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M. D. Smith, IV -
The Interview

by John H. Tate

Most Huntsvillians know the
name M.D. Smith IV, of Smith
Broadcasting, the owners of
WAAY-Radio and WAAY-TV.
For generations, Smith Broad-
casting was as synonymous
with Huntsville as Redstone
Arsenal and the Space Pro-
gram. M.D. Smith IV agreed
to share some of his time with
the Readers of Old Huntsville
Magazine.

The most agonizing chal-
lenge of doing this story was
where to start. William Fran-
cis Cumming Smith will be
our starting point, the father
of Marcellus Davidson, Senior.

Overheard, one gossip to
another:

“I'won’t bore you with all
the details. In fact, I've
already told you more than
| heard myself!”

The naming of his son Marcel-
lus Davidson spawned six gen-
erations of firstborn sons, all go-
ing by M.D. Smith.

M.D. Sr. became a minister
who made his own tents. The
Lord blessed Marcellus David-
son, Sr. to be such a good tent
maker that others asked him to
make their tents also. Tent mak-
ing became so profitable that
he formed the Smith Mfg. Co.,
thus starting the Smith Legacy.

M.D. Smith, Sr. not only
started the Smith legacy of en-
trepreneurship, but ﬁe also laid
the foundation for the pursuit
of excellence. This pursuit led
to the purchase of the family's
first 50-watt AM radio station,
call letters WBRC, the second
radio station on the air in Ala-
bama on May 27, 1925.

In su'}? ort of the World
War II efforts, Smith Mfeg. en-
tered into contracts with the

U.S. Army to make everything
from parachutes to underwear,
including tents. They later sold
the tent making company, then
known as Birmingham Awning
and Tent and Venetian Blinds.
They extended their foray into
mass communications by buy-
ing more radio stations.

There is no way to do justice
to the true history of the Smith
family, so we have to be very se-
lective. As part of that selectiv-
ity, we find ourselves in 1958.
M.D. Smith III has purchased
WHBS 1550-AM radio station
from the Huntsville Times.
He changed the call signs to
WAAY.

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
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M.D. III changed the radio format from
Adult Listening music to Rock and Roll
Top 40. At the time, this was such a radical
move that some employees quit, and there
was a petition circulated to boycott the ra-
dio station. M.D. IV became a Disc Jockey
for WAAY Radio in the summer of 1956.
Some would say, "The rest is history."

1963 turns out to be a very significant
year in the communication industry for
Huntsville, Alabama. Smith Broadcast-
ing bought its first TV station, WAFG-TV,
Channel 31, the call sign later changed to
WAAY 31. Channel 19 TV was built next to
WAFG, and Channel 25 was awarded to the
Alabama Educational Television Authority.

Over thenextseveral decades M.D. Smith
IV led the radio station and the television
station to leadership positions, in their re-
spective areas. However, M.D. Smith IV is
more than just a radio and television man,
he is also a husband and father.

To explore M.D. Smith IV as a man, and
more importantly, as a family man, we
need a definitive point and object in time.
For our purpose, the individual was Judy
Chandler, and the definitive object was a
Black Strapless dress, in 1960.

Let's hear about this pivotal moment in
time from Judy Chandler Smith herself.
"My cousin lived in Birmingham, and his
father was the editor of the Birmingham
News, and he was about a couple of years
younger than me. I was home for Christmas
Break, from the University of Alabama,
when I was a freshman.”

“He asked me to come down to a fra-
ternity party. I said, “Micky, I'm working
at Rose Jewelry company, and I have a re-
ally good job over Christmas Break making
50 cents an hour. I don't want to lose my
Christmas spending money. Well, he said
that if I'd go, he would come get me and
bring me back. He did, and I was back on
December 23rd, and I went straight to the
jewelry store and was working. But to go to
the dance, I wanted a new dress, there was
the Town and Country Shop downtown.
I found this black dress, it was strapless,
but it had little pieces that came up around
your neck. I stillphave it, but I can’t getinit.”

“I'had shoes and a black headband. I was
dancing on the floor when this guy cut in,
it happened to be M.D., and the first thing
he said was, “Where did you get that good-
looking dress?” We danced but I didn’t pay
that much attention to him, I guess he paid
more attention to me.”

“Where did you get that good-looking
dress?” These are the words that started a

sixty-four-year love affair. According to Judy Smith,
M.D. came to Huntsville to visit her the next day after
the dance, while she was working. On her break, they
went next door to the drugstore and had some peanut
butter crackers and cokes.

When she learned that M.D. worked as a disc jock-
ey, she thought, You're pretty poor. Judy paid the bill.
But she added once she learned that his family owned
the company, “I haven’t paid for it since then.”

Judy recalls another pivotal moment, as their rela-
tionship blossomed. In January of her sophomore year
at Alabama, her grandmother passed, and M.D. took
her to Troy Alabama to the funeral. In her own words,
“On the way back, he proposed by saying, ‘Can you
think of any reason why we shouldn’t get married?’ I
said, ‘No I guess that sounds like a good idea to me.””

Spending time with Judy Smith was pure joy, and
it would have been very easy to elevate her to the sub-

ject of this story. However, we must get back on our

train (train of thought) as we pull away from the Judy
Chandler Smith depot with full steam to the M.D.
Smith station.

As the train coasts to a stop, we find ourselves
learning an interesting fact about M.D. If not for the




lack of grades at his first college, he might have had a second MD
added to his name.

M.D. tells the story the best. Speaking about his father, he said,
“Dad said that he wanted to be a doctor. When we got injured, he
would take us to Dr. Lester’s home. Dr. Lester woulé;l stitch us up,
and my dad would say, ‘I can do that.” My father told me, ‘I've
always wanted to be M.D. Smith, MD.” I thought to myself, that
would be neat”

M.D. explains why the doctor’s route didn’t pan out. “Up until
past my freshman year at college (University of Virginia) I was
going to be a doctor. I was not going to be in the radio business.
I spent my summers as a disc jockey, from midnight to dawn for
several summers.”

“That’s what I did, I loved doing it, it was like a hobby to me,
I never dreamed I would get into the business. My father always
told me I was welcome to be in the business, but he was all for
me being a doctor if that was what I wanted to do. It was in the
middle of my sophomore year, that I realized that I wasn’t going
to pass pre-med. That is when I decided to change to broadcast-
ing. There were no broadcasting classes at U.V., so I transferred to
the University of Alabama and majored in radio and television.”

M.D. reminisced about asking Judy to marry him. With the
warmth and familiarity of a lifelong relationship, he starts. “I
asked her (Judy Chandler) to marry me in March of 1961, and
in June we were married. We lived in the married student apart-
ments at the University of Alabama.”

“My father said I wasn’t getting any more money just because I
was married. I said OK, I didn’t need anymore, I got several part-
time jobs with radio stations using the license I got in the summer
of 1960.” M.D. shared that he and Judy had the first of their eight
kids in 1963, seven boys and one girl.

Many entrepreneurs, in pursuit of excellence, and financial
gain are lacking in the area of family connection. This is not the
case with M.D. Smith IV, it might be argued that he devoted as
much energy to his family as he
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did to his media empire. With IC]
the warmth of a father, M.D.
introduces his kids to the Old
Huntsville Magazine readers.

“Judy and I have had eight
children over 3 decades, the
last being born on Christmas
Day, 1985. What a nerve-rack-
ing Christmas Eve. I was doing
Santa for the 4 youngest children
with Judy saying she needed to
go to the hospital.”

“We rushed to the hospi-
tal and got there at 10 pm, but
Owen was not born until 7:15 am
on Christmas morning. I had to
hurry home, Judy’s mother was
keeping our kids, but I had to set
up the movie camera as the kids
came to see what Santa left for
them, and to open their Presents
that were under the tree.”

“Our eight kids are Marcel-
lus (Dee) Davidson, 1963, Barry EL'

=

Scott, 1964, Brent Kirby, 1968,
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Bryan Creighton, 1974. Bryan
passed 10/8/2011, from compli-
cations from Sleep Apnea, while
on vacation at our house in Mary
Esther, FL, with me and other fam-
ily members. Judy was not on that
trip.”

“His older brothers and I called
him Bryan, but Judy decided she
would call him Creighton at age 2,
so she called him Creighton, as did
his younger brothers.”

“Elizabeth Allison, our only girl,
1977, Martin Douglas, 1981, War-
ren Chandler, 1983, Owen Kirven
1985. Yep, Owen was the one born
at 7:30 am Christmas morning.”

With the media empire and eight
kids, how did M.D. relax? He ex-
Elains that he has acquired a lot of

obbies over the years, most were
surrounding family members. “In
the last semester of my senior year
of college, since all of my required
courses were completed, I took Oil
Painting and Ceramics & Wheel
Throwing. Both hobbies stuck with
me all my life.”

“ After having so much fun with
my father in the summer of 1962,
with a CB radio, I got my Ama-
teur Radio (HAM) license, call sign
WA4DXP, and began talking all
over the world. My father got his
license, WA4EZW, shortly after
me. My son, Dee, got his just a few
years ago.

With all the sons, I've had every
father-son hobby you can imagine
including scouts, RC boats and air-
planes, hunting & target shoot-
ing and reloading ammo. All
the kids (Including Allison) did
Little League things when they
were young, too.”

“ Another fun hobby I took up
was SCUBA diving, later all of
the kids got their SCUBA cards,
and we enjoyed many dives to-
gether.”

“Alison’s passion was paint-
ing, she loved it so much. I have
painted with her in recent years.
She held her own “Spirited Art”
class at the Elks Lodge. This is
where you complete a copy of
another artist in a single night.”

“One of the big activities of
my life came in 1980. I lost 105

pounds the previous year and started exercising by running.
My first big challenge was a 10-K run, later I did my first Mara-
thon in 1981, and finally the Iron Man Triathlon in Kona, Ha-
waii in February of 1982.”

“I'had to quit running after my first hip replacement in 1986.
I miss running, I suffered withdrawals from the endorphins,
“runner’s high,” that came with my morning run.”

Judy Smit% adds to the story. “When we were expecting the
third child, (1968) M.D. had a Cessna airplane, and we would
go flying together. We would go up in the plane and I would
think, this doesn’t make good sense, I don’t know how to get
down. So I got my student pilot’s license.”

M.D. adds, “She quit after she learned to land, mainly be-
cause of being pregnant, and her belly was too big to pull
the control horn back for landing.” Over the years, Judy has
helped out at the radio station, and TV station, which means
she and M.D. have jointly shared all aspects of their lives. Both
Judy and M.D. are published authors, with their books listed
on Amazon.

M.D. currently has eight books published, including “Be-
hind The Screens,” the story of their media empire. ]ugy has
two books she has co-written with M.D., and she is in the pro-
cess of completing a third.

They both acknowledge that it was Judy who got M.D. into
writing. When Owen, their youngest, headed off to the Univer-
sity of Alabama, Judy started writing for Old Huntsville Maga-
zine. Which started her writing career.

M.D. always committed himself fully to whatever projects
or hobbies that interested him. His writing is no exception. At
an age where many are looking for quiet space, M.D. continues
to seek opportunities for personal growth.

He states, “In the Summer of 2022, I earned my master’s
degree in Popular Fiction Writing from Seton Hill Univer-
sity. Also, I've been writing stories for Old Huntsville Maga-
zine, and I have had a story published every month, in recent
months.”

Along with the books, there are several internet posts that
M.D. has contributed to or written himself. One of note is
WAAY-TV-History of Smith Broadcasting. (31alumni.com).

Z
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This site contains a complete
history from 1928 to 1999, offer-
ing an excellent timeline for all
of the major public, and private
events within Smith Broadcast-
ing. For a true enthusiast, this
website will partner well with
M.D.'s book, BEHIND THE
SCREENS.

Aswe bring our conversation
with M.D. Smith IV to an end,
I ask him to share any special
moment that stands out from
his WAAY-TV days. With a
thoughtful, and humble expres-
sion on his face, he responds.

“WAAY-TV was the only
station with weather radar dur-
ing the very destructive torna-
does of April 1974. Many lives
were saved because of it. We got
hundreds of letters thanking us
for saving lives, and even Gov-
ernor George Wallace wrote a
personal letter to us for “...a }'ob
well done.” I still have the let-
ter, and a copy is on the Smith
Broadcasting History website.”

As we gather our belongings
to disembark from the train, we
ask M.D. to provide a summary
of the life lessons he learned
over the decades of running
a media empire and raising a
family of eigﬁt children, with a
wife of sixty-four years.

After taking a moment to
think, he said, “Be agreeable.”
He left the response to hang
in the air for a long time, and
then he added, “The world has
changed and is changing, and
be it in politics, or just everyday
living, people don’t allow for
other people’s opinions.”

“We all don’t have to agree
on everything, but life would
be so much more pleasant if we
could all be agreeable to each
other’s right to disagree. With-
out dehumanizing the person
we disagree with.”

Wrapping up with family,
and finances, M.D. reflects on
a life lesson from his parents.
“Money was available, but they
were very frugal. They taught
me to be frugal also. Judy and
I are the same way to this day,
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we are both very frugal, so we have money to spend on stuff we
want.”

“Growing up I had to earn my money, and earned it by cutting

rass, they taught me entrepreneurship from the first time I had a
emonade stand in our front yard. Then I had a shaved ice stand.
They set me up at first, then they said I had to buy my supplies. I
came to understand profit and loss, and the expenses of running a
business.”

Among the books M.D. mentioned that aided him in business,
and his personal life, he rated Dale Carnegie’s book, HOW TO
WIN FRIENDS AND INFLUENCE
PEOPLE, as a very important source
for his growth over the years.

Thank you M.D. Smith IV for your
contributions to not only the city of
Huntsville, but also the North Ala-
bama and Southern Tennessee area.

Let’s end this story with a former
WAAY-TV News Anchor having the
final word. Cliff Hill, as quoted from
BEHIND THE SCREENS, “... As a
family, we sometimes got into argu-
ments, we shared eaclgl other’s ups
and downs and through it all did
some really good work.

L
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Training My People

by Buddy, the ShihTzu
My Dear Readers and Admirers,

You may remember me; my name is Buddy,
and I am a Shih Tzu who wrote an article that was
published in Old Huntsville Magazine in August
2022 titled “Training My People “By Buddy. My
story began when I was a baby and MS Janie ad-
opted me from Mr. Horace who owned my mom
and dad. She named me "Prince” and taught me
good manners.

We were both upset when her apartment own-
ers ruled that pets were no longer allowed. We
both cried when she took me back to Mr. Horace
and I became an orphan again.

I was fortunate when Maggie and Mike ad-
opted me a few months later and I went to live
with them. When they adopted me, I decided
that I would train them instead of having them
continue my training. I was so proud of myself
when I taught them to give me table food by star-
ing at them with my big brown eyes. You might
be interested to know that my training was so
good that Mike and I were expelled from Train-
ing School because he could not make me mind.
That gives you an idea as to my excellent training
techniques.

Once I snuck away and ran down the moun-
tain, then returned and hid under the kitchen
steps to listen to them talk about how worried
they were. Later I wandered back into the house,
and they were so happy that they did not punish
me.

Sometimes Mike liked to let me have my way

by letting me sit on the couch just to aggravate Maggie,
which was lots of fun.

Nevertheless, in spite of developing good tech-
niques to train Maggie and Mike, I sometimes felt
scared and lonely because it is hard to be in charge. It
is easier to have your people in charge and train you.
I learned that there can be consequences to taking all
the responsibility in the family. I lived with Mike and
Maggie from the time I was about two years old until
just past my seventh birthday.

Mike was not well during this last winter, and I
stayed next to him all the time so that I could run to
Maggie if he needed her help. When the ambulance
came to take Mike to the hospital, I knew it was the last
time I would see him. Maggie did not know because
people do not have the insight that we dogs have. I did
not wait at the door for Mike to return as I always did
in the past and Maggie did not understand. I began
following her around like I always followed Mike be-
cause I knew that now | had to take care of her, and she
would need my help.

A week after Mike passed away, Maggie moved to
live with her daughter until her new house could be
built. She was not able to take me with her because the
building where her daughter lives does not have an
elevator. I have a lot of stamina, but I was unable to
climb up and down the three flights of stairs in the tall
building where Maggie’s daughter lives.

Maggie called Mr. Horace because she was worried
about what to do with me. She knew Mike would want
the best for me as she did. When she called Mr. Hor-
ace, he said I could live with him until a new home
could be found for me. Mr. Horace also recommended
that I have a procedure that would be beneficial for my
health, and he said that it would help make me more
desirable for adoption. He took me to his veterinarian
who did my surgery. I did not know what was going
to happen when they gave me a shot and I felt drowsy
and went to sleep. When I woke up, I did not feel very
good. The medicine Mr. Horace gave me helped and
he let me sleep with him until I had my stitches taken
out.

Now I am wondering what will happen to me,
whether I will continue to live with Mr. Horace or if
someone will adopt me. I am anxious even though I am
having a good time with Mr. Horace’s other dogs. I re-
ally want to live with a nice family that includes a mom
and dad like I have been used to for over five years. It's
so hard to be an orphan. I have been the center of Mike
and Maggie’s attention and I need the same situation
to be happy.

I'am a devoted lovable companion for the right fam-
ily. As you can see from my picture, I am quite hand-
some, good natured and smart. If you have any ideas
that would be helpful, please write me at Maggie Gold-
smith - Attn: Buddy, 207 Eustis Ave. SE, Huntsville, Al
35801.

Anxiously awaiting your replies, Buddy.



City News - 1911

Fight is said to be Caused by Insult

J. S. Clay, a well known merchant,
and Frank Randall, a clerk in a clothing
store engaged in a sensational duel with
pistols at the front door of Clay's resi-
dent on Adams Street, Randall is being
seen by his doctor and probably fatally
wounded - a pistol ball having passed
through his head and tearing away a
large portion of his right cheek. Clay re-
ceived two wounds, one in the shoulder
and the other bullet striking him in the
mouth, shattering his teeth and almost
cutting his tongue in two. He will re-
cover.

Randall went to Clay's residence and
demanded an explanation of an alleged
insult to Miss Maude Ledford, the fi-
ance' of Randall. Clay was arrested and
held in bail of $2,000 awaiting the out-
come of Randall's injuries.

The Death of Col. Cyrus F. Sugg

This community was shocked
when it read in Sunday's issue of the
Daily Times that Col. Cyrus Sugg had
dropped dead at his home on west Clin-
ton Street. In the death of this splendid
man Huntsville, in fact the whole state,
has lost one of its foremost citizens and
a business man and financier of recog-
nized ability. Sugg was an honest man,
a good man, and was known for his
square dealings with his fellow man
and a business sagacity that was appre-
ciated by all.

His death is a distinct blow to our
beautiful city but lessons we learned
from his progressive efforts will aid in
future growth. To the good wife,
who is bowed in sorrow, we ex-
tend heartfelt sympathy.

Family loses Little Girl

The funeral of little 5 year
old daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
W. H. Bell, of the Huntsville
Wholesale Nurseries, was held
yesterday and interment made
in Maple Hill cemetery. Services
were conducted by Rev. Carey
Gamble of the Episcopal church.
Death was the result of pneumo-
nia and was the second death in
the Bell family in the past few
months.
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Says His Friends Drugged his Liquor

W. F. Canterbury who claims to be here from Memphis, and
who came here yesterday and registered at the men’s boarding
house on East Clinton Street, complained to the police that he had
been robbed of $200. He claimed that he went out early in the
evening with a party of friends and alleges knockout drops were
administered to him. When he awoke, he found himself in his
room at the boarding house and his roll of money missing.

Bloodhounds trailed the supposed robbers from the boarding
house to the railroad yards and it is thought the thieves have gone
to Atlanta. The police here think that they are part of a larger ring
in the Georgia area and will be nearly impossible to find.
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MONROVIA SCHOOL
1965-1972
TURNIP GREENS, PINTO
BEANS AND CORNBREAD

by Jeff Rhodes

The Lunchroom at Monro-
via School was a welcoming
place. Every day was like go-
ing into your grandma's house
for Thanksgiving. When it was
cold outside, the Lunchroom
greeted you with the warm
smell of home cooking. The
Lunchroom was not air-con-
ditioned but somehow never
seemed hot or uncomfortable
during summer.

Your teacher at Monrovia
School ate with her class and
provided etiquette instruc-
tion for students who needed
it. Some learned polite table
manners or how to finish on
time then clean up after them-
selves. All part of the Monro-
via School educational experi-
ence.

Mrs. Brockway ran the
Lunchroom and was the wife
of Mr. Bill Brockway, a large
row crop farmer with a big
place on Old Monrovia Road.
All the "Lunchroom Ladies" as
they were known were mid-
dle-aged women cooking in
the back, preparing, serving,
and cleaning up. I heard that
one lady, known as "Mama
Zuba", was the grandmother
of one of the students.

Monrovia School Lunch-
room meals were simple and
delicious. Green beans or Eng-
lish peas were often served as
the vegetable. No doubt the
green beans had been cooked
with a little bacon grease or
pork fat. Creamed corn some-
times, coleslaw, but I don't
recall potatoes being served

much. The meat dish might be
a hamburger patty on a bun.
One odd but tasty entree was
elbow macaroni in a thin to-
mato sauce with ground beef.
A rectangular breaded fish
stick was often served but not
my favorite. Fresh baked rolls
or cornbread was the usual
starch.

Monrovia School cornbread
was baked in big rectangu-
lar pans and cut into squares.
That is the way cornbread is
supposed to be: not too sweet
or salty, a little dry and crum-
bly, not too much shortening.
I think the price for lunch was
25 cents.

The only beverage was a
pint of whole milk in a card-
board carton, price five cents.
Most would tear open half of
the top, forming a spout and
drink from the spout. Many
kids would tear open the
whole top, forming a tall open
container, then crumble their
cornbread into the milk and
eat it with a spoon.

But the best combination
of all was turnip greens, pin-
to beans and cornbread. On
turnip greens days, the tables
were set with squeeze bottles
of vinegar to be used on the

greens. Not for me, I prefer
them to have no vinegar. The
pinto beans were the protein
and meat substitute.

So, there you have it, your
leafy green vegetable, your
nonmeat protein, and that fa-
mous cornbread; Health Food
before it became fashionable.
Still my favorite winter meal
nearly 60 years later.

Nothing went to waste at
the lunchroom, not even the
table scraps. On the west side
of the dining area a wide win-
dow opened into the back be-
hind two gray barrels.

Students were instructed to
scrape off uneaten food from
plates before placing table-
ware and plates in the win-
dow for dishwashing.

Occasionally I would see a
fork or spoon among the food
scraps in the barrels. Some-
body dropped it and was too
lazy to retrieve it or intended
to throw it away. Who knows?

I didn't make the connec-
tion until many years later. A
neighbor across the road ran
a small hog operation. Mr. S
would make an irregular cir-
cuit to the country stores in
Monrovia gathering the ex-
pired bread that didn't sell.

Old Ad Run in Old Huntsville Magazine in 2009




This expired bread he would
unwrap and feed to his hogs.

But the neighbor's wife,
Mrs. S, got first pick and
would grab any day-old cup-
cakes or other baked sweets.
There was nothing wrong with
those expired baked goods ex-
cept they were beyond their
intended sale dates and could
not be sold as fresh. Then Mrs.
S would treat the neighbor-
hood kids to those free and
tasty goodies.

My parents didn’t buy food
like that, so it was a rare and
special occasion to receive
one of those two-packs of ex-
pired cupcakes. My favorites
were the chocolate ones with a
squiggle of white icing. Brand
did not matter.

Mr. S drove a beaten-up
short bed Ford pickup, the
distinctive 1957-60 body style
painted the equally rare pale
green color. For many years I
watched that old green Ford
turn in their driveway and
bounce down the dirt path to
the hog pen.

One day I noticed two gray
barrels in the back and recog-
nized the similarity.

Decades later the
neighbors invited me
over after the passing of
Mr. S and then Mrs. S
and showed me around
the farm and long-empty
hog lot. Inside the barn I
noticed a familiar sight
from long before. A box
or maybe it was a bucket
was filled with old stain-
less-steel flatware, the
same pattern tableware
used in Monrovia School
Lunchroom in the 1960s.

Nothing had gone to
waste.
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Can Money Buy Happiness?

Once ;r)]eople have enough money to live with dignity,
t

whether they are rich or poor matters only slightly to hap-
piness. There is no guarantee of happiness just because of
wealth, but prospering through your own actions and efforts
does bestow a great deal of satisfaction.

= Are you Looking for that Perfect Gift for N

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!
N\ s
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

Nice weather makes us all feel better and
want to enjoy the sunshine outside. A visit
to the Botanical Gardens seems like a good
idea. Why not ask a friend to go to lunch and
take in the beautiful plants? They have a gift
shop that is a lot to enjoy. You might find the
perfect gift for someone.

The gardens cover 118 acres and are open
all year round. Times are usually 9:00 am
to 5:00 pm. Sundays from 11 am to 5 pm. It
would [}))e best if you allowed at least several
hours to enjoy much of what is there. In sea-
son, the butterfly house, where you can walk
inside with hundreds of butterflies, is great
fun. It's not for everyone if you are skittish.

Advance admission tickets are not re-
quired but are available if you wish.

Children under 2 are free, ages 3-15 are
$12.00, students are $15.00, adults are $19.00,
seniors and military are $17.00.

Dogs are permitted on Thursdays, but
there 1s a $5.00 charge for each one,

Monte Sano State Park is a great place to
take grandchildren on a picnic - - lots of play-
ground equipment to keep them busy. Be
sure to take pictures of all of those memories.

Lowe Mill Arts and Entertainment is an
old mill that has become one of the most ex-
tensive privately owned arts centers. Other
than special events, the regular public hours
are Wednesday -- Saturday: 11 am - - 7 pm,
2211 Seminole DR SW. Let me warn you,

wear comfortable walking shoes. Between the vari-
ous floors and extended paths, you'll cover a lot of
ground if you are trying to see it all. What should
you do to keep children entertained during the
summer days and ni‘ghts? Camps are always good
to enrich a child’s life and give them a fun learn-
ing experience. For K-5th grade, check into the Bur-
ritt on Monte Sano for their day camps. They start
in the first week of June and run through the last
week of July. There are themes set for each week’s
experience.

Don’t forget those swim lessons. Each year, 350
children under the age of 5 drown in pools. Hunts-
ville Aquatics Center on Drake Avenue features
several pools. One is heated to 80 degrees for most
lai swimmers and kids during set hours, and the

ther pool is set at 90 degrees for folks like me. I
love the warm waters, and water aerobics exercises
(lessons given at certain hours) are great for those
of us with fragile joints. In the water, everything is
low impact on our bones; just exercises the muscles.

For thirty years past, I taught hundreds of chil-
dren to swim. Some were as young as two years.
When my lessons were over, every child could go
off the low board in the deep en(i/ and make it to
the side on their own. They wouldn’t be among the
unfortunate who drown because they don’t know
how to even dog-paddle and panic when they ac-
cidentally fall into the water.

Enjoy the warming summer waters to come. I
know I will.

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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A LITTLE
HUMOR

by Jim Vann

The Bible says that God laughs.
I don't teach my Sunday morning
Bible Class but I start each Sunday
class off with a joke.

I learned while in the Army
that a smart instructor would start
his class with a joke.

That would get every ones at-
tention and then he would pro-
ceed with his lesson to an attentive
audience.

I was raised in a very strict
disciplinarian family. My dad
worked at Stockton Buick GMC
car/truck Company. Stockton's
gave out a 15 inch wooden ruler
as an advertisement (I still have
ours). My dad never spanked me
because he could just raise his
voice and you had better behave.
However, my mother just about
wore that 15 inch ruler out on my
bottom.

Seems like I remember coming
home from church on Sunday, go-
ing straight to our bathroom and
there she was, right behind me
with that ruler. There was a fel-
low at church that liked to "roost-
er fight". He and I would go at it
after church. When we got home
she would make me pull down
my pants and she would execute
my punishment with that ruler. 1
think I was about 14 years old the
last time she tried to execute that
spanking. I gritted my teeth and
never cried or even whimpered. I
remember her saying "well I guess
you are getting too big to spank". I
am very thankful for that day.

Like mother, like son, I raised
my children with very strict disci-
pline. When my oldest child was
about 4 years old, we had aroutine
at mealtimes where we take turns
as to who would say the blessing
at the meal. On this one particu-
lar day, I asked that daughter to
say the blessing because it was her
turn.

She did something that I have
never allowed and don't appreci-
ate when other parents allow their

children to very nastily say "NO".

Well, I got up from the table, picked her up and headed down the hall
to the bathroom where I usually executed her punishment. On the way
down the hall, she prayed every prayer that she knew.

"God is great, God is good, etc., and then went into "now I lay me down
to sleep".

Needless to say, by the time I got to the bathroom, I was laughing so
hard that I couldn't spank her. She accomplished what she intended.

Along this same line, I have a story that I tell about my birth. In 1938
for 23 days the weather never got above freezing in Madison County. The
Tennessee River actually froze over. I have a picture of a car that was driv-
en out onto the river. Well, my family was pretty well balanced because
my 3 older sisters were born 3 years apart. Then I came along 6 years later
in 1939. Well, my folks had to do something to stay warm. Actually, the
story is mostly true except the year of the cold weather happened in 1939,
the winter after I was born.

One of my favorite jokes is about when the Boeing Company received
a contract to build a new fighter plane that was to outdo any other plane
in existence.

They built the prototype plane and got a test pilot to take it on its first
flight. Well, the plane performed exactly as the specifications required, but
when the wheels touched down while landing, both wings fell off. The en-
gineers decided to “beef up” the wing struts and build another plane. They
did that and got the test pilot to take that version for a trial flight.

As before, the plane performed exactly as expected but again when
landing and the wheels touched down, both wings fell off. The engineers
were baffled but an old man was there, leaning on his broom handle and
had observed all of this said, “I'll tell you how you can fix that.” The engi-
neers said we’ve tried everything, what do you suggest? The old man said
“Well, build another plane just like that last one but then take a quarter
inch drill and drill holes in the wings right where they connect to the body
of the plane. The engineers said structurally that makes no sense but we
will try anything at this point.

So, they built another plane and drilled the holes like the old man had
recommended. The test pilot took the plane up and it performed exactly as
required and when it came in to land and the wheels touched down, both
wings stayed on.

The engineers said we have to get that old man in our engineering
group. He must be a genius. They found the old man, leaning on his broom
and asked him how he knew to do such a thing. He said,” Well I've been in
this janitorial business for about 40 years and I've noticed that toilet paper
tissue never does tear where those holes are”.

As everyone groans, I think that’s about enough of my humor.
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Letter to the Editor,

I recently received my latest Old Huntsville magazine and enjoyed reading the stories and quotes
from the past.

As a tribute to my father, I would like to bring to memory our mode of travel in the 1920s - the street
car. My father, Richard Grady Cobb, was a streetcar motorman in West Huntsville at the time, and I,
at age 91 have fond memories of them. I am enclosing copies of 2 pictures made at that time, which I
treasure. My father is standing next to the streetcar he conducted in one picture, and is seated left in the
other picture. I do not know the other men but I hope some of your readers will recognize them.

Thank you! Ilive in Chattanooga, TN but still have lots of relatives in Alabama.

Irene Cobb Fogo
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OLD SHINER

by Austin Miller, submitted to
OHM in 2008

I got Old Shiner from Jack West. In 1947,
Jack was just out of the Navy and lived across
the field from us on Wess Taylor Road. We
farmed the land in front of his house and
sometime when we were working in the
tield, Daddy would let me visit Jack and his
wife. Jack was from Huntsville but his wife
whom he met in the Navy was from Minne-
sota. I loved to visit because they made over
me and gave me treats. One day Jack told me
that they had a new litter of puppies and I
could choose the one I wanted when they got
a little older.

Late in the afternoon on my first day of
school, Daddy and I went to get my dog. I
remember Jack asking me how I liked school.
I told him I didn't like it and school was not
for me.

The dogs came out from under the floor
and I looked at them for a long time but
couldn't make up my mind. Suddenly anoth-
er one came running out. He was triendly,
black mixed in with mostly white around his
head, feet and at the end of his tail. The inde-
cision was over, I had found my dog. There
was a black splotch over his Iright eye sur-
rounded by white; thus the name Old Shiner.

Old Shiner was just dog; he had no spe-
cial talents. All he could do was bark and eat.
I doubt if he had average dog intelligence.
But he was good-natured, wagged his tail
all time, caused no trouble an§ was totally
loyal. Most of the time we didn’t realize he
was around but he was part of the aura of
our family.

One cool rainy Saturday morning in Sep-
tember of 1953, when I was twelve, we had
visited one of our neighbors, the Sharps, and

were walking back home. When we got a little piece
up our drive past the mailbox a car came speeding
by and hit Old Shiner. I heard the bump and saw
him flying through the air. I pointed and cried out
“Mama, Old Shiner!”

The car didn’t stop or even slow down. It was a
1951 green Ford. I was devastated.

The next day Uncle Paul came home from Korea
after his release as a prisoner of war and we went
to the old airport to meet him. He had been held b
the Chinese for almost three years and thousands
turned out to welcome him home. All the family
got to ride with him in a parade through Hunts-
ville. We rode in a specially made open top vehicle
that looked like a train engine. I am not sure if it
belonged to the city or the American Legion. It was
before the Parkway and I don’t remember the route
but we came downtown and circled the Square.

All along the way there were people lined up on
both sides of the street. Occasionally, I would see
someone I knew and wave to them as we passed.
All the excitement made me feel better but I was
still a sad little boy over the loss of my dog. The
next day Daddy, my brother Berns and I were in
the field picking cotton. It was tough to be back in
the field after so much excitement the day before. I
remember thinking if it hadn’t rained, it wouldn’t
have been too wet to pick cotton on Saturday, and
Old Shiner would still be alive. I also remember
thinking that being in the Army and returning a
hero was a lot better than picking cotton.

Shortly after Jack gave me Old Shiner, he and his
wife moved to Los Angeles and opened a pawn-
shop. Sometime later, they sent us a picture of a
baby son named Rodney. We got Christmas cards
from them until I was grown. I think Daddy may
have seen Jack a few times when they returned to
Huntsville to visit family but after they moved, I
never saw them again.

The day I got Old Shiner, Jack asked me if I
knew what garlic was. I didn’t. He showed me a
patch he had growing and said, “Why don’t you
take some home and set it out?” I planted it at the
east end of the house where it grew until April 3,
1974.

The big Ryland tornado blew the bulbs out of
the ground and scattered them among the debris
in the yard. I found a few that weren’t mashed and
replanted them close to the old spot. Miraculously,
they survived.

Like they have every spring since 1947, the bulbs
sprout new growth that flourishes until the stalks
go to seed in the summer. We still own the prop-
erty and everybody in the family knows to leave
my garlic alone. It is important to me because it has
been in our yard since my first day of school.

Also, it reminds me of the only dog I ever owned
and the nice couple that gave him to me.




Memories of an Army Brat
A Tribute to my Friend
Gary McDonald

by Major (Ret.) Corey Hopkins

The Army decided to send my dad to Korea
when I was about nine years old in 1985.

On the home front, Locust Grove Church
was hosting a Pine Wood Derby race complete
with prizes! I'm not sure how it came to pass
but I have a clear memory of bein}ng at Mr. Gary
McDonald's work bench and working on mak-
ing a race car for the event.

The process started with a 12-inch rectan-
gular and elongated block of wood that was
shaped into a sleek wedged looking rocket. The
corners were rounded, and the edges trimmed
and in typical Mr. Gary fashion the finer points
of Derby racing were implemented.

For example, a circular divot was carved on
the bottom front portion of the racer in order
to make a spot to glue a circular lead weight to
the car. The weight's purpose was to maximize
gravity and helped to pull the Derby car for-
ward as the "gate" was being let down at
the beginning of the race. This shop lesson
also included the use of powdered graphite
on the wheels to decrease the friction be-
tween wood and metal as the wheels rolled.

Mr. Gary made sure this wooden rocket
was complete with a fancy shiny, cherry red
paint job including a black racing stripe. I
really don't recall if I won the race or even
who did win the "race of the century", but
I vividly remember beaming with pride
when I strutted into church and to the race
with the best looking and the most sleek,
red Pine Wood Derby car in all of New
Market, Alabama!

There is no doubt I played with that car
until the wheels came off and it was retired
to the top shelf of my bookcase with my
other prized possessions.

I want to thank you, Mr. Gary, as I am
now at the age that you were when help-
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ing me with that little red car so I can appreciate
the adult side of this story. It's a story that holds
deep layers of Army life, service, pride, sacrifice,
friends, neighbors and community.

LT

Celebrating 52 Years In Business!

Service Options: Dine--In * Curbside Pickup * No Delivery
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Heard On
the Street

by Cathey Carney

My hidden rosebud for last
month’s contest was on p. 38, in
the bottom right of the B&W ad,
just under the gavel. See it now?
Many called but the very first call-
er was Pauline Neely of Hunts-
ville. She told me her dad was
Paul Means and in 1945 was the
tirst manager of the Montgomery
Ward store here in Huntsville. He
went on to manage the Sno-White
that lots of oldtimers remember.
Pauline is in the Huntsville High
class of 1950 and loves her class-
mates who are still with us. Con-
gratulations to you Pauline!

We were sad to hear of the
passing of Anita Smith Johnson
on April 6. Born in Birmingham
to Kirby and M.D. Smith III, she
moved to Huntsville in 1965 when
her father acquired WAAY Radio
and TV to start the family’s broad-
casting career. A lifelong resident
of Huntsville, Anita worked in the
family business. Volunteerism be-
ing one of her passions, she was
active in the Church of the Na-
tivity, Huntsville Museum of Art
Women's Guild, and Crisis Ser-
vices.

She was preceded in death by
her parents, and nephew Bryan
Creighton Smith. Survivors in-

clude her daughter, Kimberly
Walker (Bob); grandchildren,
Katherine Walker Anderson
(Jack), and Robert Harland Walk-
er II; brother, M.D. Smith IV
(Judy); and numerous nieces and
nephews.

For the May issue I have hidden
2 tiny items. One is a heart (for our
Moms). The other is a leaf for all
the trees that are now getting so
green. In order to win a free year’s
subscription to Old Huntsville
magazine you have to find BOTH
and be the first caller. You'll need
your magnifying glasses for these
because they will be super tiny.
Good luck!!

There is a squirrel family in my
back yard whose babies are going
to have the softest nest. The par-
ents are busy tearing up my fluffy
rocking chair pillow that is pretty
large, and they figured out a way
to get through the fabric and into
the super soft white fluffy stuff-
ing and take it to their nest. The
chair/pillow is on a small porch
that is attached to my office, and
I can see her/him when they are
working very hard to get every bit
of fluff. All that’s left now is the
fabric and those babies are going
to be in the softest bed ever.

Rolo’s is not only a great place
to eat, it’s a real family affair. We
discovered this recently when we
met the most beautiful baby boy,
one month old, who's the newest
addition to the Thompson family.
Mama of Kolton Thompson is
Brandy Thompson, who works

at Rolo’s. Her sister is Alexis
Paul and works there as well.
Joyce Mefford is Kolton’s mater-
nal grandma and goes by Maw-
Maw, works at Rolo’s. Paternal
grandma of Kolton is Melissa Mc-
Cullough, known as MeMaw. She
works at Rolo’s too. So we know
that in about 16 years, Kolton will
be bussing tables at Rolo’s!

Have you eaten at Old Heidel-
berg recently? They have been in
business in Huntsville for 53 years
non-stop and were recently recog-
nized (again) as Best German Res-
taurant in Huntsville, through the
“Best of Huntsville” votes from
residents of our city. When I go
there I get the same thing which
is fabulous - Chicken Schnitzel
with warm German potato sal-
ad, sweet/sour red cabbage and
sliced cold cucumber salad with
sour cream/dill dressing. Add
some warm brown German bread,
fresh made desserts, and you'll be
in heaven!

There are lots of fun activities
beginning to happen now that the
weather is warmer, some of them
are:

Lowe Mill ARTS & Entertain-
ment - Every Saturday, 11AM
- 4PM, from May 4 until October
26, check out the Outdoor Market.
Vendors from all over the area
will present their finest products,
whether made-by-hand, second-
hand or made by the earth. Lowe
Mill ARTS & Entertainment will
host this event throughout the
grounds providing patrons, pick-
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256-533-2400
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ers and art lovers with an open air shop-
ping experience (weather permitting).
This event is free and open to the public.

Location

Lowe Mill ARTS & Entertainment
District

2211 Seminole Drive SW Huntsville,
AL 35805

Phone them (256) 533-0399

The Huntsville Botanical Garden is
a 118 acres botanical garden located at
4747 Bob Wallace Avenue, Huntsville,
Alabama, near the U.S. Space & Rocket
Center. It is open year-round for a fee.
The garden is ranked third on the list of
Alabama’s top paid tourist attractions,
receiving 400,000 visitors a year.

Phone: (256) 830-4447

Open 7 days a week - call for hours of
operation

Greene Street Market is open now!
Corner of Eustis and Greene Street,

find fresh farm produce, vegetables,
meats, fruit, plants, crafts, soap, tea - lots!

The Greene Street Market at Nativity
is open every Thursday afternoon 4-8pm
from the first Thursday in May to the last
Thursday in October.

Phone (256) 682-4429

Ianthia Bridges has many family cel-
ebrations in May. Her Uncle Mark will
celebrate his birthday on May 4th; Un-
cle Melvin has a May 8th birthday; her
late Aunt Emily’s birthday is May 12th;
that is also the day that her Uncle Curtis
passed away.

On May 15th Ianthia and her
sweet husband Frazer will celebrate
their 31st wedding anniversary; on
May 28th her mom Joyce Ramsey
has a birthday; her cousin LaTisha
(Taye) has a birthday on May 29th
and her cousin Brian celebrates his
birthday on May 30th. Ianthia’s
great niece Raegan has her birth-
day on May 12th. That covers the
whole month! There will be some
partying going on! Happy celebrat-
ing to a loving and large family. We
send love and hugs to Ianthia.

Bill Kling, Jr., was recently hon-
ored by the Mayor and City Coun-
cil for the years he has and contin-
ues to serve Huntsville. Bill is City
Councilman for District 4. Did you
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know Bill has been the district councilman for 36 years?? He is
the longest serving city councilman in the history of Huntsville.
He has set all kinds of records and walks miles every week in
his district neighborhoods to check and make sure everything
is being worked on.

Bill received a B.S. degree in Mass Media Communications
and Public Administration from the University of Alabama and
a M.S. degree in Urban studies from Alabama A&M University.

He has held numerous positions in the broadcast and public
relations fields but says his biggest accomplishment is convinc-
ing Tanjie Kling to become his wife (31 years in July). Congrat-
ulations to you Bill!

Get out in this beautiful weather and walk. My Mom would
walk even when she hurt with arthritis, she said no activity
made the pain worse. Breathe in good fresh air and stand bare-
foot in the grass. Happy Mother’s day to the beautiful Moms
out there, and the ones that are looking over you from above.

! Thank You!!

This is just a special
THANK YOU to our read-
ers, advertisers and writers
who are keeping the maga-
zine going! When our read-
ers pay $2 for an issue, that
money goes to our printing
and we couldn’t stay in
business without you.

It’s been 32 years now full of great stories. There
are just a few of us who are putting this magazine
together. We publish very unique articles and are
truly a local paper.

Keep sending in your family memories - we need
Lthem! We Appreciate You more than you know.

Hot and Delicious
Southern Cooking

We Are Hiring!
Call for more information.

Sunday - Closed



Old Huntsville Page 20

=

S\
e

s

Bourbon Sweet

Potatoes

6 med. sweet potatoes

1/2 c. sugar

1t. salt

3/4 stick butter, softened

Dash nutmeg

1 egg, beaten

1/2 c. Bourbon whiskey

Marshmallows for topping

Wash, peel and boil po-

tatoes til fork tender. Add
sugar, salt, butter and nutmeg.
Beat the egg into the whiskey
and mix in the potato mix-
ture. Place all in a greased py-
rex baking dish and top with
halved marshmallows. Bake
at 350 deﬁrees for 45 minutes
and marshmallows are golden
brown.

Cheesy Grits

3/4 c. grits

3 c. water

1/2 1b. sharp
Cheddar cheese, grated
2 t. seasoned salt

e

3/4 stick butter

Tabasco sauce, dash
Cook grits in boiling water
20 minutes and they have ab-
sorbed nearly all the water and
have the consistency of mashed
otatoes. Add the cheese, salt,
utter and Tabasco, stir well.
Pour in baking dish, cover and
bake at 250 degrees for an hour.

Tanjie’s French Onion
Soup

5 large white onions, sliced

4'T. butter

1-1/2 qts. beef broth

1/4 c. of sugar

Garlic salt to taste

Ground pepper to taste

1 c. of Gruyere cheese, grat-

ed
4 pieces of toasted French
breacf large enough to cover
the top of a soup bowl
Saute sliced white onions
in butter. Cook for 20 minutes.
Add sugar to onions and let
caramelize, for 10 minutes. Add
beef broth and some ground
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pepper, and bring to a simmer
for about 25 to 30 minutes. Pre-
heat oven to 350 degrees. Ladle
the soup into ovenproof bowls.
Place toasted French bread
on top and sprinkle cheese on
top of bread. Put the soup in
the 350 degree oven until the
cheese melts.

Eye of Round Roast

Eye of Round roast, 3-4 lbs.

Seasoned pepper

Seasoned salt

Garlic powder

Worcestershire sauce

Defrost roast completely.

Sprinkle generously with: sea-
soned pepper, seasoned salt,
garlic powder, Worcestershire
sauce. Bake at 275 degrees for
an hour and 20 minutes.

Perfect White Sauce for
Chicken
1 c. sour cream
3/4 c. apple cider vinegar
1/2 c. mayonnaise
1/2 t. garlic powder
2 t. ground pepper



Salt to taste
In a bowl whisk together all
ingredients. Store in an airtight
container in the fridge. Great
on grilled chicken!

Cheese ‘n Herb Onions

3 1b. onions, quartered

5T. butter

1/2 c. whole milk

3-1/2T. all-purpose flour

1/2t. salt

1/4 t. pepper

1t. dried marjoram

1-1/2 c. cottage cheese

4 T. dry bread crumbs

In a saucepan cook the
onions in water til just tender,
about 15 minutes. Drain and
place in a 6 x 10-inch baking
dish that has been sprayed
with Pam.

Preheat your oven to 375 de-
grees. Melt butter in a medium
saucepan over medium heat
and add the flour. Stir.

Add the milk and cook, con-
tinually stirring, for a minute.
Remove from the heat and stir
in the salt, pepper, marjoram
and cottage cheese.

Spread this mixture evenl
over the onions. Sprinkle witK
crumbs and a little cayenne
pepper. Bake uncovered for
about 25 minutes. This is best
served hot out of the oven!

Hot Buttery Corn

4 cans whole kernel corn,
drained

1/2 stick butter

1 8-oz. pkg. cream cheese

1 t. garlic pepper

1t. salt

Pour the corn into a large

saucepan and heat over me-
dium. Add the butter, cream
cheese, salt and pepper and
slowly heat til the butter and
cream cheese is melted. Stir
well and serve. This recipe can
be halved but you won’t want
to!

Worcestershire Chicken
Crunch

1 reg. carton sour cream

2 t. lemon juice

2 T. Worcestershire sauce

1T. celery salt

1T. paprika

8 chicken breasts

1-1/2 c. herb stuffing mix

1/4 c. butter, melte

1/8 c. butter, melted

Combine the sour cream,

lemon, Worcestershire sauce,
celery salt and paprika. Dredge
the chicken in the sour cream
mix, then in the dry stuffing
mixed with 1/4 cup butter.
Drizzle with 1/8 cup butter
and bake at 350 degrees for 1
hour.
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Mexican Pralines
2 sticks butter
1 c. brown sugar
1 c. chopped pecans
Graham cracker crust
Combine the butter and
sugar in a saucepan, bring to
boil and boil for 2 minutes. Re-
move from heat and add the
Eecans. Spread over the gra-
am cracker crust and bake at
350 degrees for 8-10 minutes.
When cool, break into pieces
and serve.

Aunt Matt’s Favorite

Peanut Butter Cookies

1 c. butter

3/4 c. sugar

3/4 c. brown sugar

1t. vanilla

1 c. chunky peanut butter

2 beaten eggs

1-1/4 c. all-purpose flour

3/4 c. rolled oats

2 t. baking soda

Melt the butter in a pan,
beat together with sugars, va-
nilla, peanut butter and eggs.
In a separate bowl combine
flour, oats and baking soda.
Stir the dry mixture into the
butter mixture.

Drop by teaspoonfuls onto
ungreased cookie sheet. Bake
at 350 degrees for 15 to 18 min-
utes. Cool on wire rack.

MAY IS SUCH A BEAUTIFUL MONTH FOR FLOWERS SO COME IN AND SEE
WHAT NEW VARIETIES YOU CAN FIND! OUR EXPERIENCED STAFF IS HERE TO
HELP YOU WITH ALL YOUR GARDENING NEEDS!
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The Hatter

by Iolanda Hicks

The Hatter, if we all can
remember from our child-
hood fairy tale, referred to the
nutty little fellow, orchestrat-
ing a lopsided tea party in Lewis Carroll's Alice
in Wonderland. This tea party has the Hatter, the
March Hare and the Dormouse as guests when Al-
ice comes across them, while looking for the white
rabbit.

They were celebrating an un-birthday. A person
only has one birthday a year. The remaining three
hundred and sixty plus days are un-birthdays, as
noted by the Hatter, who truly seemed quite Mad!!

A year ago, my hubby surprised me with a
short trip, for one of my un-birthdays, to the Hat-
ter Cafe and Country Inn in Mentone, AL. Lunch
there was special, where you could choose from a
special selection of yummy food while surrounded
by Hatter tea party decor and reminders of Won-
derland.

Hats are all over the place, including on the
lights overhead, with reminders of fairy tale char-
acters everywhere. Even the curtains have tea cups
and saucers to hold them apart. It is indeed a magi-
cal place.

I decided that on my sister's birthday, instead
of an un-birthday, I would introduce her to this
Wonderland of hats, tea cups and the Eat Me/
Drink Me magic. This little cafe is a little over an
hour driving time from Huntsville and the ride is
pleasant. Hubby did the honor of driving us.

During our lunch, a retired radio announcer
dropped in with some of his family and happened
to sit nearby. Pamela, the owner and dreamer of
this special place, came over to say hello to us
again (she had earlier taken pictures of the three of
us wearing our own Hatter Hats as we came in to
the Cafe).

She then turned to the newly ar-
rived gentleman with his family. Evi-
dently, she knew they were coming
because she sat down and started an-
swering some questions on how her
dream of the Hatter Cafe became a
reality. This must have been an inter-
view but I couldn't quite understand
if it was for a local magazine, radio or

“Ladies Bible Study will be
held Thursday morning at 10
am. All ladies are invited to
lunch after the B.S. is done.”

Seen in local church bulletin

some other type of media. I wasn't really eaves-

dropping (really) just overheard bits and pieces of

the conversation.

It seems that Pamela had this dream of the Hat-
ter Cafe all her life and wanted to have it located
somewhere in the area where she and her husband
often traveled. She and husband Roger would
come thru the area in Mentone off and on thru the
%Iears and then one day, there was this house and

and for sale, right on AL-117. Her dream was sud-

denly being visualized.

It took work, time and thoughtful hunting for all
the magical, whimsical pieces that make up a little
bit of Wonderland. Then, around two years ago, it
was done! Looking at Pamela that day, I saw Alice
all grown up, with that sparkle of magical anticipa-
tion, of things to come! Their two daughters work
alongside Mom and Dad. Roger is the Chef and one
daughter helps him in the kitchen. The other daugh-
ter helps Mom with greeting customers and serving
those wonderful mea%s.

It was a really good day and such a happy time!
My sister had such fun and so did my hubby and I,
wearing our Hatter Hats. We imagined sitting at the
Hatter's table (which we were) having tea and yum-
my treats!!

It's okay to be a kid every once in a while no mat-
ter how old we are. Pamela has given us that oppor-
tunity by sharing her dream andg maybe allowing us
to just catch a glimpse of that white rabbit, passing by
the Hatter's Cafe!




“Hit on

the Head”

by John Michael Hampton

The bottle came flying through
the air. The sound of the bottle hit-
ting the head of Annie May Jackson
rang throughout the countryside.

The year was 1926. Annie May
Jackson, my grandmother, lived
with her mom and stepfather on a
farm in the Sand Mountain com-
munity of Sims. Her stepfather was
a sharecropper and he worked hard
in the fields six days a week. One of
Annie's chores was to carry water
to the field for her stepfather, Van
Buren Jackson.

The summer in question a new
girl, age eight, had moved to the
farm with her parents, who were
also sharecroppers. Annie didn't
know it at the time, but the new girl
liked to cause trouble. And, she had
her sights set on causing trouble for
Annie.

The new girl quickly noticed
what time each day that Annie car-
ried water to the field to her step-
father. The new girl would hide
behind a small hill that Annie had
to go by to get home. When Annie

In 1908 most women
washed their hair once a
month, and used Borax or
egg yolks for shampoo.
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would get to the exact spot, the girl would jump out from behind the
small hill, hit Annie on the top of her head with a glass bottle, and run
away, laughing.

This went on for two weeks solid. Annie got to the point where
she did not want to go to the fields to carry water to her stepfather. At
first, with her family not knowing what was going on, she got spank-
ings and time outs the first few days of the second week. She finally
told them what was going on and how being hit in the head day after
day was causing headaches, but they did not believe her at first.

Then came the fateful day that Annie was coming back from car-
rying water to her stepfather. On this particular day, a Saturday, the
girl hit Annie in the head so strongly that she passed out, blood flow-
ing from a gash on her head. Fearful of what she had done, she ran to
the field and confessed all to Annie's stepfather.

The stepfather pulled his mules to the end of the field, tied them to
a hitching post, and ran across the farm to where Annie lay, injured.
He picked her up, and ran to the farm owner's house, who quickly
loaded Annie into his Model T Ford and headed for the town of Gun-
tersville.

Four hours and a few stitches later, Annie was awake and on her
way back home to the farm. It would take about two weeks for her
gash to completely heal, but she would continue to have headaches
for months to come.

The girl with the glass bottle, meanwhile, was given a switching
and was told that if she hit Annie or anyone else on the farm, she
would not be allowed to stay on the farm any longer and would be
turned over to the Sheriff.

Annie and her family moved away from the farm in 1929, so that
they could find work in Huntsville after the big stock market crash.
But, as long as they were still on the farm, she and the other girl ac-
tually became good friends and was saddened when Annie and her
family moved away.

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

BERKSHIRE

HATHAWAY
Home Services

Rise Real Estate

Call John Richard at
(256) 603-7110

Team Richard Realtors

Visit us at www.johnrichard.valleymls.com

Since 1972

Email - teamrichard@comcast.net
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My Vampire
Cat

by M. D. Smith, IV

Okay, so maybe my 7.7-pound Sia-
mese cat is not a vampire, but after this
true story, I have to tell you, you may
think so.

First, let me set the stage. My wife and
I have an old cat, Higgins, a long-haired,
laid-back 15-pound cat that gets along
with every animal we have ever had. Af-
ter my monster white cat died, I got Sci-
Fi, the Siamese, four years ago. She gets
along fine with Higgins.

But a year ago, my wife got a grown
13-pound Rag Doll cat who feared every
animal in our house. As her timidity less-
ened, the new cat, Gypsy, didn't see eye-
to-eye with Sci-Fi without my cat hissing
at her. After a few weeks, hissing at each
other resulted in an enormous cat fight
with biting (since all our cats have been
de-clawed). The big cat, Gypsy, the victor
by weight alone.

The results these days are that Sci-Fi
stays on our glass-enclosed covered brick
patio with a gate at the double doors, and
Gypsy stays in the other part of the house
with Higgins and our new tiny dog.

I know my cat gets lonely by herself on the porch, so
some days, I take her to work with me in a cat carrier,
and other days, when I get home, I carry her down-
stairs to my computer and hobby room. She loves that.
Weekends, she's downstairs most of the day with me.

And so it was last Sunday I was finishing up for the
day, and I don't use the carrier for indoor trips. I'd gath-
ered her up in one arm (she's small, remember?) and
went up the stairs.

As sometimes happens, my wife Judy opens the
gate to the porch so the other two cats can visit and look
out the glass doors. I spotted the gate open, and knew
to check for Gypsy before putting my cat down, or else
Gypsy would attack her. After looking around, I was
just about to put my cat down when I spied the other
cat pop up her head from atop the cat tree. “Shoo!” 1
shouted. Gypsy stood up but didn’t move. I eased over
to the cat tree to shake it and scare her down and off
the porch. She just wiggled at the top, holding on. That
was the exact moment my cat hissed at Gypsy, with my
right arm holding Sci-Fi.

Put Your Ad in a Magazine that Readers
Don’t Throw Away! Call (256) 534-0502
for a sample issue, price rates and
demographic information.




Gypsy lunged forward to within a
foot of Sci-Fi, and they both jolted into a
simulated cat fight, though not touching
each other. I backed up, looking for the
carrier on the table behind me to put my
cat in and stop the fight. But I couldn’t get
away fast enough, and Sci-Fi was screech-
ing and squirming out of my arm. In a
motion to get the carrier, I moved my left
hand to get a double grip on my cat to in-
sert her into the opening, and that’s when
I felt two teeth sink into my left hand.
Still holding her body with my right arm,
I jerked my left hand away in reaction to
the pain, which resulted in a pair of fang
marks deep and about three inches long
on my hand. Sci-Fi likely didn’t know
who she was biting, but at that moment,
those fangs wanted blood.

In mere seconds, I got my cat in the
carrier, Gypsy dashed out of the porch
room, and I screamed for Judy in the next
room to “put up the gate — quick,” which
she hurriedly did.

“This is deep,” I said, looking at my
hand and blood starting to flow. “And
here I am on blood thinners. Get me some
paper towels quick.”

I was right about that. I soaked up
several paper towels, trying first to get
peroxide on the wounds, then applying
some fast-drying “Liquid Bandage” to
control the bleeding, which didn’t work. I
eventually just kept compresses on it and
later was able to tape some gauze squares
on my hand.

The next day, I soaked the pads for a
half-hour, eased off the bandage to take
a picture of my hand, put some anti-bi-
otic salve on, and re-bandaged it. It bled
some more. The following day, at the ad-
vice of my wife and friends, I visited my
doctor, got a tetanus booster and script
for anti-biotic capsules. I guess it's gonna
heal okay and probably has by the time
you read this. I should have known better
than to be holding either cat next to the

“If you must burn our
American flag, please wrap
yourself in it first.”

Maxine
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other. I'd never put a hand into an active dog or cat
fight, but it just sorta eased into the situation. I won’t
do that again, believe me. I learned my lesson.

I know my cat wasn’t trying to attack me with her
“vampire” teeth, but tell my hand that.
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Decatur High School
Class of ‘52 -
Greatest Ever!

by Robert French

The 1952 Senior Class of Decatur High
School held reunions every five years and in
later years, met once a year. The class gath-
ered together for 69 years after graduation.

The advent of this account is in celebra-
tion of the work of Max B. Patterson, Class
President for Life, as well as other deceased
class members.

This class was born in the Depression,
grew up in WWII and suffered through the
Korean Conflict.

Coming from Lafayette, Gordon Bibb,
Fairview, Sommerville Road, and other
grammar schools, they joined each other at
Decatur Junior High in the 7th Grade. The
postwar era had begun.

They were the first class to leave old Riv-
erside High School and enter their final year
at the new Decatur High School on Sommer-
ville Road.

106 class members distinguished them-
selves in sports - football, basketball, even
golf. You name it and '52 excelled.

“For sale - the Most Romantic Love
Songs of the ‘50s, including
‘16 Tons’
by Tennessee Ernie Ford.”

Seen in local classified ads

During their senior year, they often produced enter-
tainment for the student assembly each week. Tap danc-
ers, musicians, singers joined the actors entertaining the
student body. They produced plays: Make Room for Rod-
ney, Lunatics at Large, and created a fund raising tradition
that still carries on, The Senior Scrambles.

Graduating, most of '52 went to college. They went to
Samford, Athens, North Alabama, Huntingdon, Jackson-
ville, Montevallo, Birmingham Southern, Georgia Tech,
Auburn, Alabama and numerous other colleges and junior
colleges. More than three-fourths of the '52 student body
went on to higher education. Those that didn't were usu-
ally faithful wives and mothers of wonderful children.

They are the only class to supplement their edition of
their high school annual, Golden Memories. Much of their
higher education took place after men served in the armed
forces.

The class produced a First Lady of Alabama, a politi-
cian who changed state history, a major league baseball
player, many local civic and religious leaders, teachers,
nurses, a dentist, a Naval Captain, a Chief Pilot of a major
airline, and several engineers. Also a lawyer, a writer, art-
ists, many managers, administrators, several independent
business owners, a #1 automobile dealer, a country music
star, a couple of ministers, minister's wives, and several
leaders in the Areo-Space Industry.

Some class members traveled the world, lived abroad
and married mates from a different country. Many spread
throughout the United States while a number of class-
mates stayed home and brightened the corner in Decatur.

In their 68th year, they still had the same class offi-
cers leading the reunions and other class business. Class
members called Max Patterson President for Life; Paddy
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Loosier, VP; Lorene Pickens Trea- mother of five grand kids, And her husband'’s retiring next May. There’s
surer; and Betty Jo Wear, Secre- the football player from high school, He ran and passed so great. We
tary. Sadly, like other class mem- cheered him as our hero. He’s self-conscious because of his weight.
bers, most of the officers have now It's funny how we tell the same old stories. They become bigger and
passed on. better each year. We call each other high school nicknames. They’re

Class members distinguished louder and funnier with beer. In all, we’ve remained about same. We've
themselves in civic, religious and aged, matured and grown. Still, we see ourselves as Seniors, Wan-
political work. Several of the men derers, 45 years from home.

have been named as an Outstand- Though some class members stay away.
ing Young Men of Alabama while And others say, “I'll never go.”
some have been named as an Out- Those of us who reunite together.
standing Young Men of America. Remember them even so.
Several ladies have been named It’s the 45th. Class Reunion,
Teacher of the Year, outstanding Reunions happen every five years.
Teacher, and so on. I went to the last one. I'll be at the next one.
Now the class members are And, sometimes I fight back the tears.
mostly gone or approaching 90. It's a joking good time in the fall of life, It's not so far from spring
Out of the 106 members joining in ~ with friends.
1946, there are only a few remain- Winter lies just over the horizon. Life’s journey moves on toward its
ing. end. So, go to your Class Reunion, You may never have another chance.

In closing here is a poem writ- You pass this way only once in life. Never turn down an offer to dance.
ten for the 45th Class Reunion that
class members say it says all that
needs to be said.

45th Class Reunion
June 7, 1997
by Robert French

When the dimples have turned
to wrinkles, And the chestnut hair
has turned to gray. When grin
lines have turned to creases. And
when balding has had its way. Its
time for the 45th. class reunion, A
renewing of old friendly ties. To
remind each other individually,
That it’s true, time swiftly flies.

We gather from all parts of the
country, Some have been places
in between. We come as a gather-
ing of buddies. Who shared life’s
youthful scene. We gather to see
each other together, We knew the
promise held by each member.
We compare success to that stan-
dard, It was spring then, now it’s
September.

There’s the good-looking girl
from Biology, Who turned many
a head in her day. She’s a grand-

“Be sure and pour the
cream off the top of the
milk when you open the

new bottle.”

What you don’t hear
anymore
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Push Start!

by Gerald Alvis,
The Poet of Greenlawn

I was flattered that he would ask my
opinion. I should be asking him questions.
He was working on his PhD in Kinesiology,
and I had only had one class on the subject
a long time ago. But what I could offer was
first-hand experience. His questions were
unique, as [ had experience in [Ironman Train-
ing and Coaching. The topic was the hﬁlbrid
discussion of training for both strength and
speed. The guy was sharp, a retiring Army
officer and he took copious notes, but, in my
view, I was only confirming what he alread
knew. While both are desired, one will al-
ways take precedence, and in endurance
racing, mass can work against you. The run-
ning gag is when I race; it's like a rhinoceros
chasing a bunch of gazelles! Our talk was
winding down about 45 minutes in, and I
paused. Perhaps it was presumptuous, but I
said now let me tell you what's really impor-
tant in Coaching.

A coach's belief in the athlete is the most
powerful tool in the arsenal of progress, as
much or more than saluting a new PR (per-
sonal record), being there when they fail or
plateau, and admonishing them when they
steer away from the goal. Most that came to
me over the years usually had a reason: a
bad doctor's report, a breakup or divorce, a
milestone birthday, a midlife crisis, or they
got fed up being sick and
tired and were ready for a
change.

They were prepared to
alter course; they just needed
direction, advice, steering
and to hear the voice of be-
lief. It is a mental and emo-
tional game that's far more
important than a myriad of
statistics that also must be
tracked. The trainer must
check in with the athlete and
the person.

“If you see a bomb
technician running,
follow him.”

USAF Ammo Guidelines

It got quiet. He processed it a little and then
thanked me. He now had his source, a little real-life
experience to add to the paper, and hopefully, his
new career.

Please, I'm just passing this along. I didn't dis-
cover this philosophy; others can see your potential.
For me, it was two men who said only a few hand-
tuls of words, one a champion who trained with me
at Golds Gym, the other a three-time Ironman. One
said don't quit; the other, when I asked if I could be
an [ronman too, said you already are one. That as-
surance was enough!

There are people who look up to you. It's a pow-
erful thing to understand that a life can be changed,
shaped, and molded by a reaffirming look and a few
heartfelt, kind words from someone who believes in
them. It's a compliment, really, this emulation thing.
It reflects the respect
they have for your dis-
cipline; they want what
you have in their life.

You may be that
flicker of light that keeps
them moving. The star
guides their course or
the person that gets be-
hind them for a “push
start.”

Give someone your
smile, be the catalyst of
their intensity, and af-
tirm their courage.

It's an amazing thing
when Kou liftt up oth-
ers; it has the same ef-
fect on us! My “Ironkid”

Granddaughter!



Here’s the Cure
for Husband
Tired of
Married Life

From the April 1, 1941,
Nashville Banner
By Dorothy Dix

DEAR MISS DIX: My hus-
band and I have been married
for four years. Now he tells
me that his heart doesn't seem
tosay: "Yes, Iloveyou."I don't
reproach him, for who can
control their affections, but it
is like a knife cutting into my
heart. He tells me that he has
the greatest respect for me
and that I have been a true
and devoted wife, but he has
just grown tired of married
life and wants to be free.

There is no woman in
the case. We have a nice lit-
tle home and a car, both of
which we are very proud. We
have discussed the problem
of breaking up our home, but
we feel that we couldn't face
our friends and fellow em-
ployees if we did, as we are
considered a very happy con-
genial couple. How can this
problem be solved? I am will-
ing to do anything that will
be for my husband's happi-
ness. We have no children.

R. B.
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ANSWER: I think you will find the solution of your problem
in a temporary separation. Your husband is going tﬁrough an ex-

erience that is very common among married men, especially in

amilies where there are no children. The glamour has worn otf of
romantic love. The honeymoon has set and the husband and wife
have settled down to the prosaic routine of everyday life. They
no longer thrill at each other's touch. The novelty has worn off of
having their own home and they have ceased marveling at their
new furniture. They haven't even much to talk about now that
they no longer ask each other: "Do you love me?"

It is then that the husband feels that he is fed up on marriage
and begins to long for freedom and to doubt whether he loves his
wife. It is the dangerous period that children bridge over, because
the young parents are so absorbed in the baby that they forget to
analyze their own emotions and count their own heart beats. They
have something more important, more interesting than them-
selves to think about and talk about.

If your husband thinks he is tired of being married, the one
and only cure for him is to let him try being a bachelor again. It
will not take him long to find out that even if marriage did not
comle up to all his great expectations, it is still better than being
single.

gI—Ie will find that he misses the routine of domesticity, and that
going home at night after his day's work was over, was peaceful
and restful, even if it wasn't exciting. He will find that he misses
home comforts, home cooking, the good meals of the things he
likes, prepared the way he likes them. He will miss being catered
to and having all of his little whims regarded. He will miss the
love that comtorted him without his knowing it, and the freedom
that he craved will be dust and ashes in his teeth when he has
nothing else but freedom.

Believe me, blessings brighten as they fade, and home never
looks so good to anyone as the homeless, nor love so precious as
to those who have thrown it away.
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The Best of Times

by Sue (Hammett) Aldrich

The best of times to grow up
must have been the 1950s and 60s
and maybe one of the best places
would be Huntsville Alabama in
Huntsville Park (Merrimac). We
knew our neighbors, we went
to church and listened to really
beautiful music. The Platters, Pat
Boone, McQuire Sisters and Elvis
still sing in our memories. Our
houses shook when the test rock-
ets were fired. History was being
made.

When most of us wanted to
go anywhere in town we rode the
city bus and it only cost a dime. If
you were looking for a prom dress
you went to the Mary Shop, if you
wanted good blue jeans you went
to Dunnavants. If you had a date
ﬁou went to Woo 1y‘s, or Whites-

urg Drive-In. Although some
people that I know went to The
Pines.

Kids started first grade at
Joe Bradley School, which was a
beautiful historical building that
should not have been torn down.
Mr. Dubose, the principal, ran
a tight ship and his wife taught
English to the middle school. Mrs.
Dubose had us memorize scrip-
ture. I still remember: "It is better
to have a good name rather than
silver or gold". She diagrammed
the sentences in the 23 Psalm.

Mr. Wright taught math; ev-
eryone sat up straight in his class-
es. When the World Series came
in the spring Mr. Wright turned
the radio on and we all had a les-
son about America's favorite pas-
time. The boys took shop (I think I
know how Nub got his nickname),

the girls took home economics.

During this time the 'city"
school students had to buy their
textbooks but Joe Bradley stu-

dent's books were paid for by
the Huntsville Manufacturing
Cotton Mill.

Mr. Dubose had movies in
the school auditorium, and they
only cost a dime. These were
clean family movies with a good
story and no profanity. I heard
that the movies caused some
consternation between Mr. Du-
bose and the Baptist preacher.
The movies continued.

There was a strip of shops
on Triana Boulevard with the
Joe Bradley gym on the upper
level. Locaf,sports were atte_mfed
by {)arents and neighbors. When
Butler played Huntsville High in
footbalfthere was standing room
only at the Goldsmith Schiffman
field. What sweet memories!

Also, on Triana Boulevard
across from the gym was a small
parking lot better known as the
Rock. And upon this rock a group
of young men grew up. Many of
them had nick names, to list a few:
Wormy, LilRed, Nub, Fish, Chig-
ger, Bird Dog. Even some of the
girls had nick names: Mustard,
Horse, Cup Cake, Snort.

I would love to know the back
story on these. If the Rock Boys
ever caused any trouble, I never
heard about it. The Rock Boys
knew who came and went into the
Village. Nothing got past the Rock

Boys.

My sister and I loved to walk
to Mr. Owens Grocery which was
across from The Rock. We wanted
to get checked out and to check
who was on the Rock. There was
a Rock Boy who had the bluest
eyes, Paul Newman would have
been jealous. He also rode a mo-
torcycle. I had a terrible crush on
him and so did a good friend. But
what girl could resist blue eyes
and a motorcycle?

Much later and after my girl-
friend and I were both widowed
we shared some good memories
and laughs. We never decided
who got the most motorcycle
rides.

Over the years I would cross
paths with Blue Eyes. We would
smile and wave. I was back on
that motorcycle with my ponytail
in the wind.

My friend and I took short
trips and one day she said she
knew that Blue Eyes was in a nurs-
ing home. Should we go for a vis-
it? Of course! When we got there,
I believe he was glad to see us, but
I am not sure he recognized us.
Time has a way of changing cute
chicks into old biddies! The eyes
were just as blue and the smile
just as handsome.

We made small talk. Before
we left, I asked him if he had
made peace with God. He gave
the greatest smile and said,” Ab-
solutely!” So, Rock Boys DO go to
Heaven!
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EMILIO AND THE POTATOES weeks after they had “walked off of the job,” they showed

up at our temporary meeting place with the backs of their
pickup trucks loaded to overflowing with “crippled” sweet
potatoes. They asked members of our congregation to take
as many as we wanted. It seems that the harvesting left po-
tatoes that were not commercially viable laying in the fields
to be plowed under. The workers were allowed to take away
all they wanted. Emilio told us that they took home enough
to provide a substantial part of his family’s diet for the com-
ing year. They were ready to get back to work on the church.

The work was finished on schedule. We all enjoyed free
sweet potatoes for a while. Emilio had come here from Texas
to help build our church in Huntsville. When he saw all the
construction going on here, he decided to stay. Years later
he and his family attended the 25th Year Celebration of our
Church.

by Willie Weaver

In 1965 Emilio Uvalle did the block and
brick work on Living Hope Church on Pu-
laski Pike, just north of Oakwood Avenue.
Emilio, his son, and a nephew would arrive
on the scene soon after dawn and immedi-
ately get to work mixing mortar and moving
blocks and brick into place. When the first
batch of mud was ready, Emilio began lay-
ing blocks and bricks while son and nephew
kept him supplied such that he never had to
reach more than a couple of feet for either
mud or brick.

Through the long summer days they
took very few breaks, mainly for water and
to relieve themselves. After 6 hours, they
would take a 2-hour break for lunch and
siesta and then back to 5 or 6 more hours
of building walls. I never
saw such a work ethic
again until 1988, when on
vacation in Mexico, we
watched the building of
an addition to the hotel
where we stayed.

We were pleased with

their work and how it was
progressing well ahead
of schedule. So, you can
imagine our surprise
when Emilio told us that
they were taking off for
two weeks for him and
his entire family to go to
Sand Mountain and help
with the potato harvest.
We knew the pay for field
work was much lower
than the wages of brick-
layers and were quite
puzzled why he would
make such a move.

On Sunday, two
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THE MCANALLY
FAMILY

by Billy Lee McAnally and
Donald Marcus McAnally

Andrew Jackson (Jack) McAnally was
born March 12, 1848. This is his story; be-
cause family history was very important to
him and his greatest legacy was his descen-
dents.

In 1693 Jack's great great grandfather,
Charles, was kidnapped from the shores of
Scotland and transported to America in the
hull of a ship with soldiers.

Jack's great grandfather, John, was a vet-
eran of both the French and Indian War and
the American Revolutionary War. John's el-
dest son, Ensign David McAnally, served in
the campaign defeating Cornwallis. John's
brother, Captain Charles McAnally, com-
manded American forces based in North
Carolina.

Jack's grandfather, Elijah, was a land
speculator by trade in Virginia and Tennes-
see. Elijah was a rough frontiersman with
buckskin as his dress and sharp shooting as
his specialty. In October 1813, he traveled
south from his home near Bristol, Tennes-
see with three of his sons; James, Elijah Jr.,
and Edmond. Their destination was the Big
Spring, then Ditto Landing, in the Missis-
sippi Territory. There, they joined the forces
of General Andrew Jackson.

Being born in western Virginia, Elijah
was one of America's first true western-
ers. After the War, he moved his family to
Blount County, in what was to become the
Great State of Alabama. Their names were
among the first marriages recorded in 1819.

To demonstrate Elijah's admiration, re-

spect, and love for Andrew Jackson who died in 1845, he
ask his sons to name the first born son Andrew Jackson
McAnally. In 1848, Edmond granted his father's request,
and the boy grew up answering to General Jackson McA-
nally, which is the name officially recorded on his Novem-
ber 18, 1930, death certificate. He signed ].J. for a signa-
ture, and we knew him as Grandpa Jack.
After the Civil War, Jack followed his brothers, John
C. and James, north to settle around Valhermosa Springs
in Morgan County. December 16, 1867, he married the
former Mary Lucinda Rutledge, the great great grand-
daughter of John Rutledge, a signer the U. S. Constitu-
tion. Their first home was Oleander in Marshall County.
During the 1880s, Jack moved his family to New
Hope in Madison County. During heavy rains, Jack wad-
ed in water up to his shoulders to pick the corn. His sons
would stack the ears on a raft they rode.
Jack was a sharecropper until Mary Lucinda died
on September 6, 1898. At that time, most of the family
moved to Huntsville, AL. Jack owned a store at the corner
of Holmes Avenue and Pulaski Pike. In 1927, the Madison
County Clerk recorded a $150 inventory.

Jack and Mary Lucinda are buried together in the Cedar
Grove Cemetery near New Hope. Jack’s son, Alfred Ed-
ward (Edd), was married to the former Fanny Britton (J.R.
Britton’s daughter) July 14. 1892 in Marshall County. Edd
followed his sons, Houston Farley, who married Darlie
Ferguson, and James (Jim) Albert, who married Martha
Dudley, to Huntsville, after they purchased property from
the West Huntsville Land Company. Consequently, a com-
munity was born. We called it, “McAnally Hill,” and it was
located up the hill on Ninth Street from Governors Drive
and consumed First and Second Avenues.

Jack’s sons, Albert and Ernest, moved to Bridgeport to
work aboard one of Dr. Johnson’s steamboat barges. Ernest
was a mechanic and he taught some of his nephews that
trade. One nephew was Jim (Edd’s son), who moved to
Maysville, Oklahoma during the 1920s where his Grandpa
Britton lived. There, he was the mechanic on the airplane
of the great Wiley Post. He moved back to McAnally Hill
in 1930.

One story about this steamboat experience as told
by Clarence (Albert’s son) is: “I was boarding one of the
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boats via a railroad tie. When all of a sudden, a
wave shifted the boat. I mean, the very second my
foot touched the deck the timber slid off the side.
I looked down just as it crushed between the boat
and the shore. One second sooner, I would have
been a goner,” he said.
Houston and Jim shoveled gravel off the bed of
a truck to gravel the streets of West Huntsville. It
was from McAnally Hill. The boys, James Garland,
Carl, Frank, Houston Jr. (Houston’s sons), Gard-
ner Aimer, Bobby Lynn, and James Richard (Jim’s
sons), went off to World War II. When the boys left,
the McAnally girls took over the “manly” chores.
The most memorable story states, “Carl’s Hunts-
ville Times paper route started in 1934. When he
went to war, it passed to Lula Jean and Mary (Hous-
ton’s daughters). After they married, it passed to the
twins - Jack Ray and Jane (Houston’s twins). Then,
to Jake (Carl’s son) and Ronnie (Frank’s
son).” This Huntsville paper route was a
family business between the years 1934
and 1956.
Edd was a master carpenter, and he
built ten houses in his lifetime. He used
wood from his cousins’ farms in Mor-
gan County. He hauled his first loads by
horse and wagon. Five of his houses were
destroyed by construction projects.
McAnallys have been, for the most
part, laborers. They worked on Gunters-
ville Dam, and the levies that prevented
flooding; paved half the County’s roads;
built bridges; and constructed East Clin-
ton School and today’s Madison County
Court House.
There were some firsts:
M&M Trucking Company was
Huntsville’s first full service company
where trucking was the only business.
M&M'’s initial investors
were Carl, Frank, Dewey,
James Garland, Houston
Jr. and Jack Ray (Hous-
ton’s sons), and it sus-
tained 40 jobs during the
late 1960s.
Today, M&M oper-
ates in Auburn, Alabama
by Jack Ray (Houston’s
son). J&L Construction
Company brought As-
phalt Seal Coating to
Huntsville during the
1960s. Their first job was
the Green Stamp Store on
S. Parkway. J&L trans-
ported DMI, a petroleum
by-product from Bir-
mingham. They mixed
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their own material.

J&L was owned and operated by Bobby Lynn
and James Richard (Jim’s sons).

Billy Lee (Carl’s son) and Donald Marcus
(James Richard’s son) are proud to share this fam-
ily remembrance with you.

ASK US ABOUT DISCOUNTED PRICES WHEN
YOU PAY BY CASH!

4800 Whitesburg Dr.
Huntsville, A1 35802
Located between Fresh Market
and Bonefish Restaurant

(256) 880-0160




Old Huntsville Page 34

THE BLACK
WIDOW OF
HAZEL GREEN

by Tom Carney

The mysterious deaths that
took place in a home near Ha-
zel Green may have been ac-
cidental, or may have been
violently purposeful. The only
sign left of Elizabeth's six hus-
bands was an old hat rack
upon which hung six hats -
one for each. For some curious
reason known only to her, she
kept the hat rack in the foyer of
her home, in plain view, per-
haps as a morbid reminder, or
maybe as a warning to the next
unfortunate lover.

The antebellum home, re-
cently burned to the ground,
was built on the site of an In-

“The ladies of the church
have cast off clothing of
every kind. They may be
seen in the basement on
Friday afternoon.”

Seen in local church
bulletin

dian mound about a mile east
of Hazel Green. The original
log cabin was erected in 1817
in the heart of a 500-acre plan-
tation by Alexander Jeffries, an
early Madison County settler.
He was an older man, who met
and immediately became infat-
uated with the young widow.

They married in 1837, and
unfortunately for him, Mr. Jef-
fries died the same year. By
this time Elizabeth had had ex-
perience in burying husbands.
As a young girl she had met
and married twice in short
succession.

Her first husband was Mr.
Gibbons. They were married
for only a couple of months
when he died suddenly, and
mysteriously.

Shortly afterwards, she set
her sights on Mr. Flannigan,
whom she also married. Mr.
Flannigan lasted only three
months before he, too, died of
unexplained  circumstances.
He was in his grave before the
neighbors were even informed
of the "tragedy".

By this time the young wid-
ow was well on her way to be-
coming a wealthy landowner
in Madison County. Not wish-
ing to marry beneath her new-
found status in life, she decid-

ed to try her hand at politics.

Her next husband was Rob-
ert A. High, from Limestone
County, who was a State Leg-
islator for the state of Alabama.
He probably spent much time
away from home, as it was al-
most two years before he, too,
expired suddenly and mysteri-
ously at their home.

Having tried politics and
plantation life, Elizabeth de-
cided to next marry a mer-
chant.

Absalom Brown was a
wealthy merchant from New
Market. After spending most
of his fortune on his new wife,
he died as well. This came as
a shock to everyone, as Mr.
Brown was a very healthy
and virile man. The unknown
malady that he was stricken
with caused his body to swell
so much that it was necessary
to bury him immediately after
his death.

None of the neighbors ever
saw the body.

Not believing in long spells
of mourning, Miss Elizabeth
Flannigan Gibbons Jeffries
High Brown roused herself out
of her depression long enough
to marry Willis Routt, her sixth
husband. He died amazingly
just like the others in a short

Experience Matters

For All Your Electrical Needs

No Job Too Big, No Job Too Small
We Do It All!




time.

At about this same time Elizabeth, or
Mrs. Routt, became involved in a contro-
versy with a neighbor, Abner Tate, over
loose livestock and other matters. Tate
was completely blind to her beauty, which
infuriated her, and had been observing the
home and its occupants for many years.
He openly charged her with murder. He
backed up his suspicions with the hat rack
in the parlor that was in open sight, on
which hung 6 old hats - the blatant proof
of Tate’s accusations.

Maybe Abner Tate should have been
forewarned of crossing the notorious wid-
ow, for shortly afterwards he was wound-
ed by a shotgun blast. Though proof was
lacking, gossip had it that Mrs. Routt had
hired one of Tate’s slaves to do him in. The
slave, not having the courage to do the
dirty deed himself, in turn hired another
man, who allegedly pulled the trigger.

By this time Tate was furious with his
neighbor and determined to see justice
done. When he went to the authorities
he was informed that “nothing could be
done unless you can find some evidence.”
Maybe all of her husbands did die natu-
ral deaths. Maybe it’s just all coincidence.
There’s nothing we can do.”

Beside himself with rage, Tate was de-
termined that his neighbor would not get
away with her dastardly deeds. He began
writing a book in which he described the
mysterious happenings at the antebellum
home. He wrote about how the succession
of husbands made her prosperous and
wealthy. He wrote about how she would
treat them all with disdain, once she had
captured them. He noted how the inter-
vals between weddings and deaths be-
came shorter and shorter, as she acquired
“more experience and practice.”

When the book was published, it cre-
ated a scandalous sensation in Madison
County. Half of the county believed she
was guilty, while the other half swore to
her innocence. Regardless of opinion, the
book was the major topic of discussion
any place that people gathered.

Needless to say, the merry widow was
not a pleasant lady to be around when she
heard news of the book. She immediately
drove her buggy into Huntsville where she
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consulted an attorney and brought charges against
Abner Tate for defamation of character.

When the case finally came to trial late that fall,
the courtroom was packed. The courtroom became
a battleground, with plaintiff and defendant hurl-
ing insult after insult at each other. Accusations fol-
lowed from each of the attorneys, while the judge
rapped repeatedly for order.

The judge, after listening to as much as he could
stand, continued the case, hoping both parties would
calm down enough to be rational.

After a short while Mrs. Routt dropped the
charges. Even today, the debate goes on in Madi-
son County. Why did she drop the charges? Was it
because she was tired of constantly being the topic
of gossip, or was she worried about some new in-

formation that Tate’s attorney had recently
f‘uifl‘ uncovered?

: Shortly afterwards Mrs. Routt and her
son moved to Mississippi. She never again
returned to Madison County. No one knows
why she moved, but the day of her depar-
ture, witnesses swear that they saw her in a
1 carpenter’s shop, getting a seventh peg add-

ed to her hat rack.
Guilty or innocent, she has entered our
~#f5~ history as the Black Widow of Hazel Green.

4 \

Olga Llerena was the
loving mother of Oscar
Llerena. She passed
away in
February 2014 at the
age of 93 with all her
family with her.
Oscar wants to wish
all the Moms out there
a wonderful and warm
Mother’s Day with
the family and
friends you treasure.

With special greetings to
the Huntsville High School
Class of 1966
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The Pulley Bone

by Wanda Sneed Nelson

The present gen-
eration has no con-
cept of what was
entailed in having
a feast on a simple
drum stick or pul-
ley bone of a yard
grown chicken. To-
day they merely go
to the grocery store
and select only the
portion of a chicken
they want to cook,
such as: breasts,
wings, thighs and
drumsticks.

Plus, you will
not find a pulley bone portion of the chicken labeled there. It
would require a special request to the butcher for that specif-
ic cut. Except for the purchase of a rotisserie chicken, no one
probably buys an entire chicken anymore. It was not so many
years ago, that chicken on the table meant my Mama was going
to take one of the chickens or a rooster to fix for our dinner that
night. It was usually a chicken as roosters tended to be more
tough than the younger hens.

To have chicken on the table was a special occasion, most
chickens were raised for their eggs. My Mama tended her chick-
ens from chicks (biddies) from a hatched egg, usually with the
help of the mother hen.

In the spring because of nature and instinct, hens had the
urge to incubate a group of eggs for a period of time. The hen
kept the eggs at a constant tem-
perature by setting on them,
turning them periodically in
order to equalize the heat. She
protected her hatch of eggs
with constant vigilance from
dogs, snakes, possums, fox
and all arrays of varmints. If
the biddies did not fall prey to
varmint, disease, or some acci-
dent, they grew into a fryer.

I remember times when
my mother had to place a few
of the eggs that didn't hatch
into the oven that was set at
a low temperature in order to

encourage them to hatch. We
were constantly trying to open
the oven door and see if any
had hatched.

The little biddies were so
soft and cute to cuddle, but be-
fore long they were in the yard
with all the other chickens. As
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needed and at the appropriate time, a young
chicken would be selected to go into the frying
pan, or a pot with dumplings.

The chickens were not taken easily as they
were more important as a producer of eggs.
Which was more essential to cooking than the
chicken itself was.

Oh, how I remember being scared when I
was tall enough or picked up to reach the nests
in the chicken coop to gather eggs. I was so
afraid they would bite me. Chickens and espe-
cially roosters could be mean. I remember my
sister getting chased by a rooster and it pecked
her on the leg. She was scared of roosters her
whole life, but loved chickens and amassed an
array of collectible chickens.

When the chicken was selected, Mama
would warn us that she was fixing chicken
for dinner. We all knew what that meant. We
would usually make ourselves scarce, because
she was going to catch one of the hens and
wring its neck. When this happened, the chick-
en would run wild around the back yard until
it finally died. Then she would dip it into
boiling water so that she could pluck the
feathers, and using a butcher knife would
cut it up into enough parts to provide a por-
tion for each of us.

She would always make a pulley bone
for me. The pulley bone piece is made by
slicing the bottom part of the breasts off,
leaving the top part and the wishbone con-
nected. Being the youngest and littlest, I
usually got the pulley bone, which is the
best part of the chicken because it is white
meat, moist like dark meat, and had the
wishbone.

My sister and I usually fought over
which side won when pulling the wish-
bone. The larger side or the smaller side. It
didn't really matter. It was fun just fussing
over it. Whatever the outcome of the wish-
bone part was that Mama's fried chicken
was the best eatin' ever.

FOR SALE

from 1901 newspaper

Owing to my ill health I will sell at my residence a pack of
coon hounds for any reasonable offer.

They are of undaunted courage and will keep a trail faith-
fully. To a man who does not fear death in any form they
would be a great boon. The hounds are tempermental and
will attack man or beast if not chained properly.

I will also throw in the chains and a double barrel shot
gun which goes with them. | would rather sell them to a
nonresident. Apply at newspaper office.
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GRADY REEVES, JOHNNY CASH, ELVIS AND ME
by Billy Joe Cooley

I was on my way home from the Korean War, my soldiering days far behind, when I stopped off in
Huntsville to visit my old radio pal Grady Reeves. It was the summer of 1954 and I was anxious to get
back to familiar ground.

Grady had always called me "Boondocks," a reflection on my rural raising, so I called him the Cin-
cinnati Flash, a throwback to his hometown. I stopped by WBHP where he was a record spinner and a
parttime show promoter. They told me that he had gone out to the Madison County coliseum on Holmes
Avenue. I went out there.

"Come on, Billy Joe, you can help me with the show I've booked in here," he greeted. The coliseum in
those days had no end walls, since it was primarily used for cattle shows and such.

“What kind of show have you got promoted here?” I asked.

Grady explained that a Nashville agent had called and said he had a large bunch of traveling musi-
cians who needed a night’s work while passing through here on their way to Tuscaloosa.

“The whole bunch will perform and it’s only costing me $600,” he said. “I ought to make a good
profit.” I helped unfold and set up chairs.

Atabout 5 p.m. a long Cadillac limousine pulled up and about a dozen people got out. A rack on top
of the car contained suitcases, guitars and amplifiers. It looked like a band of gypsies. The car was old,
half covered with mud and resembled something that had traveled across a lot of plowed fields in recent
days.

yThe musicians and singers were about my age, so we sat around and gossiped for a couple of hours,
They were fascinated with Grady’s tales about his days as a sportscaster.

About an hour before show time the audience started trickling in. Most were older people. They paid
$2 a person, which was the going rate for a concert in those days.

A few people showed up. Very few.

Grady lost about $200 on the show. It was the first the I had seen a grown man whimper.

The show was excellent and it was a shame that so few people saw it.

When the show was over I helped the gang get the stuff repacked atop that old limousine and bade
farewell to Johnny Cash, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl Perkins and Elvis Presley.

Little did we know that each was to become a super star.

(B&W AUCTION - June Auction Sale (No May sale))
Saturday, June 15th @ 4:00 PM Absolute / No Reserves!

Several Local Haulers, Estate, & Consignment Lots, including (but NOT limited to): Oak,
Mahogany, Maple & Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom Pieces, China Cabinets & Breakfronts,
Sideboards, Several Chests & Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests, Beds & BR Suites, So-
fas, Dining Room Suites, Bookcases, Occasional Tables & Stands, Glassware, Advertise-
ment Signs & Items, Old Tools, Toys, Radios & Radio Equipment, Pottery & Crocks, Picture
Frames & Mirrors, Tray Deals, Lamps, Lots of Smalls, and other Unique & Hard-to-Find
Items. Use the information below for more details and updates!

**Be sure to follow & like us
(256) 837-1559 on Facebook! **

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

356 Capshaw Rd., Madison, Al 35757 oo rree oty
Wilson Hilliard, ASBA #97 Rod Schrimsher, ASBA #2650

ANTIQUES - FURNITURE - COLLECTIBLES - GLASSWARE
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

What you Meed for
WWPW

Food & Water Bowls

Start with smaller bowls and
get bigger ones as your puppy
grows. Look for sturdy bowls
that won't tip over easily if your
puppy runs into them (he prob-
ably will). Also make sure they’re
easy to clean.

Have plenty of fresh water
available throughout the day.
From day one, it’s a good idea to
always take him out right after
eating and drinking to lessen the
chance of accidents in the house.

Complete & Balanced Puppy
Food

Puppy food is specifically
formulated with the right pro-
portions of nutrients to foster
healthy growth and development
throughout the first year of life.

There are plenty of options to
choose from: dry food, wet food,
small breed formulas and large
breed formulas. Consult with your
veterinarian to see what recom-
mendations they have based on
your puppy’s specific nutritional
needs.

Once you've selected a puppy
food, make sure you know how
much to feed your puppy and
how often. Monitor how much
your puppy eats and how often
he needs to go potty after meals
to make sure the food is right for
his unique system.

Toys

Toys are a puppy essential.
Puppy-safe chew toys are great for
teething puppies and help them
learn what is appropriate for them
to chew on and what's not (like
your favorite pair of shoes or the
legs on your dining room table).

Avoid toys with small parts or
those that are soft enough for your
puppy to break apart. Also avoid

any sharp objects or balls of yarn,
twist ties or other small objects that
could cause him to choke. Plastic
bags, including pet food and treat
bags, chip and cereal bags, etc., are
a suffocation risk.

Socks, t-shirts, old shoes or
other articles of clothing will only
confuse your puppy, as he won't
understand what is and isn't a toy.

Always supervise your puppy
with any toys and take them away
if he starts to break off pieces or
gets to the squeaker inside.

Treats

Treats are a great way to re-
ward your puppy for good be-
havior. Using treats for positive
reinforcement can help him learn
to go potty outside, to walk on a
leash, to go into his crate and more.

Training treats should be small
enough to eat in one or two bites,
so it doesn’t derail your progress.
Don’t go overboard with them,
your puppy needs to get most of
his calories and nutrition from

good food.

Grooming Supplies

The type of grooming supplies
you'll need depends on the breed.
Short-haired breeds may only
need a brush, shampoo for the oc-
casional bath and a nail trimmer.
Long-haired breeds may need vari-
ous brushes and combs to maintain
their coat throughout the year.

It helps to start a grooming
routine early so your puppy gets
used to being brushed and having
his paws and ears handled by you,
a groomer or a veterinarian.
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Crate

Crates are another important
training tool. They also can provide
your puppy with a place to sleep
and with a safe space to go if he's
feeling anxious. It's tempting to get
a large crate from the start, espe-
cially if you know your puppy will
grow into a large dog. For training
purposes, however, it's better to
start small.

You want your puppy to have
just enough room to stand up and
turn around.

Leash

Leashes are an important train-
ing tool, and they're also required
in most cities. As with collars,
leashes come in various materials,
styles and lengths. A sturdy six-
foot leash is great to start training.

Harnesses are another option
to help when walking with your
puppy. There are several varieties
and styles based on your puppy's
specific body type.

Traditional six-foot leads are
a good choice over retractable
leashes because they're not easy for
the puppy to get tangled in while
supervised. The shorter lead is a
more effective training tool, and
it provides consistency, which is
important when working with
young puppies and dogs who are
new to training, loose leash walk-
ing and more

Collar & ID Tags

A collar and ID tags are essen-
tial. In many municipalities, they're
required, but even if they aren't
a requirement, they're helpful in
the event your puppy gets lost.
This is especially important if your
puppy is too young to be spayed/
neutered and micro chipped. At
a minimum, the ID tag should
include his name and your phone
number. If he escapes this makes
it easy to get in touch with you
immediately.

There are a variety of styles
and materials available for collars.
You’'ll want something sturdy,
but also adjustable to expand with
your growing puppy. Otherwise,
plan to replace the collar as he
grows.
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“HE’S GOING
TO JuMmp!”

by Tom Carney

"A man is on top of the Russel Erskine
Hotel and he's going to jump off the roof!"
Within minutes all the citizens of down-
town had heard the news. Eagerly, almost
morbidly, they rushed to the scene of the
impending tragedy. The street in front of the
hotel became a mass of swirling humanity
as crowds jostled for a better look. The year
was 1942.

"Someone said he works at the Hunts-
ville Arsenal and he just got a letter from
his wife saying that she was leaving him."

This news, by some unidentified source,
was quickly consumed and spread to the
four winds by the crowds who were now
grasping at every morsel of new informa-
tion.

Suddenly the still night air was rent by
the screeching sounds of police cars arriving
on the scene. Emerging from their cars the
policemen began pushing the crowds back
with night sticks, trying to establish some
sense of order.

"Be careful. He's got a gun," yelled some
voice from out of the darkness.

The crowd ran scurrying for cover as the
policemen quickly ducked behind the safety
of their automobiles.

When a few minutes had passed with
no shots being fired, the crowd, now em-
boldened by the latest developments, began
surging forward. The crowd now numbered
in the hundreds and was growing larger by
the minute. While the police were franti-
cally working to regain control, the sounds
of a woman screaming emerged above the
noise of the mob. The crowd had inadver-
tently pushed her into a store front window,
breaking the glass, and now she was run-
ning hysterically down the street with blood
streaming down her face and arms.

Before the police could reach her, an-
other woman began screaming. This woman
had been knocked down by the crowd jos-

tling for a better look.

Sensing that something had to be done, and
quickly, the brave men of the Huntsville Police De-
partment drew their pistols and resolutely began
making their way to the front entrance of the hotel
where the unseen deranged man lay in wait.

There was no hesitation in the purposeful stride
of our brave policemen on that cold day back in 1942.
This was their town and this was their job. Someone
had to take charge and they were the ones to do it.

Cautiously, with their guns drawn, they took the
elevator to the top floor, The men were silent, prob-
ably thinking of their loved ones, and of the danger
that lay ahead.

History does not record the name of the first brave
soul to exit onto the roof, ready to do battle with the
tiend lurking in the shadows.

History does not even record the name of the
man, who after receiving the dear John letter, tried
to commit suicide.

For, you see ... it never happened.

Some person, who understandably later chose to
remain silent, started the rumor and within minutes
the whole town was caught up in a frenzied state
of anticipation. Every rumor became fact and every
fantasy became reality.

And the good people of Huntsville became the
victims.

“My idea of a balanced diet is a sausage
and biscuit in each hand.”

Jenni Kraus, Tuscaloosa




We Shall Not
Be Moved

by Ruby Crabbe

When I was a youngster
growing up in Dallas Village, in
the early 1930’s, so many things
happened it would be hard for
me to remember them all. But
some events I'll never forget,
like the "Famous Strike" at Dal-
las Textile Mills.

The picket line in front of the
mill was long and the strikers
were tired. Some of them carried
large banners proclaiming the
strike and warning people not
to cross the picket line. I can't
remember who all took part in
cooking food for the strikers
but I do know that my mother,
Josie Allen, did. My stepdad,
Mr. Lonnie Allen, took part in
the cooking also.

Every day at noon he and
Mama would fix hamburgers
and coffee for the strikers. Now
when I say hamburgers - I mean
itwould be such a large sack full
it would be hard for us kids to
even carry. Plus, we carried a
pot that held three or four gal-
lons of hot steaming coffee.

I remember one night sev-
eral of the union members had
a meeting at this certain house.
During the meeting someone
spoke up and said, “Boy, what
would I give right now if I had
all the good fried chicken I could
eat!”

At that remark the lady of
the house got up and excused
herself from the meeting.

It wasn’t long before the
odor of good fried chicken just
filled the house. It appeared
that three good-sized fryers had
been roosting on a water pipe
right outside the back door.
Don’t know whose chickens

they were but they were never
seen again on the roost.

I remember the union mem-
bers and the nonunion members
having a little get-to-together on
5th Street, now known as An-
drew Jackson Way. The union
members were on one side of
the street, the nonunion mem-
bers on the other. On the union
side a large platform had been
erected, and on top of it was
what appeared to be a machine
gun. Don’t know if it was the
real thing or not, but a lot of the
people didn’t hang around long
enough to find out.

And on top of that platform
stood Bill Jaco. He was singing
loud and clear “We shall not be
moved.”

That song generated a lot of
angry offensive yells, but did
that bother Brother Bill? No,
it only made him sing louder
and louder, “We Shall Not Be
Moved!”

Kentucky

2 C. sugar

1-1/4 c. cooking oil
4 eggs, separated
2 tsp. cinnamon

2 T. hot water

1 c. chopped pecans

drained (reserve liquid)
1 c. powdered sugar

in last.

while warm.
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Pound Cake

2-1/2 c. self-rising flour

1 can crushed pineapple

Reserved pineapple juice

Mix sugar and cooking oil. Add
egg yolks, cinnamon and water.
Then add flour, pecans and pine-
apple. Beat egg whites and fold

Bake at 325° for about 1 hour
and 10 minutes. Cool 10 minutes.
Flip onto serving plate. Then, mix
1 cup powdered sugar and juice
from pineapple and pour on top

L
Serving You Since 1961
EVERY TUESDAY

dough dipper appetizer for only $20
(Dine in Only)

(256) 489-3374

Hours of Operation:
Monday - Closed
Tuesday - Wednesday 5pm -10PM
Thursday 11AM -10PM
Friday & Saturday 11AM -11PM
Sunday 11AM - 10PM

www.bigedspizza.com

Like us on Facebook

“TwO FOR TUESDAY” SPECIAL
Any 12” specialty pizza, 2 side salads and a

255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801
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Our Trip to the Farm

by Claudia Gates Hill

A few years ago, Don and I took our young
grandsons, Jacob, Luke and Joshua, to Mr. Char-
lie Cornelison’s farm, located in the northeast
corner of Madison County. Charlie was one of
my dad’s best friends and we all attended the
same church. He previously lived a few blocks
from us in the city until he bought and moved
to the farm. One Sunday at church, he invited
us to take our grandsons out to the farm during
the following week. We were so excited and
anxiously awaited that day to arrive.

Our trip to the farm began on a beautiful fall
day, yet the sun beamed down its summer-like
warmth. As we arrived, we parked under the
shade of the big oak tree. A cool breeze stirred as
we unloaded the boys from the car. Mr. Charlie
welcomed us with handshakes and hugs. Mrs.
Virginia made us feel welcome with her sweet
smile and friendly voice. Tractors were busy
in nearby fields loading and transferring bales
of hay to the barn, working steadily back and
forth as we began our walk around the farm.
The cows were lazily walking around grazing
and swinging their tails as though they were
trying to cool themselves or each other.

Mr. Charlie was an Alabama Bee Farmer
and proud of his honeybees and the honey he
processed for the market. Since honey season
is during the spring and summer months, we
were not able to see the actual process of pre-
paring honey for the market, but occasionally,
we sensed a little whiff of its aroma in the air.

Mr. Charlie began telling us a little about
bees. Their houses are made up of layers of
boxes. The lower box is where the queen bee
lays and hatches her eggs. Worker bees make
and store honey in the upper boxes. They also
feed off the honey in these boxes. Excess honey
is stored in the top box. Mr. Charlie processes
only the honey from the top box. He never robs

them of their food supply. During the winter months, the
bees gather in a cluster in their box and their body heat
maintains the temperature inside that cluster around
eighty degrees. It sustains them during the coldest of
days.

yInside one of the buildings, he explained some of the
steps taken to process the honey and demonstrated how
the tools and other equipment aided in that process.

After learning about the bees and how honey is
processed for the market, the boys were delighted to
run and play in the big open fields that seemed layered
one on the other flowing toward the mountains rising
in all directions reaching toward the sky. Country roads
drifted off into the distance disappearing into the fields,
hills and valleys.

Tired and thirsty, we relaxed in the swing under the
big oak tree. As we chatted and drank homemade lem-
onade, compliments of Mrs. Virginia, Mr. Charlie told us
a little about the land. He bought the land in 1963 from
the Berry family. They had owned and farmed the land
for many years. That’s why the area is known as Berry
Hollow. He said he was told that the old oak tree provid-
ing our shade had been planted in 1870. Jacob, Luke and
Joshua had so much fun trying to climb that big old tree.
We grown-ups had fun watching them try.

We all had a fun and informative day at the Corneli-
son farm. Now it was time to go home.

The tractors, now silent, had completed their work
for the day. The cows, mooing every now and then, were
gathered under a shade tree, still swinging their tails try-
ing to stay cool. We gathered our belongings and thanked
Mr. Charlie and Mrs. Virginia for inviting us to such an
enjoyable and memorable adventure. As we loaded the
boys into the car, a cool breeze stirred, and the smell of
honey lingered in the air.

“The latest tranquilizer works so well that
people don’t care whether they pay their
doctor or not.”

Dr. Jack Frederick, Scottsboro




Joseph and the Owls

by Elizabeth Wharry

You met my son SPC Jacob Wharry in
the September 2023 issue.

This story is about my older son, Joseph
Wharry. It occurred when he was in second
grade, and we were living in Wichita, KS.
His teacher, Miss C, was newly licensed and
in her mid 20s. Joseph is now 24, a husband
and father.

This particular day, Miss C was teaching
her class about the natural world around us.
She was talking about the birds of the night.
She focused on the various types of owls.
As she was teaching, she showed pictures
of them and their habitats.
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“My mind is just like an internet browser.

At least nineteen tabs are open, three of

them are frozen and | have no idea where
the music is coming from.”

Paul Stevens, Scottsboro

She then asked the class ques- IC]
tions about what she had cov-
ered. Joseph raised his hand and
quite sincerely, piped up with
"Don't pi$$ off the owls".

Sometime before he got
home, I got a call from Miss C.
The poor dear was on the verge
of tears! I thanked her and hung
up, laughing hysterically. I called
my husband at work... it took me
three tries before he was able to
understand what I was saying.
He exploded in laughter! Of

=

FRANKIE

Hello, my name is Frankie. I am
about 6 months old and a male mixed
breed dog. I am brown and white and
have bright blue eyes so I was named
after Mr. Frank Sinatra because he was
sometimes called Ole Blue Eyes. I've
been neutered and have had all my shots
and I have been micro chipped. I love
to go in the play yard and play with all
the toys and to go on walks with the vol-
unteers. [ am a very happy puppy and I
get very excited seeing the visitors who

course, everyone within earshot
had to know what was so funny.
The office came to a standstill for
a few minutes.

Ever since then, if I run across
an owl figurine, I will make sure
I gift it to Joseph. He always
chuckles.

Remember to be kind to the
bats, and please don't pi$$ off
the owls!

come to the Shelter. I am friendly to other dogs and the volunteers
here like me very much. If you have room at your house and want a
friendly new dog, please come to the Ark Animal Shelter and ask to
see Frankie, that’s me. I promise I will be so happy to see you.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
256.851.4088

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 p.m.

139 Bo Cole Rd.

Huntsville, Al 35806

T
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Black Salve

by Bill Alkire

My Grandfather, a pudgy, short
Irishman, was a headstrong individual.
He had been a coal miner, as was many
of the various ethnic men in the com-
munity. He also liked to gamble and
"drinks ah little" as he would say. His
gambling was limited to "Penny Annie"
as those men who participated called it.
In the summer, the men would play at
the local jail - my grandfather was the
town's constable. In the winter, the men
would meet in a disabled "coke oven."
The games in the "ovens" sometimes
went on all night and sometimes for
days.

yOne morning after playing cards all
night, Grandfather was at the kitchen
table drinking coffee. My Aunt Lucille
(Grandfather's youngest daughter) was
refreshing Grandfather's coffee and no-
ticed an apparent open sore on his right
ear. Being asked about the sore, Grand-
father replied to her that "it had been
like that" for months. "Tater, (Grand-
father's nickname) you need to have it
looked at, " was Lou's response.

The next week Grandfather went
to the dermatologist, who confirmed it
was cancer. The doctor explained that a
series of radiation treatments would be
required and made an appointment at
the University Medical Center. Grand-
father got an appointment that after-
noon. I accompanied him and Aunt Lou
to the appointment.

Grandfather was upset because of
the apparent rush to judgement being

made. The idea that the treatment was to be over twelve
weeks, require four radiation treatments, could result in
possible loss of hearing in his right ear, and loss of the
remaining hair on his right side of his head was fright-
ening to him. This treatment was not going to happen.
Being in his seventies, Grandfather was quite clear in his
response, "No!"

Driving home was dismal, with a cloud of uncertainty
and despair during the period on the road, arriving home,
however, changed everything. Grandfather appeared in
a pleasant, happy mood}.l Aunt Lou spoke to Grandfather
about his mood change, he announced he was going to
treat the sore with "Black Salve." His reasoning was that it
works on horses for their foot sores and that was what he
planned to use. Aunt Lou tried to explain that cancer was
different. Did I mention he was a headstrong Irishman?

"Black Salve" is known as "Cansema," and is a contro-
versial cancer treatment today, and was not known for
such treatment back then. The product is commonly clas-
sified as an escharotic. Escharotics were widely used to
treat skin lesions in the early 1900s. It is a topical paste
which destroys errant skin tissue and leaves behind a
scar called "eschar." Bloodroot, zinc chloride and other
herbs are common ingredients.

Grandfather had used this product to treat sores on
animals around the farm. He used the salve - it did what
he expected. It killed the cancer cells and it worked in a
week. However, as with any non-approved medical treat-
ment - there were consequences. The sore was no longer
there — the location of the sore was gone also, leaving a
noticeable chunk out of Grandfathers right ear.

When asked about his ear - Grandfather claimed one
of the "Vest" boys cut it off after he got mad in a card
game.

No one questioned that answer - "After all, the Vest
boys, were known to be capable of such a thing.”
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Heard on the News 1n 1885 | vescription of a 40 year

class reunion:

- Mr. & Mrs. De Young, formerly of Pulaski, TN and now liv- “Same old faces, many
ing in Huntsville, had their little son Robbie bitten by a rattlesnake new teeth.
Sunday morning while he was walking on the Chapman Place,
near the Barracks. The snake hung its fangs in the boy's heel and
as the boy ran he jerked the snake several feet. An older brother
witnessed the whole thing and killed the snake, which had only
one button and no rattles, showing the snake to have been one year
old. Dr. Ridley was summoned to the little sufferer. Arriving on
the ground in an hour after the strike, he administered two ounces
of whiskey with a teaspoonful of aromatic spirits of ammonia. Ten
drops of spirits of ammonia was injected hypodermically and the
bite saturated in spirits of ammonia. This treatment was repeated
in half an hour and the little sufferer is convalescent.

It would be good for everyone to note well this remedy and
especially those who are compelled to go into places which snakes
are accustomed to inhabit.

- Yesterday Mr. Jere Murphy offered Mr. John Neely $5 to
walk to Whitesburg and back, allowing him from 4:30 p.m. yes-
terday until 1 a.m. this morning to accomplish the trip. At 11:15
last evening the tired form of Mr. Neely was seen to arrive at the
Square, his garments covered with heavy dust, and a weary look
upon his face. But he had made the trip honestly for he brought
certificates from Capt. Joe Brown, of Whitesburg and all of the toll
keepers enroute. On his way home he stopped to take a bath in
the Tennessee River. After which he said he felt like a new man.
He, of course, won.

- Stolen last Thursday night from Thomas Gore near New
Market a black horse mule. A reward of ten dollars will be paid
for the return of the mule, and ten dollars for the apprehension of
the thief as long as he is delivered to me. The lucky man can reach
me at the Mercury.

- Jay Pollard has a horse and buggy
for sale if it can be found. It was stolen

esterday from in front of the Court-
ouse.

- John Rosemeyer, well-known
farmer in the Scottsboro area, while
bordering on delirium yesterday, piled
his bedding on the floor in his room
and set fire to it, then mounting a chair
on the table in the middle of the room
and arming himself with a gun, bade
defiance to his imaginary tormentors.

Some neighbors heard the noise and
rescued him.

His eyes were burned and he was 2905#]]3)()bHWallagiele:i SW
otherwise so badly burned that he can- , Huntsville, 256) 883-4567
not live. The house and its contents, custsve@cwhsv.com ( )
worth $3’000’ were deStrOyed' He is www.cartridgeworld.com/store522 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.

presently lodged in the jail.

“If you can read this, | can slam on my
brakes and sue you.”

Seen on Madison bumper sticker
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MOVING TO HUNTSVILLE IN 1948

by Bill Miller, Published in
Jan 2008 in OHM

In 1948 T was working for Butler & Cobb Con-
tractors from Montgomery on a job in Gadsden, AL,
one of the many places that my family and I had
lived while working for them. In May they mailed
me Drawings, Specifications and all the beginning
paperwork I needed and instructed me to move to
Huntsville to construct a U.S. Naval Reserve Center.

After briefing the Superintendent that relieved
me, I checked a road map and decided to travel
Highway 431 through Gurley and across Monte
Sano Mountain. The old road, now known as Old
Big Cove Road, was very narrow with sharp curves
and narrow bridges and has changed little over the
years.

I was towing a 35 ft. house trailer and there were
times I had to pull over as far as possible to the
edge of the road to meet on-coming traffic. My wife
became upset and remarked that it looked like the
road was ending and the jumping off place would
be around the next curve, and maybe we should
turn back before we get to the top of the mountain.

When we got down the mountain where Califor-
nia and Old Big Cove intersected we saw the Roper
home with a large flower garden and wind mill in
front of the house (the present site of Huntsville

“Solomon, one of David’s sons, had 300 wives
and 700 porcupines.”

9 year old’s answer to a Bible test

Hospital East). Next, was Huntsville Hospital
and the city limit sign. We turned right and
were soon at the Court House Square.

I parked (plenty of space, very few cars in
sight) on the Square and walked to the Police
station which was located where the park-
ing deck on Madison and Fountain Street is
at present. I introduced myself, told the man
why I was in town and asked for house trailer
accommodations. He directed me to the inter-
section of Green Street and Holmes Avenue to
a trailer park there next to the Catholic School
and service station.

The next day I opened a post office box to
establish an address, next I opened a bank ac-
count and began to inquire about an engineer-
ing firm. I was directed to the office of G.W.
Jones and Sons. Their Chief Engineer was Mr.
Bill Blevins.

After studying the drawings and specifi-
cations and determining the site location, he
quoted me a price of $100 for stake-out and
bench marks. We then went to the site and he
told me that it had once been a garbage and
trash area. I asked Mr. Blevins about build-
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Built circa 1850, the Historic Lowry House is open
and available to the public and can be rented for
private functions. The manicured grounds have been
awarded the city's Beautification Award for five
consecutive years.
T

his historic home is filled with artifacts and information
related to Huntsville's history.

Visit us at www.historiclowryhouse.com
for all upcoming events!

e
Open M-F 12-4pm @

Call (256) 489-9200 for a personal
tour and directions
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ing materials, concrete, hardware and an earth moving
contractor. He took me to Huntsville Building Materials
which was located on Wheeler Avenue and introduced
me to Dick and Joe Van Valkenburg.

Within the next few days Mr. Cecil Ashburn of Ash-
burn & Gray Construction Company came by the job and
traded to do the earth work.

Joe, Dick, and Cecil soon became my good friends. I
kept close contact with each one of these men. We have
since lost our friends Joe and Dick, however, Cecil and
I are still close and get together often. We have worked
together on many projects since then in and around Hunts-
ville until Cecil sold Ashburn & Gray and semi-retired.

The Naval Reserve building was located on Monroe
Street near the new Embassy Hotel until it was torn down
during part of the Civic Center expansion. In 1948 there
was a street that crossed beside the railroad trestle, then
turned east back to the old Council School. This was a dirt
road used to get to the fill site.

A Sunday outing in 1948 was a trip to the park on
Monte Sano or to the Big Springs Park. The trip to the
park at times was entertaining if the families that lived in
the apartments behind cotton row had hung their laun-
dry over the balcony to dry. Saturday was a day to shop,
or visit downtown. Almost everything you needed was
within walking distance of the Square. You could hear a
sermon on many street corners, smell fresh popped corn,
parched peanuts, and cooking smells coming from the
restaurants.

Huntsville soon became home. It was then and still is
the best place I have ever lived.

o
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A COLLECTION OF LOCAL

SHORT STORIES YOU
WON’'T FORGET!

Great Gift $}21!_5.00. Includes
shippin
Idea! anywhe%e
in the U.S.




HUNTSVILLE HISTORY
THROUGHOUT THE YEARS

Art Gallery * Fine Jewelry *
Unique Gifts

Art Placement Services

Thelittlegreenstore.net
Thelittlegreenstore@gmail.com

820 Monte Sano Boulevard - Huntsville, Al 35801
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