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The
Delmore
Brothers

Nashville  was  the  center  of
the  music  universe,  but  even
that  city  had never heard mu-
sic like the Delmore Brothers’.
When the song was finished the
studio remained deathly quiet,
with no one saying a word and
the  brothers  standing  there,
awkwardly waiting for someone
to tell them what to do next.

Finally the silence was bro-
ken by Harry Stone, “Boys, wel-
come to the Grand Ole Opry!”

No. 130



2Old Huntsville Page



3Old Huntsville Page

Aunt Eunice

All material contained within is    2003
and may not be reproduced or copied in
any form without written permission of
the  publisher.  Old  Huntsville,  Inc.
assumes no responsibility for unsolicited
manuscripts.

   Old Huntsville, Inc.
716 East Clinton Ave.
Huntsville, Ala. 35801

(256) 534-0502 Fax 489-3712

EMail - oldhuntsville@knology.net
Internet Home Page

www.Oldhuntsville.com

Sales & Marketing - Cathey Carney
Gen. Manager - Ron Eyestone

Good Will Ambassador

c

Copy Boy - Tom Carney
Advertising - (256) 534-3355

536-7777

S ales,
Leasing &
E xchanges

Huntsville's First CEA

Website: www.russrussell.com

Huntsville's First CCIM

923-C Merchants Walk

There was no reason for any-
one to pay any attention to the
mailman walking his route down
Clinton  Avenue  and  back  up
Randolph. He was just another
mailman, walking his route and
doing his job. The only difference
might  have  occurred  on  a  hot
summer  day;  the  kind  of  day
where people left their windows
open  and  you  could  hear  the
sound of the radio coming from
somewhere inside.

You might have seen the mail-
man  approach  the  house  and
pause for a minute as he recog-
nized  the  music  coming  from
within. Perhaps it was a song by
Rosemary  Clooney;  an  ever
popular piece of music entitled
“Beautiful Brown Eyes.”

Perhaps  a  tear  would  have
come to his eyes as he listened
to the timeless melody and let his
mind  wander  back  years  ago
when  he  wore  sequined  stage
clothes in place of a mailman’s
uniform. Instead of delivering the
mail, he had received thousands
of  letters  and  postcards  from
adoring fans who grew up listen-
ing to his music.

And perhaps,  when the last
sounds of the music finally died
away, the mailman would turn to
leave,  a  gentle  smile  playing
around the corners of his eyes.
“Beautiful Brown Eyes” - it was
his  music  -  his  words  -  and
people still remembered.

Alton  Delmore,  born  on
Christmas day in 1908,  was the
oldest  of  ten  children  born  to
poor  tenant  farmers   who
struggled to earn a living on worn
out red dirt farms in Limestone
County.  Like  so  many  other
people  of  that  era  the  family
found refuge in a musical culture
unique  to  the  hard  times,  and
hard work, associated with the
cotton fields of the South.

Many of his family members
played musical instruments and
wrote songs that were performed
at  family  reunions  and  church
services.  His  Uncle  Will  was  a
music teacher who taught Alton
to read notes and how to blend
voice  and  music  into  a  soulful
and haunting harmony. Will saw
a natural talent in the young boy
and encouraged him to put his
music on paper. When Alton was
thirteen he wrote, along with his
mother, his first song, a gospel
song,  entitled  “Bound  For  The
Shore.”

This  was  the  first  of  over
1000 songs he was to write dur-
ing his life.

His younger brother, Rabon,
who,  by  the  time  he  was  nine
years old, was already an accom-

The
Delmore
Brothers
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plished fiddle and guitar player,
followed  in  his  footsteps.  In
1926,  when  Alton  was  18  and
Rabon 9, the brothers entered a
competition  at  a  local  high
school.  During  the  first  half  of
their song they were virtually ig-
nored by the loud and raucous
crowd  but  then  the  room grew
quiet  as  the  brothers’  voices
blended into a perfect harmony,
penetrating  every  nook  and
cranny of the auditorium.

The  brothers  won  second
prize and a duet that would later
become  famous  to  radio  audi-
ences  throughout  the  country
was born -  the  Delmore Broth-
ers.

From an early age Alton and
Rabon were encouraged by their
family to seek a career in music.
The boys would often work in the
cotton  fields  all  day  and  then
travel to a nearby town to enter
another competition that night.
The  prizes  weren’t  much  -  five
dollars  here  and maybe a  tank
of  gas  at  another  -  but  it  was
enough to keep the dream alive
in the brothers’ minds.

Being dirt poor, the brothers
often  had  to  improvise.  Their
mother  sewed  cases  for  their
guitars  from  old  cotton  sacks
and  the  brothers  painted  their
names on them with pokeberry
juice. Often times there was no
money for gas to travel to local
competitions and the boys would
be  forced  to  hitch  rides.  Alton
later told of hitching a ride one

evening to a town about twenty
miles distant. Sometime during
the  evening  the  man  they  were
riding  with  left,  and  the  boys
were forced to walk home, arriv-
ing just in time for another day
in the cotton fields.

Their first break came at the
Fiddlers’  Convention  in  Athens
where  they  performed  one  of
their  original  songs,  “Brown’s
Ferry Blues.” With the first place
win, their names appeared in the
paper  and they  were  invited  to
Atlanta, Georgia to audition for
Columbia Records.

For  two  boys  who  carried
their  guitars  in  cases  made  of
cotton sacks, the whole experi-
ence was bewildering. They had
no concept of contracts, manag-
ers  or  royalties.  They  simply
wanted  to  perform  their  songs
the way they wanted to.

Alton later confided that he
asked what that “little can on the
end of that pole was.” It was the
first time the brothers had ever
seen a microphone.

They  recorded  two  of  their
original songs, “I’ve Got the Kan-
sas  City  Blues”  and  “Alabama
Lullaby,”  which  became  their
theme  song.  They  were  riding
high but the timing was poor, a
condition that marked their en-
tire  music  careers.  Columbia
was  having  financial  problems
due to the Depression and was
unable to distribute the records.
In the end the company sold only
500 copies.
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Although  they  made  no
money from the record, it caused
the music industry in Nashville
to take notice. In 1932 they were
asked  to  audition  with  WSM
Radio in Nashville for the Grand
Ole Opry.

The audition got off to a bad
start  when  they  arrived  a  day
late;  they  had had to  borrow a
car and gas money to make the
short drive to Nashville. In addi-
tion,  the  song  they  performed
was a worn out and poor version
of a song that had been played
by  almost  every  artist  on  the
Grand Ole Opry at some time or
the other. The brothers were also
petrified at the thought of actu-
ally playing the Opry.

Harry Stone, the Opry man-
ager, took the brothers aside, tell-
ing them to relax and “just play
your  own  music  the  same  way
you would if  were back home.”
Minutes  later  they  were  back
before  the  microphone  doing
“The Brown’s Ferry Blues.”

Nashville  was  the  center  of
the music universe but even that
city had never heard music like
the Delmore Brothers’. When the
song was finished the studio re-
mained  deathly  quite,  with  no
one saying a word and the broth-
ers  standing  there  awkwardly
waiting for someone to tell them
what to do next.

Finally  the  silence  was bro-
ken by Harry Stone, “Boys, wel-
come to the Grand Ole Opry!”

After years of struggling, the
Delmore  Brothers  became  fa-
mous  almost  overnight.  Their
regular weekly spot on the Opry
made them famous and they re-
ceived more fan mail than most
regulars who had been appear-
ing for years. They were the su-
per stars at a time when people
were glued to the radio every Sat-
urday night.

Unfortunately, fame does not
always translate to riches. By one
account, the brothers were only
paid twenty-five  dollars a  week
by  the  Opry  who  told  them,
“Boys,  we’ll  make  you  famous,
but you have to make your own
money.”

The following years became
a succession of one-night stands,
in towns all across the South and
up  and  down  the  east  coast.
Oftentimes they would perform
and then have to drive all night
to  the  next  show,  or  back  to
Nashville in time for the Opry.

Alton later credited this time
as being their most creative pe-
riod.  With  Alton  driving,  and
Rabon unable to drive, the broth-

ers spent countless hours shut-
tling between shows and brain-
storming  about  new  songs.   In
several  instances  they  actually
performed  the  new  songs  the
same night.
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During  this  period  the
Delmores  signed  with  Victor
Records, with whom they would
eventually cut more than eighty
songs  including  “Gonna  Lay
Down My Old Guitar,” Big River
Blues”  and  “Blue  Railroad
Train,”  a  tribute  to  Jimmie
Rodgers,  and  the  legendary
“Brown’s Ferry Blues.”

In 1938 the brothers left the
Grand Old Opry. There had been
too  many  internal  arguments
among  management  over  the
Delmore Brothers and thier com-
pensation. Finally, as one person
declared, “the boys just decided
it wasn’t worth it anymore. They
weren’t  making  any  money  but
the Opry kept wanting more of
their time.”

Undoubtedly,  the  fact  that
both  brothers  had  gotten  mar-
ried  and  were  starting  families
had a major impact on their de-
cision.  Although  they  were  fa-
mous  beyond  thier  wildest
dreams,  they  were  still  broke.
Alton himself later admitted that
he didn’t have the business sense
needed  to  deal  with  the  many
complicated  business  matters
they  encountered.   They  would
often drive all day and night to
perform, only to find out that the
promoter had left with the money
after  the  performance.  Many
records, despite how successful
they  became,  always  ended  up
losing  money  according  to  the
record  companies.  Even  more

disheartening  for  Alton  was
turning  the  radio  on  and  hear-
ing one of his songs being played
by someone who had stolen it.

One of his songs, “Beautiful
Brown  Eyes,”  should  have
earned  Alton  huge  sums  of
money, but he never filed a copy-
right.  When  someone  else
claimed to be the author, Alton
with no money for a lengthy court
battle, sold his rights for $1500.

After  leaving  the  Opry,  the
brothers spent years working the
radio  stations  all  across  the
country  ranging  from  Del  Rio,
Texas  to  Baltimore,  Maryland.
Unfortunately,  while  radio  pro-
moters  wanted  to  lure  major
stars to their stations, the man-
agement would soon tire of writ-
ing checks to the same performer
every week. In all, the Delmores
performed  shows  in  38  states
and  were  regulars  on  14  radio
stations during this period.

Striking  out  on  their  own,
they  formed  a  gospel  quartet
called  the  Brown’s  Ferry  Four
which  included  Merle  Travis,
Grandpa  Jones  and  Red  Foley.
One  of  the  Delmore’s  most  en-
dearing gospel songs, “There’s A
Page  In  the  Bible”,  was  written
at this time. They recorded for
the  King  label  that  they  helped

founded in 1944 with entrepre-
neur Syd Nathan.

During the 40’s they began to
expand the music to include full-
band backups,  with  bass  man-
dolin, steel guitar and harmoni-
cas  among  other  instruments.
Alton usually sang lead but they
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would  often  switch  harmony,
sometimes within the same song.
These bluesy songs appealed to
many because they could relate
to the down-to-earth topics that
real people found commonplace,
like the sorrow of love lost and
good-natured  humor  for  every-
day living.  The rhythm of many
of these songs became the foun-
dation for the future “rock-n-roll”
sound  and American “pop” that
prevails today.

In 1947 the brothers moved
to  Memphis  at  a  time  when
“Rock-a-billy” was just beginning.
They quickly adapted to the new
scene  and  wrote  some  of  their
most memorable songs such as
“Freight Train Boogie,” “Midnight
Special,” and the classic “Blues
Stay Away From Me.”

Still,  financial  success  con-
tinued to elude the brothers. The
royalties  for  their  songs,  when
they got paid, amounted to very
little and they were forced to con-
tinue touring. Perhaps it was the
financial  disappointment,  or
maybe  the  constant  stress  of
never-ending performances, but
for  whatever  the  reason,  both
brothers began to drink heavily.

By 1951 they were living in Hous-
ton,  Texas  where  Rabon  had
taken a job as a bartender and
Alton  was  still  trying  to  collect
some of the money owed for his
songs.

The fortunes of the Delmore
Brothers hit rock bottom in that
same  year.  Totally  broke,  with
not  even  enough  money  to  buy
groceries,  Alton  sat  down  with
his  family  for  a  Thanksgiving
dinner  of  apples  and  mayon-
naise. A radio was playing in the
background,  tuned  to  the  “Hit
Parade,” the country’s top radio
show.  When  it  was  announced
that “Beautiful Brown Eyes” had
made it onto the top ten chart,
Alton laid his head on the table
and cried. “I’ve got one of the top
songs  in  the  country  and  can’t
even  afford  to  buy  my  family
Thanksgiving dinner.”

A year later Rabon Delmore
died of lung cancer followed soon
afterwards by the death of Alton’s
daughter. That event, in combi-
nation with a heart attack, closed
the  door  on  Alton’s  lifelong  ca-
reer in music. “He tried a couple
of times to play again,” recalled
an  acquaintence,  “but  his  soul
just wasn’t in it. He’d spent his
whole life with his brother at his
side and just didn’t want to do it
by himself anymore.”

They  say  that  a  person  can
never  go  home,  but  very  often,

“It was impossible to get a good
  conversation going -

everyone was talking too much.”

Yogi Berra

Shaver's Bookstore
(256) 536-1604
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in times of crisis, a person will
seek the comforting embrace of
something  familiar.  For  Alton
Delmore that something was the
hills  of  North  Alabama  that  he
remembered from his youth.

After moving to Huntsville he
worked at a variety of odd jobs
until  a  friend helped him get  a
job with the post office. For the
first time in his life his days took
on a regular routine; get up be-
fore  daylight,  work all  day and
go home.  It  was a far  cry  from
the days of driving all night and
sleeping in flea bag hotels.

“But  he  seemed  happy.”  re-
membered  Vance  Morris  years
later.  “Sometimes  some  of  the
local boys would get together for
a jam session and Alton would
sit in. He just seemed happy that
someone  wanted  to  hear  his
music.”

In June, 1964 Alton Delmore
died from liver disease, possibly
a result of many lonely days on
the road with too many whiskey
bottles  to  keep  him  company.
“They said it was his liver,” said
one person, “but I  think it  was
just a broken heart.”

Many artists have been influ-
enced  by  the  special  creative

sound that  the Delmore Broth-
ers introduced and it  has been
said that they were ahead of their
time.  Their style of music influ-
enced  many  who   came  later.
Some of the artists that have ei-
ther  recorded  the  brothers’
songs,  or  used  their  musical
combinations  are:  Tennessee
Ernie  Ford,  Bob  Dylan,  the
Everly Brothers, the Owen Bra-
dley  Quintet,  Glen  Campbell,
Chet Atkins, Jimmy Wakely, Roy
Acuff,  Rosemary  Clooney  and
Bing Crosby.

Considered country music’s
first  true  duet,  the  Delmore
Brothers  were  elected  into  the
Nashville  Songwriters’  Hall  of
Fame in 1971.

“Time wounds all heels.”

Seen in a Huntsville
 podiatrist’s office
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by Tommy Towery

I  sat  down  and  tried  to  re-
member  something  unique
about  my Christmas memories
as a child growing up in Hunts-
ville in the 1950’s. In my quest I
remembered the toys that I found
under  the  trees  over  the  years
like  the  Fanner  50  cap  gun,
Tinker Toys, Krazy Ikes, and red
American  Building  Bricks  and
real wooden Lincoln Logs. I re-
member the year I got my favor-
ite toy, “Robert the Robot”, who
would walk across the floor  as
you cranked a handle on a pis-
tol grip and would say “I am Rob-
ert  Robot,  mechanical  man;
drive me and steer me, wherever
you can” when you turned a knob
on his back. I remember the toys
that my brother Don got, like the
real football and the electric foot-
ball game and even the Erector
set  with  a  real  electric  motor.
Then there was the year that my
Aunt  Helen  gave  me  a  Goldie

Locks  and  Three  Bears  Avon
soap  set.  That  gift  was  not  ap-
preciated by a boy of eight. I re-
member getting the Captain Gal-
lant  Foreign  Legion  fort  that
came from the Sears catalog that
sold  back  then  for  about  eight
dollars  and  now  goes  for  over
$400 on e-Bay. I wish I had kept
that one. I don’t dare check the
price for the Avon Goldie Locks
and Three Bears soap!

The  toys  were  new  and
unique  to  me,  but  at  the  same
time  I  was  opening  those  pre-
sents under my tree, hundreds,
if  not  thousands  of  other  kids
were  opening  the  same  boxes
with the same toys inside. What
might  be  rare  for  my  block  on
Clinton Street, was common in
many other blocks and neighbor-
hoods not only in Huntsville, but

My Huntsville
Christmas
Memories
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also across the country.
It took a long while to really

recall  something that made my
Christmas  holidays  stand  out
from  all  the  other  kids  on  the
block.  A  smile  came  upon  my
face when I did. It finally dawned
on  me  the  one  thing  that  I  felt
was truly unique in our house.
When our stockings were hung
by the chimney with care on the
night  before  Christmas,  my
brother  and  I  were  the  envy  of
all our friends.

Now to  put  the  story  in  the
right  perspective,  you  have  to
remember that giant Christmas
stockings were not as commer-
cial back in the early ‘50s as they
are  today.  Back  then  stockings
were either normal white socks,
or if you were lucky, you would
have one of the ones made of the
red mesh netting like fruit came
packed in. People didn’t got out
and buy those jumbo size ones
that  are  sold  today.  But  not  in
our  house,  we  had  the
granddaddy  stockings  of  all
stockings.

I  wrote  an  earlier  article
about  how  my  father,  Jack
Towery, stepped on a land mine
at Omaha Beach on D-Day, and
lost  a  leg  as  the  result  of  that
action. It was that bitter lemon
of his life that we used to make
Christmas lemonade, figuratively
speaking.  When  he  was  fitted
with his artificial leg he was given
some big, white cotton stockings
that went to about his mid-thigh

and were designed to cover the
mechanical parts of the wooden
and metal leg so that the moving
parts  would  not  catch  on  the
material of his pants.

I don’t know who started the
tradition or when it was started,
but on Christmas Eve, Don and
I would dig in our father’s sock
drawer and each pull out one of
the big white socks.

The  house  on  East  Clinton
had  real  wooden  mantels,  and
real chimneys. We had to be care-
ful where we hung them because
the fireplace was not just deco-
rative;  it  was  still  used  to  heat
the  house.  As  late  as  1953  the
fireplace  still  burned  coal  that
was hauled in from the coal shed
in the back of the house.

The stockings were hung on
the mantel with large nails which
left holes that are probably still
there today if they left the origi-
nal fireplaces in the house when
they  restored  it.  On  Christmas
day, we would awake to find that
the stockings were bulging and
lumpy with the contents left by
Santa. Back then I was positive
that  I  would  get  more  in  my
stocking than any of my friends
got in theirs.  I  will  never know
for sure, but today I would guess
that those socks could hold close
to five pounds of fruit, nuts, and
candy. They were about three feet
long and as round at the top as
a  leg.  We  didn’t  get  toys  in  our

stockings  back  then,  but  we
loved  the  hard  candy  and  the
nuts the most, and we took great
delight in dumping the contents
onto the floor and examining it.
The  items  I  disliked  the  most
were the Brazil nuts, maybe be-
cause of the slang term used for
them back then. As a kid I could
eat the apples and oranges and
even  the  pecans,  but  I  never
found out how to get a Brazil nut
open.  If  you  hit  it  with  a  ham-
mer  hard  enough  to  crack  the
shell,  you  usually  smashed the
nut inside so bad that you didn’t
want to eat it even if you liked its
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taste.
So  this  year  when  I  see  a

stocking  on  the  mantel,  it  will
mean a little more to me now that
I have remembered those days.
I never knew as a kid what the
cost of those great white stock-
ings really was. I just knew how
lucky  I  was  to  have  it.  I  never
knew  or  appreciated  that  they
were not  bought  in  some fancy
department  store,  but  rather
were bought with the sacrifices
that  my  father  along  with  the
other  members  of  the  Greatest
Generation paid.  Today I am a
retired Air Force officer myself,
and throughout my service years
spent several of my own Christ-
mas  Eves  in  other  countries.
Only now can I see past the fruit
and candy capacity of the large
white  sock  that  I  hung  on  the
mantel, and see the capacity of
honor  and  duty  that  my  father
and his generation possessed for
me to be able to have it. I am now
aware that perhaps the greatest
gift  I  ever received from him is
not the stocking alone. It is the
same gift that another generation

is now receiving from their own
military parents who are serving
our  great  nation  on  foreign
shores. The greatest gift is their
sacrifices  that  give  us  the  free-
dom to hang our stockings, big
or small, on our own mantels on
Christmas Eve. God bless them
all  and  grant  them  a  Merry
Christmas.

One of the things our family
loved to do in the 60’s was to go
Christmas caroling in the back
of a truck, with hay bales to sit
on, quilts to cover up with, and
flashlights to simulate candles. I
have  three  sons  and  we  would
gather all the neighborhood chil-
dren  up  and  invite  any  school
friends  along  with  any  “city”
friends and off we would go. We’d
blow  the  horn  in  front  of  the
houses  and  start  singing.  After
we had visited all the houses in
Killingsworth  Cove,  we  would
return  to  our  house  for  hot
chocolate and cookies and try to
warm up.

I hope I’m still around for the
second generation to take on that
fun  night,  so  they  can  come  to
my house singing.

Christmas in
Killingsworth
Cove

by Penny Osmer
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Bankruptcy

No representation is made that the quality of legal services to be performed
is greater than the quality of legal services performed by other lawyers.

Free Attorney Consultation for

MITCHELL HOWIE
& RUSSELL

533-2400

Do you miss ....

Then we may be the church for you!

Dr. Sonny Kirk, Pastor
Sun. Worship at 11 AM and 6 PM

Home of Oak Place, built by Architect George Steele in 1840
National Register of Historic Places

808 Maysville Road

.... familiar hymns?  .... traditional worship?  .... friendly faces?

.... Gospel preaching?  .... a caring church?

Most  people  can  recall  at
least  one  Christmas  with  the
much  wished-for  newly  fallen
snow, the most beautiful Christ-
mas tree, the perfect present and
their  favorite  foods  prepared
with family gathered around; but
how many can remember a year
when  Santa’s  presents  were
opened  early  while  sitting  “un-
der” the lampshade?

When I was eight and living
in  Evansville,  Indiana,  my
Mother was very homesick to be
with  her  parents,  siblings  and
extended  family  for  Christmas.
So,  my  Daddy  decided  that  we
would make the trip to Tennes-
see  for  the  holidays;  but  what
would they do about Santa com-
ing, a tree and gifts for their only
daughter?  Well,  as  luck  would
have it, one of my mother’s sis-
ters, who was the craft queen of
the time, told her about the lat-
est  trend  in  decorating
lampshades for Christmas. No,
you didn’t just hang garland on
the shade. You ripped the mate-
rial off  the frame - mind you it
had to be an old lamp -  spray-
painted  it  green,  wrapped  gar-
land around all the wires of the

frame and THEN you hung your
favorite  ornaments  on  the  top
and bottom wires.

Needless to say, I was not a
happy child when I learned that
this was going to be our “Christ-
mas tree”. I was even more con-
fused  when  I  heard  that  Santa
would have to be contacted to see
if  he  could  put  in  an  early  ap-
pearance at our house before we
left.  Everything  did  come  to-
gether.  I  got  exactly  what  I’d
wished for that year and we did
have a great time with my grand-
parents, aunts, uncles and cous-
ins. It even made me appreciate

things in life that I’d probably not
otherwise  have  liked.  The  next
Christmas season that was put
to the test. Mother bought an alu-
minum  tree.....  boy,  did  I  ever
enjoy decorating it.

I didn’t dare complain about
it not being the kind of tree ev-
eryone  else  had  ...I  was  afraid
she’d  pull  out  the  lampshade
again.

The
Lampshade
Christmas
by Barbara (Mrs. Chuck) Saunders

Why is it, in golf, when you
tell yourself not to hit the
ball into the water, your

 body only seems to hear the
 word “water”?
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Tim McNeese - Loan Officer

In the early 1950’s in Hunts-
ville,  there  was  one  singular
event that always represented the
beginning of the Christmas sea-
son for all  of  us kids. It  wasn’t
store sales or music on the ra-
dio. It was  a  magnificent
sleigh, with Santa, complete with
reindeer.

For year after year the tradi-
tion was the same, and every kid
looked forward to it as much as
any  event  of  the  season.  We’d
pack  up  in  the  car,  drive  west
down Randolph Ave. downtown,
til  we  came  to  the  corner  of
Randolph and West Side Square,
where  the  Henderson  National

bank  was.  If  you  kept  on  driv-
ing,  down that steep hill,  it  be-
came Spring St.

And there it would be. At the
bottom of the hill, on top of the
John Deere Tractor Co. building,
was  a  full-size  sleigh  pulled  by
reindeer, and sitting in the sleigh
was Santa. The sleigh was out-
lined with moving lights, and the
effect was dazzling.  It was just
as if Santa and his reindeer were
racing through the night.

As we slowly drove down the
street it appeared as if the sleigh
was taking off into the night.
I’ll  never  forget  it,  nor  will  the

The
Christmas
Sleigh

by John Shaver

We only got Big Red Delicious
apples around Christmas. They
were shipped to coun-
try  stores  in  a  wood

Apples and
Bird Houses

by Bill Russell

crate. Each apple was wrapped
individually with a thin piece of
paper and was sold for five cents
each or six for twenty five cents.

The merchant allegedly made
a profit at these prices.

My Dad was Tom Russell and
owned a  store  out  on Hwy.  36,
therefore I got to keep the boxes
and enjoy the first shipment. The
wood  was  used  to  make  bird
houses.  Dad  would  carefully
open the wooden boxes so as not
to damage the beautiful wood.

Jack’s
Toy Store

Specializing in the service
& restoration of fine
British automobiles.

3102 10th Av. SW (256) 535-0703
Huntsville, Alabama
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964 Airport Rd. - next door to Luciano
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The  first  person  to  correctly
identify  the  family  shown  below,
wins a free breakfast from Eunice's
Country Kitchen.

Hint: One of the little girls is now
a well known, and beautiful, lady.

With pearls of wisdom
contributed by the Liar's Table

Well,  it’s  the holiday season
again. Boy, time has flown by this
past year!

I’m  still  here  at  the  Big
Spring Specialty Care Center,
but when you consider the alter-
natives  I  suppose  I’m doing  all
right. I sure do miss my friends
at the restaurant though.  I want
to thank all the people who have
been so kind to me and sent me
cards, flowers and phone calls.
Two walls of my room are com-
pletely  covered with cards.   So
many of my dear friends stopped
by that I could move the Liar’s
Table here if I had a coffee pot.

Kathy Lockridge, a physical
therapist from Crestwood Medi-
cal  Center,  guessed  the  picture
of last month.  It was our good
friend,  the  handsome  Donny
Lewter, and she said she knew
right away it was him!  Kathy as
soon as I  open back up I  want
you to come in for your hot coun-
try ham breakfast!

Mushianah  Sales,  niece  of
Catherine Wilson, is a freshman
at Oakwood college.  Mushianah
hails from Durham, North Caro-

lina and sure does love her aunt’s
wonderful homemade jellies and
jams!

Sheriff Blake Dorning came
to  see  me.   He’s  doing  such  a
great job and is the nicest man
you’ll ever meet.

My  prayers  go  out  to  Mrs.
Joe Reid - she hasn’t been feel-
ing too well lately.

Mrs. Bell, mother of Judge
Billy Bell, had surgery recently
in Mobile and we are so happy
to say that she is doing well.

I was sad to hear that a good
friend of mine died recently - Mr.
Ellis Owens - our sympathy goes
out to his family and friends.

If  you’ve  driven  downtown
recently you’ve seen all the holi-
day decorations going up around
the square - we sure do love this
time of year downtown!

Patty Smith’s husband had
a stroke recently and was in the
hospital for a while.  We’re think-
ing of you both, Patty.

Mike  and  Ted  Whisenant,
sons  of  Joe  Whisenant,  both
married  their  sweethearts  in
November.

Lincoln  Smith,  minister  of
Twickenham Church of Christ,
told us that his mother died re-
cently.  Our love goes out to you.

There are so many of us these
days who are suffering from ar-
thritis, and I wanted you to know
something that happened to me.
For years I took various arthri-
tis medicines to help control the
pain,  but  recently  stopped tak-
ing them altogether because they
just  didn’t  make  me  feel  up  to
par.   When  my  doctor  told  me
that my kidney’s were failing, it
turns  out  that  he  believes  the
cause  to  be  the  arthritis  medi-
cine.  It is different for everyone,
of  course,  but  just  be  careful
about what you take and talk to
your doctor about it.

Brice and Dolly Davis came
by to see me - they are the par-
ents of Jan Davis, the astronaut.

Our  mayor,  Miss  Loretta,
has  been  by  several  times  to
check on me.  By the way, I have
heard so many comments from
visitors  to  our  city,  about  how
clean and beautiful Huntsville is.
I  have to say,  I  think it  takes a
woman to really clean up!  She
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536-0734

Unusual trees, shrubs,
 flowers and unique

statuaries & accessorires

813 Meridian St.

is sure a  hardworking lady.
Byron Laird and his sweetie

Tilly visited me and they’re do-
ing well.  Then I looked up one
day  and  there  was  my  good
friend Bud Cramer - he is work-
ing so hard and it was great to
see him.  Mark Russell came by
to talk, and I’ve seen Mark Young
and his Julie several times.

Steve and Bonnie Hettinger
are busier  than ever.  Bonnie  is
still involved in real estate.  Ed
Starnes came by - he has painted
some  wonderful  oil  paintings
and  his  work  is  on  display  in
galleries throughout the world.

I hear that people are losing
weight  all  over  town  because  I
haven’t  been  feeding  them
breakfast!  I’m not sure I believe
that but I hear good things about
a new breakfast place in town -
the Blue Plate Cafe.   Anything
David  Martin  gets  involved  in
pretty  much  turns  to  gold  -  he
has the Steak-out’s and Rosie’s.
Congratulations to him and his
partners on the new restaurant
(but I hear my biscuits are still
the best!)

Hello to Jean Reid - I think
about you all the time and I love
you very much.  Joe, I know it’s
been tough on you too.

I hear some rumors that Jeff
Enfinger  just  may  be  the  next
Alabama governor.  I know if that
happens,  he’ll  sure  be  a  good
one.

Heard that Tim Morgan had
a big fund-raiser at the Heritage
Club the other night - the place
was packed.  We hear that some-
one has thrown their hat in the
ring to run against  him -  more
about that later! They’re going to
have a hard time beating Tim.

I was sad to hear that Sonny
Osborne  has  cancer,  and  my
prayers are with you every day.

My  dear  friend  Joe
Whisenant, ex-sheriff, has taken
up cooking now that he’s turned
his  badge  in  -  I  hear  that  he’s
gained a few pounds but I sure
couldn’t tell it!

We hear Sam Keith’s daugh-
ter Rebekka is pregnant with her
first  child  -  his  other  daughter
Leanna  should  have  her  first
baby any day now - Sam will sure
make  a  fine  grandpa.   Buck
Watson  is  the  other  Grandpa
and he will be a great one too!

I  wanted  to  say  hello  to
Leonard  Adcock  who  recently
had bypass surgery - we’re think-
ing about you and know you’ll get
back in shape real soon.

Well,  it’s  almost  Chrismas
and  the  lights  and  decorations
are so pretty. Everyone is so wor-
ried  about  buying  the  perfect
Christmas present but the best
present is one that doesn’t cost
anything.  And,  it’s  worth  more
than all the money in the world.
Just give someone a hug and tell
them that you love them.

Have a Merry Christmas and
remember that I love all of you.
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RECIPESRECIPESRECIPESRECIPESRECIPES

Christmas  ConfectionsChristmas  ConfectionsChristmas  ConfectionsChristmas  ConfectionsChristmas  Confections

Good Fresh Food In A Fresh New Atmosphere

FIVE POINTS RESTAURANT
"Under New Ownership - Scott & Cheryl Huber"

Plate Lunches
Served From 11:00am - 2:00pm

Your Choice Of
One Meat

and Vegetables
$4.99

Breakfast Specials
Two Fresh eggs, any style, Bologna, Bacon or Sausage,
Grits or Gravy, Biscuit & Jelly $2.99
Country Ham Breakfast $5.89

816 Wellman Ave.  534-7752
Located in Historic Five Points

ONE BLOCK OFF ANDREW JACKSON

BakBakBakBakBaker’s  Christmas  Cookieser’s  Christmas  Cookieser’s  Christmas  Cookieser’s  Christmas  Cookieser’s  Christmas  Cookies
4 oz. cream cheese
1/2 c. butter
1 c. flour
1/2 lb. pecan halves
1 bag caramels, unwrapped
12 oz. chococate chips
non-pareils
Place softened cream cheese

and butter in a bowl, add flour
to form a dough. Chill dough in
refrigerator. Roll out and cut with
a 2" circle cookie cutter. Place on
greased  cookie  sheet  and  bake
at 400° for 12 minutes. Remove
from  oven,  place  1/2  pecan  on
each circle. Place a caramel on
top of each pecan. Return cook-
ies  to  oven  and  watch  closely.
Remove  from  oven  when  cara-
mels have melted. Lightly flatten
caramels with a buttered knife.
Melt chocolate chips in a double
boiler or microwave. Stir melted
chips and spread on top of each
melted  caramel.  Sprinkle  non-

pareils  on  top  of  warm melted
chocolate.

FlorentinesFlorentinesFlorentinesFlorentinesFlorentines
1/2 c. heavy cream
1/2 c. sugar
1  c.  almonds  or  hazelnuts,

finely chopped
1/4 lb. candied orange peel,

finely chopped
1/4 c. flour
pinch salt
 ICING
8 oz. semi-sweet chocolate
2 T. cream or water
Mix  all  ingredients  together

and arrange 2 inches apart,  by
teaspoonfuls,  on  baking  sheet.
Flatten each with a knife dipped
in cold water.

Bake  about  10  minutes,  or
until browned around the edges.
Cool, flat side up, on racks, then
spread  with  chocolate  icing.
Icing: Melt chocolate in a double
boiler; add cream or water. Stir
until smooth and spread on the
flat side of the cookies.

FFFFFruit  Nut Wruit  Nut Wruit  Nut Wruit  Nut Wruit  Nut Wreathsreathsreathsreathsreaths
1 c. soft butter
1/2  c.  light  brown  sugar,

firmly packed
1 egg
2 c. sifted plain flour
1/2 t. baking powder
1 c. rolled oats
1/4 c. finely chopped pecans
1/4  c.  marachino  cherries,

finely chopped
Confectioner’s  sugar  icing,

thin
Flaked coconut
Beat butter until creamy; add

sugar  gradually,  beating  until
light and fluffy. Beat in egg. Sift
flour  and  baking  powder  to-
gether; stir into butter mixture.
Stir  in  oats,  nuts  and chopped
cherries.  Shape  into  wreaths.
Bake on ungreased cookie sheets
at 350 degrees for 12 to 15 min-
utes. When cool, frost with a thin
confectioner’s  sugar  icing.
Sprinkle with coconut and deco-
rate  with  additional  chopped
pieces of candied cherries.
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Restaurant With
The Trains!

883-7656
Country Cooking

Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner
Mon. - Fri. 6:30 am - 9:00 pm

Closed Sundays

975-E Airport Road

Orange  BallsOrange  BallsOrange  BallsOrange  BallsOrange  Balls
12 oz. vanilla wafer cookies,

crushed
1 c. confectioner’s sugar
1/4 c. butter, softened
1/2  c.  orange  juice  concen-

trate, thawed
1/2 t. vanilla
1 c. chopped vanilla
Extra  confectioner’s  sugar

and/or coconut
  Combine  crumbs  and

sugar;  blend  in  butter.  Stir  in
orange  juice  concentrate;  add
vanilla and nuts. Shape mixture
into  bite-sized  balls;  shake  in
plastic bag with additional con-
fectioners’ sugar or coconut. Ar-
range orange balls in single layer
on  tray;  store  uncovered  over-
night in refrigerator for best fla-
vor. Makes 36 - 40 balls.

RRRRReindeer  Candyeindeer  Candyeindeer  Candyeindeer  Candyeindeer  Candy
1 pkg. peanut butter cookie

mix
1/3 c. vegetable oil
1 egg
60  miniature  pretzel  twists

for antlers
60  semi-sweet  chocolate

chips for eyes
30 red hot candies for noses
 Combine cookie mix, oil and

egg.  Beat  until  well  blended.
Shape into a 7 1/2 inch roll; wrap
in  plastic  wrap.  Refrigerate  for
about  1  hour.  Unwrap  and  cut
into  1/4"  slices.  Place  2  inches
apart  on  ungreased  cookie
sheets. Using thumb and forefin-
ger, make a slight indention one-

third of the way down the sides
of each slice. Press in pretzels for
antlers, chocolate chips for eyes
and a red hot for the nose. Bake
at 350 degrees for 9-11 minutes
or  until  light  brown.  Cool.
Note  -  you  can  substitute  any
peanut butter cookie recipe for
the cookie mix, oil and egg.

Easy Cherry Rum BallsEasy Cherry Rum BallsEasy Cherry Rum BallsEasy Cherry Rum BallsEasy Cherry Rum Balls
2  c.  vanilla  wafers,  finely

crushed
1 c. powdered sugar
1/2 c. marachino cherries
1 c. chopped pecans
1/4 c. rum
3 T. corn syrup
2 T. butter, melted
1/4 c. powdered sugar
  In medium bowl, combine

crushed wafers , 1 cup powdered
sugar, cherries, and pecans. Add
rum,  syrup  and  butter.  Blend
well. Shape into 1 inch balls. Roll
in powdered sugar.

TTTTToasted  Almond  Candyoasted  Almond  Candyoasted  Almond  Candyoasted  Almond  Candyoasted  Almond  Candy
6 sq. vanilla almond bark
1 c. milk chocolate chips
1/4 c. semi-sweet chips
2 T. Kahlua (coffee liquor)
1/2 t. almond extract
1 c. sliced almonds, toasted
  Combine ingredients except

almonds in a saucepan and melt
over  low  heat,  stirring.  When
melted, stir in almonds (mixture
will be thick). Turn into a lightly
buttered loaf pan and pat in. In-
vert to a piece of wax paper ap-
proximately  14 to 16 inches in

length. Gently pat candy to flat-
ten with hands or by placing an-
other piece of wax paper over it
and  going  over  it  gently  with  a
rolling  pin.  Freeze  for  10  min-
utes, until hardened. Store in a
container in the refrigerator.
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Madison Interior
Consignment

402 Celtic Drive  - Madison

774-3493

Antiques - Glassware
Interior Decor
High End Home Furnishings
Booths available for display
New Items Arriving Daily!

by Newman Ward

I’ll never forget that most wonderful 1924 Christ-
mas when I was eight years old.

I had never asked for or expected such a great
Christmas. We didn’t ask Santa for specific presents.
Instead, we just hoped that we would get something,
something  special  that  every  kid  would  want  and
like.

I  had been learning to  ride a  bike by paying a
neighbor a nickel to rent his bike for an hour. Coker
Hayes was the Baptist minister’s son and he rented
out his bike. It was full size, and I couldn’t reach the
pedals to ride it like an adult would. I had to pedal
with my leg going under the bar, so falls were com-
monplace.... but I was riding a bike. Hot dog!

Christmas Eve was special. The West Huntsville
Methodist Church always had a Christmas Eve pro-
gram. The folks there would give everybody a bag
with an apple, an orange, some nuts, and pieces of
hard candy. We always looked forward to getting this.
Fresh fruit in winter was a rarity back then. We  sang
the wonderful Christmas carols and all went home
happy with the Christmas spirit.

Christmas morning finally came and Earleen, my

The Bicycle
sister, and I ran to the  parlor. By the tree was a
beautiful red bike. We weren’t sure who it was
for until we found the tag—for me. A grand new
bike, and I believe that I was more pleased and
happier than a son getting a new car these days.
A bike needed no license, no gas or oil, or bat-
teries, or spare parts.

I rode that bike for many years. During the
80 years since then I’ve had two or three other
bikes, but there never was a thrill like that first
one. I  hope that all of you has a jolly, merry,
wonderful  Huntsville  Christmas  this  year!
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Billiards - Live Entertainment -Fine Food & Spirits

2703 University Drive - 534-6000

at Lincoln Center

Tickets available at Shavers Book Store & Lincoln Center
Antique Mall or call 536-3117

1216 Meridian St.

Corporate parties are invited; call now to reserve
your company party.  Call  536-3434 or 536-3117 to
reserve your tickets.

Billiard Street Cafe

ASK HOW TO SHARE IN STOCK MARKET
GAINS & AND NOT TAKE ANY

OF THE LOSSES.

December 4, 5, 6 (2:30 and 8 pm), 7 (2:30 Matinee),
11,12,13 (2:30 and 8 pm)

Today’s  children  have  their
role models and heroes whether
they are country singers, movie
actors  or  sports  personalities.
Some of  these  failed  miserably
in  setting  examples  for  the
people who are emulating them.
For  example,  Britney  Spears,
Cobe Bryant and a host of oth-
ers.

When I was growing up I had
my own role models and heroes.
Six of them. They were my older
brothers, as I was the youngest
of seven boys, one might say the
last twig on the vine. I never did
feel  as though I  could measure
up to the examples these six boys
set before me.

The  role  model  I  want  to
write about at this time is the old-
est of my brothers, Robert.

Robert was born in the year
1910. He was the second child
of  my  mother  and  father.  The
first was a beautiful little girl who
died  before  she  was  two  years
old.  Robert  almost  met  a  simi-
lar fate when just a young baby.
My  parent’s  house  burned  and
my  Mother  risked  her  own  life

My Role
Models

by Malcolm W. Miller

by  rushing  into  the  burning
flames and snatching the infant,
Robert, from a certain death.

From that point on it seems
that  life  was  rough  for  Robert.
My parents were sharecroppers
and Robert, being the eldest in
the family, had to shoulder a very
heavy load from early childhood.
He only went through the fourth
or fifth grade in school although
it  has been said he was one of
the smartest in his class, how-
ever, because he was needed so
desperately to shoulder a large
amount  of  the  farm  work,  he
stopped attending school at an
early age.

Robert,  to  my  knowledge,
never smoked a cigarette or had
a drink of alcohol in his 93 years
of life. That in itself is something
to be proud of.

When I was
six  years  old
Robert brought
about  the  big-
gest  change  in
my  young  life.
That is when he
brought  his
new  bride,
Beulah “Boots”
Campbell home
to live  with us.
He  had  been
courting her for
several months
by riding his bi-
cycle  to  her

home in Chase. I shall never for-
get  that  day.  We were  all  in  the
yard, the older boys were cutting
wood  and  when  we  saw  the
couple  walking  down  the  road
there was back slapping, cheer-
ing and finally we all actually ran
for cover.

Having another woman in the
house  was  quite  an  experience
for  me.  All  I  had  known  previ-
ously in the way of the softer sex
was my Mother, and I was fasci-
nated  by  this  addition  to  our
home. Can you imagine how hard
it  must  have  been  for  Boots  to
move into a small tenant house
with Mom, Dad and seven broth-
ers?  However,  we  all  adjusted
real well over time. I know I must
have pestered Robert and Boots
something awful, because every-

“A Mill Village Christmas”
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428-9400  -  www.fbchsv.org
"Your Place For Life"

600 Governors Drive
just East of Mem. Pkwy

First Baptist

Sunday
9:00 Bible Study
10:30 Worship (Broadcast live
on WHNT Channel 19)
5:00 Discipleship Training
6:30 Worship
Wednesday
5:00 Fellowship Supper
5:45 Prayer Meeting

Church

where  they  went  there  I  was.
Whether  it  was  fishing  on  the
creek bank or in their room just
being a general six-year-old nui-
sance. Thinking back they must
have had a lot of patience to put
up with me.

Later  their  beautiful  baby,
little  Barbara  June,  was  born,
when I was nine years old. Her
untimely death at three months
of age seemed so utterly unfair
to me. Robert and Boots and the
entire family were devastated for
a  time,  however  this  young
couple had the strength to move
on.  Later  on  another  daughter,
Faye, and a son David were born
to brighten their lives.

One of my favorite memories
of  Robert  is  going  to  the  A&P
store on Green Street with him
as  a  small  boy,  purchasing  a
pound of hoop cheese and some
crackers and sitting on the Court
House  steps  on  the  East  side
eating  the  cheese  and crackers
and  listening  to  three  different
preachers all preaching different
sermons.

Robert  never  had  the  finer
things  in  life  that  some  people

enjoy.  You  know  I  believe  he
wanted it  that  way,  like  my Fa-
ther  he  seemed  to  want  to  do
things the old way and the hard
way. He never owned a automo-
bile  until  he was a much older
man. He never lived in a house
with air conditioning. He would
not use a tiller in the garden, only
a  hoe,  because  that  is  the  way
Papa did it.  He often corrected
me for wearing a cap or hat in-
side a building or even when eat-
ing outside, because that is the
way Papa taught us. Even today
when I start to eat at home or in
a  restaurant  I  think  of  Robert
and remove my hat. That is what
I call a lasting influence.

In Robert’s later years, influ-
enced  by  Boots,  he  became  a
devout  Christian  and  church
member.  The  influence  of  that
Christian life was largely the rea-
son their son, David, became a
minister.

Finally,  in  his  later  years,
Robert gave up farming and went
to  work  for  Madison  County
hauling  gravel.  He  probably
made more money at that time
than he had ever made in his life.

Later on, after he retired from
the  county,  he  started  raising
produce  and  selling  it  at  the
Madison  County  Farmer’s  Mar-
ket.  He  was  a  fixture  there  for
many years.

Robert was well loved and re-
spected in the community and by
his church family. At age 93 he
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still would get up before the con-
gregation at the Little Fellowship
Baptist Church and sing his fa-
vorite song, “The Land Where We
Will  Never Grow Old”  and play
his harmonica.

Robert  passed  away  earlier
this year at the young age of 93.
About  a  week  before  his  death
he was still seen plowing his gar-
den  on  his  old  Farmall  tractor
When  Boots  had  passed  away
years earlier, he had threatened
to take a sleeping bag to the cem-
etery  and  sleep  beside  her.  As
Robert lay dying with his family
gathered around he told them he
could see Boots standing, plead-
ing  with  him  to  come  join  her.
Now I feel certain they both are
there  together  in  a  world  with-
out sorrow or turmoil that they
both  knew  in  this  life  here  on
earth.  Robert  was  truly  a  role
model for me and many others.

Licensed - Insured
References - Free Estimates

This  is  a  story  that  John
Halloway swears is true.

When  he  first  moved  to  Ala-
bama from Chicago,  in  1959,  he
was stopped by a policeman near
Hazel  Green  at  2  o’clock  in  the
morning. John had been driving all
day and most of the night and was
looking pretty rough.

After he pulled over to the side
of the road, the policeman walked
up, shined a flashlight in his face
and asked where he was going.

“To Huntsville,” replied John.
“Boy, you been drinking?”
“No sir.”
“Where you from, boy?”
“Chicago, sir.”
“Don’t  lie  to  me,  boy.  I  seen

them Illinois tags on your car.”

Mistaken Identity

Why is it we only have 2
people to choose from for
President, and 53 for Miss

America?

Miss Mamie Nolan of Holmes
Ave.  has  been  in  the  habit  of
drinking water directly from the
aqueduct by putting her mouth
to the tap. She will not do it any-
more,  however,  for  she  had  an
experience  today  that  showed
her the folly of such a course.

While  she  was  drinking,  a
water  snake  about  ten  inches
long passed through the faucet,
and  went  halfway  down  her
throat.  She  could  not  yell,  but
she managed to attract attention
by throwing herself down on the
floor and kicking.

The  snake  was  pulled  from
her throat, and she fully recov-
ered from her fright in an hour,
but her throat is still sore.

From  1913  Huntsville
newspaper

Woman
Swallows
Snake

I love being married.  It’s so
great to find that one special

someone that you want to
annoy for the rest of your life!

Sandy Baker

1/2 price sale in process on selected
clearance items, mention this ad and
receive 10% off entire purchase
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Antiques
Books - Paper Items

Postcards - Linens - Quilts
Pottery - China - Glassware

Sterling Silver - Jewelry
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Hours: Mon - Sat 10 - 5 Sun. 1 - 5

Visit us at our website:
www.gibsonbooks.com

Cream together  1  cup  mar-
garine and 1/2 cup sugar, Add 1
tablespoon  each  of  vanilla  and
lemon  flavoring,  six  egg  yolks
and 2 cups white flour. Blend.

Fruit Mix
Sprinkle  2  pounds  candied

fruit  mixture  with  1/2  cup  of
flour,  coating  fruit  so  it  sepa-
rates.  Add  one  pound  each  of
raisins and pecans to fruit mix.

In  large  bowl  mix  fruit  mix
with batter - this is a heavy mix.

Whip 6 egg whites with cream
of tartar to stiffen it, and fold this
mixture  into  the  batter  &  fruit
mix.  (Suggest  using  10  inch
stainless steel fry pan, lined with
wax paper, with 2" diameter can
wrapped with wax paper in cen-
ter of pan)

Spoon  in  batter  and  add
whole pecans on top, cover and
seal with aluminum foil. Bake at
250 for 2 1/2 hours, remove foil
and cook for additional 1/2 hour

till top is brown.
Turn  cake  out  onto  cooling

rack and remove wax paper, let
cake cool.

Put cake in airtight container
bottom side up. Pour 1/2 cup of
the  best  Cream  Sherry  wine
available  over  cake  and  seal.
Check in one week and pour 1/2
cup  of  the  Sherry  over  cake.
Check cake in another week and
flip so bottom side is down - add
more Sherry if not moist.

Brandy or Rum may be used
instead  of  the  Sherry.  Cake
should be seasoned at least three
weeks  -  suggest  making  it  at
Thanksgiving  and  serving  at
Christmas.

Best Old Fashioned Fruit Cake

I live in my own little world.
But it’s OK - they know me

here.

Located 2 blocks from Huntsville Hospital - 2 blocks from
Huntsville Library - behind 1st Baptist Church

(256) 539-5111

We have all the care you need!

Big Springs Specialty Care Center



26Old Huntsville Page

Star Market
and Pharmacy

Your Friendly Neighborhood
Pharmacy & Grocery Store

Located In Historic Five Points

Metal Roofing
Your Permanent Lifetime Solution!

Standing Seam - Hidden Fasteners

118 Spacegate Drive  -  Huntsville, Al 35806
Phone 859-4440  -  Fax 859-4441

website: www.naapinc.com

Serving
Huntsville
Since 1975
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* Seamless Gutters
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* Florida Rooms
* Screen Enclosures
* Window Replacement
* All Work Covered By Warranty
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702 Pratt Ave.     534-4509

I might as well begin back as
far as I  can remember and tell
you about myself. I was born in
Jackson  County,  Alabama  and
my mother was Elizabeth Cole,
her being a slave of  Dr.  Robert
Cole.  She  was  a  family  nurse.
She nursed all  the six children
of Marster Cole.

We lived in the house, in one
room, with Marster Cole, as my
mother  was  the  nurse  and
housekeeper.  We  always  had  a
good  bed  to  sleep  in  and  good
things to eat. We would eat at the
same table as Marster Cole and
his family eat at, only after they
gits through eatin’ first.

I was raised up with the Cole
chilluns and played with them all
the  time.  We  was  all  the  time
climbing trees in the yard, and
as I got older, they jest gradually
puts  more  work  and  heavier
work  on  me.  Marster  Cole
started us out working by toting
in wood and kindlin and toting
water and such odd jobs. Then,
later on, as we got older, we had
to  feed  the  hogs,  the  cows,
horses, goats, and chickens. All
this kind of work was for boys
too  young  for  heavy  work.  Of
course,  we  had  to  pick  cotton
every fall, as soon as we got big

enough to pick, and put the cot-
ton  in  baskets.  These  baskets
would hold about seventy-five to
one hundred pounds. The little
children would pick and put the
cotton  in  a  basket  with  some
older person,  so the older  per-
son could move the basket along.

Then,  when  a  slave  gets
grown, he is jest like a mule. He
works  for  his  grub  and  a  few
clothes and works jest as hard
as a mule. Some of the slaves on
the  plantation  near  ours  didn’t
have as easy a time as the mules,

for the mules was fed good, but
the slaves likes to have starved
to death; the marster jest gives
them enough to eat to keep them
alive.

When  I  was  a  young  boy,
some other boys and I would go
possum hunting and coon hunt-
ing in the daytime, and the men
and  us  boys  would  go  hunting
sometimes  at  night,  and  we
would skin them and stretch the
hides and the white folks would
sell  the  hides  and  give  us  the
money. I always gives my money

Slave
Memories of
Thomas Cole

Taken from a 1932 interview
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to my mother and she would save
it fer me till I get enough. Then,
she  would  go  to  town  with  the
mistress, to Huntsville, Alabama,
and  buy  me  a  pair  of  shoes,  a
hat,  and  a  pair  of  Sunday
britches. All these we called Sun-
day clothes, and we did not wear
them unless we went to church.
Missus  Cole  always  helped  my
mother do the buying, cause my
mother  couldn’t  count  money
good.

One thing ‘bout Marster Cole:
he  shore  seen  after  his  slaves
when they  was sick.  And when
he starts doctoring one of them,
they  usually  gits  well,  too.  He
never lost but two, and they was
ole people and ready to die, but
he hated to lose them just as bad
as he would a young stout man.
Marster  Cole  he  had  one  big,
stout,  healthy-looking  slave,
about  six  feet  four  inches  tall,
and weighed round two hundred
and  ten  pounds,  that  he  gives
three  thousand  dollars  fer.
Marster  Cole  and  a  man  from
Mississippi and one from Loui-
siana  was  all  bidding  on  this
man, and Marster Cole bid him
in  at  three  thousand  dollars.
This slave shore was a powerful
man and was easy to control, too.
He shore was glad that Marster
Cole  bought  him.  Marster  Cole
thought lots of this slave, but he

hates to lose them ole ones jest
as bad.

They was a man and his wife.
When  slaves  gits  ole,  they  gits
cheap,  just  like  a  ole  mule.
Sometimes  you  couldn’t  sell
them,  ‘cause  they  wasn’t  fit  fer
nothing’.  But  when  this  ole
couple died, he had coffins made
and carried them out  and bur-
ied them. After one of the slave
parsons  preached  the  funeral,
they  was  buried  on  the  planta-
tion,  and rocks was put  up fer
tombstones.

Marster  Cole  never  sole  a
slave,  iffen  they  acted  half  way
right. But iffen they gits unruly,
he always carries them off to sell
them.  He
bought  six
slaves  that  I
knows of, and
he gives from
four hundred
to three thou-
sand  a  piece
fer them.

The  first
time  I  mar-
ried I marries
Nancy  Eliza
Reed, in Chat-
tanooga, Ten-
nessee,  right
after the War.
We  lived  to-
gether  fer

thirty-two  years,  and  she  died
with malaria. All this happened
after Freedom. If I had married
before Marster Cole died, I would
have  had  to  be  married  by  the
parson,  cause  that  was  one  of
Marster  Cole’s  rules:  he  didn’t
allow none of this jest living to-
gether.  When  one  of  the  slaves
wants  to  get  married,  he  takes
them to a  parson and they gits
married. I has thought about this
lots,  since  Freedom,  and  I  be-
lieves Marster Cole was so smart
a man he could looks ahead and
sees Freedom. That is the reason
he treated his slaves the way he
did.

Marster  Cole  was  a  smart
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man,  and  he  was  a  good  man
with it. He was ‘bout five feet ten
inches tall, blue-eyed and brown-
haired,  and weighed about  one
hundred sixty pounds. This man
had  respect  fer  other  people’s
feelin’s. He treated his slaves like
they was human being’s, instead
of dumb brutes. He allowed his
slaves more privileges then any
other  slaveholther  round  that
part of the country, and he tried
to  learn  them  how  to  make
money and how to counts money.
He tried to learn them all what a
person could sell. He was one of
the best men I ever knows in my
whole life, and his wife was jest
likes him. Missus Cole shore was
nice to all the woman slaves. She
gives all them a new dress every
spring jest as shore as the spring
rolls  around.  An’  she  always
helps all  the slave women with
their  buyin,  and  sold  all  their
chickens  and  eggs,  and  gives
them every cent of the money that
was coming’ to them.

The slaves was woke up ev-
ery morning at  four thirty by a
slave blowing a horn. Breakfast
is eat, and the men folks goes on
to the fields, and as soon as the

women  finished  up  the  house
work and takes care of  the ba-
bies, they comes to work, too. All
the slaves carried their dinner to
the field with them, and iffen you
puts it where the ants or a varmit
can git it, that is your hard luck.
We all works till noon, then we
eats our dinner in the shade and
rest bout an hour and half, iffen
it is very hot.

Some of the slaves was pretty
smart fer the chance they had to
gits any education. Iffen some of
the white folks likes a slave, or
they had some chilluns that likes
a  slave,  they  would  learn  him
how to read and write, and that
slave would learn another one to
read  and  write,  iffen  he  could.
But  some  of  them  shore  was
thick-headed.  You  jest  couldn’t
learn them nothing.

I has an awful time learning,
myself. Marster Cole learned me
to read and write, and I is slow
with it yet, but jest give me more
time  and  I  will  get  it  done.
Marster Cole’s boys tole me more
times than I got fingers and toes
that  I  was  too  thickheaded  to
learn anything, but I jest kept on
trying and finally got on to it, jest

gittin’ a little at a time.
The way most of us learns to

read  is  the  Bible.  One  of  the
slaves would learn to read, and
he  would  read  the  Bible  to  the
rest of them, or as many as wants
to listen to him, and finally an-
other one would wants to learn
to read and he would learn him
a little. Marster Cole was awful
good about this. But some of the
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HunterDouglas and more!
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Blinds - Shades - Shutters
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  Free Estimates - Expert Installation

For all your window solutions, call:

551-0845
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slave owners would not allow any
of  the slaves to own a Bible  or
have one round the  plantation.
And iffen they ketched one with
a Bible, they would takes it away
from him. Most every Saturday
night  and  Sunday  after  dinner,
Uncle Dan would read the Bible
to  the  rest  of  us  and  tell  the
meaning  of  it.  Uncle  Dan  was
awful  ole.  He  didn’t  know  how
ole  he  was,  and  Marster  didn’t
know  either,  but  he  was  grey-
headed  and  his  whiskers  was
jest  as  white  as  his  hair.  Uncle
Dan  could  read  good,  and  he
could  write  good,  too,  and  he
knew the Bible about as good as
anybody I ever saw. He could sit
down with his Bible, and reads
a verse in there anywhere,  and
tells you jest what it means.

Marster Cole always gives all
his slaves a pass to go to church,
and everybody knew it and they
wouldn’t  bother  us.  The  white
folks would let the slaves join the
same church as they was in, and
they got lots of joiners among the
slaves. And I has seen as many
as fifty slaves, and I say half that
many white people, baptized at
one time. They would find a pond
or  hole  in  the  river,  shallow
enough fer baptizing and where
the rest could stand round and
look  on.  All  the  slaves  would
stand outside and hears the par-
son preach till he calls for join-
ers,  and then they  would go in
the  water,  they  would  all  go  to
shouting.

What  the  baptizings  comes
off, it was almost like going to a
circus. People comes from every-
where.  That  was  the  biggest
crowd I ever seen. The baptizings
was at a big tank and people was
all around it. They was all sing-
ing  songs,  and  the  preacher
preached and prayed, and every-
body takes dinner and has a big
time. That baptizing was the last
one Marster Cole went to, as he
took sick right after that, and he
was sick for a long time. Some-
thing was wrong with his stom-

ach - I believe they said gallblad-
der or something like that.

Anyway,  Marster  Cole  was
sick  fer  a  long,  long  time.  My
mother  nursed  him  night  and
day as long as he was sick. They
had  doctors  from  all  over  the
country come, and they all gives
him medicine and doctored him,
but  the  Lord  had  called  him,  I
guess,  and  those
doctors  couldn’t
do him any good,
for the next sum-
mer he dies.

They has a big
funeral  sermon
fer  him  at  the
plantation,  and
all the slaves was
at  the  house.  We
all  lined  up  and
marched  by  the
coffin  and  looks
in at him. He jest
looks like he was
asleep. I guess his
soul  was  in  the
Great  Heaven
talking  with  the
angels,  for  he
looks like he had
a  peaceful  smile
on  his  face,  jest
like he did when
he  was  alive  and
everything  pleas-
ing him.

All  the  slaves
cried  jest  like  it
was  one  of  their

own  family  dying.  We  all  knew
our  good  times  was  gone,  or
maybe we would all be sold. We
didn’t  know  what  was  going  to
happen  to  us,  but  we  all  knew
that we wasn’t going to have as
peaceable  a  time  and  have  as
much freedom as we had when
Marster Cole was alive.

A F am ily O w n ed & O p e ra ted C on trac to r S in ce 1982
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I believe just about everyone
in  Huntsville  knows  two  men,
Clarence  Carroll  and  Floyd
Hardin.  Their  goodness  and
kindness to their fellow man fol-
lows  them  everywhere  they  go.
They have shown more love to-
ward  people  in  this  area  than
anyone I have ever known.

Clarence’s trips to the hospi-
tals  to  visit  sick  folks  are  too
numerous to even try to count.

His  kind  words  to  the  sick
are spoken with love and tender-
ness.

If anyone, not only in Dallas
Village. but all the surrounding
areas,  needed  help  -  Clarence
and Floyd were there. If anyone
was  depressed  or  ill.  Clarence
and Floyd were  there.  If  some-
one  passed  away  and  they
needed  more  cars  to  carry  the
family  and  friends  to  the  cem-
etery,  these  men  were  there  to
help.

I  remember  when  my  aunt
Ida  passed  away  62  years  ago.
Someone made the remark that
there weren’t going to be enough
cars for all the friends and fam-
Ily to get to the cemetery. A voice
spoke up and said, “Clarence will
be here with his car.”

I  remember  the  first  time  I
ever saw Clarence Carroll. I was
a second-grader at Rison school.
My mother, Josie Allen, sent my
sister  Eva  and  I  over  to
Clarence’s barbershop for a trim.
Clarence  asked  us  how  we
wanted it cut. Without hesitation,
Eva and I said we both wanted
cur hair cut just like Widdle’s.

Well,  Clarence  had  no  idea
who  Widdle  was.  Didn’t  know
him from Adam’s house cat. We

had a first  cousin by the name
of Willie Thomas and we thought
so much of Willie we thought he
just hung the moon. But neither
Eva nor I could say “Willie,” so it
always came out “Widdle.” After
more  questioning.  Clarence  fi-
nally  understood  that  Widdle
was a boy.  Clarence picked his
scissors  up  and  did  he  go  to
work  on  our  hair!   He  gave  us
the  finest  boy’s  haircut  we had
ever seen. Hair was on the floor
everywhere!  Eva  and  I  were  so
proud of  our  new cuts  that  we
couldn’t wait to get home to show
Mama our Widdle hair cut.

We could tell  at  a glance by
Mama’s reaction that she was not
pleased by our Widdle cuts. She
went over to have a little talk with
Clarence. Clarence told her that
we wanted our hair cut just like
Widdle’s.  When  she  heard  that
name Mama knew who he  was
talking about. She thanked him
for  cutting  her
two  little  girls’
hair  just  like
THEY wanted  it
cut, but for some
reason  my  Sis
and  I  noticed
that when Mama
sent  us  for  our
next haircut she
gave us a note to
give  to  Clarence
BEFORE he  cut
our hair.

Clarence Carroll
and the “Widdle”
Haircut

by Ruby Crabbe

Old Huntsville
Trivia

1943  - Joe Tidwell opens his
grocery  store  and  J.C.  Jamar  is
publishing the city’s newest news-
paper - Huntsville Weekly Mirror.

1945 - Waterman Airlines be-
gins  regular  flights  to  and  from
Huntsville.

1958  -  Secretary  of  Defense
Charles Wilson is hanged in effigy
by Huntsvillians who blame him for
a Russian being first to launch a
spacecraft.
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In the spring of 1872, a young
soldier visited Huntsville with an
interesting  proposition  for  our
city’s leaders.

He  wanted  to  supply
Huntsville’s police force with uni-
forms. Although many Northern
policemen  already  wore  uni-
forms, the idea had not caught
on very  well  in  the  South,  par-
tially because of the cost.

For the small towns still re-
covering economically from the
Civil War, even a small item like
uniforms  was  considered
exorbitant.

The young soldier,  however,
had  an  idea.  At  the  end  of  the
war  he  had  seen  hundreds  of

thousands  of  Federal  uniforms
lying useless in warehouses. Af-
ter purchasing a quantity of them
for a pittance, he had a tailor in
Cincinnati alter them.

Now  he  was  traveling  the
South, offering the modified uni-
forms at a price much lower than
the competition.

Whether  or  not  he  was  the
salesman  who  actually  per-
suaded  the  city  to  clothe  its
policemen in blue has been lost
in history:

We do know for a fact, how-
ever,  that  two  months  after  his
visit  our  policemen  had  uni-
forms.

Despite  his  skills  at  sales-
manship,  the  young  soldier’s
business never really got off the
ground. Faced with the prospect
of failure, the young warrior once
again  returned  full  time  to  his
military career.

Unfortunately, that too ended

in failure. Years later, the young
soldier,  George  Armstrong
Custer,  was  killed  at  the  battle
of Little Big Horn.

The
Failure
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In  1936,  firecrackers  and
sparklers were gifts some folks
put in their children’s stockings,
and I was one of those that got
sparklers  and  my  two  cousins
were boys, so they received the
firecrackers,  we  were  all  about
the age of 3, 4 and 5 years old.
The boys decided they were old
enough to light the firecrackers
without adult supervision, after
all they were 3 and 4 years old. 
Not me, I was only the oldest of
the threesome, all of 5 years old
and a little  scared of  firecrack-
ers.  So after Christmas lunch
we got the firecrackers and went
to  the  yard  to  make  a  lot  of
noise. 

We were at my grandmother’s
house  in  the  country  and  after
lunch   was  the  perfect  time  to
set them off.

 With  no  adults  around  in
the yard, we proceeded to light
them  and  run  each  time  they
were lit.  One time when one of
the  firecrackers  did  not  go  off,
my cousin, Clarence, the oldest
of  the  two  boys,  decided  he
would  investigate.  Much  to  his
surprise when he picked it up, it

went off in his hand, burning his
thumb  and  2  fingers  and
blackening  the  whole  palm  of
his hand.  Not only that, we set
the dry grass on fire around the
base of the house.

After  that  we  had  adult  su-
pervision.

 Needless to say, that cured
our firecracker gifts.  We never
wanted firecrackers any more for
Christmas,  this  was  a  lesson
learned the hard way.

A Hard Lesson
Learned
  by Helen Medlin

Since our family was rather
large,  we  never  thought  about
Santa Claus back when I was a
young  girl.  With  12  children,
there  wasn’t  a  lot  of  money for
gifts. We always had a Christmas
tree even though they were very
tiny.  We would decorate  it  with
popcorn strings and peppermint
candies and then have a special
dinner on Christmas.

My mother was a wonderful
cook  and  always  had  food  for
anyone who visited - I remember
turkey,  ham,  pork,  chicken  -
most  of  which  we  raised  -  but
very rarely any gifts.

I  remember  one  Christmas

when my Daddy had a bit of ex-
tra money, and he went to town
in his 2-horse wagon to buy each
of us kids a gift.

He  decided  that  a  yo-yo
would be the best gift for each of
us.  On Christmas day  we were
so  excited,  and  Daddy  started
passing out the gifts.  But there
were only 11 yo-yo’s, so I didn’t
get anything that year.

by Aunt Eunice

Eleven Yo-yos
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News From The Year 1918
News From Huntsville and Around The World

HOLLAND’S
Pest Control

Complete Protection
for your home or

business

Sprays for any Pest
Monthly - Bi-monthly

Quarterly
NO Contract Required!

Termites - Spiders - Ants
Fleas - Roaches - Ticks

Water Bugs - Moths
Silverfish - Carpenter Ants

725-4603
Licensed & Insured

Huntsville  -  A  particularly
virulent form of influenza, com-
monly  known  as  the  Spanish
Flu,  has  paralyzed  Huntsville.
More than four hundred people
have already died and thousands
more are seriously ill.

The  mayor  has  ordered  all
places of business, with the ex-
ception of drug stores, be closed
between 5 P.M.. and 9 A.M. and
all sporting events, theaters and
similar  gatherings  be  canceled
until further notice. All city and
county schools will also remain
closed.

Citizens are warned against
entering any premises displaying
the quarantine notice. All deaths
are to be reported to the authori-
ties as soon as possible and the
clothes,  bedding  and  personal
effects of the victims are to be left
where  they  are  until  such  time
as the authorities can burn them.
Failure to do so can result in a
fine and imprisonment.

City leaders are considering
a proposal to post guards at the

city limits in an effort to stop any
more  sickness  being  brought
from other communities.

In  a  related  incident,  there
was a  shooting  on Monte  Sano
when a family, fleeing the illness
in the city,  tried to set up a camp-
site on private property. Scores
of  families  are  reported  to  be
camping on the mountain in the
belief  that it  is  a healthier site.
Some  of  the  property  owners,
armed with guns, are said to be
patrolling  their  property  and  a
sign has been erected warning all
people to stay away.

Huntsville  -  A  dance  was
held  last  night  at  the  Elk’s
Theater to honor some of our
local lads who are leaving for
the  war  in  France.  Among
those honored were Cecil Fain,
Howard Jones, Felix Newman,
Raymond  Jones  and  William
Coyle.

Local Boys Off To
The War

Washington  -  The  tide  may
have turned in Europe, but fledg-
ling  American  doughboys  keep
pouring  into  training  camps in
unpredicted numbers. Thus far,
about  three  million  men  have
been  drafted,  with  some  one
million  volunteers,  and  their
steady  arrival  in  Europe  has
made the A.E.F. a most power-
ful force.

There  have  been  few  draft
dodgers.  Some  farmers  have
been  reluctant  to  leave  their
plows, and some ”slackers” who
would  rather  shoot  pool  have
been  rounded  up  by  vigilante
groups, so far some 14 million
men have been registered.

Selective Service
Act is Success

Influenza paralyzes Huntsville
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Dehaan Gates
Owner / Manager

In 1939 Huntsville was recov-
ering from the Great Depression.
Money was hard to come by and
people depended on Gates Auto Repair  for honest and dependable
service. Over a half century later - they still do.

60 Years At Same Location!

534-1221   615 Minor Str., N.E.

256-539-7704

BY

MADE TO ORDER
WINDOWS AND DOORS

Penn Dilworth - Chris Craig
Your Professional Construction

Specialists

2802 Memorial Parkway S.W.
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Paris - Nov. 11 - At 11:01 this
morning the guns stopped firing.
All across Europe there was si-
lence as men cautiously crawled
from their muddy trenches hop-
ing against hope that the end to
a nightmare was finally over.

After the instruments of sur-
render were signed, at 5 a.m., or-
ders  were  relayed  to  all  fronts
that hostilities would end at ex-
actly 11:00 a.m. All German sol-
diers  were  ordered  to  disable
their  weapons  and  remain  in
place  until  they  could  be  pro-
cessed by the Allied armies.

In  the  final  minutes  of  the
countdown  noise  and  bedlam
erupted as millions of men fired
off their remaining ammunition
into the air in a spontaneous cel-
ebration.

This war, which has claimed
over  ten  million  lives,  is  finally
over.

ARMISTICE
SIGNED!

Huntsville - A fire destroyed the home of James Sutler on Madi-
son Street last night when a whiskey still expoded. Sutler was fir-
ing the still with wood when mash clogged the drip pipe and the
built up pressure caused it to explode sending burning sticks of
wood throughout  the  house.  By  the  time help  arrived the  house
was almost totally burned. Sutler escaped with burned hair and a
severe scalding on the upper parts of his body.

Whiskey Still Burns House

Huntsville  -  Campers  in
Sharp’s Cove got a surprise when
a black bear wandered near their
campsite last week. Seven differ-
ent  people  saw the  bear  which
was described as being of a good
size. A terrier, belonging to A.J.
Fortner,  was  seriously  mauled
when it tried to confront the bear.
There had been earlier reports
of bear signs and tracks in the
vicinity  but  were  mostly  dis-
missed as products of an active
imagination. The last confirmed
sighting  of  a  bear  in  Madison
County occurred shortly before
the Civil War.

Bear Mauls
Dog in
Sharp’s Cove

“The drive-in restaurant is nice in
warm weather, but I seriously
doubt that it’ll ever catch on.”

Comment made in 1957
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Sims Driving SchoolSims Driving School
Senior Refresher Courses Available

Over 32 years experience. Certified by State Board of Education
Insurance reduction approved

Owned & Operated by Clifford Sims
Mon. thru Sat. 9-5

256-722-5566
Website:  members.aol.com/drivingwithsims

The Perfect Gift For Grandchildren!

Dr. Robert Richards

All New
Queen Size
Pillow Top Mattress
set in plastic with

warranty
Can Deliver - $180.00

  256-509-7512

non-surgical DTS Therapy for Degenerative
Disc Disease, bulging disc, low back pain,

radiating leg pain, Sciatica

Sponsored by the Alabama Chiropractic Back Pain Clinic

Get your life back with effective
If You Are Tired of living with back pain

Alabama Chiropractic
Back Pain Clinic

To see if you qualify call 256-534-6792

4835 Sparkman Dr.
Huntsville, Al 35810

Several years ago during my
first term as Governor, I had oc-
casion to spend several days in
Huntsville  attending a series of
meetings. The second day I was
there  I  awoke early  with  a  rav-
ishing  hunger.  As  I  lay  there
thinking about it. I remembered
Eunice’s  Restaurant,  a  place  I
had visited several times before,
and  which  was  well  known  for
its ham and biscuits.

Quietly getting dressed, so as
not to awaken anyone, I slipped
out of the hotel room and, after
sneaking by the guards stationed
in the hall, caught a ride with a
taxi that was waiting out front.

Eunice’s  had  not  changed
very much. The autographed pic-
tures  of  many  famous  people
were still  on the walls, and the
coffee pot was still brewing. Try-
ing to be as incognito as I could,
I slipped into a back booth and
ordered breakfast. I was halfway
through my second biscuit when
I noticed this elderly gentleman
staring at me. Every few minutes
he  would  turn  excitedly  to  his
companions and, after pointing
at  me,  would engage them in a
spirited conversation.

“Oh well,” I thought, “I should

have  known  I  would  be  recog-
nized.”

Deciding to make the best of
it, I hurriedly finished my break-
fast, walked over to shake hands
and introduce myself.

“I’m. ...,” I began.
“I know who you are!” the old

gentleman exclaimed, with a grin
stretching from ear to ear.

“You’re that TV fellow who an-
nounces the wrestling programs
on TV every Saturday! Can I have
your autograph?”

Suffice to say that the gentle-
man got an autograph.

Some Days
Are Better
Than Others

by (Governer) Fob James

Huntsville  police  arrested
Claude Little the week past for cir-
culating  counterfeit  money.  His
method was to walk into a business,
ask change for a bogus twenty, and
walk out with two legal ten spots. Mr.
Little would never have been found
out but for the fact of a suspicious
barkeep who caught him passing a
counterfeit ten dollar bill he had re-
ceived in change.

From 1874 newspaper

Old News

“My parents didn’t want to
move to Florida, but they

turned sixty-five, and that’s
the law.”

Jerry Seinfeld

No representataion is made that the quality of services to be performed is
greater than the quality of chiropractic services performed by others
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Don't go through all this trouble...

...we'll help sell your house right where it is!

John Fortson  468-0276  - David Metcalf   468-9752 - Asha Gulati 457-4357
Cher Andrews 426-2295  -  Sabrina Walls  656-0538 - Kennedy Brown 289-1306

Mark Fortson - (256) 679-1772 Cell

512 Wynn Dr.
Huntsville, Al. 35805

(256) 489-4010 Office

In  my  previous  writings  I
have made mention of numerous
small  towns  in  the  county  and
now I propose to give a brief ac-
counting of some.

New Hope
 I have already stated that the

South  Eastern  portion  of  the
county  was  taken  up  in  small
farms, generally by men of mod-
erate means. That portion of the
county south of Keel’s Mountain
and  east  of  Flint  River  did  not
come into  the  market  until  the
year 1830 and though the lands
had been ceded for many years,
yet all the population were squat-
ters. Between 1820 and 1825 a
kind of trading place was located
at  Vienna,  called  Cloud’s  Town
from  old  Mr.  Cloud  who  first
commenced business there and
afterward went to Cloud’s Cove
on  Tennessee  River  where  he

entered a valuable tract of land.
This  section  was  first  in  Jack-
son, then in Decatur and finally
restored  to  Madison  County  in
the year 1824. The old Deposit
Road was opened from Manches-
ter to Deposit Ferry in 1813 and
passed through the present town
and  as  this  became  a  regular
thoroughfare  George  Russell
built  a  tavern  here  before  Ala-
bama  was  admitted  into  the
Union  and  this  in  said  to  have
been the first house built in the
old town.

This part of the County was
in the twelve mile square Chero-
kee Reservation to which I have
already alluded, and from vari-
ous causes the sale of lands re-
mained  retarded  until  1830,
When Robert Owen and James
McCartney entered the lands of
the city and Robert Owen soon

afterwards laid out  city  lots  on
each side of the present Deposit
Road, south beyond the spring.
Among the first to set up in the
new  town  John  Kinnebrugh,  a
merchant well known and favor-
able to the old citizens, and Wil-
liam  Stone  who  built  the  tan
yard. It is said that his brother,
George Stone, present Judge of
the Supreme Court, was in some
kind of business there before he
wandered further south in pur-
suit of fame and fortune.

The town was first incorpo-
rated as Vienna on the year 1332
and as the population thronged
to the new country surrounding
it  a  brisk  business  sprang  up.
I. D.  Vann and John Ledbetter
were  conducting  prosperous
mercantile establishments there
at the beginning of the War. Their
customers were generally men of
moderate  means,  punctual  on
their dealings and consequently
their  business  was  a  safe  and
profitable one. During the Civil
War this unfortunately became a
debatable  land  between  the
Federals from the line of the rail-
road and desultory and irregu-
lar  Confederate  troops,  or  as
they  were  termed  “Bush-
whackers”  and  the  people  suf-
fered  from  both  sides  until  at
length  the  Federals  utterly  de-
stroyed the town and nearly all
the buildings out to Wood’s Mill.

MerMerMerMerMerrrrrry  Christmasy Christmasy Christmasy Christmasy Christmas
to Evto Evto Evto Evto Everererereryyyyyone!one!one!one!one!
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Iridology - What your eyes reveal about your health

“Leasing and Managing Huntsville’s Premier Office Buildings”

* Research Park Office Center
* University Square Business Center
* 8215 Madison Blvd.

Phone (256) 830-9160
Fax (256) 430-0881

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com

When  the  soldiers  returned
from the war they  found a for-
est of chimneys marking the site
of  Vienna  and  where  they  had
formerly seen good houses along
the roads leading in that direc-
tion  they  found   rude   cabins
perched around the base of the
stone chimneys and all  around
for miles was open land as the
fences had also disappeared. But
the  brave  fellows  who survived
the war went to work with a will
to repair the wasted places, en-
closed  the  lands  built  new
houses  and  in  an  exceedingly
short space of time the old town
was  rebuilt  and  has  nearly  at-
tained its  ancient  limits.  There
is  a  Vienna  in  south   Alabama
and  the  post  office  has  always
been called New Hope to prevent
confusion  and  when  the  town
was incorporated in 1881 it was
formerly called the town of New
Hope.

Whitesburg
It  received  the  name

Whitesburg from James White of
Virginia who purchased the fine
farm on both sides of the river
near the ferry. In the old flat boat
days Whitesburg was a place of
considerable trade, but the seri-
ous difficulty is the habit of the
river at flood tide of taking pos-
session of the lower story of their
business houses.

James  Cloyd,  Asa  Shelton,
Joel  R.  Love,  and  Joseph  A.
Brown are old business men of
this place. Asa Shelton went to
Nashville, James Cloyd is dead,
while  Joel  R.  Love and Joseph
Brown are still in business there.
The construction of the railroad

diverted  cotton  transportation
from the town and business de-
clined and like Triana it awaits
its  the  opening  of  the  river  for
its future,

Whitesburg,  first  known  to
the Whites as Ditto’s landing, was
one of the first points in the bend
of the Tennessee river from the
fact that it was considered about
the line between the Chickasaws
and the Cherokees, and a Chick-
asaw settlement was somewhere
near the town on the river. When
the County was first settled this
was the port of entry for the boat-
men of  the  Tennessee  for  flour
and  potatoes  and  fruit.  There

was scarcely any wheat raised in
the county at this time, in fact it
had not dawned on the minds of
the  people  that  this  was  a  fine
wheat section so a large propor-
tion of the flour used came from
the head waters  of  the  Tennes-
see River. I suppose they got to

Bathtub & Tile reglazing
Fiberglass & Acrylic Repairs

Antique Tub Restoration & Sales

852-5708

Senior Citizens Discount

Licensed
Insured

Free Estimates
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Open 7 Days A week
12 months - Same as cash!

Call (256) 232-8877

402 B Governors Dr., SW
Huntsville, Alabama - 256/533-4720

www.southerlandstation.com

Ready to Run!

putting  bad flour onto their cus-
tomers  for  in  the  year  1816  a
flour inspector was appointed at
Ditto’s Landing by legislative en-
actment,   whose duty it  was to
inspect  all  flour  landed  and
brand it’s grade on the barrel for
which he received the sum of six
and a quarter cents per barrel.
This in those days of low wages
yielded a considerable income as
there were many barrels landed
at  Whitesburg  during  the  year.
How long this office was contin-
ued  and who was the inspector
I  can  not  ascertain.  The  office
probably went out with the Ter-
ritorial Government,

Here was also the rendezvous
of  the  river  pilots  among  the
most  noted  of  whom  were
Webster,  Johnson  and  Black.
They  here  boarded  the
broadhorns at high tide and pi-
loted  them through the  shoals,
got off at Waterloo and returned
by  land  to  Whitesburg.  Vast
quantities  of  lumber  were  also
brought down the river from the
Tennessee mills and brought to
Huntsville.  Whitesburg  saw  its
most prosperous days from the
completion  of  the  turnpike  up
until the railroad was built, when
it began to decline and since that
time there has been little change
in the town. There is no record
showing that the town was ever
incorporated.

Gurleysville (Gurley)
On completion of the railroad

their  watering  place  for  two  or
three  years  was Cole  Spring in
Jackson County but about 1859
they  brought  the  water  from  a
fine spring on lands belonging to
W.R.  Gurley  in  pipes  to  a  large
water tank at the present site of
Gurleysville.  The  place  was
known as  Gurley’s  Tank.  Soon
after the war the depot was built
here and one or two stores went
up nearby. Frank B. Gurley and
B.F.  Walker  inaugurated a  vari-
ety of enterprises that gradually
built  up.  F.B.  Gurley  put  up  a
steam gin and E.F. Walker devel-

oped a large lumber trade here
in cross ties and cedar lumber.
These and other enterprises of a
kindred  character  furnished
employment for many men and
circulated  money  among  them.
The  business  men  of  the  town
are, with scarcely an exception,
energetic  shrewd  progressive
men who deserve great credit for
the  success  that  has  attended
their efforts to build up a lively
prosperous  village.  Gurleysville
was incorporated in 1882.

Boil Spanish onions til done.
Cut each onion in quarters. Into
a baking dish put a layer each of
onions, white sauce, a sprinkle
of grated cheese, crushed crack-
ers and repeat until dish is full.
Cover top with buttered crumbs
and heat in oven at 350 to brown
on top. Serve in same dish.

Cheesy Onions
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Home Buddies

Call Mary Alice Cannon, Owner
(256) 882-1299

Reasons For Using Home Buddies
* We celebrate 18 years of caring, compassionate, loving concern

for your quality of life, independence and empowerment.
* You will experience less concern and worry about your loved one

because we require an extensive background check with application and
references.

* Your Home Buddy will listen and respond quickly to your medical,
personal and household needs.

* You will benefit from years of experience, wisdom, and our impec-
cable reputation.

* Your costs are lower because our overhead is lower.
* Your "buddy" is licensed and bonded and will  take her "orders"

from you.
*  We  file  long  term  care  insurance,  have  very  little  turnover  in

caregivers, and provide substitutes in emergencies.
*  The best  and most  capable,  dependable,  and trust  worthy girls

want to be "buddies." They make more money. You receive greater value
and less stress.

* We'll see to it that your Buddy is a good feel and good fit for you.
We are "the Caring Connection."

* We're proud of what we're good at - Let us
get  to  know  you.  For  the  first  choice  and  best
choice,  turn to us.

Permanent Nanny Placement For ChildrenCall 534-3355

Old Coins Wanted
We buy old coins and coin collections,

all types and sizes. We also buy
Gold, Silver and Diamonds.

Angel Express Cleaning & Concierge Services
Residential & Commercial Services

Cleaning Specialist including maid services, janitorial services, post
construction clean-up, Relocation Specialist, Real Estate Preparation,
Errand runners, Party planning, Referral services & Handy Men

Office 256-489-4674 Fax 256-489-4604 Cell 256-797-8421
Licensed, Insured & Bonded - One call does it all!

During  the  Christmas  sea-
son, the television is full of touch-
ing commercials depicting fam-
ily reunions. One of my favorites
is a coffee commercial where the
young soldier arrives at his fam-
ily home unexpectedly and sur-
prises everyone. Each time I see
this commercial, it brings back
fond memories of my grandpar-
ents  and a  most  special  home-
coming for my family.

The summer of 1942, should
have been a time of celebration
for  the  Walter  and  Ethel
McGehee  Family  of  Hurricane
Valley. Their youngest son, Will-
iam Kelly (Bill), had just gradu-
ated from Riverton High School.
Their  middle  child,  Walter
Milam,  had  just  completed  his
first  year at  Auburn University.
And  their  eldest  child,  my
mother, Velma McGehee Hanvey

A Christmas Homecoming
in Hurricane Valley
By Theresa Hanvey Fallwell and  her  husband,  Ralph,  had

presented  them with  their  first
grandchild, Wayne. But in early
days of that steamy summer, any
celebration  was  tempered  with
worry  and  fear  over  the  Great
War raging overseas, and the an-
ticipated  sacrifices  that  many
young  men  and  their  families

would  make  in  defense  of  our
country.  In  June  of  1942,  six
months after the attack on Pearl
Harbor,  both  of  the  McGehee
boys  joined  throngs  of  other
Madison County youth and vol-
unteered for service in the U.S.
Army.

Milam was inducted and left
almost immediately on July 22,
1942. He took his basic training
and became a highly specialized
Computer Fire Director who cal-
culated  distances,  angles,  and
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Restaurant
Home owned & Home

Operated
Hearty, Homemade Meals,

Southern Style!

Hours 6 a.m - 8 p.m Mon-Sat

Meat & Vegetable Plates,
Homemade Desserts

We've Moved!

Hwy 20 & Sullivan

461-8450

Iveys

     101 Ivory Place - Madison

positions for artillery attacks. He
also  became  a  Marksman  with
an M1 Carbine. Young Milam was
shipped overseas and saw action
in the Rhineland and Northern
France  campaigns.  Milam  was
wounded on November 14, 1944
in France. He was shipped home
to  a  Veterans’  Hospital  in  Au-
gusta,  Georgia  where  his  recu-
peration lasted almost two years.
He  suffered  terrible  shrapnel
wounds  to  his  hands  and  legs,
and never fully  regained use of
his hands.

Kelly’s  deployment  was  de-
layed  until  December  8,  1942,
He finished one semester at Mis-
sissippi  State  on  a  basketball
scholarship  before  beginning

basic  training.  Kelly  became  a
skilled Heavy Mortar Crewman.
He served in the Naples-Foggia,
Rome  Arno,  Rhineland,  South-
ern France, and Central Europe
campaigns. At one point he and
some of his fellow soldiers were
captured.  They  were  tied  to-
gether  and  marched  toward  a
holding  area.  Suddenly,  Ameri-
can  planes  were  on  the  scene
dispersing  enemy  troops  with
their  fire  power.  This  afforded
Kelly and another man an oppor-
tunity  to  escape.  They  hid  in
hedge rows and muddy culverts
until the enemy abandoned their
search.  They  found  their  way
back  to  an  American  unit.
Shortly after that, Kelly was told
to prepare for invasion training
with  Japan  as  the  target.  And
then,  with  no  advance  notice,
Kelly  was  discharged.  He  had
served  in  the  mandatory  five
campaigns necessary before dis-
charge.  The  War  was  over  for
him.

HOME OF THE NEXT F-150HOME OF THE NEXT F-150HOME OF THE NEXT F-150HOME OF THE NEXT F-150HOME OF THE NEXT F-150
www.woodyandersonford.comwww.woodyandersonford.comwww.woodyandersonford.comwww.woodyandersonford.comwww.woodyandersonford.com

2500 Jordan Lane2500 Jordan Lane2500 Jordan Lane2500 Jordan Lane2500 Jordan Lane
Huntsville,  AlHuntsville,  AlHuntsville,  AlHuntsville,  AlHuntsville,  Al

256-539-9441256-539-9441256-539-9441256-539-9441256-539-9441
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“My wife’s on a new diet.
Coconuts and Bananas.  She

hasn’t lost any weight, but
boy, can she climb a tree!”

Jimmy Jacobs, Smyrna
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Across From Huntsville Hospital

Kelly  was  shipped  out  of
Naples,  Italy  to  Newport  News,
Virginia where his discharge was
completed  on  December  23,
1945. From there he traveled by
train to Atlanta, and then caught
a Greyhound Bus to Huntsville.
He arrived in Huntsville Decem-
ber 24, about 1:00 in the morn-
ing.  He  found  a  taxi  willing  to
take him the sixteen or so miles
out of Huntsville into the coun-
try, past where the asphalt roads
ended, down the old chert roads,
and finally, to the one-lane, dirt
wagon trail that ended in Hurri-
cane Valley. Of course, there was
neither  the  time,  opportunity,
nor  method for  letting  his  par-
ents  know  he  was  on  his  way
home. Ship to shore communi-
cation  was  limited  for  security
reasons, and there were no tele-
phones in Hurricane Valley at the
time.

Looking  much  thinner  and
much  older  than  when  he  left,
Kelly climbed the old, steep rock
steps and knocked on the door
of his parents’ clapboard farm-
house early that cold Christmas
Eve  morning  in  1945.  His
mother answered the door. I can
only imagine how she must have
felt.  She  once  told  me she  and
my grandfather were astonished
and  dumbstruck  and  so  grate-
ful to see him, alive and healthy
and home. I know relief and joy
overwhelmed  their  prayers  of
gratitude at having one of their
beloved  sons  home.  However,
their joy was tempered because

it would be some time yet before
their other son, Milam, would be
able  to  leave  the  rehabilitation
hospital in Georgia, and return
to Hurricane Valley. But on that
Christmas  Eve,  1945,  the
McGehees’ were blessed that all
of their family was on American
soil and would survive the Great
War.  Not  everyone  in  this  close
knit  community  of  Hurricane
Valley would be so fortunate, and
each time,  my grandparents or
my mother or my uncles retold
this story, their focus was always
on their neighbors whose loved
ones  did  not  come  home  from
the War.

Today,  the  remains  of  the
original McGehee Clan, Kelly and
his wife of more than 50 years,
Jessie,  and  Milam’s  widow,
Louise, and son, Walter, still live
on the Hurricane Valley farm that
my  grandparents  purchased  in
1910.  The  barn,  smokehouse,
chicken  houses,  and  tractor
sheds have all fallen victim to the
prolific  vegetation  that  first  at-
tracted  my  grandfather  to  this
property. But the old, white clap-
board  farmhouse  with  its  rock
steps  remains  stalwart,  a  con-
tinuing  eyewitness  to  both  the
mundane  and  monumental

(256) 881-4800

Suite 100

Huntsville, Alabama 35801

3313 S. Memorial Parkway

South Realty Inc.

events that form a family’s his-
tory.  The Christmas homecom-
ing of 1945, was a monumental
event in the McGehee family his-
tory.

In Scotland a new game was
invented.  It was called

“Gentlemen Only Ladies
Forbidden” and thus the word

GOLF entered the English
language.

“The only time you have too
much fuel is when you’re on

fire.”

Pilot overheard giving advice
to a trainee
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Custom Framing  *  Fine Art  *  Embroidery
Monogramming & Photo Reproduction

Personalized Care and Special Touches

Huntsville, April 20th, 1863
My dear darling husband,

Good morning, Sir. How do
ye do this morning? Glad to see
you. All’s well, I thank you.

Yours of  16th was read last
night past at nine o’clock, giving
the usual degree of pleasure and
satisfaction although I hasten to
write  immediately,  I  will  prom-
ise you nothing interesting for I
am unusually dull this morning.
Besides, the meanest pen in 40
states  has  fallen  into  my  hand
and if I could say ever so many
good things, this pen would not
write them down.

Ella got here Saturday night,
safe  and  sound.  No,  she  didn’t
for  all  the  children  have  the
whooping  cough.  I  will  move
down to her house today, and we
will  have a  rich old time.  but  I
believe I will be afraid of buggers.
Bass is not like himself at all; he
is  as  ugly  as  he  can  be,  and
doesn’t like me any better than
he did last winter. But I’ll make
him  like  me  yet  if  he  doesn’t
watch. Nellie is the same old Nell.
She  makes  me  think  more  of
home  than  anything  I’ve  seen
since I left home, and I am get-
ting anxious to get home. I had
Jinnie  (her  mule)  brought
around to see how she was look-
ing,  having  been  told  by  every-
one  who  knew  anything  about
the boy that  she would be well
attended to, but instead, she is
the  poorest  object  I  ever  saw.
Henry will get me some corn and
I will try and fatten her myself,
and then if  I  think best  I’ll  sell
her. I would have made more by

letting  her  stay  at  the  stall  at
$9.00 per month than letting her
be worked to death for nothing.

It  grieved  me  very  much  at
first, but now I have gotten over
it, for those
who  have,
must  lose,
and our lot
has been to
lose  all  the
time,  but  I
hope  there
is  a  better
day  com-
ing.

How  is
M.  Smith?
If  Sam
C r o c k e r

was very energetic and had good
will enough, he might succeed in
getting  Jack  out  for  Mr.
Leatherman. I heard there were
three  hundred  negroes  burned

A Civil War
Letter

The  following  was  written
by  Camilla  Jamison  who  was
a  refugee  from  Giles  County,
Tn. during the war.
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L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone
(256) 533-1103

Fax
(256) 533-9711

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS,
WILLS, PROBATE

"No Representation is made that the quality of the legal services to be performed is greater than the
quality of legal services performed by other lawyers."

to death in Murfreesboro—short
time  since.  Such  freedom  they
would have received in a few days
or  years  at  most,  if  they  had
stayed at home, and perhaps in
a  more  honorable  way  than  by
burning.

April  5,  1863  My  dear,  I
would  prize  so  highly  this
evening  a  real  old  fashion  talk
with you, such as we often had
during our short stay together. I
get  very  impatient  when  old
memories  crowd  the  mind.  I
wonder  if  we  ever  will  be  as
happy  again.  It  seems  to  me  I
would give the whole world, ex-
cept enough for us to live in, were
it mine to give. If we could only
live together again as happily as
we use to live.

The belief here is that there
will  be  general  engagement  in
Tennessee in a few days, I wish
“Rosa” would go home without a
fight; it really looks hard to force
our visitors away, but when they
forget  the  old  adage  “visitors
should not make their visits too
long,” they will have to be gently
reminded of it.

Here  comes  Ella,  and  she
says she is anxious for paper and
pen to write you.

April 6th:
There  is  a  perfect  Negro

mama here that everybody is try-
ing to buy at the most outrageous
prices. They pass all reason. Mr.

Crockett  has  sold  all  but  two.
When you get into old Kentucky
capture  a  few  and  send  them
South.  Henry  has  not  got  back
yet but look for him in a few days.
When I first commenced sewing,
I thought making two shirts was
a good day’s work, but now I can
make five and make them well.
Mrs. C. is telling me heaps of bad
things to tell you, but I am afraid
it would make you blush. I will
be sure to tell you when I see you
again. My dear, I had rather not
see you in six months than that
you should offend in the small-
est point. I get so anxious to see
you sometime. I  can’t  resist  in-
viting  you  to  come.  I  was  only
jesting when I said I would look
for you every evening. I know full
well you can’t come. I hope, tho,
it  won’t  be  long  ‘till  we  are
granted  the  privilege  that  High
Heaven  allows  us.  I  hope  men
will take a more correct view of

things in general, and learn the
foolishness of war. This war has
continued about long enough. I
am getting tired of it. If Jeff and
Abe don’t stop it, they will get an-
other fuss on hand.

Your Wife, Camilla

Guntersville - Aug. 3, 1894
- Mr. Degg, superintendant for
the  new  gold  mines  near
Guntersville,  brought  down
supplies  and  fixtures  on  the
steamer, R.C. Coles, this week,
preparatory to starting work.
The heavier machinery will fol-
low. The company is much en-
couraged  from  reports.  Ex-
perts  who  have  visited  the
mines near Guntersville  have
pronounced them some of the
richest  places  they  have  ever
seen.

Guntersville Gold
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Coffee
Sandwiches
Dinner to Go

Bicycle Delivery
(within 4 blocks)
Open 7am - 6pm
Monday - Friday

Certified Angus
Fresh Seafood

Extensive Wine List
Banquet Facilities Available

Reservations Please
Open

Tuesday - Saturday
Bar: 4pm - 11pm

Kitchen: 5pm - 10pm

Come for the food ...
Stay for the fun!

Live Music
Nightly!
Open 11am - 2am
Monday - Sunday

109 Washington Street

704-5555

Open Delta

Now accepting bookings for
selected engagements. For

information call 256-694-7445

An eclectic band performing
Blues - Rock - Folk

The  thought  of  stuffing  a
couple  of  twenty-dollar  bills  in
my  pocket  never  entered  my
mind.  Of  course  there  was  no
reason to steal. I was being paid
well for my efforts: usually about
25 or 50 cents at the end of the
workday.

I  was  barely  old  enough  to
read at the time, but I could tell
a one-dollar bill from a five, a ten
and  a  twenty.  I  never  saw  any-
thing larger than that.

My  first  job  was  at  J.C.
Brown’s  General  Store,  located
on the comer of Triana and 9th.
Avenue,  just  a little  ways down
the  road  from  the  old  Center
Theater.  The  building  is  still
standing, but the business is no
more. At one time it was the busi-
est store around, but even in the
mid-sixties:  It  was  like  a  dino-
saur  floating  on  a  melting  ice-
berg; and the iceberg was melt-

ing fast. The supermarkets had
come to town.

By  that  time,  the  original
owner,  Mr.  J.C.,  had  long  been
deceased  and  his  son  Bill  was
running the show. My great uncle
Howard had worked there for an
eternity, or at least since his re-
turn from World War II. 1 would
accompany him to the store ev-
ery  Sunday  morning,  while  he
and  Mr.  Brown  counted  the
money.  My job was to separate
the bills into their respective de-
nominations, a stack for each. I
guess I was handling a lot of cash
for  a  six-year  old  kid.  I  once
found  a  dime  on  the  floor  and
asked my uncle if  I  could keep
it. He said, if I had found it on
the  floor  I  could.  That  was
enough to  buy a  six  and a  half
once  Coke  from  the  soda  ma-
chine.  Licorice  sticks  were  a
penny apiece. I always preferred
the black ones to the reds. They
were hollow in the center and I
would bite off both ends and use
them as straws. When the Coke
was finished, it softened up the

licorice  and  made  it  easier  to
chew.

I learned a lot from working
at  that  store.  I  was  even  intro-
duced to great  literature in the
form of Classic Comic Books. I
don’t see them around anymore
and I think that’s sort of a shame.
Mr.  Brown  used  to  laugh  and

My First
Job

by Larry Groves
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BerryhillBerryhillBerryhillBerryhillBerryhill

2305 Mem. Pky North

536-9197

Personal, Professional service
Serving all Cemeteries

Honoring all burial & cash policies
Honoring pre-need transfers

Crematory

Huntsville's Newest & Most
   Modern Facility

BBBBB

Funeral HomeFuneral HomeFuneral HomeFuneral HomeFuneral Home

Proud To Be American

Don't forget to mention this ad to get
your Senior Discount (55+)

"Where Bowling is Family Fun"

Open Daily

joke as I made my weekly selec-
tion each Sunday morning.  Ev-
ery day on the job was good for
at least one comic book, some-
times two or three.  “He’s  going
to grow up and be a writer some
day,” he used to say.

I  always  chose  the  classics.
Moby  Dick,  Ivanhoe,  The  Red
Badge of Courage and War of the
Worlds  were  but  a  few.  And  I
would  like  to  think  that  Mr.
Brown just might have been right
all along.

I’ll never forget my first job,
and  I’ll  always  treasure  those
Sunday mornings. I’m not really
old  enough  to  remember  the
business,  the  way some people
do, the way it was in its hey-day.
I was only lucky enough to catch
a small glimpse before it disap-
peared  beyond  the  horizons  of
time.

Deacon  Johnson  is  a  great
temperance  man,  and  sets  a
good example of total abstinence
to all his churchgoing neighbors.

Not long ago he employed a
carpenter  to  make  some  alter-
ations in his parlor. In repairing
the  corner  near  the  fireplace  it
was  necessary  to  remove  the
wainscoting, when, lo! a discov-
ery  was  made  that  astonished

everyone. A brace of decanters,
a  tumbler  and  a  pitcher  were
costly reposing there, as if they
had stayed there from the begin-
ning.  The  deacon  was  quickly
summoned from prayer, and as
he  beheld  the  bottles,  he  ex-
claimed,

“Well, I declare! That is curi-
ous, sure enough. It must be the
same that old Bains left when he
left  this  home  for  greener  pas-
tures, thirty years ago!”

“Perhaps he did,” offered one
of the carpenters, “but, Deacon,
the ice in that pitcher must have
been froze mighty hard to last all
these years!”

Taken from 1893 Alabama
newspaper

The
Deacon

“Male, 1929, high mileage,
good condition, some hair,

many new parts including hip,
knee and cornea. Isn’t in run-
ning shape but walks well.”

Seen in local Senior
personal ads listing
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The night was cold and blus-
tery,  with  a  touch  of  snow
in the air.  It was a night unfit for
mortal or beast, so when the old
man with the beat-up violin case
walked in and sat down in front
of the wood-burning stove to get
warm, no one paid much atten-
tion.  On a night like this, every-
one  was  welcome  to  share  the
warmth of the old bar.

It was a week before Christ-
mas  and  everyone  was  feeling
low.   Joe  and  Laura,  sitting  at
the table in the corner, were de-
pressed.  No money, no gifts to
give their relatives.  It didn’t look
like it would be a very cheerful
Christmas.  Benny, who had just
lost his job, was sitting at the bar,
carefully trying to nurse one beer
to  make  it  last  as  long  as  he
could.  Even Cathy the bartender
was lost  in  thought,  wondering
how she would buy presents for
her children and pay rent at the
same time.

The old man might have sat
there  forever  without  anyone
paying any attention to him if he
had not picked up his violin and

begun playing.   Softly  and  qui-
etly he began, so low that it took
the customers a few moments to
realize  where  the  music  was
coming from.

It  was  obvious  to  everyone
that the old man and his violin
had  seen  many  years  together,
maybe a concert stage or maybe
even a symphony orchestra.

Hushed  and  hauntingly  the
music  poured  forth,  filling  the
room  and  finding  its  way  into
every  dark  corner  and  crevice.
With his head bowed and his fin-
gers  dancing  softly  on  the
strings, the old man and the in-
strument seemed as one.  It was
the  music  of  the  gods—music
that would make an angel cry.

The customers stared at the
old man as his music began to
envelop  them  with  its  warm,
haunting melodies.   The music
seemed to gently beckon to them
until finally, unable to resist, they
were  caught  up  in  its  magical
harmonies and transported to a
time and place where everything
was  perfect  and  the  only  tears
shed were those of  joy.   Riding
on a crescendo of love and pas-
sion, the violin carried the cus-
tomers to a place where time had
no meaning and Christmas was
in their hearts forever.

Maybe it was because of the
tears in the patrons’ eyes, but for
whatever the reason, no one saw
the old man leave. ...

Just a short story about an
old  man,  his  violin,  and  Jay’s
Lounge.  A completely meaning-
less story—unless you had been
there.

The Old Man
and the Violin

We accept VISA & MASTERCARD

“If you drink a diet soda with a
candy bar, the calories in the
candy bar are canceled out by

the diet soda.”

Micky Lanier

The average life span of a
major league baseball is

seven pitches.
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Pet Memorial Park
Loving Companion

"You'll never forget
     your beloved friend."

Full Services Offered:

Burial
Cremation
Monuments
Caskets

7648 Wall Triana Hwy.
72 West to Wall Triana, right for

4.2 miles
Call for more information:

859-6784 * 539-7212
* Cell 603-0682

Alpha Estate Sales & Appraisals

Experience,  Professionalism
and Excellence to each of our

customers

Downsizing - Moving - Estate Liquidation -We Sell it All!
We sort, price, mark and sell all your items for you.  We're there with

you day of the sale.  Sales include homes, furniture, jewelry

Visit our website for
upcoming sales

www.alphaestatesales.com

Bob Baker, H.S.C.A.,
Owner
Gary Lee Knight,
Sales Manager

One of Huntsville's oldest personal property liquidation services for
Antiques, Fine Art, Furnishings and Collectibles.

1214 Meridian Street (256) 536-3117

Of all the aromas that came
from our  kitchen,  nothing  ever
topped the one that came from
Mama’s fruitcake.

It was always on a cold No-
vember day.  No one had to tell
me when—I knew it the minute I
came  home  from  school  and
opened the front door. My nos-
trils filled and sent my salivary
glands into a rain dance.

My sister and I would beg for
the  first  piece  but  Mama’s  an-
swer was always the same. “It’s
not cold yet and besides it needs
to ‘set’ a few days.”

Preparations had begun days
before. It was always my job to
crack  the  shells,  pick  out  the
nuts,  and  clean  the  bitter  stuff
that  hid between the  nut  rows.
Mama cut the fruit into tiny bits.
First the big dried figs and dates,
then orange, lemon peel, and cit-
ron. I never did like citron and
didn’t  want  it  in  there,  but  she
assured me that no real South-
ern fruitcake was complete with-

out citron. Then came the pine-
apple  and  cherries.  After  that
came the  raisins:  white  raisins
for a white cake and dark ones
for a dark cake, but she said she
liked  to  use  both.  When  the
sticky fruit was finally all cut it
filled a huge pan. Then came the
flour sifted in a little at a time,
working  slowly  with  one  hand,
sifting with the other. Each piece
had to be separated so that no
two pieces stuck together. Finally
quarts of nuts were added.

This  was  no  ordinary  fruit-
cake.  She steam-cooked it  in a
huge  dish  pan  that  she  could
hardly get into the oven. It must
have weighed over fifty pounds!
Mama’s cake was so good I  re-
member  once  Mrs.  Brinkley
asked  if  she  used  some  secret
ingredient and she wasn’t telling
anyone what it was. Mama just
smiled.

Finally, the tasting day came

and we were given our first piece.
After picking out the citron, I en-
joyed  every  last  crumb.  We  al-
ways left out a generous piece for
Santa on Christmas Eve.

I  was  grown  before  I  found
out that Mama did indeed use a
secret ingredient, and it came out
of  that  same  brown  paper  bag
that was kept high out of reach
on the pantry shelf. I asked her
what was in there and she told
me it was none of my business—
just  something  to  be  used  for
medicinal purposes only.

The
Christmas
Fruitcake

by Helen Miller

Abraham Lincoln was one of the
few people in this world able to laugh
at  himself.  One evening,  during  a
political  debate,  an  opponent  ac-
cused him of being two-faced. With-
out  hesitation,  Lincoln  replied,  “I
leave it to my audience... if I had two
faces, would I be wearing this one?”

Two Faced
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at affordable prices

In the days before movies and
television,  Huntsville  residents
were eager for any kind of trav-
eling entertainment. They came
in  droves  to  see  horse  fairs,
plays, and circuses. Even the fa-
mous Buffalo Bill Cody came to
Huntsville with his famous Wild
West Show.

The tradition of the traveling
circus goes back to at least Ro-
man times. It might be a group
with only a few horses and dogs,
but  any  circus,  small  or  large,
was  assured  a  good  audience.
Even the fighting during the War
Between  the  States  didn’t  stop
circuses from trying to perform,
at  least  in  the  cities  that  were
under Union occupation. A cir-
cus visiting Nashville in late 1864
just managed to get out of town
before the major battle that oc-
curred  in  mid-December.  They
were at times accused of spying
and sometimes it was true, but
garrison  commanders  had  a
hard time ensuring the loyalty of
the troops and letting the travel-
ing performers hold their show
anyway,  albeit  under  heavy

guard.
In late October, 1916 Ringling

Brothers and Barnum and Bailey
circus came to Huntsville. They
were already billed as the “Great-
est Show on Earth.” P. T. Barnum
sought entertainers from all over
the world and local people could
hardly  wait  to  see  the  circus
freaks  as  well  as  the  wild  ani-
mals. This particular circus fea-
tured over 130 horses, perform-
ing  ones  as  well  as  the  wagon-
pulling variety. In those days, the
circus parade was a major event.
Howard Harbin, a retired Madi-
son  County  employee  who  had
seen the parade as a small child,
recalled  that  the  parade  would
stop every now and then to put
on a small skit. This was meant
to whet the appetite of the crowd
to come and see  the  main per-
formance.  The  parade  was  to
move along Jefferson Street and
then  Washington  Street  until  it
came  to  the  site  of  the  perfor-
mance tents. This was a cleared
tract of land on the east side of
North Washington Street near the
Southern Railway depot.

There had been great debate
about whether the city of Hunts-
ville should extend its corporate
limits to include the site where
the circus would be held. If the
site had been inside the city lim-
its, the city would have received
$150 plus a payment of $75 for
a  permit  to  hold  the  parade.

Some of the citizens felt that the
circus was a  bad thing  to  have
and could contribute to the de-
cline  of  morality  in  Huntsville,
but the mayor and council were
in favor of having the circus in-
side the city limits so that the city,
instead of the county, could ben-
efit  from the sale  of  a  privilege
license to the circus. Other local

When The
Circus Came
To Town

by Judy Wills

The Complete Collection of

magazines is being offered by the
Golden K Kiwanis to the highest

bidder. Bids start at $150.00.  Begin-
ning with the rare Issue #1 from

1989.  Your donation is tax deduct-
ible - all money goes to the Kiwanis.

Don’t Miss This!!

A Very Unique Christmas Gift!
Call 881-4775 for more details
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SHAVER’S
2362 Whitesburg Dr. Huntsville, Al (256) 536-1604

A Locust Leaves It’s
Shell
by Bill Easterling.
Reg. $25 -Christmas
Special for $15.00

Why Is It Named That?
by Dex Nilsson.  $13.95

Laughing With The Bear
- Humorous tales of a
coaching legend $14.95

* Autographed!

Huntsville Heritage
Cookbook $15.95

Civil War Letters To A Sister
 In Alabama
by Frank Chappell  $12.00

Lily Flagg
by Doris Gilbreath $10.95

Mr Anderson’s Monument
Stories of Lincoln Village $25.00

Poor Orphan Trash
by Mildred Holmes

    $15.00 Autographed!

Huntsville In Vintage
Postcards
by Alan Wright $18.99

The Rocket Team $34.95 * Autographed

The Keeper’s Son
by Homer Hickam $24.95

* Autographed!

Wild Flowers of
North Alabama $17.95

Scenic North Alabama
by Robert Schuffert $27.95

* Autographed!

* Autographed!

* Autographed!

* A
utogra

phed
!

* Autographed!

Murder In The Heart of Dixie

Books make
Great
Christmas
Presents!

Coming December 7

Capital murder cases in Madison County

by Fred Simpson    $29.95
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Located in the Madison County Farmers Market

Fresh Fruit Baskets for any occasion! Now’s the time to place
your orders for your Christmas Gift Baskets! Come see us -
We have many different sizes and styles - All packed Fresh to
order.

1022 Cook Ave. Huntsville

Taylor Produce

(256) 539-9257

Kelly’s
Landscaping
& Lawn Care

(256) 679-1457
(256) 539-9367

Licensed & Insured

Owned & operated
by Leslie Kelly

cities  had  derived  as  much  as
$1,000 from a visit from the cir-
cus. The opponents of extending
the city limits were in the major-
ity and the city lost the opportu-
nity to receive a larger portion of
the $300 collected by the county.

Howard Harbin recalled that
his family, who lived in Maysville,
loaded  into  the  wagon  early  in
order  to  be  in  town  before  the
parade started. In 1916 it was a
two-and-a-half  hour  trip  to
Huntsville by wagon. The Harbin
family  found  a  good  spot  to
watch the parade on Washington
Street.  When the  parade  broke
up, the Harbins joined the crowd
that  followed  the  menagerie  to
the circus site. As they neared the
site,  a  great  commotion  broke
out. Harbin and his family saw
smoke  coming  up  from  a  little
rise,  just  ahead  of  the  big  top.
They  moved  away  from  the

crowd to a place behind a grove
of trees.

Just at that moment, horses
started galloping in panic from
over  the  hill.  More  than  100
horses had been stabled in a tent
just over the rise. There were two
rows of horses with a long man-
ger that held grain and hay. They
had been visited by scores of on-
lookers  and  horse  fanciers.  It
isn’t  known  exactly  how  a  fire
started,  but  most  of  the  men
were smoking cigars and appar-
ently a discarded cigar butt was
tossed  into  the  manger.  The
weather had been very dry that
month  and  it  did  not  require
much  to  start  a  fire.  With  so
many  of  the  circus  employees
involved  in  the  parade,  there
were not enough workers to put
out the fire. The workers started
cutting the horses loose, but the
fire  was  spreading  faster  than
they could release them. The tent
caught  fire  and  the  screams  of
the  horses  were  horrendous.
Before the day was over 27 of the

most  seriously  injured  horses
were shot to death and in the end
a total of 130 horses had died of
burns or been shot.

The disposal of animals had
always been a problem in the city.

Now back in the hands of
Tooter Taylor’s Daughters & Grandkids

Open all Year! Selling Fresh Produce &
Seasonal Items

Now we have Christmas Trees
& handmade Live Christmas
wreaths and roping.

We do it your way!

Have A Blessed Day

“I can usually remember
Monday through Thursday.  If

you can remember Friday,
Saturday and Sunday, let’s put

our two heads together.”

Seen in a Senior personal ad
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The carcasses were hauled to a
site  that  was  at  the  corner  of
present day Owens and McClung
- back then, the site of the pest
house.  This  disposal  was  of  a
magnitude  that  had  not  been
anticipated before. State law pro-
vided  that  carcasses  be  hauled
to a site where the odor of burn-
ing them would not reach resi-
dences. This was not possible on
the  pest  house  land so  the  cir-
cus  officials  contracted  a  local
man who claimed that he could
bury  them  at  the  required  two
foot depth. The local contractor
was paid $100 for his efforts and
started digging trenches.

The circus fire had been on
Saturday  and  by  the  following
Wednesday it was apparent that
the job was too much for the man
who had taken it on. Rather than
allow the matter to grow into a

law suit instituted by angry resi-
dents, Judge Archie McDonnell
and  Mayor  T.  T.  Terry  went  to
the  site  and put  to  work  every
available truck and wagon they
could procure. Eventually, all the
dead horses had been hauled to
the site and enough trenches had
been dug to hold them.

It was not the sort of revenue-
enhancing  event  that  the  city
fathers had anticipated.

The city and the county had
to pay for almost all of the labor
involved  plus  the  hiring  of  the
trucks and wagons. Efforts were
begun  immediately  to  get  the
circus  to  pay  for  the  disposal,
but it was not an easy task and
it would be forty-nine years be-
fore Ringling Brothers, Barnum
and Bailey would visit Huntsville
again.
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2918-B Meridian Street - phone 288-0002
(just north of Mastin Lake on right)

Toll Free 1-888-640-7216
Brio wooden toys - “Sarah’s Attic” Figurines - Kincaid Items
New Furniture arriving Daily - Bookmark collection - Clocks

Inspirational Items - Victorian Curio Cabinet, Couch, table,
Chair - Mirrors - Embossed  Leather Items - Collector Figurines

Save $60 0n any purchase over $500 with this ad

The city council held an interesting meet-
ing last night and passed several ordinances
that are of interest to the general public.

- Mayor Smith stated that on the advice of
John Wesley, a paving expert, the entire cost
of the paving will be passed on to the property
owners.  The  paving  ordinance  was  changed
effective immediately.

- An ordinance was also passed providing
for  the  grading  of  the  extension  of  Locust
Street, laying the street with concrete gutters,
stone curbs and granitoid sidewalks.

- Permission was granted the owners of the
little  frame  building  on  Washington  Street
occupied  by  the  Davis  Tin  Shop  for  roofing
the building with tin.

- The members of the Fire Department will
be allowed vacation for the summer.

- The Hospital Association stated that an
annex is being erected to the city hospital and
permission was asked for the right to remove
this new structure when the lease of the asso-
ciation runs out. This was granted by a vote of
the  council,  water  meters  will  be  placed  on
the pipe furnishing water to the livery stables.

- The street committee, to which was re-
ferred the matter of extending Green and wid-
ening Cruse Alley, was reported favorable on
both propositions. The recommendation of the
engineer was that the new streets be made 46
feet  wide  but  the  committee  re-
ported in favor of 60 foot streets.
The report was favorably acted on
and  City  Attorney  Murphy  was
directed to proceed with the con-
demnation of abutting property as
provided by Section 21 of the city
code.  The  committee  expressed
the opinion in its report that the
widening  of  the  alley  and exten-
sion of the street would add from
20 to 100 per cent  to the prop-
erty that is now cut off from com-
munication with the streets.

All  in  all,  we  are  glad  to  see
our city leaders earning their pay.

.

from 1906 Huntsville Newspaper

Busy Session Of
City Council
Held Last Night

We are known for great food, great
folks and great prices!

Tues. - Sat  11-9  Closed Sunday and Monday

815 Andrew Jackson Way
Five Points

Have a Blesssed and happy Christmas!
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-

Lily Flagg
Located in the community
that the famous Jersey cow,
Miss Lily, made famous over
100 years ago!

A Complete Hardware Store Serving Your
Household and Business Needs

SMALL ENGINE REPAIR
If you're not sure, ask for Johnny Brewer!

8501 Whitesburg Drive  -  883-0781

SUPPLY

A General Hardware Store For 25 years

I love those old-fashioned
superstitions  -  here  are  a
couple of my favorites!

*  Never comb your hair af-
ter the sun goes down, or you will
become forgetful.

*  If you kiss your own elbow,
you will  turn into a member of
the opposite sex.

*  Three bad habits - drink-
ing the glass, smoking the pipe
and  scattering  the  dew  late  at
night.

*   A  good  laugh  and  a  long
sleep are the best  cures in any
doctor’s book.

*  If you whip a child with the
branch of a green broom plant,
the child will stop growing.

*  Always cover your mouth
when you yawn.  That way you
will keep evil spirits from enter-
ing your body.

*   A  hypochondriac  is  one
who’s afraid he’s sick and scared
to death that he’s not.

*  If you want to have a keen
memory, never read the epitaphs
on headstones in a cemetery.

*  Never cut your hair during
a full moon - very bad luck will
ensue.

*  To clean your silk flowers,
put them in a bag with half a cup
of salt, close bag and shake.

*  Put a fresh slice of bread
in  with  your  hardened  brown
sugar and it will be soft soon

*  If you have too much sugar
in a  main dish,  just  add a  tea-
spoon of cider vinegar.

*   A  bit  of  ground  cloves
added  to  your  beans  will  give
them a spicy taste.

*  If you’re congested on these
cold  nights,  try  propping  your
pillow up a bit.  Also, invest in a
cool mist humidifier.

*  Rub some sage into your
next pork roast prior to baking

*  To use those small leftover
rolls,  hollow  out  the  inside,
spread  with  butter  and  toast
slowly  in  the  oven.  Then  fill  to
overflowing with tasty meat stew

*  Kerosene will soften boots
and shoes that have been hard-
ened  by  water  and  will  render
them as pliable as new.

*   Wash your hair,  then fol-
low up with a rinse of vinegar for
shiny sparkly locks!

Here  are  a  few  of  my
favorite household tips!

*  To brighten your aluminum
pots,  fill  them  with  water  to
which you have added a couple
of slices of lemon, and boil.

*  Screw a hook onto the end
of  your  broom  to  save  your
bristles,  use  the  hook  to  pull
your shades if they get too high.
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Custom Kitchens
Glamour Baths
Custom Tile
Custom Built Garages

Custom Trim & Cabinets
Sun Rooms
Patios
Life Time Decks

Owner - Dean Sharp

256-990-1101

Christian churches are sup-
posed to be Houses of the Lord,
places  of  sanctuary  where  one
can go to escape the worries and
woes of the everyday world. How-
ever,  a  Baptist  Church  in
Huntsville’s Lincoln Mill  village
became  anything  but  that  one
strange  September  night  some
half  a  century  ago.  In  fact,  the
sleepy little church suddenly ex-
ploded  into  a  raucous  free-for-
all in which the women matched
the men in ferocity.

The  bizarre  incident  appar-
ently came about at least in part
over the efforts of the Congress
of Industrial Organizations (CIO)
to unionize the mill workers dur-
ing those bleak depression years
of the 1930s. Union backers felt
the CIO would stand up for their
rights  and  improve  their  stan-
dard of living. Union foes feared
the Northern owners would re-
taliate  by  closing  the  mills  and
moving elsewhere, something the
Yankee  capitalists  had  already
done several times in the South.
After all, the New England mills
had only moved to Huntsville to
escape paying union wages in the
first place, and to most folks any
job was better than none in those
days of massive unemployment
in America.

The  labor  dispute  seems to
have spilled over into the church,
where  Rev.  C.  V.  Headrick  en-
joyed the backing of the union.
The  CIO’s  opponents  had  be-
come dissatisfied with their min-
ister,  apparently  feeling  he  was
meddling in matters that didn’t
concern him. There were other
complaints against the preacher
as well, but the union dispute ob-
viously was the major grievance.
Headrick’s  adversaries  already
had tried several times to have

him  replaced.  On  the  night  of
September  3,  1939,  their  im-
patience finally got the better of
them.

Rev. Headrick was presiding
at  a  conference  in  the  divided
mill  village  church.  William
Adcock, the local CIO leader, was
on  hand to  give  his  support  to
the  clergyman,  which  only  an-
gered the union opponents. Near
the end of the meeting, a woman
member  of  the  congregation  at
last rose from her seat and force-
fully shoved the preacher out of
the pulpit. Other women quickly
intervened,  and  the  Lincoln  la-
dies went at it hammer and tongs
—  kicking,  punching,  kneeing,
slapping and pulling hair.

Not  to  be  outdone  by  their
spouses,  the  male  members  of
the congregation promptly chose
up sides and joined in the brawl.

Brawl At Lincoln
Mill Church

by Charles Rice

Dress Shop
EDNA’S

New Fall Stock Arriving Daily!

900 Bob Wallace Ave. - Suite 105
256-551-0643

40 - 60% off selected fall items

World War II was just breaking
out  in  Europe,  but  a  visitor  at
the Huntsville church might well

Visit our 2nd. Location at Interior Market Place in Hampton Cove
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Benny Little, Branch Manager
400 Meridian Street, Suite 201, Huntsville, Al 35801
Phone 256-534-2180 Toll Free 877-428-2180
benny.little@agedwards.com

have thought he was at the battle-
front in Poland.

According  to  newspaper  re-
ports  the  next  day,  two  men
(Ingle Gant and Tom Bragg) were
stabbed,  while  several  others
were taken to Huntsville Hospi-
tal  emergency  room  with  head
injuries. A number of the ladies
were somewhat bruised and bat-
tered, but none required medi-
cal  attention.  Only  one  person
was  arrested,  Dillard  Adcock,
who had stabbed Tom Bragg be-
fore being struck over the head
by  Olen  Graham.  Labor  leader
William  Adcock,  Dillard’s
brother, had also been hit over
the  head  with  a  heavy  object,
probably a chair.

Tensions obviously remained
high and Christian behavior was
clearly the loser that day in Lin-
coln Village. In fact, it was later
learned  that  another  fight  had
taken place nearby several hours
earlier  on  Meridian  Street.  A
union organizer named Pearson
had called a non-union worker
named Sharpe a “scab” and sev-
eral  other  uncomplimentary
names. Sharpe took offense and
attacked Pearson. An unamused
Judge  Price  issued  arrest  war-
rants for both men.

All  things  considered,  the
Lord just might have preferred
to look elsewhere on that incred-
ible  September  day.  Brotherly
love was certainly lacking in the
church that day.

Our city fathers have passed
an ordinance, which has been on
the statute book for some time,
forbidding hog pens in  the  city
limits,  yet  the nuisance is  kept
up in defiance of the law by per-
sons, who should know better.

Our police force has instruc-
tions  to  enforce  the  ordinance
and  it  is  expected  the  jail  will

Hog Pens In
The City

soon be serving an abundance of
ham.

From 1889 newspaper

BRAND NAME
King Size Pillow Top

mattress set in plastic with
warranty

Under $300
Can Deliver

256-509-7512

Subscriptions to

Old Huntsville
make great Christmas

presents. Only $20.00 per
year

Old Huntsville
716 East Clinton Ave.

Huntsville, Alabama 35801
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Sometime  around  1929  or
30, I was at an age that I knew
that  there  was  no  real  Santa
Clause  but  I  did  not  want  my
parents  to  know  because  that
might mean that I would not get
any toys for Christmas. I desper-
ately  wanted  a  telescope  and  I
certainly did not want to do any-
thing that might prevent me from
receiving the telescope. We lived
at the foot of Monte Sano Moun-
tain and it was my desire to see
everything close up on the moun-
tain.

One day my mother had gone
next door to visit with our neigh-
bor and I went on a house search
to see if I could find a telescope.
Eureka, in a cedar chest I spot-
ted a big brand new telescope. I
quickly sneaked out to the back
door,  telescope  in  hand,  and
aimed it at the mountain and put
the scope to  my eye.  Horror of
horrors, I could see nothing but
a blur I knew that the scope was
BROKEN.  What  was  I  to  do?  I
thought if I told my parents that
they had bought a BROKEN tele-
scope they would have time to go
and get a good one, However, this
would require me to admit that
number one, I really knew that
there was no Santa Clause and I
had been spoofing  my parents,
and number two that I had been
browsing around in areas
where  I  should  not  have  been
looking. It was a quandary and I
didn’t know what to do. I finally
decided  to  say  and  do  nothing
and maybe after Christmas my
dad could get rid of the BROKEN
telescope and buy a new one.

On Christmas morning I du-
tifully opened presents and when
I got to the BROKEN telescope I
took it out to porch and aimed it

at the mountain and once again
saw nothing. I called my Dad and
told him that the telescope was
BROKEN. He looked through the
telescope  and  explained  to  me
that you had to focus telescopes
for them to work. He focused the
BROKEN telescope and handed
it to me. I looked toward Monte
Sano Mountain  and it  was  like
the whole mountain had moved
to  our  front  porch.  I  could  see
trees, rocks, houses, everything
on the mountain. What a happy
Christmas it turned out to be.

I never told my parents about
the  BROKEN  telescope  and  I
sometime  wonder  how  many
times  my  son  had  a  BROKEN

The Broken
Telescope

by Bill Ivy

Harrison BrothersHarrison BrothersHarrison BrothersHarrison BrothersHarrison Brothers
HardwareHardwareHardwareHardwareHardware
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telescope  that  I  did  not  know
about.

“I believe a self-righteous
liberal or conservative with a

cause is more dangerous
than’s a Hell’s Angel with an

attitude.”

Andy Rooney

13 13 13 13 13 YYYYYearearearearears Experiences Experiences Experiences Experiences Experience
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Pottery By You & Beads Too!
411 Hughes Rd.

Madison
325-2964

Bring this ad in for a

FREE Mug
with any pottery purchase

(exp. 1/5/04)

Store hours Mon & Thurs 9:30a-9p,Tues &
Wed 9:30a-6pFri 10a-10p,Sat 9a-6p,Sun 2-6p

From a very reliable source,
a Mercury reporter was informed
that on last Saturday at a point
in the vicinity of New Hope, but
on the Marshall  County side of
the river, an explosion occurred
that  has  recalled  the  war  and
nearly  scared the life  out  of  an
honest old darkey.

It seems that the old man was
burning logs for the purpose of
clearing up, and he had set fire
to a heap which ignited a large
dead tree. Suddenly a most ter-
rific explosion occurred, one that
was heard for miles, and the old
tree was slivered and scattered
to the winds. The old darkey who
was  a  hundred  yards  distant
took his departure without trou-
bling himself, with an investiga-
tion.

A party who finally visited the
spot where the tree once stood
and  made  an  investigation,
found  from  the  surroundings
every evidence that the explosion
was that of a bombshell that had
been imbedded in the tree dur-
ing the war.

It is known that there was a
good deal of firing from cannon
loaded  with  shell  at  this  point
during the war, a point that com-
manded the river.

The circumstances can admit
of two theories, one that the shell
became imbedded in the tree by

being  fired  from a  cannon  and
failed to explode.

The other that it had been left
in the hollow, if there was any in
the tree, as a sort of keepsake,
hoping at some future day that
it would get in its work. The first
theory,  however,  is  the  most
probable. The report was heard
far into Madison County and oc-

Civil War Shell
Causes
Excitement in
New Hope

From 1891 newspaper

FINE ANTIQUE FURNITURE & ACCESSORIES

From 25 - 50% off selected items!

State licensed for magnetic door and gate locks
Positive security for persons who wander

Licensed nurse administers all medication
Registered nurse overnight

Home style environment - 16 beds

582 Shields - Huntsville, Alabama 35811 - 256-851-9161

casioned considerable wonder. It
is  said  the  old  negro  will  burn
no more brush in that neighbor-
hood.

“Would a flight attendant
please bring me a martini?

And keep ‘em coming!”

What you DON’T want to hear
from your pilot on a long flight

My doctor refused to write me
a prescription for Viagra.  He
said it would be like putting a
new flagpole on a condemned

building.
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(256) 653-3627

We  made  the  move  to  Huntsville  in  the
summer of 1958 to a house at the corner of
Newby  Road  and  Bob  Wallace  Ave.  My  par-
ents worked at Merrimac Mills in Huntsville
Park  until  1958  when  my  dad,  Homer  Sta-
pler, and Verlon Plemons started the first ar-
mored car service in Huntsville.

I  would  walk  down Newby  Road,  across
the railroad tracks, to the bus stop at Genesco.
Most  teens  in  this  district  attended  West
Clinton Junior High School. Our school was
next  to  the old Trailways bus station where
we  would  gather  after  school  to  play  nickel
pinball machines and hang out.

My fondest memories of those days were
when we sometimes walked to the Big Spring.
In the winter the rocks would look like they
were growing white tree limbs from the fro-
zen over spray from the water.

Spring time and summer at the Big Spring
was a joy. We would play in the water at the
head of the spring, where it came out of the
cave  beneath  the  bank  and  sometimes   we
would climb up the rocks and jump while yell-
ing “Jesse James!” This was the place where
we were told that Jesse James jumped off the
cliff, into the spring, on his horse. It was just
a legend but it was fun at the time.

The real fun was trying to catch one of the
large  fish,  usually  a  carp  or  a  buffalo.  This
usually happened on a Saturday when we were
supposed to be at the city swimming pool in
the  park.  We  would  pool  our  money,  and
sometimes we would have two or three dol-
lars.  Whoever  caught  the  first  fish  got  the
money.

The spring, with its cool summer breezes
and large  shade trees  was always  a  favorite
place for picnics. Bank presidents, business
owners and common laborers all enjoyed each
other’s company as the smell of fried chicken
and  watermelons  filled  the  air.  These  were
hard  times  but  we  were  all  full  of  love  and
respect for each other.

The spring, with it’s natural beauty almost
untouched, the way the way John Hunt found
it,  was a  special  place  for  us.   A  settlement
was built around the spring, which grew into
a city and then a county, and finally into what
we knew as Rocket City, U.S.A.

It  seems as if  every  city  council,  from the early
1960s until present, has tried to outdo the other by
chopping away at the Big Spring.

There’s  not  much  left  to  chop  at  anymore  but,
even though, in a few years we will all be asking, “What
happened to our Spring?”by Bobby Stapler

W hat H appened?
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Ride your bicycle to Blossomwood
Elementary and Huntsville Middle!!!!!!

The Heart of Blossomwood!

Call - (256) 539-9164 or (256) 264-5014

$164,500 - under appraisal!!!

Attractive  1,600+  Sq.  Ft.  Cottage  on
Large Corner Lot - Completely Renovated
Kitchen,  updated  exterior,  new  decks  -
Hardwood Floors throughout Living Area
and Bedrooms

2 Bedroom/2 Bath with Large Den or 3
Bedroom  -  Mature  landscaping  -  Sizable
Living  Room -  Kitchen  and  Dining  Room
Combination with Two Full Baths

Mud Room/Laundry Room - Large Rear
and Side Decks!!! Large Fenced Back Yard
School District: Blossomwood, Huntsville.

For Sale
1319 Locust Avenue

Huntsville, Alabama 35801

She  had  always  dreamed
of her wedding day, imag-

ining  how  her  handsome  hus-
band would take her hand in his
and pledge eternal love to her.

But, when that day came, and
Mary  Chambers  took  her  wed-
ding vows with William D. Bibb,
they  both  knew  she  would  be
dead in three months.

Mary  Smith  Chambers  was
born  in  1816,  daughter  of  Dr.
Henry Chambers,  an early  Ala-
bama  legislator  who  had  been
born in Virginia.  Upon gradua-
tion from William and Mary Col-
lege  in  1808,  he  had  studied
medicine before coming to Ala-

bama, a new territory at the time.
After serving as a surgeon on

the  staff  of  Gen.  Andrew Jack-
son during the War of 1812, he
made his home in Huntsville and
was  elected  a  member  of  the
state constitutional convention in
1819.

The whole town took an in-
terest  in  the  fatherless  young
lady, Mary, constantly speculat-
ing as to who would make a per-
fect match for her.  The local gos-
sips, after exhausting their lim-
ited list of possible candidates,
surmised  that  none  were  good
enough  for  her.   But  that  was
before  the  dashing  and  hand-
some William Bibb appeared on
the scene.

Bibb and his brother, David
Porter Bibb, of Belle Mina, were
both  handsome,  reckless,  pol-
ished,  and  everything  a  young
woman could want in a husband.
Their father was Thomas Bibb,
second governor of Alabama

Whether by accident or inten-
tional, both of the young people
were invited to a party arranged

by mutual friends.  It was here
that the brothers met the beau-
tiful Mary and her cousin, Mary
Parrott Betts.

Three
Months
To Live



62Old Huntsville Page

SAFE and SOUND

Email: bsefton@benporter.com

Office: (256) 881-9676
Fax: (256) 882-0604

F.N. (Bill) Sefton,
      CRS,GRI

Huntsville, Alabama 35801
3409 S. Memorial Parkway
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Let Bill get it done!

Pager: (256) 535-1843

Broker Associate

Security & Audio Systems
Fire Alarms
Intercoms

(256) 337-4379
State License #064
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Central Vacuums
Closed Circuit TV

As the Bibb brothers courted
the two cousins, the older people
watched  with  approval.   Rela-
tives  on both sides agreed that
they  were  perfect  matches.
These  courtships  seemed  the
logical  preliminaries  to  unions
that  would  connect  these  three
prominent  North  Alabama
names.

It  was  to  no  one’s  surprise
that the brothers proposed mar-
riage to the damsels in the fall of
1834.   The  proposals  were  ac-
cepted breathlessly.  It was to be
the most elaborate double wed-
ding in the history of Alabama.

Orders were sent to Paris for
elegant  handmade  wedding
gowns.  Both trousseaus were to
be prepared of the finest materi-
als  and  by  the  best  designers
possible.

Many  parties  feted  the
couples.   Prominent  citizens
from  here  and  adjoining  coun-
ties  celebrated  the  upcoming
event extensively.  The date, how-
ever, was yet to be set.

Christmas  came  and  went
with no word of the wedding day.
January wore by. No one knew
what was causing the delay, but
the couples seemed as much in
love as ever.  The real reason for
the  delay  was  the  fact  that  the

wedding dresses had not arrived.
Conversations  circulated  about
the  length  of  time  required  for
goods to arrive from France by
boat.  The brides-to-be met each
stagecoach as it rolled to a stop
on the downtown square.  They
were  disappointed  time  and
again.

Finally,  in  early  February,  a
large package arrived that defi-
nitely  looked  like  a  wedding
dress container.  However, when
it  was  opened  the  girls  were
heartbroken to discover that only
one dress had been made.  The
seamstress had run out of ma-
terial.

Days  went  by,  then  William
Bibb  and  Mary  Chambers  de-
clared  their  intention  to  marry
at  once,  even  though  it  meant
there would be no double wed-
ding.   The  other  couple  under-
stood  and  arrangements  were
made for the ceremony to take
place  at  the  Chambers  home.
Excitement increased every day.
There was a whirlwind of activ-
ity, with sewing, flower arranging,
cleaning, cooking& and sending
out invitations.  Friends notified
them that they were coming from
many other states.

The  couple  was  blissfully
happy and the older folks envied
them.

Then  the  unthinkable  hap-
pened.  A  few  nights  before  the
wedding,  Mary’s  old  Negro
mammy  said  to  her  and  her
cousin: “Let me make you some
‘settling down’ medicine so you
won’t be a bundle of nerves dur-

ing all this wedding excitement.
Gonna  be  a  lot  of  handsome
young men around here and you
don’t want your hearts a flutter-
ing.”

The girls just laughed.  They
loved their old mammy, who had
taken  care  of  them  since  they
were born.

The old woman came back in
a few minutes with a small glass
of clear liquid.

“What is it, Mammy?  Will it
make us more beautiful?” They
laughed.

“Ain’t  nothin’  but salts,”  she
said.  “Ain’t gonna hurt you.”

The girls couldn’t decide who
would take it first.
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“You’re the one getting mar-

ried, you take it first,” Mary Betts
urged.

So  Mary  Chambers  swal-
lowed  the  liquid  in  one  gulp,
making a face for the mammy’s
benefit.  But, as soon as she put
the glass down, she knew some-
thing was terribly wrong.

“My  throat  hurts!   What’s
wrong with me?  Help me, Mary!”
She pleaded.

While her cousin soothed her,
the  mammy  dashed  into  the
other room, to return a moment
later  with  her  face  covered  in
tears.

“Oh,  what  have  I  done  to
you?” she sobbed.

The “salts” had come from a
bottle  containing  oxafic  acid.  A
doctor was summoned and, af-
ter examining Mary, rendered his
opinion: she could only hope to
live for a short time, about three
months at the longest.

Instantly,  the  Chambers
home was buried in a deep de-
pression.  William Bibb was over-
come with grief upon learning of
the tragedy.  For days he never
left  her  bedside.   During  this
time,  he  abruptly  announced
that he and Mary would be mar-
ried immediately.

On Feb. 26 an entirely differ-
ent wedding than that which had
been planned took place. Friends
and relatives, trying to act cheer-

ful,  watched  as  the  Rev.  John
Allen, pastor of the First Presby-
terian  Church,  united  Mary
Chambers and William Bibb in
holy matrimony. The poignancy
of  the  moment  was  such  that
words could not describe.

Mary Bibb lived three more
months  to  the  day.   After  her
death,  Bibb  erected  the  finest
monument money could buy.  It
was  placed  above  her  grave  in
Maple Hill Cemetery and was the
first mausoleum ever built in the
cemetery.

Across  the  face  of  this
marker  is  inscribed  the  three
major dates in Mary’s life.

Mary S. Bibb
Wife of Wm.  D. Bibb
Daughter  of  Doct.   Henry

Chambers
Born October, 1816
Married Feb. 24, 1835
Died May 26, 1835
Unfounded  rumors  have

arisen  through  the  years  con-
cerning the unusual mausoleum.
According to one legend, the tall
structure  was  built  to  house
Mary, who had been buried up-
right, sitting in her rocking-chair.
Like most legends,  the truth is
much simpler.

It was built by a grieving hus-
band as a tribute to his wife, a
testimony  to  two  young  people
who were very much in love.

6 eggs
1/2 cup sugar
3 cups milk
1 1/2 cups Irish cream liqueur
ground nutmeg
1/4 cup heavy cream, whipped
Beat  eggs  til  foamy  at  medium

speed of mixer. Add sugar, beat 5 min-
utes or  til  thick.  Reduce speed to low,
add milk,  liqueur  and 1/2 tsp.  nutmeg,
beat until combined. Chill thoroughly. To
serve, stir in whipped cream and sprinkle
on additional nutmeg.

Irish Cream Nog

* Unique handcrafted soaps
* Lotions
* Candles & more

The best of Handmade Soap
and Body Products, also

Candles, Featuring all Natural
Ingredients

*

Surround Yourself With Wonderful Scents!

Many Christmas Specials
- 10% OFF!

Located in Suite 528
Preston Plaza - Jordan Lane
Huntsville, Alabama 35816

256-489-3230
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My  grandfather,  Claude  E.
Barnes,  owned  the  Claude
Barnes Grocery Store, that was
located on Fifth Street (now An-
drew  Jackson  Way).  The  store
was in  the  middle  of  the  block
between the current location of
Hill’s Lawnmower Sales and Ser-
vice,  and  Eunice’s  Country
Kitchen.

The  Fifth  Street  Baptist
Church  (now  Andrew  Jackson
Way  Baptist  Church)  had  a
Christmas  program  on  Christ-
mas Eve night around the year
1941.

At  2  A.M.  on  Christmas
morning  Willis  Routt,  the  Con-
stable of Dallas Village was mak-
ing  his  security  rounds  in  the
Village when he heard someone
holler “HELP”.

When Willis walked in the al-
ley  between  Carroll’s  Grocery
and Barnes Grocery he discov-
ered that a man had attempted
to break in the Barnes store by
climbing down the chimney.  Of
course,  the  burglar  was  stuck
tight in the chimney.

Willis  called  the  authorities
and  the  Dallas  Village  Fire  De-
partment answered the call and
pulled him out.

The  Village  people  nick-
named  the  man  and  after  that
date  his  name  was  “Santa
Claus”.

The above facts were given to
me  by  my  mother,  Annetta
Barnes Martinson, who was the
oldest  daughter  of  Claude  E.
Barnes.

The
Nick Name

by Doug Martinson
I  remember  back  in  the

1920’s and 30’s every year I went
to Christmas Eve services at the
Church of the Nativity. There was
a woman, Mrs. Pratt, who used
to sing the same song every single
Christmas. I don’t remember the
song,  but  do  remember  it  was
always  the  same.  I  remember
delivering the morning papers on
Christmas day - it was just like

Memories
by Escoe Henley

any other Sunday. Back then the
hardware  stores  all  sold  fire-
works on Christmas - it was the
Zebra brand. I remember there
were nickel and dime packs, and
the  rich  people  would  throw
those  fireworks  out  onto  the
streets,  with  people  milling  all
around,  and  it  would  be  like
rapid-fire.  I  remember
Hutcheon’s Hardware had a big
fireworks  stand  but  on  Christ-
mas day they’d be closed, so we’d
have  to  go  to  Steger’s  store  on
the other side of Meridianville  to
get our fireworks.

If raising children was going to
be easy, it would never have

started with something
called labor.

Mary Barksdale
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In my early years, and before I had my own family, I was asked
by my friend if I would be willing to come to his home on Christmas
Eve and play the part of Santa Claus for his two children; Carol, 4
1/2 years old and Janet, 3 years old. He told me that he had the
necessary costume and everything else to do the job. I agreed, though
I was a bit apprehensive since I had never played this merry old
gent before.

I arrived at their home at 9 PM as I had been requested. The
children had been in bed for a couple of hours so they were deep in
dreamland. Henry, my friend, and his wife Carol had a very elabo-
rate costume with boots, the long beard and even some pillows to
help fill out my more sparse areas. With their help I got into my
regalia and must admit that I made a pretty good Santa

I  was given a big  chair  on the porch,  next  to  their  decorated
Christmas Tree, and it was very bright with some extra lamps that
had been added. At 10 PM Carol went into the bed room and awak-
ened the two children. She came out with a big smile on her face
and the two children in tow, one at each hand. Henry stood at the
side completely elated with the scene he was watching.

The two children came up to me and I gave them my
best “Ho Ho Ho” and they looked absolutely terrified. I put
my arms around each one of them and helped them sit on
my lap. I continued with my “Ho Ho’s” and talked to them
in my best Santa voice and they just sat there - rigid. They
were shaking so much that it was difficult for me to keep
each one perched on my knees. Finally, I helped them slip
off my lap and they ran back to their mother and her pro-
tective  arms.  Carol  carried them back to  bed.  The next
morning I was back to wish the family a Merry Christmas.
When I arrived the two children ran up to me and excit-
edly related their experience the night before. They told
me that  they  had  seen  Santa  and  they  had  hugged  and
kissed him and told him all the toys that they wanted for
Christmas.

I thought to myself that there is no end to the imagina-
tion of a little one.

Playing
Santa Claus

by Chuck Owens

Annalee’s
Over 3000 sq. ft of
affordable antiques,
furniture, unique garden
and gift items - Open Wed - Sat

Cahoots
Located across from Annalees.

4083 Eva Road, Eva, Al.

RRRRResesesesestttttaurauraurauraurantantantantant

Light Fare in a Victorian
atmosphere - Open for breakfast
and lunch. Wed-Sat 8am - 2pm

Take 65 South, take Falkville
exit, turn left and travel 8 miles

Worth The Trip!

256-796-1862

V.I.P Grooming announces the
Grand Opening of our new

881-0664Luxury Pet Hotel
7920 A Charlotte Dr.

Huntsville 35802
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Weihnachten  means  Christ-
mas in German. As a youngster,
growing  up  in  Berlin,  I  recall
many times when I happily cel-
ebrated Christmas with my fam-
ily.  It  was  a  time  when  my  3
brothers and I, as well as all chil-
dren  in  Germany,  looked  for-
ward to with great anticipation.

In  my  family,  my  parents
closed off one room about three
days before Christmas. We knew
why the room was closed to us
and knew that we were not per-
mitted to look into this room -
and we  made  sure  that  we  did
not.

On Christmas Eve, after pa-
tiently waiting, we finally heard
the tinkle of the Christmas bell
which my mother rang.   It  was
the  signal  for  us  to  go  into  the
room to see all the presents and
the  decorated  tree.  This  room
had our piano in it and the first
thing that we did was to gather
around the piano to sing Christ-
mas  carols  as  my  mother  or
brother played.

We  thought  that  the  Christ-
mas  tree  was  beautiful  and  a
work  of  art.  My  father  was  in
charge of the tree. The tree was
fully  decorated and in addition
had numerous lighted candles -
real ones. The candles had to be
placed such that they would not
be  in  contact  with  any  of  the
branches and cause a fire.  Fol-
lowing the singing, we went to the
table to pick up our toys or gifts.

Each child had a specific place
on the table for his or her gifts.

These  were  fond  memories
with  much  fun  and  laughter.
Sometimes we had friends and
relatives with us to share this en-
joyable evening. After the festivi-
ties  in  the  Christmas  room we
all went to the dining room and
sat  down  to  our  traditional
Christmas dinner.

Carp  was  (and  still  is)  con-
sidered a delicacy in Europe and
was  the  usual  main  course  in
Germany and in other parts  of
Europe, just as turkey and ham
are in the U.S. My mother pre-

Don’t argue with an idiot -
people watching may not be

able to tell the difference.

Billy Jacobson

Saturday Dec. 13th

3 REAL ESTATE AUCTIONS
9:AM - Commercial Lot

1 door off Andrew Jackson Way
700 O’Shaughnessy

on the east side of Andrew Jackson
10:AM - House & Lot

1413 Stevens
Excellent Rental Property

11:AM - 1112 Randolph Ave.
Completely Remodeled Inside & Out

Quality Craftsmanship

This Beautiful Randolph Ave. home
has been exquisitely refined down to
the  last  details.  There  are  3  bed-
rooms,  2  full  baths,  one  1/2  bath,
Brazillian cherry floors, new carpet,
tile  gourmet  kitchen  with  granite
countertops, new builtins, greatroom
with  fireplace,  large  master  on  the
main level, glamour bath, brick log-
gia, 2 car carport, quality inside and
out. Inspection invited by Appt.

111 4th Street  * Huntsville, Al. * 1-800-548-0130

A German
Christmas

by Annelie M. Owens

pared  this  dinner  with  all  the
trimmings and it was delicious.
The children drank a fruit drink
and  the  adults  enjoyed  their
wine.   Later  on  we  had  more
singing  until  we  were  all  ready
to call it a day and go to bed.

A return to the ways of old
makes people who know

nothing of the past think they
are in the presence of
something brand new.

Butch Adcock
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Lewter's Hardware Store

222 Washington St  -  539-5777

A Hardware Store....
The Way You Remember Them

In 1928 our great-grandfather, D.A. Lewter, and our grandfather,
J.M. Lewter, started the family business in a small store on Washing-
ton Street. They believed in offering fair prices, treating each customer
with special respect and giving great service.

A hand saw cost $2.50, a padlock 8 cents and a hammer could be
purchased for 85 cents. A lawn mower sold for $6.50 and a 100 lb. bar-
rel of nails was $2.25.

While our prices have gone up slightly we still provide the same
quality service our fore-fathers insisted on. We are the same family,
doing the same business in the same location. Stop by and visit with
us.
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