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Top Secret Operation:
Huntsville in the 1960s

The night jailer at the Madison
County lockup eyed his prisoners
carefully. They carried no identifica-
tion and refused to give their names.

For Huntsville in 1960 - where
everybody knew everybody - this
was in itself an oddity.

A few days earlier, an employee at
Redstone Arsenal reported that he
had been approached by strangers
who asked him to work with them on
a project that was "Vital to national
security."

They, too, had stubbornly refused
to identify themselves.

Were these events related? What
in the world was going on?

Also in this issue: Ladies of the Night; Unusual Superstitions; City Hall;

Spud Blue; Making Lye Soap; Stink’s Story; Remembering Doyle Brady;
Stuffed Sentinels; Pet Tips; Recipes and much more!
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LOOKING BACK THROUGH HUNTSVILLE HISTORY "

If you were standing on the 2nd floor of Harrison Brothers Hardware in
1920 and took this picture looking north, facing East Side Square (on your
right) and the Courthouse (on your left) this is what you would have seen.

Many of those buildings are gone, the Courthouse was replaced, but
Harrison Brothers still remains on South Side Square.

*** Old Ad run in 1994 in Old Huntsville Magazine ***




Top Secret
Operation

by Tom Carney 1999

O.T. Frazier, the night jailor
at the Madison County jail,
cautiously eyed the three pris-
oners standing before his desk.
They had been picked up earli-
er in the evening for disturbing
the peace at a local nightspot.
When arrested, the prisoners
refused to give their names
or any other information that
might help Frazier identify
them.

For Huntsville, in 1960
where everybody knew every-
body, this in itself was a real
oddity.

Frazier gave the order for the
deputy, Ed Norton, to search
them. A careful examination of
their pockets revealed nothing
about who they were or where
they were from. Their billfolds
were empty except for a small
amount of currency. Reluctant-
ly, Frazier picked up the phone
and dialed the home phone
number of L.D. Wall, the Sher-
iff of Madison County.

Wall, mildly annoyed at be-
ing disturbed so late at night,

“Just because you're
paranoid doesn’t mean
you're not being followed.”

Ron Craft, Athens

listened as Frazier told of the
arrest of the three strangers. At
the end of the summation, Wall
said, "Book them under John
Doe's. Is there anything else?"

Frazier, choosing his words
carefully, replied, “Sheriff, I
think these are the men we
were talking about yesterday.”

Without waiting to hear
anything else, Wall told Frazier
to put them in the drunk tank,
he’d be there in a few minutes.
As Wall quickly got dressed he
ponclere(fll the curious events
of the last several weeks. For
some time he had been hear-
ing rumors of the strangers ap-
proaching people and offering
them jobs for some type of mili-
tary operation.

A few days earlier while eat-
ing breakfast at a local greasy
spoon, Leon Franks, an em-
ployee at Redstone Arsenal,
approached him and told of be-
ing propositioned by the same
men. One evening after work,
he had walked to his car and
found the strangers waiting for
him. They appeared to know
all about him and asked if he
would be interested in working
on a project vital to national se-
curity.

At first Franks was intrigued
but when the men refused to
give any details, or even their
names, he sensed something
was wrong and cut the conver-
sation short.

As Franks told the story, the
Sheriff had watched him care-
fully trying to gauge his cred-
ibility. Franks was a twenty-
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year veteran of the Armed
Forces, having seen action in
WWII and the Korean War.
He was highly decorated and
well-known for his expertise as
a small arms specialist.

Wall pondered the possibili-
ties of the prisoners’ identities.
Even though the Civil Rights
movement was beginning to
take hold in the South, so far
Huntsville had been quiet.
While it was possible they
could be Ku Kluxers, he didn't
think so; he had too many in-
formers in the Klan. Another
possibility were the North-
ern agitators who were mak-
ing a nuisance of themselves
throughout the South but that
didn’t sound right either; so
far they had all %een peaceful,
“Whatever it is,” Wall decided,
“I will soon get to the bottom
of it.”

The prisoners were still
standing in front of the desk
when Wall entered the office.
They had been joined by an-
other stranger who apfpeared
to be the spokesman for the
group. Almost immediately the
stranger, without identifying
himself, ordered Wall to send
his deputy out of the room so
they could talk in private.

Infuriated that a stranger
would have the audacity to or-
der him around in his own jail,
Wall motioned for Frazier to
remain seated. Turning to the
stranger he then demanded to
know “What in the hell is go-
ing on!”

Instead of answering, the
stranger picked up the tele-
phone and dialed a number.
Mumbling a few words into
the phone he handed it to the
Sheriff. The conversation was
brief, lasting less than a min-
ute with Wall saying nothing,
just listening. After hanging
the phone up he looked at the
strangers for a long time as if
he was having trouble deciding
what to do. Finally he told the
strangers they were free to go.

After the strangers had
left, Frazier and Norton both
asked what was going on. “I'm
not sure,” replied the Sheriff.
“Some kind of official govern-
ment business.”

Almost as an afterthought
he added, “But I'm going to
find out.”

A short time later at CIA
headquarters in Lanc%ley, Vir-
ginia, a top-secret discussion
was held. Though much of the
minutes are still classified, one
can be assured that much of it
had to do with “those damn
redneck officials in Alabama
who are screwing up the Cu-
ban operation.”

When Castro first came to
power it had been hoped he
would steer Cuba toward de-
mocracy. Instead he openly
embraced Russia and the Com-
munist Party which put him
on a collision course with the
powers in Washington who
were terrified of having a Com-
munist country only ninet
miles from Florida. At hi
level meetings between the
CIA, the Pentagon and Presi-
dent Eisenhower, it was decid-
ed to overthrow Castro under
the auspices of a Cuban revolu-
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tion, supposedly engineered by
right wing Cuban exiles.

At first it was decided that
the CIA would recruit retired
military personnel who would
then train small groups of Cu-
ban exiles. After the initial
training the recruits would
come together at some pre-
determined point where the
CIA would supply them with
weapons and guidance for an
invasion of Cuba.

Alabama was a prime re-
cruiting area for the CIA. Not
only did the state have a large
number of retired military per-
sonnel, but its citizens were
known to be fiercely patriotic.

Unfortunatei'y, things went
wrong almost from the begin-
ning. Instead of using CIA
personnel to enlist people, the
agency, in an attempt to main-
tain “deniability,” used con-
tract agents, many of whom
were not qualified and had lit-
tle experience.

Many recruiting sessions
consisted of telling the poten-
tial recruit, “we can’t tell you
what it is about, or what you
will be doing, or who you will
be working for or even where
you are going but we need you
and, no, the United States gov-
ernment is not involved!”

In one fiasco, agents rented
two rooms at a hotel in Deca-
tur, complete with a stash of
firearms and military training
manuals, to interview poten-
tial recruits and judge their
experience. Local law enforce-
ment officials, after hearing of
the guns, decided a gang was
about to pull an armed ro berﬁ
and planned a raid. Only quic
intervention by top govern-
ment officials prevented what
could have been a public rela-

“Did you ever get up in the
morning, look in the mirror
and think, ‘Well that can’t be
accurate.”

Missy Herman, Madison

tions nightmare.

Needless to say, under these
conditions, the agency was not
very successful at building their
“private army.” Even worse, the
whole affair had become almost
common knowledge. Law en-
forcement officials from Deca-
tur, Anniston and Birmingham
were all demanding answers.

In Huntsville, Sheriff L.D.
Wall was also trying to find an-
swers. He called the State At-
torney General’s office and they
told him to call the United States
Attorney General’s office. They,
in reply, suggested he contact
the State Department who in
turn referred him back to the
State Attorney General’s office.
Most people would have given
up at that point but Wall was not
a man to be pushed aside easily.
Each reply only made him more
determined to find out the truth.

The CIA knew it had a real
problem on its hands. After
much consultation it was de-
cided to change direction and
approach Governor Albert Pat-
terson about using the Alabama
National Guard to train the Cu-
bans and provide support. There

Old Huntsville Page 5

was already a precedent for it
- in the late 50s select mem-
bers of the Alabama Nation-
al Guard had been used for
clandestine missions in South
Vietnam, when officially there
was no U.S. military presence
in the country.

From all appearances this
seemed to be the perfect so-
lution. Gov. Patterson had
served as a young Lieutenant
on Eisenhower’s staff dur-
ing WWII and had acquired
a reputation as a crime buster
when he broke up the rack-
eteers in Phoenix City, AL.
In addition, the Alabama Air
National Guard was the only
unit in the country still flying
the B-26 bombers - the same
type used by the Cuban Air
Force. These bombers were
important if the world was to
believe it was a Cuban upris-
ing.
In the late fall of 1960, Gov.
Patterson met with Brig. Gen-
eral Doster who asked to “bor-
row” the Alabama National
Guard for an undisclosed pur-
pose in the national interest.
Patterson was well aware of

=

=
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the “Need to know policy” of the CIA and
asked but one question.

“Does the President
know?”

After being assured of the President’s
knowledge and approval, Patterson gave
his consent.

Almost overnight, once the Alabama Na-
tional Guard became involved, the whole
project took on a professional tone. Selected
guardsmen were released from duty, given
new identities and sent to a top-secret base
in Florida. From there many of them were
transported, with false passports, to a secret
base in Nicaragua that would serve as the
staging area for the invasion. Other mem-
bers of the guard traveled to Washington
where they worked with the CIA in the
planning.

Wives were given a post office number
in New York where they could write to
their husbands. Guardsmen were instruct-
ed with cover stories to explain their be-
ing away from their jobs and families. “We
weren’t supposed to know anything about
it,” said one wife, “but of course we all did.”

“In a way it was almost like being back
home,” recalled one of the recruits. “ Almost
all of the men there were from Alabama.
The others were mostly CIA and we didn’t
have much to do with them. I think all of
us felt uncomfortable with all the cloak and
dagger stuff, but $750.00 a month was a lot
of money in 1960.”

In the late fall of 1960, General Doster,
who was acting as a liaison between the
men in Nicaragua and the CIA, stopped by
to pay a courtesy call on Gov. Patterson. As
he started to leave he made the cryptic re-
mark that “in a few months you will read
all about what we are doing and the over-
throw of Cuba.”

Although Patterson had never been for-
mally briefed, he had apparently heard
rumors that gave him a good idea of the
invasion plans. This placed Patterson in
an awkward position. Though he was ex-
tremely loyal to President Eisenhower, he
was supporting J. F. Kennedy in the up-
coming elections. He realized that if the in-

(Eisenhower)

“Children seldom misquote you. In
fact, they usually repeat word for
word what you shouldn’t have said
in the first place.”

Mandy Roberts, a mom

vasion occurred before the election, the Republican
nominee, Richard Nixon, would probably be swept
into office as a result.

After much soul searching Patterson contacted Ste-
Ehen Smith, Kennedy’s brother-in-law, and told him

e had to meet with Kennedy on important business.
A short while later Patterson received a phone call
and was told to fly to New York and check into the
Barclay Hotel. Late that evening Kennedy showed
up, and after being sworn to secrecy, was briefed by
Patterson. By all accounts this was the first time Ken-
nedy had heard of the proposed invasion.

Before Kennedy left, Patterson gave him a bag
with ten thousand dollars cash as contributions.
“That was the way things were done then,” said Pat-
terson later.

Though most historians have given Kennedy’s
stellar performance in the debates as the reason for
his victory over Nixon, few of them realized that
Kennedy possessed knowledge that gave him a se-
cret advantage. By the third debate Kennedy and
Nixon were tied, with many observers giving Nixon
a slight edge.

Suddenly during the next debate, in response to




an innocuous question, Ken-
nedy dropped a bombshell by
stating he supported armed in-
tervention in Cuba. Nixon, in
his capacity as Vice President,
was well aware of the invasion
plans, but because of the secre-
cy, was forced to act as if he op-
posed any armed intervention.
To have done otherwise might
have jeopardized the whole
operation. Ironically, Nixon’s
position that night caused him
to be labeled as being soft on
Communism, a view that most
Americans despised.

The information received
from Patterson proved pivotal
in swinging the presidential
election to Kennedy.

While the country celebrat-
ed the election of a new presi-
dent, Sheriff L. D. Wall was still
trying to get an answer to his
questions about the strangers.
Phone calls were not returned
and letters were seemingly
ignored. Still, he persisted in
his quest - after all, he was the
Sheriff of Madison County and
if something was going on here
he wanted to know about it.

In the early spring of 1961,
Kennedy gave the green light
for the Bay of Pigs invasion.

“We spent most of the night
before carrying the Cubans to
the waiting ships and getting
the aircraft readied,” remem-
bered one man. “Some of the
boys had made plans to sneak
aboard the ships with the Cu-
bans but when the CIA heard
about it they posted guards
around the piers and searched
the ships.”

“All the Cubans were excit-
ed about going home. We had
told them that when they land-
ed on the beaches we would
be supporting them with air

“To expedite your visit,
please back in.”

Sign in local proctologist’s
office

strikes. One of the Cubans I got
to know told me his wife was
expecting a baby soon and if it
was a boy he was going to name
it John Fitzgerald, in honor of
the President who was going to
liberate their country. I learned
later that he was one of the first
to die.”

The Alabama guardsmen in
Nicaragua were supposed to
only provide training and sup-
port but as the operation began
to falter, it was evident to ev-
eryone that something else had
to be done.

“We  heard everything
on our radios,” recalled one
guardsman. “They were be-
ing massacred on the beaches
and kept calling, begging for
air suﬁ)port.” The Cuban pi-
lots who were supposed to fly
the B-26s refusec{D to take off.
It was a suicidal mission, they
claimed.

Frantically, the guardsmen
radioed Washington begging
to be allowed to fly missions
and provide support. Wash-
ington refused, giving orders
that no airplanes were to be
allowed to take off. Finally,
four members of the Alabama
Air National Guard, unable to
stand by helplessly while peo-
ple were being slaughtered, or-
dered their planes made ready
and took offP for the short flight
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to Cuba. Three of the pilots were shot
down and the fourth, pursued by
Russian-made Cuban fighters, barely
managed to make it to Miami. The
government issued a statement say-
ing the pilots lost were all Cuban na-
tionals.

Without the promised air support
from the United States government,
the Bay of Pigs invasion failed miser-
ably. Now began the process of de-
nial.

battle on our radios,” recalled one
Guardsman from Cullman, “when
we got orders to leave. They didn’t
even give us time to pack. We left
our clothes, equipment and every-
thing else. We just stopped what
we were doing at the time and
boarded an airplane.”

“All types of military hardware
was left there - crates of Army 45s
with no serial numbers, aircraft
parked on the runway, radios -
you name it - we just walked away
from it.”

After landing in Florida the
guardsmen were searched for any-
thing that might prove where they
had been. The false identity papers
and passports were confiscated.

“We were told to go home -this
never happened. If anyone asked
any questions we were to deny ev-

erything. I still remember the last \

thing they told me - the United
States Government had nothing
to do with this operation.”

“The next morning I was
back at my job in Cullman sell-
ing insurance. The whole thing
seemed like a long nightmare,
except I couldn’t tell anybody
about it.”

The same day a spokesman
for President Kennedy went on
national television and declared
that, “No American military
personnel were involved in the
ill-fated invasion.”

A week later Sheriff L.D. Wall
finally received a reply to his
questions about the mysterious
strangers, “...the men in question
were employees of the Wildlife
Protection and Research Control
Board but have since been termi-

nated... We have no knowledge of their present where-

abouts.”

There is not, and never has been, a Wildlife Protection

Research Control Board.

“We were still listening to the 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!

S

f




SKYGACK

by Iolanda Hicks

If you walk down the main aisle of the Hunts-
ville Veterans Memorial Museum and cross the
long hallway at the back, lined with glass displays,
you will come to a small room, as you turn slightly
to the right and then left. Here, in this small room,
all sorts of models can be found. There are replicas,
in different sizes (or scales), of WWI and WWII air-
planes, tanks, ships. Other models depict past eras
in history like the Civil War.

In one of the longer glass cases, you will see a 53
inch replica of a Gato submarine that was preva-
lent in WWII. That one was built by Skygack. You
wonder who Skygack could be? We will get to that
a little later. Right now lets take a look at what is in
front of this Gato model. Here are miniature repli-
cas of the well-known Civil War ships: The Hunley
and the Merrimack.

The Hunley was the first submarine to sink
a warship. It was built in Mobile, Alabama and
launched in 1863. There is some really interesting
history behind the Hunley, some sad, but interest-
ing. The USS Merrimack was "the hiill upon which
the Ironclad warship CSS Viginia was constructed"
during the Civil War. Much history can be found
about the Merrimack and her repurposed hull, es-
pecially her battle with the ironclad warship, the
Monitor.

Across the room from this display are several
glass sections with model planes, tanks and various
other military vehicles. Skygack stays busy making
these displays interesting and is presently trying to
do some more identifying.

You see, many of these models have been donat-
ed by families of our long gone war heroes. Can't

you just imagine,
a long-time re-
tired bomber pi-
lot, working on
a scaled down
model of the plane
he flew during the
war? Then perhaps
there was an M1
Armor Crewman,
now in his golden
years, remember-
ing his part on a
team, prepared to
“operate the tanks,
assault weapons
and then fire weap-
ons to destroy ene-
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my positions”. We can
only imagine the many
memories in those dis-
plays cases. Skygack
takes care of those
memories by maintain-
ing and preserving,
not only the models,
but the other dozens of
glass displays.
So who is Skygack?
Skygack was a Mar-
tian from a 1907 comic.
While a young boy, he
and his Dad were pull-
ing up a floor in a 1909 home in Ohio. They discov-
ered an old 1912 paper, used as part of the floor insu-
lation. It happened to be a copy of the Skygack comic
from that time period.

From that day on, our Veterans Museum volunteer
of 8 years, Ray Bushnell, was called Skygack, by his
Dad. Ray served in the Army and Air Force and has
had stints in Vietnam, Korea, Honduras, Europe and
the Middle East. He retired in 2005. Ray got his love
of building models from his Dad, who enjoyed work-
ing with model trains. He is presently the Secretary of
the Huntsville Plastic Modeling Organization.

You can’t miss Ray when you visit the museum.
He walks the aisles, in between his volunteer work,
on many of the days the museum is open. He might
ask you if you have any questions or need help. If you
say yes, be prepared for a history lesson, because Sky-
gack is well informed!

Another of his volunteer jobs is archiving Military
technical manuals and publications, but that is, again,
another story.

So many of the volunteers at the Huntsville Veter-
ans Memorial Museum are gifted with many talents
and they have shared those talents with this writer.
It is such a privilege to realize how those gifts, those
talents were used to give us a “fine tuned picture” of
our history, in all those museum pieces and displays.

Check out the website info@memorialmuseum.
org, especially the section on models.

Better yet - go visit them and see for yourself!

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

www.historiclowryhouse.com
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Step Back in Time
by Jerry Keel

Today's children miss out on so many fun
things. Recently I found my mind had carried me
back to my young days. This was in the late 1940s
and early 1950s when things moved at a much
slower pace. It is amazing to witness the changes
that have taken place since those long-ago days.
It's funny how my memory works. I can remem-
ber things that happened in those days but I can't
remember where I left my eyeglasses or what I
had for breakfast now. Ath, the joys of old age!
(But at least I am still here.)

When darkness approached, a group of young
folks would gather around a street light in front
of my home on Beirne Avenue near the Gold-
smith Schiffman Field. When the light came on
swarms of insects of all kinds were drawn to
the bright light. Any time you had insects flying
aroum% there would be night creatures present
to take advantage of the feast provided by the
bugs. Bats and various birds would soon arrive
for a snack.

It was frightening when one or more of the
bats would drop down very fast for a tender mor-
sel and would seem to be on a collision course
with one of us. However, Nature provided the
bats with some kind of ultrasound which made
it possible for the bats to catch a flying insect and
avoid us humans.

In the daylight hours we would sometimes
catch a June bug and use it for a toy. We would
tie a string to one of its back legs then let it fly
around like a kite. This was just one of the simple
things we did to entertain ourselves. We used our
imaginations to devise simple toys made from
ordinary objects we could find lyinig around.

My parents worked in the Lincoln Mill where
cotton was spun into thread which was then wo-
ven into cloth. The work they did was very labor-
intensive and the pay was small but with limited
educations that's about all they could do. But at
least we always had food and a warm place to
live so we did alright. Our neighbors were quick
to help when someone had a need.

The neighborhood playground was a gather-
ing spot for all the kids who lived nearby. The
city paid for a lady to supervise the playground
and offer help and advice to the kids who gath-
ered there. Many of the supervisors helped us
young ones by providing guidance to us when a
problem arose.

Many times the ladies were able to help when
the kids' problems could not be discussed with

their parents. The money the city paid them
was well spent because it prevented some of us
from getting into trouble with the law.

Some of the more affluent businessmen
would sponsor activities for the playground
kids. Trips to Birmingham and Nashville were
arrangeci3 so we could see minor league base-
ball games in the spring and summer. Refresh-
ments were provided both on the bus and at
the ball park. Chaperones, who were usually
volunteers, were provided for the safety of the
kids and to maintain order. Without the chap-
erones a busload of kids would probably have
become quite rowdy (no probably about it, that
would have been a certainty).

Also movie nights at the playﬁrounds pro-
vided a chance to see a movie with all the trim-
mings like hot dogs, popcorn and soft drinks.
These activities were wonderful for us all. Chil-
dren were usually accompanied by their par-
ents, who also enjoyed the outings.

My shrink told me | was crazy and | told
him | wanted a second opinion. “Okay,”
he said, “You're ugly, too.”
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Tips from
Earlene

* Get some of that large el-
ephant garlic, peel and cut into
pieces and place in vegetable
oil for use later.

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

* Broccoli is very good for
you - steam it briefly, then put
in a bowl with a bit of marga-
rine, lemon juice and chopped,
raw Vidalia onions. Delicious!

* A small bag of sulphur
kept in a drawer or cupboard
will drive away red ants. Black
ants hate borax powder - just
place some at the point where
they come into your home.

* The secret of good health is
to eat lots of onions. The trou-
ble is, keeping that secret a se-
cret.

* Hosta plants are great for
shady areas of your garden,
and will come up multi-fold
year after year. Plant them to-
wards the back of the house,
with smaller bushes and flow-
ers in front.

* Branches of elderbush
hung in the dining room will
clear the house of flies. There is
an odor

* If rats enter your cellar, a
little powdered potash thrown
in their holes or mixed with
meal and scattered in their run-
ways will drive them away for
good.

* There is not a prettier
walk than through downtown
Huntsville - including Old
Town and Twickenham - dur-
ing any season of the year.

“You know you’re getting
older when you sink your
teeth into a delicious steak
and they stay there.”

Bob Jacobs, Scottsboto

There are plenty of sidewalks,
huge trees and beautiful old
homes. Get yourself some good
walking shoes and come on
downtown!

* Cayenne pepper will keep
the pantry and storeroom free
from ants and cockroaches. If a
mouse makes an entrance into
any part of your dwelling, sat-
urate a rag with cayenne, in so-
lution, and stuff it into the hole,
which can then be repaired
with either wood or mortar.
No mouse or rat will cut that
rag for the purpose of opening
communication with a depot ot
supplies.

* To marinate your meat
get some Ziploc storage bags.
Clean your meat and place it
inside the bag with your mari-
nade - toss in fridge and change
its position several times to get
a good soak.
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* Eggs for boiling should be

as fresh as possible. A newly
laid egg will generally recom-
mend itself the delicate

transparency of its shell.

* To keep your breath smell-
ing fresh when you can’t brush
ﬁour teeth, carry some mint tea

ags with you. Chew on one af-
ter a lunch or dinner and your
breath will be very fresh.

* To clean brass, rub the
tarnished brass by means of a
cloth or sponge with diluted
acid, such as the sulfuric, or
even with strong vinegar. Af-
terwards, wash with hot water,
to remove the acid and finish
with a dry cloth.

* Keep 4 or 5 different types
of nuts in your freezer for drop-
in guests. “Jump-fry” them in a
hissing -hot skillet with a touch
of butter, sea salt and ground
hot red pepper.

L

L

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
5UI’]C|CILJ CII’ICI MOI’ICICILJ - ClOSQCI
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Easter is just around the corner, so I've de-
cided to make out my April 9th Easter Brunch
menu. It always helps to make foods ahead
that can be frozen. Ham and broccoli quiche
is my standby with assorted fruit, cinnamon
rolls and tea. That's the best I can come up
with this year.

Last month was the three-year anniver-
sary of the Covid shutdown. Over six million
people worldwide have died from Covid. It
is said that it was leaked from a lab in China.
I have had two friends recently come down
with the virus and managed to have a relapse
all in the same month. Which brings to mind,
I better get my six-month booster. How about
you? Have you gotten yours? Better safe than
sorry. I don't have time to be sick. Spring is
my favorite time of the year. Who wants to
feel bad with the beautiful flowers blooming?

I still wait until after April 15th (Income
Tax Day) to put out tomatoes. This is because
they are especially sensitive to cold weather.
Whatever I plant earlier, I cover them every
night to keep them from being hit with a late
freeze.

Children love getting dressed up and go-
ing to Easter Egg Hunts. Check with the area

churches to see what time they will have theirs.
Also, dyeing eggs with grandkids is so much
fun. I have even found eggs that look like ones
that the kids can dye and decorate. These won't
break and can be used again next year. Finally,
sunrise services are always inspiring when the
weather permits.

If you are as old as Grandma, you will re-
member the tornado of April 4, 1974, that tore
up Parkway City and went up the side on Monte
Sano Mountain and cut power to all the TV sta-
tions. If you can't remember that one, how about
the ones of Wednesday, April 27, 2011? One hit
just before noon as part of many tornadoes of
the day. Several TVA high-power transmission
line towers were toppled. Those downed towers
cut power for the City of Huntsville and much
of Madison County.

Downtown Huntsville didn’t get electric-
ity back for five days. It came back on Monday
morning, May 2, 2011.

I'm reminding everyone to watch for weath-
er alerts and take heed when there is a tornado
warning. The one of 1974 left Parkway City and
cut trees in half two houses up from me (on the
way up the mountain), and it sounded just like
a train was going to hit us. So make sure you
have a weather radio and batteries and know
where your safe place is in the house.

Well, until next time, enjoy each day!

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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This is genuine Southern
Cooking that You'll Love.
Pick some up today!

Health Rating 98%

New Hours:

Wed - 10am to 3pm
Thur - 10am to 7pm
Friday - 10am to 7pm
Saturday - 10am to 7pm
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The Times
Remembered

by M. D. Smith, IV

The printed Huntsville Times
no longer exists.

Do you remember the headline
of The Huntsville Times on Fri-
day, March 16, 1973? Let me re-
fresh your memory. It read, “Flash
Floods Hit City At)t]er 6-Inch Rain.”

Do you recall that day? The
Parkway starting at Governors
Drive going south was underwa-
ter. So was the road over the bridge
at Big Springs, or the “Duck Pond”
as our family calls it. About fifty
feet of the road was underwater.

But wait, there was something
else about that edition of the daily
newspaper selling for just 5 cents
(35 cents per week). It was printed
entirely in blue ink. That’s right,
the basement containing all the
black newsprint ink was under-
water, but they had enough blue
ink upstairs to get the paper out
that day. I still have that faded
edition of the newspaper. Two
regular writers, Don Chapin and
Peter Cobun, got front page stories
that day about the flooding. Also,
long-time photographer, Dudly
Campbell went up in a helicopter
or airplane and got terrific aerial
shots of the Times Building and
the Parkway underwater to Drake
avenue. The Heart of Huntsville
Mall (now the Medical Mall) was
underwater. It's nice to have a
printed record of that day and the
event.

No more printed daily news-
papers in our area or other major
Alabama cities, as the Alabama
Media Group closed print opera-
tions in Huntsville, Birmingham,

and Mobile.

Sunday, February
26, 2023 - the final
print edition.

The  Huntsville
Daily Times (the
word Daily dropped
in later years) printed
war stories in 1918.

On January 21, the
headline proclaimed, “Ex-Pres-
ident Roosevelt Classed As the
Kaiser’s Potent Agent.” The cost of
the newspaper then was 15 cents
per week (7 editions).

In the old days, it took a news-
paper a long time to set the lead
type for the presses for all the
pages that were to be printed, par-
ticularly the Sunday edition. Some
sections had deadlines as early as
Friday when work began on the
giant Sunday edition. As a result,
the edition for Sunday mornin
had to be “put to bed” shortly af-
ter midnight so that the thousands
of copies could be printed, cut,
folded and ready to be delivered
to the route carriers before day-
light for home delivery.

So you can understand why
on Sunday morning, December 7,
1941, the day the Japanese bombed
Pearl Harbor, the headline in the
Times read, “Roosevelt Writing
Jap Emperor; Moscow Peril Called

Gravest Yet” because the bombing
happened way after printing time
for the newspaper. The cost of
the daily newspaper had risen to
20 cents per week. The attack oc-
curred just before 8 A.M. Hawaii
time, which was noon Huntsville
time. It was immediately on radio
stations worldwide shortly after.
The next edition on Monday af-
ternoon said, “Congress Votes On
War Quickly; FDR Gives Reports
On Losses.” Big time gap.
Breaking news and newspaper
deadlines were always a prob-
lem. However, radio, and soon
TV, were much more immediate
for the significant news stories lo-
cally and worldwide. Here’s an
interesting sidebar to this. Smith
Broadcasting bought WHBS from
the Huntsville Times Corporation
in 1958 and promptly changed the
call letters to WAAY Radio and
the format from Classical Music
to Rock and Roll. I suppose the



newspaper got all the complaints about lovers of that
type of music. The Times published several negative
articles about previous listeners not liking the new
sound from 1550 Radio.

My father, M.D. Smith, III, didn’t take kindly to
those articles and began the radio newscasts with a
recorded opening that said something like, “WAAY
Radio — Breaking news as it happens, and not yester-
day’s old news you wrap your cleaned fish guts in or
line the bottom of the birdcage with.”

After that, I think the battle was on. Anything
WAAY-Radio did that had a negative aspect, like the
“Dollar Drop” promotion where we dropped one-
dollar bills off the Russel Erskine Hotel, got a harsh
story. It caused gridlock around the city, and the Po-
lice Chief said he would ban WAAY’s remote broad-
casts if anything like that happened again. Well, you
can imagine what the Times reporters did with that
story. But my father’s reaction was that of his mentor,
P. T. Barnum, “Just spell my name correctly.” Free
press coverage was always %ood coverage as far as
he was concerned, but he still liked to jab barbs at the
Times when their stories ran about the station.

The Times was not in competition with WAAY
Radio and TV (Channel 31) for news as much as ad-
vertisers. The print media in the old days got 95% of
the ad budget for department stores, car dealers and
most businesses that could afford it. Broadcast media
had to fight each other for the scraps left over.

And it was advertisers leaving the print media
that caused the shrinkage of the Huntsville Times,
both in the physical size of the paper, and the num-
ber of pages, then going to only three days a week of
print, and finally out of the print business altogether.

The younger feneration had gone elsewhere for
their news, aided by the internet growth of the past
twenty years.

That issue of young readers is not so much of a

problem for Old Huntsville Magazine because of the
median age of its readers. They will be around en-
joying this magazine’s print
edition for many years. But,
publisher Cathey Carney is
not ignoring the digital age.
You can have a digital .pdf
version of the entire maga-
zine subscription for even
less than the print copy.

Another benefit is that
many photos are in full col-
or and so sharp and clear on
your computer or tablet.

Thus, the local daily
newspaper for our city,
and many more now and in
the future, will not have a
physically printed paper in
which to read news stories
of the day.

Yeah, I sure will miss the
printed Huntsville Times.

What am I going to line the
bottom of my birdcage with
or wrap fish guts in?

Old Huntsville Page

15



Old Huntsville Page 16

Stuffed Sentinels

by Gerald Alvis

I first started to pay atten-
tion to it about four years ago.
I was at a business office in
Hino, Japan. I noticed that at
various times during the day,
people would be asleep at their
desks. A definite no-no in the
business culture of the states, |
saw it with enough frequency I
tinally inquired about the prac-
tice. The broken English reply
was when they are tired, they
rest.

It was once a borderline
uilty pleasure. Something al-
owed maybe once a week be-

cause, weﬁ, life is busy. I be-

“l don’t ever make snowmen
in the winter. If | wanted a
cold man with slush for
brains, I'd still be married.”

Maxine

gan to understand how to use
it to recharge, reset if you will,
and then be and feel better. My
nap lasts about an hour and six

minutes; the interesting thing is it's almost exact each

time. No alarm, just an internal clock; it may seem a
novel concept, but rest when you're tired.

I've learned there is a reason it is a part of other
cultures.

Acting on this knowledge and experience (it's
easier when you're retired), I do just that and life is
better for me. I enjoy feeling rested. But it also yields
some other unexpected benefits.

Recently I was at my son's home on a Sunday af-
ternoon. Now part of my routine, I just let everyone
know and slip away.

My eldest had me lie down in my youngest grand-
daughter's bedroom. I use a fan for background
noise, and I like the way it feels, but just about the
time I was drifting off, I felt something being placed
beside me. I opened my eyes and was staring point-
blank at a stuffed fox and bear. My granc%daugh—
ter had shared her favorite "stuffies" to comfort me
while I rested.

I grabbed one of them and held it close, and lis-
tened to the stifled gig%qles.

It may be approaching the metaphysical, but
some of you out there will get it. Even with your
eyes closed, you can tell when someone comes in
and checks on you. Perhaps it was a dream or wish-
ful thinking, but she came back more than once.

Later I thought of the stark contrast, the image in
my family's minds that walked by, but I didn't care.

I had my two stuffed sentinels and an 8-year-old little girl watch-
ing over me, and I rested well!
Listen without hearing! People say I love you all the time, and

it's often without words.

Breakfast Every Morning!

Hours: Mon-Sat 7am - 7pm

Breakfast Hours:
Mon-Fri - 7am - 10:30am
Sat - 7am - 11am
Closed Sunday

Hot and Delicious!
Best Southern Cooking
You'll Find Anywhere.

(256) 883-7656

Christy.roloscafe@gmail.com




“Yes, | do Make
Good Biscuits

Mary McLeod Bethune was born in
Mayesville, South Carolina on July 10,
1875. Her parents were former slaves,

and she was the fifteenth of seventeen
children. She became a schoolteacher
and taught for six years before she
founded Bethune-Cookman College
and became its first President. She was
a consultant to the U.S. Secretary of
War in the selection of the first female
officer candidates for the Armed Ser-
vices. She was appointed consultant on
interracial affairs and understanding
at the charter conference of the United
Nations.

She held many more posts of pres-
tige, too. She was one of the most sig-
nificant forces of her era in the emerg-
ing struggle for civil rights.

One day when Mrs. Bethune was
traveling on a train during the early
days of segregation, she was seated in
what was called the "Lower 13," where
any Black traveler with a first class
ticket was placed. It was also a time
when there were those who would not
call a Black woman "Miss" or "Mrs." or
address her with respect.
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The conductor came up to her and asked, "Aun-
tie, can you make good biscuits?"

Mrs. Bethune later said that she looked up and re-
plied, “I am an advisor to President Roosevelt. I am
the founder of a four-year accredited college. I am
the organizer and founder of the National Council
of Negro Women. I am considered a leader among
women. And yes, I do make good biscuits.”
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

We had a winner for the Photo
of the Month for March - Becky
Hicks was the first caller to tell
me the photo was that of Mary
Cantrell who is long time owner
of Mary’s Antiques and Beads (45
years in business) on Pratt Av-
enue across from Waffle House.
Who has not been in there over the
years looking for glass beads for
craft projects? Mary’s has TONS
of them and a trip to her store is
an experience in itself. Becky was
a CNA at Brookshire Nursing Re-
hab for years and now is retired
and it’s harder for her to get out,
so a free subscription was perfect.

Then, I have to brag on myself
a bit. NO ONE found the little
hidden fern leaf that I put on page
47 in the top left picture. See the
man in the white shirt far left?

Look down from his hand and
you’ll see two fern branches. I had
lots of calls finding it in different
places but no winner. I promise
the next item will be easier to find
but I saved $50!

I will be hiding just a plain
egg for April. Somewhere in these
pages find a tiny white egg and
you will be the winner, if you're
the first to call!

Jane Eller is the long time cus-
tomer care rep at Truist Bank on
Church Street in Huntsville. She
wants to congratulate her grand-
son, Sean Barringer, on his grad-
uation from Hazel Green High
School. His walk will be on May
23rd and his family is celebrating
with a huge party on May 27. Sean
played football for Hazel Green
and turned 18 on Feb. 11th. His
football nickname was BEAR!

Another customer rep for Tru-
ist Bank whom we see alot is Su-
san Coulter and she told us about
several events that happened in
March. Her grandson Judson
Clark turned 8 on March 11 and is
the son of Susan’s daughter Brie
Coulter Clark. Another grand-
son turned 8 on March 19 - Jack
Santos who is the son of Ashley
R. Santos, Susan’s daughter. Ash-
ley had a birthday too - on March
13th. Lots of happy celebrating in
that family!

Elizabeth Wharry is one of
our popular writers and she is
so proud of son Jacob Wharry,
who was promoted from Army
PFC to Specialist. He also popped
the question to his now fiancee,
Christine Smith and she said Yes!
Wedding bells will happen in late

el

256-533-2400
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May/early June.

Cheryl Tribble is that lady
with the sharp eye who catches
all of my typos and grammatical
errors - she makes us look profes-
sional! Happy Happy Birthday to
Cheryl on April 27th! These years
sure roll around in a hurry right?

Thinking today of Maria Bello
Llerena of Miami, who passed
away April 1st 2 years ago. We
send love to her husband Oscar
Llerena, who loved Maria and
their beautiful life together.

Libba Whitton turned 99 on
Feb. 25 and according to M.D.
Smith and Judy, the cake was
monstrous, 100% edible includ-
ing all the floral decorations. The
celebration was held in one of the
rooms of the Mayfair Church, and
there was a crowd. Amazing fact -
Libba still enjoys driving! Happy
Birthday to a beautiful lady.

A tip from one of our readers
Becky Richardson: When you get
a new insurance or health card
take a picture front and back and
store in an album on your cell
phone. Should you forget it or
lose it, you can show the number
to the person who needs it. Re-
cently she had lost her medical

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 handsome boy became an
advocate for the poor and took
over an agency that had
“Mission” in it.




insurance card and didn’t know it until she was at the
doctors office out of town. They wanted full payment up
front without proof of insurance. She was able to show
the card on her phone. She puts credit card copies on her
phone too but I understand why some would be hesi-
tant (Ed. Note, if you lose your phone, etc.)

Rosemary Leatherwood, owner of Old Dad’s BBQ
in Hazel Green, wants to shout out a big Happy Birth-
day on April 14th to her beautiful daughter Jamie. Ja-
mie Joves volunteering her time and talents to so many
and has a heart of gold. We can see why Rosemary is so
proud of her.

Well we thought spring was here then it went to 26
overnight. What's going on? So many are asking Jeff at
Bennett’s Nursery what to do about all their bushes and
perennials that froze when we had close to 0 degrees in
the winter. They all look like gonners but Jeff said to be
patient - wait til after Easter and see if you find green
popping out. Then you'll see what's truly dead and do
your trimming at that time.

Preceptor Alpha Gamma Chapter of Beta Sigma Phi
celebrated several big birthdays in March. Linda Drake
was March 22, Vivian Kruse was March 20, Pat Riley
was March 2 and Sherry Taylor was March 6. These
spring babies represent about a third of the club who
help out organizations such as Downtown Rescue Mis-
sion, Salvation Army, Food Bank, Heals and SNAP. Re-
ally proud of all these ladies.

John John McKinney of Huntsville High School is
the Alabama State Wrestling Champion for 7A schools,
in the 160 pound class. He won this at the recent state
meet held at the VBCC in Huntsville. His family and
friends are SOO proud of him - Mom Rebekah McKin-
ney, Dad John McKinney, grandma Janet Watson and
grandfather Sam Keith along with twin brother Griffin
McKinney and older brother Sam McKinney.

Phyllis and Billy Lawrence will have been married
49 years on their anniversary April 27th. They have been
in love from the very beginning. They married at the
campus of the University of Tennessee in Chattanooga.
Billy has had some medical issues going on and we send
love to both him and Phyllis. Phyllis wanted to send love
to her sis-in-law Linda Worley who had a really bad fall
recently and is recuperating. We look forward to hear-
ing from Phyllis, who makes her home in Tennessee.

The Historic Lowry House is a place you won't for-
get. Very few people know about this hidden jewel in
Huntsville, Al. Recently it was the location for a para-
normal investigation to which the public was invited.
The extremely haunted and mysterious Lowry House in
Huntsville hosted TV Personality, Paranormal Investi-
gator & Psychic Medium Lesley Ann Hyde as she led
her Team the Southern Ghost Girls Tours & Paranor-
mal Investigations on a Historic Interactive Paranormal
Investigation of the house and grounds where guests
joined the investigation. This occurs several times a year
and you will be provided equipment and led by the
Team! This is one of the most significant homes in Ala-
bama to have a Civil War History. The home holds a sad
love story that ended in tragedy for the occupants in the
home that has led to the Lady in White apparition being
seen many times in the front bedroom window.
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The Home was also part of the Underground
Railroad. There have been many sightings and
noises in the house that could be the spirits of
those desperate souls. A full-bodied apparition
was seen in the Kitchen. You can join the inter-
active Investigation using state-of-the-art Para-
normal Investigation Equipment and even the
exclusive tipping table! You can check upcom-
ing schedules at their website www.historiclow-
ryhouse.com or Google it.

Well, hopefully this time next month we'll
have some beautiful warm Huntsville weath-
er and get our hands in the dirt. Remember to
check on neighbors and friends! And do things
for yourself that make you happy.

Chocolate Sponge
Candy

1 cup sugar

1 cup dark corn syrup

1 Thsp. white vinegar

1 Thsp. baking soda

1/2 cup semi-sweet chocolate chips, melted

Combine sugar, corn syrup and vinegar and
cook over medium heat, stirring until sugar melts.
Cook, without stirring, to 300 degrees. Remove
from heat and add soda.

Pour into a well greased jellyroll or 9x13 inch
pan. Sprinkle chocolate chips on top of candy and
spread when melted.

When hard, break into pieces. Very good coated
with the chocolate.
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Chicken in Sour Cream

Hot Mushroom Dip

1 c. mayonnaise

1 c. grated Parmesan cheese

1/21. garlic powder

1 4-0z. can mushrooms, chopped
and well drained

Mix well and bake at 325 de-

grees for 30 minutes. Serve with
any good multi-grain crackers.

Copper Pennies

1 stick butter

1/2 Ib. sharp Cheddar cheese,
grated

1 c. flour

1/2 pkg. dry onion soup mix

1/2 t. cayenne pepper, optional

1/2t. salt

Let butter and cheese come to
room temp and mix thoroughly.
Add remaining ingredients and
blend.

Shape into three rolls about one
inch in diameter. Wrap in wax pa-
per and chill.

Slice rolls into 1/4” thick slices.
Place on ungreased cookie sheet
and bake at 375 degrees for 10-12
minutes and brown around the
edges. Keep in tight container.

4 chicken breasts, boneless and
salted

Sauce:

1/2 pint sour cream

3 T. flour

1 can mushroom soup

1/2 c. white wine

Add flour to sour cream, then

soup and wine. Mix well and pour
over chicken. Bake at 300 degrees
for 2 hours.

Chicken Indigo

6 chicken breasts

1-1/2 c. poultry stuffing mix

2 T. Romano cheese, grated

1 clove garlic, crushed

1/2 stick butter, melted

Crumble stuffing mix in blend-

er, stir in cheese. Add garlic to but-
ter. Dip chicken in butter, then in
crumbs. Place on buttered cookie
sheet and bake at 350 degrees for an
hour.

Hot Spinach

4 -10-oz. pkg. chopped spinach
1 4-0z. can sliced mushrooms

1-1/2 c. sour cream

1 pkg. dry blue cheese salad
dressing mix

Cook spinach and drain really

well. Drain mushrooms and reserve
2 tablespoons mushroom liquid.
Mix sour cream, salad dressing mix,
mushrooms and reserved mush-
room liquid. Add the spinach and
pour into greased casserole. Bake at
350 degrees for 50 minutes.

Red Cabbage

1 medium head red cabbage, cut
fine

1Irg. apple, peeled and sliced

3/4 c. vinegar

1/2 c. water

1T. sugar

Salt and pepper

Cook all ingredients together in

covered pan til cabbage is tender,
about 30 minutes.

Olive Cheese Puffs

2 c. sharp Cheddar cheese, grat-
ed

1/2 c. butter

2 c. flour

1 t. paprika



48 medium stuffed olives

Cream cheese with butter, blend
with flour and paprika. Mix well.
Wrap about 1 teaspoon of mixture
around each olive. Place on cookie
sheet. Bake at 400 degrees for 12-15
minutes. These can be frozen before
baking.

Sea Foam

2 c. sugar

1/2 c. water

1/2 c. corn syrup

1 c. nuts, chopped

2 egg whites, beaten

Cook sugar, water and corn
syrup til it will harden in cold wa-
ter or reaches 250 degrees on candy
thermometer.

Remove from heat. Stir in the
nuts and add gradually, stirring
constantly, to beaten egg whites.
Beat til it gets to a creamy consis-
tency. Pour onto buttered plate.
Cool and cut into squares.

Charleston Butter Taffy

2 c. brown sugar

1/2t. salt

3/4 c. butter

1 c. water

Add sugar, salt and water.

Bring to boil and continue, without
stirring, til mixture becomes a bit
brittle when a drop is placed in cold
water or it reaches 290 degrees on a
candy thermometer. Pour onto but-
tered pan. Cool slightly and mark
into squares.

Coconut Meringues

4 egg whites

1-1/4 c. sugar

2-1/2 c. coconut

1/2t. vanilla

1/4 t. salt

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

Fold in the remaining ingredi-
ents, drop mixture by heaping tea-
spoonfuls about 2 inches apart onto
your cookie sheet.

Bake for 20 minutes and light
brown. Immediately remove from
the cookie sheet and cool. Store in a
tightly covered container.

Chess Pie

Pastry for a 9-inch crust pie

4 eggs

1-1/2 c. sugar

1/2 c. butter, softened

2 T. yellow cornmeal

2 T. half and half

2 T. lemon juice

2 t. vanilla

Dash salt

Preheat oven to 325 degrees.

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

Good if served with a favorite
liquor, such as Kalhua or Amaretto.

Melt in Your Mouth Treats

2 sticks butter, softened

5 T. powdered sugar

2 c. plain flour

2 t. vanilla extract

1 c. chopped pecans

Mix all ingredients together in

order listed. Roll into balls about
the size of large marbles, bake at
325 degrees for 25 minutes. Check
to make sure they don’t burn on the
bottom. While still hot, roll the balls
in about a cup of powdered sugar
you have put into a bowl. The heat
will make the sugar stick to the balls
which tastes amazing.

Sweet Dixie Cake

4 eggs
1/2 pint heavy cream

1-1/2 c. sugar

1-1/2 c. self-rising flour

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

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

Spring has Arrived! Come in to browse our large
selection of flowers, perennials and vegetables!
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Easter Memories

by Elizabeth Wharry

As most of you know, I grew up as a Roman Catholic
and first generation American. Easter was always a big deal
in our home and the parish I grew up in.

The weeks preceding Easter were a whirlwind of ac-
tivity. Before I started school, I remember going with my
mother to help clean the church. The Women's Guild would
wash windows and make sure the pews, kneelers and floor
glowed from their attention.

The nuns who weren't busy teaching would make sure
the altar boys' cassocks and surplices were washed, lightly
starched and ironed smooth. They also made sure the altar
and everything on it gleamed in the light.

Good Friday brought Stations of the Cross. There are 14
of them. It was a very somber review of Jesus's condemna-
tion and walk to Golgotha. It lasted between an hour to an
hour and a half. One was expected to dress in one's church
clothes.

Holy Saturday morning brought its own beautiful ritu-
al. Women would bring their baskets with part of their Eas-
ter dinner. The priest would bless each basket and sprinkle
holy water on them. The baskets usually contained bread,
salt, a small bottle of wine, an egg and meat. Each item had
its own special meaning. Holy Saturday afternoon would
see long lines for the confessional. Confession started
around 3, and would last until the last person finished their
post confession prayers. That could be anywhere from 5
to 7 PM, depending on how many people showed up and
how long each one took.

Easter Sunday would dawn and find us in a flurry of
activity. I would carefully put on my new outfit and mom
would style my hair. It was usually wash and set either in

pin curls or on rags the night be-

fore. The final touch was a spring

hat. Somewhere between home

and the opening prayers, the elas-
tic strap would cut in like an assas-
sin's garrote. The boys would show
up sporting fresh hair cuts, new
white shirts and either dark blue or
black pants, and new shoes.

Every service was filled to ca-
pacity. The Mass seemed endless,
especially Communion. At last! The
final hymn was sung and the bless-
ing given. Time to go home and take
off that hat! Although, to this day, I
still wear hats to church.. .minus the
chin strap.

Wishing all of you a peace filled
and happy Easter.

“It’s been a strange day today.
First | found an old hat full of
money, then | was chased by an
angry bearded guy with a guitar.”

Phil Jessop, Huntsville




Me and My Mule

by G. W. Robinson

I first plowed with a mule when I
was a small-for-my-age 11 years old.
We made a good team, though, because
even though I had to raise my arms to
reach the plow handles, which came up
to my chin, the mule was old and slow,
so he wasn't likely to run away with
me. My Daddy rented two acres of land
from our neighbor and I raised corn on it
with my mule. Now, this mule was one
Daddy bought for $2.00. It had strayed
up to aman’s place and he had run an ad
in the paper to find the owner. Nobody
claimed him, so he sold him to Daddy
for the cost of the ad. After paying 1/3 of
the corn for rent and the mule eating the
rest of it, I didn’t see much profit in that!
I guess the profit was that I enjoyed the
work and it taught me a lot about hard
work at a young age.

When I was about 12 or 13 years old,
I heard that Mr Lewis was hiring men

“| picked up a hitchhiker -
he seemed like a nice guy. After a
few miles he asked me if | wasn’t
afraid that he might be a serial killer.
| told him that the odds of two serial
killers being in the same car were
highly unlikely.”
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with mules or horses to drag cedar out of the mountains.
I thought, “I can do that. I know how to chain a log and
hitch it to a mule,” because I had already done a lot of
that, logging firewood for our fireplaces. So I asked him
if I could log for him. He said “Yes.” So me and my mule
went to work at my first job except at home. Mr. Lewis
was paying $10.00 per thousand board feet.

As we drug the cedar out of the mountain, every-
body kept separate, so as not to get mixed up as to what
belonged to who. He had a man to measure it at the end
of the day and he would pay us for what we did that
day. I could get a thousand feet by 2:00 p.m. ($10.00
worth) and I would quit and go home. $10.00 for about
six hours - four times what I could make chopping cot-
ton - and the mule did most of the work! I never told
my mule that I kept all the money, but he seemed very
content just getting a few ears of corn every day. Me and
that mule worked good together for several years, until
one day he just died of old age.

I am 88 years old as I write this and that is how it was
when I was young.

=

=

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 April 30, 2023

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com

Proud Member of BBB

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville, Al 35806

L] rj




Old Huntsville Page 24

Stink’s Story

As Told by his Brother, Bob Sibley

and his Sister,
Charlotte Sibley Fulton

Many readers of Old Huntsville
will know by now of the death in
January of William David Sibley,
a regular contributor to this maga-
zine. As his only two surviving sib-
lings in a family of ten, we'd like
to tell you a bit about our brother,
who as a toddler was nicknamed
Stink, a name that remained with
him throughout a lifetime that was
devoted to education and to pre-
serving and publishing the history
of the Big Cove community.

It was obvious from an early
age that Stink had the determina-
tion to meet his goals. One win-
ter when our sister Raye brought
home a player piano, Stink spent
hours and ﬁours in an unheated
room, beads of sweat rolling off
his forehead, teaching himself to
play without the benefit of musi-
cal instruction. He would become
1}ﬁ)ractic:ed enough to entertain us at

ome and he became a great pia-
nist.

In many respects, Stink's child-
hood was typical of most Big Cove
boys of a similar age. He enjoyed
shooting marbles and playing ball.
He did his share OF household
chores - drawing water, bringing
in kindling and coal, planting and

watering tomatoes. He picked and chopped cotton.
He learned his assigned Bible verses and earned pins
for perfect attendance in Sunday school at Big Cove
Cumberland Presbyterian Church.

But from early childhood, Stink exhibited two char-
acteristics that made him stand out from most of his con-
temporaries: (1) He listened raptly to the conversations of
his elders, remembering every detail. (2) Even as a little
boy, he seemed to know what his life's work would be.
Both of those characteristics would have a profound effect on
his life and, eventually, on the lives of others.

On languid Sunday afternoons our Aunt Stella Sibley and
her cousins and friends from church sat rocking and fanning
on the front porch, chatting about their days as students at
Campground School in the 1920s. They would recount vari-
ous marriages, births, deaths and burials of their generation
and previous ones. Stink sat quietly at their feet, making men-
tal notes of names, dates, family relationships and burying
grounds.

Throughout his life, Stink continued to add to that men-
tal database, using every social contact as an opportunity to
learn more, questioning every 1Eerson until he found a com-
mon denominator: Aunt Stella had taught the doctor's father
in second grade at Lincoln School; the lab technician's great-
grandmother and our great-grandmother had been second
cousins...

It wasn't until retirement that Stink would turn that men-
tal database into a written one, in 2003 publishing “Welcome
to Big Cove: The History of Big Cove 1807-2000”. It was an
extensive compilation of photographs, newspaper articles,
genealogies, stories and remembrances that draw a vivid por-
trait of life in Big Cove.

It was Stink’s vast knowledge of his community - its fami-
lies, its schools, its churches and its cemeteries - that prompt-
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ed letters, telephone calls and visits from
researchers all over the U.S,, seeking infor-
mation about their forbears.

Stink’s passion for local history was sur-
passed by just one thin? teaching. He loved
everything about the classroom experience,
and was broken-hearted when his attempt
to start first grade at the age of 5 was not
successful. He loved his teachers - well,
most of them.

During his final hospitalization, even
intubated and able to communicate only
with his eyes and his hands, we reminisced
about his early teachers, with him giving a
response with a nod or a shake of his head.

Names like Tressye Maples, Reba
Neaves, John Walsh, college English profes-
sor Dr. Eleanor Hutchens and college his-
tory professor Dr. Lorraine Pabst earned a
vigorous nod of the head. A few others, not
to be named here, earned a vigorous shake.

Stink graduated from Gurley High
School in 1958, intending to go to Berea
College, but money was tight, so he went
to work at night attending the fledgling
University Center (later the University of
Alabama in Huntsville) which was hold-
ing classes in the old Butler High School.
He soon transferred to Athens College (now
Athens State University), where he would
eventually earn bachelor’s and master’s de-
1glrees. Long before his graduation, though,

e would have an opportunity to fulfill his
life’s ambition. He’
very own.

Teachers were in short supply in the
early 1960s so it was possible to teach with
an emergency certificate while continuing
one’s education. Stink was hired by W.R.
Foutch, Sr. to teach at Owens Cross Roads.
For years afterward, he would teach all day,
then drive or carpool to Athens at night to
continue working toward his degree.

He found it amusing that when it came
time to do his practice teaching, his super-
vising teacher had fewer years’ experience
in the classroom than he did. Later on, Stink
taught at Brownsboro and Gurley, retiring
after 36 years in the classroom.

After Stink’s death, a mutual friend told
us about a private Facebook group strictly
for Gurley alumni, saying she’d seen some
really nice posts about our brother. It was
such an uplifting experience to see that
dozens and dozens of his former students
had called him their favorite teacher of all
time, or remembered the books he’d read
to them, or the skits they had performed, or

get a classroom of his
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something he’d said or done to make an impression
that 1aste§ a lifetime.

Right u{) until the days before Stink’s death, he
was still fielding calls andly answering letters. Among
his greatest joys were the days when fat envelopes
would arrive in the mail from Pat (Cobb) Arm-
strong, former fellow teacher and distant relative
who would send items she had run across while
researching her own people. Those days would be
just like Christmas for him.

In June, while hospitalized and being prepped
to go on kidney dialysis, Stink passed the time by
writing two articles for Old Huntsville. In late Janu-
ary, two days before his final hospitalization, he was
contemplating a subject for his next article: games
we played as a child (Red Rover, Annie Over, May
I, Redlight, Crack the Whip...).

Writing for Old Huntsville was his therapy, but
it was also his mission. Through his writings ﬁe re-
minded his contemporaries 0% things they’d expe-
rienced but perhaps had forgotten, and he taught a
younger 1gie1r1eratio1r1 about the Big Cove of the past
and the characters who peopled it.
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My Life and
Times in
and Around
Huntsville,
Alabama

by Dickie Hale

The earliest times I can re-
member is when I was 5 years
old. I was born in 1947 on the
very top of Monte Sano Moun-
tain and lived there for 6 years.
I lived with my grandpa (Doc
Esslinger), Grandma, (Lillian
Esslinger), at different times
aunts, uncles and my mom,
(Joyce Hale), 2 sisters, (Shirley
and Phyllis Hale) and 1 broth-
er, (Tim Hale). So many things
happened while I lived there
that I can't cover them all, so I'll
only share the ones that were
big to me.

I remember seeing my first
TV show. It was superman
with Chief, Lois Lane, Jimmy
and of course Clark Kent. On
Friday nights we would pile
into an old 46 Ford and go to
Woodies, Whitesburg or Hwy
72 drive-in. First movie I re-
member was “The Robe” with
Victor Mature. Second movie
was “Duel at Silver Creek”

with Audie Murphy.

My Grandpa drove a Texa-
co truck delivering to farmers
different products. They would
be out in the field plowing so
he would fill up barrels and the
money would be under a can.
He would leave change and
never see them. You could that
in those days.

Things I'll never forget
about the mountain. 1) My
Grandpa would come home at
5 and I can still hear that old
Texaco truck churning around
that last curve and my sisters
and brother and I would meet
in front and he would take us
up the hill, around back of the
house and reach in his pocket
and give us all a treat. 2) This
same Grandpa was the first
and only man to ever whoop
my fanny. Hit him with a rock,
off comes the belt and he told
me why before he did it.

Made my two first and good
friends on the mountain. Stevie
Spier, a neighbor and Wesley
Perkins who later married my
1st cousin Janice Anders. While
on the mountain I learned to

ride a bicycle. Started the first
grade and had to get a polio
and diphtheria shot first. Went
to Rison School and Mrs. Es-
slinger was my teacher. I can
still hear her singing as she
walked down the hall.

Sadly, on the mountain is
where I?,ost my grandpa to lung
cancer. He was 53 and smoked
a pipe and Lucky Strikes unfil-
tered.

Things that were very small
but too f%mny to forget. My sis-
ter Phyllis picked up a snake
thinking it was a rope. My
uncles put me in a large swing
in the back yard and would
swing me so high it would take
my breath away. My uncles
would jack up the rear of the
car just barely off the ground
and watch as my grandpa
would try to take my grandma
to church on Sundays.

When I was 5 I would only
wear shorts and nothing else.
On the weekends when ev-
eryone was home I would run
across the living room and my
Uncle Tom Esslinger would
reach out and pull my shorts
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down. Never will I forget that.

I will never forget the won-
derful times on Monte Sano
Mountain but every good thing
has to end. When Grandpa died
in 1953, we could no longer af-
ford to live on the mountain,
so we rented a house in Hunts-
ville on Stevens Avenue. It was
4 blocks from Rison School. We
lived there for only 8 months
and I finished the 1st grade at
Rison.

Two things I remember
about living on Stevens Av-
enue. My sister Shirley had to
walk me to school because she
too went Rison but she was in
the 4th grade. Mrs. Esslinger
was her Ist grade teacher also,
as well as my dad, Ira Hale,
Uncle Allen and me. I got out
school earlier and had to walk
home alone which brings me to
the second thing I remember.

To get home from school
I had to walk across a bridge.
A second grader would not %et
me pass unless I gave him my
left-over lunch. He was a bull
and always pushed me around.
I built up all the courage one
day and hit him in the jaw.
That was the end of that.

Oops, one more thing.
Down at the corner of Stevens
Avenue and Andrew Jackson
Way was the old Mullins Cafe.
I still can smell the hamburg-
ers with grilled onions. This
was my grandmothers favor-
ite place to eat and the place I
would always take her when I
came home on military leave.
From Stevens Avenue we
moved to Alpine Avenue in
West Huntsville in front of Joe
Bradley School and behind the
variety stores and below the
gym that was upstairs above
the stores. First house we ever
lived in with indoor plumbing.
Shirley was in the 5th grade;
I was in the 2nd and Phyllis
was just starting in the 1st. We
walked a half a block to school.

Before I go much further I
need to point out that all 4 of
my brothers and sisters had

nick names that I will refer to
from this point forward. My big
sister Shirley Hale was known
as Shirley Jo since Joanna was
her middle name. My name is
Richard Hale but was known
as Dickie-Boy. Phyllis, my little
sister was known as Phe Phe.
And my little brother Tim was
Tee-Bow. The way it was in the
South.

On Alpine we got our 1st
TV. I remember the first thing
I watched was the Roy Rog-
ers show. I still win a lot of
Trivia contest identifying that
Roy Rogers’ horse was Trig-
ger. Dale Evans was his wite,
and her horse was Buttermilk.
Gabby Hayes was the ranch
hand and he drove a jeep name
Nellie Bell.
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As a kid growing up in
make believe I always wore
two guns, rode a white horse
and spurs that jingled. The
Lone Ranger with Tonto riding
Scout, Gene Autry and horse
Champion, Lash Larue riding
Midnight, Sky King on Song-
bird were my heroes. I could go
on forever with kids” TV shows
like Benny Carl and Circle 6
Ranch, Howdy Doodie Show
and the Musketeers Show.
More memories soon!

“A cold seat in a public
rest room is unpleasant.
A warm seat in a public
rest room is far worse.”

Buddy Fritz, Athens
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GOLDSMITH
SCHIFFMAN
FIELD

The 2014 Deed for the
Goldsmith Schiffman
Field Removing all
Restrictions from the
Original 1934 Deed of
Donation

by Margaret Anne
Goldsmith

The original 1934 deed
stated, "We hereby give, grant,
bargain, sell and convey to
the City of Huntsville, a mu-
nicipal corporation as afore-
said, in trust, for the use and
enjoyment of the white stu-

dents of the public schools of

said city, and the said athletic
field or playground and all the
improvements to be erected
thereon shall be kept in good
condition and repair, neat and
clean; and should said proper-
ty or the improvements there-
on, be permitted and not kept
neat, to fall into disrepair
and not kept neat and clean
for any reason whatsoever or
should not be used for the pur-
pose prescribed herein or used
for any other purpose, then
the grantors herein or their
authorized representatives or
heirs shall have the right, af-
ter giving sixty days written

to the grantee of the violation of this covenant, to annul this convey-
ance........In the event of the annulmment of this conveyance, in accor-
dance with the provisions therein, the title of said property shall im-
mediately reinvest in said grantor or their heirs at law, and they shall
thereon be entitled to immediate possession of said property......"

The language stating that the Field be used by "white students"
was not enforceable after the 1954 ruling of Brown vs. The Board of
Education. At that time, my grandfather, Lawrence B. Goldsmith
Sr., one of the few remaining donors, said that the original language
should be ignored and that he along with other family members were
in favor of integration.

Since the 1864 Emancipation Proclamation my ancestors were sup-
portive of the African American community. My grandfather's grand-
tather Morris Bernstein built the first commercial rental buildings in
town for Black merchants in the block bounded by Jefferson Avenue,
Holmes, and Church Streets. As a German Jewish immigrant, Morris
identified with the newly freed slaves, realizing that in their attempt

to integrate into the tabric of the larger society and proceed from

slavery to property ownership, there needed to be interim steps
whereby they would first need to rent property and establish busi-
nesses.

During the Civil Rights Era my grandfather continued our fam-
ily's support of integration when he collaborated with Dr. Joseph
Fanning Drake, past president of A&M University, to integrate the
Russel Erskine Hotel. My grandfather had been instrumental in
developing the Hotel and was treasurer of the board of directors
at the time. He often reminisced how he and Dr. Drake made sure
that the hotel employees provided respect and acceptance when
African Americans checked into the Hotel and ate in the dining
room. By example, their actions helped influence other businesses
in Huntsville to peacefully transition from segregation to integra-
tion.

It was in 2012 and the Field was no longer being used for school
football games. I noticed the 1934 deed had a restriction regarding
use of the Field, that if it was not used for its original purpose for
city school children, it could revert to the heirs. I was concerned the
restriction could limit future use of the Field and approached Mayor
Tommy Battle and the city legal department regarding a new deed



I —————————————————— O |d HUNtSVille Page 29

that would remove all restrictions. Dur-
ing my efforts to provide a new deed, our
local newspaper published a misleading
article titled, "Huntsville schools quit
playing football at Goldsmith - Schiff-
man, learn field deeded for whites only.”

The discriminatory language in the
original deed was not researched. Noth-
ing was mentioned regarding the histori-
cal context of the Jim Crow Laws existing
in 1934 that began in the 1880s in various
states requiring the segregation of races
in such common areas as restaurants and
theaters.

The “Separate but equal” standard
established by the Supreme Court in
Plessy vs. Ferguson (1896) supported
racial segregation for public facilities
across the nation including parks and
athletic fields. It was standard practice
for donations of park properties to cities
to contain such discriminatory language.

If the newspaper had researched the
history of the language used in the deed,
they may have realized that the phrase
“for the enjoyment of the white students
of the public schools,” was included in
the deed in order to follow the laws of
local and state governments. They also
failed to mention the effort I was making
to remove all restrictions from the deed
so there would be no title issues in the
future.

It was two years later September 5th,
2014, along with the other heirs, I signed
a new deed annulling the original cov-
enants and conveyed all rights, title
and claim to the property to the city.

Again, there were newspaper arti-
cles, a press conference and apprecia-
tive remarks from the city and mem-
bers of the Huntsville community.

Today 2023, the city plans to make
extensive renovations to the Field to
ensure the continuation of its useful
life for the benefit of Huntsville.

As I look back over the years and
envision the future, it is my hope that
the Goldsmith Schiffman Field will
include not only sports for all ages
but also serve as a venue for special
events.

Most important my hope is that
the Field will continue providing
Huntsville with special memories like
those provided since 1934 and give
the citizens of tomorrow A SENSE OF
PLACE.

“l asked my grandpa - ‘After 65 years you still
call grandma ‘Darlin’, Beautiful and Honey.’
What'’s your secret?’

He replied, ‘I forgot her name five years ago
and I’'m scared to ask her.””

Joe Smithers, Arab

Huntsville High being demolished and rebuilt in 1994

The Memories may be Old
but They’ll Last Forever.

Love to the Huntsville High
Class of 1966 from Oscar Llerena

downtown rescue mission SHOP, DONATE,

thﬂft Q@ SOr@s & Vol
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SPUD BLUE - A RoAD TRIP
TO REMEMBER

by John H. Tate

"Spud red, spud yellow,
spud ...," we were not on the
road for five minutes and the
spud road game had already
started. It was in the late eight-
ies; Lisa, my eldest, was eight
gears old and her younger

rother Phillip was two. The
kids, my first wife Pam and
I were in an 80s model Ford
Taurus. We were headed to
Chatsworth, Ga.

Pam's family lived in Geor-
gia and their family's favorite
road game was "Spud." A VW
Bug was considered a spud,
and the first person to spot one
would call "spud," and the col-
or of the car. It was supposed to
be a road game, but tlgeir fami-
ly played it every time they got
in a car. While Pam and I were
dating I got so tired of hearing
"Spud!" To me it was incorrect
to call it a road game, instead,
it should have been a car game.

After we made it to Pam's
mother's home I decided to
take the kids down to Atlanta to
visit my cousin Jeannette. After
a couple of hours at Jeannette's
it started to rain, so we headed
back to Chatsworth. The lon-

er we were on the road, the
aster and harder the rain came
down; at times it was hard see-
ing the highway. Of course, in
Atlanta, everyone drove as if it
were 90 degrees and clear.

Have you ever made a de-
cision anc%, later asked yourself,
"What in the hell was I think-
ing?" I made such a decision,
I took an exit off the interstate
to the side roads. My thinking,
at the time, I would be away
from the high-speed traffic and
would be able to drive slower
with the kids in the car.

I thought of the words to
Ray Charles' song, "A rainy

night in Georgia, It seems like
it's raining all over the world."
It best describes how we felt
once we left the interstate. Yes,
the back roads had less traffic,
but they were also darker be-
cause of the trees, and the nar-
row roads had more standing
water, making it more difficult
to maneuver.

By the time it was obvious
that the detour was a mistake,
we had traveled too far to turn
back. The best choice was to
continue to move forward.

Lisa, in the front passenger
seat with her seat belt on, and
Phillip in his car seat mounted
in the center of the back seat,
were both quiet. I had turned
the radio off to improve my
concentration. Although I was
driving at a slower speed, be-
ing in my thirties, I probably
had an exaggerated opinion of
my abilities.

I am not sure how it hap-
pened, I thought the road had
my full attention. For some rea-
son, the front right tire ran off
of the pavement, and upon cor-

recting it, I felt the car starting
to hydroplane into a 90-degree
left-hand-slide. At the same
time, I could feel the right rear
tire trying to catch on the out-
side edge.

If we continued in the cur-
rent slide, and the back tire
edge caught, we would more
than likely start a barrel-roll
flip down the road. To straight-
en the car out meant we would
drive off of the road into the
darkness of water of unknown
depth, and no telling how
far down from the road. One
would have thought the calcu-
lations and decisions took mo-
ments or at least a few seconds;
but no, all were made within a
fraction of a second. Once the
decision was made, I yelled,
"Hold on!"

With a glance in the rear-
view mirror, I saw Phillip with
both hands holding firm on his
car seat, his arms locked, and
a determined look on his face.
I did not have time to look at
Lisa, however, out of the cor-
ner of my eye, I saw her pop
the shoulder belt, locking it in
place. I had a strange thought,
"How did she know how to do
that?" Upon seeing her do that,
my internal prayer was, "Lord
please don't let me kill my
daughter this night."

Sabrina, a cousin the same
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age as Lisa, was killed in a car
accident on a Georgia side road
within the last couple of years.
Lisa and Sabrina were very
close and because of where
Lisa was currently sitting, she
was in more danger of being
killed than Phillip.

With a quick turn of the
steering wheel, we left the
sound of the tires sliding on the
wet pavement and the single
tire scraping gravel, trying to
catch. For a very brief surreal
moment, the only sound we
heard was the raindrops on the
top of the car, and the tires ro-
tating freely. While we were in
mid-air I did apply the brakes,
because once we hit down, we
needed to stop as quickly as
possible. Applying the breaks
while we were hydroplaning,
would have taken all control
from me.

The silence was broken as
the car started to impact tree
limbs. The sound of tree limbs
slamming against the front of
the car, with limbs popping
and cracking was replaced by
the crushing of underbrush.
The sound of breaking limbs,
and the crushing of underbrush

Basic Cremation
B1495

was both frightening, and reas-
suring at the same time. Fright-
ening because as things are
breaking, could not tell how
much of the breakage was the
car; thus not sure of our safety.
Reassuring because, as long as
we were making an impact, we
were being stopped and not
plunging headlong into the
water of unknown depth.

Finally, all was still and
quiet, except for the raindrops
hitting the car, and as best as I
could tell, we were stationary.
After a moment of sitting and
listening, waiting for the next
thing to happen, [ checked with
the kids, and they were OK. I
had no idea where we were, or
how far down from the road
we were.

I had a new spotlight, and
lugged it into the cigarette
ighter. I started moving the

beam back and forth overhead,
like a Bat-signal.

In a short amount of time,
we saw lights above and peo-
ple yelling for us. As the lights
started to beam down on us,
it was at that point that I saw
we were in a twenty-foot-plus
ravine, and the car was posi-

TLraditional Cremation Services

$5690
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tioned on some thick branches,
keeping it from falling further
into cascading water.

Several people created a
chain and helped pull the kids
and me out of the car. One old-
er gentleman offered to take
us somewhere, to get the kids
out of the rain. Lisa surprised
me yet again, although she did
not know her grandmother’s
address, she gave directions to
the man and he got us there.

I called the Sheriff’s depart-
ment, explained about the ac-
cident and told them where I
was. The night almost got even
more interesting, the Sher-
iffs department was going to
charge me with leaving the
scene of an accident. I don’t re-
member the details, but I think
everyone in the house was
pleading my case. No charges
were filed.

The next day I was taken to
where the car had been towed,
it was ugly but drivable. Cut-
ting the visit short, we drove it
back to Huntsville. On the way
back home, I heard my daugh-
ter yell the two most beauti-
ful words in the world, “Spud
Blue!”

Lraditional Buvial Funeral
$7960

Oncludes sevvices, casket & vanlt
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HARD-WORKING

YEARS

We were just coming out of the Depression Era. I asked
my mom (when I was older) how the Depression hurt
them. She said they didn't realize that there was a Depres-
sion, because they had plenty of food but hardly ever had
any money.

I have never been hungry in my life because my folks

by Catherine Clemons Cameron had a big garden with a potato patch, a sweet-potato patch,

My first job was as a book-
keeper and pharmacist's helper
for 26 years. I did not work out
of the home until my youngest
started school. Then I worked
for 5 years as a pharmacy tech-
nician. I paid $20 a year for my
license. I retired early (in 2001)
due to family illnesses.

I started writing a column in
the bi-weekly local newspaper,
The Advertiser Gleam, in Octo-
ber, 2013 at the age of 79, titled
The Claysville News. Another
lady had written it before me un-
til she became ill. I write about
happenings of the small com-
munity in which I live. Six of my
true stories have been printed in
The Advertiser Gleam and the
Old Huntsville Magazine in the
last year. I am now 89 years and
still gathering, typing and faxing
to the newspaper weekly. My
doctor encourages me to con-
tinue, as he says it will keep me
healthy.

I was born on 11-22-33 to
my sharecropper parents. They
raised cotton and corn. Every
4th bale of cotton and every 3rd
wagon-load of corn went to the
land-lady who owned the land.

several rows of peanuts and 1 row of popcorn. They planted
watermelons in the skips of the cotton rows. There were always 2
cows and 2 mules, so milk was always plentiful. In the late summer,
my dad bought 2 pigs to fatten for our winter meat. My mother
would can everything that she could. They always had chickens, so
we had eggs and fried chicken, chicken and dumplings and chicken
and dressing occasionally. She sold butter to the local grocery store
and excess vegetables to the town folks who had no garden. We also
had peach trees which produced a lot.

We had a house which only had outside walls, with cracks in the
floors. Our only heat was a wooden fireplace and the kitchen stove.
Our electricity came in 1947 through REA (Rural Electric Associa-
tion). The first thing Mother bought was an electric churn. I surely
did like that because I hated to churn. We had to carry every drop
of water that we consumed. They had rain-barrels in the eaves of
the house for water for the animals to drink and to do the washing.
Mother made lye-soap to wash our clothes. With the house came a
barn, a hog-pen (with a small house), a chicken house and a smoke
house (for pork meat in the winter).

There was no outside toilet at any of the 4 rental houses I lived
in for 17 years. The other 7 houses on the Maxie Farms were the
same. All of my neighbors were as poor as we were, so we didn't
notice any difference until we saw others that were dressed better
than we were at school. My mom sewed most of the girl's clothes.

My folks had an account at the local grocery store where they
bought the staples such as flour, sugar and my Dad's coffee. That
was paid off in the fall when the cotton was sold. They kept the corn
for the animals. We also used corn for our corn meal. We had to
shuck it and grind it through an old corn-sheller (which I still have)
and then take it to a mill to grind into our corn meal.

In those hard-working years, I never dreamed that I would have
the many modern conveniences that I now take for granted. It was a
hard life, but it makes me appreciate my upbringing and the sacri-
fices that my folks made for their children to get an education.



A Solution to the
Garbage Problem

by Ray A. McCrary

Back years ago in our little .cotton mill
community in Huntsville, life was simple
and seemed to have less problems than to-
day's complex society. Our father worked at
aregular job, we went to school through the
week and did our chores around the house
as expected, whether we wanted to or not.
Our mothers, grandmothers and grandfa-
thers were at home working in the garden,
which consisted back then of almost the
whole yard except for a small portion in
front of the house which was left to use for
playing marbles, mumbly peg, stretch and
various other games we played as children.

Canning food, gathering eggs and milk-
ing cows were just a normal every day part
of life. I remember our canned food was
put up in Mason jars that were cleaned and
saved for later use. I guess that eliminated
a lot of tin cans. Our milk was also put in
washable glass and can containers. That
probably eliminated a lot of milk cartons.
Eggs came directly from the chickens so I
imagine that did away with egg cartons.
The chickens also loved to eat bugs in the
yard so I think that’s why we didn’t need
any pesticides. Our table scraps were taken
up to the hog pens and they took care of
that. Diapers back then were cloth so they
were washed and reused over and over.

So there weren’t any diapers to be put
in the garbage. There weren’t any cola cans
and containers back then, either, because
they were all in reusable glass bottles.
The milk we had to buy was also in reus-
able containers. The glass containers which
mayonnaise and other condiments came in
were saved and used for drinking glasses. I
mean, back then a good cold glass of tea was
still tea no matter what it was in. The pretti-
est glasses | remember were the glasses that
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my grandmother and great grandfather saved from their
purchases of Sweet Garrett Snuff.

Back then we just didn’t have much garbage. There
was one thing we had though that took care of the gar-
bage we did have and that was “Ole Billy.” Yes, some of
us were fortunate enough to have a billy goat. There was
nothing he wouldn’t eat. Paper, cans and anything in the
yard left unattended he’d eat or chew into nonexistence.

We didn’t have to cut the yard either. I think each
residence should be allowed one billy goat per family. A
family with six or more members should be allowed an
extra billy goat, as needed to correct the garbage prob-
lem. We could then look forward to a once-a-month gar-
bage pickup at a considerable less rate than now.

It took me and my wife a week to decide what to do
with our Christmas trees. We heard that the steam plant
wouldn’t accept them. One was completely dead by the
time Christmas was over but we noticed the other one
was still green so we elected to plant it and hope it grows
roots. As the last shovelful was scooped around it my
wife said, “What if it dies and turns yellow?” Well, then,
we'll just spray-paint it green.

As of now it’s still alive and growing so maybe next
year we can recut it and use it again.
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Ladies of the Night

by Judy Wills

The theme of the wicked lady with the heart of gold
runs through our literature from the Biblical Rahab, the
Harlot, an ancestor of Jesus, to that friend of Rhett But-
ler's, Belle Watley, in “Gone With The Wind”.

Huntsville has its own version, but it was fact, not fic-
tion. Huntsville Hospital owes its existence to the gener-
osity of the town's most colorful madam, Mollie Teal.

She bequeathed her house, the most popular bordello
in town, first to a friend, and then upon the friend's death
to the city of Huntsville. It became the City Infirmary and
operated until 1926 as a hospital. It was one of the most
modern hospitals in North Alabama, even having its own
School of Nursing. It remained in operation until Hunts-
ville Hospital opened.

Mollie became quite well off financially as a result of
her “business.” She bought the house at the corner of St.
Clair and Gallatin for a mere $300 and a few years later
was able to mortgage it for $1,900, a debt she soon repaid.
It was an extravagant, well run house where a shot of
whiskey could be had for 25 cents and the favors of an at-
tentive lass would cost you $5 for the night.

Part of the public’s confidence in Mollie’s probably
was the fact that her girls had regular health inspections.

Miss Bessie Russell, for whom the branch library is
named, was the widow of the physician who was charged
with health inspections at Mollie’s place.

Mrs. Russell remembered her mother
talking about Mollie, saying “she was the
most attractive person you ever saw.” She
always carried a parasol and when she
took her afternoon ride in her long black
carriage with the two black horses, she
was considered by most people to be an
extremely glamourous lady.

Mollie was an acute business woman
who knew the value of publicity. One
year, during the 4th of July parade, she
dressed her ladies in their finest garb and
joined the parade, to the delight of many
onlookers. She was not on the official pa-
rade schedule, but as an observer later
commented, “She did add interest.”

Mollie’s ghost was said by many to
have haunted the hospital for years after
her death. There was a screen door that
had a habit of slamming and hooking it-
self shut. The long time employees joked

“Don’t make old people mad.
The older we get, the less
“Life in prison” is a deterrent.”

Jess Oakley, age 89




that it was Mollie checking on the
customers.

Another legend concerns her
grave in Maple Hill Cemetery. Ever
since her death almost a century ago,
fresh flowers have been periodically
placed on her grave. No one knows
who is doing it.

While Mollie Teal is the most col-
orful and best known of Huntsville’s
“Fancy Ladies,” she was certainly not
the only one. Minnie Maples’ estab-
lishment, though smaller than Mol-
lie’s, was equally well known around
the turn of the century. She and her
employees advertised their wares by
dressing up and promenading on the
city’s sidewalks. Heavily made up,
wearing big flowery hats and exqui-
site clothing, they attracted much at-
tention on their daily excursions.

May Wells, June Martin, Jewel
Earl and “Gashouse Carrie” were oth-
er prominent Huntsville madams, but
in the 1920s and 30s the best known
was Hazel Battle. Her house was lo-
cated near the present day site of the
Von Braun Civic Center, and though
illegal, had the reputation of being a
well-regulated house. The only dis-
turbances were an occasional police
raid when some of the girls would be
jailed long enough to get their health
checkups.

Many of Huntsville’s outstand-
ing citizens were regular patrons of
the houses, as evidenced by an inci-
dent that happened in the late 1800s.
One of the bordellos caught fire and
the fire department quickly showed
up and extinguished the blaze, which
proved to be minor.

Needless to say, the girls were so
impressed by the brave, courageous
firemen that they invited them to stay
for a while and “relax.”

“I went line dancing last night.
Well it was actually a road
sobriety test - same thing.”

Paul Rankin, Athens

harmonysound@bellsouth.net
L1 [
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And needless to say, when word spread among the
volunteer fire department of the madam’s offer, other
firemen, even from out in the county, begin showing up,
“to make sure the fire is out.”

Unfortunately, the Huntsville Police Department
chose this exact time to stage one of their raids. The fire-
men were promptly arrested and thrown in the calaboose.
Furious, the volunteer firemen resigned, leaving Hunts-
ville without fire protection until the matter was straight-
ened out.

Some of the prostitutes married well. Miss Bessie Rus-
sell remembered that her husband was astonished at the
number of young men who married women right out of
the houses.

Though “polite society” never mentions the fact, there
are still several elderly matriarchs in Huntsville today
who got their start in a much more colorful place than the
Huntsville Country Club.

Sales & Supplies for Stringed Instruments:
Guitars, Banjos, Ukeleles, Bass, Violins

Acoustic & Electrical New & Used Sound Equipment

Instruments & Hard-to-Find Gear

Sales and Supplies, including
Cables (made to order)
Microphones
Carrying Cases
Strings

Phone (256) 512-5662
Fax (256) 512-5639

Located in Historic Five Points
820 Wellman Avenue

IN BUSINESS 21 YEARS AT SAME LOCATION!

Email us at
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Huntsville Potpourri

Myr. Hall Remembers
by Edith Moon Sherentz

Mpy. Hall is ninety-one years of age,
and lives on Nolen Avenue, on Monte
Sano. The following are his memories of
living in Huntsville back in the "good old
days."

y”To most folks in the early 1900s,
'Downtown Huntsville' really suggested
the Courthouse Square, for this was the
gathering spot to meet friends for a chat.”

“Telephones and cars were not avail-
able in order to run over or to call. Farm-
ers needed to share information about
their crops, wives needed to share a rec-
ipe or a helpful hint, and the girls and
boys needed to socialize.”

“Washing clothes and planning what
to wear on Saturday, the special day, oc-
cupied an important part of the work-a-
day week. This outing might have then
or even now been labeled gossiping. Men
chewed and spat tobacco while talkin
politics - some might have shared a drin
or two. As I once read in a country news-
paper, “A good time was had by all.”

“On weekdays people gathered in
smaller groups. One old character went
to Ragland Brothers Wholesale Grocery

peddler and he later became our favorite merchant
with the best quality and the most stylish clothing in
town. His pleasant manner and his easy credit plan
made it the place to shop! Every one of us oldtimers

miss Dunnavant's.

“You’ll hit every cone on the highway
before | let you merge in front of me because
you saw that sign 2 miles ago
just like | did.”

Ruth Franklin, Huntsville

and purchased a box of candy with twen-
ty-four pieces for seventy-five cents. By
selling this treat for five cents each he
cleared 45 cents! This was good sense
because he had no overhead and the
customers were everywhere.”

“I was a young father then and a
good provider, and told the “candy-
man”, “If my son Buddy wants can-
dy, let him have it and I will pay.”

I am quite sure no books were kept
and no money was lost. What fun for
Buddy, who was nine at the time!”

“A man who was ‘well-connect-
ed” usually became a merchant. A
peddler would make his cart, using
two large wagon wheels and he had
a variety of goods on it. As late as the
60s one saw carts of this type on the
streets of Huntsville. Trading and
selling from vehicles and from a sack
on the peddler's back was a part of
sales history.”

“Mr. Dunnavant started out as a

L1

Angels #mong Us

House / Pet Sitting

** Dog Walking and Drop bys **
| treat your fur babies like family

Sonya Payne (256) 804-8934

email me - sonyasnewlife@icloud.com
References Available

o

25 Years Experience

Cell for text message

256.503.2922

email- sbsmith2300@gmail.com
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The Old City Hall

by Jimmy Wall, Jr.

The City Hall in Huntsville, Alabama, in
the 1940s and 1950s has not changed much in
light of the functions which remain in the re-
sponsibility of city government.

At that time, City Hall housed the offices
of the Mayor, the Clerk-Treasurer, the jail, the
police and fire departments, the public works
department (Street Department) and the Wa-
ter Department.

Since my father's office was located in this
early building (he served as Superintendent
of the water department for 40 years), I have
many rich memories of visiting City Hall. I
took advantage of golden opportunities to be-
come personally acquainted with many of the
police officers, firemen, Mayor A.W. McAllis-
ter, Clerk-Treasurer Norris Payne as well as a
myriad of others.

With such an extended family of city
employees all over town, guess who
knew of your activities before you got
home? At that time, Huntsville ha§ a
population of approximately 12,000.

The bell situated atop the City Hall of
that day was located between the ramp
of the t>iIre hall and the sidewalk next to
the City Council. The City Clerk-Trea-
surer would pull the long rope which
sounded the bell to alert the citizens
that the City Council had been called
into session. This bell was also used as a
fire alarm for the downtown area.

When this former City Hall building
was demolished, the City Council voted
to preserve the bell and granted special
permission to relocate the bell for use
at the Jones Valley United Methodist
Church on Drake Avenue in the Jones
Valley area where it is located today.

Although it was indeed sad to see
this building, as well as many other his-
torical structures, torn down over the
years in Huntsville, the memories asso-
ciated with them still warm the hearts

of many people today.
“As | watch this generation try to '
rewrite history, o?\e thing I'm gure LSSr?txﬁEoK'aI I;ggla\évay S0. #1122
of. It will be misspelled, and have ’
no punctuation.” Steve Cappaert Business phone (256) 883-6600
Broker - Associate Fax (256) 883-6650
Tom Everly, New Market (256) 651-7517 Cell stevecappaert@knology.net
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MAN HIDES IN WELL FOR NINE YEARS,

MEALS LOWERED TO HIM WITH A ROPE

From 1893 Newspaper

After living most of the last
nine years in the bottom of a
deep well, ]. W. Owens is back
behind the bars at Huntsville to
complete a term which would
have been served out had he
remained there when first tak-
en to the penitentiary.

As it is he begins his ten-
year sentence over again.

He escaped from jail after
he was sent there on a murder
charge 10 years ago.

Owens lived at the bottom
of a deep dry well on his farm
all the time the law was search-
ing for him. He fixed the well
into comfortable living quar-
ters and was never in danger.
He remained there daytimes
and came out at night to be
with his wife and children.

Scores of times his property
has been searched by officials,
but they never once thought of
taking a trip into that 70-foot
well.

Owens was at the bottom
comfortably reclining on his
bunk and smoking his pipe in
an underground room he had
tunneled out from the well.

Unfortunately, for Owens,
he became careless and officers
came upon him so suddenly
that he was caught in the act
of getting into his home away
from home.

He was hauled back to
prison to start over his ten year
sentence. It was 11 years ago
that Owens was charged with
murder and given his sentence.

He had been a prosperous
farmer.

He was discovered miss-

ing OHIK one day after arriving
to pay his debt. He had simply
walked away in broad daylight.

Owens talked freely of his
hiding place, which he had
taken up immediately upon re-
turning home.

His food was lowered to
him in a bucket at night.

For the last three years he
has spent much time on the
surface, even to the extent of
helping with the work around
the place.

It appeared the law had
1givem up the hunt and believed

im gone, but he became care-
less and it was reported that
“he was at home again.”

Owens says he will not try
to escape this time. He says his
family is in good shape and can
get along without him, so he
will stick it out.

Pictures and Updates!

L ANTIQUES

APRIL AUCTIONS - Two DATES
Saturday April 1st @ 3:OOUPm - Absolute - No Reserves!
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HUGE COLLECTORS’ AUCTION Featuring: MUSEUM-QUALITY Antiques, Primitives,
Advertising, Vintage Toys, Militaria, Silver Coins & Jewelry, and MUCH, MUCH MORE!! We
expect to list 600-700 LOTS for this Auction Date! Use the information below for more details,
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356 Capshaw Rd., Madison, Al 35757
Rod Schrimsher, ASBA #2650
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ﬁ
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

A Parakeet
Friend for You

* Give your birds a variety of
toys. Something they can chew on,
something they can swing on and
maybe even something they can
cuddle with. Rotate toys often so
your bird doesn't get bored.

* When you're not home, leave the TV or radio
on for your birds to keep them entertained. They
love music!

*Birds need at least one new toy a month. Toys
are a necessity, not a luxury, for birds.

* When giving your bird fresh fruits or veggies,
try an interesting presentation. If it's just sitting in
the food bowl, it may not be too appetizing.

*Spend quality time every day with your bird.
Read a book or newspaper to him, or just chat and
feed treats.

*Make sure your bird gets adequate rest every
day. 10 to 12 hours of sleep in spring and summer,
and 12 to 14 hours in fall and winter is a good
amount. Make sure your bird sleeps in a quiet,
dark room.

* Watch your bird carefully for signs of illness
(sitting on the bottom of the cage puffed up, not
eating). They usually don't show they're sick until
it's really serious.

* Avoid those net seed catchers that go around
the bottom of the cage. There have been many
parakeets who while getting seeds from the bottom
have gotten their claws tangled up in the net and
in a panic, can break legs and die.

* Talk to your parakeet a lot. Every time you
pass by, stop a minute and talk to him; it doesn't
matter what you tell him - he'll just like hearing
your voice and the attention. You can also whistle
and make clicking noises. Soon enough, you'll hear
whistles and maybe even words.

* Be sure his basic needs are fulfilled. Give him
fresh food and water every day, keep a slightly
cool temperature in the room and let him fly freely
through the room for at least an hour or two a day.
When you are feeding him/her, try to make sure
you are feeding so your bird will look forward to
each feeding with a variety of seeds.

* Don’t expect him to be a bird genius instantly.
It’s true parakeets’ intelligence rivals that of some
primates, but don’t expect your bird to be having
conversations with the whole family and using a
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toilet tray as soon as you get him.
Be realistic.

* Don’t actually pet him unless
he’s a real baby. Most birds detest
being stroked. If you are disap-
pointed in this, you can try training
the bird cool tricks, and maybe even
teach him to perch on your arm or
shoulder.

* Remember to always handle
your parakeet carefully. They are
small and delicate. You don’t need
to act like you're walking on
eggshells with him, but always re-
member that he is a small bird, not
a stress ball.

* Never hit or do anything rough with your bird.
This will only frighten him.

* Line your bird’s cage with newspaper sheets. It
tits perfectly, it's cheap, safe and the ink actually helps
slow the growth of micro-organisms.

* Birds need to bathe to keep their feathers clean.
Bird “bathtubs” can be a shallow bowl or pie plate filled
with water, or you can fill a sink with a couple inches of
water for them to take a bath in. Some birds enjoy being
misted with a spray bottle too, specially when it gets hot.

* Make friends with your bird, also, make sure to
spend time with him, speak to him, and to keep him
comfy and safe in your home. He/she is a part of your
family, too.

* Fresh greens are good for your parakeet - try raw
celery leaves and many love cilantro hanging in their
cages to nibble on.

* If you're not going to give alot of time to your
feathered friend, be sure and get him a companion.

* If you don’t want another bird, then put mirrors
in the cage. They are attracted to shiny things.

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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Little Known Facts
about People of
Madison County

by Tom Carney

- R.B. "Spec" Searcy - was selected
as Employee of the Year while driving
a bread truck.

- Cecil Ashburn - was head of the
C.ILA. in 1960. (Construction Industry

Assoc.)
- Albert Lane - made his operatic
debut in Italy in 1955.

- C. A. Grant - was National Presi-
dent of Horseshoe Pitchers Association
in 1930.

- Malcolm Miller - wrote the song
"What Are You Going To Do Without Me?"

- Mrs. Ray Dotson - was voted Miss Belgium in
1963.

- Harry Townes - had a major acting role in the
movie Tobacco Road.

- James Record - co-wrote the book “Huntsville,
Alabama: Rocket City U.S.A.” of which 70,000 cop-
ies were sold.

- John Broadway - elected President of the Ala-
bama Soft Drink Association in 1968.

- Barbara Chisholm - voted National Cherry Pie
Champion in 1958.

- Evelyn Quick - won the Alabama Hairdressers
Grand Prize in 1941.

- Ron English - performed with Jerry Lee Lewis
and George Jones.

- Glenn Sherrill - founder of Krystal Hamburg-
ers in 1932.

- John Sparkman - elected to House and Senate
at the same time.

- Mickey Stell - was a member of the Tommy
Dorsey Band.

- Walt Wiesman - elected president of the Hunts-
ville Jaycees in 1953 even though he wasnota U.S.A.
citizen.

- Bud Anderson - starred in the “High Chaparral”
TV show in 1969.

- Mrs. Josiah Hereford - voted Mother of the Year
in 1945.

- Mrs. Charles Jaco - former National Maid of
Cotton.

- Tom Sharp - voted president of Alabama Tire
Dealers in 1969.

- Mary Webster - won first place for hair model-
ing in 1959.

- Elizabeth Riddick - model who appeared
in the Saturday Evening Post in 1938.

- Mrs. Lawrence Brock - appeared on the
TV show “I've Got A Secret.”

- Henry Holiday - won national hot dog
eating contest in 1959.

- R.A.Moore - elected vice president of the
Telephone Pioneers of America in 1925.

- Ginger Poitevint - elected National Miss
Sun in 1968.

- Charles Stone - won National Outstand-
ing Farmers Award in 1967.



Doyle Brady, the
Passing of a
Huntsville
Legend

Published in old Huntsville
magazine in 1994

by Billy Joe Cooley

“There are two things I've
never had time to mess with,”
said Doyle Brady one night as
he sipped coffee at The Kettle:
“Drinking alcohol or learning
to play the guitar.”

Country singer Doyle Brad
lived a lot in his 57 years and,
as Will Rogers once said, he
never met anyone he didn’t like.
Everyone liked him. When he
died of cancer last month he left,
aside from his family, a world of
friends. I am proud to have been
among them.

We traveled together a lot in
recent years; he with his band,
and me with my comedy rou-
tines. There were such towns
as Branson, Mo., Greenville,
S.C., Muscle Shoals, Nashville’s
Captain’s Table and elsewhere.

He was always invited back
to those places and microphones
were always open for him.

He even brought many name
stars to Huntsvilige. It was Doyle
who booked Billy Joe Royal,
The Drifters, Percy Sledge, Pam
Tillis, The Platters, Marty Hag-
gard, Merle Kilgore and dozens
of other entertainers into local
bistros. In addition, his weekly
television hour on WAFF (Com-
cast 11) and CHRM-17 intro-
duced still more legends to the
Tennessee Valley.

He was the last singing part-
ner of Grand Ole Opry’s Dottie

“It might be true that dogs are
very loyal. But we cats don’t
tell the police where you
hide your drugs.”

The Cat

West. Their last album was sell-
ing well at the time of her death
in a limousine wreck in Nash-
ville. Until then it appeared that
the two of them were headed for
national stardom as a team.

Doyle was born and raised
in the northern part of Madison
County, along the Tennessee
border. With his clear, melodi-
ous singing he would probably
have been a national favorite
many years ago had he started
earlier.

He was 30 years old before
he got around to taking music
seriously, he often said. Before
that he sang mostly religious
music with his brother Carlton,
who for many years has been to
Southern gospel quartet music
what Doyle was to country.

I cou?,d take this eulogy on
for many pages and delight in
reliving the memories. Suffice
it to say that Doyle Brady will
be missed greatly by those of us
who knew him, both in person
and in the TV audience.
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A Story about
Brooks and Collier

by Jim Latham
in 1999

A woman came into
Brooks and Collier
garden shop and told
Mr. Brooks that she
wanted 2 pounds of
chicken laying mash.
He started weighing it
up in a bag, when she
said, "Are you going
to charge me for the
bag?"

He said, "No, just hold
out your hand."

Hours of Operation:
Monday - Closed

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

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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Old Town
Historic District

by Frances Rice

This is a copy of a letter Frances
Rice wrote to Lucy Brown describ-
ing how she established the Old
Town Historic District in 1972.

"Dearest Lucy,

Thank you for thinking of me.
Didn't realize I had procrastinated
so long. Please forgive me. Our
family originally came here from
California and knew no one. My
next door neighbor and I became
friends immediately, but we knew
no one else. We had purchased an
older, historic house on Calhoun
Street and Holmes Avenue and
proceeded to spend our "medium
sized" fortune in the restoration of
same.

H. C. Blake plumbing helped us
a good deal and Mr. Buddy would
spend much of the day telling me
all about Huntsville. Of course I
was all ears. The house was lovely
when we finished, but not too many
people know what or how to do it
—so0 we four learned a great deal
by just working on it.

Plumbing, wiring, heating,
cooling, plastering (Chas got good
at that). All needed to be done.

Hall Bryant thought we were a
real friendly bunch and we were.
We were not quite done with
remodeling the house when one
Sunday he called and said "Fran,
I was at a party last night and was
talking to Harvie Jones who said we
want another Historic District over
here and I think you're just the one
to do it. I'm calling him now."

He just hung up! Jingle Jingle,
it was promptly Harvie who asked
me if [ would do it. I said "Yes"
and forever after that he sang my

praises as did Hall. Little did they know how I have spent my life since
I got my two children in school. First thing I had already done was the
kick-off of the Food Stamp program when we first got here and Pink
Lady at Huntsville Hospital.  was a Pink Lady in California so of course
went right to that. I was very busy!

Incidentally, I still teach painting at the Senior Center —close to 30
ears now. Funny the way [ started Old Town District. No one here
new me, but everyone knew Mr. Will Cummings and where he lived

so I would call neighbors and say (after 3 years having lived here), "You
do not know me, my name is Frances Rice and my family has purchased
the Will Cummings home on 118 Calhoun Street and I have been asked
to form a historic district and I need your help." Then I'd ask them to
sign a petition to do so.

Some would agree to do this and many would not. Many were the
times I kept my cool and said "I thank you," then hang up and sob at
their rudeness to me.

Once, I called Harvie and said "Harvie, they are so nasty to me, I'm
going to throw this all in the fire place." He'd calm me down and I'd
persevere - for 3 years, as I said I kept mf] Fpromises. I was trying to help
my fellow-man as I had done my whole life. My son Charles came home
each day and stood in the wide door way grinning “Where do we take
pictures today, Mommy?” And off we’d go.

As it turned out I got 80 percent approval from the neighbors and
we only needed 70 percent. Edith, my next door neighbor, always said
“Frances did it!”

I remember years ago, Mrs. Stella who lived on White Street always
played piano for me at our open-to-the-residents Old Town meetings.
My husband Charles (Chas) said “Let’s give her a lifetime membership”
so we did.

Incidentally, THE BOOK about this area, written in 1994 (“Hard
Times; The Civil War in Huntsville and North Alabama”) was written
by our son Charles S. Rice. It sold out almost immediately.

My maiden name was Seaman - it's English and I gave it to my son
as his middle name. Charles was called back to teach at an Ivy League
school and said when he got back he would have the book reprinted.
He traveled to Thailand and liked it so much he stayed. He made $100
per month teaching. Like his mom, he was not in it for the money.

Thanks again —it was fun reminiscing. Come see me Love, Fran

The Old Town Historic District was the second historic district in
Huntsville, Alabama. It was added to the National Register of Historic
Places on July 18, 1978. Roughly bounded by Dement and Lincoln Sttreets
and Randolph and Walker Avenues, it features homes in a variety of
styles including Victorian, Federal. Greek Revival. Queen Anne. American
Craftsman, and even Prairie School with homes dating from the late 1820s
through the early 20th century.

The Old Town Historic District had its beginnings in 1973, when local
architect Harvie Jones suggested to home owners Charles E. and Frances ]J.
Rice that they create another district to include the 19th century homes that
remained outside of the Twickenham Historic District. The Rices accord-
ingly began obtaining the necessary petitions and documents to gain first
local, then state and finally national recognition for the Old Town Historic
District. They were supported in their efforts by then Huntsville Mayor Joe
W. Davis. Madison County Commissioner Tillman Hill and Alabama U.
S. Senator John Sparkman. The Rices were later honored by the Alabama
Historical Commission for their contributions to historic preservation,
and in 2009 a small park in Old Town was named after the Rice’s.

One recent collaboration with the Green Team is that of Old Town
Historic District and the little park on Pratt/Walker and White streets.
This former eyesore was totally transformed by the OTHD board and
residents along with much help from Joy McKee and the staff of the Green
Team. The new Rice Park was named after Charles and Frances Rice, of
Old Town, who worked very hard to establish the historic district back
in the early 70’s.



HOUSEHOLD
HINTS FROM
1892

- Alocal doctor says that linen
should never be worn near the
skin.

- Toremove finger marks from
a hard wood door, use borax.

- Lard applied at once will
remove the discoloration after a
bruise.

- Whites of eggs may be beaten
to a stiff froth by an open window
when it would be impossible in a
steamy kitchen.

- Clear boiling water will re-
move tea stains; pour the water
through the stain and thus pre-
vent its spreading.

- All sorts of vessels and uten-
sils may be purified from long
retained smells of any kind by
rinsing them out well with char-
coal powder after they have been
scoured with sand soap.

- A disinfectant which com-
bines cheapness with general
worth is found in permanganate
of potash. One ounce will make
a bucketful of disinfectant. It is
a crystal, and can be kept in this
state until ready for use.

- Steaming the face at night
over a bowl of very hot water, and
then bathing it with very cold wa-
ter, is the simple method of givin
the face a Russian bath, and will
tend to make the skin whiter and
smoother and the flesh firmer.

- When you put lotion on your
face at night don’t forget your ears
- they need love too!

- To remove a grease stain
from colored material, lay upon
it a piece of butcher's paper and
press with a warm iron. In a mo-
ment a grease spot will appear
on the paper. Put a clean piece
over the grease spot and proceed
as before until no more grease is

Getting older is just one
body part after another
saying,

“HA - you think that was
bad? Watch this!”
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brought out on the paper.

- Lemon juice will whiten frosting, cranberry or strawberry juice
will color it pink and the grated rind of an orange strained through a
cloth will color it yellow.

- Place jars of sticky food (honey, molasses) on plastic lids in your
pantry to avoid sticky messes.

- To get odors out of Elastic containers, just crumple up some
newspaper and put it inside the container, add top and let stay that
way overnight,

- A paint scraper works well in removing baked on or cemented goo
from countertops, stovetops, floors, etc.

- Keep a pair of scissors in your gadget drawer along with a box
cutter for quick opening of packages, boxes, etc.

of L
MADISON

Hello, my name is Madi-
son. | am a beautiful black
and white female cat. | am
at the Ark Animal Shelter be-
cause my family couldn’t take
care of me anymore. | came
in with a buddy cat that has

already been adopted. | am 7 years old and would like to again have a home
of my own where | could look out the windows at the birds. | get along well
with other cats and have a super friendly disposition. | greet all the people
who come in my room here at the shelter to let them know | am friendly. |
love to eat treats and | like a lot of attention. If you are looking for a friendly
cat that likes people and gets along well with other cats will you think about
coming to the Ark Shelter and asking to see Madison? That’s me.

The Ark
256.851.4088
139 Bo Cole Rd.

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

L1 rj

A No-Kill Animal Shelter
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She Brought Him Home
in a Salt Coffin

by Bryon Miller (originally published in
Old Huntsville magazine in 1994)

It often seems that the wife is left home to take
care of everything while the husband is gone off to
serve the country. Sometimes the wife left behind
must do things that far surpass what might nor-
mally be expected. Such is the case of Mrs. Joseph
Albert, a member of one of the founding families
of Albertville.

It was in 1861 that Joseph T. Albert and his
twin sons were called to fight in the Civil War.
Enlisting in the Henry County Volunteers, they
were immediately sent to fight in Virginia. One can
imagine the apprehensive thoughts going through
the mind of the wife and mother with three of her
own gone to battle.

In September 1862, one of the many wounded
soldiers returning from battle came to visit her
with a blood curdling description of the war. He
described the Second Battle of Manassas in great
detail explaining how a decisive victory against
the Yankees at Manassas, Virginia (29-30 August
1862) had driven them all the way back to Wash-
ington, D.C.

What she heard was that over 7,000 of our
Southern boys lay wounded and more than a
thousand had lost their lives fighting for their
Southern right.

Her husband had been seen falling from a Yan-
kee mini-ball and was believed to be recovering in
a makeshift Confederate field hospital. Like wives
of today, she prepared to see about him. Without a
moment’s hesitation, she started loading the family
wagon with cornmeal, beans and any other food
she could find as well as the necessary cooking
pots and water jugs.

Albert’s wife hitched up her horse wagon and
be%an the long journey to Virginia. Averaging 25
miles a day, her journey took about three weeks
each way. As a woman, alone on a long journey
by horse and wagon with not even a good road to
travel during wartime, she was naturally scared
the entire trip. She slept underneath the wagon at
night and crouched there for cover when it rained.
Occasionally, she stayed at the home of a person
along the way. To have a stranger stay over for the
night was fairly common in those days.

The thoughts of her husband lying wounded in
a hospital inspired her to keep moving regardless
of how tired she might be. Arriving at Manassas,
she spent a great deal of time searching for her

husband’s company, the Henry County Vol-
unteers.

Finally, she found an acquaintance from
back home who told of how he stayed with
Joseph til the end and that his last thoughts
were of love for his wife.

Mrs. Albert knew that he would have
wanted to return home no matter what it took.
So she set about buying up all the salt she could
find. She had Joseph's friends gently lay him
in a hastily prepared coffin and packed the
salt all around the body. The salt coffin was

laced in the wagon, tied down and prepared

or thejourney. Everybody crowded around to
wish their fallen comrade a farewell and Mrs.
Albert was off.

During the entire return journey she wor-
ried about whether she would have to repeat
the experience for the two sons left to do battle.
Finally after arriving back home in November
of 1862, she had the body of her husband bur-
ied outside their home near the chimney. Sev-
eral years later she was buried alongside him.

After many years the house had fallen into
disrepair and the graves grown over with
brush. In 1962 workmen building a house on
the property found the poorly marked graves.

After a thorough investigation of the facts,
the United Children of the Confederacy com-
memorated the bravery of Mr. and Mrs. Joseph
T. Albert by placing a marker at the site.

Sadly, little information is available about
Mrs. Albert’s full name or the fate of their two
remaining sons.

/ \
OUR ADVERTISERS KEEP

“OLD HUNTSVILLE” GOING

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




Unusual Old Superstitions

- Don't throw your hair clippings out of an open window -
that signifies bad luck to the thrower.

- If you kill frogs, your cows will "go dry".

- Tickling a baby will cause it to stutter.

- To thank a person for combing your hair is bad luck.

- To allow a child to look into a mirror before it is a month
old will cause it trouble in teething.

- A child will have the nature and disposition similar to that
of the person who first takes it out-of-doors.

- If a cat jumps in your lap who normally doesn’t, expect a
long time friend to show up after many years.

- If a person comes into your presence while you are saying
bad things about him, and he puts his hands anywhere on you,
you will die.

- When a strange dog enters your home, a new unexpected
friendship with a long lost person will happen.

- Plant all seeds, make soap and kill meat on the increase of
the moon. If done on the decrease, the seeds will not grow, the
soap will not lather and the meat will shrink.

- Misfortune will come to you if you sell or pawn a wedding
gift. Above all, never hock your wedding ring. Not only will your
past loves be irretrievable, so will your future ones.

- If you work on the day of your wedding, you will have to
work always.

- It is very bad luck to sweep your house on Friday night.

- If rats cut your clothes, do not allow your kinfolks to mend
them.

- When you hear the first dove of the spring, take off your
right shoe and you will find a strand of the man's hair you are
to marry.

- If you put your purse on the ground you will soon lose a
large amount of money.

- A strange dog walking between two engaged people wil
cause a quarrel that may end the relationship.

- If a dog hides under a table, a storm is coming,.
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“| told my wife | wanted to
be cremated. She made an
appointment for me next
Tuesday.”

Mike Johnston, Madison

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

BY ToM CARNEY

All Local
Short Stories

A Great Gift Idea for the
Readers in Your Life

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

To order with credit/debit card
call 256.534.0502

Also Available at Harrison Brothers and
on Amazon.com

$19.99 includes

free shipping US wide
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THE ART OF MAKING
LYE SoApP,
MANY YEARS AGO

orig. printed in Old Huntsville Magazine in 2004

by Juanita Reid

My 71 year old memory contains the
experience of watching my mother (who
died when I was 9) and my grandmother
making soap the old fashioned way.

They made their lye by leaching water
through hardwood ashes. They used the
stump from an old tree that had broken off
in a wind storm. The tree was hollow and
had a hole near the bottom — evidently
had been an animal den at one time or
Eerhaps where a limb had rotted off. The

ole was about four inches round.

They took a hollowed out limb,
cut it in half, inserted it into the hole
and used that as a drain spout for
the leaching of the lye water.

Back in those days, we had
wooden buckets and if memory
serves me right, that was what they
used to collect the leached lye water
from ashes. I do not recall if they
put straw in the hollowed out tree
to keep the ashes from washing
through but they must have. They
poured the water throu%lh the ashes
and would put more ashes into the
tree stump and pour the lye water
back through until it would float
an egg -- strong enough for soap
making.

The soap was made in the iron
wash pot used for boiling the clothes.

A fire was built under the wash pot,
the rendered fat saved from cooking
meats was added to the pot and the

lye water from the wood ashes added and boiled

until it became soap.

The soap was poured into a wooden box lined
with an old pillow case that had been dipped in
%rease. The soap was left to go solid and then cut into

ars. The soap was certainly not pretty — I remember
it was grey and contained some grit from the ashes.

The fat must have been rancid because my

memory can still smell that "grandma's lye soap." It got
clothes clean but required a lot of rinsing to get rid of the
ash or the clothes would be dingy. It certainly stopped
children from repeating curse words after once having
their mouths washed out with that soap.

This soap was used for everything. It would be what
we today call hot processed because it was boiled for
hours if necessary to reach trace. It was a softer soap than
we are used to but it was definitely a bar soap because
it rested on the lip of the rub-board and was kept in a
soap dish for washing dishes.

Other uses for that same lye water was to wash
wooden floors in the house. All animals and children
were forbidden access to the house until the floor dried
completely. Lye water was placed in the iron pot along
with some of the cut up soap before adding the clothes
that were boiled. Homemade Lye water was used to
soak field corn to make hominy and after much rinsing,
the hominy was either used as a vegetable or could be
dried and ground into grits.

The excess lye water was stored for later use but I do
not remember where (probably because it was hidden
from children and animals).

I have just dredged up some very old memories.



An Old Man’s
Revenge

from 1923 Newspaper

I, John Thomason, knowing that my
remaining days are few, take pen in
hand to render my last will and testa-
ment.

I ask that Horace Cauthron, my
good friend of thirty-two years, be the
executor of my wishes. He is to be paid
the normal fees as is customary for such
situations,

He is to pay all debts owed by me
from funds on deposit with the Bank
of Scottsboro.

To my wife, Mary, who has re-
mained steadfast at my side for sixty-
three years, I leave a litetime of memo-
ries and love along with my sorrow
at the many times I have caused her
anguish.

Itis my hope that the good days will
heavily outweigh the bad days.

In addition, I leave her our home
and farm, with all its furnishings, im-
plements and livestock that she might
live her remaining days in a comfort-
able manner in which she deserves.

In addition, I leave her all my
stocks and bonds currently on deposit
with the Chattanooga Trust Bank, in
addition to any other monies due my
estate, that she may continue to derive
income from such.

“A bargain is something you
don’t need at all, at half the
price.”

Pat Riley, Huntsville
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For my oldest son, John, I leave the amount of ten
thousand dollars to be paid up on the tenth anniversary
of my death, or on the occasion of his mother's death, on
the condition he visits her every week and continues to
maintain the relationship of a loving son.

If he fails to do so, the money shall be given to a church
of the executors choosing.

For my son, Perry, who has caused his mother and I so
much grief for so many years, I leave the amount of three
thousand dollars which is in a metal box, buried on the
farm in a location known only to me.

If he can find the money it is his to keep.

It is my hope that after weeks of grubbing in the dirt
he will realize the folly of chasing dreams.

In addition, a sum of seven thousand dollars shall be
paid to him only after the completion of ten years full-time
employment, in a manner consistent with the morals of
the community.

If he fails to do so, the money shall be given to a church
of the executors choosing.

John Thomason

July 4, 1923




The Madison County Courthouse was a scene of great excitement in 1910 when
Oscar Greene attempted to file suit against his wife for not living up to the
marriage contract; namely not cooking. Not everyone was amused and
authorities declined to hear the case. That same year Miss Grace Walker
convinced the city fathers to change the name of the Huntsville Spring to Big Spring.
Our fair city had grown to the almost unbelievable population of 7,611.

SPONSORED BY
BERRYHILL FUNERAL HOME

(256) 536-9197

Personal, Professional Service
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