hospital in
1982 at 12:02am! And he just had
a birthday so Happy Birthday and
congratulations!

Then Mary Beth Johnsen of
Huntsville was the first to call and
identify the baby of the month -
it was a little Charlie Lyle who
headed up Charlie Lyle band
many years ago and performed
during the Big Band era. Mary
Beth remembered Charlie at New
Hope High School when he was
their band leader. He was loved

by all the students and teach-
ers alike. Congratulations to you
Mary Beth!

Liz Hall Zeman asked a good
question recently. She said, “If
you had to pick 10 items that you
wanted to take to a tornado shel-
ter, items you didn’t want to lose
in a storm, what would they be?”
Pets and children of course would
be first on the list but after that,
what would you treasure? It's a
good question and makes you dis-
cover what you really don’t want
to lose! Try it.

Many newcomers to Hunts-
ville have discovered how inter-
esting it is to put on some good
walking shoes and take walks
around Twickenham, Old Town,
Five Points and some of the oth-
er historic districts of our city.
With the older tree roots many
of the sidewalks had buckled
and cracked, making walking
a bit difficult and traveling in a
wheelchair impossible. Recently
the Public Works Dept. of Hunts-
ville has worked very hard to fix
and level those sidewalks, using
the same old brick that was there
originally. The finished sidewalks
are excellent and makes walking
now so much easier. Thank you to
all the hard workers in the City of
Huntsville and our City Council-
man Bill Kling and City Admin-
istrator John Hamilton - we sure
appreciate you and the work you
all do.

Woody Anderson Ford is cel-
ebrating their 60th Anniversary!

el

256-533-2400

2

So proud of them and their high
rating in customer satisfaction.
We're very proud of you!

Ianthia Bridges of Truist Bank
on Church Street had her 53rd
birthday on Jan. 10th. Happy
Birthday to you! Her cousin Ma-
rio, who lives in Mobile, AL will
celebrate his special day on Febru-
ary 23rd and her sweet cousin in
Orlando, FL, Rosalind Ramsey,
will be partying on her birthday,
Jan. 31st!

One item I have discovered is
so useful is a head lamp. They're
just small super bright flashlights
that strap around your forehead
and leaves your hands free to do
whatever it is you're trying to find
or fix. I have one stored with my
battery-operated radio and other
items needed in case of power
outs or storms.

Austin Miller, of Ryland,
was a beloved family man and a
hugely talented writer who wrote
many stories for Old Huntsville
magazine. His story is the feature
for this issue about an old clock
that’s been in his family for years.
Austin passed away on Jan. 3. He
was born on February 27, 1941 in

Photo of The Month

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

Call 256.534.0502

This sweet girl used to collect
our taxes
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Ryland, Alabama. After graduat-
ing from Athens State College,
he volunteered for the draft and
served honorably in the United
States Army in Vietnam, continu-
ing a long and proud family tra-
dition of military service. After
completing his service, he had an
accomplished 30-year profession-
al career with the United States
Department of Labor in Atlanta,
Georgia.

Austin was an amateur gar-
dener — growing beautiful flow-
ers and trees. He enjoyed working
in his yard, loved military history,
old westerns, and writing stories
about family history.  He en-
joyed taking daily walks and be-
ing outside in nature. Austin was
a lifelong Methodist and an ac-
tive member of the Holmes Street
United Methodist Church where
he served in various leadership
positions.

He is survived by his wife,
Gaylor Bald Miller and his chil-
dren — Anna Miller Henson
(Gary) and Commander Christo-
pher Miller, Ret. USN (Alexis).
He was known as papa to his
eight grandchildren. He was pre-
ceded in death by his parents Joe
and Elsie, and his Uncle Malcolm
Miller. He is survived by brothers
Berns Miller (Brenda) and Greg-
ory Miller (Ruth) and several
nieces and nephews. He definitely
left his mark on this world and his
stories will last always. He will be
so missed.

In honor of Austin we have
hidden a tiny antique wall clock,
first to find it call me and you win
a free subscription to the maga-
zine for year! You know the drill
- get out the flashlight and magni-
fying glass cause it will be TINY.

Lately we’ve heard that many
telephone scams are on the
rise and these people are pretty
shrewd. They know what to say to
convince you to send them mon-
ey. Once they get you to answer
the phone, the fast talkers make
you think they are legitimate com-
puter repair people with Micro-
soft, Utility people saying they’ll
turn off your power, Credit Union

reps saying your account has been
compromised. Don’t believe any
of it! Better yet, if it's a phone #
you don’t recognize, just don’t an-
swer. If it's someone important to
you, they’ll leave you a message.
Many of us are very trusting and
believe these crooks when they
call, but they can be very harm-
ful for you. Outsmart them by just
not answering. And never give
your financial info to anyone on
the phone.

Did you know gluten-free
small pretzel sticks are crisper
and tastier than regular? I put a
bag in a bowl, add a handful of
salted peanuts and drizzle with a
bit of melted white chocolate - a
delicious snack that you will love.
And not super sweet.

Helen Coppedge Middleton,
90, of Huntsville, passed away
Jan. 11th. She was a graduate
of Alabama Polytechnic Insti-
tute (now Auburn University)
where she was a member of Zeta
Tau Alpha and Mortar Board. In
1955, she married Robert L. (Bob)
Middleton (who was a member of
the Golden K Kiwanis of Hunts-
ville). They lived in Huntsville
since 1962 when Bob accepted an
engineering position at NASA.
Helen was active in
several  organiza-
tions including the
Huntsville Sympho-
ny Orchestra Guild,
the Huntsville Mu-
seum of Art, serv-
ing as a docent for
several years, the
Huntsville Pilgrim-
age Board, the Cos-
mopolitan Club, the
Twickenham chap-
ter of the DAR and
her special group of
friends, the Needle-
point Club. She was
a member of First
United Methodist
Church. She was
the owner of Helen
Middleton Interiors
and in a professional
capacity was a mem-
ber of the American

Society of Interior Designers. Sur-
vivors include her son, Michael
R. Middleton of Huntsville and
two granddaughters, Amanda N.
Middleton of Durham NC and
Kara S. Middleton of Alpharetta,
GA. Helen loved her family and
friends completely and will not be
forgotten.

Jeff Bennett of Bennett's Nurs-
ery on North Parkway tells us not
to give up on some of our peren-
nials that look dead after the very
cold weather we had recently. He
said to give them a chance and
once early spring gets here, we'll
probably see green shoots and
buds. I know my Lenten roses
looked really bad but now I have
some green growth and they're
trying to bloom!

Happy Valentine to all!l Re-
member to check on your older
neighbors especially if you don’t
see them out and about in a while.

“A large groundhog bit
my tire as | was coming to
work, causing it to
go flat.”

A local employee’s excuse
for missing work
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Chicken Parisian

6 chicken breasts, boneless
and skinless

3 t. paprika

Salt and Pepper

1 t. garlic powder

1/2 c. dry white wine

1 cream of mushroom soup

1 4-0z. jar mushrooms

1 c. sour cream

1/4 c. flour

Coat the chicken breasts
heavily with a mixture of the
paprika, garlic & salt/pepper.
Place in crock pot.

Mix remaining ingredients
and pour over the chicken.
Sprinkle paprika on top. Cook
on medium crock pot heat for
about 6 hours. This is good
with a big salad and leftovers
are good too.

Oriental Green Beans

1 1b. fresh green beans

2 T. butter

1/2 c. soy sauce

1 t. fresh ginger, grated

1 T. sesame seeds, toasted
Salt and pepper to taste

= Eahnq Low

Steam green beans til crisp
tender. When cooked, place
them hot in a bowl and add the
remaining ingredients. Stir til
all beans are coated, serve hot.

ChuckOwens’
Baked Chicken

6 chicken breasts, bone in

1/2 c. melted butter

2 t. onion powder

2 t. garlic powder

Salt and pepper to taste

Wash chicken well, dry

with paper towels. Mix spices
in with the melted butter and
coat the chicken using a basting
brush. Bake in pre-heated oven
at 325 degrees for an hour and
skin is browned.

Zesty Cole Slaw

1 c. vegetable oil

1 T. chopped fresh cilantro
2 T. roasted sesame oil

2 T. chopped garlic

1/2 t. crushed red pepper
1 bag shredded col}; slaw
Chopped cucumber

C a Pl)
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Grated carrots
Chopped red pepper
Mix first 5 ingredients

well in a covered bowl - give
it a few hard shakes to make
sure it’s mixed well. In a large
bowl pour the cole slaw, then
add carrots, cucumber and red
pepper chopped to taste. Mix
dressing into the cole slaw mix,
refrigerate for an hour before
serving.

Low-Carb Fudge

2 -80z. pkg. cream cheese
2 oz. unsweetened choco-
late, melted and cooled
1/2 c. Splenda sweetener
1t. vanilla
1 t. instant coffee
1/2 c. chopped pecans or
walnuts
Line an 8-inch square bak-
ing pan with waxed or parch-
ment paper. In a small mixing
bowl, beat the cream cheese,
he melted and cooled choco-
late, sweetener and vanilla til
smooth. Stir in the nuts and
our into pan. Cover and re-
rigerate overnight.



Strawberry Delight

Washed fresh strawberries

Heavy cream

Splenda sugar substitute

Toasted, slivered almonds

Slice strawberries into a

small serving bowl. Pour in
heavy cream to taste. Top with
sprinkling of Splenda and
toasted almonds. Blueberries
are good too but the strawber-
ries are best.

No Sugar Lemonade

Crystal Light lemonade mix
1/2 c. real lemon juice
In a 2-quart container mix
the water, Crystal Light and
lemon juice. Serve cold with
lemon or lime slices. It's also
good with some fresh mint
sprigs added.

Baked Almond Custard

1/2 c. heavy cream

2 eggs

1 T. Splenda sweetener

1/2 t. almond extract

Pinch nutmeg

In a small bowl beat the eggs
til light yellow in color, pour in
the Splenda, extract and cream.
Mix well. Sprinkle on nutmeg
and place in microwave.

Cook on 50% power for
about 6-7 minutes. A knife
should come out clean when
inserted near center of custard.

Serve chilled with sliced
strawberries or cantaloupe on
the side if desired.

Jello-Nut Bon-Bons

2 c. heavy cream

2 small pkﬁ. sugar-free Jello
powder, any flavor

Chopped toasted almonds

Combine all ingredients

with electric mixer on low
speed til blended. Beat til stiff.

Drop in tablespoon-sized
mounds on wax paper covered
cookie sheet.

Freeze til firm. Store lightly
covered in the freezer.

Mashed Cauliflower

1 head cauliflower, cooked

1/2 stick butter

4 oz. cream cheese

Garlic powder

Salt & pepper

Mix hot cauliflower with

the butter, cream cheese & spic-
es, til of a mashed consistency.
This has a really good taste
and you can use it in place of
carb-filled mashed potatoes. A
healthy choice with more fiber!

Oriental Chicken
Crunch

1/2 c. chicken broth

2 cans cream of mushroom
soup

3 c.cooked chicken, chopped

1/2 c. onion, chopped

1 c. celery, chopped

1 c. water chestnuts, sliced

1 c. Chinese noodles

1/2 c. slivered almonds,
toasted

Combine all ingredients ex-
cept almonds and pour into

Old Huntsville Page 21

large baking dish. Bake in oven
preheated to 350 degrees for
40 minutes, remove from oven
and sprinkle top with almonds.

Hungarian Goulash

2 lbs. stew meat, lean

1 c. chopped onion

2 cloves garlic, minced

2 T. flour

Salt & pepper to taste

1T. paprika

1t £‘ied thyme

1 large can tomatoes

1 bay leaf

1 c. sour cream

This is a good crock pot
meal, or you can place all in-
gredients in a large stew pot.
Add all ingredients in this or-
der: Meat, onions and garlic.
Stir in flour and mix to coat the
meat cubes.

Add the spices and toma-
toes, cover tightly and cook
very slowly for 6-8 hours, (this
is why a crock pot works so
well).

Mix in the sour cream 30
minutes before serving. Try
this over wide noodles for a
real treat.

7 Are you Looking for that Perfect Gift for

Someone who has moved out of Town?

Or for someone who is Housebound
and Loves to Read?

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

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

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

$50 FOR A YEAR OF MEMORABLE STORIES

YOU WILL BE REMEMBERED EACH MONTH WHEN THEIR
MAGAZINE IS DELIVERED!
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Wooden Heart Valentine

by M. D. Smith, IV

It was January 1976 and I spent a lot of time in my new
basement woodworking shop at our house on Fairmont
Road. We'd moved there i m 1971 and I built a proper shop in
part of the storage room. four sons were 13, 11, 8 and 2
years old, and I'd prev10us y made some toy wooden cars
and trains for them over the years. So I let the younger ones
'help” by gluing some popsicle sticks together on a spare
chunk of wood to make a creation of their own. With Val-
entine's Day coming up, I had in mind a joint wood project
to surprise my wife, Judy, from the kids and me. The idea
delighted my boys.

Here's how we did it. First, I cut a bit of six-inch-wide,
3/4 inch thick shelf board into a square. Then I folded a six-
inch iplece of paper in half and cut out half a heart that, when
unfolded, had a concentric heart shape. It took several times
to perfect. Then, traced onto the square of wood, I cut out
the wooden heart with my jig-saw. I planned to make the
two arrow shafts from 1/4 inc wood owels, so I needed to
drill a hole that size in the top rounded part of one side and
another on the lower opposite side of the heart.

I had a line drawn on the wood back, so I knew where
the holes would be and the approximate angle to keep the
arrow straight as it appeared to go through the sides. But it's

“Once you lick all the frosting off a cupcake it’s
just a muffin, and muffins are very healthy
for you.”

Stacie Franks, Athens

hard to hold a heart-shaped piece
of wood precisel straiﬁht while
using a hand drill, so when I test-
ed the dowels, there was a slight
mismatch, but the holes were
made and I couldn't change it.

The arrow had a wooden
triangle on the lower pointed
end painted silver like a metal
arrow-point. The rear had a set
of wooden feathers glued to the
other end dowel and painted
them yellow, like feathers. (Sadly,
over the years and house moves,
the feathers and arrowhead have
broken off and vanished). The
kids helped with the paintin
usin§ model airplane Dope wit
brushes. It was quick drying and
you could almost get high on the
tumes.

I'd already drilled a hole in the
bottom point of the heart, so with
a white-painted piece of dow-
el mounted into a small white
round base, it held the entire cre-
ation that stood about a foot tall.

Since it was from the boys
and me, I planned to paint "I
WUV YOU" on the face. I knew
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it'd need outlining, but these were the
days before Sharpies and I couldn't
paint a black outline that small. Then,
coming back from a lunch break, I saw
my son Scott, age 11, and the artist in
our family, using a wood-burning kit
he got for Christmas. It had all sorts of
little flat pieces of wood with scenes
Erinted, and you just traced it with the

ot wood-burning tool, and it burned
the image in place. Then I got another
idea.

“Scott, do you think you can burn
your name free hand on a piece of
scrap wood?”

“Sure,” was his answer, and he
proceeded to show me. Perfect.

First, I outlined the three big words
with a pencil, then traced them with
the burner tool, and lastly, carefully
Eainted blue inside the letters. The

ard grain in the pine wood made it
hard to draw a straight line across it,
thus a slight ripple effect on the large
letters, most noticeable on the “V.”

It took several coats of blue to cover
the red of the heart. Then it was time
for the three older boys to pencil their
name on the face of the heart, then care-
fully burn it into the wood, and the black
would contrast with the red heart. At
only eight years old, Brent chose a block
print for his name. The older boys used
script.

I put the baby’s name, Bryan Creigh-
ton, on the top since he was only two

ears old. As an infant, we called him

y his first name, Bryan. But after a year,
Judy decided he should be called by his
middle and her family name, Creighton.
But I, and his older brothers, called him
Bryan for the rest of his life. His mother
and younger siblings called him Creigh-
ton.

Thus the two names on this valen-
tine. I put my initials at the bottom point.

When Valentine’s Day came that
year, the kids and I were up early, and
it was waiting for mama when she came
into the kitchen. She was duly and suit-
ably surprised and pleased with our cre-
ation.

Yep, the arrow might not have been
entirely straight, but it was colorful and
carefully hand-crafted by her sweetheart
and her little boys. It's the one Valentine
she has kept over these forty-seven years
and knows where to find it every year to
remember and display in our home.
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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 February 28, 2023

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com

Proud Member of BBB

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville, Al 35806
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The Un-Valentine
Day Party

by Elizabeth Wharry

It was our senior year in
high school. A group of us
didn't have anyone to cele-
brate Valentine's day with. We
were a mixed bag of friends...
about 10 of us or so.

We decided to have an
un-Valentine's day party. We
had three rules...no booze, no
boy or girlfriends, and if you
smoke, go outside. The party
was chaperoned by John R's
parents. They set an 11pm cur-
few. Each of us brought some-
thing to share with the group.
John's parents had invited an-
other set of parents to chap-
erone. They surprised us by
bringing several pizzas.

Word got out among our
senior class. Pretty soon, a
small group of 10 became a
group of 30. Despite this, a
couple of other parents de-
cided to help chaperone.
One set of parents got into
the spirit and brought an un-
Valentine's cake that read

“Don’t let a flattering
woman coax and wheedle
you and deceive you; she

is only after your barn.”

Hesiod

"HERE'S TO BEING FOOTLOOSE AND FANCY FREE!"

Mr. and Mrs. R had a big enough house to hold 30 kids and 8
adult chaperones, and then some.

Even with the parents there and mingling, everyone had a
great time. Some of the parents taught us to jitterbug, in 1976! We
kids were shown how to do the twist, the waltz and Watusi. One

couple had us clear the floor, and demonstrated the Argentin-

ian tango. They were amateur ballroom dancers.
Some of us kids asked if we could stay and help clean up
after ourselves. We had to call home, and either Mr. R or Mrs.

R would talk to the parent. After we had the house tidy, they

told those of us who stayed to call and let them know we got

home safely. This was in the days before caller ID.

This was the best un-Valentine's day party ever!
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How | Met My Wife

by Walter Thames

In your mid-seventies when
you have been married some 54
years, the first meeting of you and
your wife-to-be is a distant mem-
ory. And, I'm ashamed to admit,
my recollectign of the encounter is
fuzzy at best. The impression this
most impressive woman made on
me, was, at the time, slight. In fact,
I might not remember it at all had I
not been helped along by the more
reliable memories of friends who
were there. We met by chance,
thrown together by haﬁpenstance.
She was back in her home town
after a time in Concepcion, Chili. I
was in my home after a brief time
in Paris, Tennessee.

Except for the persistence of an-
other important woman in my life
(my mother) who wanted me in
that particular place, we may not
have met at all, at least not at that
time. But we were young, foolish,
silly people. We had no idea that
we would be sitting across the fire-
place on chilly evenings years and
years in the future sharing a glass

of wine and talking about our lives, our children, and
their children. Was there even a slight premonition of
what was to be?

No.

Not surprising. We met when we were six.

In first grade. In Miss Caroll’s class, at Vance Ele-
mentary School in Bessemer, Alabama. We met. I sup-
pose we must have encountered one another, though
as I said the memory is fuzzy, and then she was gone.

She moved away in the summer to Baltimore and
then on to Ohio. Her father, who was a manager of
iron furnaces and steel-making plants, was a man
who liked new jobs in new places. But he always came
back to Bessemer where his wife had deep roots. So,
seven years later she came back.

Then she was thirteen and the wonderful magic
that happens to girls at that time had happened and
she was very memorable. And even then, we didn’t
really meet. She was just there, like all your friends
are just there when you're growing up with them.

We had our first date when we were seniors in
high school. If I remember correctly, I had my father’s
car, a five dollar bill, a good looking girl sitting next
to me and a full night ahead. We went to the Aabama

State Fair in Birmingham, enjoyed State Fair things: the tilt-
a-whirl, bump cars, ferris wheel, barkers for freak shows,
cotton candy and candied apples. A good time.

We went back to her house and talked until four in the

morning. I was in love. We were in love. Four years later, we
were married.

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.

Tennessee areas.

are well experienced with providing assistance for downsizing,
assisted living transition and/or complete home sale.

home "'sale ready"".

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

Seven Sisters is a collection of highly motivated professionals
We serve the Northern Alabama and Southern Middle
We at Seven Sisters are able to manage any size sale and

Our team will work with you or your Realtor to help get your

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

by Jerry Keel

I am sure by now almost ev-
eryone has heard the news about
The Huntsville Times' plans to
cease the printed version of the
newspaper. It came as quite a
shock to many, me included. As I
have said before my entire work-
ing career was spent at The Times.
Many happy memories (and some
not so happy) have come to me
since hearing this news.

Having spent so many years
there brought me in contact with
many, many people in all depart-
ments of the newspaper from the
top to the bottom. I will start at the
top with the various publishers I
can remember.

This is quite an undertaking
for me because of my advanced
age. I first began my employment
70 years ago - started at 15 and am
now 85 - so I beg your indulgence
as I try to remember some of the
people I worked with over those
years.

One I will never forget was
Mr. Jack (Jack Langhorne), a big
bear of a man who was as gentle
as a kitten (most of the time) but
who could become frustrated
when someone did not perform
up to their potential and do some-
thing that would reflect on the pa-

er.

P After Mr. Jack a few more
came along and I will try to re-
member them in order but if I
leave someone out remember my
memory is not as good as it once
was. Please forgive me if this hap-
pens.

Mr. Leroy A. Simms was an-
other who filled the office of pub-
lisher. Mr. Simms always had a
big cigar either in his hand or in
his mouth. He was slow to speak
and to move but when he did talk
it was worth listening to.

Later came Mr. W. C. (Bill)
Green, a down-to-earth gentle-
man who was a pleasure to be
around. I never saw him lose his
cool or raise his voice at anyone.
He would come back into the
Composing Room where I worked
just to visit and talk to us about
whatever subject came up. This
was unusual because many times
a person in an important position
felt they were above the rank and
file. Mr. Green was an exception
to that rule.

After Mr. Green retired an-
other publisher was brought in
to oversee The Times. Mr. Bob
Ludwig came to The Times from
Grand Rapids, Michigan. This was
ironic to me in that my youngest
son, who was an aspiring profes-
sional baseball player in the Oak-
land A's organization, was play-
ing in Grand Rapids at the time
with the Class A West Michigan
Whitecaps. Mr. Ludwig was very
popular with everyone. When he
had his first meeting with us he let
us know his name was “Bob,” not
Mr. Ludwig.

I had an immediate problem
with that because my dad always
insisted that when I addressed
anyone older than I was or who

held a job of some prominence
then I was to call them “Mister.”
Mr. Ludwig told us to relax that
rule where he was concerned but
I just could not seem to call him
“Bob” so he was always Mr. Lud-
wig to me (still is).

Others in the newsroom who
were a pleasure to be associated
with were the editors. Reese T.
Amis was an old-time newspaper
man who was very knowledge-
able. After he left Pat MacCau-
ley became editor followed by
Joe Distelheim, who came to The
Times from Detroit. Joe became
just “Joe” to me because as I ex-
plained to him I had a problem
with saying “Mister Distelheim
several times a day (too many syl-
lables).

R. J. “Bob” Ward came to The
Times as Space and Rocket editor
and later became the Managing
Editor. Bob was a true friend who
was respected by everyone. Bob’s
favorite greeting to me was “hey
sport model”. Bob wrote a book
about space travel and asked me
to make the book up in page form
to be printed. I felt that was a great
honor and privilege.

John Ehinger was the Editorial
Page editor. His main duty was

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

BERKSHIRE
HATHAWAY

Call John Richard at

(256) 603-7110

HOME SERVICES

RISE REAL ESTATE

teamrichard@comcast.net




to write the editorials expressing
The Times’ stance on various top-
ics such as politicians who were
running for office or other civic
matters. John always referred to
himself as “Salsa Man” because he
really enjoyed eating, especially
spicy dishes.

Joel “Joe” Duncan was the
News Editor. His job was to read
through all the Associated Press
news stories each morning and
pick the most important stories
for Page One. The stories of less
importance were designated for
the inside pages. Joe was a quiet
unassuming guy who was very
good at his job.

The Sports pages were cov-
ered by John Pruett for many
years. John was followed by Bill
Easterling, who started out as
a copy boy and later became a
sports writer. When John Pruett
retired Bill was named as Sports
Editor. He had several capable
sportswriters. Ronnie White cov-
ered the NASCAR racing scene
as well as the local races. Al Bur-
leson was a general assignment
sportswriter. Bill’s son Mike also
became a sportswriter.

The Society news was in the
capable hands of Sarah Baker who
kept up with the social events,
weddings, proms, etc. Ray Garner
was a reporter who later left The
Times to become the news person
at University of Alabama/Hunts-
ville.

All these were top-notch
newspaper people who won
many awards for The Times
throughout the years. One of the
reporters demonstrated the pride
that all the reporters felt in their
work. A school teacher at Hunts-
ville High School was arrested for
DUI (driving under the influence).
Jim Shaw had the police beat at
the time and when the teacher
asked him to leave her name out
he politely refused. She made the
boast that her name would never
be printed in the newspaper.

She then called the editor at
the time and asked him to do that,
which he did. When Jim saw the
newspaper and realized the teach-
er's name had indeed been left
out he looked up the copy he had

turned in. When he saw the edi-
tor had marked her name out he
became infuriated. He circled the
marked-out portion and wrote in
large letters at the top of the copy
sheet “I QUIT!”- Jim Shaw. He did
quit and became a reporter for the
Pacific Stars and Stripes, a mili-
tary newspaper.

I am sure I left out some who
were also instrumental in The
Times becoming one of the best
newspapers in Alabama. For
those overlooked I am truly sorry
and beg your forgiveness.

“Avirgin forest is a forest
where the hand of man has
never set foot.”

Answer on 5th grade
geography quiz

Old Huntsville Page 27

Creamy Garlic Dip

1 pkg. cream cheese,
8 oz.

3 T. whole milk

1 t. garlic, minced

Salt to taste

1 t. chopped parsley

1/2 t. paprika

Mix cream cheese with
the milk, add garlic, salt to
taste and mix thoroughly.
Add parsley and paprika
and mix. Garnish with a
stem of parsley and serve
with good crackers.
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TIRES AND YOU KNOW IT’S A BAD DAY WHEN...

- Your car horn sticks on the highway behind

forty Hell’s Angels bikers.
OING TE A D Y - You turn on the evening news and they’re
showing emergency routes out of the city.

- It costs more to fill up the car than it did to
by Gerald Alvis buy it.

- Your income tax refund check bounces.
- Your blind date turns out to be your ex.

I somehow damaged my right rear tire and
needed to get it replaced earlier this week. I
drove to a local shop, got a quote for 2 tires and
waited for the numbers. I believe there is an-
other category for sports cars and even another
if it's an import!

The manager gave me the figures. I tried
to not flinch; I knew it would be pricey, but I
smiled and okayed the repair.

I grin because a long time ago, in a galaxy
far, far away known as the 70s, I once worked
in a similar establishment.

10 hours a day, 5 days a week in the summer
of my fifteenth year, was the "tiredest" (pun in-
tended) I had ever been. So... what motivates a
teenage boy to work so hard? If you don't know
the answer, ask your husband. If you're a guy
you already know!

I had been dating this
beautiful brunette, and 1
wanted to continue wooing
her. 1 ‘Proudly handed over
most of my 1st week's check
to the jeweler for a freshly
sized "going steady ring".

The smartest thing on the
planet is not a teenage boy
growing into his new role as
a man. But this decision I got
right!

That was almost half a cen-
tury ago, she still has the ring,
and I still have her. It was the
best investment I ever made.

Tires and even rings can
be replaced, but that shared
history is priceless!
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WHITE “The biggest lie I tell myself - /I don’t

need to write it down, I'll remember it.””

I(ITTY Marie Garcia - Grant, Al

by J. Neil Sanders

a A\
Make Every Day Valentine’s Day with

The polite little cat next door enjoys your Sp ecial Someone!

sitting on my front porch each and ev-
ery morning. Why does he choose my
front porch? His reasons for this morn-
ing ritual remain unknown. I do not
know his name...but his fur is white, so
I simply call him "White Kitty."

I do not mind his morning visits,
not at all. He is always polite and re-
spectful. He has never once turned
over one of my potted plants. When
I oEen the door he is there, so I speak
to him, naturally, as any cat-admirer
would. Of course he replies pleasant-
1?71 by squinting. I wonder if he knows
that the clean bowl placed outside and
filled with fresh water is especially for
him. I believe he knows...because cats
are aware of such things.

I make sure the old screen door is
secured and fastened with an old latch
so my cat (named Kitty) can look out-
side, so I can hear the morning rain, the

morning birds, so the breeze can invite Happy Valentine’s Day to the Huntsville High
itself inside to refresh the entire house Class of 1966 from Oscar Llerena
as | prepare pecan-walnut coffee, and \S Z,

so my writing for the day can begin.

White Kitty never asks to come
inside. Perhaps he is aware that Kitty
lives here and he doesn't wish to in-
trude. Kitty looks at White Kitty se-
riously through the screen door and
doesn't move at all. Although some-
times he shakes his tail aggressive-
ly...as if speaking to White Kitty in a
secret language, with a gesture, that
only he can understand. He must be
making something unquestionably
known to his fellow cat.

I wonder what Kitty thinks of
White Kitty. Perhaps Kitty thought
he was the only cat and is quite
alarmed that what he thought isn't
true! I'm always hapﬁ)y to see our
friendly neighbor on the porch. Kitty

is always curious and interested to CALL THE
see him}.] He ai[i) ears on time, every LUCA‘"UN NEAREST YOU! 855

morning, just

e the sun.
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FORMER HOSPITAL’S PECULIAR
HISTORY

by Kim Henry, Redstone Rocket

A shroud of mystery sur-
rounds vacant building 112. Peo-
ple who've worked there over the
decades have similar accounts of
the activity they've witnessed.

The building has quite a his-
tory of tenants. It still bears trac-
es of its original purpose which
include two vaults and an old
morgue.

The building was built as a
hospital in the early 1940s, during
World War 1L It serviced Hunts-
ville Arsenal and Redstone Arse-
nal as well as German prisoners
of war placed here. (At the time
the installation was divided into
two arsenals. Huntsville Arsenal
was everything west of Patton
Road and was used as a chemi-
cal manufacturing and storage
facility. Redstone was essentially
the area where the new FBI build-
ing, Rocket Auditorium and the

Basic Cremation
$1295

old Thiokol facilities are located.
It was used as an ordnance shell
loading/assembly plant.)

In 1950 Huntsville Arsenal
was deactivated and was con-
solidated with Redstone Arsenal.
Since there wasn't as much of a
need for the large facility, the hos-
pital was moved to an infirmary
at building 7110 on the southeast
end of post.

According to a Rocket article
from 1978, after the hospital was
relocated, "Building 112 was then
converted for use as laboratory
space for the Ordnance Guided
Missile Group which moved to
Redstone from Fort Bliss (Texas)
in 1950." Dr. Wernher von Braun's
office was in building 111, which
sits in front of 112.

In the same article from 1978,
William Pittman, who worked for
the space program in building 112,

“Lraditional Cremation Services

$2995

said “Some of our earliest Army
missile design and development
work was done in building 112,
and you might say the space age
was born there too.”

By the early 1960s there was
a lack of space in 7110, so build-
ing 112 was refurbished and re-
dedicated as a hospital in August
1961. It served as a hospital until
1978 when Fox Army Hospital
was built. Since then it has housed
several agencies but most recently
it was recognized as Redstone Ar-
senal Support Activity headquar-
ters.

Bill Schroder, of the Engineer-
ing, Environment and Logistics
Oversight Office, remembers
building 112 from when he first
started at Redstone in 1959. At the
time he worked for Chrysler in the
Astrionics Lab.

He said that while he was
working in the building, there
were reports of strange activities
late at night.

“There was a room downstairs
that was used for drafting blue-
prints. Those who worked there
would often work late at night,”
Schroder said. “The drafters start-
ed telling people that they could

Lraditional Buvial Funeval
$5585

Oncludes sevvices, casket & vanlt
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swear they heard people walk-
ing up and down the halls and
the elevator going up and down
and when the doors would open
and close nobody would be there.
Bothered by the unexplained dis-
turbances, the drafters quit work-
ing nights. “During the day, when
people were there the elevator
didn’t hardly operate,” Schroder
said. “So for it to operate on its
own was strange.”

People who worked for RASA
recall similar incidents like the
drafters.

“I worked from 6:30 a.m. to
3 p.m., but came in early to walk
my two miles each morning be-
fore starting work,” Susan Gus-
tafson said. “As I recall, being in
that building really early in the
morning, the first floor elevator
would open and close and would
go up and down to the second and
third floors but no one was there.
No one came out and no one went
into it.”

Gustafson remembers one
morning when she didn’t feel
alone. “I was at the copy ma-
chine and lo and behold the doors
opened up, waited and then
closed. It went to the second floor
and then came back down,” she
said. “I was shaking. The door
opened up when it reached the
first floor again, but no one came
out. It waited and then the door
closed again.”

She said the elevator move-
ment happened so much that the
longer she worked there the more
she got used to it. “I even called
him Casper, I thought that was a
catchy name,” Gustafson said.

Another former RASA em-
ployee described similar inci-
dents. “I worked in building 112
for many years and had always
heard the ghost stories,” Karen
Bender, support agreement man-
ager, said. She explained that she
first worked on the second floor,
but it wasn’t until her office was
moved to the third floor that she
wondered if some of the “tall
tales” had some truth.

“My last office on the third

floor was very near the eleva-
tor. Sometimes I would work on
weekends and would hear the el-
evator moving up and down the
floors, opening and closing, but
no one would be there,” Bender
said. “This was kind of eerie when
you are working alone. It got to
the point where I would lock my-
self in my office because I was not
sure I was up to a meeting with
‘George,” our pet name for the
ghost.”

Officers and military police
who delivered the blotter to the
RASA commander late at night
agree about the building’s strange
activities. Several confirmed they
would get off on the third floor to
put the blotter on the command-
er’s desk and when they returned,
the elevator wouldn’t be there
waiting. It would be on another
floor. Others heard voices down
the hall, but never saw anything.
“ After a while people just refused
to go there after dark,” a Depart-
ment of Army police officer said.

Another officer recalled an
incident when he was a patrol su-
pervisor and delivered the blot-
ter. The officer said the elevator
wasn’t working so he took the
steps. Thinking that the stairwell
ended at the third floor, he kept
climbing until he reached a small
door that went to the attic.

“I realized I must've missed
my floor,” he said. “At that point

I heard laughing and it sounded
like ladies. I thought it was late
for people to be there.” The officer
said when he went down to the
third floor he saw a light down the
hall and still heard the laughing.

“I walked down to the room.
No one was there and the laugh-
ing stopped,” he said. The officer
said he thought the room was a
break room and described it as
open space with nowhere for any-
one to go but out the door. The of-
ficer walked back down the hall
to drop the blotter off in the com-
mander’s office.

As he returned to the stair-
well, he saw something unusual
coming from the same room. “I
was looking down the hall and
saw a shadow come across the
door.” He said he thought this
time for sure someone was down
there, but when he got to the room
no one was there. He turned off
the light.

No one knows why the el-
evator traveled up and down the
floors or the origin of the voices
down the hall. The vacant build-
ing’s future is uncertain.

Editor’s note: While report-
ing this story, Kim Henry said
she went inside building 112 and
found it to be extremely warm.
But upon going down to the first
floor, which housed the morgue,
it was noticeably cooler. The first
floor is not underground.

Experience Matters

For All Your Electrical Needs

No Job Too Big, No Job Too Small
We Do It All!
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WHAT A CHILD LOVES
by William Sibley

A former teacher of mine, trying
to illustrate the difference between
the verbs "like" and "love," told us
that we could not love inanimate
things since they could not love us
back. It would be incorrect to say, for
instance, that we loved green beans,
or a favorite hobby, or social stud-
ies class. To express appreciation
for those things, it would be appro-

riate to use "like." But according to

er instruction, it would be entirely
aﬁ{)ro riate to say that we loved an
older brother, or a favorite aunt, or a
puppy, since they could reciprocate
that love.

I never forgot that lesson, and I
reasoned that according to her defi-
nition, I had a childhood full of love:
for family, for friends at school and
church and in my Sunday School
class. Also for the neighborhood kids
who gathered regularly for foot rac-
es, tire rolling, softball, cops and rob-
bers, or other forms of recreation that
didn't require expensive equipment.

A major object of my love in
childhooc{, and a source of much en-
joyment and entertainment, were the
pets I grew up around. Some were
domesticated, some were less so.
Some were chosen, others adopted
us. But all were loved without reser-
vation.

Among my favorites were the
chickens that ran freely in our yard.
I knew each by her breed and by her
personality. There were the White
Rocks, the Barred Rocks, the Rhode
Island Reds, the Bantams and vari-
ous other breeds. I even assigned
names to our chickens. One of my
favorites was a fat White Rock that I
named Itty Ba Itty. My family agrees
that I was the champion nest find-
er of those chickens that chose to

make their nests in the wild. After close observation of our
chickens' behavior, my brother Bob and I came to an un-
derstanding of the term "pecking order" long before either
of us cracked open a psychology textbook. We discovered
that one chicken bossed all others in the chicken yard and
at the bottom was a chicken that bossed none.

My family and I have always loved dogs. Because of our
home's location (It was one of the first houses one reached
when leaving Huntsville and driving across Monte Sano
Mountain on U.S. 431 South), our house would usually be
the final destination for unwanted dogs that had been driv-
en across the mountain and forced out of the car by irre-
sponsible pet owners. Those once-unfortunate dogs could
always find a few table scraps and a child or two to play
with at our house.

To this day, I still remember the name and distinctive
personality of each member of our canine family. Some
were very friendly. Others were a bit aggressive, though
never toward us. The first dog I remember was a large
black dog named Caesar. I recall petting him when I was
about 3 or 4 years old. Dogs that were given to us were
rambunctious; playful Buster; Crystal, our first and onl
lap dog; Weezer, who greeted us with a broad smile and al-
ways accompanied me to the tomato field, moving with me
as | progressed down the row, and lying in the cool spots
I created as my hoe broke up the earth. There were Bo and
Spot, who were litter mates, and after Bo was struck and
killed by a car while crossing Highway 431, Spot always
thereafter ran under the highway and through the culvert
rather than crossing the road.

Our most legendary dog, and possibly the best loved by
all our family, was Maxie, a Chow mix whose reputation as
a snake killer was known throughout the community. The
very sight of a snake seemed to make him angry. He would
grab it and sling it from side to side, never letting go until
that snake was dead. On one occasion, he found a nest of
coc{)perheads, killing several of them and laying them out
side by side. Ironically, Maxie died after being bitten by a
giant rattlesnake. My father shot the snake and hung it up

or the neighbors to see, but Maxie was beyond saving. We
always remembered him as a playmate and a protector,
and the object of our affection. _

Old Ad run in 1998




One Left, One Came

by Lillian Mount

We had our lovely little girl Foxie for
14 years. She came to live with us strict-
ly gy accident. I came home from doing
some chores one afternoon to discover a
cardboard box. It was closed up, with the
end flaps wedged shut. My old dog Regal
was barking at it and I went to see what it
was. Well, inside was a wet, woebegone,
bedraggled little black and brown puppy.
That puppy soon became our Foxie lady.
Every day of her life, after she was ours,
was filled with love for her. She was in our
hearts to stay forever.

However, there came the time when
we finally had to say our sad goodbyes to
her happy (but graying) face. Her health
had deteriorated and the vet sadly said it
was time. And so we said goodbye.

But to my way of thinking, a home is
not a home without a dog in it. So two
days after our farewell, I was at the local
Humane Society talking to the animals
there who needed to be %oved as badly as
I needed to give love. One little guy in the
corner kennel caught my eye. He was in
there alone, and very depressed acting.
He obviously wasn’t happy with his sur-
roundings. Stooping down to talk to him
I thought to myself - this little guy doesn’t
meet your criteria, Lillian Ann. I'd set out
to find a short hair dog, a female, a small
dog and an older dog. This fellow was
none of that.

The card his previous owner had filled
out stated he was untrainable, not house
broken, aggressive, a nipper and biter,
and had been kept in the bathroom all day
while owners worked, walked twice a day
and lived in an apartment. After readin
all this negativity, I thought to mysel?,
there’s notl%ing here that time and train-
ing won’t cure. We discovered he was a
border collie mix, 4 months old. He came
home with us.

He was already named Gary, so we just
kept his name, tKinking he had enough
adjustment to make without worrying
about a new name. As soon as he learned
that the door in the kitchen led to the ga-
rage which led outside, he was housebro-
ken - about 60 minutes time. He ran and
played in the backyard until I thought he
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was going to faint. He chased balls, toys, lizards and
squirrels along the top of the fence. He was enrolled
in puppy kindergarten, and socialized, socialized, so-
cialized. He was taught that good pu%pies don’t bite
and nip hands, feet and ankles when they play. Chew
toys, Kongs, and stuffed puppy toys are great fun to
chew and when you play and chew them, you get
clicks and treats.

One year later, my little mischievous puppy has
turned into a marvelously well behaved dog. He's
a real eager beaver when it come to learning new
things. We go to the dog park and he runs and plays
with his friends for two hours every evening.

He’s a very special boy, and he has a very special
place in his Mom and Dad’s heart. We still miss our
Foxie girl, we still love our Foxie girl, just as we still
miss and love all our other dogs before her. Gary has
not filled the empty spot she left. He’s done some-
thing, better, more important. He’s created his own
spot in our hearts. He’s accepted the love we have to
offer and gives us more love and pleasure every day
we have him with us. He is truly love in a big golden,
fur wrapped, red tongue, brown eyed package.
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Going Out of Business Sale

Equipment Sale

Call (256) 714-2377 for full list of
equipment, vehicles and supplies
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Retiring the Red
Monogrammed
Nightgown

Judy Chandler Smith,
originally published in OHM
in April 2017

My son Owen's car was bro-
ken into a few weeks ago. He was
visiting his brother, Brent. Brent
lives on Chambers Street. He was
parked in the carport and Owen
parked right behind Brent's car.
Owen ran into the house for a
few minutes with car unlocked.
To Owen's amazement when he
returned to his vehicle, he found
that his car had been robbed.

His console was up and his
North Face book bag was missing
as was his wallet. The book bag
had his Biology work notes, books
and binders for classes for Univer-
sity of Alabama/Huntsville. One
of the books cost over $300.00.
Also, important to him were the
contents in his wallet. Nothing
would be of any use to anyone
but him, however losing his class
notes and books were of a terrible
loss. How could he ever catch up
in class? He was just praying his
teachers would be understand-
ing and I was praying some kind
person might find the books and
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return them.

On a Monday night as I crawled into bed wearing my red
monogrammed nightgown and almost asleep, I made myself
get up to check the answering machine. I couldn't believe my
ears. | had to play the message three times to get the name and
phone number correctly. It was a Bill Robinson and he said
that he had been walking his dog and saw several books, pa-
pers and binder on the side of the road as well as contents from
a wallet. It appeared to belong to Owen and if I would contact
him, I could get Owen's much needed books back. I was so ex-
cited, I returned his call and said I would be right over.

When I was driving out my driveway at 11:00 p.m. I real-
ized that I had on the red monogrammed nightgown, robe and
tuzzy slippers.

Quickly getting my thoughts together, I called Brent telling
him to get dressed as he would have to ride with me to retrieve
Owen’s books. I wasn’t dressed to go meet anyone.

Bill Robinson told Brent that he remembers Owen from be-
ing a Spanish teacher at HHS. He also knew the books were
expensive and if they were truly Owen’s he would be needing
them.

We thanked him profusely and I took Brent home and them
left the books on Owen’s porch so he could find them when he
got ready for class. As I pulled into my carport I thought to
myself - yes Virginia there are still some caring and consider-
ate people in the world and Bill Robinson is certainly one of
them. Now I think I will retire the red monogrammed night-
gown. I've had enough outings in it.

Well, on second thought, I might just wear it one more time
- next Valentine’s Day.

f
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Here’s a Unique Gift You Won’t
Find Anywhere Else!

The Perfect Shirt for that person who’s
Hard to Buy for.
Great Quality and they Last Forever.

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

Adult Sizes Med - XXL in a
Variety of Colors. Call for
available sizes and colors. These
run true to size.

If shipment outside Huntsville,
there is a $8 charge

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

(256) 534-0502
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My First Telephone
Conversation

by Giles Hollingsworth

In June of 1939, when I had just
turned eight years old, we moved into
a house on the corner of First Street and
Ninth Avenue in Lowe Mill Village.
Behind our house on Seminole Drive,
within shouting distance, sat the once
humming but now silent, Lowe Textile
Mill. It had shut down in 1937 and now
was just a big old Cotton Mill build-
ing sitting there on a big plot of land,
and for an eight year old it was intrigu-
ing. Actually I thought it was emlfty,
and that the property was more or less
deserted, because I had seen no com-
ing and going of trucks or cars. Later I
learned that it was a cotton warehouse.

I should have known better, but I
was curious about the Mill property.
I would have never tried to enter the
building but I thought that if the gate
wasn't locked, I might look though one
of the windows to see just what had
been left there. Maybe a loom. Daddy
had talked about looms but I had never
seen one.

So, one day I walked back there
and saw that, yes, the gate was locked.
But then, about a hundred feet off to
my left, behind the chain link fence, I
saw a couple of white ducks waddling
around. I figured they were squatters,
ducks that had found vacant property
and decided to call it their home. I sure
didn't figure them to be Mill property.
Why would a defunct Mill have ducks?

I walked to where the ducks were,
then I spotted, real close to the fence,
their nest, with two eggs in it. Next,
(and this had to be fate), I saw, about
ten feet away, a gap under the fence, big
enough for me to easily crawl through.
Now, in view of all I have written so
far, would it be okay if I got those eggs?
They weren't being sat on for hatching.
I figured they were pretty much the
same as chicken eggs for eating, just
bigger.

My answer to my question was
"Yes". So under the fence I went!

But unbeknownst to me there were
two men guarding the property, and

they were darn good at their job. They must have stayed
in the Mill office most of the time, but obviously they
could see well from there, because as soon as I reached
the nest one of them appeared. Scared me to death! And
that was just the beginning of my scare. He wasn't ugly
or mean to me but he didn't buy my rationale as to why
I thought the eggs were there for the taking.

He said there were several ducks on the property,
mostly on the back side, and that he and his co-worker
gathered elg(gs daily.

He took me into the Mill office where he and his
partner proceeded to what I now know was phase two
of "The Big Scare". They questioned me some more and
one of their questions was, "Don't you know that this
kind of thing could put you in reform school?"

I had never stolen anything in my short life, but I,
like every other Mill Village kid, knew what reform
school was. Back then there weren't a lot of bleeding
heart judges. I was petrified!

Then, phase three. One of the men said, "Let's see
what the boss says we should do", as he picked up the
phone. He got the boss on the phone, gave him the de-
tails, then said to me, "The boss wants to talk to you".
Well I had never talked on the phone before! Never!
And I didn't know any kid that had. I had never even
been around any famifl that had a phone. Phones were
that rare and the people I knew were that poor. So I'm
sure "the boss" had no idea how traumatized [ was as he
quizzed me a little more. But then again, maybe he did
know, because he got my tearful promise to stay away
from the duck eggs and the Mill, then had the guards
send me on my way. I was never so relieved and so
thankful!

There are easy-to-see morals to this story, but here is
an irony: I couldn't even brag to my buddies that I was
probably the first one of the bunch to talk on the tele-
phone, because I sure didn't want them to know about
me getting into that much trouble.




Pigeon Homecoming

by Billy Joe Cooley

A few weeks ago, when the weather was cold, Jerry
Lee kept a dozen or so red birds and blue birds well fed
in his huge back yard.

He would go down to the picture show late at night
and get all the leftover popcorn, put it in a garbage bag
and haul it home, sprinkling it across his yard so the
birds would have special treats next morning.

He did the same with leftover corn brea
around the area, especially in deepest winter.

But, as one could expect, pesky blackbirds started
recognizing Jerry Lee's backyard as a good thing for free-
bies and pushed their way in, thus pushing the pretty
redbirds and bluebirds out.

Jerry Lee has always been a hard worker and didn't
take kindly to the black demons flocking to his yard. He
much preferred the beautiful colorful birds.

Somebody gave him the solution: bring a bunch of
pigeons to the neighborhood.

He went to Chattanooga, rounded up a half dozen
pigeons and brought them home. Behold! He was just in
time. The yard was full of blackbirds. The pigeons flew
in on the unwanted birds, pecked, ﬂog]%ed and generally
made life miserable for them. The blackbirds took flight.

Then the pigeons became pesky.

The color birds wouldn't return to the yard. Jerry Lee,
now confronted with a new problem, consulted his city
cousins about how to get rid of the pigeons, which by
this time were attracting other pifeons.

He decided against poisoned corn
and other drastic measures. He thought
about using roman candles to "fireball"
them out of the area. He thought bet-
ter of that, however, remembering how
such a tactic against crows had caused
a neighbor to lose a hay barn to flames
a few years back.

Traps proved useless. The pigeons
were wary of objects they didn’t un-
derstand. Meanwhile, neighbors com-
plained that the pigeons were "bless-
ing" their car windshields and window
awninlgzs. Something had to be done, so
he took his .22 rifle and started shoot-
ing one afternoon, picking the pigeons

from cafes

Steve Cappaert
Broker - Associate
(256) 651-7517 Cell
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off one at a time as they poked their
strutting bodies into view.

That’s when it happened. One of his
bullets ricocheted, striking his car’s gas
tank and setting off an explosion that
could be heard all the way to town,
more than a mile away.

Unfortunately, the car was parked
in the carport and there weren’t enough
unfrozen water pipes in the area to ex-
tinguish the blaze. His family managed
to escape the fire. So did the pigeons.
And that’s the truth.

7500 Memorial Parkway So. #122
Huntsville, Al 35802

Business phone (256) 883-6600
Fax (256) 883-6650
stevecappaert@knology.net
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ON BEING A
GooD DoG

by the dog

Dear God: Here is a list of
just some of the things I must
remember to do to be a Good
Dog:

- I will not eat the cat's food
before he eats it or after he
throws it up.

- I will always remember
the power I have when I make

my eyes really big and sad.

- I will not roll on dead
squirrels, mice, snakes, etc.,
just because I like the way they
smell.

- Those are not treats in the
litter box.

- The sofa is not for me to
use as a "face towel".

- The UPS man and mail
delivery lady are harmless
and are not stealing our stuff.
They might be bringing me a
Chewy box.

- I will not play tug-of-war
with Dad's underwear when
he's on the toilet.

- Sticking my nose into
someone's crotch is an unac-
ceptable way of saying "hello".

- I don't need to suddenly
stand straight up when I'm un-
der the coffee table.

- I must shake the rainwa-
ter out of my fur before enter-
ing the house - not after.

- I will not come in from
outside and immediately drag
my butt across the carpet.

- I will not sit in the middle
of the living room, and lick my
belly.

- The cat is not a "squeaky
toy", so when I play with him
and he makes that noise, it's
usually not a good thing.

- I will not stop and stand
my ground when coming
across an interesting spot of
Monkey Grass.

- I'will lick my owner's face
when she bends down for a
kiss, even though I don't feel
like it just then.

- 1 will make my family
think they are really teaching
me tricks even though the most
important thing is the treat I get
for it.

- When presented with
plain dog food, I'll act like I'm
not hungry and always hold
out for some good table scraps.

- I will be forever gratetul
to my new family for rescuing
me from the shelter. I was so
scared and thought I'd spend
the rest of my life there.

s

\_ ANTIQUES

B&W AUCTION

FEBRUARY AUCTION - DON’T MISS IT!
Saturday Feb. 11th. at 1pm - Absolute - No Reserves!

** Antiques, Furniture, Collectibles, Glassware, Metal **

Wilson Hilliard, ASBA #97
- FURNITURE

Several Local Haulers, Estate & Consignment Lots, including (but NOT limited to):
Oak, Mahogany, Maple & Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom Pieces, China Cabinets & Break-
fronts, Sideboards, Several Chests & Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests, Beds & BR Suites, Sofas,
Dining Room Suites, Bookcases, Occasional Tables & Stands, Glassware, Advertisement Signs &
Items, Old Tools, Toys, Radios & Radio Equipment, Pottery & Crocks, Picture Frames & Mirrors,
Tray Deals, Lamps, Lots of Smalls and other Unique & Hard-to-Find Items.
Use the information below for more details, Pictures and Updates!
And remember - OUR BUILDING WILL BE FULL!!

*For pictures, listings, details and directions log onto www.auctionzip.com ~ Auctioneer Loca-
tor 1.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
Rod Schrimsher, ASBA #2650

— COLLECTIBLES

Climate-Controlled
Smoke-Free Facility
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(256) 837-1559

- GLASSWARE y




PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Valentine Lave
gor gour Dog

Nothing says “I Love You"
to your dog like a Kong toy
filled with peanut butter.
Along with an afternoon on
your lap while you watch TV. Do things to
show them you value them as part of your
family. So read on for some fun and thought-
ful ways to celebrate your love for your canine
companion this Valentine's Day.

1. What dog doesn't love a treat? Fabulous
treats are available to order online, from
cakes and cookies to "doggie wine" (broth in
a bottle). Or find some recipes and bake treats
right in your kitchen (your dog will most likely
be right there with you, waiting). Make sure
these items are made in the U.S.A.

2. Surprise him with an extra walk, or a trip
to his favorite dog park or trail — especially if
you haven't been there for a while.

3. Read any good dog books lately? Curl up
together on the couch with a book or a great
dog movie. Together time is precious, and
often hard to find with our busy schedules.
He'll love the attention.

4. Does he need a new coat to keep warm
this winter, or a nice new collar or bandana?
Add a pretty charm to his collar, and while
you're at it, check his tags to make sure they
are still readable and reflect your current
contact info.

5. Healthy teeth and gums help keep your
whole dog healthy. Consider a dental check-
up with your vet, and have her show you how
to brush your dog's teeth. Be sure to get the
special paste made for dogs (human tooth-
paste is toxic to pets). February is National Pet
Dental Health Month, after all.

6. How about a day at the spa to make him
feel special? Many options are available, like
do-it-yourself facilities in pet stores, specialty
salons and even mobile grooming vans that
come right to your house.

7. Get him a new toy, make a big deal of
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opening it and then play with him.
Lots of Valentine-themed toys are
available, or buy a new Kong, fill it
with peanut butter, and watch the
happiness unfold. By the way, when
you buy Kong, get the special clean-
ing brush that goes with it; otherwise
you'll never get that peanut butter
residue out.

8. Many pet owners forget to
check their pet’s beds when doing
laundry. He might need his bed
washed before putting that new toy
or treat on it and he’ll love it if the

washing and drying fluffs it up a bit.

9. If you have a disaster preparedness kit for
your family make sure you have one for your pets.

10. Make sure your pet is micro-chipped - this
is one of the best ways to ensure you will be re-
united if you and your pet become separated or
he gets lost.

11. Take your pet with you when you go to the
bank, drive-in restaurants etc. - many banks have
dog biscuits for their canine customers and your
friend will start to look forward to these trips.

12. Leave a legacy by making a donation in his
name to an animal rescue group or shelter. Check
around and find the organization that feels right
to the two of you.

13. Many pet-oriented websites have opportu-
nities for you to post a photo or story about your
pet. Consider posting something to share the love
you have for your special friend with all the world.
Happy Valentines Day!

2905 Bob Wallace Ave. SW
#D, Huntsville, Al

custsvc@cwhsv.com (256) 883-4567

Recycling means less

for the landfill!
Cartridge World Global Holdings Ltd. All rights reserved .Cartridge World is a registered trademark of Cartridge
Word Global Holdings Company Ltd.

www.cartridgeworld.com/store522
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The Fiction
of History

by Tom Carney

The Pilgrims did not land at Plymouth
Rock and July 4th is not Independence
Day.

Sounds preposterous?

The belief that the Pilgrims landed on
Plymouth rock rests solely on the recol-
lection of a ninety-five year old man, 120
years after the event. Thomas Faunce told
a crowd that his father, who arrived in
America three years after the Mayflower,
had once pointed out to him the rock as
the place where the Pilgrims had landed.

There is no other evidence for the tra-
dition.

As the Coast Guard has pointed out
numerous times since, the current would
have made it impossible for a small boat
to land at that spot. Ironically, Plymouth
Rock never entered our history books until
the 1800s when it was used to advertise
soap.

Another great deception that has been
foisted upon the American people is the
celebration of the 4th of July as our nation's
Independence Day.

Independence from Eng-
land had been declared two
days earlier on July 2, 1776.

Our second President of
the United States of America,

John Adams, in a letter to his
wife, predicted that "the Sec-
ond day of July, 1776 will be
the most memorable Epoch
in the History of America. I
am apt to believe that it will
be celebrated, by succeeding
generations, as the great an-

July, 1776,” would be the great date in history.

Even the story of Bunker Hill is a myth. The famous
battle actually took place on Breeds Hill, some two
thousand feet away. By 1893 so many people believed
the story that the authorities changed the name of Breed
Hill to Bunker Hill, in an attempt to correct history.

Probably the biggest hoax handed down in our his-
tory books is the tale about the Liberty Bell. It did hang
in the statehouse but it was not rung upon the signing
of the Declaration of Independence. The name “Liberty
Bell” was given it in 1839, symbolizing the hope for

niversary Festival."

To further undermine the
real date, a nineteenth century
editor, in publishing Adam’s

call or text (256) 503-2922

original letter, changed the
date and had Adams inform-
ing his wife that “the Fourth of




freedom of black slaves, not the
independence of white Ameri-
cans from Britain.

Another story that does not
withstand the scrutiny of his-
tory is the battle of the Alamo.
Contrary to popular belief, the
defenders were not all heroes.
Colonel Travis, the commander,
had abandoned his pregnant
wife and two year old child in
Alabama, before ending up in
Texas. In the oath he took, he
lied, claiming to be a widower.

Jim Bowie was running from
the law and Davy Crockett had
left his home in Tennessee,
where he had become a figure
of ridicule.

There is absolutely no proof
that the defenders of the Alamo
fought to the last man. On the
contrary, overwhelming con-
temporary evidence indicates
that Davy Crockett and his Ten-
nesseans surrendered, rather
than fight it out hand-to-hand.
Incidentally independence was
not the only thing they were
fighting for; they had also been
promised large grants of land in
return for their efforts.

Few people today remember
that the song “Yellow Rose of
Texas” was a song about Santa
Anna’s mistress.

In 1903, the Texas Historical
Society decided to sanitize their
history and rewrote the words
accordingly.

Teddy Roosevelt never
charged up San Juan Hill. The
hill they captured was Kettle
Hill and when they finally got
around to San Juan Hill, the
Spaniards had already fled.

William Randolph Hearst, a
publishing magnate and close

“When your mom is really
mad at your dad, don’t let
her brush your hair.”

Evie, age 7

personal friend who was aware
of Roosevelt’s political aspira-
tions, ordered the name change
in his newspapers. The reason
he gave was, “San Juan sounds
more heroic than Kettle.”

Here in Huntsville, when
they finally got around to writ-
ing a State Constitution (1819),
it seems as if one of their big-
gest problems was keeping the
delegates sober. They actually
had to call the sheriff to remove
some of the offending delegates.

No history book of Hunts-
ville prints the fact that our
Huntsville Hospital got its start
from a bordello or that Brahan
Spring Park is named after a
swindler. Also, that the first
voting rights demonstration in
Huntsville occurred shortly af-
ter the Civil War when a group
of ex-Confederate soldiers held
a protest demanding their vot-
ing rights be restored.
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Jitney Drivers
Dangerous

From 1919 Huntsville newspaper

The authorities should take
some steps to stop the
reckless driving of
automobiles. No regard is
paid to the crowd crossing
the streets by the reckless
drivers of the smoke
belching machines.

At dusk this practice is
indeed a most dangerous
degree when numbers of
Jjitneys and others who know
better, run their cars without
lights.

The police, no doubt, will
cause somebody a great deal
of trouble when some
hapless soul is run down.

Hours of Operation:
Monday - Closed

Thursday 11AM -10PM

Sunday 11AM - 10PM

Come in and try our chicken wings!
BBQ, Garlic, Honey BBQ, Hot Garlic,
Hot Siracha, Mild, Naked and Teriyaki.
You'll See why they’re so Popular!

Serving You Since 1961

Tuesday - Wednesday 5pm -10PM

Friday & Saturday 11AM -11PM

Curbside Delivery Available

(256) 489-3374

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com

Like us on Facebook
& 255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801 &
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Remembering
Ma Maw Hillis

by Cathy Bowen Bridges
published in OHM in November 2011

My maternal grandmother, Theo-
dora (Theo) Cantrell Hillis was one of
the biggest influences in my life. She
was a humble, southern, God-fearing
lady that could make the best home-
made chocolate pie with the egg-white
meringue piled high on top. Her choco-
late fudge wasn't too bad either.

Ma Maw always wore her long hair
up in a bun. When I was a little girl, I
would call it a donut. She would brush
her long hair out, and then twist it and
twist it until she had it all up in what
looked like a donut.

I'll never forget just how she looked,
with her apron tied around her waist
at all times, unless she was going to
church or somewhere else.

I can recall seeing Ma Maw praising
God at Mt. Fork Baptist Church
in New Market, as she walked
around the sanctuary all caught
up in His spirit, patting her
Bible with no care in the world
as to what anyone else thought
about her. She had tuned out
everyone but God. If you paid
close attention, you might even
feel just the slightest bit sorry
for her. You see, Ma Maw had
a crippled leg that was shorter
than the other, from having

“Insanity is hereditary -
you get it from your kids.”

polio as a child, and she also had a crippled arm that she
always held a certain way.

She would not ever desire anyone’s sympathy though,
because she had all she would ever need in this life, the
love of God and love of her family.

Ma Maw had a rough life growing up with all her other
brothers and sisters in New Market. They were pretty
much raised by a single parent, my great-grandmother
Sarah Cantrell. Her husband Frank was the forgotten
hero of Madison County that one of my relatives wrote
about in the July 2009 issue of Old Huntsville magazine.
He died in a well in New Market trying to save someone
else. He was only 37 years old.

The year was 1925. In 1926 my great-grandmother was
awarded a bronze medal on behalf of her husband’s heroic
act. Both of my grandparents are buried at Rice Cemetery
in New Market. My brother Jeff and I spent most of our
summers with Ma Maw and Papaw Hillis on the farm in
Meridianville.




aw and my uncle Junior
leasecfland from the Lewter
family that included a wonder-
ful house with a wrap-around
screened porch that had lots of
white rocking chairs that looked
out onto the front yard with all
of its beautiful peonies in bloom
in the late spring. There was a
long gravel driveway that took
you out to Highway 231/431
north or south. The large kitchen
was painted red, with a black
and white tile floor.

I always thought I was re-
ally doing something when

randparents would let
me rink coffee for breakfast.
Breakfast was always special
anyway, because Ma Maw
could make some fantastic bis-
cuits and gravy.

There was not anything
that Ma Maw could not do on
the farm. If there was, I don't
recall. She always had a large
garden, including % owing her
own potatoes, which we ate a lot
of. She could wring a chicken’s
neck, pluck the feathers, and
fry it up in a pan. We always
had lots of eggs for breakfast, or
fried chicken, pinto beans, corn
bread and fried potatoes for
lunch. Supper usually consisted
of left-overs or corn bread and
“sweet” milk.

The farm also had a “hog

lot” with big trees and big
hogs! Our twin uncles Larry

Garry were still at home,
plus some of our cousins would
stay the weekend from time to
time. We would climb the trees
and pretend like the hogs were
bears.

There was a barn also, and a
pond. My grandfather had black
cows and we would feed them
hay right out of our hands. It
was also fun playing up in the
loft. We never got bored, that’s
for sure!

Ma Maw has been gone for a
long time, but I think about her
often. She wound up with breast
cancer and died in the car with
my aunt, uncle and grandfather.
They were bringing her back
from a radiation treatment, and
her tired old heart just stopped.

Med Flight was summoned
and they tried to revive her after
they got her home, but it was no
use. She had gone on to be with
her Lord. I miss her, and love to
remember the good times [ had
with her.

She and Papaw are buried at
Cochran Cemetery in New Mar-
ket, not far from where I live.

If I was to say that anyone
who has walked this earth was
a saint, it would have to be Ma
Maw Hillis. She is gone but will
never, ever be forgotten.
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“Don’t let worry kill you.
Let the church help.”

Seen in local church
newsletter

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 $50/year.

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

“THE WAY IT WAS,”

)
THE OTHER SIDE OF HUNTSVILLE’S HISTORY STORIES YOU WON T FORGET

BY ToM CARNEY TRUE TALES OF MOONSHINERS, LOVE
STORIES, MILL MEMORIES, LOCAL HEROES,
UNFORGETTABLE EVENTS - YOU WON'T SEE THESE

STORIES ANYWHERE ELSE.

All Local
Short Stories

$1999 includes

free shipping US wide

To order with credit/debit card
call 256.534.0502

Also Available at Harrison Brothers and
on Amazon.com
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My Class Ring

by Catherine Clemons
Cameron

It was November of 1950
and there was excitement in the
air at Woodville High School,
Jackson County, Alabama. The
11th graders had just been in-
formed they could order their
class rings early. The ring sales-
man would be there a certain
day for us to select our rings. I
wanted a ring but I wondered
how my Mom and Dad would
get the money. My two best
friends for 11 years were Betty
Gattis (Walker) and Martha
Hinshaw (Walker). We were the
only 3 who picked ones with a
blue set. Others picked red sets
or plain ones.

My folks were share-crop-
pers whose main income was
the cotton crop that came in
the fall, when the cotton was
ginned and sold at Gurley. Dur-
ing the year, my Mom would
supplement their income by
selling butter and eggs.

I went to my Mom with my
problem and I told her I needed
$22, which at that time was a lot
of money for poor folks. Look-
ing back, I didn't realize how
poor we were, because most
folks that I knew were just like
us. I once asked Mom about the
"Depression era". She said they
didn't know there was a De-
pression. Life was the same out
in the country. She did say there

were folks coming by asking for food and they were always fed.

We never went hungry, because we grew a large vegetable
garden and canned all summer. Dad would buy 2 pigs in the
summer and fatten them until it was cold enough for hog-killing.
All the men in the neighborhood seemed to be there to help and
they would get paid with some fresh pork. We didn't get electric-
ity until I was 13 years old, when Roosevelt's REA program from
TVA came into effect. Our first electric bills were about $2 monthly.

Now back to my needing $22, Mom said she would see what
she could do, but I would have to help. She contracted with Rous-
seau's Grocery Store in Paint Rock to buy 11 fat hens to sell to the
town folks for Thanksgiving. I really, really earned my ring. I was
embarrassed by how I got it, so for years, I didn't tell anyone how
I "paid" for my ring.

When the day came to "dress" the hens, it was cold outside.
Mom brought a No. 2 wash-tub in our living-room by the fire-
place, then went outside and chopped off the heads of 11 hens.
She brought them in and poured boiling water in another large
wash-tub and soused in one at a time, and I started plucking feath-
ers. She had put them up for a few days to fatten them, as they
were free-range chickens.

These days, most folks don't how to cut up a frying-size
chicken, so you could have a pulley-bone. Now when you buy a
cut-up chicken at the store, there is no pulley-bone, it's included
in the 2 breast parts.

I had to learn to do that when I was 11 years old. Mom would
wring the fryer's neck and I would skin it and cut it up and we
would have fried chicken, usually for Sunday morning breakfast.
With the older hens, you wouldn't skin them. They had to be put
in boiling water and taken out immediately and pluck the feathers.
By the time I was finished with the hens, my hands and wrists
were aching badly.

I still have my ring, although I don't wear it any more. The
"WHS” is worn and the date, 1952 is almost gone. When I look at,
I am reminded how hard I had to work to pay for it.

Fight
Crime!

Join Your Community Watch

www.hsvcommunitywatch.com




Horrible Accident on the
Huntsville Beltline and
Monte Sano Railroad

from the Huntsville Daily Mercury
September 1888

Yesterday at one o'clock, a squad of workmen
employed on the Dummy line boarded the Dummy
at McGee's Hotel in a light hearted and merry
mood, to resume the labors of the day. In front of
the Dummy engine was a box car, belonging to the
E.T.V. & Ga. railway, loaded with cross ties, to be
used in the construction of the track on the moun-
tain. They little thought that in a few more minutes
one of their number would be grasped in the icy
embrace of death.

But it was even so. One of the squad, a man
named Frank Barker, who was seated on the brake
on top of the box car, was caught by the neck with a
telephone wire, stretched diagonally across Clinton
Street where it crossed Lincoln and knocked to the
track beneath. The wheels of the Dummy dragged
the body of the unfortunate man about 60 yards
before the engine could be stopped.

When his comrades reached him, the bruised,
mangled and dismembered body was reduced to
an unrecognizable mass of bleeding pulp. He lived
about ten minutes.

Esquire Figg was sent for, and he, acting as ex-
officio capacity of coroner, commenced inquiries on
the spot with regards to the death of the unfortunate
man. A.A. Odom being duly sworn, said that the
deceased met his death by his head coming in con-
tact with the telephone wire across Clinton Street.
Jetf Anderson, D. Kinston, John Coles and Chas.
Robinson gave testimony corroborative of the above,
and on viewing the remains, the "Squire decided
there was no necessity in holding a regular coroners
inquest, and gave instructions that the remains be
delivered to the friends of the deceased.”

Mr. Arthur Owen Wilson, President of the road
shortly appeared on the scene, and a messenger was
sent to the undertaking establishment of E.B. Carter
& Co. where an elegant burial casket was procured.
In the meantime the body was removed to the house
of a family near by and washed and shrouded for
the grave. The remains were forwarded to the rela-
tives of the dead man, who resided near Eutaw, on
the 10:40 express last night.

Deceased was a young man about 26 years old,
and came here from Birmingham about 6 weeks
ago. He was married and his wife lives somewhere
in the vicinity of Eutaw.
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The telephone wire which caused his
death was a private wire from the residence
of Mr. Mayhew on Maiden Lane to the plan-
ing mill at the front of Washington Street. The
wire was not stretched on poles of regulation
height which accounts for the disastrous and
fatal accident. The hands employed on the
dummy line severed the wire at this point a
few hours after the catastrophe.

The Dummy Line Again
from the Huntsville Gazette, Dec. 8, 1888

The Mayor was instructed to confer with
the City Attorney in regard to “taking steps
to condemning the rails on Clinton street”.
The Mayor stated that he had seen Mr. Wil-
son, the President of the Dummy Line, and
that Mr. Wilson had promised much and
performed nothing. The Mayor called the
attention of the Board to the wretched state
of Clinton Street and said that, in his opin-
ion, the only thing left to give relief to the
citizens of said street would be for the Board
to condemn the line as a nuisance and have
the rails torn up and removed.

Municipal Matters
from the Huntsville Gazette, Apr. 20, 1889

The Mayor stated that it had been re-
quested that the city pass a law prohibiting
boys from playing on the Dummy track and
swinging on the cars. On motion the ordi-
nance committee was directed to frame and
ordinance to that effect and also to regulate
the speed of the Dummy through the streets.

N\
OUR ADVERTISERS KEEP

“OLD HUNTSVILLE” GOING

Help Our Local Economy by
Buying from our Neighbors and
Small Businesses!
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REMEMBERING
BOBBY JOHNSON

Bobby Dale Johnson 79,
of Huntsville passed away
December 27, 2022. Born in
Albertville, AL, he graduated
from Huntsville High School
in 1961 and the University of
Montevallo in 1976. He was a
Navy Veteran and served in Da
Nang, Vietnam with the U. S.
Navy "SeaBees" while stationed
out of Gulfport, MS.

Survivors include his wife
of 41 years, Dianne Anderson
Johnson; son, Robert Nun-
nally Johnson; brother, Ronny
Johnson and several nieces and
nephews.

He was preceded in death
by father, Orvis D. Johnson;
mother, Amie Lee (Daniel)
Johnson; daughter, Meredith
Brooke Johnson and sister, Pam
Shipman.

An avid outdoors man, he
enjoyed all the beauty that
God has provided. Retirement
objective was to fabricate a

geodesic dome cabin on top of the mountain out in
Grant, AL to spend his final days. This dream did not
get completed before his death.

Early in his career he worked at Cape Kennedy
during the Apollo Moon program, contributed to
first electron-beam welding in space experiment "M-
512" of Skylab program, was involved in developing
robotic "TIG-welding" equipment used for repairing
steam generators for the Westinghouse Corporation
out of Nashville, TN.

The bulk of his forty year engineering career was
spent with SCI Systems of Huntsville, AL designing
electro-mechanical hardware in support of "electronic
black boxes" used on military and commercial pro-
grams.

His last job was with Minerva Engineering, a small
company out of Phoenix, AZ. He was involved with
assembling office desk/chairs, reading specifications
then responding with conceptual design instructions,
fabrication sources, physical assembling, packaging,
shipping and even janitorial services. He also modified

Up-Armored HMMWYV vehicle to be a mobile helicopter
landing radio center and developed training devices used
in spherical training center.

Bobby was a humble, brilliant, kind man who cherished
his friends and family. If you were Bobby’s friend, he was
loyal to you til the end.

He will be missed always.

=

GODFREY

Hello, my name is Godfrey. | am a
medium haired gray and white declawed
cat and about 5 years old. | am friendly
and sweet to people and greet everyone
who comes into my room at the Ark Ani-
mal Shelter. | love to talk to people and
am very chatty. Other cats hang back and
are very shy but not me!

| am very curious and interested in
what my people are doing every minute.
Here at the Ark | love to go on the catio
and watch the birds and dogs. | would
love a home with big sunny windows and

a cat tree or a sunroom so | can watch what's going on in the outside world.
Because | am declawed | can never go outside. If you come to the Ark,

will you ask to see Godfrey? That’s me.
The Ark

A No-Kill Animal Shelter
256.851.4088

139 Bo Cole Rd.

Huntsville, Al 35806 Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 p.m,
L1 Faj
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hands to guide and help her play the instruments.
THE POWER OF On a few occasions, Johanna has reached out as if
in search of my own hand. I respond each time by put-

MUSIC TO RE ACH ting my hand in hers. Then she will squeeze it or tap

the rhythm of the song I'm singing. I feel a wonderful
WITHIN connection to her when this happens.
It is my goal, each time I visit, to reach Johanna
wherever she is inside her mind. Some days it takes two
by J ennifer Jonas, Accredited Music  or three songs, and other days it takes just one verse to
Therapist bring out that genuine smile and that heartfelt laugh.
Written June 2017 in OHM Then I know I've reached her.

Johanna has advanced Alzheimer's and
has lost the ability to care for herself. She
lives in a nursing home where someone else
bathes, feeds and clothes her. She no longer
walks or talks but spends her days in her
reclining chair. Her daughters wanted to
offer her something special but struggled
to find the right thing. Johanna's caregiver,
Janet, heard one of my presentations on the
power of music therapy and knew she'd
found the right gift for Johanna.

She spoke to the daughters and they
agreed to try this therapy; after all, their
mother loved to sing and was in the Good
Shepherd Church choir for years.

Janet joined me on that first offering of
my music. I came prepared with the songs
Johanna daughters said were her favorites.
When I began to sing the first song on my
list, "Be Not Afraid” Johanna turned her
head to the music coming from my guitar;
and when the lyrics reached her, she began
to smile. She recognized the words she'd
sung in choir years ago. By the time I got
to the chorus, she was tapping her foot on
her chair and laughing.

It was almost miraculous the change

that occurred in her. She had gone
from being totally unresponsive to
being completely engaged in the
music, her music. Janet looked to me
with a great big smile. She had found
what her daughters were looking for;
a therapy to touch the heart of their
mother, a therapy to reach into her
world and make contact with the part
of her that was still alive.

I sing to Johanna every week now,
bringing my guitar and all her favorite
songs'. Sometimes I bring a drum or
a bell for her to play. She needs my



In 1915 you could still call a telephone operator to get the time of day.
That same year, school lunches were introduced in Huntsville public
schools. The lunch cost five cents and consisted of a slice of bread with
butter, a meat sandwich and a glass of milk.

Those days are long gone, but the folks at Loose Ends still believe in
offering the same dedicated, personal service that makes our city a
special place to live.

MARY JIM AILOR
(256) 658-2718
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