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Remembering
The “Devil”
of the Mountains

The people of the Tennessee Valley
had good reason to fear the man known
as the "Devil of the Mountains.”

William Monroe Evans, during a span
of almost thirty years, terrorized the
Tennessee Valley by killing, hanging
and burning anyone or anything that
dared to stand in his path.

Not even the Yankees, under General
Mitchell's command, would be guilty of
such savagery and cruelty.

Also in this issue: David Milly Lights the Stars; Winemaking;
Monte Sano Railroad; Tom Sawyer and the Space & Rocket Center;

Chatauqua in Huntsville; Pratt Avenue Stories; Natural Gas;
Southern Summer Recipes; Pet Tips and much much more!
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"The U.S. Veterans Memorial Museum is Expanding to Add Many "
More Fascinating Military Displays for You to See!

Just west of Airport Rd. and Memorial Parkway - Call for more information
256.883.3737 - www.memorialmuseum.org

“We’re Growing!”




The Legend of
“Devil” Monroe
Evans

by Tom Carney

The people of the Tennessee
Valley had good reason to fear
the man known as the "Devil of
the Mountains."

William Monroe Evans,
during a span of almost thirty
years, terrorized the Tennessee
Valley by killing, hanging and
burning anyone or anything
that dared to stand in his path.
Not even the Yankees, under
General Mitchell's command,
would be guilty of such sav-
agery and cruelty.

Evans was born on the
Madison-Marshall county line
around 1842 to a family that
history has forgotten. From
the few accounts available it
seems as if his family eked out
a living on a few acres of land
where they worked halfheart-
edly at growing a garden and
raising a few pigs. The farm,

“Don’t look for your
dreams to come true -
look to become true to

your dreams.”

James Henley

if it could be called that, was
located in the mountains now
overlooking Lake Guntersville.

Evans learned at an early
age that the mountains, almost
completely inaccessible and
hidden from prying eyes, was
a perfect place to hide any live-
stock that happened to become
separated from their rightful
owners.

Finding the life of a brigand
more to his liking than work-
ing on a hard scrabble farm,
he quickly embraced his newly
chosen career. Gathering about
him a few other miscreants and
establishing a base camp in the
hills, he soon established him-
self as the leader. The years
preceding the Civil War were
good ones for the band of bud-
ding desperados. Money had
no real meaning to them as
there were few places to spend
itin the hills. They were content
to rustle an occasional steer,
and driving it back into the
mountains, slaughter it when
they were hungry. The remain-
der of their time was spent loll-
ing about the crude shacks and
lean-tos they called home and
drinking the cheap homemade
whiskey they concocted.

If ever the need for hard
money arose, all they had to do
was to sneak into the outlying
areas of Huntsville, New Hope
or Guntersville and burglarize
someone’s home.

At first, the citizens were
content to post guards, but try
as they might, they could never
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catch the outlaws in the act.

Evans seemed to find this highly amus-
ing. Repeatedly, after confiscating some
beef from its hapless owner, he would ap-
pear in town the next day as if daring some-
one to speak out against him.

Showing up in New Hope one day, after
a particularly successful foray the night be-
fore, Evans began to taunt a farmer whose
cattle he had stolen. The farmer was afraid
of Evans, and as the outlaw realized this,
the more brazen his abuse became. Finally
the farmer, unable to take anymore, mount-
ed his horse and left town.

The whole incident might have ended
there if Evans had left town too, but instead
he chose to stay, along with his comrades,
and spend the day drinking.

Late that afternoon with the sun still
shining brightly, the brigands wobbled out
of the saloon and staggered to where their
horses were waiting, when all of a sudden
their drunken revelry was interrupted by a
loud shout.

“Evans, I want my cattle back!”

It was the farmer and in his hands, point-
ed straight at Evans, was a shotgun.

Evans made a sudden move, and when
he did the farmer blasted away. Although
the shot missed Evans, it tore a gaping hole
in the shoulder of one of his men. As Ev-
ans stood there unharmed, a cruel and vi-
cious sneer spread across his face when he
realized the farmer’s gun was now empty.
Slowly raising his pistol toward the de-
fenseless farmer, Evans was heard to mut-
ter, “self defense,” as he cold-bloodedly
killed his first man.

Whereas before Evans had been a trou-
blesome thief, now he was a killer. Many
people later said that with his first taste
of blood he had become the devil incar-
nate. With his hideouts in the surrounding
mountains it was not long before he became
known as the “Devil of the Mountains.”

At first Evans seemed to relish his new-
found notoriety. The people in the sur-
rounding communities, never overly fond
of him, now shunned him completely. Men

that at least had tolerated him before, now hung their
heads and made excuses to leave whenever he en-
tered a building.

This only served to enrage Evans and drive him to
further extremes.

With no friends except his motley gang of brig-
ands, Evans became embittered, some people
claimed, at the whole human race. A person could
look at Evans in a quizzical manner and find his barn
burned the same night, a bartender who refused to
serve him might end up with a load of buckshot in
his back.

The law was helpless. With no witnesses or evi-
dence there was little the sheriff could do. Anyone
who spoke up against Evans was destined to feel his
vengeance.

When the Civil War broke out there lived in the
northern part of Marshall County a man by the name
of John Dickey; a man who was known for his ha-
tred towards his neighbors. After federal troops took
control of the area north of the Tennessee River,
Dickey offered his services to the union command-
er. Dickey’s hatred for his own people was wrongly

“When you're in jail, a good friend

will be trying to bail you out. A best

friend will be in the cell next to you
saying, ‘Damn, that was fun.”

Groucho Marx




interpreted as patriotism to
the Union, and so the Yankees
commissioned him a captain of
scouts with the power to orga-
nize a company to operate in
North Alabama.

This new company was com-
posed mostly of men who had
deserted the Confederate army
or had been dodging conscrip-
tion. Many of these men were
also wanted by the law.

Lured by the opportunity
to pillage and plunder at will,
Evans joined the company and
found to his pleasant surprise
that he was in his element. John
Dickey and “Devil” Monroe
Evans cut a swath of vengeance
across the valley that would
terrify even their own band.

Men were dragged from
their homes and murdered,
some of them in the presence
of their families. Volney EI-
liot was shot in the back, Al-
fred Clark was hung near New
Hope, Davis Russell was shot
and his body cruelly mutilated.
Fletcher Lewis was found hung
a few miles outside of Hunts-
ville.

For most of them, their only
crime was crossing paths with
“Devil” Monroe and John
Dickey.

The Confederate army was
powerless to stop these atroci-
ties and the Federal govern-
ment refused to help. Evans,
Dickey and men like them, the
federals reasoned, were help-
ing the northern cause by keep-
ing the rebel sympathizers in
check.

By war’s end, Evans and
Dickey were the most hated
men in the Tennessee Valley.
Although legally operating
under the auspices of the fed-
eral army, they had committed
no crimes. The ex-Confederate
soldiers returning home saw
things differently.

John Dickey, deciding dis-
cretion was the better part of
valor, pulled up stakes and

moved to Texas. Evans, with his
small band of cut-throats, re-
treated into the hills above New
Hope in anticipation of impend-
ing retribution.

An uneasy truce seemed to
prevail for a while. The people
in the valley stayed out of the
mountains and Evans rarely
if ever went to town. When he
did, he was always carrying his
shotgun.

Again, the whole affair might
have ended there if Evans had
not become smitten by a comely
young lass on the outskirts of
town. Soon he became a regular
visitor to the young lady’s farm
in an attempt to woo her hand.
The girl’s father had no use for
Evans. He repeatedly told his
daughter that he would never
stand for Evans marrying her as
long as there was any life in his
body.

To Evans, that was talk he
could understand.

Riding up to the girl’s home
late one afternoon, he killed the
father and carried the girl off
into the mountains.

The good folks of New Hope
were outraged. A mob began
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to gather and there was talk
of bringing Evans to justice.
The sheriff brought them back
to their senses. “No one wit-
nessed the shooting except for
the daughter,” he said, “and if
Evans is married to her now
that means she can’t testify.”

In public, the men agreed
with the sheriff but in private
they had other ideas....

It wasn’t long before Evans
and his wicked ways came
to the attention of the local,
night-shirted gentry known
as the Ku Klux Klan.

According to popular leg-
end, the Klan placed a two
hundred dollar bounty on Ev-
ans” head and within days, he
was playing dodge the bullet
whenever he wandered down
from the hills.

This was more than Evans’
pride could bear. Calling his
men together he laid plans to
dynamite the Masonic Hall
and the Methodist church,
both strongholds of his en-
emies. Fortunately for the
townspeople of New Hope,
word of the scheme leaked
out and before Evans could

=

=
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act, warrants were obtained for his
arrest.

After several long and hard days
in the saddle the posse cornered Ev-
ans and his men near the present-
day city of Arab. The pack resisted
arrest and in the ensuing gunfight
several gang members were shot to
death.

Evans escaped, though severely
wounded. He hid in the mountains
until his injuries had healed suf-
ficiently enough to allow him to
travel. Deciding that both Madison
and Marshall counties were danger-
ous to his health, he moved his wife
and what was left of his gang to the
mountains of Morgan County.

Cast out of the hills that he called
home and with no friends, Evans
began to look for other means of sol-
ace. It didn’t take him long to find
what he was looking for.

Cloaked in the veil of religion
and casting himself as a modern-
day Gabriel out to rid the world of
wickedness, Evans proclaimed him-
self a converted man ... a prophet of
God.

Of course, cattle and hogs kept
disappearing and he still carried
the same shotgun wherever he ven-
tured.

Traditional religion must have
weighed too heavily upon his shoul-
ders. Instead of spending his time in
church spitting hell, fire and brim-
stone, he began to have visions.

“God,” he said, “has told me to
punish the non-believers.”

This punishment usually took the
form of larceny, to the delight of his
slovenly gang.

Next he had visions of many
wives.

“God,” he said, “has instructed
me to take more wives so that our
truth might be spread.”

“Devil” Evans believed in prac-
ticing his newly discovered religion
and it wasn’t long before there were
seven wives living in his shanty,
with a multitude of miniature devils
playing in the yard.

It would be satisfying if we could,
at this point, record that “Devil”
Evans became a changed man, but

alas, if anything, he became even more cruel. Despite his
many wives (or maybe because of them) he began spending
more time with his gang of brigands.

And now, with a Bible in one hand and a shotgun in the
other, he considered any livestock that wandered his way
“donations for the Lord’s work.”

Evans would call on some hapless farmer, and with his
shotgun lying across the saddle in front of him, inform the
man that he would surely die and go to hell unless he saw
it in his heart to make a sizable contribution.

Every grand jury that was impaneled between 1875 and
1891 tried to indict Evans for his many crimes, but through
perjured testimony and intimidation of crucial witnesses he
managed to overcome their every effort.

Many people began to think that the “Devil” was truly
invincible. In the summer of 1891, Evans and his son John
were once again out collecting “contributions”. Unfortu-
nately Pierce Mooney arrived in time to catch the duo bur-
glarizing his home.

Mooney pulled a gun and began firing as father and son
headed for the hills. The following morning Mooney was
ambushed as he was feeding his livestock. Although in

“I'don’t think twice about picking up after my
dog, but if another dog’s poop is next to it,
I think, ‘Ewww, dog poop!"”

Jillian Goldberg
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critical condition he was able to
crawl back to the house, where
his wife sent for the doctor.

Evans knew Mooney was in
critical condition so he waited
in hiding for the doctor on the
way to the patient’s house.

The physician, after be-
ing warned not to attend the
wounded man, made as if he
was going back to town. In-
stead, he cut through the woods
and returned to the house by
another route.

Next Evans and his son tried
to run Mooney’s wife off. Hid-
ing in the woods they fired
their weapons at the house and
in a loud voice warned her that
if she did not leave, she too
would be shot.

Meanwhile =~ word  had
reached town of the dastardly
attack and the “Devil’s” at-
tempt to silence the witness.
That same afternoon Evans’ son
rode into town to pick up some
supplies and was promptly ar-
rested and carried to Baileyton
for trial.

When Evans received word
of his son’s arrest he mounted
his horse and carrying his shot-
gun, rode into town. For once
his shotgun was of no help. He
was seized by an angry mob
and placed in an empty store
building under guard until the
authorities could decide what
to do with them.

Late that night, August 15th,
1891 a mob of almost two hun-
dred people approached the
store and demanded custody
of Monroe Evans and his son.

The guards offered no resis-
tance

The condemned men were
tied up and marched outside to
the nearest tree limb.

Devil Evans departed this
world with a curse on his lips
and the gleam of a fanatic in his
eyes. His son, John, began cry-
ing and begging for mercy as
the noose was placed around
his neck.
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According to one account, seconds after the hanging took place
a violent thunderstorm swept over the valley, with horrendous
claps of thunder and solid sheets of rain pulverizing everything
in its path.

“The Devil,” they said, “is taking his due.”

The next week the following item appeared in the “Alabama
Tribune” newspaper:

“Rube Burrow was shot down by Carter and his name was
lauded to the skies as a hero. Ford, in a most cowardly manner,
shot and killed Jesse James but the state of Missouri paid him
large sums of money. Both of these men had some redeeming
qualities. They were true to their families and true to their friends.
But this man had none.”

“He was not true to his country or his family. But the men who
relieved North Alabama of the presence of this man are called by
some misinformed persons, brutes and murderers.”

“Evans’ poor wife is in a better condition. The man who
wrecked her life and educated her son for the gallows is gone.
She will no longer be insulted by the presence of her husband’s
harem.”

“His gang is scattered to the four winds and peace and order
have taken their place. The last stronghold of the devil in the Ten-

7

nessee Valley has been destroyed and the people say ‘Amen’.
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MY FATHER’S
DAUGHTER

by Sue Cross

If any of you regular readers
read the May issue (Mother's
Day) that contained a true story
about my Mother (Emma Jean
Jones), I felt it only fair to honor
my Daddy (Herman “Frosty”
Jones) on Father's Day with a
true story about him that took
place in my wonderful magi-
cal childhood during the late
50s in my cozy little town of
Junior, West Virginia. Here's
my story:

I was in the third grade. It
was late October and Hallow-
een was fast approaching. All
of us kids were planning our
outfits and the best houses to
go to for the best treats. Some
families gave away 5-cent
candy bars!!! We were all so
excited and full of plans. The
week before October 31, I came
down with chicken pox and I
was covered from head to toe,
fevered, so sick, and itching so
bad I thought I'd go crazy - yet
still begging Mother and Dad-

dy to let me get dressed up and
go with my friends. Of course,
that was not possible - but to an
8 year old, I still tried.

My wonderful Daddy came
up with a plan - he would dress
up and go door to door for me
and explain how sick I was. I
still remember watching him
get "all dolled up". He pulled
up his pant legs and hid them
under one of my Mother's
housedresses, a pretty pink flo-
ral shirtwaist under which he
had stuffed several pairs of his
socks in the bodice area for a
tull affect. Then he put on one
of her aprons, her Easter bon-
net on his head, several colored
beaded necklaces to match the
dress around his neck and big
clip earrings under the hat.

Then came the make-up:
black eyebrow pencil, face
powder, bright red rouge on
each cheek and ruby red lip-
stick to complete the look. He
looked like a clown, but he was
my clown and I loved every
minute of this adventure. I for-

got all about feeling so bad. I
was one happy little girl, abso-
lutely thrilled to death that my
Daddy would "fix the problem"
no matter how humbling it was
to him (as he always did my
entire life). He took a purse of
Mother's and collected lots of
goodies for me as he explained
my situation to our neighbors.

Everyone got a good laugh.
As I look back on all the Hal-
loweens in my childhood, that
is the only one I remember as
being so special - all because
of my Special Daddy. He was
a wonderful, kind and loving
man who left this earth and me
on December 26, 1993.

There is still and always will
be a big hole in my heart that
only he could fill. I proudly
say that I am truly my Father's
Daughter. Thank you Daddy.

“In Hollywood, marriage is a
success if it outlasts milk.”

Rita Rudner




The Birthday
Party

by Iolanda Hicks

This story begins around summer-time and
at the end of a school year, at the later part of
the 1950s. My Mom, Dad, sister and I were liv-
ing in a post WWII house on Hastings Road in
what is today referred to as Mayfair. This two
bedroom home was a few houses down from
Dunegan Lane, two lanes of gravel and pot
holes. Over the many years, this two-laner was
slowly metamorphosed into Drake Avenue.
I have many memories of well-spent years in
that little house, which now no longer exists,
replaced a few years back with a two-story,
modern home. I don't know how that house,
twice the size of the original, got squeezed into
that tiny lot, but it was done!

I had several friends I played with who
lived throughout this small neighborhood and
I never lacked for entertainment. In fact, some-
times I would forget to check in with Mom,
while playing outside somewhere and would
get into big trouble! Almost directly across the
street from our house, a family lived there with
two children: Angela (slightly older than me)
and her younger brother Randy. I enjoyed go-
ing over to Angela's house and playing. She
had such great toys!

One particular year, she was going to have
a very special birthday party, inviting a bunch
of kids and I was one of them. I couldn't wait
for the day. I should have known, though, that
something was going to happen that would
burst that bubble. Of course, it would be the
fault of my younger sister, Dianne. I was al-
ways getting into more trouble because of her
than the trouble I got into by not checking in
with my Mom and Dad. Dianne always did the
opposite of what she was told to do and was
ALWAYS touching things that she wasn't sup-
pose to touch!
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Just a few days before the anticipated, fantas-
tic birthday party, Dad asked me to watch my
little sister and to make sure she didn't get into
anything mischievous, devious or destructive.
Well, I got busy straightening up some of my
stuff in the bedroom that she and I shared. Di-
anne was quiet and busy. I could hear her hum-
ming. Time seemed to fly and about an hour had
passed since Dad has turned over the reins to me
as "the sister watcher". Suddenly I heard my Dad
yell my name (and it wasn't in a loving tone). As
I walked out of the bedroom towards the living
room, I saw Dad standing over my sister, looking
straight ahead at the hall wall. Along 4 or 5 feet
of that wall, Dianne had taken her crayons and
had drawn a magnificent mural of some kind of
landscape using all of her crayons!!!

My Dad was so angry. He looked at me, teeth
clenched, very beet red and told me that now his
weekend would consist of painting the hall wall.
He would not be relaxing from his week of hav-
ing to work overtime! He looked at me and said
“Since I am being punished because you did not
watch your sister as I asked, you will have to ac-
cept the consequences of your actions. You will
not be allowed to go to your friend’s birthday
party. Maybe next time you will do as I ask.”

I was broken-hearted. I said to myself that it
just wasn’t my fault. I started crying and couldn’t
stop and for solace, ended up behind the cor-
ner couch in the living room. I fell asleep. As if
I wasn’t in enough trouble already, hours later, I
woke up, hearing someone crying. I slowly raised
my head to the back, top of the couch, and saw
a fireman standing, talking to two people on the
couch. The two people happened to be my Mom
and Dad. Mom was the person crying. The fire-
man was talking about someone that just couldn’t
be found but his men would keep searching.
That’s about the time I opened my mouth and
said “Momma why are you crying? What hap-
pened?” My Mom let out a scream, grabbed my
shoulders and pulled me up over the back of the
couch. She smothered me with hugs, kisses, say-
ing over and over again “My girl is OK, my girl
is OK!!”

I suddenly realized that I had caused “a lost
kid search” and no telling how many people
were involved in that search. I must say, though,
for a while after that fiasco, Mom and Dad sure
treated me nice. I didn’t have to worry about my
sister for a while either. Actually, it really turned
out to be a most rewarding time in my young life
even though I DID miss the birthday party of the
year!
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Ginger Ale (1965)

by Bill Alkire

I feel compelled to introduce you to some-
thing I like, with hope that you will also. What I
am referring to, from my limited understanding,
is a product developed from the War Between the
States, in short, the Civil War. Now my intentions
are just, not a rehash of who did what, or whom
to place the blame.

The Civil War officially ended April 9, 1865,
with General Robert E. Lee's Army of North-
ern Virginia surrendering to Lieutenant General
Ulysses S. Grant at the McLean house near the
Appomattox Courthouse, in Virginia. My inten-
tion is not to labor with discussing this further.
The message I want to proclaim is something I
have developed a taste for, and I want to encour-
age you to like as well.

The Confederate Army doctors discovered,
on the battlefield of the Civil War, the healthful
properties of a tonic made with ginger. This tonic
was used for war-weary soldiers; it was a popular
drink for those men.

Ginger root is the underground stem of the
ginger plant. It has a long history of medicinal
and health uses; especially problems related to
the digestive system. The Confederacy had issues
with food spoilage and dysentery, and the Ginger
tonic helped greatly.

Ginger's anti-inflammatory and antioxidant
properties help aid in relieving headaches, upset
stomach, severe migraines, nausea and has heart
health properties. This is due to the natural com-
pounds found in ginger. Ginger Oil is a natural
source of antioxidants compounds that protect
cells from damage that can lead to disease. The
best type of Ginger Ale for you depends primarily
on your personal tastes. Ginger helps your health,
and varieties of Ginger Ale have more ginger. To
choose a healthier Ginger Ale, you must be as-
sured that the product is made with real Ginger,
not artificial. Concentrate on the ingredient list-
ings for the sweeteners used and the content.
When looking for the best Ginger Ale, the bold
flavor is important to maximize its healthy prop-
erties.

As with innovative ideas in the early 1900s,
Buffalo Rock Ginger Ale was born at home, in
the basement of a Birmingham Alabama Grocery
Company. Grocer Sidney Lee concocted the gin-
gery beverage in 1901 from a tonic formulated by
Selma, Alabama, pharmacist Ashby Coleman to
soothe upset stomachs.

But it was Lee’s addition of carbonation to the
tonic’s sweet spice that soon made it popular as

a zesty refresher in the sweltering heat of an Alabama
summer, a spicy mixer in a Prohibition Era full of il-
legal liquor and a delicious beverage. The drink was so
popular at the turn of the century that the Buffalo Rock
Company was launched in 1901 (just 36 years after the
war ended).

I have found this Ginger Ale to have a bold flavor,
legendary Southern Spice, and crisp refreshment of
the classic southern formula. My personal research has
shown more than a century worth of Ginger Ale con-
noisseurs agree that Buffalo Rock Ginger Ale offers the
sweet fiery kick that sets the standard for golden Ginger
Ales.

The unique southern flavor has been referred to as
“the fire-baton-twirling majorette of Ginger Ales”. It is
a sweet, spicy, audacious brew like no other. It does not
taste like lemon and lime sodas with a hint of ginger.
This is authentic - spicy, crispy, fiery, refreshing brew,
straight out of Alabama.

To answer the questions about “Where and When”,
let me explain. The first time I drank Buffalo Rock Gin-
ger Ale was in 1965 (100 years after the War Between
the States).

I worked for an A & P Food Store in Virginia, and we
received a delivery of fifty cases of pony bottles of Gin-
ger Ale and Cream Soda. I was mesmerized by its taste.

The next opportunity was a double treat; I ate break-
fast at Aunt Eunice’s Country Kitchen on Jackson Way
in Huntsville, Alabama and she served this bold, spicy
drink.

A southern tradition that will make your eyes light
up, and your tummy say “It IS that good!”



A Heroic
Mother Bird

From 1877 Newspaper

Alocal paper relates this interesting story. During one of the last
summer's thunderstorms, lightning struck a barn near the town of
Pensacola, Florida. A stork's nest, in which there were some young
fledglings, was threatened by the flames.

The two parent birds contemplated the horrible situation from a
distance with evident distress. At last the mother bird darted down
upon the nest, and, seizing one of her young family with her beak,
bore it off to a safe spot upon a meadow. The father followed her,
and settled down to keep watch over his offspring.

When the mother returned to the scene of danger the fire had
reached the nest, in which one bird still remained. But while she
was flying around it, preparing for a descent, the young one fell
through the charred nest into the burning barn. There was no mo-
ment for thought. Down darted the mother into the smoke and fire,
and, coming up with the fledgling in her beak, flew off, apparently
unhurt.

On the next day a wounded adult stork fell to the ground in
the marketplace. She was unable to stand, and the policeman who
found her carried her into the guardhouse, where it was discov-
ered that both legs were sorely burned, and she was recognized as
the heroic mother who had done the brave feat of rescue at the fire
in the barn. A physician was sent for, and the policeman found her
a temporary home.

Meanwhile, the spouse of the sick she-stork had discovered her
whereabouts. He attended diligently to the two young ones, and
paid daily visits to the mother, as if to inform himself how the pa-
tient was getting on, and to assure her that their children were do-
ing well.

The school children of Pensacola readily charged themselves
with the task of finding food for the patient, bringing her everyday
far more than the necessary num-
ber of living frogs. The Mayor paid
an official visit every day to the
sick guest or to the municipality,
to make sure that the doctor's or-
ders were duly carried out, and in
less than a fortnight the bird was
sufficiently hale to fly away to her
mate and children.

“Last week my house
caught fire. My wife told
the kids, ‘Be quiet, you'll

wake up Daddy.”

Rodney Dangerfield
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What I if told you,
you read the first line
wrong?

Bermphill
“Funeval Fome

“The Service of Quiet Elegance
and Affordable Quality”

Personal, Professional Service
Servicing All Cemeteries
Honoring All Burial & Cash
Policies
Honoring Pre-Need Transfers
Crematory

(256) 536-9197
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Ask
Grandma

by Mimi

HOT. HOT. HOT. This is a summer to re-
member with the heat index over one hun-
dred so many times. Thank goodness for air
conditioning and fans. Growing up in Hunts-
ville with no air conditioned cars or homes, I
don't remember it ever being so hot. It helps
to have a sun-shield to cover the dash and
steering wheel in your car. Plain cardboard
works, but those silver-on-one-side reflec-
tive things work better. I forgot mine the
other day and the heat from the sun hitting
the steering wheel was so hot it burned. Bet-
ter to run errands before the heat of the day.

With school starting back this month be
sure to watch the speed limit signs and slow
down, having no reminders we seem to for-
get to slow down. The crossing guards are
there to help our children cross the busy
streets and they do an excellent job working
rain or shine. They are always there.

Thinking of schools starting back, the
children these days don't know how lucky
they are for air-conditioned classrooms. No
schools, including East Clinton where I went,
were air-conditioned, and there were no fans
in the rooms, so it could get sweltering inside
in September. I often wondered why each
teacher didn't bring her own fan to her class-
room. That's what I would have done. Un-
fortunately, windows didn't open up, they

pushed out, so air circulation was minimal.

Recess was the highlight of our day. Outside in
the shade or a tree was cooler. But we still enjoyed
activities like the monkey-bars and jungle-gyms.
Some swings went really high, and the small and
large slide gave our stomach thrills. Most fun of
all was the metal merry-go-round. When I go to
schools these days, all that fine equipment has been
taken away.

They are afraid of injuries and lawsuits. I don't
ever remember anyone ever getting hurt at recess,
unless a skinned knee. Oh well.

With football season starting up and the weath-
er so terribly hot, make sure your child has plenty
of water and sport drinks available. The heat can
cause all kinds of health issues.

Free to Teach needs school supplies for teachers
this coming school year. When you are out shop-
ping, please pick up an item or two to help our
teachers. They really appreciate all the items do-
nated.

With school starting back on August 4th and not
as much traffic at the beaches it is a good time to
plan a vacation if you are a couple with pre-school
children. The rentals are less expensive and the
lines to get into restaurants take less time and can
be much more restful.

Enjoy the rest of your summer and keep cool.

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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Check Our Facebook Page for
Weekly Updates!
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David Milly -
“We Light
the Stars”

by John H. Tate

One of five children born to
aerospace engineers - his moth-
er an aerospace specialist and
his father a civil engineer - Da-
vid Milly grew up surrounded
by science and precision. All
four of his siblings became en-
gineers or top-tier scientists.
David, however, chose a dif-
ferent path.

He isn't an engineer or a sci-
entist, but he lit up all of Hunts-
ville. He gave the Jackson Five
dance pointers and lit Taylor
Swift's performance at Big
Spring Jam in 2007. (As legend
has it, Taylor was paid $1,000
to open for LeAnn Rimes. Af-
ter her set, a large portion of
the crowd left.)

But let's not get ahead of
ourselves. Who is David Mil-
ly, and why should you know
him? David has been part of
several successful businesses
in Huntsville, with products
and services distributed na-
tionwide. David has helped
shape Huntsville's multi-en-
tertainment landscape for de-
cades, and his influence reach-
es far beyond the city - our
focus here is on how he lit up
his hometown.

David's first job was at Winn-Dixie/Kwik-Check in Hay-
sland Square when he was sixteen. That experience laid the
groundwork for his leadership style and his approach to man-
agin% people - principles that guided him as he went on to
employ thousands.

One Saturday, he was assigned to clean the store bath-
rooms. Hours passed. The manager checked in, wondering
what was taking so long.

"Three or four hours later, I'm still cleaning," David said. "The
manager asked, 'What in the hell are you doing?' I said, 'You
told me to clean the bathroom, and it's dirty."

It's a funny story, but to David there was a deeper lesson: "I
would tell everyone I hired, that's how I want Kou to approach
your job. If I say clean the bathroom, clean it the best you pos-
sibly can. If you overdo it, I'll let you know - but if you under-do
it, I'll definitely let you know."

David learned two key lessons: He had high standards, and
employees will work hard for a boss they respect. Over the
years, more than a thousand people worked for him - and most
remembered that bathroom story.

When asked about not following the engineering tradition in
his family, he quipped, "I knew I wanted to be a boss, a busi-
nessman - and if I needed an engineer, I'd hire one."

David earned a business degree from the University of Ala-
bama in Huntsville (UAH), working multiple part-time jobs
along the way. One of those jobs turned into his first real busi-
ness success and would leave a lasting impression on Hunts-
ville.

While active in the Student Government Association at UAH,
he managed the campus Entertainment Series - booking speak-
ers, and performers, and coordinating events. Part of his respon-
sibility was ensuring the lighting, sound and staging were in
order.

For this, he hired a local company called Luna Tech, run b
Tom and Amanda DeWille. The DeWilles were impressed wit
David, and David was fascinated by their work. After gradua-
tion in 1975, he joined Luna Tech as a partner.

He didn't have money to invest, but his strong work ethic
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(remember the bathroom?) earned him
a sweat-equity stake. He became a 25%
owner of Luna Tech, Inc., a growing pyro-
technics, staging, and lighting company.
Luna Tech built a name for itself in the
entertainment world. The list of shows
they supported is extensive -just to name
a few: Johnny Cash, Jimmy Buffett, The
Oak Ridge Boys, Parliament, Earth Wind
& Fire, Blue Oyster Cult, Kiss, Michael
Jackson - and many more.

A favorite story is when David gave
the Jackson Five dance pointers. He tells
it like this:

“In 1976, we met the Jackson Five at
Boutwell Auditorium in Birmingham.
Our Luna Tech company had created
handheld devices so each of them could
shoot flames from their fingers at a specif-
ic point in the show. I had one for each of
the brothers. The manager had everyone
gather around me on staige.”

David stands as he tells the story. “So
I'm showing them this thing. I showed
how the button worked to shoot the pyro.
Then I started dancing around to demon-
strate. I said, “You'll dance like this - and
then boom, you push the button!”

“WhenlIlooked up, they were all laugh-
ing. Michael was rolling on the floor. That
was the end of my dancing lessons for the
Jackson Five.”

In 1981, Luna Tech split. The compa-
ny continued with pyrotechnics, while
David founded Theatrical Lighting Sys-
tems (TLS, Inc.). He opened his office
on Church Street, near the old Dilworth
Lumber site. TLS stayed there until 1989,
when the 1-565 project forced a move to
Meridian Street.

TLS lit shows for major acts who vis-
ited Huntsville. Just a few names: Dr.
Hook, Dixie Chicks, Ray Stevens, Hank
Williams Jr., Mercy Me, Lynyrd Skynyrd,
Percy Sledge - and many others.

While David is proud of all the stars
TLS lit for, his greatest pride comes from
how he lit up Huntsville. With passion,
he recalls:

“We worked with all the local arts
groups - Fantasy Playhouse, the Arts

“I made some good deals and some
bad ones, but really went into the
hole with this one.”

Seen on gravestone in Scottsboro
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Council (Panoply), Huntsville Little Theater, Hunts-
ville Ballet, and many more. We lit all five stages of
Big Spring Jam - all nine years. We lit the outside of
the bank building in Bi]g ‘Sprincﬁy Park, the water tower
at Lowe Mill, the Early Works Museum, and hun-
dreds of high school theaters.”

Among the thousands of lighting projects David
and TLS, Inc. completed, three shine brightest for
locals. First, the Living Christmas Tree at First Bap-
tist Church. Second, the Christmas Rocket at the U.S.
Space & Rocket Center. And third, the lighting of the
bank building overlooking Big Spring Park - one of
his final major projects before selling TLS, Inc. to 4
Wall Entertainment in 2012.

David married his current wife DeAnn in 2015.
When asked what impressed her most about him, she
shared a sentiment echoed by many:

“He’s always willing to help,” she said. “He’s
supported so many groups in Huntsville. The most
touching thing is when people stop us - on planes, in
restaurants - just to thank him.”

When asked if he had a message for readers of Old
Huntsville Magazine, David thought for a moment
and replied:

“Huntsville is home to some of the most intelligent
people in the world. Yes, I've had a small impact on
the city - but it's a community, with everyone doing
their part.”

TLS, Inc.’s slogan was “We Light the Stars.” And
indeed, David Milly and his teams lit up events, ven-
ues, and buildings - but most importantly, they lit up
the hearts of the people in Huntsville.

Thank you, David Milly.
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Albie

by Cathy Bridges

Reading so many cute
stories about pets made me
want to share my story of the
sweetest cat that became all
mine when he was 13. Albert
(Albie) was a city cat that be-
came a New Market cat. He
belonged to my good friend
the late Dr. John Higginbo-
tham and various members
of his family. I remember
when Albie was a kitten. Al-
though they had other pets,
Albie was my favorite. He
had a sister named Daisy. He
witnessed Daisy being killed
by a coyote when they were
still quite young. Albie man-
aged to run home, and I was
told he was begging to come
in and did not want to go
outside for a longtime after
that.

Albie was a gray and white
Maine Coon with a few light
brown spots here and there
and he was a big boy, long
and weighing around 16-
18 pounds. Albie was such
a handsome cat and quite a
little gentleman. He would
always greet our friends by
rubbing against their legs
and sometimes he would en-
joy getting his ears scratched
and some petting. After-
ward, he would go to his fa-
vorite spot on the end of our
bed. At night sometimes he
would make his way up be-

tween us or on my pillow behind my head.

He did not like to be picked up but loved to stretch out
on my legs when I was in the recliner reading. I am sure his
arthritis was as bad as mine. I had noticed that he was walk-
ing slower lately. Sometimes he would scare me by wobbling
around a bit unsteady. I have always loved animals. They are
so much more loyal and loving than a lot of people.

I remember Dr. Higginbotham saying that Albie was a
lover, not a fighter, and he was so right. Albie was the sweet-
est cat I have ever been around and he had such a soft little
meow. Albie was a "talkative" cat. He would "talk" to me all
the time. If his food bowl was empty, he would remind me




just in case I forgot. Yes, he was quite a cat
and I was so glad the day he came home
with me. I enjoyed him so much.

One day when I was at the Higginbotham
home, Albie somehow got a plastic grocery
bag hung around his neck. He ran through
the kitchen scared to death because of the
noise being made by the bag. The bag was
flapping behind him as he ran. The more it
flapped the faster he ran. He did not like the
sound of those bags after that. He would run
if you were using a plastic bag for any rea-
son. It was quite comical, but Albie did not
think so.

After I brought him home it took a while
for Albie to get used to my family and not
being allowed to go outside. He had been
de-clawed (front claws) as a kitten, so I did
not let him go outside at all. There are a lot of
dogs in our neighborhood, so he spent a lot
of time in the windows looking out. Eventu-
ally, he got accustomed to not going out. He
did not seem to get into playing with toys
much, but he did love catnip and would roll
around in it.

One day I caught him with his front legs
down in a large glass jar we used for loose
change. He looked so cute. First, all I could
see was his furry hind legs and long gray
tail. And what a sight he was, after almost
halfway climbing into the jar. He was on a
mission after a lizard that had gotten in the
house and was in the jar of coins. Albie was
trying his best to get it and he finally did, af-
ter having slapped it around so much. The
poor lizard never made it out of the jar. His
adventuring was over.

Albie passed away when he was 19. I
stayed right with him until the end. I had en-
joyed him at my home for about 6 years. He
was a very special, one-of-a-kind cat. I miss
him very much.

“I have learned that only two things
are necessary to keep one’s
wife happy.
First, let her think she’s having her
own way. And second, let her have it.”

Lyndon B. Johnson
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Huntsville Chess Pie

8-inch unbaked pie crust

1/2 c. butter, room temp

1 c. sugar

2 eqgs, separated

1-1/2 t. white corn meal

2 T. heavy cream

1t. vanilla extract

Dash salt

Bake pie shell in very hot oven (400 degrees) til baked
but not browned. Cream butter, sugar and egg yolks to-
gether. Add cornmeal mixed with the cream and vanilla.
Fold in egg whites beaten with salt til stiff. Pour into pie
shell and cook at 400 degrees for 5 minutes. Reduce heat
to 350 and bake 10-12 minutes longer and filling is just
set. If top browns too much put a piece of foil over top and
finish baking. Serve pie while warm.

This is the actual recipe from an old Huntsville
restaurant that was here in the early 1900’s.
It was reported that people would make special
trips to Huntsville for it.

el LT

Celebrating 54 Years In Business!

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

by Cathey Carney

Our hidden item winner for
July was Robin Layne of Trenton,
TN. She was the first to call after
she found the tiny cane I hid on
page 45 in Tom Carney’s ad for his
book. Right bottom corner, see it
now? I know many of you tell me
the first thing you do when you
get your new issue is to try to find
whatever I've hidden, and it’s not
easy right? But there is only one
first caller, and Robin was it. She
is originally from Gurley, AL but
taught school for 25 years in west
Tennessee. She comes back to visit
this area often though because she
has friends and family here. Her
sweet Mom is Jean Layne and
Miss Jean loves reading about the
history here too! Congratulations
to you Robin.

The 4th of July turned out to be
so devastating for so many Texas
people. Kerr County and Camp
Mystic, the young girls and coun-
selors who were just celebrating
and camping out. We have all
seen what happened with the ris-
ing water and flooding and our
hearts are just broken for the fami-
lies and friends of those who lost
their loved ones. So proud that Al-
abama through Kay Ivey was one
of the many states who sent res-
cue and recovery teams to help in
finding the missing children and

adults, an ongoing and difficult
process. Prayers and love going to
the families.

Thank you to our loyal readers
who've kept us going for the past
36 years. As we cut back on the
number of printed copies, they
will still be at the same locations
but there won’t be quite as many.
At the same time, digital sub-
scriptions have increased quite a
bit and these go all over the U.S.
We've been through alot together
over the years including a years
ago recession, many postage in-
creases, financial ups and downs,
Covid, etc. but you've hung in
there with us! Thank you for help-
ing us to keep on going and as
a small Huntsville company our
goal is to keep it up!

Happy birthday to Susan
Coulter of Truist Bank. Her big
day is Aug. 21 and her grandson
Beau celebrates his on Aug. 8.
Her granddaughter Vivian Clair
Santos turns 12 in August. And
Coulter T. Clark had a birthday
on Aug. 24th and turned 12. Lots
of partying in that family during
this month!

A good tip I heard from my
plumber lately, if you want to
save $$ on plumbing repairs, ditch
the soft cushy toilet paper and get
standard quality. The thinner TP
goes down when you flush alot
faster than the thick paper, with
much less blockage.

Billy Lawrence would have
been 81 on August 26 this year.
Sadly he passed away last August
and his wife Phyllis misses him
so much. There’s more about Billy
and Phyllis in this issue.

My handsome son-in-law John
Troup has an Aug. 15th birthday
and it happens to be the same day
that he will celebrate his wedding
anniversary with Steph Troup,
my daughter. Then my grandson
Hayden Troup has an Aug. 25th
birthday and he will be 25. So
proud of them, including sweet
grand daughter Evan who lives in
Murfreesboro with Mom and Dad
and a tiny dog named Charlie!

Dry eye management can be
as simple as changing your habits
and giving your eyes a little more
love. Try the following dry eye-
relieving techniques:

* Use a high-quality air filter
in your home

* Add moisture to the air by
putting a humidifier in the rooms
where you spend the most time

* Wear wraparound sunglass-
es on windy days to protect your
eyes

* Cleanyour eyelids daily with
a gentle soap or eyelid cleanser

* Place warm compresses on
your eyes to help your lids release
oil and create better quality tears

* Use artificial tears during
the day to keep your eyes lubri-
cated.



* Blink every 5-10 seconds, especially
when driving or looking at computer or
TV screens.

Happy Birthday to John Joseph Ger-
deman who has an Aug. 1 birthday. His
sister is Jane Gerdeman who works at
Truist Bank in Huntsville on Church
Street, and she sends special love to her
baby brother, the youngest of 11 chil-
dren.

Many have experienced leg cramps
at night, with severe pain and soreness
hours later. It could be caused by any-
thing from lack of calcium, or magne-
sium, or dehydration but it sure hurts
while it’s happening. I have heard re-
cently that many oldtimers swear by
pickle juice and say that as soon as they
drink an ounce or two of it the cramps
go away immediately. You can find just
pickle juice in small containers now (I
found some at Publix recently) and it
may be a good idea to keep one of the
tiny containers by your bed. It helps with
digestion as well and you don’t have to
drain your pickle jar to get the juice!

My mom years ago taught me a way
to see if you or someone else is dehy-
drated. On the top of your hand just be-
low your finger knuckles there’s a flat
area. With two fingers pinch some of the
skin that covers that area on your hand.
If your skin stays in a pinched shape
you're likely dehydrated and need to
drink some liquids. If the skin is more
elastic and gets back to normal shape
you're OK.

Another tip that many don’t know
was given to me by my daughter Steph,
the nurse. When you are to have blood
drawn for any reason, be sure and drink
a cup or two of water before the event.
What happens is your veins puff up and
are not so shriveled up (which happens
as you get older) and it makes it much
easier to get the needle in to get blood. It
has worked great for me even if I have to
fast before the bloodletting.

Many of us are still missing Lewter’s
Hardware downtown and just brows-
ing through their store. Loved seeing
the two cats who were always there and
that’s where I would get my flowers and
vegetable plants for my spring and sum-
mer planting. The folks who worked
there were the best and could always
help you find what you were looking
for. I have no doubt that there’s a Lew-
ter’s in heaven so we’ll be seeing them
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again. In honor of Lewters [ am hiding a teeny tiny screwdriver
somewhere in the pages of this magazine. IF you find it and
are the first to call, and haven't won before - you win a $50
year’s subscription to Old Huntsville Magazine. Delivered to
your door each month! So look for it but I'm pretty sure it'll be
so well hidden by me that you won't find it.

August will be a HOTTTT month so take care of yourself,
stay cool and drink lots of water. Check on your older neigh-
bors, too.

It just occurred to me that I am now one of those older neigh-
bors, so check on me too!

- N

Old Huntsville has a
New Website!

A totally different look, easy to
use,with the following changes:

Updates:

* You can find entire issues to click

on and read, from years ago.

* You can order/renew your subscriptions
either print or digital using your credit card,
securely.

* QOrder and buy very old copies of the
archived magazine going back 20-30 years.
* Lots of easy, delicious recipes you can try.
* Contact Us area where you can send in
your family’s treasured memaories for us to
publish.

Go to: www.oldhuntsville.com
\ J
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Apples & Cream

4 small, sweet apples

3 T. brown sugar

1T. plus1 t. butter

1/2 c. evaporated milk

2 t. vanilla extract

1/2 t. ground cinnamon

1/3 t. ground nutmeg

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.

Take apples and peel them, core
and slice into 1/4" slices. Place
slices in a shallow baking pan that
you've buttered. Sprinkle with
half the sugar and dot with but-
ter. Combine the milk and vanilla
extract, drizzle evenly over the
apples. Sprinkle with cinnamon,
nutmeg and rest of the sugar.
Bake for about 30 minutes.

Cherry Cheese Pie

1- 9” graham cracker crust

1- 8 0z. cream cheese, softened

1 can Eagle Brand condensed
milk

1/3 c. lemon juice

1 t. vanilla extract

1 can cherry pie filling, chilled

‘.S(;lMJJIhQPn SummeP“ Swees

In a large bowl beat cheese til
fluffy. Gradually beat in the Eagle
Brand til smooth. Stir in the lemon
juice and vanilla. Pour into pre-
pared crust and chill in fridge for
3 hours or set.

Top with cherry pie filling be-
fore serving (good when mixed
with a teaspoon of almond extract
- makes the cherries taste better.)

Cathey’s Crusty Toasted
Coconut Pie

1/4 c. milk

1 c. coconut, sweet, flaked

3/4 c. sugar

1/ 2 stick butter

3 eggs

1 t. vanilla or lemon extract

1 c. pecans, chopped and toast-
ed

9” pie shell

Preheat your oven to 350 de-

grees, as it's warming up place
your unbaked pie crust in the
oven. Spread your coconut on
a piece of aluminum foil, put in
toaster oven and toast til light
brown. Cream your butter and

0> d %

sugar, using electric mixer, add
eggs one at a time. Add milk, then
the toasted coconut, mix well.
Add the pecans and extract.
Remove pie crust, pour in bat-
ter and carefully return to oven, it
will be rather liquidy. Bake at 350
for about 40 minutes, remove and
cool completely before serving.

Granny’s Squares

1 can Eagle Brand Milk

1 c. chopped pecans

1 c. chopped dates

1 c. coconut, shredded

Mix all ingredients together

in a bowl. Pour into a 9x9” square
pan. Bake for 45 minutes at 350
degrees or until edges along side
of pan are golden brown.

Best Banana Bread

2 c. all purpose flour
1/2t. salt

1/2 t. baking soda

8 T. butter

1/2 c. brown sugar
2 T. honey



2 eggs

2 ripe bananas, mashed

1/2 c. chopped citron -Optional

1/2 c. chopped walnuts

Preheat oven to 350 degrees.
Butter and flour an 8 x 4” loaf
pan. Sift together flour, salt, and
baking soda. Beat the butter and
brown sugar in an electric mixer
til thick and creamy. Stir in the
honey, fold in the eggs alternately
with the flour mixture. Fold in the
bananas, citron and nuts.

Put the dough into the pre-
pared loaf pan, bake in oven for
1-1/4 hours, and a straw comes
out clean. Remove the bread from
the loaf pan and cool on a wire
rack. This is great slathered with
real butter.

Sally Lunn

1/2 c. butter

1/2 c. milk

3/4 c. sugar

2 c. all purpose flour

2 eggs, beaten

2 rounded t. baking powder

Beat the butter to a cream,
beat in sugar and eggs. Sift flour
with the baking powder twice,
then add milk.

Add to egg mix and bake in a
greased 9x9” pan at 350 degrees
about 25 minutes until done, serve
with butter.

Sweet Mandarin Cake

2-11 oz. cans mandarin oranges

2 eggs

2 c. sugar

2 c. all purpose flour

1/2t. salt

2 t. baking soda

3/4 c. brown sugar, packed

3 T. milk

2 T. butter

Beat eggs and drained or-

anges. Sift flour, soda & salt to-
gether, add sugar. Pour mixture
into greased 9 x 13” pan. Bake at
350 degrees for about 35 minutes.
Bring brown sugar, milk and but-
ter to a boil and pour over the hot
cake.

English Cream Dessert

1 pint heavy cream

1 c. sugar

1 packet unflavored gelatin

1 pint sour cream

1T. vanilla extract

In a saucepan, heat the cream
but don’t boil. Add sugar and mix
til dissolved, add gelatin and dis-
solve.

Remove from heat and add
mixture to sour cream. Stir in ex-
tract, beat til smooth. Pour into
serving mold and refrigerate at
least 4 nours. Serve with fresh
summer fruit.
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Pomegranate Margarita

Lime Sugar:
3 T. granulated sugar
1-1/2 t. lime zest

Margarita:

1 oz. fresh lime juice

2 oz. premium tequila

2 oz. pomegranate juice
3/4 oz. Triple Sec

Ice

Lime wedge for garnish

In a small bowl combine the
sugar and zest. Use your fingers
to rub the sugar and zest to re-
lease lime oil. Pour sugar onto
plate wide enough for your glass.

Rub lime wedge on glass rim
and dip in the sugar mixture, set
aside.

Fill a cocktail shaker with ice.
Add lime juice, tequila, pome-
granate juice, Triple Sec. Cover
and shake well for 30 seconds.
Strain the mixture into your serv-
ing glass, garnish with lime wheel.

If you want a sweeter version
increase the Triple Sec to 1 oz.

Fresh Watermelon

For a different treat try sprink-
ing some ground cinnamon
on your cold juicy watermelon
chunks - It's good and different!

August is SO Hot! You will find out which plants in your landscape can
tolerate this heat, or not, and remember it for next year! Our experienced
staff is here to help you with any landscaping questions or needs.
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The Chautauqua in Huntsville

by Jim Vann

It was about 50 years ago that Ed and Dean
Mitchell came to our house one Sunday evening af-
ter church for some dessert.

We had developed a friendship by attending
the same church although Ed was quite a few years
older than me.

I had always admired him for his work with the
city and the county. He ended up his working time
serving as the commissioner for the Huntsville/
Madison County Airport authority. He was respon-
sible for the building of the current Huntsville In-
ternational Airport at its present

all of us she decided to write her Essay about the Hunts-
ville Chautauqua.

A little history about the Chautauqua would be helpful
at this point. I got most of this information at the Hunts-
ville Public Library. There were some articles about the
Chautauqua in the Huntsville Mercury newspaper in 1916.
By 1925 the paper was called The Huntsville Daily Times
that had articles about the Chautauqua that year.

The Chautauqua was an adult education and social
movement in the United States that peaked in popularity
in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. Chautauqua as-
semblies expanded and spread throughout rural Ameri-
ca until the mid-1920s. The Chautauqua brought entertain-
ment and culture for the whole community, with speakers,
teachers, musicians, showmen, preachers and specialists of
the day.

U.S. President Theodore Roosevelt is often quoted as
saying that Chautauqua is “the most American thing in
America”. What he actually said was: “it is a source of pos-
itive strength and refreshment of mind and body to come
to meet a typical American gathering like this —a gathering
that is typically American in that it is typical of America
at its best.” Several Chautauqua assemblies continue to
gather to this day.

First Chautauqua

In 1874, Methodist Episcopal minister John Vin-
cent and businessman Lewis Miller organized the New
York Chautauqua Assembly at a campsite on the shores
of Chautauqua Lake in the State of New York. Two years
earlier, Vincent, editor of the Sunday School Journal, had
begun to train Sunday School teachers in an outdoor Sum-
mer School format. The gatherings grew in popularity.
The organization Vincent and Miller founded later became
known as the Chautauqua Institution. Many other inde-
pendent Chautauquas were developed in a similar man-
ner.

The educational “summer camp” format proved popu-
lar for families and was widely copied by several Chau-
tauquas. Within a decade, “Chautauqua assemblies” (or
simply “Chautauquas”), named for the location in New
York, sprang up in various North American locations. The

location. EJ

Ed was a native of Huntsville
and knew a great deal about the
history of Huntsville and Madi-
son County.

During the conversations that
evening, Ed brought up the sub-
ject of an event that occurred in
Huntsville called the Chautau-
qua.
None of the rest of us had
ever heard of such an event. Our
daughter was in the 5th grade at
Blossomwood Elementary School
and her teacher had assigned
each student the responsibility of
writing an Essay for their class.
With some encouragement from @

e
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Chautauqua movement beginning in the 1870s
may be regarded as a successor to the Lyceum
Movement from the 1840s. As the Chautau-
quas began to compete for the best performers
and lecturers, Lyceum Bureau assisted with
bookings. Today, Lakeside Chautauqua and
the Chautauqua Institution, the two largest
Chautauquas, still draw thousands each sum-
mer season.

Independent Chautauquas

Independent Chautauquas (or “daughter
Chautauquas”) operated at permanent facili-
ties, usually fashioned after the Chautauqua
Institute in New York, or at rented venues
such as in an amusement park. Such Chau-
tauquas were generally built in an attractive
semi rural location a short distance outside an
established town with good rail service. At the
Chautauqua movement’s height in the 1920s,
several hundred of these existed.

Circuit Chautauquas

“Circuit Chautauquas” (or colloqui-
ally, “Tent Chautauquas”) were an itinerant
manifestation of the Chautauqua movement
founded by Keith Vawter (a Redpath Ly-
ceum Bureau manager) and Roy Ellison in
1904. Vawter and Ellison were unsuccessful in
their initial attempts to commercialize Chau-
tauqua, but by 1907 they had found a great
success in their adaptation of the concept. The
program was presented in tents pitched “on a
well-drained field near town”. After several
days, the Chautauqua would fold its tents and
move on. The method of organizing a series of
touring Chautauquas is attributed to Vawter.

These “Travelling Chautauquas” started
coming to Huntsville in the late 1800s and
continued until the early 1900s. One article
about the Huntsville Chautauqua was in the
Huntsville Mercury newspaper dated 1916
and another in the Huntsville Daily Times
dated June 1925.

Some information I read said that the
Chautauqua popularity started to decrease as
entertainment on the radio increased.

All of the Huntsville Chautauquas took
place on the grounds of what was the location
of the East Clinton Grammar School property.

Chautauqua 1979 revived the tradition of
the Huntsville Chautauqua.

An article in the Huntsville Times news-
paper dated 1979 stated: “A pleasant day in
early fall such as might have been enjoyed
here many years ago will be offered next Sat-
urday by Chautauqua '79. The Chautauqua
that began in the late 19th century provided
the people in small town America with some
unaccustomed cultural opportunities. Towns-
people flocked to tents pitched in school yards
or fairgrounds so that traveling performers
could acquaint them with some of the attrac-
tions offered in great abundance in large cities.

Although Huntsville has outgrown the
small town status it occupied when the last

Chautauqua was held in the 1920s, Chautauqua 79 is designed
to revive the same spirit of neighborliness and enjoyment that
characterized the originals.”

One of the offerings for Chautauqua 79 was a “tour of
homes” that had been built back when Huntsville was first
founded. Another feature was a presentation of antique cars
provided by the “Antique Car Club of Huntsville”.

A listing of local talent scheduled to perform included “The
Sweet Adelines, Bama Ramblers (square dancers), Snappy Tap-
pers and Rock of Ages Band. Tony Mason was to perform as
well as the Twickenham Repertory Company, The Village Sing-
ers, The Madkin Mountain Opera Company, the Community
Ballet Company, Neil Flowers and Len Bullard and Vision”.

An article in the Huntsville Times newspaper dated in 1981
stated: “Seven hours of continuous entertainment, arts and
crafts, exhibits, games, home tours, antique car displays and
other events will be presented at Chautauqua '81. The neighbor-
hood fair in and around the East Clinton Elementary School re-
calls the Chautauquas meeting on the site during the first three
decades of this century.” A list of the entertainers accompanied
the newspaper article.

An article in the Huntsville Times in 1982 produced the
same information as the article in 1981. The program was con-
ducted on the East Clinton School grounds as well.

Another article in the Times dated August 21, 1983 told of
the '83 Chautauqua scheduled for September 24th at the same
location at East Clinton School with essentially the same format
as the previous years. Essentially the same pattern for the Chau-
tauqua was held again in 1986 and 1987. Those two events were
the last I could find about Chautauqua in Huntsville.

These later years Chautauquas only lasted one day whereas
the originals usually lasted a week.

My daughter’s essay was a hit with her teacher, Mrs. Engle
and she passed it on to her husband who was a Professor at
UAH. We never got the original copy returned.

L
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Remembering A Proud Graduate of
Butler High School on His Birthday:
Billy Lawrence, Class of ‘62

| would like to honor my late husband and his Butler High School
classmates during this month, August 2025, on what would have
been his 81st Birthday.

In addition to Butler HS, Billy attended St. Mary’s of the Visitation
Catholic School, University of Alabama, Baldwin Wallace University
and Middle Tennessee State University.

He is sadly missed by me and his son Dave Lawrence. He passed
away August 30, 2023.

Since Billy and | read Old Huntsville magazine for many years before
his death, | want to honor him by buying an ad in Old Huntsville
Magazine, to commemorate him and his Butler High classmates.
He loved his years at Butler and playing football there, along with his
brother Frank and many friends.

He graduated in 1962 and his class had its reunion the last weekend
in May, 2024.

Phyllis Lawrence




My Life with Billy

by Phyllis Lawrence

Robert William (Billy) Lawrence Aug.
26,1944 - Aug. 30, 2023

This story is about my husband and
best friend Billy Lawrence. We were mar-
ried for 47 years when he passed away
and our 48th anniversary would have
been April 27th this year.

But my Billy passed away two years
ago, Aug. 30, 2023 at 79 years old.

We had been reading Old Huntsville
magazine for years and each time we had
an anniversary or birthday or just a story,
we'd send it in to be published. So I felt
it was appropriate to commemorate Billy
in this way.

Billy was born Aug. 26, 1944 and at-
tended St. Mary's of the Visitation Catho-
lic School. He then went to Butler High
School where he played football along
with his brother Frank. Many remem-
ber his football playing years, and Bill
always said that those games at Gold-
smith Schiffman Field were some of the
hapc{)iest days he had. He went on to at-
tend University of Alabama/Huntsville,
Baldwin Wallace U., and Middle Tennes-
see State University. We married and had
one son.

How I met Billy in March 1971

It was my first year teaching. They
had just built a new YMCA in downtown
Chattanooga. My brother liked racquet-

explain.
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ball and I liked swimming, so I stopped by
one day after school. I paid seventy-five
dollars for a family membership. I went
home, had supper, and picked up my friend
Yvonne. We went down to tour the facility.

We enjoyed a leisurely stroll around the
building and ended up in the racquetball/
handball courts. In a flash this handsome
boy playing handball came over and intro-
duced himself as Bill Lawrence and asked
me if he could call me.

I was going to Florida for Spring Break
but I'd be back in a week. I said to call when
I returned. I never went back to the Y and
he never played handball again. I think he
was afraid to!

We married and our son, David Law-
rence, was our pride and joy.

Dave and I miss Billy more than we can

He was our rock and will forever be in our hearts.
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Winemaking - Don’t Touch the Cork

In the early 60s, I learned it
was okay to legally make up to 50
gallons of wine at home yearly.
Sounded good. I bought a book
from the same place I ordered
several gallons of red grape con-
centrate for wine making and
several packages of ‘wine yeast.”

I was going to save a ton of
money (eventually), by brewing
my wine at home and having the
Fleasure of serving my label to
riends, bra%lging I had made it
myself —with my label on it.

I bought four dozen dark
%reen wine bottles, two 5-gal-
on jugs (one to ferment, other to
transfer wine for aging), 100 wine
corks, 100 blank colorful labels, a
‘corking machine” which was a
pair of handles that squeezed the
dampened cork together, then
rammed it down on one end into
the wine bottle, a hydrometer
to measure alcohol content, and
other assorted wire bottle tops
and colorful red foil top covers.

I'd now invested a consider-
able amount of money to start.
Several hundred dollars in the
early sixties was a lot, but almost
all the expensive stuff was reus-
able including bottles, so after
my first batclgl, the cost would
be much lower, and the more 1
made in years to come, the lower
my ‘per-bottle” price would be-
come.

A must-have item is an “air-
lock.” That is a small glass, S-
shaped thing that is about one
eighth inch in diameter and fits
into a rubber cork, the size of the
five-gallon jug mouth. It has a
glass bubble near the top open-

by M. D. Smith IV

ing to hold the rising water as the
carbon dioxide generated by the
growing yeast (which is making
alcohol as a by-product) builds u
and it would explode if it couldn’t
escape. AIR is tlEl)e enemy and will
ruin wine if oxygen gets to the
brewing yeast mixture (or aging
wine for that matter). The wine
will oxidize and taste absolutely
terrible. Cautions were every-
where I read. This little “air-lock’
with water, similar to a trap un-
der your kitchen sink, will let the
CO2 bubble out but prevent any
oxygen from getting back into the
brewing wine.

You mix water with concen-
trate, add yeast, then sugar to
increase potential alcohol yield.
Then wait.

By afternoon, I could see the
yeast growing, releasing CO2 to
the surface, and the air-lock with
water fill, bubbling like a percola-
tor. I smelled some of the air re-

leased. It had the odor of both the
grape juice and a hint of alcohol.

When son Dee was in my hob-
by room where I was making it, I
wanted him to smell the brewing
alcohol, and just for a moment, 1

ulled out the cork and airlock
rom the jug to let him smell a
large dose, which he backed away
from. I quickly replaced the air-
lock. I knew a five-second expo-
sure shouldn’t harm the wine.
Dee saw how the cork came out.

I go about my merry way,
dreaming of all those bottles of
the “MD’s” wine on shelves —my
personal home-made treasure to
consume or give away. (You can’t
sell it legally%

The next afternoon, home
from work, I went to check my
brew and horrors. The cork air-
lock was lying beside the jug with
plenty of exposure of my wine to
air. I quickly replaced it, added a
bit of water to fill and then went

]
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storming through the house bel-
lowing like the giant in “Jack and
the Bean Stalk.” Can’t print what
I said. My wife heard me roaring,
“Who in bloody hell took the cork
out of my jug of wine?”

It seems Dee wanted to show
younger brother, Scott, what I'd
demonstrated. He managed by
the hardest to remove the cork,
but either didn’t think to replace
it, or couldn’t. He was frightened,
“I'm sorry, Daddy.”

“Sorry doesn’t help, and if it
ruins, it's your fault,” I bellowed.

With my wife, Judy, saying,
“Dear, dear, he didn’t know what
he was doing, and he was just cu-
rious after you showed him how
to do it.” That calmed me because
she was right.

Two weeks later, after fer-
menting ceased, racking or si-
Fhoning off the wine above the
ayer of visible dead yeast was
needed. Completing that, I let it
age for three months with the air-
lock on top to keep air out.

When it finished, I tasted it,
and it was strong with alcohol,
about 14% as I wrote on the label,
but it was bitter. Needed sugar.
I believe I added several pounds
of sugar to that slightly less than
four gallons before it tasted sweet
enough to me to drink. Not great,
almost bad, but I sure had made
wine, and maybe the air didn’t
completely ruin it. Enough sugar
can make vinegar taste good. I
bottled, corked, labeled them and
put some in my newly acquired
wine rack.

Saturday afternoon comes, 1
chilled several in the fridge and
was ready for my first bottle of
home-made wine. I pulled the
cork, sat down in my hobby room,
and sipped. First swallows caused
me a sour face —shaking my head.
It wasn’t nearly as good as the
“MD-20/20" in the stores, but it
was mine. The next glass went
down—not nearly as ‘rough’ as
the first one. By the end of the
bottle, it tasted great. Perhaps I

“Save a boyfriend for a
rainy day, and another, in
case it doesn’t rain.”

Mae West

hadn’t done such a terrible job after all.

Dinner and I went to bed, having a dull headache.

The next morning, I couldn’t even turn over in bed
without my head feeling that it would split in half. Be-
sides that, when I went to rise, my stomach felt like
some horrible mixture was churning down there, feel-
ing nauseous.

My friends, I had one of the worst hang-overs I had
ever had in my life. If you have ever had one, I don’t
need to tell you. If not, let’s just say it’s about as sick as
you can feel and not ]go to the hospital. That day was
painful, long and endless.

Yep, wine does not like exposure to air. Bad things
DO happen. I can attest to that. It did have a high per-
cent of alcohol —14% about max from the hardiest yeast
before it dies from its waste product, alcohol.

I still have a single bottle made in 1966. I had six
at one time a few years ago, but as I parted with an-
other to a grown son, he reported the same thing to me,
“Dad, it was sweet and went down pretty good, but I
never had such a bad hangover.”

Well, that’'s what I tried to tell him. These bottles do
NOT mellow with age.

27
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Natural Gas

by L D Rogers

You wouldn't think natural gas would
mean much to a twelve-year-old boy. When
I heard they were going to put a natural gas
line in our neighborhood I couldn't believe it.
The first thing I asked my dad is if we'd be
able to get natural gas. He told me just as soon
as they had the line installed, we would look
into it.

We had a Warm Morning heater that we
used to heat most of the house, and it was fu-
eled by coal. Mother had a big kitchen stove,
and it burned wood and coal. Every morning
you had to build a fire in it to cook breakfast.
Me or my brother or both of us had to chop
some kindling wood, fill the coal buckets, and
put them on the back porch to be used in the
heater and the stove.

In the summer, my mother had a three-
burner coal oil (kerosene) stove that she
cooked on, so it didn't get too hot in the kitch-
en. She had a little metal box that she put on
top of one of the burners and that's what she
used to bake with.

We were all excited about getting natu-
ral gas, so the first thing Daddy did was get
out the Sears Roebuck catalog to look for
gas ranges, heaters and water heaters. I just
couldn't imagine having all the hot water you
wanted - just turn on the faucet. That would
be wonderful. Before that you had to heat the
water to take a bath and that only happened
on Saturday night.

Then the big day came and the city started
to lay the gas lines. I spent as much time as I
could watching the men work and talking to
them about what we had to do to get gas. 1
found out we had to put in the line from the
street to our house and get the lines hooked
up to all the appliances we had in the house.

Next, we had to put a pressure gauge on
the end of the line at the street and pump it

“Please place your donation in the
envelope along with the deceased
person you want remembered.”

Seen in local church bulletin

up to a specified pound pressure. We had to make sure it
didn't leak and then we could call the gas company, and
they would come and check it out. Then they would put
in a meter and hook us up to the main line.

I told Daddy everything I learned. I think he already
knew but he didn't let on like he did. We had to figure out
how much pipe we needed, how many cut off valves and
what kind of pipe glue we had to use. It was my job to get
the measurements from the meter to each appliance which
required me to also measure under the house. We had to
use 3/4 inch black pipe.

Soon a big delivery truck came to our house and un-
loaded the water heater, kitchen stove and heating stove.
Boy, what an exciting day that was. They were beautiful.
I remember that the pipe came in 21-foot sections and
we had to cut and thread the pipe. Daddy was a machin-
ist and worked for the Illinois Central Railroad building
steam locomotives. He had all the tools at home that we
needed.

We finally got all the pipe in place and hooked to the
kitchen stove, living room heater and the water heater. We
called the gas company to come and inspect our work and
turn the gas on. It was a very happy day for me when they
came to install our meter and show us how to light the
pilot lights.

A day or two later one of our neighbors came over to
see what we had done. The man asked daddy if we would
put his gas pipe in for him. That was the start of my first
paying job. I don’t recall how many neighbors we helped
but I know I stayed busy most of that summer helping
Daddy put in gas lines.

As far as the coal buckets were concerned, there is
nothing I was so glad to get rid of in all my life.



Old Fashioned
Superstitions

- It's bad luck to sweep out trash or carry out
ashes after sunset.

- Sweep the feet of your baby with a broom
and he will walk early.

- When you get up out of a chair, make sure
you don't leave the chair rocking, or you will
get very sick within the year.

- If you spill a jar of face powder, a bad quar-
rel with a friend will ensue.

- If you desire to become a good seamstress,
allow a lizard to run across your hand.

- A young woman seeking a husband should
stick seven needles into a lighted candle while
praying to the Virgin Mary, until the wick is
consumed. By doing this she can obtain the
love of the man of her dreams, while render-
ing him impotent with other women.

- Never invite thirteen guests to dinner, or
one of them will suffer very bad luck.

- If a hen is set in the light of the moon, the
eggs will hatch roosters who will refuse to
leave the henhouse.

- Should a man and woman pour tea togeth-
er, they will have a baby within the year.

- Always plant peppers when you're good
and mad at your wife, and give your gourd
seeds a good cussing or they will never come
up.

- If you have a wart and can't get rid of it, go
to the home of a lady friend and steal her dish
towel. Rub the towel on the wart and place it
under your friend’s front porch or step. Don’t
let her know you did it, walk away and don’t
look back. The wart will soon disappear.

“If you really want to help the
American theater, don’t be an actress.
Be an audience, dahling.”

Tallulah Bankhead
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- If a family has black cats, the daughters will all be old
maids. Also, a girl who rides a mule will never marry,

- To prevent nightmares from recurring, before bedtime
soak both your feet in very warm water. Take half a lemon
and thoroughly rub your feet with it, don’t rinse but pat
dry and hit the sack.

- Have bags under your eyes? Try mother nature - slice
up a raw potato and place a slice on top of each bag for 10
minutes; supposedly the chemical composition of a potato
draws out water.

- To help lower your blood pressure, get some Crayola
Magic Scent crayons. They’re meant to calm you down -
get a good coloring book that you love and settle in for a
night of coloring.

- Don’t plant onions and potatoes close to each other -
the onions will put out their eyes.

- If you thank a friend for a gift of seeds, they will never
grow right.

- If you have a raging impulse to get some dessert, get
out your nail polish and paint your fingernails, It takes
awhile to dry and by that time your urge may have passed.

- Check your cup of coffee in the morning. If the bub-
bles on the surface float in your direction, you will soon
come into some money you didn’t expect. If they float
away from you, expect a bill that will shock you.

Can You Protect Yourself from Cancer?

After 36 years of research, | have discovered how cancers
are started or developed in your nerves axons "very small”
ion neuron cells. My results are published and are extensive.

The many highly toxic chemicals we eat/drink daily can
cause congenital disorders in babies and cancers in ev-
eryone. Acrylamide is the chemical in our cereals, crackers
etc. It's in thousands of foods/drinks. It is a cancer causing
chemical.

Round-up weed killer (unsafe on any plate) is frequently
used and gets to our fresh foods, then into our bodies.

Benzene is a chemical in many of our drugs we take and
can cause many types of cancer, including brain cancer.

The herbicide Paraquat is sprayed nationwide on crops to
kill pests. It gets into our systems when we eat these foods.

Caffeine gets metabolized by our livers, which eventually
produces 3 molecules in our body, one of them toxic. Soft
drinks that are caffeinated are not good for us.

Itisa h|gh|ﬁc complicated issue and you can read

for yourself the very serious healthrisks to you
that many of these chemlcals present that are’used
on crops and food items you use everyday.

Go to www.atsdr.cdc.gov/ToxProfiles/tp203.pdf
or just do a search for acrylamide.
| can be contacted at (256) 970-4814

Delbert Parkinson
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“HE AIMED AT
THE STARS”

by Placide D. Nicaise,

April 2003 - an Excerpt from
“Huntsville and the
German Rocket Team”

One trip to the green mountain-
sides of Huntsville, Alabama con-
vinced the Germans that this was
a place they could live in comfort
and rebuild lives shattered by war.
It was much more like the home
they had known than the desert of
West Texas. The Army's Redstone
Arsenal was nearby that could
provide the security and room for
growth that a high priority mili-
tary program would require. They
would also be close to the new test
range that was to be opened up at
Cape Canaveral, Florida. So in the
spring of 1950, the renowned Ger-
man Rocket Team moved to the
sleepy, mill town in North Ala-
bama known as the "Water Cress
Capital of the World." .

Huntsville has always held it-
self a bit above most of the towns
in the state. After all, its pioneers
had included aristocrats from
Georgia and the Carolinas. They
came in and displaced the original
ruff-neck settlers around the Big
Spring. They built their big man-
sions up on Echols Hill and large
plantations out on the north edge
of town. Throughout its history
Huntsville seemed to have more
status, more money and more vi-
sionaries than most towns. It prides
itself on a rich history that seems
graced with good fortune. It didn't
suffer any major destruction dur-
ing the Civil War. It had no major
upheavals during the Civil Rights
demonstrations. It attracted indus-
trial development but these were
not like the smoke stack industries
that blighted Birmingham.

It has the benefits of the nearby
mountains, the encircling Tennes-
see River and cheap TVA power.
Huntsville citizens seem to be more
broad minded and tolerant than
others in Alabama. Many were as
dismayed by the image of segrega-

tion, as were the citizens of Michi-
gan or Illinois. The politicians
and city planners were capable,
ambitious people that had long
dreamed of making Huntsville a
modern city of the Old South.

It is hard to imagine how the
residents of even this liberal-mind-
ed Southern town would accept
these strangers from an alien cul-
ture. Old men still sat on benches
around the Courthouse Square,
whittling away their Saturday af-
ternoons. The Confederate Soldier
on this same Courthouse Square
was a reminder of another bitter
war that they had fought genera-
tions before. They still despised the
Yankees.

No one could predict how these
people that had lost brothers or
sons so recently fighting the Ger-
mans would accept these strangers
from an enemy nation. How could
the Germans who had suffered
such devastation and loss ever be
comfortable living among their for-
mer enemies?

Perhaps Huntsville city fathers
recognized this as a golden op-
portunity to build the city of their
dreams. Perhaps Wernher von
Braun and his team were deter-
mined to start anew in this adopted
land. Perhaps the Army felt that
this project was so vital to national
security that they had to make it
work. Whatever grave doubts ex-
isted beforehand, this may have
turned out to be one of the most
successful social experiments in
history. The Germans settled in qui-

etly, many of them on Monte Sano,
and others in established neigh-
borhoods in the valley. Huntsville
provided the relaxed, small-town
environment that the Germans had
not seen in years, and their adopted
city came to enjoy fame and fortune
like it had never seen before.

The dissension that developed
in the coming years was not be-
tween the Germans and Huntsvil-
lians, but between the Army, Navy
and Air Force who fought savage
turf battles over who was to control
the development of inter-continen-
tal ballistic missiles. The Army had
a strong hand because Wernher
von Braun was a magician when it
came to promoting his projects and
grabbing funds from his competi-
tors. He and his ideas about space
flight were in a national magazine
almost every month. He and his
team even put out their own maga-
zine titled, “The Space Journal”.

He was an advisor to Walt Dis-
ney. A movie was made about his
life titled; “I Aim at the Stars”. Of
course his critics quipped, “He may
have aimed at the stars, but he hit
London!” None of the snipping
mattered because he was untouch-
able. He could walk into Congress
and they would shower him with
more money than he could carry
away. His big, handsome head was
constantly in view in newspapers,
newsreels and on TV.

The Navy and Air Force burned
with jealousy that the ABMA
(Army Ballistic Missile Agency)
could sit out in the middle of a cot-

26.

Life in the 1800s

- 95 percent of all Americans lived on farms or in
towns of less than 2,500 people.

- Half of the women could write their names, while
2/3 of the men were literate.

- Most women married at 23 or 24 and most men at

- About a third of the women who married were preg-
nant on their wedding day. They could expect to be-
come pregnant every two or three years thereafter,
having 5 to 10 pregnancies in a lifetime. So many young
children died of disease or infection that a mother
could expect to have three to eight surviving children.
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ton patch in North Alabama and
hog the national spotlight.

The Army recruited young
military men and engineers from
local state colleges to expand their
in-house civil service team to learn
from the Germans and follow in
their footsteps. This team designed,
built and tested their own rockets
in their own way.

In contrast, the Navy and Air
Force turned their design, building
and testing over to the giant Aero-
space corporations with thousands
of employees stretching from the
Northeast to the Far West.

The Air Force initially decided
to build a couple of air-breathing
cruise missiles, which were bigger
versions of the original German
V-1. They felt that ballistic missiles
would never have the range and
payload capacity of these rock-
ets with wings. These short-lived
creations were given the fanciful
names of Snark and Navaho. The
Rocket Team would chuckle about
“the Snark infested waters off the
Cape”, and “the Never-Go Nava-
ho.” It drove the “Blue Suits” into
frenzy when a Redstone Rocket
would go thundering down range,
but the citizens of Huntsville loved
every minute of it.

Von Braun and his rocket team
reported to General John B. Me-
daris, the commander of ABMA.
Medaris fought the other services
day and night, but it eventually be-
came clear that he was losing the
war. Even with von Braun’s charis-
ma and the most successful rocket
program in the country, political
power and money were winning
the war.

The Army belatedly realized
that many contractors and widely
distributed contracts had over-
whelming influence on congress.
Also, the powerful aerospace cor-
porations opposed the German ap-
proach of doing their own in-house
design, then specifying how the
equipment was to be built. They
preferred to tell the military what

“If you don’t have time to
do it right, when will you
find time to do it over?”

John Wooten

they needed, how to build it and
how much they should be paid.
With the German team, it was ei-
ther their way or they would build
it themselves.

It was difficult for the Army
to make much of a public case for
their rocket program because most
of the comparative data was classi-
fied. Although they felt their mis-
siles were more reliable and more
accurate, they were not permitted
to release the numbers. Perhaps
in frustration, Col. John C. Nick-
erson, who worked for the Army
at ABMA, released some classified
information and a memo critical
of the Defense Secretary’s decision
to restrict the Army’s role to short
range missiles.

Instead of making his case,
Nickerson received a general court
martial in Huntsville on June 25,
1957. He was found guilty and giv-
en a relatively light sentence, but
was transferred to the Canal Zone
where he could not get his hands
on any more rocket test data. He
never came back to the team and
was killed in an automobile acci-
dent in 1964. (History of Rocketry
by Cliff Lethbridge)

(http:/ /www.redstone.army.
mil /history /chron2b/1957b.html)

In the late 1950s Eisenhower
was still President and understand-
ably may not have had a lot of fond-
ness for Germans, or for Colonels
that didn’t follow orders. Whatever
the case, national policy shaped up
with the Air Force getting responsi-
bility for developing all long range

ICBM’s (Inter-continental Ballistic
Missiles).

To make matters worse, the
Navy got the go-ahead to devel-
op a completely new booster for
launching the first artificial satel-
lite. This left the Army and their
German team only with battlefield
missiles of 200 miles or less. This
was a devastating setback. Simpler,
solid propellant motors had obvi-
ous advantages for these shorter-
range missiles. It seemed that the
Army was sure to lose the liquid
propellant engines that were the
German’s forte, and the key to von
Braun’s dreams for space travel.

Huntsville had been expand-
ing dramatically, but its hopes for
becoming a shining metropolis of
technology were beginning to fall
apart. It was a single industry town,
and that industry was severely
threatened by decisions made in
Washington DC. There was even
talk of Germans leaving the team
and going to work for higher pay-
ing jobs in industry. However,
Wernher von Braun held them to-
gether even in the darkest days.
Perhaps they had been through so
much together for so long that they
had developed an intense loyalty
toward him. Yet, even the young
American engineers showed this
same loyalty.

He was a natural leader who
earned the respect of his entire team
by his ability, his consideration for
them and his single-minded deter-
mination to build the machines to
take man into space.
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Three Coins
IN a Fountain

by Shawn Parikh

As I drive past the intersection of
North Memorial Parkway and Uni-
versity Drive, I inevitably glance over
at the last remnants of a place that
played a big part of my childhood.
I am referring to "The Mall." This
once proud structure housed many
fine establishments and served as a
shopping mecca for the city and sur-
rounding area from the 1960s to the
1980s. Almost like a dip into Alad-
din's famed magical lamp, practically
whatever one wished for, could be
found in the many stores ensconced
inside the mall. The phrase often
heard repeatedly during The Mall’s
heyday was, "I'll Meet You At The
Fountain.”

The fountain, of course, referred to
the beautiful cascading flowing wall
of water shooting out of the structure
centered in the middle of the mall.
In addition to the countless Eennies
tossed in the water, possibly harken-
ing back to the wishes from the ge-
nie's lamp; many friends and family
found it the most convenient place to
meet one another.

The stores, of course were the
most integral part of The Mall’s ex-
istence, it was its bread and butter.

“Today I’'m wearing pale pink to
raise awareness for people like
me who forget to separate
their white laundry from
the red laundry.”

Serena Britz, Arab

Oh, what shopping places this building housed. Being

an avid and voracious reader all my life, my favorite

store was inevitably "Bookland." I could, and often did,

spend hours perusing all the cornucopia of books and

magazines this bookstore had. For me, as soon as I saw
a favorite movie, or television show I was at "Bookland"
in search of these novelizations.

My dad, being at the time a fashion plate, would often
have cause to visit "Bill's London Transit". While he was
trying to plan his wardrobe for what seemed to my mind
the next twenty years, I took this time to run up and down
the Tiger Skin rug adorning the stairs.

I clearly remember saving my money up to buy 45 re-
cord (Kids those are simply LP albums shrunk down with
one song on each side) versions of the theme from "Dukes
of Hazzard," Sheena Easton's theme from the James Bond
film "For Your Eyes Only," and her song "Morning Train"
at "Camelot Records”.

The two anchor stores that were situated on oppo-
site ends of the mall were "JC Penney," and "Lovemans".
These once mighty department stores could fulfill almost
any shopper's dream. After a day of shopping, one's basic
instinct of hunger would kick in. The food, like the other
stores, did not disappoint. One could dine buffet style at
the once famed "Picadilly". Or if one craved lighter fare,
the "Walgreens Cafeteria" had cuisine that would fit less
discriminating diners' taste. To top off a meal, one had to
visit the ice cream and lemonade stand near one of the
exits; with convenient restrooms upstairs. A visit to The
Mall would not be complete without a sojourn to "Hickory
Farms," my favorite being the scrumptious biscuit cookies

The Mall always seemed to be hosting events for it's
many shoppers. As a child, I can remem%er me and my
brother sitting on the lap of the most realistic and authen-




tic version of Kris Kringle I had ever
seen or have seen since. I also have fond
recollections of visiting the Easter Bun-
ny and Cookie Monster from Sesame
Street. A fun and interesting experience
for me was getting a baby lion to lay in
my lap at the petting zoo.

Johnny Evans would hold his annual
"Cerebral Palsy Telethon" at The Mall.
Often in the parking lot, in later years
(near the "Alabama Theater") both cir-
cus and carnivals were often held. These
were all happy events for myself. One
not so happy occurrence h?ippened to
me when I was five years old while my
mom was shopping in "Lovemans"

Being the curious kid with a typical
sparse attention span, I grew bored and
subsequently wandered away. I ended
up lost and frightened out in The Mall.
I was convinced I was destined for eter-
nity to roam The Mall alone, never see-
ing my mom again. I recall ending up
in a shoestore sobbing my eyes out, giv-
ing my tearducts quite the workout. But
thanks to some kind shoe store associ-
ates who went above and beyond their
normal duties, I was reunited with my
mom. Besides getting back with her, the
second best thing to happen that day;
she was so relieved to have me back, she
did not lay a hand to my backside. My
rear and [ were grateful.

So when I'm in the area where a piece
of The Mall still exists, or I view the lone
surviving sculpture from the original
fountain that resides near 'Home De-
pot;" I don't see what reality is in the
present time. No, my mind's eye returns
to my childhood days spent enraptured
by all the places, things and events that
The Mall provided.

I forlornly recall the death knell to
this establishment, the 1984 opening of
Madison Square Mall In 1997 watching
this once mighty Phoenix being torn
down, but alas not rising from the ashes;
was tantamount to bidding an old friend
goodbye. But although the physical
place is mostly gone, my memories of
The Mall," meeting at the fountain, and
all a visit entailed will remain forever in
my mind and heart.

“l don’t suffer from insanity.
| enjoy every minute of it.”
Anon
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ORIGINAL ORANGE PIE

Line a 9" pie plate with pastry; flute edges. Par-
tially bake pie shell in 400 degree oven 5 minutes.

BEAT: 3 egg yolks

ADD: 1/4 cup cream

BLEND: 1 cup sugar, 2 tsp. plain flour,

| thl. butter

ADD: the egg yolk mixture, beat well

MIX IN: | tbl. grated orange rind

1/3 cup fresh orange juice

Pour into partially baked pie shell. Bake in 325
F. oven 45 minutes; or until custard doesn't wig-
gle in the middle. Cool. Cover pie with meringue
made with whites of the three eggs, sealing to
the crust edges. Swirl top. Bake in 300 F. oven 15
to 20 minutes or until brown. Cool and serve.

"Don’t Hold Grudges. That argument

you had with your friend won’t seem
so important in time.
Your friends are treasures!

aduates

With Love to ALL the
of Huntsville High School

Oscar Llerena, HHS Class of 1966
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Marriage Advice
and
the Boat

by David M. Stephens

My Grandmother and Grandfather

In May of 1950, a few days before
my parents were to be married, my fa-
ther's future father-in-law pulled him
aside and asked him to take a walk to
the barn. Nervously, my father went,
not knowing what to expect. When
they arrived at the barn, my grand-
father proceeded to give my father
the marriage advice my family has
passed down for generations:

"Milton, if you ever come home
and Willie Jean is mad at you about
something, don't fight with her; just
get your hat, go to the barn and check
your livestock. If you give her time to
calm down, cooler heads will prevail.
If you go toe to toe with a mad wom-
an, you will always lose!"

My father remembered this ad-
vice, and before my wedding day, he
passed it on to me. Many years later, I
passed it on to my sons-in-law in my
Father of the Bride speech at each of
their wedding receptions. I was afraid
if I told them before the wedding, it
would scare them away. To be honest,
this marriage advice has served our
family well for many decades.

Let me provide you with a great example of this marriage
advice in practice.

My grandfather loved to fish. When he was young, he
didn't have the money to splurge on a store-bought boat,
so being a lifelong woodworker, he built his own. He con-
structed it out of 3/4" marine grade plywood, sealed all the
joints, and painted it dark green. It looked like a modern-day
metal Jon boat except for the plywood construction. It floated
as well as a manufactured boat, and it carried him around
his favorite fishing areas in South Saulty, North Saulty, and
Town Creek. These were the lakes near his old home place in
Langston, AL. Paw Paw and this homemade boat provided
many meals of fried fish for his family. It was an extremely
heavy boat, and he had a friend weld a homemade trailer to
fit the boat. He hauled this combination many miles behind
his old International pickup truck.

He took my older cousins fishing in his boat several times,
but I never had the opportunity to go with him. However, I
did spend many hours playing in this boat while it was in the
barn on its trailer. With my vivid imagination, I navigated
this boat through numerous rapids in wild rivers and caught
some large fish.

It was this boat that inspired me to try building my own
boat out of some salvaged plywood from my neighborhood. I
put it together in my parents' garage, and my father hauled it
to Hazel Green for me. Daddy even helped me launch it into
Paw Paw's pond, where I found out very quickly my boat-
building skills were not on par with Paw Paw's. I ended up
more than a little wet when it sank to the bottom of the pond.

When I was ten years old, Paw Paw was already in his
seventies. His health was beginning to decline, and he could
no longer handle the heavy wooden boat, so he decided to
sell it. There was no internet to post it on, so he began tell-
ing his friends he wanted to sell his boat. The Hazel Green
grapevine took over after that, and word got around about
his boat for sale.

When Paw Paw decided to sell his boat, it just happened
to be during a week I was staying at their house.
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My friends attended church
camps or established summer camps
in the area; my summer camp was al-
ways a week or two at my grandpar-
ents” house.

One day, while I was there, a man
knocked on the door and wanted to
speak with Paw Paw about his boat.
Paw Paw put on his hat, as he always
did, and led the man to the side of the
corn crib where it was parked. Being
the nosey kid I always was, I went
with them. I was always the dream-
er, and while they were talking and
negotiating, I was playing and listen-
ing.

I quickly became bored and be-
gan my stroll back to the house. I
went in through the back door, and
when I walked into the kitchen, my
grandmother immediately asked me
if the guy had bought the boat and
how much Paw Paw had gotten. I
told her the truth; he gave Paw Paw
$150 for the boat, which I thought
was a considerable amount. Then,
I sat down at the kitchen table and
began playing with some toys I had.
A few minutes later, Paw Paw came
in the backdoor and walked into the
kitchen.

As soon as he entered the room,
Maw Maw pounced on him like a
mad hen. She was letting him have
it for selling the boat so cheaply, and
she told him he should have gotten
a lot more money for the boat. It all
happened so quickly that it startled
me, and I figured it startled my
grandfather as well. It also scared
me. It scared me because I felt as if |
had caused the attack. It also scared
me because I thought Paw Paw was
going to be mad at me for telling on
him.

I finally slid out of my chair,
slipped around the door frame,
and headed for the living room. My
grandfather always had a recliner,

and my grandmother always had a chair that rocked and also
spun all the way around. I climbed into Maw Maw’s chair and
spun it around to face the corner. I thought if Paw Paw came
looking for me, he would not find me in the chair if it was
turned away from him. However, I shouldn’t have worried;
he didn’t come into the living room; instead, he headed out
the back door.

When I heard the back door slam, I sat up and looked out
the window. What I saw was Paw Paw, with his felt hat on his
head, walking straight to the barn to check his livestock.

A little while later, Maw Maw called me to come in the
kitchen for supper. Il was dreading having to face my grandfa-
ther because I was still certain he was mad at me, but that was
just the innocence of a child. I should have known he would
not be mad and supper would be fine. The boat was never
mentioned again.

I guess Paw Paw was right; cooler heads will prevail.
Looking back on this little episode, I realized my grandfather
always practiced what he preached!

Advice for Men

If you are getting backaches and don’t know why, try moving your
wallet to a different pocket. Many men get backaches from sit-
ting on wallets all day. Also, loosen up that collar - a tight one can
reduce your circulation and restrict breathing. Worn, untied shoes
can cause knee, ankle and lower back problems.

“One thing no one ever talks
aboiut when it comes to being
an older adult is how much time
we devote to keeping a card-
board box because it is, you
know, a really good box.”

Jeb Brewster, Scottsboro

For Your Ad in Old Huntsville Magazine
call or text Cathey at 256.626.5321
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Remembering

by Bill Goodson, Aug. 2023

On a hot summer Thursday I found myself with a little loose time.

Daughter Cindy Holliday was visiting Huntsville for a few days
to celebrate birthdays of her grandson, Mark Holliday (3) and daugh-
ter-in-law. Lauren Holliday (?). She and my wife Elise were shop-
ping while I was doing some errands and visiting with Bob Stewart.
We were to meet at Walton's for lunch at noon.

As it turned out, I completed my duties early and had time to kill.
Bob lives on Eustis Avenue, so I was already downtown. Without
really planning to do so, I proceeded to tour that old section of East
Huntsville, beginning with a look at what was happening to my old
Huntsville High School.

And, WOW, is it happening! After the building, situated between
Randolph and Eustis, was abandoned as city school administration
headquarters, it had lay dormant for several years, only a fond mem-
OTK for those of us who had been lucky enough to have attended hi%h
school there. Dormant, that is, until city officials decided it should be
sold and put to good use.

Thus it came to pass that private developers made an offer, with
plans to convert the historic building into a private apartment/condo
complex. As Ileft Bob's house and turned east on Eustis, I viewed the
early site work. Twickenham Historic District regulations will not al-
low the structure to be revised without approval. So what I saw was
the stark back side of the old high school, the later additions Sgym,
workshop and wings) having been approved for removal. I almost
shed a tear, surveying the bare, red earth and recalling my glory days
(") playing basketball in that gym.

Ah...progress... (sigh)

I turned on White Street to see with
relief that the front of the building was,
by regulation, intact; long, wide stretch
of concrete stairs leading to the front
door.

Only a little further, covering an en-
tire city block, stood East Clinton Ele-
mentary School, just as it was in my early

ears. Of course, it is no longer a public
school, but functions as a private Chris-
tian school. Through grades 1 to 7, this
was the seat of my education, as it was
also for my two sisters. We lived at 1308
East Clinton Avenue, an easy walk or
bike ride away. (Interestingly, until the
1950s, our address was 1205 East Clin-
ton Street. Then the city modernized, re-
numbering the blocks, and renaming the
North-South roads as Streets, and East-
West roads as Avenues.) Ah... progress...

White Street ended at Holmes Ave-
nue, and I found myself in the Old Town
Historic District. Turning right, Five
Points was only a few blocks, distant.

That renowned section of Old Hunts-
ville held a host of memories for me. The
main thoroughfare is Andrew Jackson
Way, the north-south street whose earli-
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er name was Fifth Street. The others
that converge are Holmes and Pratt
Avenues.

That intersection became home
for some of the iconic businesses
in that part of town: Star Mar-
ket, Propst Drugs, Service Clean-
ers, Goodson’s Variety, and Zesto
Drive-In (my dad’s establishment
famous for Dipped Dogs, Zesto-
burgers, and taIrl) tales.)

Moving north on Andrew Jack-
son, past Ward Avenue, I came
to Beirne Avenue. There stands a
white, wood-frame building that
is the original Goodson’s Trading
Post, my dad’s first venture into
business. Houston Goodson had
decided that he couldn’t raise a fam-
ily as he would like to on a teacher’s
salary or working for someone else.
Small neighborhood grocery stores
were common in those days, before
A&P and Kroger appeared on the
scene. The Trading Post competed
with Star Market for business, Dad
enjoying the friendly competition
with Chick Russell and Delbert
Williams, owners of Star.

That building was originally L-
shaped, but the arm of the L is no
longer there. It was in that space
that we called home for two or
three years - my mother, father, sis-
ter Mary Lou, and I. This was ver
close to what was known as the Dal-
las Mill Village, where both of my
parents grew up. We attended the
Epworth Methodist Church, which
has since moved farther away.

As the family income grew, we
moved to our “permanent” home
on East Clinton. I was five years
old. I turned left on Beirne and
stopped at Goldsmith-Shiffman
Field, home to many a high school
football game. On the Ward Ave-
nue side, I recognize nothing. Huge
apartment buildings and parking
garages are rising from the ground
where once stood neighborhood
houses. DO NOT ENTER signs ev-
erywhere, Ah... progress...

Leaving that behind, I traveled

“You know how you buy a bag
of fresh salad and in no time it
gets all brown and soggy?
Cookies don’t do that,
buy cookies!”

Jimmie Strickland, Gurley

east on Ward, across Andrew Jackson and into the heart of the Five
Points Historic District, the last of the three such residential districts
to be so designated by the city. Early owners of these homes are
named on the historic markers in the front yards, making it easy to
look for familiar names. There are some names that are well-known,
like Cummings and Lewter. I looked for the Laughmiller house, but
didn’t find it. (Not all of the houses have markers.) Linda Laugh-
miller was a brief flame of mine at about age twelve.

I toured through those streets - Ward, Pratt, and Clinton - spot-
ting the homes of Marshall Keith and David Turner, two of my best
buddies. Marshall had a crush on my sister and would find any ex-
cuse to visit us. David had a basketball goal in his back yard, and I
would ride by bike there to shoot hoops with him. He and I were the
only freshmen to make the team.

I had to pause in front of my old home at 1308 Clinton. The huge
pecan tree still stands in the side yard. Later that day, I took Elise
and Cindy on the Tour, and as we came to that place, we saw a lady
coming out of the front door and walking down the sidewalk. We
stopped to talk, and found that she is Claire Purinton, current owner
of our house. Elise and I had met her several years ago, not long after
she and husband Dave had bought it from my sister Pat. Claire was
eager to re-aquaint with us and we swapped stories. She is emphatic
that she will never live anywhere else. She loves it, even though the
pecan tree loves to shed limbs.

I concluded the tour with Elise and Cindy with an excursion into
neighborhoods closer to the center of town. Elise’s memory for de-
tails - people and places - is much better than mine. She was able to
point out where Buddy and Sue Kinzer, Willa and Poppy Brown, the
Crowsons, and many others lived. The downtown area has changed
so much over the years, but the First Methodist Church, where we
were married and Cindy was baptized, stood tall. As did the Episco-
pal Church of the Nativity, our current church.

This turned out to be a memorable day, brought about by the
happenstance of my having time on my hands, waiting to have lunch
with Elise and Cindy.

Isn’t that the way good things happen - on God’s Time?

Seen on Decatur bumper sticker:
“Make love, not war. See driver for details.”
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Our back patio is multipurpose; it provides a brief respite to chill and reset, but it’s also a place where
Ann and I like to greet the day. Oh, it’s not quiet; nature is doing its thing. In full disclosure, I often bid
good morning to the birds that gather near the Greek fountain we call Katina. As you suspect, I get
lost in thought. It's amazing when we let go of the mind and relax, what we see allowing it to go
wherever it may.

Today, I saw tomatoes. Since they have “come in,” we have been enjoying tomato sandwiches for
breakfast. You know, there is something about growing your own food. For those of my generation, it
was a necessity, and our moms and grandmothers did something called canning. Communities and
families were stronger then; they had to be, it was more than a convenience, it was survival. They

were veterans of victory gardens, and they told stories of rationing and helping your neighbor; they
lived through the Great Depression.

So, this particular morning, I was kind of proud that I did it “all by myself” and began feeling all inde-
pendent over four plants. But then I pondered the process. I visited a nursery and purchased baby plants,
along with some soil to ensure they received the best nutrients. I then watered them using a built-in sprin-
kler system. This hot, glowing object in the sky converted 600 million tons of hydrogen to 596 million tons
of helium per second, sending a few photons of this enormous amount of energy onto this rock I'm riding

that’s hurtling through space. So, what did I actually do?

Hush, my consciousness said, you are overthinking this one. Yes, I put the things together in a
conducive environment and am reaping the benefits, but someone put these garden physics into
motion. My focus shifted up the blue sky that was yielding to some of those big, poofy clouds. If I
get enjoyment out of watching it grow, imagine what it must have felt like to create it. In my backyard
view, there is a joy our creator feels from watching us discover his design and purpose.

I believe God smiles!

Saturday, Sep. 20th at 10:00 am ** Absolute / No Reserves!

Several Local Haulers, Estate,& Consignment Lots, including (but NOT limited fo):0ak,
Mahogany, Maple & Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom Pieces, China Cabinets & Breakfronts,
Sideboards, Several Chests & Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests, Beds & BR Suites, Sofas,

Dining Room Suites, Bookcases, Occasional Tables & Stands, Glassware, Advertisement
Signs & Items, Old Tools, Toys, Radios & Radio Equipment, Pottery & Crocks, Picture Frames
& Mirrors, Tray Deals, Lamps, Lots of Smalls, and other Unique & Hard-to-Find Items.
Use the information below for more details!

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

Serving You Since 1966! 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.
Climate-Controlled

356 CapShaW Rd., Madison, AI 35757 Smoke-Free Faci“ty
Wilson Hilliard, ASBA #97 Rod Schrimsher, ASBA #2650

ANTIQUES - FURNITURE - COLLECTIBLES - GLASSWARE

[ B&W AUCTION * September Auction * )
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PET TIPS
FROM ANGEL

Vhe Damity
A

* Using metal water dishes
outside in winter may be a risk,
because your pet's tongue could
stick to the frozen metal. In the
summer, metal bowls can get
very hot and burn your dog.

* If you have a puppy that urinates on your carpet:
after soaking up most of the mess with a paper towel,
sprinkle a generous amount of bicarbonate of soda (bak-
ing soda) over the area and leave it to absorb both the
traces of urine and the odor.

* If your dog runs away from you and you finally
catch up to it, no matter how angry you are at the dog,
do not yell or smack it or he will never come to you when
called for fear of being punished.

* Do notleave your dog unattended on a choke chain.
The chain could get caught and strangle the dog.

* Do notleave your dog in the car unattended on hot
days. Even with the windows open, temperatures in cars
WILL reach deadly levels. It only takes five minutes! If
you see a dog locked in a very hot car do something to
try and help it before it's too late.

* Do not make your dog walk on extremely hot or
cold asphalt, cement, etc. The pads of their paws are
not made out of steel. If it is too hot for you to walk bare-
foot, then chances are that it is too hot for your dog also.

* To keep your dog busy, buy toys with little holes
in them (such as a Kong), put both big and small pieces
of kibble in the toy and give it to your dog. This will
keep him busy for quite a while, presuming he has a few
small ones that he gets out quickly. You can also wedge
dog biscuits in the holes with a smear of peanut butter.

* When your dog is teething, instead of having him
chew on couches, walls, etc., buy a few (cheap) wash-
cloths. Soak the washcloth with water and put it in the
freezer. When fully frozen, give it to the dog to chew. It
will thaw out so have another one ready in the freezer.
(Be careful when doing this with very small dogs, as they
may get a chill. I have heard of small dogs getting too
cold too quickly when chewing on ice).

* Another for teething puppies, mix chicken or beef
broth (look for low fat, low sodium brands) with 1/4 cup
of water. Pour the mixture into ice cube trays to make
broth ice cubes. They are tasty treats on hot days.

* Do not leave your pet in an area with dangling
phone cords, drape cords or other items that it may
strangle itself on. Be aware of electric cords that may be
chewed by the pet.
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*I have a dog that used to love
to dig. When I'd fill the hole and re-
seed, he’d just dig it up again. One
day I was watching him wander
around the yard, and I noticed he
took extra care not to step in his
droppings. So, the next time I filled
up a hole, I buried a little dung at
the bottom and left some dung on
top. He avoided the freshly-seeded
grass, and his droppings made ex-
cellent fertilizer. This won’t work
for all dogs...I also have another dog
that loves to dig. This trick does not
work on her, as she does not care
where she steps.

Please note: the feces of dogs or
any other meat-eating animal are

NOT SAFE to use as fertilizer on plants that will
be eaten by people, such as veggies, fruits or herbs.
The feces can spread disease, even if it comes from
a healthy dog.

* Is your dog digging? Try putting cayenne
pepper in the holes —they don’tlike the sensa-
tion when they go back to dig again.

* Dog urination burns your lawn? Try giv-
ing them some tomato juice every day (either in
a bowl or on their food) and it should solve the
problem.

* After soaking up the majority of urine or
picking up the poop on your rug, baby wipes do
a great job and pick up all smells with no stains
left behind.

* Remember to check your outdoor gates and
fences when you’ve had yard service or mowing
because many dogs escape through opened gates
that you assume have been closed back.

‘A New Leash on Life)

Huntsville Thrift Store &
Boutique - Located in Five
Points at 707 Andrew Jackson
Way as Market Place

Donate your unused items and
help the pets at the same time!

Thrift Store featuring books, clothing, collect-
ibles and a range of unusual items. Proceeds
go to help adoptable pets of all kinds.

Kittens and Cats available for adoption

Hours:
Tues-Sat
10-4
Closed
Sun and
Mon
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From the Desk of
Tom Carney

Monte Sano Railroad

by Tom Carney

Near the intersection of Tollgate Road and Bankhead
Parkway in northeast Huntsville are several entrances into the
western slope of Monte Sano Mountain. Take any one of these
trails and you will find yourself going back into another time,
a time of long ago, a time when Huntsville was much simpler,
and life was not the complicated reality that it is today.

Yet, people then, as today, had dreams and ambitions.
The dream that once existed on these now quiet trails on the
western slope of Monte Sano Mountain took the form of a
railroad — the Monte Sano Railway.

The year was 1888 and with the ever growing popularity
of the grand hotel on top of the mountain, it became clear that
better transportation up the mountain was needed.

The Huntsville Belt Line and Monte Sano Railway Co.
employed engineer Arthur Owen Wilson to construct the
railroad to the hotel. The line started from the Union Depot
and ran south along Jefferson Street. At Clinton, it turned
east towards the mountain and eventually down into Fagin's
Hollow, where it began a circuitous route, gaining altitude all
the time. Winding and circling to the rim of the mountain, the
route rose so steeply that the grade seemed impossible for an
engine to ascend. The remainder of the way lay directly across
the top of the plateau to the back yard of the hotel. Half an hour
was required for the entire journey when the line was finished.

In the construction of the Monte Sano Railway, more than
300 persons were employed on a regular basis. The weekly
payroll was approximately $10,000. Mr. Wilson, himself,
designed the three coaches that
comprised the train and the St.
Charles Car Co. manufactured
them. The engine was of standard
gauge, although smaller than those
used on the trunk line. The size
of the engine was the reason the
line was called the “dummy line,”
as the undersized locomotive re-
sembled a trolley car. Of course,
some Huntsville wags called it
the dummy line because “only
a dummy would ride that steep
and perilous route to or from the
mountain!”

“Low self esteem group
will meet at 7pm at the
church, use back door.”

In Local church bulletin

Sure enough, not long after the railway
opened, there occurred an incident that seri-
ously damaged the popularity of the railway.
Returning from the hotel, the train’s sand-
pipes clogged as the engineer tried to check
the speed of the locomotive down a steep
incline. The train went out of control and left
the tracks. Happily, no one was injured, but
people were now somewhat nervous about
taking this precarious path to and from the
mountain.

Luckily, this accident had no lasting affect
on consumer confidence and the Monte Sano
Railway was successful in bringing visitors
to the mountain, and business to the hotel
continued to flourish.

Unfortunately, by 1895 the hotel was suf-
fering financial problems and the railroad had
to be shut down. Tracks were torn up and sold
as scrap to pay off debts.

Now, with the passage of time the old
railroad bed and stone foundations of the
trestles are all that remain. Older residents of
Huntsville say that as late as the 1950s there
were still railroad ties stacked up near the area
known as the “button hole.”

Metro Painting and Roofing
Customer Satisfaction is our #1 Goal

Home Services include:

* House Painting, Inside & Outside
*Wood Repairs

* Pressure Washing

* Wood Staining

Licensed & Insured
Residential & Commercial
Free Estimates

Justin Bzdell (256) 316-9986

www.MetroPaintingAndRoofing.com




From the Porch
on Pratt Avenue

“School’s Out for
Summer”

by Collier Bouldin
Hundley, PN

Old meets new and youth re-
turns to this sexagenarian man as
Alice Cooper revisits Huntsville.
I can vividly recall the shock rock
icon screaming, the vibrations
pulsed through my Pioneer sub-
woofers as we raced away from
the confines of our High School
campus, "SCHOOL'S OUT FOR-
EVER"!!! Well at least until the
all too brief summer and sudden
return to the next level of our life's
education.

It was a race from the blistering
heat to cold spring fed quarry that
lay beyond and below the dusty
limestone cliffs that kissed the
edge of "MUNI", the old Hunts-
ville Municipal Golf Course.

Stripping shirts, shucking our
socks and shoes, then donning
cut-off jeans, we parked atop Golt
Road at the now defunked Plush
Horse and took the trail through
the woods where we emerged to
the clearing and upon the precipice
that held the sumptuous view of
our summer oasis.
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70-80 foot walls climbed up to meet our feet as we stood at their
edge.

Down below was once an active quarry with humongous earth
movers and powerful jackhammer behemoths smashed and removed
the rock for roads and such until they broke through into the aquifer
and ceased operations yet afforded us the "FREE" swimming pool.

They left us a road constructed for the machinery to enter and
exit the giant pit that some opted to walk with flip flops slapping
down to the water’s edge, but some like my crazy cousin, Henley,
would be so daring and bold as to take the extremely elevated heights
imagining themselves as some Acapulco Cliff diver’s on ABC’s Wild
World of Sports, (trying not to be the “Agony of Defeat”).

There they perched adorned with Chuck Taylor high-tops to
protect our little pg;gies waiting our turn to take the exhilarating
plunge into the cold water that waited for us below.

Our target point lay between the carved walls and some gigantic
monolithic stones staged precariously on edge with lintels across
that provide both a sunbather’s island and underwater corridors to
swim through and emerge upon the other side to splash the unsus-
pecting sun-worshiping girls with the coldness of the water. Water
is a necessity for all living things and Huntsville was founded upon
the waters of the Big Spring, and we found this our necessity for our
fun and adventure in our teenage years.

The youth is gone and the heavy equipment returned and began

anew project to load this grand quarry with refuse to become the City’s
Land Fill. Though buried beneath these high mounds of dirt and debris,
it can never bury my memories of that summer’s swim and my youth.

Pizza, Calzones, Beignets, all

Th 255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al 35801 &

Serving You Since 1961

IT’S HOT! COOL OFF WITH OUR TwoO
FOR TUESDAY SPECIAL!

Any 12” specialty pizza, 2 side salads and a
dough dipper appetizer for only $25
(Dine in Only)

(256) 489-3374

served Hot and Fresh!

Hours of Operation:
Monday - Closed
Tuesday - Thursday 11am -10pm
Friday & Saturday 11am -11pm
Sunday 11am - 10pm

www.bigedspizza.com Like us on Facebook
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MEMORIES

by Nolan Myrick,
Feb. 2006

I spent most of my early life with my
grandparents, Acklin and Annie White,
who lived on the Old Rescue Road and
their farm bordered on Kidd Creek.

I don't know when electric power was
available or when they got power but they
didn't have it in the early fifties when I
was there. We sat around and played rook
by the light of the fireplace and kerosene
lamps in the winter. In the summer we
usually didn't stay up late at night because
we had a lot of work to do and most of the
time we went to sleep about dark.

I remember we had old Army cots in
the yard with metal springs and we slept
in the yard under an old white oak tree
where it was cool. I remember the dark-
ness because no one else on the mountain
had power either. Cars were scarce and
no one hardly ever came down the road
after dark. It seemed like the lightning
bugs were twice as bright then. Sometimes
on a clear night you could see the glow of
the lights in Huntsville, but I believe being
homesick for east Huntsville made me see
the glow better.

When I wasn’t at Morgan City I spent
mﬁ time at 1312 Beirne Avenue. That’s
where my parents lived and where I stayed
when I had to go to school at East Clinton
Elementary and grew up with some of the
best people on earth.

We also went to church at Fifth Street
Baptist where Brother M.G. Wilson was
the pastor. You could learn a lot in East
Huntsville in the fifties.

Now back to Morgan City and my
grandparents’ farm. We had two mules,
John and Blue were their names. We
owned 30 acres and row cropped about 12
acres and the rest was woodlg and pasture.
As best as I can remember we had about
five acres of cotton and seven acres of corn.
We also had about an acre in the vegetable
garden.

We did everything by hand or mule
labor. Today we Cou%d ave advertised
our operation as being total organic farm-
ing. We put the manure from the animals
back on the land. Hoes were used for weed

control and we picked the bugs off by hand. Most of
the time in the summer we were up before daylight
and milked the cow by lantern light and listened to the
battery powered radio for the weather. Sometimes we
got to listen to the Lone Ranger in the evening.

Grandma listened to the soap opera nearly every
day and she made me sit on the couch so she could
keep an eye on me while she listened.

When the produce got ready in the garden Poppa
and I would pick a big load in the evening and load it
in the 1953 Chevrolet pickup and cover it up with wet
burlap sacks (toe sacks) so it would stay fresh. About
four the next morning we would be up and headed
down the mountain for Huntsville. In those days it was
a two lane road and there was a sharp curve at the foot
of the mountain.

I always felt better when we got around the curve
because Poppa wasn’t the best driver in the world. I
didn’t enjoy the Whitesburg Bridge either, but you had
to cross it to get to Huntsville.

We rode up and down the streets blowing the horn
selling our produce. That’s how we lived until the cot-
ton came in.

My poppa White and grandma White were the
best friends I had on earth. I learned how to work at
Morgan City, Ala. What I know about farming came
from those times and now I am grateful for the time
my grandl}zarents gave me.

Now the old house is falling down and kudzu has
eaten up the sheds an old barn. The old farm still lives
in my memories, just like it was in the fifties.

THE PERFECT GIFT FOR THAT
HARD-TO-PLEASE FRIEND!

They will love memories of the town they left
but can’t forget.

SUBSCRIPTIONS TO OLD HUNTSVILLE -
ANYWHERE IN THE US. FOR $50/YEAR

To subscribe for a year go to website www.oldhuntsville.com or
call (256) 534-0502 to pay by credit card
or send check made out to:

Old Huntsville Magazine
P.O. Box 4648
Huntsville, Al 35815
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To Your Health

- Avoid Cola drinks
- Jump rope

- Get some dumbbells, do 2 sets of 8-10 reps a day

To slim down:

- Keep a food diary, you'll be amazed what you eat
- Drink peppermint tea, it decreases your appetite

- Decrease your portions

- Eat slowly, enjoy each bite

- Eat more tuna to recharge your brain.
Do yoga for all types of improvement, including the func-

tion in the brain's cortex.

Do your normal chores with your left hand if you are
right-handed, and vice versa if your are typically left-handed.
Take Omega 3 fish oil supplements - (avoid the Omega 6)
- I take one in the morning and one at night and my arthritis

pain is nearly non-existent.

Boost your metabolism:

- Eat smaller meals throughout the day, go easy on the

sugar/fats.

- Eat oranges & other citrus - can help to prevent obesity.
- Add an avocado and olive oil to your diet - will keep

you full longer.

Some safer foods to eat:

- Bottled tomatoes rather than canned tomatoes. The
acidity of the tomatoes can eat into the lining of the tin cans

and can impact your health).

- Popped popcorn rather
than microwave ﬁopcorn - this
version contains chemicals in the
lining of the bag that have been
proven to be unhealthy to people
to breathe in.

- Organic potatoes rather
than regular - root vegetables
readily absorb herbicides, pesti-
cides & fungicides that wind u
in the soil and even thoroug
washing won’t help.

- Organic apples rather than
regular - apple trees are among
the most doused with pesticides,
which stay in the apple even after
washing.

- Grass fed beef rather than
corn-fed beef; farmers feed cows
for market to fatten them up
with corn & soybeans. However
the grass fed cows have much
greater levels of beta carotene,
vitamin 3, Omega 3s, calcium
and is lower in saturated fat that
is linked to heart disease.

B SPARKIE 5

Hello, my name is Sparkie! I am
about 4 years old and I am a mixed
breed male dog that is neutered and up
to date on all my shots and am micro-
chipped. I am here at the Ark Animal
Shelter for the second time. I was origi-
nally found as a stray and adopted in
2023 but was returned to the shelter in
February 2025. The lady who adopted
me moved to an apartment and wasn’t
able to take care of me anymore. I am
a little shy at first but love to get pets
and attention. I especially love to run

and play. A unique thing about me is that I was born without a tail. I
don’t know why I became homeless but I am a good sweet boy who
would love to have a forever home of my own. If you are looking for
a loyal companion to add to your family won’t you consider coming
to see me at the Ark Animal Shelter? I will be so glad to see you! Ask
to see Sparkie, that’s me.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
139 Bo Cole Rd. 256.851.4088

Huntsville, AI35806 Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am -4 p.m.
L1 [T
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The Secret Life of
John Wilkes Booth

New Evidence
Claims Booth
Survived Under
New |dentity

From Old Newspaper article

For years rumors have per-
sisted around Huntsville that John
Wilkes Booth visited here long af-
ter the Government had declared
him dead.

Another rumor concerns a cer-
tain young lady who appeared on
the stage here under the banner
of "The Daughter of John Wilkes
Booth." Although people agreed

“If you are a dog and your
owner suggests that you wear
a sweater, suggest that he
wear a tail.”

Fran Lebowitz

that she looked like the famous actor/assassin and gener-
ally accepted her as his daughter, she was born a decade
after Booth was allegedly hanged.

Some say that these are not mere rumors.

There’s a good chance textbooks and encyclopedias
may have to be rewritten to set the record straight on what
may be one of the biggest government cover-ups in United
States history — the Abraham Lincoln assassination.

Such is the thinking of Arthur Ben Chitty, historiogra-
pher at the University of the South, Sewanee, Tennessee.
He is not alone.

It all concerns the controversy surrounding the facts
in the capture and death of Lincoln’s assassin, John Wil-
kes Booth. Was it really Booth who was caught and shot
in Richard Garrett’s tobacco barn? Dr. Chitty says no, a
view shared by Nathaniel Orlowek, a religious educator
at Beth Shalom Congregation in Potomac, Maryland. Both
scholars have independently collected enough research to
refute the claim that the man buried as John Wilkes Booth
was indeed Booth.

But, even if the two researchers should be proven
wrong, they agree that the public has a right to know, and
the only way for that to happen is to have the body exhumed
and examined by forensic specialists. ChltP/ and hls colleague
have secured a lawyer, George LaRoche of Washington, D.C.,
who is willing to seek a court order for the exhumation at the
Green Mount Cemetery, Baltimore, where the Booth family
plot is located.

John Wilkes Booth is recorded as one of ten children born
to Mary Ann Holmes Booth and Junius Brutus Booth, a cel-
ebrated Shakespearean actor who had moved to the United
States in 1821 and settled on a farm near Bel Air, Maryland.
Dr. Chitty says there is evidence to suggest that John may
have been the illegitimate son of Edgar Allen Poe, who was
a guest in the Booth home when his legal father was touring.

That might also explain the discrepancy in varying ac-
counts of his birthday, which was either May 10 or Aug. 26,
1838.

Call (256) 722-7100




Memories
of Lincoln
Village

by Tony Thompson, 2006

In 1930, life in the Village
was a lot different than today.
Life was a lot simpler, but cash
money was often short. Many
families raised chickens in their
backyard for food, eggs and as
a cash crop. My dad, Erskine
Thompson, was about 13 years
old at the time. He was work-
ing on enlarging the chicken
coop when he ran out of fence
staples. My grandmother in-
structed Dad to take one of the
hens downtown to the Tennes-
see Hide and Poultry Company
and sell it, and then go next door
to Lewter's Hardware Store and
purchase the fence staples he
needed to complete the job.

Dad caught one of their
chickens, tied its legs together,
and with two of his friends, Roy
and J.T. Duncan, began walking
toward downtown Huntsville.

Unknown to the boys, there
had been a chicken thief at work
the night before in the Village.
Someone had stolen a "Rhode Is-
land Red" hen. This was exactly
what the boys had with them.

About halfway to town,
near the railroad tracks known
as "Miller's Crossing," Dad and
his friends stopped to watch a
marble game being played.

The local mailman, aware
of the previous night’s crime,
Sﬁo’fted the rag-tag boys with
the chicken and called the po-
lice. As they were watching the
marble game, a touring car with
curtains pulled up beside them.
Two police officers jumped out
and said, “We want you boys.”
Dad explained that they were
not playing marbles but were
on their way to town to sell
the chicken. The officers said
they were not interested in the
marble players - they wanted
the boys with the chicken.

All three boys were taken to
the City Hall on Madison Street.
There they were searched and
taken to a cell.

As they were being escorted
to their cell, they passed a desk
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with a pistol on it. Roy told the
officer, “If you think we stole
the chicken, just take us out and
shoot us.”

The officer told them that
they would not be shot, but they
would go to reform school if
found guilty.

An officer was sent to Lin-
coln Village to fetch my grand-
mother. She went to the City
Hall and cleared the whole
matter. The officer then took the
chicken next door to the City
Cafe and sold it for $1.25. Dad
took the money and went to
Lewter’s and bought the fence
staples to complete his job.

In the end, all came out well
except Dad’s rear end. He was
punished for not going directly
downtown and completing
his chore. All three boys were
kidded a lot at school for being
chicken thieves.

This was the only time my
dad was ever arrested, and he
became the infamous “Chicken
Thief of Lincoln Village.”

“Most people work hard
enough not to get fired, and
get paid just enough money

not to quit.”

George Carlin

BY ToM CARNEY

“THE WAY IT WAS,”

THE OTHER SIDE OF HUNTSVILLE’S HISTORY

All Local
Short Stories

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

Also Available at Harrison Brothers and on Amazon.com

A Perfect Gift for Your
Short Story Reader!

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

$25.00 includes

free shipping US wide
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TOM SAWYER AT
THE U.S. SPACE AND
ROCKET CENTER

by ChatGPT with
John Michael Hampton

(JOHN'S NOTE: After hearing feedback from the previ-
ous story about Tom Sawyer seeing a television for the first
time, which was written by ChatGPT, an Al program on the
web, I decided to see if ChatGPT could put together a story
about Tom visiting the U.S. Space and Rocket Center. That
story follows:)

It was a day like any other in the town of St. Peters-
burg, though Tom Sawyer had just about had enough
of the ordinary. The heat of the summer sun was a thick
blanket over the town, and Aunt Polly was giving him
the usual round of chores — scrubbing the porch, pickin
berries, and if that weren't enough, sweeping the yard.
But there was a sparkle in Tom's eye, a restlessness in his
bones that made him certain something big was afoot.

Then, out of nowhere, an opportunity arrived that
Tom hadn't quite anticipated: a letter, thick with official-
looking stamps, arrived for him. The letter was from
none other than a group of gentlemen in a farawa
place called Huntsville, Alabama, offering him an aH)i
expenses-paid trip to a place called the U.S. Space and
Rocket Center. Tom didn't know what a "rocket" was,
but the word sounded like trouble —and adventure —and
that suited Tom just fine.

He packed up his bag and found himself on a steam
train, the whistle screeching through the countryside,
taking him far from the lazy Mississippi to a land of
unknowns. When Tom arrived in Huntsville, he was
greeted by stran%e sights —tall metal structures that
glinted in the sunlight, and people who looked just a bit
too busy to notice a boy like him.

"Where are you headed, son?" the conductor asked
as Tom stepped off the train.

"To space!" Tom said, puffing his chest out and grin-
ning like a Cheshire cat. "I'm going to see rockets and
things that fly higher than a rooster."

The conductor chuckled. "Well, you've come to the
right place, boy. Just follow the signs, and you'll be there
in no time."

Tom made his way down the road to the U.S. Space
and Rocket Center, his shoes tapping along the pave-
ment as he hummed a tune. When he arrived, he stood
before the towering Saturn V rocket. He gaped up at
the mighty structure, feeling the hairs on his neck stand
uF. It was the biggest thing he'd ever seen in his young
life—bigger than any steamboat or church steeple. It
was almost like the thing could reach up and grab the
moon if it felt like it.

A guide approached, a tall, serious man with glasses
that looked like they belonged to a professor. "Are you
here to learn about space?" the guide asked.

"Space? No, I'm here to see some rockets," Tom
replied. "Ain't that the same thinlgl?"

The guide smiled in a way that said he had
met many a curious boy before. "Well, rockets do
travel in space, that's true."

Tom scratched his head. "Space... I reckon
that's where they send people when they run
out of room down here, huh?" The guide’s laugh
echoed through the courtyard. “Not quite, young
man, but I can show you what it’s all about.”

Tom followed the guide through the center,
his eyes wide at every new thing he saw. There
were displays about astronauts, about the moon,
about the stars. He saw replicas of space suits —
strange, puffy things that looked more like the
costumes worn by circus clowns. There was a
simulator that made Tom feel like he was tum-
bling through the stars. It didn’t make him feel
scared, but more like he was about to jump out
of a tree and see if he could fly without a branch
to catch him.

By the time they reached the gift shop, Tom's
pockets were full of souvenirs. He had a keychain
shaped like a moon, a t-shirt that said “Mission to
Mars,” and a pin that said “NASA’s #1 Fan.” He
was so charged up he could’ve gone to the moon
himself, if only they’d let him hitch a ride.

But when the day was done and Tom was back
on the train, heading back to St. Petersburg, he sat
there thinking. He thought about those rockets,
the people who wanted to reach the stars, and
what it must be like to leave the ground behind
and float out into the big, dark unknown.

“That’s something I could do,” Tom muttered
to himself, a grin sneaking across his face. “Maybe
not today, maybe not tomorrow, but someday. I
reckonI'll be up there, makin%a name for myself.”

And with that, Tom sat back in his seat, his
mind already miles ahead of him, imagining the
adventure that was sure to come. If there was one
thing Tom Sawyer knew, it was that no place was
too far, and no adventure was too big for him.
Space? Heck, that was just the next frontier.



For Better
or Worse

by Malcolm Miller

In the fall of nineteen fifty-five I
went to work as a letter carrier for the
Huntsville Post Office and after almost
ten years working in the General Shoe
Factory (later Genesco). With hard
work and almost poverty pay, the Post
Office was a real change for the better.

I worked as a substitute carrier for
over a year delivering mail and parcels
to what then was greater Huntsville. I
think at one time or another I delivered
mail on every street.

Finally I was assigned my ver
own route and it made work muc
easier because I would be walking the
same long streets every day and going
up on the same porches, meeting the
same people and incidentally the same
dogs. Knowing which were friendly,
both people and dogs, and which were

“Why do married people live
longer than single people?
| think it’s because married
people make a special effort
to live longer than their
partner just so they can have
the last word.”

Janet Periat
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not. I had one cocker spaniel that met me at the beginning of my
route and followed me all day every day.

here were several special people on my route that I still re-
member till this day. There was Mrs. Fisk, an invalid, who lived on
Humes Avenue. She told me to just open the front door and hand
her the mail. There was Louis and Lillian Jennings also on Humes
and on McCullough Avenue there was Marie Osborne, a lady I went
to school with at Hazel Green, also on McCullough. I met Herman
and Lessie Hunt, two of the finest people I ever knew.

When you deliver mail on those long neighborhood streets it
sure is good to have a place to stop for a cool drink of water and use
the batlg1 room. I could always count on Lessie Hunt to provide this
assistance with a friendly smile.

Herman worked at the Huntsville Fire Department when I first
started delivering their mail but he soon started working for the Post
Office delivering mail also, and I dare say Herman Hunt was the
hardest working man I have ever seen. He was assigned a route in
Dallas Village joining my route and at that time if you were carrying
a mailbag you could ride the city busses free.

Herman would rush around his route as fast as he could and
when he finished at the corner of Oakwood and Andrew Jackson
Way, if it wasn’t time for a bus, Herman would walk all the way
baC{ to the post office at the corner of Holmes and Jefferson Streets.

Unfortunately as the Hunts were raising fine children and en-
joying life, tragedy struck. Lessie was hit with a stroke that left her
wheel chair bound; this crippled her body but not her spirit. Even
years later when I visited her she greeted me with a smile and a hug.
When Lessie became disabled is when Herman proved that he had
married her literally for better or worse. All these many years later
he devoted his life to taking care of her every need and never once
complaining.

Recently Herman reached the point where he could no longer
take care of Lessie so they moved in with their daughter where she
could help out with her, gut Herman is still living up to those wed-
ding vows that he made many many years ago, for better or worse,
till death do us part.

4 N\

So Proud of the
Men and Women
who Protect Us
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