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

We are the fourth generation, proudly carrying on the same tradition.
While our prices have gone up slightly and we have a few more 

employees, 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.

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

222 Washington St - 539-5777
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A Christmas 
to Remember

By Joseph Connaughton

Christmas was coming and 
I was on the island of Corsica 
in December of 1944 during 
World War II. It would be the 
first time I would spend Christ
mas away from home. I was 
only twenty years old at the 
time. Needless to say, I wasn't 
looking forward to Christmas 
at all. I got up Christmas mom-

“A bank is a place that 
will lend you money if 

you can prove that 
you don’t really need it”

Art Billings, Arab 

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr.
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B
Huntsville, Alabama 35801

Telephone Fax
(256) 533-1103 (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."

ing and walked over to the 
mess tent to eat breakfast. My 
hope was to find some motiva
tion to appreciate Christmas 
day.

Luckily, I sat by a copilot 
friend, Robert Jamison. I told 
Bob how I'd like to do some
thing today that would make 
the day more like Christmas. 
We talked a lot about Christ
mas back home, but that was 
about all. When we got up to 
leave, Bob said, "I've got it! 
I know what we can do. Go 
back to your tent and get all 
of the candy rations you can 
find - even ask your buddies 
to give you what they can for a 
good cause. I'll see you in about 
thirty minutes in front of your 
tent."

I went back to my tent and 
scrounged all of the candy I had 
and what I could get from my 
buddies. Soon Bob drove up in 
a Jeep with two other buddies, 
John Morgan and Bill Ether
idge, in the back seat. "Climb 
in," he said. "We are headed for 
the hills." It wasn't long before 
we drove into the quaint little 
town of Casadiana.

When we entered, we could 
see it was a square surrounded 
by rows of two-story masonry 
buildings with no porches. 
The walls came straight down 
to the walks with doorways 
spaced about every twenty or 
thirty feet. There was a foun
tain structure in the center
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We can organize it, Price it & 

Sell it for you.
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but it was dry. Bill blurted, 
"OK Bob, where are the kids?" 
There were no kids. And for 
that matter, there really didn't 
seem to be anyone around. The 
weather was cold, but the sun 
was out, so that shouldn't have 
mattered.

Bob said, "Just wait a min
ute. It's mid-morning. The kids 
will be coming out pretty soon, 
especially if they see we have 
sacks of something. Come on, 
let's sit on the edge of the foun
tain and hold the bags on our 
laps so they are easily seen." 
We followed suit and it wasn't 
two minutes before a little boy 
reluctantly came walking up to 
us. He was about eight years 
old, dressed in play clothes, 
and appeared to be clean. Bob 
seemed to know what he was 
saying and answered in bro
ken French as he offered him a 
bar of candy. The boy quickly 
took it and ran toward a corner 
of the square, disappearing 
through an archway between 
the houses.

"Well, how do you like 

looseendsbymj.com
e-mail: mjailor@looseendsbymj.com

that," I said. "So much for our 
Santa Claus act." "That's what 
you think," Bill replied. "Look 
coming back through the arch." 
"You're right," John said. "It 
looks like Cox's army. Look at 
the kids. I'll bet there's at least 
couple of dozen of 'em."

The children came up to us 
yelling Americano and some 
other words in French. They 
were well-behaved children 
and weren't pushing and shov
ing to get to us. We had enough 
candy to pass out so each one 
got three or four pieces. In a 
wink, between the chewing, 
they began smiling and laugh
ing. They were so happy, and 
looked as if it were the only 
candy they ever had. It was just 
a joy to look into their faces.

One child with a ball 
dropped it to the ground, and 
kicked it towards us as he 
rattled off some French words. 
Bob yelled, "Kick it back. The 
kids want us to play French 
football with them." I kicked 
it back to one of them and the 
game was on. We played their

WELCOME TO AUTHENTIC THAI CUISINE AT
c®- THAI GARDEN

DINE IN OR CARRY OUT
All Fresh Meats 6 Vegetables 

No MSG - No Preservatives Used

Mon - Fri - Lunch 11 am - 2 pm
Dinner 4:30 pm - 9:00 pm

Sat - Dinner only 4:30 pm - 9:00 pm
Closed Sundays

800 Wellman Avenue
(In Historic Five Points) 

(256) 534-0122

SERVING THE 
HUNTSVILLE 

AREA 
SINCE 1884 

FOR ALL YOUR 
RESIDENTIAL

Do you need to settle an Estate? 
Downsizing to a smaller house?

Organizing and running your Estate Sale? 
Let us clean out-pack up-sell off or donate your items! 

toote uuh to th ufil kdfi th tle*t afi ti/fa!

Mary Jim Ailor
256-658-2718.

AIR CONDITIONING & 
HEATING UNITS 

PLUMBING 
ELECTRICAL 

ENERGY AUDITS

256-534-0781

looseendsbymj.com
mailto:mjailor@looseendsbymj.com
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Give the gift of membership to someone you care about. Huntsville Hospital Senior 

Horizons is a program designed to improve the health and well-being of men and 

women ages 55 and older. Annual cost is $20 for an individual or $35 per couple.

. -

Senior Horizons Benefits:

♦ Free Source magazine

« Free valet parking (65 years and older)

♦ Free health and educational seminars

♦ Free photocopying and notary services

♦ Wellness Center discount

♦ Cafeteria discount at Huntsville 
Hospital Main and Madison Hospital

» Professional destination travel

♦ Social activities and day trips

♦ Plus much more!

To purchase a membership for someone or 
for more information, call (256) 265-7950.

ZZZ7 HUNTSVILLE
HOSPITAL

Senior Horizons

V_________________________
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version of sandlot football for 
about thirty minutes. As we 
were about to wind up our 
game with them, an old man in 
his sixties wearing a red French 
beret approached us and said 
something in French.

I said, "Uh oh, here comes 
trouble. What do you think this 
fellow is up to, Bob?"

"He's telling us to follow 
him. And maybe we had better 
do that for now." The old man 
turned and pointed to one of 
the doors on the east side of the 
square. We trailed in behind 
him and followed him into the 
door and up a stairway to the 
second floor. He led us into 
a large room at the top of the 
stairs. The first thing I saw was 
an elderly woman in a rock
ing chair with her back to two 
curtained windows facing the 
square. Another gentleman, 
about the age of the old man, 
was sitting on a couch facing 
the windows.

The man in the red beret in
troduced the woman as his wife 
and the old man as his older 
brother. Then Bob proceeded 
to introduce Bill, John and me.

The man brought out two 
more chairs and motioned us 
to sit down on the couch and 
chairs. They spoke no English, 
but we understood them to 
say through Bob, they were 
grateful to us for bringing the 
children candy and making 
their Christmas a happy one. 
We learned they were Chris
tians. The man in the red beret 
motioned us to bow our heads 
as he gave a prayer of thanks 
and prayed for our safety and

Sarcasm: The gulf 
between the author 
of sarcastic wit and 

the person who 
doesn’t get it. 

the war to end soon.
Then, as we stood up to 

leave, he motioned us to wait 
as he darted out of the room. 
When he returned he had a 
dusty old wine bottle in his 
hand and a tray of glasses. He 
then said, "I have been saving 
this bottle of wine for a long 
time just for a special occa
sion. I can think of no better 
occasion than to celebrate your 
generosity to the children at 
Christmas." He poured our 
glasses with wine then held his 
up for a toast, which I clearly 
understood, "Vive La France 
and America." We raised our 
glasses and said "Cheers" and 
thanked him as we left the 
room.

On the way back to the 
base we discussed the quality 
of the wine. We didn't notice 
the brand, but we all agreed it 
was the best wine we had ever 
tasted. I thought to myself, was 

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

[BS InterSouth 
ffA Jl.M properties ”

“Leasing and Managing Huntsville’s Premier Office Buildings”
* Highland Office Park, Phases 1 & 2 I
* Park West Center
* University Square Business Center | 
*8215 Madison Blvd.

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com

(Siect 1969)

Guns &
Tackle Shop, Inc

1650 Jordan Lane 
Huntsville, Al 35816 

(256)830-0761

J.C. Vaughn 

President

Guns - Buy - Sell - Trade - Consignment - Repair 

Holsters - Knives - Ammo - Reloading Supplies

it really the wine that tasted so 
good, or was it the deed that 
we did for the children, and the 
Frenchman's grateful hospital
ity that made the wine seem so 
good?

Whatever it was, it will be 
a Christmas that I will always 
remember.

Terese Stevens, L.M.T.
AL License #982

256.337.6989
Swedish 

Neuromuscular 
Deep Tissue

Gift Certificates for all Occasions

IN BUSINESS FOR 15 YEARS!

http://www.intersouth-properties.com
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My Grandmother’s 
Unforgettable 

Treasure Hunt
by Parker Daniel, 

Madison Academy
Christmas has always been 

my grandparent's favorite time 
of year. Before having my mom, 
they lived in a tiny house in 
downtown Huntsville on Park
way Drive. Several years later 
before my mom was born, they 
moved to a larger house on Cleer- 
mont Drive in the Blossomwood 
area.

My mother, Morgan Miller 
Daniel, was born and raised in 
Huntsville, AL, and grew up in 
the same house my grandparents 
live in today. My mom, dad and 
I only live a few blocks away. 
Shortly after my mom was born, 
my granddad. Bill Miller, was 
laid off from his job. Times were 
tough for a while until he found 
work, so the next few Christ
mases, money was tight. They 
wanted to spend their money on 
my mom, instead of themselves.

Because of their love for my 
mother, as well as their selfless
ness, they didn't buy each other 
much for Christmas. My Gran
daddy told me about an idea he 

came up with to surprise Ruth, 
my grandmother, which he knew 
would be fun and unforgettable.

In 1976, Grandaddy gave 
her a very small box wrapped 
in some Christmas paper and a 
bow. When she opened it, there 
was nothing but a note that read, 
"You should have looked under 
the pillow in the bedroom." She 
looked under the pillow and 
found a note directing her to the 
towels in the bathroom. From 
there, another note told her to go 
to the refrigerator.

Finally, the note in the re
frigerator led her to the pillow 
on the living room chair where 
she found another package. It 
had a poem written for her by 
Grandaddy about what a good 
cook she is attached to a special 
cookbook. My grandmother was 
thrilled and still talks about that 
special Christmas. She was so 
excited about a cookbook, which 
was not expensive; however, she 
considered it a "treasure" because 
of the meaning behind the gift.

My grandparents and parents 
taugfit me that Christmas isn't 
about the biggest, most expensive 
presents and quantity of gifts, but 
Christmas is about quality time 
with family and friends and gear
ing our minds toward the Lord 
and our blessings as we should 
every day.

Stay Cozy when the 
Cold Wind Blows!

In Business for 32 years, 
we have the largest 

selection of gas logs, 
wood & gas stoves, man
tels, wood & gas firebox- 
es/inserts, firescreens, 

glass doors and tools for 
all your heating needs. 

Southern Home 
& Hearth 

2611 University Dr. 
Huntsville, Ai 35816 

256-534-1715 or 
256-534-8199 

www.southernhomeandhearth.com 
We do Layaways

ALPHA ESTATE SALES & AUCTIONS
EST. 1983

Let us help you liquidate or appraise your personal property including antiques, 
collectibles, fine art, furniture jewelry, china, porcelain and more

Experience, Professionalism and 
Excellence is our Motto.

www.alphaestatesales.com

Visit our Website for Upcoming Sales

Bob Baker, HSCA, Owner
Gary Lee Knight, Owner/Manager

Facebook

1214 Meridian Street (256)536-3117

http://www.southernhomeandhearth.com
http://www.alphaestatesales.com
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Just One 
Present

by Mary Kathryn Lawrence, 
Madison Academy

For many years, snow was 
a rarity in North Alabama. The 
meteorologists would often 
predict the snow storm that 
never happened. Fanatically, 
kids would wish snow would 
fall and leave a blanket over 
the roads. Occasionally, a few 
snowflakes would flutter down 
but then quickly melt on the 
warm ground. Each night, kids 
would go to bed and hope that 
it would snow and that school 
would be closed the next morn
ing. Only one thing could be 
better than school closing due 
to snow and that was a White 
Christmas.

Growing up in the late 1960s, 
most kids had a basic "wish list". 
For most girls, it was the new
est Barbie doll and some outfits 
such as an evening gown and a 
sporty, tennis outfit. Also top
ping their list might be a Chatty 
Cathy doll or an Easy Bake 
Oven. For many boys, it was a 
go-kart, a C.B. radio, a football,

sh list - a sled and enough 
to go sledding. His older

or a color television. Topping 
everyone's list, however, was a 
sled and the ever elusive snow
storm.

When my Dad was five years 
old, he had only two things on 
his wish list - a sled and enough 
snow 
brother snickered at him. His 
parents tried to let him down 
gently so he would not be too 
disappointed on Christmas 
morning. While most boys his 
age might be wishing for a new 
western outfit or a B.B. gun, my 
Dad wanted a Red Flyer sled 
and the snow to glide it on. The 
combination of both things was 
unheard of in North Alabama!

His parents asked him to 
make a new list for Santa - one 
that included toys and obtain
able gifts. To appease them, he 
made a new list. However, he 
secretly kept his old list and put 
it under his pillow. He was con
fident that Santa would find the 
real list and not let him down.

Waking up on Christmas 
morning, he ran to the window. 
It had really snowed! Santa had 
actually found the right list and

“Without ammunition, 
the USAF would be just “ 

another expensive 
flying club.”

Jerry Baker, Scottsboro 

brought him snow after all. Too 
bad he forgot the sled.

He grabbed his coat and mit
tens and bolted for the door. 
Never mind the lighted tree in 
the corner of the den with hang
ing icicles. Forget the presents 
that were mounded under the

Marathon 
Painting
Services including: 

*Exterior & Interior 
painting 

*Woodworking 
*Deck Cleaning 
*Gutter Repair 
^Pressure Washing 
*Handyman Services 
*Roofing 
*Doors
* Dry wall 
*Siding
*Window Cleaning

(256) 326-8053
JOHN M. BZDELL

Free Estimates * References upon 
Request * Licensed & Insured

Windsor House
Nursing Home / Rehab Facility

JHero World Collectibles
Come visit us in the Limestone Flea Market

Located on Highway 72 between Athens and Huntsville

We have assorted TShirts, Purses, Wallets, Beltbuckles, 
Caps, lots of SEC merchandise! Barbie Dolls, some rare.

Come see us!

Markdowns on much of our 
Merchandise - Must See Items for 

that Perfect Gift!

A Warm, Wonderful 
Christmas for you and yours!]

A place you can call home....
4411 McAllister Drive 

Huntsville, Alabama 35805

(256) 837-8585
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tree. The real present was out
side!

The snow was magical. When 
the sun rays hit the snow, it 
truly glistened. Everything was 
eerily quiet. It was peaceful - 
until he took off and tromped 
through the snow. With each 
step, he would look back over 
his shoulder, fascinated with 
his footprints. Then he stopped 
and wondered where Santa's 
footprints were. Off he went 
in search of Santa's boots and 
the reindeer's hoof prints. He 
finally decided that the falling 
snow must have covered up the 
tracks.

Although he was without the 
sled, he was not disappointed. 
Instead, he grabbed the lid off 
the top of the metal garbage 
can and made his own sled. 
Running for the hill just down 
the street, he took off with his 
modified sled. Although his 
"sled" was not the swiftest, it 
was still magnificent. Soon the 
other kids in the neighborhood 

Mari Joby, Athens

were sledding on garbage can 
lids, old cookie sheets, and 
cardboard boxes. Within a few 
hours, most of the snow had 
melted. The thawing ground 
showed patches of dirt. The 
icicles had started to drip from 
the house. The dreamlike day 
was beginning to fade.

Recalling the "Big Snow back 
in 1969," the memory of that 
day still holds the dreamlike 
magic that it did when he was 
five years old. He will tell you 
that he got only one present - 
and that was all he wanted. If 
you ask him if he believes in 
Santa, the answer is always "of 
course". The snow may have 
melted but the magic of that day 
will last forever.

“I’ve learned that you 
should never say No to a 

gift from a child.”

'/J
{

"The Service of Quiet Elegance 
and Affordable Quality"

<M imiat & casA [ioUcicA ;

'TfottoniMy fate-need
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N
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Don Broome Studios

I am an artist who has a complete frame shop in 
my home. I can help you pick just the right mats 
and framing for your work. No overhead means 
you save.

7446 Clubfield Cir 256-880-3497
Huntsville, Al 35802 256-656-1457

Call for an appointment



Old Huntsville Page 10

Local News 
in 1923

- A large barn belonging to W. 
M. Jordan at Jordan's Park was 
totally destroyed by fire yester
day together with a large amount 
of hay and other food stuff and 
two large fine hogs. The barn 
was a large and costly one and 
the loss is great. The fire occurred 
between 7 and 8 o'clock and the 
origin is not known.

- For Rent - eight-room house 
partly furnished, two bathrooms 
modern, Franklin Street. Apply 
to James Allen Fuller, 215 Jef
ferson St.

- The little four-year-old 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Ben 
Lamb died at the home of her par
ents in Big Cove yesterday. This 
was a result of burns she received 
one day last week when she was 
in the field with her brother, who 
was burning brush and grass. 
Mrs. Lamb was very seriously 
burned trying to save the little 
girl. Funeral services were held 
this morning at the residence in 
Big Cove.

- City Court - Several cases 
were up for disposal this morn
ing, several of which drew fines. 
Charley Mills and Charley Cole 
were discharged on a charge of 
"Having a rooster fight" when 
it was shown that the boys put 
their roosters down to see if they 
would fight. Convinced that 
they were both tame, they picked 
them up and stopped the fight. 
Thomas Clark and Charley Tum- 
minello were fined ten dollars 
each for gaming.

- Maple Maddox and Odis 
Patterson were up on a charge 
of assault with a pistol and knife 
respectively and each drew a fine 
of $25 when they pled guilty to 
the charge. Bruce Killiam was 
discharged on a charge of unlaw
fully riding a streetcar.

- For Rent - large private room 
with private entrance, close in 

and furnished. Suitable for two 
gentlemen. Rent reasonable. Mrs. 
F. C. Gates, 207 Oak Avenue.

- Man Run Over by Wagon
An old gentleman by the name 

of Johnson was run over by his 
own wagon out on Meridian Pike 
Thursday afternoon. It seems 
from reports that Mr. Johnson 
was walking beside his wagon 
when an automobile passed and 
frightened the team of mules 
causing them to take a dash, 
knocking the old man down and 
the wagon ran over him. He was 
considerably bruised and was 
picked up by a passing auto
mobile and brought to the city 
hospital where his wounds were 
dressed and he went on home.

- For Rent - furnished apart
ment, two rooms. Comfortable 
and convenient. Close to all busi
nesses. Good terms. Apply 425 
South White St. Tel 144-W

Lawren*s
809 MADISON STREET 

HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801

BRIDAL REGISTRY
China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table 

Linen, Cookware.
Decorative Accessories, Invitations and 

Announcements, Lenox China & Crystal, 
Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath.

ita

Spry Funeral 
and Crematory 

Homes, Inc.
Family owned and operated 

since 1919

(256) 536-6654

Valley View Cemetery
open with 100 acres reserved 

for future development

T256) 534-8361J
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Four 
Generations 
of Christmas

by Maggie Crabb, 
Madison Adademy

Many years ago, in the happiest 
time but also a sad period given 
the fact that it was also called "The 
Great Depression," money was 
tight. Christmas was a time that 
was more about family being to
gether than about getting gifts. As a 
child, my great-grandmother Ruby 
Haygood would get an orange 
and some nuts every Christmas. 
One year she received a small doll 
for Christmas, and she was so ex
cited — until the next year and the 
year after that when her mother 
wrapped and gave her the exact 
same doll.

Every year, Ruby would go 
outside with her father, find a 
cedar tree, cut it down and drag it 
inside the house. They did not use 
the fancy glass decorations that 
we use today. Instead, they would 
string popcorn and make long 
chains out of construction paper 
and wrap them around the newly 
cut tree. Often, gifts were home
made. Children only expected to 
receive one gift each Christmas. My 
great-grandmother's mother, Maw 
Behel, had thirty grandchildren. 
She did not have enough money to 
buy each grandchild a gift, so she 
gave each of them a silver dollar. 
That tradition still continues today. 
My grandfather gives all four of 
his grandchildren, including me, 
a silver dollar.

A few decades later, in 1957, 
my grandmother and her family 
had a tradition of going window 
shopping every Christmas. They 
would look in each window and 
dream of having the shiny new 
gifts. My grandmother looked in 
one window and saw two beauti
ful sister dolls. She wanted them 
desperately, but she knew that her 
family could not afford to buy them 
for her. When Christmas morning 
came, my grandmother woke up 
and looked under the Christmas 
tree to find the two beautiful dolls. 
She was exhilarated. Her sister, 

Vicki, got a stuffed monkey, named 
George, for Christmas. Vicki was 
jealous of the new, beautiful baby 
dolls that my grandmother had.

Their school had a tradition that 
they participated in every year. Af
ter Christmas break all of the chil
dren would gather together in the 
gym and share, in front of every
one, what they got for Christmas. 
My grandmother was so excited to 
show the whole school what she 
got from Santa Claus. Vicki did not 
want to take George, the monkey, 
to school with her. She wanted to 
take my grandmother's baby dolls, 
so she cried and pitched a fit. Maw, 
my great-grandmother who had 
herself only gotten an orange and 
a bag of nuts for Christmas, felt bad 
for Vicki and let her take the dolls 
to school to show everyone.

My poor grandmother had to 
take the ugly stuffed monkey to 
school for show-and-tell. She was 
so furious that when it was her turn 
to walk up in front of the whole 
school, all she could mumble into 
the microphone was "I got a monk." 
Immediately, the whole school 
burst out in laughter, bringing my 
grandmother to tears.

My grandmother, Sheila Hay
good Canerday, still cries when 
she tells this story, only now it is 
because of laughter.

Ayers Farmers Market
Fresh Fraser Fir Christmas Trees!
Hand-packed Fruit Baskets 

starting at $17.50
Call today to place 
your order!

Handmade Wreaths

Merry Christmas to you 
from Ayers Farm!

256-533-5667
Open Mon-Sat 8am - 6pm; Sunday 8am - 5pm

Located at the SE corner of Governors & Memorial Parkway

Ten gallon hats hold only 
about a gallon of water.

(MX1ED
~. PHOTOCOPY

A Digital Printing Center

Everything we do for You 
has a Personal Touch

*

*

★
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*

*

*

*

*

*

Flyers & Brochures 
Business Cards 
Document Scanning 
Signs & Banners 
Printing & Bindery 
Custom Design 
Direct Mail 
Letterhead 
Promotional Items 

Wedding invitations, etc.

(256) 539-2973 
www.alliedphotocopy.com 

1821 University Dr.
Just west of Church St.

Hours 7:30 am - 5:30 pm M-F 
Closed Sat & Sun

Allied Digital Printing
PO Box 71
Huntsville, Al 35804 '• >

http://www.alliedphotocopy.com
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A1942 
Christmas

by Talyn Walton 
Hazel Green HS

(This story is from Talyn's grand
father, Jimmy Brocato.)

It was an early December morn
ing, December 24,1942 to be exact. 
The snow was piled high in Hunts
ville, Alabama. Jimmy Brocato 
could not contain his excitement 
as he woke up and got ready. He 
jumped out of bed, threw on his 
long johns and then his favorite 
outfit. He knew his mom and dad 
wouldn't be ready for another 30 
minutes, so he went into the living 
room to wait on them. Today was 
his favorite day of the Christmas 
season. Today, he and his parents 
were going to pick out their Christ
mas tree. As he was thinking of 
what size and shape he wanted, 
he heard his mom say, "Jimmy 
sweetie, are you ready?"

"Yes, m'am!" he replied. Jimmy's 
parents came into the room, his 
mom carrying Jimmy's coat. "I 
think you forgot something," she 
said with a smirk. Jimmy went over 
to his mom and she helped him put 
on his biggest winter coat. They 
joined his dad outside and got into 
the car. As they drove through 
downtown, Jimmy's face lit up. 
He loved seeing all the Christmas 
decorations on the street lights and 
in the shop windows. He would 
always tell his mom that one day, 
when he became a firefighter, he 
would get to hang the lights be
cause only firefighters could reach 
them.

As they arrived at the Christmas 
tree farm, Jimmy's excitement be
gan to show all over. With a smile 
on his face, he jumped out of the car 
and went racing to find the perfect 
tree. His mom and dad followed 
close behind and watched as he 
turned down tree after tree. He 
finally came to a screeching halt in 
front of a tree that he thought was 
perfect. As his parents caught up 
Jimmy screamed, "This is the one!"

His mother laughed and said, 
"Okay, let's wait here while your 
dad finds somebody to cut it for 

us." As they walked to the car, 
Jimmy's mother told the worker 
about how Jimmy was going to be 
in the parade in the morning. He 
had already decorated his bike like 
a rocket ship. He couldn't wait. As 
they strapped the tree down to the 
car, Jimmy watched very carefully 
to make sure they didn't hurt it.

When they got back home, 
Jimmy ran to the door to unlock 
it and hold it open for his mom 
and dad. He couldn't wait to start 
decorating the tree. As soon as they 
made it in the door, he raced to the 
box of decorations and dragged it 
into the living room. He knew to be 
very careful with the lights because 
they could break easily and they got 
really hot when they were on. He 
let his mom string them. He then 
found all of his favorite ornaments 
and hung those. When they finished 
decorating the tree, he went to the 
kitchen and got a plate of carrots 
and cookies while his mom fol
lowed with a glass of milk. His par
ents reminded him that he had to 
go to sleep or Santa wouldn't come. 
Jimmy knew he was going to have 
trouble sleeping. As he crawled into 
bed, he imagined how the morning 
was going to be. He couldn't wait to 
open all his presents and then go to 
the parade. As he was imagining all 
of this, he slowly dozed off.

Early the next morning Jimmy 
jumped out of bed and ran to the 
living room. His parents were al
ready up. He beamed from ear to 
ear with joy. He couldn't believe 
what he saw. He went for the big
gest gift first and ripped through 
the paper. He continued ripping 
until the last one. When he was 
finished, his mom went to help him 
get dressed for the parade down
town. Jimmy loved waving to all 

Free Attorney Consultation for Bankruptcy
The Law Firm of

MITCHELL HOWIE
Legal Services - Probate - Estate Planning - Wills

256-533-2400
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.

the people around him and feeling 
famous. He could tell everybody 
loved his rocket ship bike. When 
they finally got home, all Jimmy 
wanted to do was play with his 
toys. He was so happy and felt so 
loved. That night before he went to 
bed he gave his parents the biggest 
hugs and kisses and reminded 
them how much he loved them.

Now there’s another 
four-letter word 
associated with 

moving and storage.
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move and store that’s a lot less 
stressful and a lot more conve
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belongings. We deliver a POD 
right to your door, you pack it 
at your own pace and we deliver 
it anywhere coast to coast or to 
our dry and secure warehouse. 
It’s that simple.

Consider it moving and stor
age on your own terms, without 
the time-constraints, deadlines 
or cursing. _________________
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Preparing for 
Christmas 

Early
by Judy Chandler Smith
Oh my goodness, it's almost 

June 25th just six months until 
Christmas. I've already made res
ervations at one of the few places 
open on Christmas Eve for dinner 
for seventeen family members. 
One of the Huntsville churches 
has Christmas Eve services at 5:00 
p.m. and that works perfectly to 
get out and head to dinner with
out anyone having to add cooking 
or cleaning up on Christmas Eve 
to the other regular tasks that we 
all have to do.

M.D. buys most of the gifts 
and also wraps most of them, 
because that's what he did when 
he was young helping his mother. 
I wrapped gifts at Rose Jewelry 
Company on the holidays when 
I was home from college until I 
was blue-in-the-face and vowed 
I'd never wrap again. M.D. keeps 
a computer list of everything that 
has been bought for each family 
member. He has kept these over 
the years and can tell you what 
was bought for what family mem
ber almost since some of the kids 
were born. Before computers, he 
typed the lists on 3 by 5 note cards 
and still has some of these. Oh 
to be so organized. It takes two 
months to finish the gifts.

We usually put up the Christ
mas tree and Owen's Merry Birth
day tree on the day after Thanks
giving. It takes up half of the 
dining room.

M.D. is already working on 
his special Christmas music. He 
produced his first CD and cas
sette of Christmas music in 1994 
and had done a number of them 
since then. This year, he is doing 
CD's only and there will be two of 
them, one for the kids and grand 
kids and the other for adults. I'll 
have to start thinking about the 
menu for Christmas.

The last Christmas that my 
mother was living was 1990. I 

wanted that year to be a special 
one and I started cooking two 
weeks before Christmas and put
ting casseroles, dressings, cakes, 
rolls, frozen fruit salad and rice 
in the freezer.

A day before Christmas Eve, 
M.D. took care of the turkey by 
defrosting "ole Tom" in the down
stairs bath tub as it floated in cool 
water for a day to thaw slowly and 
be moist as well.

Christmas morning there was 
a dusting of snow. Scott brought 
my mother over because she had 
had knee replacement surgery 
in the past and fallen in October 
and broken some of the bones in 
the same leg. She was on crutches 
and using a wheel chair. By the 
time I was dressed on 
Christmas day, M.D. 
had already put "Mr. 
Tom" in the oven 
at 7:00 a.m. and we 
knew it would take 
about four hours to 
be ready by 1:00 in 
the afternoon, but he 
didn't start it cooking 
yet, intending to start 
it at 9:00 a.m.

After seeing what 
Santa brought the 
kids by the fireplace 
and opening all the 
gifts, it had taken 
several hours and 
everyone was merry, 
happy and having 
a great time. When 
the opening of gifts 
excitement had died 
down and the kids 
were playing with 

Center for Hearing, LLC
7531 S. Memorial Parkway Suite C Huntsville, Al 35802

Phone (256) 489-7700

• Free Hearing Tests and Consultations
• Zero down financing with low payments
• Competitive pricing
• Service and repair of all brands and makes of aids
• Hearing aid batteries
• Appointments - Monday thru Friday from (8:00 am 

until 5:00 pm) and Saturday upon requestMaurice Gant, BC-HIS
Board Certified Hearing 

Instrument Specialist

some of their toys, I started get
ting the dinner ready to eat with 
the help of several members in the 
family. I asked M.D. to go down
stairs and get the turkey out of the 
oven. We use three ovens to cook 
and bake all the food that requires 
to be cooked for so many people 
at lunchtime.

He comes back upstairs and 
into the dining room to announce 
that Judy didn't turn the oven on, 
so dinner will be postponed for 
four hours. So much for organi
zation. I'll be better prepared this 
year. Surely I can get this "show 
on the road" starting six months 
ahead of time, but PLEASE some
one call and remind me to turn the 
oven on.

Parking Lots * Handicap Parking * Driveways

Souttieim

Sealing 

/ / TT1 /
Jeff Walker

Huntsville, AL (256) 881-8337 

Cell (256) 316-2200
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He Never 
Caught 
Santa

by Doris Barenchi

As children we grew up in 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. The 
area was called Germantown 
and we lived in a "row house" 
during the 1920s and 1930s.

Every family has Christmas 
traditions and my brother "Bud" 
invented a tradition of his own. 
At our house Santa would leave 
the gifts under the tree, but the 
filled stockings would be left at 
the end of our beds.

As I walked past my brother's 
bedroom I yelled "What are you 
doing with that string, Bud?" 
He replied "I am going to catch 
Santa! You wait and see." I said 
"In the morning, let me know 
how it went."

Bud had a ball of string. He 
attached it to everything in his 
room. He tied the string to the 
doorknob. He pulled it over to 
the bureau, then the chair, over 
to the radiator, to the closet, 
(back-and-forth). He was creat
ing a trap to snag Santa when he 

came on Christmas Eve. When 
he finished all of that, Bud fi
nally tied it to his big toe as he 
got in bed. He had a plan, that's 
for sure. He claimed that "he 
would like to see Santa get the 
string off his toe, without being 
discovered, hah!"

However, his plan was in 
vain. Pop managed to get the 
stocking placed at the foot of the 
bed without Bud ever waking 
up. Pop was clever and was able 
to manipulate around all that 
crazy string. Pop was amazing!

Bud never gave up during his 
childhood years. Every Christ
mas Eve he would follow the 
same plan and make the string 
trap more complicated. Pop 
would always outsmart him. 
This went on until he found out 
the truth.

Bud's standard response was 
"Someday I'll catch him!" But... 
"He never caught Santa."

Doris Barenchi is the 91 year- 
old cousin of Cheryl Tribble, 
the Editor of Old Huntsville 
Magazine. She currently lives 
in Lakewood, California and is 
a big fan of all the wonderful 
stories she reads every month. 
She can relate to the past with 
such enthusiasm and clarity.
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All It Cost 
was a Dollar

by Don Broome

In the year and a half 
before my Dad died, my 
Mother was busy working 
at Huntsville Hospital as an 
RN and floor supervisor and 
taking care of him. My Dad, 
who was a big man at 265 lbs. 
dwindled to 94 lbs. before he 
died April, 1964. Christmas 
1963,1 was a senior at Hunts
ville High School, left pretty 
much to myself. I had enor
mous freedom and came and 
went when I pleased.

I was working almost full 
time at the Wynn Dixie lo
cated at Haysland Square. I 
was the first hourly employee 
hired at that store. With no 
one at home in the evening, 
I often would go for long 
drives out in the country. The 
only radio station that had 
good reception was WEUP 
and I would listen to their talk 
programs and music and just 
kind of get away from the hell 
at home. This one night, the 
subject was the plight of the 
Harris Home. Mrs. Chessie 
Harris, an old woman at 
the time, had a heart that 

couldn't say no. She had, I 
think, around 13 children 
that nobody wanted, giv
ing them love and care. The 
program went on to say that 
Oakwood College had given 
her an old house 
to use but the col
lege was too poor 
to offer anything 
else. There was 
to be no Christ
mas at the Harris 
household and no 
Christmas dinner.

I guess this 
story could have 
ended there or 
have been forgot
ten altogether. 
You see for gro
cery stores at the 
time, Christmas 
was gravy time. 
Bag boys got re
ally big tips for 
carrying out the 
groceries. Half 
dollars, or even 
an occasional sil
ver dollar were 
common. We all 
had our pockets

LEE’S MAGIC TUNNEL CAR WASH
256.533.5620

2318 MEMORIAL PKWY. SW
www.leesmagictunnel.com

stuffed with all they could 
hold by the end of the day. It 
just so happened that this was 
a very cold Christmas and out 
front was this angel ringing 
her bell with the Salvation

Neals 
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Washing 
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Painting 
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256-603-4731 
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Army kettle. All of the bag boys wanted 
to see what she would look like without 
that great big bulky coat on. I suggested 
that if we all would empty one pocket into 
her kettle, she would come in to wait for a 
pick up and would take her coat off. The 
first part of our plan worked perfectly. We 
filled up her kettle and she came in to wait 
for a pick up, but she never took her coat off. 
What made me think about Harris Home 
was the frozen tear on that lovely angel. 
What we had done with one pocket apiece 
affected all of us that way.

Mr. Whitt, our store manager, was sur
prised when I asked him what he would 
charge me for a flat of day-old bread. Asked 
me what I wanted with it. I told him about 
the program and he told me a dollar. He was 
going to have to say that a lot in the next few 
days. I asked about that old candy leftover 
from Easter, Halloween etc. A DOLLAR. 
Hey, how much for a cart of bent cans. A 
DOLLAR. After five or six carts he stopped 
us. The Christmas tree in the lobby - all 
decorated - yep A DOLLAR. Two Turkeys 
TWO DOLLARS. There were five or six cars 
that left the store Christmas Eve, including 
a van with a Christmas tree all loaded with 
people and goods.

The house was out in the country back 
then and as we pulled in, it seemed like 
we were encircling the house. I looked in 
through the glass in the door and there 
was an old gentleman rocking by the cast 
iron stove. We knocked softly 
until he heard us, not wanted 
to wake the children. When he 
came to the door, there was fear 
in his eyes, not knowing what a 
bunch of white teenagers were 
doing out in the country on 
Christmas Eve. He asked me 
who we were and I told him 
"Santa Claus". As we brought 
in load after load of groceries,

“The second command
ment is ‘Thou Shalt Not 

Admit Adultery.’”

Jacob, age 7, on 
Religion Test

Wbiwmwmi
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he sat back in his rocker with tears running 
down his cheeks as I heard him saying over 
and over "Lauds a mercy, Lauds a mercy."

That Christmas that was going to be so 
sad, turned into one of my most cherished 
memories. And to think it only cost each of 
us a dollar.

A thought I've had many times since that 
night is that we gave and put out effort one 
time and have relived that wonderful moment 
of sharing over and over.

------------- ------------\For all your Real Estate Needs!
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Heard On 
the Street

by Cathey Carney

There is a tiny candle hidden 
within the pages of this magazine. 
Not a real one of course. But if you 
are the first one to call and ID it, 
you get a free subscription of OH 
going in to the New Year! It will 
be VERY TINY, I don't want a lot 
of phone calls. First one wins.

I wanted to congratulate the 
lady who was the first caller to 
identify the photo of the month 
for November - as many of you 
recognized, it was Billy Joe Cooley 
who wrote the Crime section of the 
Huntsville News for years. He has 
several books published and was 
so funny, but sadly is deceased. 
Our winner was a lady who used 
to love to read his columns and 
even met him a time or two, Darla 
Easley who now lives in Arab and 
recognized the face right away. 
Congratulations to you, Darla.

In this issue there are some 
delightful stories from students at 
Hazel Green High School as well 
as Madison Academy. I know 
you're going to like them,and a 
special thanks to Steve Geirhart, 
of the Star Market Writers Group, 
for getting them together.

Many people knew and loved 
Nolan Bragg, Sr. of Huntsville. 
He had contributed many stories 
of his memories to Old Huntsville, 
even after he felt too sick to write

Ruth’s Nutrition
A Health Food Store 

with More!
Massage * Reflexology * Clinical Herbalist

Known for Knowledge & Service that set us 
apart. Locally owned; serving Huntsville for 

nearly 50 years’

ruthsnutrition.com & on Facebook! 
Open 9:30-5:30 M-F, 9:30-2:30 Sat. 256.883.4127

but did it anyway. Nolan passed 
away Nov. 8 at the age of 81, he 
was living at Tut Fann Vets Home. 
He was surrounded by his loving 
family. Nolan was a proud police
man for 34 years. He is now with 
his wife of over 40 years - Mamie 
Bragg. He leaves 2 daughters, 
Cynthia Adcock and her husband 
Greg; Rebecca Clark; a son Teddy 
Bragg and wife Kathi; a brother 
Thomas Bragg; sisters Margaret 
Gaither, Brenda Dickens and Judi 
Walters, grandchildren and great
grandchildren. We will miss his 
gentle humor and love of family.

Have you heard of Uber? It s a 
personal transportation company 
that is like a cab company only 
the drivers use their personal cars 
and work for Uber. They get to 
you within 10 minutes and prices 
are generally lower than cab fairs 
- you use an app on your phone to 
order the ride and everything is 
billed automatically - no tips. I had 
the chance to use one in Nashville 
recently where parking anywhere 
at night is terrible, and it was so 
great to be dropped off right at the 
door of the restaurant! Sure hope 
it comes to Huntsville soon.

Many have been in Mary's

7540-P South Memorial Pkwy 
Rosie’s Shopping Center 

Huntsville, AL

Glass & Bead Shop on Pratt Av
enue just west of Old Town Cof
fee Shop in Five Points, but if you 
haven't been lately, she has a really 
good selection of stained glass pan
els that many are putting in their 
homes. I LOVE stained glass and 
have found several good pieces 
for myself there. And if you just 
look around, she has so much stuff 
packed in that store! A sweet lady.

Jane Smith of Huntsville is 
so proud of her grandson Timo
thy Smith. Timothy is a senior 
at Huntsville High and recently 
wrote a composition that was per
formed by the Twickenham Winds, 
under the direction of Dr. Spencer. 
It's called "The Exuberant March" 
and was performed in November 
at Huntsville High. He made the 
UAH honor band also. Timothy 
was a winner of the young compos
ers forum which was recognized in 
the Tennessee Valley Music Festi
val this year. Tim's happy parents 
are Steve and Phyllis Smith and 
they all live in Five Points.

I had another outstanding idea 
I wanted to share with my readers. 
I know you're saying she's really 
full of it but I hope you mean that 
in a nice way. Anyway you know 
you can buy diffusers which are 
the oily scents, small bottles & 
sticks that go with it? Usually 
the bottles have thin necks and

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

Huntsville” magazine.
Call (256) 534-0502

Hint: This little boy grew into a 
lanky, handsome trial lawyer 
who knows a lot about the 

downtown YMCA

ruthsnutrition.com


the diffusers don't really put out 
much scent after a week or so. I 
found a small, decorative glass 
bowl, about the size of a medium 
candle (5" deep and 4-5" across) 
and poured the scented oil into 
that. I then bought some of those 
decorative glass pieces (think flat 
marbles) that you find at Hobby 
Lobby, etc. and filled the glass with 
those. Then put the sticks into the 
marbles. Since there is more sur
face for the scent to come from, my 
house smells heavenly! I'm going 
to do this all through the holidays 
and into next year!

Doug Martinson accomplished 
so much in his life. He was an ac
tive member of the legal and local 
community, founder of the Hunts
ville-Madison Cty. Law Founda
tion, a charter member and founder 
of Mothers Against Drunk Driving, 
loved the Land Trust and served 
on its board along with many 
other boards. He was very proud to 
practice law with his sons Doug II 
and Mac. He and George Beason 
helped grow Doug's father's law 
firm from 2 to 8 attorneys. We 
send our deepest condolences to 
his wife of 52 years, Kathryn; sons 
Douglas C. Martinson II (Lauren) 
and Mac Martinson (Sarabeth); 
brother Pat Martinson; his aunt 
Miriam Brennan and his beloved 
grandchildren, nieces & nephews.

OK we have a question for our 
readers from Lewis Rasmussen. 
He is very interested in the old 
"Boogertown" section of Hunts
ville, Al. He would buy any real 
estate you have for sale in the area 
or would consider selling. Also 
he would like to know what was 
the oldest church that was known 
to be active in the earliest days of 

Boogertown. To contact him di
rectly, his email is duhvjob-4me@ 
yahoo.com.

LeeAnn's Restaurant on Church 
St. tells me that they're delivering 
that delicious food and all you have 
to do is call! They will deliver it 
personally to your location and 
it'll be HOT!

Rosemary and Bill Leather
wood want to wish their son Billy 
III a happy 34th birthday on Dec. 
18th. And on Dec. 28 their hand
some grandson Austin Pinkerton 
will turn 16!

A way to make your car smell 
delicious is to get one of those cin
namon brooms that you find in 
the grocery stores and lay it over 
your dash or iust a back seat. You 
can refresh tne scent with some 
cinnamon oil later. Sweet!

Jack and Earlene Moore of 
the Shoals celebrated a very hap
py event in November - their 
60th wedding anniversary! Some 
friends and family got together to 
plan the surprise and the event 
was fun and memorable with their 
sweet Shi-Tsu Cocoa. There were 
many friends in attendance and 
all there to wish this really sweet 
couple another 60!

Bob Boyer was 86 when he 
passed away in early November. 
Bob was a avid lover of music and 
could play several instruments, he 
loved nothing more than having 
family gathered around singing 
and playing guitar. He worked 
for Boeing for 39 years and after 
retirement he bicycled across the 
country at 65 years of age. Bob 
leaves daughters Cathy Hignite 
(Gretchel) and Connie Boyer of 
Madison; wife Jane Boyer; sisters 
Dortha Fultz, Eva Beeks and Jes- 
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sie Stout as well as step children, 
grandchildren and great grandchil
dren. He was a dear man and will 
be remembered always.

Special greetings to Mr. A.J. 
Casey who at 89 just underwent 
a total hip replacement in Florida 
- we're thinking about you Mr. 
Casey with lots of love!

Don't forget the downtown 
Luminaries on Dec. 13 - there are 
usually 5-6 houses to tour and the 
candles lining the street are so 
pretty. There's lots of activities 
going on downtown in addition 
to that too!

Have a wonderful Christmas 
and we'll see you next year!

Blinds, Shutters, Drapery 
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Ch eese Pancakes

1 c. creamy cottage cheese, 
small curd

4 eggs, beaten lightly
1/2 c. sifted self-rising flour
6 T. butter, softened
Pinch salt

Combine all ingredients 
well, and heat up your skillet 
with a bit of butter. Drop 1/4 
cup dollops of the batter onto 
the skillet and brown on each 
side, flipping as each side gets 
done. Serve with butter and 
hot syrup.

Cinnamon Polls

1 package brown & serve 
rolls

3 T. butter, softened
11. cinnamon

5 T. pecans, finely chopped
3 T. all-purpose flour
Arrange your rolls on a bak

ing pan that you've greased with 
butter. Just barely break apart the 
rolls, so they're still connected 
a bit. Mix all your remaining 
ingredients and spread mixture 
over the rolls. Bake in 400 degree 
oven for about 8 minutes. As the 
topping melts it should run in 
between the rolls.

1 c. raisins
2/3 c. light rum
Soak the raisins in the rum 

overnight. Next day make your 
dough as follows:

11. + 1/4 c. sugar
1/4 c. warm water

1 pkg. active dry yeast (1/4 
oz.)

1 c. milk
1 egg
1/2 t. salt
4 T. butter, melted
4 c. all-purpose flour
Combine the 1 teaspoon 

sugar, warm water and yeast, stir 
to mix, set aside til bubbly. In a 
large bowl combine the 1/4 cup 
sugar, milk, egg, salt and butter 
and mix well. Add a cup of the 
flour and the yeast mixture, mix. 
Add enough of the remaining 
flour to make a firm dough.

On a lightly floured surface, 
knead the dough til it is smooth. 
(5 minutes). Shape dough into a 
ball, place into large oiled bowl, 
turn dough so that all sides are 
oiled. Cover and let rise in warm 
place for an hour, and dough is 
doubled.

A HUNTSVILLE TRADITION SINCE 1356

One Pound Family Pack Two Pound Family Pack Three Pound Family Pack

(for 4 People) 
One Pound of BBQ Pork, 

Pint Potato Salad 
Half Pint Cole Slaw 
Hot or Mild Sauce.

8 buns.

$19.00

(for 8 People) 
Two Pounds of BBQ Pork, 
Two Pints Potato Salad, 

One Pint Cole Slaw 
Hot or Mild Sauce.

16 buns.

$36.00

(for 12 People) 
Three Pounds of BBQ Pork 
Two Quarts Potato Salad, 

One Quart Cole Slaw 
Hot or Mild Sauce.

24 buns.

$52.00
3319 MEMORIAL PARKWAY S.W. 8412 WHITESBURG DR. S.

256-881-4851 256-882-0841
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Punch down, divide in half, 
and cover each portion with a 
dry towel until it rests.

Punch down. Roll each por
tion to a rectangle about 9x12 
inches. Brush with 4 tablespoons 
melted butter.

In a small bowl, combine 
these ingredients:

1/2 c. sugar
2 t. ground cinnamon 
1/2 c. chopped pecans

Sprinkle mixture over but
tered dough. Drain raisins and 
sprinkle over the sugar mix. 
Roll the dough jelly-roll fashion, 
starting with 12-inch side. Cut 
into slices that are 1 inch thick. 
Place the slices cut side down in 
the cake pan, cover and allow to 
rise in a warm place for about 
an hour.

Preheat your oven to 375 de
grees and pour 2/3 cup heavy 
cream over the slices evenly. 
Bake for 20 minutes. Remove 
from the oven and turn the rolls 
out onto a plate. Quickly invert 
them onto another plate so that 
each roll is upright, cool a bit.

Glaze with the following:
2 -1/2 c. confectioners sugar
5 T. milk
Combine the above in small 

bowl, beat til smooth. Drizzle 
over your still-warm rolls and 
serve immediately.

The Historic Lowry House

Heirloom Cookies

1/2 lb. butter
1 c. powdered sugar
2 c. plain flour
1 T. vanilla extract
1 T. water 
1/4 t. salt
1 c. chopped pecans

Cream butter & sugar to
gether, add flour, vanilla, water, 
salt and nuts. Roll in little balls 
and press with fingers. Bake on 
greased cookie sheet in 350 de
gree oven until slightly browned, 
about 12-15 minutes. While still 
hot and removed from oven, roll 
in powdered sugar.

Nuflq Cll oco late Balls

2 pkg. semi-sweet chocolate
15 oz. Eagle Brand sweetened 

milk
11. almond extract
1 c. pecans chopped fine
1 T. cocoa powder

Melt your chocolate and milk 
in a double boiler or saucepan, stir 
til blended, melted and smooth. 
Remove from heat and add your 
extract and a pinch of salt. Place 
in a buttered dish, cover and set in 
fridge for an hour or so til it begins 
to get a little firm.

Shape into small balls and roll 
in the nuts til covered. Layer on 
plate single layer, dust lightly with 
the cocoa powder. These can be 
refrigerated or frozen for later.

Gifts - Cut Flowers

Plants & Accessories

Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh 
flowers locally 
256-533-3050

Ron Cooper

Mark Kimbrough

504 Pratt Ave.

th Huntsville Al. 35801 pfj

Restaurant With 
The Trains!

Make your Reservations 
NOW FOR YOUR SPECIAL 

EVENT IN A 
BEAUTIFUL SETTING!

Call (256) 489-9200
FOR INFORMATION

1205 Kildare St. 
Huntsville, Al 35801

975-E Airport Road

883-7656
Country Cooking

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

Closed Sundays
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Christmas 
Preparations 

in 1950
by M.D. Smith, IV

It's the Saturday after Thanksgiving and 
time to get out the Christmas decorations in 
1950. It was a delight to help my father find 
the card boxes of Christmas tree lights for 
inside and outside the house and all the other 
decorations, including the boxes of fragile 
colored glass ornaments packed carefully 
from last year. The bare Christmas tree was 
already inside the house from a Friday after
noon purchase on his way home from work.

First thing is to test the lights from last 
year for the inside tree. All the multi-colored 
lights were of the 7 watt size we use for night 
lights in recent times. Unwinding the strings 
that always seemed to get tangled, took a 
while and after that was done and there were 
a number of very long strings of lights resting 
on the carpeting from one end of the living 
room all the way into the entrance hall to 
near the door.

My mother was busy in the kitchen and 
my father went downstairs to the basement 
for some more decorations. To be helpful, I 
plugged in several strings of lights to start 
identifying which ones were burned out from 
last year and replace them with a small box 
full my mother kept in a drawer in a chest of 
the entrance hall. So, as they were burning, 
I carefully would test to screw them in tight 
and some would come on, they were only 
loose. If that didn't work, I'd unscrew the bulb 
and put one of the new ones in, and almost 
always it would light.

Arter a while my father returned and I 
proudly showed him how I had already been 
replacing some of the bulbs. His expression 
changed and he asked me how long I had 
the lights on and I said since he left to go 
downstairs. He was already moving to the 
other side of the room to the wall plug as I 
was telling him and quickly unplugged the 
strings of lights.

Then I found out why he was alarmed.

A FRENCH BISTRO
WINE BAR

LIVE JAZZ CAFE
964 AIRPORT ROAD 

HUNTSVILLE. AL 35802 
256-880-9920 

Junohsv.com

Junohsv.com


Some of the lights had already made 
brown spots on the carpeting. I guess I 
knew when they were on the tree, not 
to try to unscrew one when it was on 
because it was hot, but never thought 
about it burning the rug. My father 
said he only plugged them in briefly 
to identify the burned out ones, and 
then unplugged the string to replace 
the ones that didn't light. And only 
one string at a time.

We worked with some cleaner on 
the rug and some of it came out, but 
I think for the rest of the years that I 
lived in our old house, if you knew 
where to look, you'd see those little 
brown spots that tell you not to lay 
Christmas tree lights on the rug to test 
them, at least not very long.

The lights for the outdoor cedar 
trees growing with the shrubbery 
were even bigger, I think about 15 
watts, and they were tested on the 
grass outside, which I don't guess it 
mattered if a few blades got singed in 
the wintertime.

The decorating continued all day, 
as I was used to doing. Lights all 
strung on the inside and outside trees 
and some fresh pine boughs brought 
in for a mantel decoration. In addi
tion to the tree, it gave a great holiday 
smell to the air that we kids loved. It 
really smelled like Christmas was here 
and all the bright multi-colored lights 
proved it.

At night it was a joy. My father 
even built a giant candle out of sev
eral sections of stove pipe painted 
red, mounted in a 5 gallon 
bucket of sand for a base to 
hold it upright with a round 
kerosene burning lantern on 
top. They were used as night 
roadside warnings of open 
ditches in those days. He even 
dripped some white paraf-

“To prevent head colds, 
use an agonizer to spray 

into the nose until it 
drips into the throat.”

Jeremy, age 7
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fin wax down the side, and it really looked like a 
giant red candle with a real flame in the front yard, 
complete with pine boughs in front, hiding a metal 
cased reflecting spotlight at the base pointing up to 
illuminate the giant candle at night.

Ah, Christmas would be coming soon and all I 
wanted was a Daisy Pump BB Air rifle. I got my Red 
Ryder Lever BB gun the year before, and I heard tell 
these pumps were much more powerful and would 
kill a squirrel. I did get that Daisy Pump, "King of 
the Air Rifles" at $9.95 for Christmas after writing 
my letter to Santa, and the stories after that are for 
another time.

Behind the 
Red Caboose 

on 
Church Street

Jk 256.489.9300
We Cater - just call us and we’ll 
deliver your favorite food to you 

at the time you need it!
Check out the entertainment schedule on our 

website www.leeanns.biz as well as our 
Facebook page

* Private Conference Room 
★Available for Holiday Parties
* Huge menu of delicious fresh food
* 24 TVs for watching your Favorite Sports

Closed Sun and Mon

Serving Good Food and Great Spirits for the 
Best Customers in the World!

Coin & Silver,.
BUYING - SELLING - TRADING 

’T't ESTATE APPRAISALS
11 Charles Cataldo, Jr. Owner 

Phone 256-536-0262
We have moved!

900 Bob Wallace Ave., Suite 122
in the Central Park Shopping Center Next to Quizno’s

JVe Buy and Sell Rare Coins andjCo^

http://www.leeanns.biz
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The Story of
Peaches

For the past three years I have 
worked in a veterinary clinic as a 
technician. Though three years is 
relatively a short period of time, 
I have seen many stray, injured, 
homeless and nameless cats come 
through the front door and sadly, 
not all leave through that door 
either. For the lucky few whose 
injuries can be mended along with 
their trust in humanity, they are 
sure to find a loving home where 
they are accepted as member of 
the family to be cherished and 
cared for. This story is about one 
such cat.

It was during the end of the 
summer and to be quite honest I 
can't tell you the exact date. There 
are always bound to be a few cats 
left behind to fend for themselves. 
I don't recall her admittance into 
the hospital because the sum
mer was a busy one and with the 
amount of cases you see in one 
day they all start to blur together 
in the end.

I do remember seeing this av
erage sized, muted calico huddled 
in the back of her cage, her hind 
end slumped unnaturally behind 
her. Her beautiful vibrant green 
eyes peered back at me, her pupils 
as big as saucers. She looked so 
meek and terrified, cramped in the 
corner of her small space, but she 
had a certain welcoming quality 
about her that you immediately 
knew she had a home at one time.

The doctor ordered a couple 
x-rays of her pelvis because he was 
quite sure it was broken. Surpris
ingly given her situation and the 
discomfort she was in she laid still 

while her pictures were taken. 
Sure enough her pelvis was bro
ken and quite badly at that. She 
was still considered a stray at 
this point, and with strays drastic 
measures normally are not taken 
unless necessary, so surgery was 
counted out as an option for the 
time being. It was assumed she 
had been hit by a car by the na
ture of her injury.

We had run an ad the paper 
advertising this found cat in 
hopes someone who was miss
ing her would read the lost and 
found section. No such luck. 
As time went on she became 
the clinic's cat and once she 
had healed she would have the 
chance to charm someone into 

Huntsville, Al 

(256) 539-9441

Locations Also in 
Madison and Fayetteville

“Home of Red Carpet Service”
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Service has Never gone out of Style

Offering Personal Concierge 
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your busy days!
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Pick Up and Delivery 
Complete Auto Detailing 
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Oil change & other services

Wishing Everyone a Happy and 
Warm Holiday Season!

BUSINESS PREFERRED NETWORK 
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bringing her into their life. She was 
quite the charmer once she started 
to feel better. She would rise up un
steadily on her feet and hobble over 
to you so she could rub her head on 
your hands.

Once the summer rush was over I 
had more time to spend with the cats 
on the top row. The top row consisted 
of cats recovering from surgery, 
up for adoption and the occasional 
boarder. I took an immediate liking 
to the calico because she was so eager 
for attention, desperate even. She'd 
squawk at you until you came over 
to her cage and petted her. Basking 
in the attention she'd roll over on 
her side and gaze up at you, giving 
a kitten sized 'mew' that was like her 
"thank you".

http://WWW.WOODYANDERSONFORD.COM


A few months after her arrival, 
once appointments and surgery 
slowed I decided to let the calico 
into the cat room, an exam room for 
cats and small dogs, so she could 
work on building up muscle mass 
in her hind legs. Her muscles had 
atrophied in her hindquarters giv
ing her front half a bulky football 
player look. I was committed to 
letting her out for short periods of 
time every day in hopes that once 
she built her strength back she'd 
be able to go up for adoption. Un
fortunately since she was 'only' a 
stray, not much attention had been 
given to her and it wasn't taken 
note of that she could not use her 
right hind leg.

I had the doctor examine her 
leg and he determined she had 
deep feeling in her leg but not 
enough for her to use it. When she 
walked or ran the leg would flop 
around behind her. The doctor was 
not sure if she'd ever regain the 
use of the leg but only time would 
tell. This was a big disappointment 
to me since I felt no one would 
want to take a handicapped cat 
on - never mind the fact that if she 
was never able to use the leg and it 
dragged on the ground and began 
to ulcerate - then it would have to 
be amputated.

Those big green eyes began to 
lurk in my mind on my off days 
and that cry for attention began to 
hit a sensitive spot. I kept thinking 
that if I could take her for a little 
while to my house she would get 
more exercise there rather than 
the clinic and quite possibly start 
to use that leg again. I had a large 
enclosure that I used for my other 
cat, Fallen, and figured when I was 
not home the calico could stay in 
there which was much bigger than 
her current cage.

After a few days of tossing the 
idea around in my head I decided 
to propose the idea to my boss 
who didn't hesitate to say yes. 
That night I got the cage out and 
set everything up: a litter pan, 
food and water dish, a big comfy 
towel and of course some toys. She 
was ready to come home. Before I 
brought her home, she needed a 
name. For a long time I had been 
calling her 'the calico' but I felt she 
needed a name like she needed a 

home. I tossed around a bunch of 
names and even called upon my 
friends at The Cat Arena for ideas. 
I eventually settled on Peach Nob
bier or Peaches for short and the 
name met with great approval at 
the office, which is a rare thing 
since we always seem to disagree 
on what to name the cats.

Once the day came to bring the 
beauty home I was beyond excited 
because I knew she'd be a lot of fun 
to have around even if this was 
only a temporary situation. My 
plan was to keep her with me until 
she either built up enough strength 
or started using that leg again. 
Then I'd go on the hunt for the 
perfect home for her. Each day that 
passed when she was with me the 
list of criteria for her future home 
grew as I became more attached.

On her first day home I expect
ed her to hunch in the back of her 
cat enclosure as she had done in her 
cage at the office in the beginning. 
To my amazement she cried and 
cried in that cage and she would 
not let up until I let her out. I kept 
the door of the computer room 
closed where the cage was kept 
figuring she'd be satisfied with this 
amount of space but she'd be safely 
confined from the other cats and 
the two dogs she had yet to meet. 
Of course she was 
not happy in the 
computer room ei
ther and would not 
stop crying until I 
let her into the liv
ing room and this 
went on until she 
had the immediate 
run of the house. It 
was much easier to 
close everyone else 
up rather than her.

As the days 
passed she became 
more comfortable 
with Brian, my boy
friend, me, the dogs 
and the other four 
cats. She was still 
at my house with 
the understanding 
she would soon 
be leaving. One 
night Brian and 
I were sitting on 
the couch watch-

(Doing (Business 
with Vs.
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ing television. Peaches was sitting 
in between us as she had been for 
the few short weeks she was with 
us. As she squawked away and 
nudged the both of us for affection, 
Brian turned to me and said we'd 
be stupid to give up a cat this won
derful. Indeed he was right. With 
each of our cats having very dif
ferent personalities, Peaches was 
definitely the most affectionate and 
sweet. We would have been crazy 
to give her up because there would 
never be another like her.

I knew in the back of my mind 
there was no home that would 
have been good enough for her 
even if they served her food on a 
gold platter every night.

Even though I would never in 
my right mind agree to five cats I 
had to make an exception for this 
one. Fours months after her ac
cident she is doing very well. Her 
back end has filled out with muscle 
and she has started to use her right 
leg for balance. I have high hopes 
that she will recover the full or 
at least partial use of the leg. No 
matter the outcome, we love her 
just as much, but I learned a very 
important lesson through all of 
this. I should never try and foster 
unless I am looking for another 
furry family member. Period.
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1989 Christmas
by Doris Posey

Christmas 1989 marked our first full year in 
Huntsville Alabama, and frankly, after the November 
tornadoes of that year I wasn't sure I wanted to stay. 
But Huntsville has a way of growing on you; and as 
a family, it was a good year for us as we were blessed 
with new friends and good neighbors. So we planned 
to continue our Christmas Eve Open House tradition 
of past years to celebrate our favorite holiday. Our son 
invited his friends, and my husband and I invited co
workers, friends and neighbors.

For weeks we planned and baked, decorated the 
house, and trimmed the tree in anticipation of a fes
tive evening of food and friendship. The plan was to 
attend early evening Mass and hurry home before the 
guests arrived to start the fireplace, light the candles 
and put on our favorite selections of Christmas music. 
We'd scurry around making fresh coffee and cocoa and 
spread the table with holiday goodies. It was our little 
way of sharing cheer with our friends and neighbors.

But that year our holiday tradition took a sudden 
turn. In the wee hours of the icy cold night before 
Christmas Eve we awoke to a loud burst and spewing 
water in our upstairs bathroom and north wall below it. 
It was obvious - a broken water pipe. Immediately, we 
jumped up, bundled up and ran outside to the street 
to turn off the main water valve. With a flashlight in 
hand and a wrench from the garage we were on the 
cold ground in a few frantic minutes. Once the water 
was turned off we knew there was nothing more we 
could do but assess the damage. It was a long night 
and a not so enjoyable Christmas Eve day as we 
spent it making phone calls to our insurance agent 
trying to track down a plumber who could help us 
that day. It was wishful thinking to find a plumber 
on Christmas Eve so we faced the only inevitable 
decision - cancelling our Christmas Eve Open House 
and going to a hotel.

Thankfully, we were invited to join some good 
neighbors for Christmas Eve dinner, but waking up 
on Christmas morning in a hotel was less than 
cheerful.

That year we learned important survival skills 
conducive to living in Huntsville. We learned to 
be weather watchers and heed the warnings of 
the local forecasters when inclement weather is 
impending. During the tornadoes they kept us 
informed and warned us of when and how to 
take cover. In the winter North Alabama can oc
casionally get unseasonable cold spells bringing 
temperatures well below freezing. During these 
cold nights they advise to let the water faucets 
drip to prevent freezing. Good advice back then 
and now. We're just thankful to have had many 
more Merry Christmases here in Huntsville 
where we still call home.

For FAskioNs FiNishiwq Touck...
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Alabama Association for Justice Presents: 
The People's Law School for 2015 
When: January 26,2015 - April 6, 2015 Monday Nights 6:30 p.m. - 8:40 p.m.

Where: City Public Safety Building - Courtroom A
Cost: $45 Registration Fee

For More Information Contact:

Brinkley & Chesnut
Attorneys at Law

307 Randolph Ave.
Post Office Box 2026
Huntsville, Al 35801

Telephone: (256) 533-3333 allen@huntsvilleattorneys.com

Schedule for Spring 2015

REGISTRATION FORM:

January 26, 2015 6:30 p.m. Mayor Battle The State of the City
January 26 2015 7:40 p.m. Judge Alan Mann The Court System
February 2, 2015 6:30 p.m. Phil Price DU I Law
February 2, 2015 7:40 p.m. Connie Glass Elder Law
February 9, 2015 6:30 p.m. Joan Marie Sullivan Divorce Law
February 9, 2015 7:40 p.m. Brian D. Clark Criminal Law
February 16, 2015 6:30 p.m. Perry Shuttlesworth Nursing Home Law
February 16, 2015 7:40 p.m. Jim Richardson Insurance Law
February 23, 2015 6:30 p.m. Richard Chesnut Real Estate
February 23, 2015 7:40 p.m. Ed Gentle Mass Settlements
March 2, 2015 6:30 p.m. Matt Glover Product Liability Law
March 2, 2015 7:40 p.m. Mike Wisner Taxes and the IRS
March 9, 2015 6:30 p.m. Josh Hayes Roll On 18-Wheeler
March 9, 2015 7:40 p.m. Doug Martinson, II Wills, Trusts, Estates
March 16, 2015 6:30 p.m. Bob Prince How Insurance Companies Defend Claims
March 16, 2015 7:40 p. m. Greg Reeves Tort Law
March 30, 2015 6:30 p.m. Allen Brinkley Q&A
April 6, 2015 6:30 p.m. Justice Bernard Harwood The Alabama Court System
April 6, 2015 7:40 p.m. Hank Sherrod Civil Rights & the Police
April 6, 2015 8:40 p. m. Allen Brinkley Graduation

Name:_____________________________ ,_____ Home Address:_______________________________________

City: ■______ ;________________ State:__________________ Zip Code:__________________ _____

Phone:_______________________ E-Mail: ________________________________ ____________________

METHOD OF PAYMENT ACCEPTED: CHECK or MONEY ORDER
Make Checks Payable to and Send to: Alabama Association far Justice, Post Office Box 2026, Huntsville, Alabama 35804-2026

mailto:allen@huntsvilleattorneys.com
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Weihnachten 
in Berlin

by Ken Owens

"Christmas in 
Berlin" has always 
been a magical time. 
The season is cel
ebrated by a great 
majority of Berlin's 
population, and al
ways has been ea
gerly anticipated. 
Children and adults 

all seem to immerse themselves in the festivity, cook
ery and good will toward all during this special time 
of the year.

However, Christmas seasons during the World 
War II years (1940-1945) were different.

My mother, Dr. Annelie Owens, was 20 years old 
in 1940 and living with her family (her mother, father 
and 3 older brothers) in the heart of Berlin. She was 
in the middle of her studies at the Friedrich Wilhelms 
University of Berlin that would lead to her M. D. de
gree in 1945. Her father was a teacher of the deaf and 
mute, one of the very few such instructors, at that time, 
in the whole world. Each of her three brothers had, by 
now, been conscripted into the ser
vice of the Third Reich, two in the 
Wehrmacht (Army) and one in the 
Luftwaffe (Air Force). Her mother, 
a caring and energetic woman, was 
responsible for the household and 
all the chores it entailed.

Mom's early-war Christmas 
memories are not unpleasant at all.

In 1940 the war was young and 
the morale was high. Food, cloth
ing and Christmas gifts were still 
plentiful, and the newly employed 
population was ready to celebrate.

Mom recalls that their Christ
mas dinners were mostly tradi
tional. Her mother would begin 
preparations for the family feast 
midday on Christmas Eve, al
though dinner would not be served 
until Christmas Day. Mom wanted 
to help in the preparation, and did 
so, although it wasn't long before 
the "expert" took total control of 
the process. Soon, the house was 
enveloped in the aromas of a roast

ing goose, boiling potatoes, vegetables and spices, 
and a host of other edibles.

And oh, the desserts.... Those buttery, baked, 
delicious homemade concoctions that only Ger
mans seem to have perfected: torts, cookies, pfef- 
ferkuchen, fruit pies, crumble cake, short bread, 
marzipan candies and more.

Mom's brothers were able to save and share 
some military rations they would bring home on 
their Christmas furlough, but these were usually 
saved in the pantry for the leaner times that would 
certainly come later, including cigarettes, salt pork, 
cheese and breads.

All of this took place in an almost iconic set
ting. There was always the venerable Christmas 
tree, illuminated by live candles, and adorned with 
family-crafted decorations. Trays of baked delights 
were always close by, for this was the season for 
family and visits by close friends.

Mom remembers that Christmas Eve and 
Christmas were days of visits and entertaining. 
Close friends and other family members would 
come by, often bringing a small gift, some cookies 
and nuts, or the occasional wine. Some of her fa
ther's students would occasionally live with them 
for a time (particularly, one little Russian boy) and 
they were always treated as one of the family.

She recalls the Christmas snow and bitter cold 
that seemed to always accompany each year's 
yuletide. During these frigid days and nights, the 
home was kept warm and cozy from floor to ceiling. 
This was accomplished by a wood-burning (later, 
coal-burning, due to lack of wood)) stove, made of
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thick ceramic tile, that occupied 
an entire wall of the dining room.

Gift-giving (and receiving) 
was much different than we see 
today. Then, one wished for a 
single item that was dear and 
important to them. Mom recalls 
her earlier wishes included dolls, 
a special clothing item, and later, 
a new fountain pen to use at 
medical school. She recalls her 
brothers asked for items like a 
new suit, a small caliber hunting 
rifle, a pocket knife, or a train set. 
Compare these to what the typical 
parent hears today!

The Christmas of 1940 was the 
last Christmas Mom had with her 
entire family.

By Christmas of 1941, her 
brothers were scattered in all di
rections in their military service 
(one was in North Africa, another 
on the Eastern Front in the Rus
sian Offensive, and another out
side Berlin, but still in Germany). 
It became increasingly difficult, 
then impossible, to reunite for the 
holidays. The country was, after 
all, in total war.

In addition, in late 1942, Berlin 
became a more common target for 
bombing raids by the Allies, and 
soon, Berlin saw nearly continu
ous aerial bombing from the Brit
ish by night, and the Americans 
by day.

Mom recalls how everything 
drastically changed, mostly in 
time for Christmas of 1943. Al
though German morale was still 
high, food supplies were becom
ing scarcer and portions of Berlin 
were already bombed out. This 
Christmas dinner was mostly 
comprised of cabbage, a few small 
potatoes and a scrawny chicken. 
Fewer family members, students, 
and friends came calling this year, 
and even this dinner was inter
rupted by air raid sirens, forcing 
everyone to the "Luftschutz- 
keller" (air raid shelter). Spend
ing hours in the shelter became 
commonplace. Mom remembers 
often bringing her medical books 
with her into the shelter, in order 
to continue with her studying.

Christmas of 1944 was one of 
the darkest in Berlin for Mom's 

family. Her home had been 
bombed (she was at the Univer
sity at the time) and they were 
displaced in mid-year. (Availabil
ity for a new home in Berlin was 
almost nonexistent now. Mom 
and her mother moved in with 
friends, then moved again from 
time to time.) She 
recalls walking 
down the rub
ble-strewn city 
streets with her 
mother, with all 
their remain
ing belongings 
pulled behind 
them on a small 
wagon.

One of her 
brothers was 
MIA and never 
heard from since. 
Another lost his 
leg in North 
Africa, and her 
father died be
fore Christmas. 
Christmas of 
1945 was bitter
sweet.

Mom's fam
ily had lost 
nearly every
thing, including 
2 family mem
bers and count
less friends, but 
at least she and 
her mother were 
comparatively

Nadine Hartwig, NP-C, LLC
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safe, having survived the Soviet 
rampage through Berlin in April.

By then, she was working as 
a physician with the American 
occupation forces, and about to 
embark on new Christmas adven
tures in an entirely different part 
of the world: the USA.

Serving hearty German fare 
in Huntsville Since 1972.

Phone (256) 604-0294
(877) 999-0294

r
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Old 
Holiday 
Beliefs

CHRISTMAS
* Keep that Yule log blaz

ing in your open fire, because 
it's considered bad luck to 
light a fresh fire during the 
twelve days of Christmas. 
Don't forget to keep the ashes 
to bury along with your plant 
seeds in the spring, and you'll 
be assured of a bumper crop.

* Odd numbers at the 
Christmas dinner table is bad 
luck; so have an extra plate in 
readiness for an unexpected 
person.

* The legs of the dining 
table are to be tied with string 
to protect the house from 
thieves and burglars in the 
coming year; and don't forget 
to place a bowl of garlic un
der the dining table and fish 
scales under the dinner plates 
for luck.

* If you take a candle to 
church this Christmas, don't 
bring it home; blow it out and 
leave it for the vicar to bring 
him good luck. Oh and don't 
wear new shoes Christmas 
Day, bad luck for you.

* The nearer the New 
Moon is to Christmas Day, 
the harder the winter.

* A man may kiss a girl 
standing under the sprig 
of mistletoe, but only if he

plucks a berry from the plant this year is white, you'll have 
and presents it to her with good luck the rest of the year, 
each kiss. Once the berries 
are gone, the kissing stops.

* Those born on Christmas 
day will never encounter 
a ghost, nor will they have 
anything to fear from spirits. 
They're also protected from 
death by drowning or hang
ing.

* Evergreens to bring into 
your home at Christmas are 
holly, the symbol of eternal 
life; ivy, rosemary, bay leaves 
and, of course, mistletoe to 
keep evil spirits away.

WINTER
* A snowy 

winter... a rich 
summer and 
fall; a foot 
of snow will 
make things 
grow.

* If the 
first calf born 
in the winter 
is white, ex
pect a real bad 
winter, but if 
the first but
terfly you see
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* In late winter, do not sit at your 
front door step to do your knitting, as 
that could lengthen the winter well 
into spring.

NEW YEARS DAY
* Just as the clock strikes twelve 

the head of the house should open the 
door in order to allow the Old Year to 
pass out and the New Year to come in.

* Make as much noise as possible 
on New Years Eve to keep the evil 
spirits away.

* Do not forget the kissing at mid
night to ensure that those affections 
and ties will continue throughout the 
next twelve months.

* To dance in the open air, espe
cially round a tree, on New Year's Day 
is declared to ensure luck in love and 
prosperity and freedom from ill health 
during the coming twelve months. 
(Here we go round the mulberry bush, 
on a cold and frosty morning).

* Wear something new on January 
1st to increase the likelihood of your 
receiving more new garments during 
the year to follow.

* Make sure you do something 
related to your work on the first day 
of the year. Even if you don't go near 
your place of work that day, you must 
be successful at it, but to engage in a
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serious work project on that day is very unlucky.

* Do not pay back loans or lend money or other 
precious items on New Year's Day. To do so is to 
guarantee you'll be paying out all year.

* Nothing is to leave the house on the first day 
of the year. If you have a present to deliver on New 
Year's Day, leave them in the car overnight. Don't 
even put rubbish or empties to the dust bin.

* Stock up your food cupboards and fill your 
wallet; empty pockets or empty cupboards on New 
Years Eve foretells a year of poverty.

* Don't use those scissors on New Years Day, 
you'll cut off your good fortune.
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Almost Missed Christmas
by Reagan Waldron, 
Madison Academy

It was December 1951 in West Bloc
ton, Alabama. Doris was about nine 
years old and lived with her mom, 
(Maggie Logan), dad,(Patrick) and 
three brothers in a two bedroom house 
in the country. Doris' older sister, 
Margaret, was living in Birmingham 
at the time but planned to come home 
for Christmas. Patrick, a coal miner in 
the small town, was a hard worker. 
He took care of the few animals 
they had on their land. Nana's dad 
was laid off from the coal mines a 
few months prior to Christmas and 
money was scarce. They had little 
money for necessities like food and 
clothes.

Doris felt sad because she knew 
it was unlikely they would have 
money leftover for a present or 
for a special Christmas dinner that 
year. Her dad had done the best he 
could to provide for his family by 
taking on various odd jobs. A lady 
in town asked him to dig a well for 
her and he accepted the job and 
worked diligently every day. Mag
gie Logan was a hard worker, too. 
She did her best to keep the 
few clothes they had mended 
and clean. She worked hard 
in their garden and helped 
with the animals and spent 
much of her day cooking for 
the family.

Her mom was the type of 
woman who never let you 
know if she was worried. 
She always had a kind word 
to say to everyone and was 
always ready to help others. 
She knew how to be content 
with what she had or in what
ever circumstance she was in.

With Christmas Day ap
proaching, the family went 
into the woods to search for 
their tree. She was so excited

when they found a cedar tree. In the past, they often 
had to settle for a pine tree because they couldn't find 
a cedar, but this year they found one. It wasn't very 
big or very full, but they were happy nonetheless. 
They did not have any decorations so they made 
their own paper garlands. Maggie Logan found 
lights to put on the tree. It did not look spectacular, 
but it was significant to them because they did all 
the work ana it felt very satisfying.

By Christmas Eve, Doris could tell her mom 
seemed anxious, even a little sad. Being a third 
grader, she did not understand the entire meaning 
behind her mom's feelings, but she knew it prob-
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ably was centered around 
their lack of money. Patrick 
finally completed the well. 
He arrived home late in the 
afternoon on Christmas Eve 
carrying a turkey in one hand 
and his payment for digging 
the well in the other! Every
one was thrilled.

With about an hour before 
the stores would be closing 
for the holiday, her parents 
decided to go to town and 
try to get a few things for 
Christmas Day. They went 
to the Five and Dime store 
and picked up a gift for each 
child. Then they headed to 
the grocery store to get food 
for their Christmas dinner.

When they returned 
home, there was work to 
be done. Her mom and her 
sister, Margaret, stayed up 
late preparing food. Maggie 
Logan had to kill the turkey 
and get it ready to cook. They 
made fruit salad and Lane 
Cake. This cake was very 
special to them, it contained 
coconut and other ingredients 
that they weren't able to af
ford regularly. Doris loved 
this cake and went into the 
kitchen while they were bak
ing and ate some the icing 
they had prepared.

There was so much joy 
and excitement in the house 
and no one seemed to mind 
all the work. She was able to 
stay up late that Christmas 
Eve. She had never done 
that before. When she finally 
made it to bed, she surely had 
a smile on her face.

Christmas morning came, 
and she had a gift under the 
tree, her favorite thing, paper 
dolls. They had a wonder
ful lunch with turkey, veg
etables, fruit salad and Lane 
Cake.
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Amish Cures for Nerve & Sleep 
Disorders

Eat light meals in the evening.

Drink teas made from catnip, skullcap, 
peppermint, goldenseal, black cohosh or 

blue vervain before bedtime.

Before retiring, rub the feet well with vinegar water.

Replace fear with strength and confidence. Think no evil 
of your neighbor. Give love and love will be returned.

Do not exalt yourself, as pride goes before the fall.

Consider all the nice things that people do for you and 
what you can do for others. Think good thoughts that 

are pure, just, and honest.

Tales of the 319th by Joseph W. Connaughton 

In his own words, a WWII Soldier’s Story 

about the famous and not so famous men 
bonded by bravery and belief in each other.

'Men of Courage' are not built on brash talk. They are built by 
shared confrontation of fear and challenge. These are the men 
of the 319th Bomb Group, soldiers who fought in Africa, Europe 
and the Pacific against all three Axis powers, men who included 
one of the original Mercury 7 astronauts, a 4-Star General, and 
members of the Doolittle Tokyo Raiders.

Tales of the 319th by Huntsville's Joe Connaughton, a member 
of this elite group of men, is a series of chronological stories 
that reveal their beginning as well as the sacrifices and trials 
that hardened these men of the air and brought about their 
ultimate success. What emerges is a ringing endorsement of the 
intelligence, perseverance, and, yes, courage of these men of 
what many view as the 'finest generation."

amazon
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An Unusual 
Christmas 
by Haley Kozuch, 

Hazel Green High School
(This story is about Haley 

Kozuch's grandmother, Malinda 
McLeary)

It was Christmas Eve in 1957, 
and nine year old Malinda was at 
church packing Christmas bas
kets. Each year around this time, 
her Huntsville Adventist Church 
would collect food and pack it into 
baskets and give them to needy 
families in the area. Christmas 
was one of her favorite times of 
the year and she was so excited to 
be helping out. Tomorrow morn
ing she would be on her way to 
those selected families, giving 
them these wonderful gifts. The 
church received many donations 
of canned food items as well as 
toys for the children. Tonight, 
many adults brought the more 
perishable items and packed them 
into the baskets as well. The pack
ing did not take as long due to all 
the helpers, so they were able to 
go home and get some rest before 
their early morning the next day.

Malinda was so excited about 
the project, as well as Santa com
ing, that she could hardly sleep. 
She tossed and turned all night 
long. Around two in the morning, 
she rose from her bed to check on 
her favorite dog. Amber, a sweet 
tempered golden retriever, was 
pregnant, and Malinda always 
checked on her every night be
fore she went to bed. With all the 
excitement about the Christmas 
baskets, the thought of checking 
on Amber had completely slipped 
Malinda's mind. Luckily, she re
membered and quickly slipped 
into the kitchen to check on her 
beloved dog.

Malinda was quite surprised 
to see that Amber was in labor. 
Malinda dashed to her parents' 
room and quickly woke them up. 
They all came into the kitchen to 
make sure Amber was all right. 
Malinda, being the animal lover 
that she was, tried to make Am

ber as comfortable as she could. 
She was very concerned and sat 
by Amber the entire time. They 
sat there for an hour or two, and 
finally Amber gave birth. She had 
two beautiful golden retriever 
puppies. One was a boy, and the 
other a girl. Malinda's mother 
named the girl Penelope and her 
father named the boy Pete. They 
dried the puppies and made them 
a warm bed with their mom. 
They made sure the dogs had 
everything they needed to stay 
warm and well-nourished. By the 
time everything was fixed for the 
puppies, it was almost time to go 
deliver Christmas baskets.

Excitedly, Malinda dressed 
in her warmest clothes as fast as 
she could. Her parents did the 
same; and once they ate a quick 
breakfast, they were on their way. 
They arrived at their church with 
a handful of other volunteers and 
began to put Christmas baskets in 
cars and figure out their destina
tions.

Malinda's family was as
signed to two houses in the 
downtown area of Huntsville. 
They arrived in the neighborhood 
and found the houses. Not want
ing to embarrass the families, 
they left the baskets on the door
step along with a note telling how 
the Huntsville Adventist Church, 
as well as God, loved them. The 
basket also included an invita
tion to service. Malinda grew 
very tired by the time they were 
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done, but she knew that she would 
remember this eventful Christmas 
for many years to come.
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Effective Treatment for 
Varicose Veins

Varicose veins are a 
very common problem, 
affecting an estimated 
40% of women and 25% 
of men. New minimally 
invasive techniques in 
vein management, along 
with insurance companies 
recognizing the need for 
treatment of varicose veins 
and their complications, 
allow patients who have 
not previously considered 
treatment a simple and 
relatively pain-free option.

Abnormal veins can ap
pear as a bulging rope-like 
cord on the legs. Other 
symptoms of varicose 
veins include pain, achi- 
ness, heaviness or tired
ness, a burning or tingling 
sensation, swelling, pres
sure or throbbing, and 
spider veins. If you expe
rience these symptoms 
and don't seek treatment 
varicose veins could lead 
to more serious complica
tions, including phlebitis, 
blood clots, skin ulcers and 
bleeding.

Varicose veins occur 
when the valves in super
ficial leg veins malfunction. 
The superficial veins have 
one-way valves which al
low the venous blood in 
the legs to return to the 
heart. When these valves 
become dysfunctional, 
typically caused by trau
ma, increasing age, preg
nancy, and a family history 
of venous dysfunction, the 
valves may be unable to 
properly close. This allows 
blood that should be mov
ing towards the heart to 

flow backwards. This is called 
venous reflux and it allows the 
blood to collect in your lower 
veins causing them to enlarge 
and put the venous system un
der high pressure. Once a vein 
develops venous insufficiency 
it will always be abnormal and 
will only lead to the develop
ment of more abnormal veins 
and worsen.

In the past, venous insuf
ficiency was typically treated 
with surgery using a proce
dure called vein stripping. This 
involved either multiple small 
incisions or a large incision 
leaving scars. Stripping can 
involve general anesthesia, 
treatment in a hospital, and 
multiple weeks of recovery. 
We now have minimally in
vasive treatments that are 
proven to be 98% effective in 
treating varicose veins.

Do I have
Varicose Veins?
Do I have any of these 

symptoms?

Pain, Aching, Swelling, 
Heaviness, Bulging Veins, 

Pressure,Burning, Tingling, 
Restless Legs

Huntsville Vein and 
Laser Center 
256-885-6001

Schedule a consultation 
today!

James C. Nix III, M.D.

A new procedure called 
EVLT (Endo-venous Laser 
Treatment) is now available 
and covered by most insur
ance companies. EVLT is a 
non-surgical, more effective 
treatment for varicose veins. 
The treatment is performed in 
the doctor’s office under local 
anesthesia. The doctor uses 
ultrasound to map out the 
vein. He then applies a local 
anesthetic; patients feel very 
little pain. After administering 
anesthesia, a thin laser fiber 
is inserted through a tiny entry 
point, usually near the knee. 
The laser is activated as the 
vein is destroyed. The body 
will absorb the vein over the 
next 3 to 6 months.

Most patients feel an im
mediate relief of symptoms 
and can return to normal 
activity. There is no general 
anesthesia, hospitalization or 
scarring.

James C. Nix 111, M.D. 
204 Lowe Ave.

Suite 11
Huntsville, Al 35801

256-885-6001
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Four Stages 
of Christmas

by Malcolm W. Miller

When you live as long as I 
have you realize that Christmas 
comes in stages. My first stage 
of Christmas ended on a cold 
Christmas Eve day as Papa and 
I walked out the gravel road 
toward Jesse Burchfield's store 
in Ryland. I can still remember 
the chilling words that Papa 
said to me like it was yesterday. 
He said "Son there won't be any 
Sandy Claus this year". This is 
what he called Santa. He said 
that I could get some fire crack
ers, but to me that was the end 
of Christmas as I had known it 
as a child.

After that time there was 
no more anticipation of get
ting up on Christmas morning 
and looking under the tree. We 
were poor sharecroppers so 
I never did get much of any
thing for Christmas, but there 
was still that anticipation to 
look forward too. The apples, 
oranges, candy, etc. were a real 
treat at Christmas. I must have 
been eight or nine years old 
and knew the facts of life but I 
was totally unprepared for this 
day. I am sure Papa didn't real
ize how his words hurt me but 
that day ended my first stage 
of Christmas.

My second stage of Christ
mas started when my baby girl 
Marie was born in nineteen 
forty-seven. Once again the 
thrill of Christmas morning 
was back, and a few years later 
my son Tommy was born, then 
later my son Doug was born. 
Happy days were here again. 
As I mentioned before we were 
very poor when I was a child 
and I got very little for Christ
mas so I spent way too much on 
my kids Christmas gifts from 
Santa and me. Those years of 
a young family were hard, but 
I am certain not as hard as my 
parents' years with their seven 
boys. Although times were 
hard there were happy and 
joyous times and many Christ
mas memories were made that 
I now think back on. I hate to 
admit it, but in fact there were 
times that I still owed some for 
the previous year's gifts when 
Christmas came again.

Much too soon my children 
grew up and had families of 
their own; thus begins the third 
stage of Christmas, grand
children. Now in stage three 
I could enjoy Christmas with 
my grandchildren, and just 
like with my own children I 
always spent too much on my 
grandchildren but when you 
love kids the way I do, there is 
nothing like the thrill of watch
ing their faces all aglow as they 
unwrap gifts. No matter what 

is in the package the children's 
faces light up with anticipation 
and watching them is a very 
special pleasure.

As with my family the 
grandchildren grew up and 
started families of their own. 
This begins the fourth stage of 
Christmas, great grandkids, 
and they are truly a blessing 
because they are both great 
and grand. I feel certain that I 
have the sweetest great grand
children. There are seven of 
them in the world now and I 
am so looking forward to this 
Christmas. Since I am eighty
seven years old I don't know 
how many Christmases I have 
left. But I know that I am in my 
last stage of Christmas, and I 
have been truly blessed by all 
the Christmases I have lived to 
experience.

Incidentally my wife Lois 
has already bought all the great 
grandchildren presents for this 
Christmas and I am eagerly 
awaiting the Christmas party 
at my granddaughter's where 
they open them. And, by the 
way, they are paid for when 
purchased, not charged as they 
were when I was raising my 
family.

I may not have as many fu
ture Christmases as past Christ
mases, but I surely plan to 
enjoy this one and future ones 
with the children, grandchil
dren and great grandchildren.

Star Market
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Remembering Pearl Harbor
Harold Pouyadou, a crewman in a Navy aircraft photo

graphic reconnaissance unit on Ford Island, recalled being 
awakened by the sound of aircraft that Sunday morning in 
1941.

"We were on the third floor of the barracks," he said. "I 
looked out the window and the planes were flying by so low 
they were below us."

As he watched, the Japanese planes destroyed the Navy 
seaplanes next to his unit's aircraft. The photo planes of his 
squadron, however, were untouched.

The attack on Pearl Harbor was a surprise military strike 
conducted by the Imperial Japanese Navy against the United 
States Naval Base at Pearl Harbor. 
Hawaii, on the morning of December 
7,1941. The attack led to the United 
States' entry into World War II.

The attack came as a profound 
shock to the American people and 
led directly to the American entry 
into World War II in both the Pacific 
and European theaters. The follow
ing day, December 8, the United 
States declared war on Japan.

The attack was intended as a 
preventive action in order to keep 
the U.S. Pacific Fleet from interfer
ing with military actions the Empire 
of Japan was planning in Southeast 
Asia against overseas territories of 
the United Kingdom, the Nether
lands, and the United States.

Steve Cappaert
Broker-A*»«i«te

AVERBUCH
Realty Co., Inc.

*** ML* 
7500 memorial Pkwy. So. #122 
Huntsville, al 35802 

Bus. phone 256-883-6600 
Fax 256-883-6650

LL256-651-^17 STEVE^PMRT@KN^^Ng^'

^Express Wash 
Includes a
Free Vacuum
256.532.2107

Lee's Express Wash 
1220 Memorial Parkway NW 

www.leesmagictunnel.com

The base was attacked by 353 
Japanese fighter planes, bombers 
and torpedo planes in two waves, 
launched from six aircraft carriers. 
All eight U.S. Navy battleships were 
damaged, with four being sunk. All 
but one (Arizona) were later raised, 
and six of the eight battleships were 
returned to service and went on to 
fight in the war. 2,403 Americans 
were killed and 1,178 others were 
wounded. Important base instal
lations such as the power station, 
shipyard, maintenance, and fuel and 
torpedo storage facilities, as well as 
the submarine piers and headquar
ters building were not attacked.

The lack of any formal warn
ing, particularly while negotiations 
were still apparently ongoing, led 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt to 
proclaim December 7,1941, "A date 
which will live in infamy".

Because the attack happened 
without a declaration of war and 
without explicit warning, the attack 
on Pearl Harbor was judged by the 
Tokyo Trials to be a war crime.

“We would 
Love to be

Loved
by You.”

Left to Right Leo, Linus, Louie and Lotus
Hello, we were born at the Ark. My name is Leo and I was chosen as 
the spokes-kitty. Our mommy was named Lola, and she is a beautiful 
longhair torti with emerald green eyes. We had two other siblings but 
they have been adopted. We were born August 2014. Guess what? 
There were 72 cats and kittens aboard the Ark when we were born! 
We were taken to Ms. Nina's because mommy did not have enough 
milk to feed 6 kittens. She helped mommy by giving us a bottle too. I 
am so glad the Ark was there for us. Do you have room in your heart 
and home for a little kitten? Please visit & ask to see the "L” kittens.

139 Bo Cole Rd. 
Huntsville, Al 35806

The Ark
A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Hours Tues - Sat 11 am-4 pm 256.851.4088

http://www.leesmagictunnel.com
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The Santa 
Encounter 

by Hannah Williams, 
Madison Academy

In the late 1960s in Rog
ersville, Alabama, the James 
children wanted to meet the 
real Santa, so they fabricated 
a plan to do just that. A few 
nights before Christmas, the 
kids were talking at dinner and 
they decided to have meetings 
after their parents went to bed.

The next night, the night 
before Christmas Eve, all the 
children got together and came 
up with a master plan of how 
they were going to meet Santa. 
There were six children in the 
James family, so shifts seemed 
to be a good idea. They came 
up with a schedule of who was 
going to stay up at which hour, 
and if someone saw Santa on 
their shift, they had to quietly 

wake up all the other children 
so they could meet Santa, too.

This was a good idea, but 
it needed more. Once they met 
Santa, what were they going to 
do? They needed to know what 
to ask for. They each carefully 
untaped the presents so neatly 
wrapped that were already sit
ting under the tree. Once they 
saw what they were already go
ing to get they decided what else 
they were going to ask for. They 
thought of everything. All they 
had to do was wait patiently 
until Christmas Eve to follow 
through with this plan.

Christmas Eve arrived and 
the children were so excited 
to carry out their so brilliantly 
thought-out plan. After their 
parents went to bed, the kids 
decided that it was "go time." 
The boys, Kenny and Tommy, 
had their shift. The two boys 
eagerly waited for a big man 
in a red suit to shimmy down 
the chimney, but nothing hap
pened. But, during Belinda and 

Trina's shift, they heard a noise, 
it was Santa! The girls turned in 
amazement and saw a oversized 
man with a beard smile back at 
them. Belinda and Trina went 
to wake up the other children, 
so excited that they were the 
ones to catch Santa. Things are 
going just as planned, right? 
Wrong. Belinda and Trina had 
only imagined Santa standing 
there. Belinda and Trina were so 
ashamed. The young girls were 
also terrified of this person that 
they just happened to imagine. 
So, they invited themselves in 
to their brother Kenny's room. 
Little Belinda was so scared, she 
couldn't bring herself to bring 
her head above the covers the 
entire night!

Christmas morning, the chil
dren's parents came to wake 
them all up. Sitting around the 
lit tree, the kids joyfully opened 
their presents from their par
ents, still thinking about Santa, 
and how close they had been to 
seeing him.
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EDDIE FROM PA IS HAULING FOR HIS 3rd ANNUAL. NEW YEAR’S 
SALEH THIS WILL BE A MONSTER-SALE. SO WE ARE STARTING 

EARLY TO SELL IT ALL!! DO NOT MISS THIS ONE!!

Lots of Oak/Mahogany/Maple/Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom 
Pieces, China Cabinets/Breakfronts, Sideboards, Several Chests & 
Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests, Beds & BR Suites, Sofas, Dining 
Room Suites, Bookcases, Occasional Tables & Stands, Glassware, 
Advertisement Items, Old Tools, Toys, Radios & Radio Equipment. 
Pottery, Crocks & Jugs, Picture Frames & Mirrors. Tray Deals, Lamps, 
Lots of Smalls, and other Miscellaneous & Unique Items. Check out 
our pictures & listings at the website below—you won’t want to miss 
this sale!!!

*For pictures, listings, details, and directions, log onto 
www.auctionzip.com — Auctioneer LD. #5484. Call us for questions, 

inquiries, and seating at 256-837-15591!

Wilson Hilliard, ASL #97 Bill Ornburn, ASL #683 Charles I horpr, ASL #392

ctionzip.com


Huntsville Page 39

Tweetie’s
Pet Tips

Odd Animal
Superstitions

"Spooky!"

Tweetie

* When you find a fuzzy caterpillar, 
throw it over your shoulder for good 
luck.

* If you ever see a one-eyed cat, spit 
on your thumb, stamp it in the palm of 
your hand and make a wish.

* If a woman sees a robin flying over
head on Valentine's Day, it means she 
will marry a sailor. If she sees a sparrow, 
she will marry a poor man andoe very 
happy. If she sees a goldfinch, she will 
marry a millionaire.

* If ants build their home near your 
front door, expect financial security.

* Seeing ants carrying their eggs is 
an omen of very bad weather.

* Meeting a black goat on a bridle 
path indicates treasure is nearby.

* If the earthworms come out of the 
earth in the day, we know we can expect 
rain; but seeing earthworms after ram in 
the autumn, we expect a mild winter.

* Seeing swans on a Friday morning 
is good luck, however if you see swans 
on a Friday evening it is bad luck. Swans 
taking to the air, expect strong winds, 
but ityou see just three flying together 
it could mean a national disaster.

* A strong smelling billy goat lessens 
the chances of your cattle and horses 
falling sick.

* When the moon is waxing, it is 
said trees will grow straighter if you 
cut branches at this time, rats eat more 
poison set out for them, and moles make 
more molehills.

* If a bee lands on your hand, expect 
wealth; if a bee lands on your head, you 
will rise to greatness; if a bee is flying 
round a sleeping child, the child will 
have a happy life; but if the bees are 
lethargic, tnis is an omen of misfortune 
or war and if they suddenly vacate their 
hive, this could be an omen of death.

* If you mistakenly walk into a spiders 
web, you will soon meet a friend; if you 
spy a spider spinning a web you will get 
new clothes; but seeing a spider's web

in a kitchen 
says there is 
little love in 
that house.

* Black 
rabbits are 

thought 
to host the 
souls of hu
man beings. 
White rab
bits are said 
to be really 
witches and 

White Rabbit" on 
the first day of each month

*Tf a bat flies into your 
hosts about.

If you kill the bee the visi
tor will be unpleasant and 
bring bad luck. Beware a 
swarm of bees settling on 
a roof is an omen that the 
house will burn down.

* When playing cards 
and asked to deal from a 
choice of 2 packs, always 
choose the one farthest 
away from you. If a dog is 
in the room while a game 
is on, it is said to cause 
disputes.the saying " 

f ,
brings luck.'

a. vr i --

house there are 
Even worse, iT a bat flies 
around a house 3 times this 
is an omen of death.

* If bats come out early 
and fly around playfully 
good weather is ahead.

* Brass horse ornaments 
are used to protect horses 
from witches.

* Meeting a dalmatian 
dog is especially lucky & a 
greyhound with a white spot 
on its forehead is good for
tune coming your way.

* Never bet on a horse 
whose name has been 
changed. Bad luck to change 
the name of any horse and 
it's bad luck to wish a jockey 
good luck before his race.

* Be kind to a bee entering 
your home, it's a sign that 
you will soon have a visitor.

* Renfroe Animal Hospital * 
and Bird Clinic

Christmas:
* If you can find a 

kneeling donkey on 
Christmas Eve, and make 
the sign of the cross on its 
back, you will get your 
heart's desire.

* The Irish believe that 
the gates of heaven open 
at midnight on Christmas 
Eve. Those who die at that 
time go straight through 
without having to wait m 
purgatory.

Hay carried around 
a church three times on 
Christmas Eve was said to 
ensure that cattle would 
fatten easier on less feed 
in theyear to come.

* The weather on each 
of the twelve days of 
Christmas signifies what 
the weather will be on the 
appropriate month of the 
coming year.

vacate their

When He Really Needs 
You.... \Ne Offer Quality, 
Professional Care for the 

Pets You Love

IPhone 256-533-4411
i Hours by Appointment

( 1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million
JT
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One of Tom’s favorite people in the world was Aunt Eunice, 

who wrote our “Huntsville Coffee Talk” column for years 

before her death. I think Tom would want to run this 2000 

Christmas column that Aunt Eunice wrote, in honor of her.

Hi ya'll. It sure has been a 
short year and now it's time 
for Christmas! The year has 
been great, lots of happiness, 
joy, and sadness. But we must 
move on. Hope you'll stay 
with us and never miss an 
"Old Huntsville" issue. I enjoy 
them so much.

The picture of the month 
was our own pal Tom Ken- 
namer of Channel 48 TV. I 
forgot the young lady's name 
that guessed - but I owe her a 
big country breakfast!

Cynthia Parson had a won
derful art show, comprised 
of her beautiful paintings, at 
801 Franklin Street. I saw lots 
of friends looking good - Mr. 
and Mrs. Frank Morring, also 
glad to see J.R. Brooks, and his 
lovely wife Kikki. Cynthia's 
mother and Dad (the Masseys) 
and her sister Caroline. Great 
crowd - met Joe, the owner of 
801 Franklin Street and he's 
really a great guy!

There is a group of people 
called Members of Towery 
& Towery of America. And 
recently I fed a group of them 
here and Mrs. Jack Towery of 
Fayetteville, Tenn., George & 
Delia Guise, Vancouver, Wa., 
Leon Towery and Janie Mac 
Towery Huffman of Hunts
ville, Ala. They were really 
having a blast.

Robbie and Bill Halsey 
and Jessie and Dennis Camalli 
gave me the honor of feeding

Huntsville
Coffee Tai

by Aunt Eunice
With pearls of wisdom 
contributed by the Liar's Table

them as they were touring 
Huntsville. Our sympathy 
goes to the Buck Brody fam
ily in the death of Mr. Brody. 
Been friends a long time and I 
love you all. Also, our sympa
thy to the Mil ton Pills family. 
Laura, we love you. Also to

Lisa Fanning on the death of 
her daughter in law. I love you 
very much.

Byron and Tillie Laird 
brought their guests to break
fast which included Jim and 
Phyllis Blazer, (Ben Williams) 
Byron's sister, from Melbar,

Laughlin Service^ 
JFuneraC Tfome, InC.

Crematory
Ser ving families since t8&8

2320 Bob Wallace Ave.
www.laughlinservice.com

(256) 534-2471

Steve Hannah, Pre-Planning Specialist 
www.preplanning.info/laughlin.com

http://www.laughlinservice.com
http://www.preplanning.info/laughlin.com


Florida and Gayion and Dean 
Boyd. They enjoyed it so much. 
Lots of laughing going on.

The election is over so what 
next? A great big congratula
tion goes to our many elected 
friends; Bud Cramer, Tommy 
Ragland, Jane Smith, Lynn 
Sherrod and Jerry Craig.

Maybe some names I 
missed and if so, we love you 
too. I know you will all do us 
a great job!

We had a breakfast for Bud 
Cramer on Election Day and, 
boy did the people show up! 
The way he spends time talk
ing to everyone shows why 
he's re-elected every time.

We are going to miss Har
old Harbin, Mr. Billy Harbin 
and Mr. Frank Riddick around 
the courthouse. You have 
worked hard and I wish for 
you all the very best life has 
to offer.

I've been thinking about 
old friends who once ate with 
me like Mr. Cecil Ashburn and 
Bill King (our state Senator). 
Tom Carney told me that he 
had seen them both recently 
and I was so glad to hear about 
them. Come in to see me and 
have a good breakfast!

My son-in-law Wayne El
kins had a five bypass heart 
surgery. Been rough but he's 
doing well now. Thanks to 
you all for your love and con
cern.

We keep hearing gossip 
that a member of the City 
Council has decided not to 
run again in the next election. 
Wonder who it could be?

Byron Laird had a success
ful book signing here at the 
restaurant on November 14 
and greeted lots of his friends. 
His just published book called 
"Thou Shalt Not Boil Eggs in 
a Microwave" is chock-full 
of amusing stories. They will 

make real nice Christmas pres
ents!

I well recall the incident 
Byron tells about the night he 
missed a turn and got us lost 
and out of gas between Bir
mingham and Cullman. My 
dear friend, Lloyd Tomlinson, 
of the Outback Restaurant tells 
me he's really selling lots of 
gift certificates. Another good 
idea for a Christmas present 
for those who have everything!

Please attend the Christmas 
Play at Twickenham Church of 
Christ Dec. 15 and 16th - it's 
the best yet.

Congratulations to our 
"Mayor of Five Points" for 
getting the new gum named 
after him - "The Floyd Har
din Gum." Floyd is my good 
friend!

As I'm writing this col
umn I get word that my dear 
friend Jerry Tomlin just lost 
his Dad. I'm so sorry and our 
sympathy goes to the Tomlin 
family.

Do you guys remember 
several years back that "Old 
Huntsville" had a cookbook 
that sold out in 3 months? 
That was back in 95. Well, 
Vol. II is here just in time for 
Christmas - Cathey Carney 
tells me it has even more 
recipes and Tips/Remedies 
than the first one! Shavers 
and Books A Million will 
carry it, and I'll have some 
here at the restaurant.

Our friends Steve and 
Jean Brandau spent Thanks
giving with their 21 month 
old granddaughter in Iowa. 
Talk about proud grandpar
ents!

Ken Follett's new mys
tery novel should be in the 
bookstores any day. The 
story takes place in the 1950s i 
and much of the plot is based 
here in Huntsville. It's called
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"Code to Zero."
Our dear friend Loretta 

Spencer sure has been a busy 
woman since she was elected 
Mayor. She is a good person 
and has a big heart. We are 
lucky to have her.

For all the people who have 
asked my advice about the 
perfect Christmas present, I 
recommend the gift of Love ... 
it doesn't cost anything, it will 
be cherished forever and it will 
make us all better people.

I wish you and yours a 
great and Merry Christmas 
and hope to see you during the 
holidays. That's all for now but 
just remember I love all of you!

k Snop

* Jim Shore
* Lampe Berger -

Paris Oil Lamps

* Patience Brewster 
★Hermitage Collegiate

Pewter & Glassware
* Carruth Studio -

Stone Home &
Garden Accents

(256) 534-5854
716 Pratt Avenue inF,ve Pof,lte
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The 
Christmas Gift
by Joseph Connaughton

Joe Connaughton is the author 
of a new book, published by The 

Ardent Writer Press, available 
now on Amazon, called “Tales of 
the 319th”. In his own words, a 
WWII Soldier’s story about the 
famous and not so famous men 
bonded by bravery and belief in 

each other.

"Christmas Gift! Christ
mas Gift!" I barely heard that 
gravelly voice as I awoke from 
a deep sleep on that early De
cember 25, 1931 morning. I 
rubbed my eyes and saw the 
blurring image of my Uncle 
Wy come into sharp focus. Oh, 
it is Christmas I knew for sure. 

That's how my uncle started 
every Christmas morning. He 
had to be the first one to greet 
family members, as well as 
anyone who dropped by the 
house with that salutation be
fore they could utter a word. It 
was a tradition.

My two sisters, Frances 
and Shirley, and I were raised 
by my Uncle Wynas and Aunt 
Elizabeth Adams in Tuscaloo
sa, Alabama along with their 
son and daughter, Clint and 
Carolyn. They took us in be
cause my father, a World War I 
veteran, could not raise us after 
the tragic loss of our mother. 
Although their children were 
four to five years older than us, 
they always treated us as if we 
were their own, especially at 
Christmas. We weren't a poor 
family because Uncle Wy had 
a job as a salesman for a whole
sale grocery distributor. We 

always had food on the table. 
Nonetheless, by today's stan
dards most everyone in those 
days would be called poor.

Christmas was a great time 
of the year for our family. It 
began in early December when 
Uncle Wy took us kids on a 
drive into the woods to find a 
Christmas tree. We loved that 
part, trailing behind him as 
he tried to make a decision on 
which tree to cut. He would 
ask our opinion, but I don't 
think it mattered. The tree had 
to be a tall tree to fit the living 
room. After cutting, it was tied 
to the top of the car with rope 
pulled through the car's low
ered windows.

The next step was mak
ing a stand and setting up the 
tree in a corner of the living 
room. He and son Clint took 
over that job. The best part is 
that we all pitched in decorat

Now Available
A work of historical fiction set in the Civil War era, 
this journal describes the effects of the pre-, during, 
and post-war period on Rose Flowers and her family 

as they try to maintain some semblance of normal life 
in the Deep South during this time period. Although 

a fictional account, this book is immersed in actual 
personalities, locales, and facts of the Civil War.

This publication is the second book by Ms.
Marjorie Ann Reeves, a noted and established 
Civil War historian and author. To order this 

publication from the publisher, iUniverse, 
please use the following information:

For businesses: Call Channel Sales (1-800-288-4677 x 
5022)

For individuals: Order via Internet (bookstore.iUniverse. 
com) with the book title [From Paradise to Hell} as the 

search term. (Don't order from Amazon)
Hard copy: $26.95; paperback: $18.95; & eBook: $3.99 are 

available for order.

A Great Gift Idea!
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ing the tree. There were no 
Christmas lights on our tree. 
We used colorful balls, a lot of 
tassel of different colors, and 
a wispy thing known as angel 
hair. After applying these, we 
loaded the tree with icicles 
and a final dusting with arti
ficial snow. It really did look 
beautiful, even without lights. 
Leading up to Christmas, Aunt 
Elizabeth was busy planning 
and preparing for Christmas 
dinner at noon, which was a 
big deal. She, with the help of 
Uncle Wy, also prepared some 
of the Christmas goodies, in 
particular chocolate fudge and 
divinity candies. He would let 
me help him stir the divinity, 
and it had to be stiff before 
pouring. He would take over 
when my arm gave out and 
brag how an older man's arm 
was stronger than my eight
year old arm. Uncle also killed 
and dressed the bird — a scene 
I'd like to forget.

Excitement would build on 
Christmas morning, mainly 
because of Uncle Wy's rule 
that no one could go into the 
living room and see Santa's 
gifts until after breakfast. We 
did not exchange gifts. Every
thing was from Santa Claus. 
The gifts were not wrapped 
but were laid out in piles with 
a name by each. We could not 
run to the living room, but had 
to walk patiently behind Uncle 
Wy as he led us. That morning 
when we came into the living 
room, I knew what was mine.

I could see the bicycle from 
the hall door and ran over to it. 
It was my first bicycle. When 
I got to it, I recognized it as 
Clint's old bicycle that had 
been repainted and spruced 
up. That made no difference to 
me. It was great. Now I could 
ride to my Jr. High school and 
other places to play. I also 

recognized the usual socks 
and underwear items with an 
added sweater. My sisters got 
roller skates and the usual gifts 
of clothes. We all delighted in 
the equally portioned goodies 
that included the candies, nuts 
(brazil nuts, pecans, etc.) and 
fruits (tangerines, grapes etc.) 
plus numerous 
firecrackers 
and sparklers.

This is an 
example of 
the highlights 
of my Great 
Depression 
Christmases. 
They may seem 
plain and drab 
compared to 
today's Christ
mas experi
ences of most

Each day 
is a gift.

ALL HOSPICES ARE NOT THE SAME. Hospice Family Care 
is Madison County’s only not-for-profit hospice provider and was one of 
the first hospices to open in the United States.

HOSPICE A
Family Care^^
(256) 650-1212 «> 3304 Westmill Drive
Huntsville hospicefamilycare.org

families, but they were the 
happiest times of my young 
life. I yearned for them nostal
gically during Christmas on 
the Island of Corsica in WWII. 
Those memories helped us 
"keep on keeping on" flying 
missions over Southern France 
and Northern Italy.

^Computer Problems?^
Thorough Diagnosis and repair of 

computer Problems. Spyware & Virus 
Removal. Tutoring Available. In-home 
Consultation and Flexible Schedules.

Mark Magnant
■ UAH Degree

256-539-1084
Senior Discounts Available
Call Mark for Help ■ mention this

AD FOR A 10% DISCOUNT!

hospicefamilycare.org
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Last Present 
Under the Tree

by Molly Kiel, 
Madison Academy

"Christmas." Memories of 
melodious traditional music, a 
red and green tinseled tree deco
rated, a pot of mouth watering 
apple cider served with snow 
flaked sprinkled sugar cookies 
fill my mind when I think of my 
past Christmases. The children 
of this generation often picture 
Christmas as being the best time 
of year to be rewarded for all 
the good they have done. They 
wake up to numerous presents 
under the tree, allowing the en
tire day to be devoted to open
ing presents.

What the children do not 
realize is that Christmas has not 
always been like this. The story 
of my daddy's Christmas Past 
in 1977 opened my eyes to the 
older, more genuine traditions 
of Christmas.

My dad's unforgettable 
Christmas memory began in 
the month of September. The 
Dallas Cowboys kicked off their 
first of many wins against the 
Minnesota Vikings. My dad, at 
the age of 9, prepared for what 
would be a dominating season 
by throwing the football in front 
of the barn m the backyard with 
his little brother. He would end 
up becoming a Dallas Cowboy 
fan that very day.

His love for the sport started 
with the Cowboys. For his 10th 
birthday, he asked for a Roger 
Staubauch jersey. He wore the 
jersey every Sunday, and it 
was his prized possession. As 
the Cowboys dominated the 
early season, December came 
swiftly and so did the snow. 
The blustery Christmas jolted 
Russellville, Alabama with two 
inches of snow.

Two weeks before Christ
mas, my dad went into the 
white icy woods to play with 
his friends and his brother. As 

they built snow forts, his friend 
Jeff asked all the boys what they 
were getting for Christmas. He 
had not even thought what to 
ask for. He knew Mamaw Kiel 
would let the grandkids pick 
out one gift.

That night after he took his 
bath and got ready for bed, he 
ran over to Mamaw Kiel's house 
to eat homemade cookies with 
milk. As they listened to Christ
mas music on the record player 
and ate their yummy bedtime 
snacks, Mamaw passed around 
the Sears catalog. She told each 
grandkid they could pick out 
one thing from that glorious 
book of wonders. "Oh the deci
sion would be so hard," thought 
little Greg. Page by page numer
ous options appeared from Star 
Wars toys, to Atari, and "stylish" 
clothing; it was going to be a 
hard decision. There was no 
way to decide. The boys were 
ecstatic when they picked out 
their gift. Mamaw Kiel ordered 
the presents the next day in 
hopes that they would be deliv
ered before Christmas.

Two weeks came and went 
and before the Kiel family knew 
it Christmas Eve ar
rived. The children 
who lived on the 
same street as my 
dad played in the 
snow all day. As 
the day ended, the 
excitement from 
my dad was un
bearable; he could 
barely sleep.

On Christmas 
day, he was sur
prised by home
made biscuits and 
sizzling bacon. 
The boys opened 
their gifts from 
Santa, then from 
their mom and dad 
while they watched 
a Christmas parade 
amongst all the 
rattling. As they 
grinned until their 
cheeks hurt from 
their perfect pres
ents it was time to 

Holistic Pet 
Food and 

Seasonal Plants 
Available Now!

go to Mamaw Kiel's for Christ
mas dinner. My daddy can still 
remember to this day the smell 
of the roasting turkey and the 
butter melting on the home
made rolls.

After dinner was served and 
all was cleaned up, it was time. 
The younger grandkids always 
went first, but my dad didn't 
care. Last but not least my dad 
opened his one gift, the last one 
under the tree. He knew what 
he was getting and he still was 
psyched to see what it would 
really look like.

As the blue and silver sleeves 
came out of the box, he shrieked. 
It was just like he imagined. Ex
actly what he wanted. He would 
wear it everyday. To sleep. To 
eat. His brand new Dallas Cow
boy's sweatshirt. The huge navy 
star on the front gave him chills. 
That was his favorite gift he 
had ever received. Even though 
he only had one box to open, 
he was happier with his new 
sweatshirt than kids are today 
with dozens of gifts to open.

My dad will always remem
ber this simple joy of the perfect 
gift.

rC.T. GARVIN
k FEED & SEED. LLC. J

Locally
Owned! Big 
enough TO 
SERVE YOU, 

SMALL ENOUGH 
TO CARE.

* Chef Jeff Herbs
* Seeds by the ounce &

pound
* Mulch, Topsoil, Sand &

Stone

256-534-5637
2215 Holmes Ave. - Huntsville 

www.ctgarvins.com
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Christmas Drinks 
for Cold Nights

“Enjoy the little things in life. Some
day you will look back and realize 
they were actually the big things.”

Hot Spiced Cranberry Juice
4 c. cranberry juice
1/4 c. orange juice
3 whole cloves
Honey to taste

Combine, heat and simmer for 10 minutes. Remove cloves 
and pour. Add cinnamon sticks to stir. 4 servings.

John Richard

BLT Inc
For Your Home Improvement Needs

Cinnamon and Nutmeg Coffee
Try a dash of cinnamon and nutmeg in your morning cup of 

coffee - wonderful!

Hot Buttered Water
Take a pint of water, beat up the yolk of an egg with the wa

ter, put in a piece of butter as large as a walnut, two or three knobs 
of sugar, and keep stirring it all the time it is on the fire. When it 
begins to boil, keep pouring it between the saucepan and a mug til 
it is smooth and has a good froth; it is then fit to drink.

* Storm windows & Doors
* Sun Rooms
* Aluminum Awnings
* Patio & Carport Covers
* All Re-Screening needs
* Window screens
* Window glass replacement
* Retractable and exterior awnings
* Commercial and apartment glass 
replacement.

Gluwein
2 liters red wine (Cabernet Savignon)
1 liter white wine (Chardannay)
2 c. brown sugar
4 T. whole cloves
8 cinnamon sticks
1 frozen orange juice
2 orange juice cans water
1/2 c. lemon juice

Pour all in a large crock pot and heat to boiling. Turn down to 
about 300 degrees and let steep for 1-2 hours. Strain out the cloves 
but leave in the cinnamon sticks. Pour into mugs to serve, add a 
fresh cinnamon stick.

This is actually a good drink - they serve it on the ski slopes in 
Switzerland! You will not believe how it warms you up, body and 
soul, on a super cold day.

Brian Allen - President
Licensed General Contractor for over 34 Years

256-534-1993 or 
256-534-1997

Hot Mulled Apple Cider
1 quart unsweetened apple cider
2 sticks cinnamon
7 whole cloves
Put all in a saucepan and heat slowly. Simmer for 

20 minutes. Strain and serve hot in mugs.

Hot Tom and Jerry
3 egg whites - Beat to a stiff froth
3 egg yolks Beat separately until light in 

color
Beat into the yolks gradually:
3 T. powdered sugar
1/2 t. each ground allspice, cinnamon and cloves
Fold the yolks into whites and pour 2 tablespoons 

of this mixture into each of four 8-oz. china mugs. Add 
to each mug: 1/2 jigger lukewarm brandy and 1 jigger 
lukewarm dark rum.

Fill mugs with very hot water, milk or coffee. Stir 
well and sprinkle the tops with grated nutmeg or cin
namon.

baallen@knology.net 
blt-home-improvements.com

classic remedy to relieveA
gout is cherries. Eat four ounces 
of fresh Bing cherries every day. 
If it’s not in season, a good alter
nate is cherry juice or concen
trate (at health food stores) - 
have one tablespoon 3 times a 
day. Frozen, canned or cherries 
in a jar is OK too. Or try straw
berries - these and cherries have 
a good effect on gout as well as 
arthritis pain.

mailto:baallen@knology.net
improvements.com
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An Unforgettable Christmas

Christmas Eve 1957 left me with 
a memory that would last a lifetime. 
Home was Columbus, Ohio and my 
family consisted of younger brother 
Ronny (10), older brother Jerry (15), 
Mom, Dad (Dall Shady), and myself 
at age 14. A few months prior Dad 
had been working a temporary 
job in Detroit and while there, he 
was offered a job at Chrysler Cor
poration's newly formed missile 
support division in Huntsville. 
He would work in the Huntsville 
Industrial Center (HIC) building 
heading up Chrysler's new Design 
& Drafting Department, which 
provided contract support for the 
new space program in Huntsville. 
During that time, names that are 
household names today were un
common to most; names like Wer
ner Von Braun. Many families were 
relocating to Huntsville to support 
Dr. Von Braun and his team of Ger
man scientists who's efforts with 
the space program in Huntsville 
would have a lifelong impact on 
the future of many of these families, 
including ours.

Dad got his first exposure to 
airplanes at the ripe old age of 
14 at Sullivan Avenue Airport, a 
small airport with a grass runway 
which was located on the west side 
of Columbus near our home. My 
Grandfather would allow Dad to 
use the family Model T on Sunday 
afternoons to drive to the airport 
and tow gliders up and down the 
runway. In return for providing 
the tow vehicle, and since he was 
too young to fly, his friends would 
tie the control stick of the glider 
forward to prevent it from becom
ing airborne and pull him up and 

down the runway. It was at this 
same airport in 1939-1940 that Dad, 
as the leader of an Air Scout Troop, 
taught a teenage boy and several 
other young men how to fly. That 
teenage boy happened to be Dorm 
Eisele, would later become a mem
ber of the Apollo 7 team; the same 
space program that brought Dad 
to Huntsville.

Dad's father passed away when 
he was 16 and his mother was not 
able to continue raising him and 
his younger brother Don, so it was 
at an early age that he learned the 
value of hard work in order to 
earn money for both the things he 
needed and wanted. In fact, he had 
an art of finding ways to afford 
things he couldn't really afford 
and as an adult; working 80 and 
90 hours a week allowed him the 
extra income to purchase his own 
airplane. Unfortunately, working 
that many hours a week afforded 
little time to come home to Colum
bus, except on holidays. In 1957, 
with the only major interstate being 
the Kentucky Turnpike, travel time 
between Huntsville and Columbus 
was approximately 12 hours by car; 
by plane you could make it in 3.5 
hours. The ability to make the trip 
home to Columbus more often and 
in a shorter amount of time were 
the reasons he used to convince 
Mother that he needed to purchase 
his own airplane. So in 1957 Dad 
purchased a 3 year old Cessna 195.

When Dad would fly home 
for a weekend, he usually wrote 
or called Mom beforehand so we 

* Grub Control
* Fire Ant Control
* Disease Control

Thank you fop 

Youp B usiness!

* Tree & Shrub Programs
* Flea & Tick Control
* Fertilization

www.GreenLanJ-Tupf.com

would know approximately when 
to expect him. When he arrived 
in Columbus he would buzz the 
house to let us know it was time to 
head toward the airport to pick him 
up. Buzzing the house consisted 
of flying low, maybe a little lower 
than what was legal, and changing 
the pitch of the propeller to make a 
very distinct sound. There was no 
doubt that Dad was home.

The morning of Christmas Eve 
1957 Dad called home and told 
Mom that he would be getting off 
work early to fly home, and should 
arrive around mid-day. Mother 
always put a lot of effort in prepar
ing for Christmas; numerous tins of 
special cookies and candies in the 
kitchen, a fully decorated house 
and tree and presents wrapped and 
waiting. Around mid-morning, 
Ronny and I were at home alone 
because Mom had gone to run 
some last minute Christmas er
rands and Jerry was playing bas
ketball with his friends. Our phone 
rang and I was very surprised to 
hear Dad on the other end of the 
line. I thought it was strange for 
him to call since he was supposed 
to be on his way home for Christ
mas and his message is still vivid in 
my mind: "I've crashed my plane 
in Tennessee and I will be driving 
home". He reassured me that he 
was not injured and that he had 
been able to fly the plane back to 
Huntsville and would be driving 
home. This was a time when long 
distance phone calls were expen
sive and you didn't spend too long 
talking, so when Mother arrived 
home I relayed his message. That 
was a very long 12 hours waiting

http://www.GreenLanJ-Tupf.com


for Dad to arrive, all the while 
wondering how in the world he 
was able to survive a plane crash 
and drive home. Around 2:30 am 
Christmas morning he pulled into 
the driveway.

Dad took weather conditions 
and airplane safety very seriously 
so before leaving Huntsville, as any 
good pilot would, he checked the 
weather forecast. There were some 
problem areas between Huntsville 
and Columbus but it was Christ
mas, and he felt he could still make 
the trip safely. Leaving Huntsville 
under clear, sunny skies, he soon 
ran into cloud cover in Tennessee 
so rather than risk flying through 
the clouds and trusting nis instru
ments, he decided to fly above the 
clouds. Being that he hadn't yet 
obtained his instrument rating he 
knew that he was flying illegally, 
and felt that he should work his 
way back down through the clouds 
at the earliest opportunity so he 
could fly visually, being able to 
see the ground. His reasoning 
was that, according to where he 
thought he was, he should have 
been flying over a large valley and 
breaking through the clouds would 
allow him to check the elevation 
of the bottom of the cloud cover. 
He started descending slowly 
but, about the time he thought he 
should be seeing the ground he 
said it sounded like machine guns 
hitting the bottom of the plane 
instead! Many hours of flying ex
perience and lightning fast reflexes 
are most likely what saved his life 
because he immediately realized 
that what he was hearing was the 
propeller cutting off the tops of 
trees and throwing them back on 
the airplane. The split second deci
sion to apply full tnrottle and pull 
the plane up, and the grace of God 
are what saved him. I remember 
him saying that at the very instant 
he pulled full throttle, he sensed 
that the right wing struck some
thing and the plane momentarily 
hovered before bouncing back into 
the air. The damaged wing created 
so much drag that it required both 
feet on the left rudder pedal to 
prevent the plane from rolling to 
the right. As it turned out, instead 
of being over the middle of the val
ley as he thought, he had already 
passed that point and was closer to 
the hill on the far side.

Once he realized that he could 

keep the plane flying, he made the 
decision that it would be best to 
turn back for Huntsville because it 
was closer and repairing whatever 
had been damaged would surely 
be easier in his own hangar. I can 
only imagine how tense that trip 
back to Huntsville must have been, 
but I'll never forget him telling how 
both ends of his cigar were beat 
to death by the time he got home. 
One end from being chewed to bits 
and the other from trying to hit the 
ash tray! Arriving back in Hunts
ville, he radioed the tower at the 
old Huntsville Airport on South 
Parkway and requested permission 
for an emergency landing and also 
for fly-by permission to inspect the 
landing gear.

The Cessna 195 was designed 
with wheels known as cross wind 
S:ar, which were designed with 

e axles on spring-loaded knuck
les that allowed the airplane to take 
off and land in a fairly heavy cross 
wind. Taking off or landing with 
wind blowing on an angle across 
the runway instead of straight 
ahead, the airplane could travel 
down the runway with the fuselage 
facing the wind while the wheels 
tracked parallel with the runway. 
As it turned out, when the plane 
went through the treetops the right 
wheel had been kicked into a cross
wind position while the left one 
remained facing straight ahead.

After seeing the condition of 
the landing gear, tower work
ers John O Brien and Harl Long 
suggested that Dad fly a pattern 
around the airport in order to burn 
up most of his fuel on board to 
avoid a possible fire during land
ing, just in case the right wheel 
decided not to straighten itself 
back out. The airport brought out 
an ambulance and a fire truck, put 
a couple of airliners on hold and 
then gave Dad the go- 
ahead to land. To ev
erybody's surprise (in
cluding Dad, L m sure!) 
the plane made a nor
mal landing, the right 
wheel righted itself and 
he taxiea around to his 
usual tie-down spot. 
After a quick inspection 
he realized the right 
wing had hit a tree and 
sustained some serious 
damage, so he trans
ferred his belongings to
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the car and headed to Columbus, 
home for Christmas.

Returning to Huntsville after 
the holidays and giving the plane a 
thorough inspection, he discovered 
that the fragments of treetops had 
not only peppered and dented the 
bottom of tne plane but had also 
damaged the leading edge of the 
horizontal stabilizer and the bot
tom of the engine cowling. In fact, 
the engine cowling had chewed 
up twigs and branches that were 
packed all around the cylinders 
which could have easily caused a 
fire during the trip back to Hunts
ville,

Thankfully, insurance covered 
the damage and Dad completed the 
repair work quickly, including the 
installation of a new right wing. Be
fore long the plane was back in the 
air and went on to provide many 
more years of dependable service, 
including the trip to relocate our 
family from Columbus to Hunts
ville a few years later in 1959. After 
Dad's passing in 1997 the plane 
was sold to a couple in Canton, 
Georgia who began a complete 
restoration. A few years later they 
sold the plane to Dan Schmiedt 
in Westminster, South Carolina, 
who is currently completing the 
restoration.

Incidentally, in January 1958, 
the same airplane transported a 
young reporter with LIFE maga
zine to Atlanta to catch a com
mercial flight to their home office 
for a story about the launch of 
America's first satellite, Explorer. 
I remember Dad saying the cel
ebration in downtown Huntsville 
on that night was like New Year's 
Eve in New York City. Years later, 
this same plane served to conduct 
aerial photography of much of 
north Alabama and the surround
ing area.
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Christmas is 
for Everyone 

by Ben Johnston, 
Madison Academy

As I listen to my dad (Dean) 
tell of his childhood growing 
up in Huntsville, Alabama, 
I realize that he truly had a 
blessed life. I think some of the 
most enjoyable and intrigu
ing stories are those around 
Christmas time. My father 
was an only child raised by his 
father, Garland, a rocket scien
tist, and his mother, Teddie, a 
homemaker. Although both of 
his parents had a hand in the 
Christmas season, his mother 
was the one who created the 
atmosphere that formed the 
memories for the family. Dad 
describes her as a warm-heart
ed, quiet lady that enjoyed 
Christmas as much as any 
child but always reminded 
everyone just whose birthday 
we were celebrating.

He begins his yuletide 
flashback going home from 
school starting Christmas 
break. Typically the first task 
was to decide what kind of 
treats would be baked during 
the season and of course he 
would put in his itemized re
quest for the feast that would 
be enjoyed on Christmas Eve 
and New Year's Day. They 
would plan the coming days 
that include Christmas shop
ping, decorating; and enjoy
ing the sounds and smells of 
Christmas.

Dad and his mom would 
start decorating the first day. 
Although, it can't really com
pare to today's decor, they 
made every detail count. Dad 
showed me the small ceramic 
candle holders that when 
lined up spelled N-O-E-L and 

the Santa Claus adorned in a 
crimson coat that stood by his 
sleigh and reindeer. He also 
told me of his stocking made 
of white fabric with a Santa 
painted on it and worn almost 
in two from the use over the 
years.

The next item on tap was 
the tree. Dad said it was almost 
as much fun going to pick out 
the tree as it was decorating it. 
He said the night they set aside 
to go retrieve the right tree was 
a big deal. When his dad came 
home from work, they would 
eat a small dinner then head 
out to find just the right tree. 
Right around the corner from 
where dad lived was a vacant 
lot that during Christmas 
doubled as a tree lot. He de
scribed the clean, fresh smell 
of evergreens 
as you walked 
through the 
temporary for
est. They would 
pick out just the 
right tree careful 
not to get one 
too big. "Don't 
want to trim any 
limbs off."

When they 
got the tree in 
the house, Dad 
and his mother 
would begin 
decorating the 
tree. Dad would 
sometimes lie 
on his back and 
look up through 
the branches 
and focus on 
each ornament 
they had placed 
on the tree. It 
was like anoth
er world in the 
tree.

Christmas 
shopping was 

another exciting time. Dad 
and his mother would compile 
a list of all the gifts they were 
going to buy. Of course, they 
would drift off the list most of 
the time, but making a list was 
fun. Dad said the enjoyable 
part of the shopping trips was 
experiencing true Christmas 
spirt everywhere you went. 
People demonstrated warmth 
and kindness to their fellow 
shoppers more so than any 
other time during the year. 
Christmas music played ev
erywhere you went as people 
seemed to shop while hum
ming along.

The shopping trips Dad 
went on were, of course, for 
missions to obtain gifts for ev
eryone else. The gifts he would 
receive were carried out in top

Now Open: Antique Gallery 
with Unique Selections of 

Art Glass, Furniture, 
Paintings, etc.



secret. His mother was a mas
ter spy when it came to stealth 
shopping. He could never 
remember a Christmas where 
his mother did not surprise 
him on Christmas morning. 
Dad told me of the excitement 
on Christmas morning, and 
the thoughtfulness his mother 
demonstrated on every Christ
mas morning.

I ask Dad if there was one 
Christmas that stood out in his 
memory more than any others. 
Dad thought for a minute and 
said yes there was one Christ
mas in the 70s. This Christmas 
was very special, but not what 
you might think. It was a very 
special gift that made it so 
memorable. Dad had a friend 
that sat right behind him in 
school. His name was Danny, 
and he and Danny played on 
the same teams at recess, ate 
lunch together and laughed at 
the same jokes. When school 
was winding down for Christ
mas, Dad asked Danny what 
he was going to do for Christ
mas.

Danny looked somewhat 
puzzled at first, but then 
looked embarrassed. He said 
that he was not going to do 
much, maybe watch TV or 
play football with his brother. 
Dad said no, I mean what 
kind of presents do you think 
you will get? Danny dropped 
his head down and explained 
that they did not give or get 
gifts, there was just no money 
for such things. Dad said that 
right then he could feel his 
heart break. Christmas should 
be a time of joy and togeth
erness. Dad asked him if he 
thought he could come to his 
house for Christmas. Danny 
said, "Oh no, he could not 
leave his family, not during 
Christmas." It was a long walk 
home that day.

When he arrived home, 
he told his mother what had 
happened. His mom said, "We 
will just have to do something 
about that." She then picked 
up the phone and called her 
friend; they must have talked 
for an hour. She told Dad 
that they had everything 
worked out. He 
said, "You mean 
Danny is coming 
for Christmas?" 
She said, "No, 
we will take a 
little Christmas 
to Danny and his 
family. You see 
Danny's family 
may be poor, but 
they have pride so 
we must be care
ful to treat them 
with dignity. Af
ter all, Christmas 
really should be 
for everyone."

So that Christ
mas, Dad and his 
family took over 
a little Christmas 
to Danny and his 
family. Dad told 
me that was the 
warmest feeling

Scotty Fix It
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* Painting, 1 room at a time or whole house
* Plumbing install & repairs
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* Electrical Repairs of all kinds
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he ever had and that he hoped 
that one day I would have the 
opportunity to give Christmas 
to someone in need. After all 
Christmas should be for ev
eryone.

Mary s Kugs
New Rugs Arriving Daily

Just Arrived! Choose 
from Hearth Rugs 
in colors to fit in 

any home!

Round Rugs, Hexagon, 
all shapes for any room 

in your house.

Huge Selection of rugs:

Rugs as small as 21” x 34” (washable) 
up to 11 ft. x 14 ft. - a rug for everyone!

Rectangle Rugs and runners in all sizes

Open Sat & Sun 9-5 - 
We are Located in the East Wing

Located at Limestone Flea Market, between 

Huntsville an d Ath ens on High way 72
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by David Williams
It was the early 1970s and a slice of on

ion on a hamburger bun with mustard was 
supper and if that wasn't enough a bowl of 
cornflakes just before bed would do.

The hamburger buns were left over 
from the day before as Mama knew ham
burgers were my favorite, she bought the 
small pack of meat and brought it home, cut 
it with flour and eggs so that there would 
be enough.

The day before was catfish but we 
didn't eat it, we sold it. She made Red Vel
vet Cakes and sold them.

Mama and me loved to go fishin', her in 
her lucky red britches and me in my cutoffs. 
We would go to one of those lakes where 
you had to pay for what you caught. When 
we got home Papa would clean the fish on 
the porch while Mama made some phone 
calls and the first person to show up with 
the money got the fish.

Mama would take the money out to 
put back in the coffee can for the electric 
bill and with what was left over we got to 
have hamburgers. Can't wait til Christmas 
when all them catfish lovers order their 
home-made Red Velvet cakes from Mama.

Peppermint Pinwheels
1 cup powdered sugar
1 cup butter or margarine, softened 
l'/2 teaspoons almond extract
1 teaspoon vanilla
I egg
2'/z cups all-purpose flour
'/? teaspoon salt
'/> teaspoon red food color
Granulated sugar
Glaze (below)
'/■> cup finely crushed peppermint candy

Mix powdered sugar, butter, almond extract, va
nilla and egg in medium bowl. Stir in flour and 
salt. Divide dough in half. Stir food color into 
one half until evenly covered. Cover and refrig
erate 1 hour or until firm.

Roll each half into 8-inch square on lightly floured 
cloth-covered surface. Place red square on plain 
square. Roll into 12-inch square. Roll up tightly. 
Wrap and refrigerate 2 hours or until firm.

Heat oven to 375°. Cut rolls into '/a-inch slices. 
Place slices about 1 inch apart on ungreased 
cookie sheet. Sprinkle lightly with granulated 
sugar. Bake 7 to 9 minutes or until light brown. 
Spread warm cookies with thin layer of Glaze; 
immediately sprinkle with crushed peppermint 
candy. About S dozen cookies.

Glaze
1 cup powdered sugar
1 tablespoon corn syrup
3 Vi teaspoons warm water

Mix all ingredients until smooth.
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* Load & Unload
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Married Christmas
by Ariel Anderson, Madison Academy

It was December 24,1962. The snow cov
ered every inch like a soft cotton blanket. 
It was a Monday morning and there was a 
Christmas play at the local church. My grand
mother, Wilma Matthews, played Mary in the 
play. It went flawlessly, and everyone was 
touched by the hand of God while watching it.

After the play was over my grandmother 
went to get ready for the biggest event of her 
life. It was her wedding day. She put on her 
light blue dress that she bought at Hammers, 
a local store.

That night as she finished getting ready, 
the small cnurch, which would comfortably 
] ' ' ’ ..............
people. Family, friends, and loved ones came 
from all around the Valley to see the happy

hold 60 people, began to fill with over 200

couple begin their lives together.
Excitement, nervousness, and utter 

happiness filled her entire body. My 
grandfather stood at the end of the 
aisle. As my grandmother walked 
towards him, he realized this was the 
beginning of something wonderful 
and magical. His ’ 
and his hands be: 
so J 
of his

and magical. His brow began to sweat 
happy to finalfy marry the woman 

his dreams.
As her father led her down the 

aisle, she stared into his eyes and felt 
what true love really was. When she fi
nally reached him, she took his hands 
into hers. She felt whole and safe, like 
she had nothing to worry about ever 
again.

They said their vows to one an
other and felt the love pouring from 
their lips. In just a few seconds they 
were going to be bound for life.

The clock struck midnight as the 
preacher said, "You may kiss your 
bride." On that Christmas morning, 
their lives truly began.

“Secret of enjoying a good wine:
Open the bottle to let it breathe.

If it doesn’t look like it’s breathing, 
give it mouth-to-mouth.”

Bobbi Peterson, Madison

;an to shake. He was
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New Year Beliefs & Superstitions
MONEY:
- Do not pay back loans or other precious 

items on New Year's Day. To do so is to guar
antee you'll be paying out all year.

- Keeping your purses and wallets full of 
money, and keeping cupboards stocked with 
food is said to bring prosperity and luck in 
the New Year.

- Pay away all your debts before New 
Year's Eve as the New Year should not begin 
with the household in debt. Clear away all 
your loans, bills and debts so that you do not 
have any debts left for New Year.

- Do not lend money or other precious 
items on this day as that would mean a year 
spent loaning out money.

NOTHING GOES OUT:
- Nothing — absolutely nothing, not even 

garbage - - is to leave the house on the first 
day of the year. If you've presents to deliver 
on New Year's Day, leave them in the car 
overnight. Don't so much as shake out a rug 
or take the empties to the recycle bin.

Some people soften this rule by saying it's 
okay to remove things from the home on New 
Year's Day provided something else has been 
brought in first. This is similar 
to the caution regarding first 
footers; the year must begin 
with something's being added 
to the home before anything 
subtracts from it.

- One who lives alone might 
place a lucky item or two in a 
basket that has a string tied to 
it. Then place the basket just 
outside the front door before 
midnight. After midnight, the 
lone celebrant hauls in his catch, 
being careful to bring the item 
across the door jamb by pull
ing the string rather than by 
reaching out to retrieve it and 
thus breaking the plane of the 
threshold.

Repairs 
Pavers 
Curbs 
Walk ways 
Blocks 
Stone 
Stucco

DO:
- To assure good luck for 

the New Year, one should sleep 
with a horseshoe under his pil
low on New Year's Eve.

- All doors and windows 

must be opened at midnight to let out the old year. 
Keep doors and windows open at midnight to let 
the old year leave and usher in the fresh New Year.

- Make lots of noise to scare away the evil 
spirits lurking around. People celebrate by burst
ing loud crackers to scare away the devils. Evil 
spirits hate loud noise and hence people explode 
fireworks and cheer aloud to send the evil spirits 
away. This is also the reason that church bells are 
rung at midnight, to ring in the New Year free 
from evil spirits.

- It is believed that if you wear new clothes on 
the first day of the year, you will get many more 
new clothes during the year.

DON'T:
- Do not break anything on this day as it sets 

the pattern for the entire year. Breaking things 
on this day is considered a bad omen as it signals 
destruction in the coming year. So be careful!

- Crying on the first day of the year must be 
avoided. One must always be happy and in good 
spirits on New Year's day. If you cry on New 
Years' Day for a sad reason you will have sadness 
all throughout the year.

- No negative thoughts no matter what!

Licensed - Insured - References

M S Masonr
‘Wo Job Too Small

Michael Sylvester
(256) 694-2469

Senior Caretaker
Care for Seniors

Doctors Appts. 
Beauty Salon 
Grocery Shopping

Light Meal Preparation 
Medication Reminder
4 Hour Minimum

Excellent References
Rai Harris 256-776-3923
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Alabama Coin and Silver Co. 
has moved!

Our New Location is 1 block east of the 
Parkway on Bob Wallace Avenue at L&N 
(across Bob Wallace from Parkway Place 
Mall). Pull into Quizno’s Side of Central 
Park Plaza and come to the back corner - 

Suite 122
rape coins an

ppraisals- Estate A

256.536.0262
Charles Cataldo, Jr. - Cwner

Elours: Monday - Erida y - 11 am - 6 pm

Alabama
..Coin & Silver co.

BUYING - SELLING - TRADING 
ESTATE APPRAISALS 

i
J , &
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An Unorthodox 
Christmas Tree

by Abbey Gibboney, 
Madison Academy

mases

aPPM

EmaiMVlsLizCleanSweep27@yahoo.com

A Woman’s Work Is Never Done.™ 
..Unless Its Done By: 

Ms. Liz’s GkfiOweep Service

Llerena

foroneThe year 1962 was a busy
Darla Blackburn. As an employee at 
Kay Bee Toy Store and a mother raising 
an 11 year-old son, she was not con
cerned with trivial affairs like buying 
a Christmas tree. Instead, she did what 
any resourceful young woman would 
have done — gone home and used an old 
one. Unfortunately, there were none to 
be found, so the Blackburn family of 3 
celebrated Christmas with the not-so- 
traditional decoration of a potted hibis
cus bush. Of course, they decorated it 
with the usual ornaments and, to top off 
the picture, set it in a little red wagon. 
When it came time, they placed their 
presents in the wagon.

This humble story of a family's un
orthodox Christmas tree is the perfect 
representation of previous generations' 
ideals. Whether it is having a strong 
work ethic, making do with _______
what you have, or appreciat
ing sentiment, it all reflects 
back to the traditional stan
dards in the mid-to-late 1900s.

I wish I could have been a 
part of that time — it seems as 
though back then, there were 
less stresses and worries. In
stead, one got to enjoy spend
ing time with friends and fam
ily, making fond memories 
and living a simple life.

4-
Greater Huntsville 
Humane Society 

2812 Johnson Rd., 
Huntsville, Al 35805

256.881.8081

Ph: (256) 417-7136

Free Estimate
27 Years Experience 

Residential & Commercial 
Complete Janitorial Service

X

Wish the

Huntsville 

High Class 

>f 1966 the 

Merriest of

ear in

(■/Iff/?'

5:45 pm February 6th, 2015 

Von Braun Center

Cocktail attire requested 

Tickets can be reserved in January at: 

http://thedogball.org/

mailto:EmaiMVlsLizCleanSweep27@yahoo.com
http://thedogball.org/


Chanukah and 
Christmas; A 

Study in 
Ecumenicism

by Ted Roberts

Chanukah and Christmas 
have many similarities: they 
both fall in December; they both 
delight the merchant classes 
- They're both lighthearted 
holidays that don't sufficiently 
emphasize their religious/his
torical origins and both festivals 
love light. Jews light candles. 
Christians light up evergreen 
trees. And finally, they're both 
followed by a flood of bank
ruptcy filings by Christian 
and Jewish families who have 
blown the December budget 
on munificent gifts to kids who 
will forget their parents' names, 
address, and phone number by 
the time they're 21. ("CitiBank 
writes monthly about their 
new credit card, but not a word 
from Marvin," says one of my 
neglected friends.)

Chanukah used to be a 
skimpy little holiday - more 
patriotic than religious. Jewish 
families feasted on fried po
tato cakes - latkes - a delightful 
medley of potato, onion and 
matzoh meal. This is followed 
by long periods of togetherness 
as the family holds hands, suf
fers from heartburn, and chews 
Rolaids together.

The Jewish family laps up 
potato cakes while their Chris
tian neighbor dines on a great, 
golden goose surrounded by 
festive delicacies. This menu 
inequality, and perhaps a dis
agreement over the arrival date 
of the Messiah, is all that keeps 
Christians and Jews from some 
serious cost cutting with a cor

porate merger.
In Jewish homes, after the 

prayers, candle lighting, latke 
feast and anti-acid therapy regi
men, a long winded story teller, 
like the author, tells the tale of 
Chanukah: the campaign of 
liberation waged by the Jews of 
the 2nd century before Christ.

In the old days, kids enjoyed 
a frugal Chanukah. They usu
ally received a coin each day of 
the 8-day celebration. But some
time around the middle of the 
20th century, inflamed by their 
Christian neighbors and their 
frenzied December generosity, 
Jews turned Chanukah into 
an 8-day orgy of gifts. It was a 
giant step toward economic as
similation and bridge building 
between the two sister religions.

Jews were now ALSO 
broke in January. Their checks 
bounced as well as those of their 
Christian friends.

They could even tell better 
shopping stories due to the 
8-day frenzy of exercising their 
credit cards.

I remember the scene when 

Partners, Inc?
Enhancing ItvesYnThe Tennessee Valley

(http://www.therapypartners.org)

fhttp://www.youtube.com/user/TherapyPartnersi994')

Therapy Partners, Inc.® is a program comprised of certified owner-and-pet teams who 
work as a therapeutic tool for several organizations in the community, from Huntsville 

Hospital Pediatrics to the public school system to Hospice Family Care.
These animal interactions are designed to benefit people by reducing stress and anxi
ety, diminishing pain, normalizing the environment, providing unique sensory stimuli, 

and assisting in meeting treatment goals.
Learn more at www.therapypartners.org/programs
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I was a youthful Chanukah 
celebrant. My grandmother, 
enthroned in the softest chair 
in the living room, handed out 
holiday coins to a line of grand
kids, nephews and nieces. There 
was a protocol - like when you 
were introduced to the Queen. 
You held out your hand as 
Grandmother reached into her 
purse and selected your coin. 
This was no egalitarian exercise. 
The coins ranged from quarters 
to silver dollars. Both behavior 
and kinship went on the scale. 
A courteous, well cleaned-up 
cousin with clean fingernails 
could cop a bigger prize than 
a grandkid who never called 
Grandmother. The ceremony 
ended with a long slow kiss 
to Grandmother's cheek. An 
obligation which smart kids 
realized affected next year's dis
bursement. My cousin, Arlene, 
as far sighted as the prophet Eli
jah, was even smart enough to 
help cut up the old ladies latkes 
(potato cakes).

And that was Chanukah in 
my day.

http://www.therapypartners.org
fhttp://www.youtube.com/user/TherapyPartnersi994'
http://www.therapypartners.org/programs
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Christmas 
Gone Wrong 

by Olivia Knott, 
Madison Academy

I had the opportunity to in
terview my grandmother. This 
is one of her favorite stories to 
tell about Christmas. I wrote 
this story as told by my grand
mother, Katie Knott:

"Christmas is my favorite 
time of the year. One year my 
parents came over for Christ
mas Eve. I loved that they took 
time out of their busy schedule 
to come and be with my family 
and me. Even though Adam 
and Andy, my sons, were still 
young, I wanted them to get to 
spend every moment they had 
with them.

When they arrived, my mom 
and I started cooking a big, 
yummy dinner. Dinner was my 
favorite part of the evening; it 
was a time to fellowship and 
to catch up on what was going 
on in everyone's lives. But most 
importantly, it'was a time to eat 
the delicious food that we had 
spent all day making — turkey, 
dressing, mashed potatoes, 
green beans, rolls, lima beans, 
chocolate pie... the list could 
go on forever. We sat down at 
the table to eat as a family, but 
never took a bite until the prayer 
was said. As soon as the word 
"Amen" was uttered out of my 
father's mouth, Andy reached 
for the closest spoon available 
and filled his plate with food. 
After dessert was finished, we 
washed the dishes. Sometimes 
it took a while, and the boys 
would get so impatient because 
they knew what was next, and 
that was to open gifts.

"Present opening" was the 
craziest part of Christmas Eve. 
There were gifts everywhere — 
under the tree, on the living 
room floor and on the couch. 
Adam and Andy were pretty 

spoiled. Who knew? As soon 
as everyone got comfortable in 
their spots, my dad passed out 
all of the presents.

We always went in a cer
tain order. The oldest opened 
a present, then the second old
est, all the way down to Adam, 
who was the youngest, and we 
repeated this cycle until the 
last present was opened. This 
particular year took forever be
cause my parents had brought 
so many gifts for the boys, but 
I liked doing it this way so I 
could see what everyone got, 
and also take as many pictures 
as I needed.

I could not believe how 
impatient Andy was. He kept 
trying to open one of his pres
ents when it wasn't his turn, or 
go over to my mom and try to 
open her gifts for her because 
she was taking so long. When 
the most chaotic part of the 
night was over, it was time to 
head to bed. Getting the boys 
in bed on Christmas Eve and 
keeping them there soundly 
until morning usually went 
smoothly; however, on this 
particular night, things went 
terribly wrong.

It was about one o'clock in 
the morning when the dreadful 
thing happened. The boys had 
been asleep for about 3 hours, 
so it was a good time for "Santa" 

Beulah Land
In Conjunction with 

Faith Chapel

Saturday, Dec. 13 
from 5 pm-8 pm
Enjoyment for the 

Whole Family

An Interactive Walk-Through Christmas Play 
in 4 Stages

707 Andrew Jackson Way, just south of Mullins Rest. 
Parking at O'Reilly Auto & United Way bldg.

to come, or so I thought. Doug, 
my husband, was supposed to 
be watching the boys to make 
sure they didn't escape from the 
bedroom so I could run down to 
the basement and grab the toys 
to put under the tree.

I had just reached the top 
of the steps when I heard foot
steps coming down the hall. I 
saw Andy approaching me and 
started to panic. I dropped the 
toys and walked toward him. Of 
course, he asked what any four 
year old would: "Why are all the 
toys by the door and not under 
the tree?" How was I going to 
explain to him without giving 
away the big secret? I told him 
the first thing that came to my 
mind: "Santa left me a note say
ing he was in such a hurry that 
he didn't have time to put the 
toys under the tree."

Luckily, he believed my fib. 
I was so glad he believed me 
because I can't imagine telling 
my four year old son that Santa 
wasn't real. After I put Andy 
back in bed, I found Doug. He 
could tell I was furious as soon 
as he saw me. I told him that he 
had one job and he did not do it.

Even though this happened 
over 30 years ago, I still tell this 
story with so much anger. I have 
one piece of advice for any male 
out there: if your wife tells you 
to do something, do it."



TheL ove of

V7iving
by Sarah Grace Thompson, 

Madison Academy
Cotton was what farmers 

grew in North Alabama in the 
1940s. Huntsville, Alabama, was 
a very poor area in the late De
pression. Cotton was the major 
source of crop during this time. 
There were four mills in the area: 
Dallas, Lincoln Village, Mer
rimack and Lowe. Cotton was 
thriving and every family met 
their needs.

Milton Cummings, my great
grandfather, was the oldest of 
several children. He was a very 
generous man and was always 
thinking of the children and 
their needs. He was a successful 
man even though he was handi
capped. His father worked as a 
manager at Lincoln Mill, which 
produced cotton and then made 
it into fabric. Milton started 
working there and ran errands 
for Shelton Fletcher, the owner 
of the mill who had offered to 
pay for Milton to go to college. 
He turned down Fletcher's offer 

so that he could stay at home to 
help take care of his family.

When Fletcher passed away, 
he left $5,000.00 in his will to 
Milton, which is when Milton 
became very successful in the 
cotton industry. He had an 
office on the west side of the 
Square in downtown Hunts
ville. He graded cotton and paid 
the farmers for the crops.

In 1949, the Boll Weevil had 
infested the crops in the United 
States. Farmers were suffering 
and couldn't make ends meet. 
Milton realized families didn't 
have clothes to wear for Easter 
and the holiday was approach
ing fast. So he went to all the 
local businesses and asked for 
donations for the children to 
have nice clothes to wear to 
church on Easter. Donations 
were made and the people who 
were in need had formal clothes 
to wear for Easter.

With Christmas coming 
soon, Milton realized fami
lies were low on money and 
couldn't provide presents for 
their children. So Christmas 
Charities was born. People 
donated old toys, clothes and 
bikes; others painted toys to 
look new again or fixed bicycles 
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to look like new.

After several years with 
many faithful employees, 
Christmas Charities became 
part of the United Way.

Many lives have been 
touched because of Milton 
Cummings' generosity. My 
great-grandfather has made 
Christmas special for so many 
families, and now it isn't just 
Christmas that is special to peo
ple in need, but also to people 
year round.

As I walked through church 
on Sunday, I saw Christmas 
Charities paper ornaments with 
children's names and ages on 
them and also a wish list of what 
each child wants for Christmas.

The little girl we chose to give 
a gift to wanted an alarm clock. I 
never would have thought that 
someone would be asking Santa 
to bring her an alarm clock. 
That shows me the things that I 
take for granted everyday. This 
made me think of how many 
people are going through hard 
times, and if my great-grandfa
ther, Milton Cummings, would 
have never started Christmas 
Charities, these children would 
never get what they ask to get 
on Christmas morning.

feta flea Het
29150 Highway 72 West, Madison, Al 35758

(256) 684-4048

Open hours:
Every Sat. & Sun. 

9am-5pm

Location: 10 miles west of Madison Square Mall - on the right 
(or just 1 mile west of Limestone Flea Market - on the right)

Antiques, electronics, vintage items, old furniture, glassware, musical instruments, 
collectibles, sports gear, old license tags, and good junk

£ Well-behaved pets on leash always welcomed! x
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Bad Luck on Christmas Day

The following have been 
proven to be very unlucky 
if done on Christmas Day or 
the Christmas season:

• Singing Christmas carols 
at any time other than during 
the festive season is unlucky.

• Wearing a new pair of 
shoes on Christmas day is 
said to bring unprecedented 
bad luck.

• Picking up nuts or fruit 
from the ground.

• Leaving the dinner table 
before everyone has finished

• Sending carolers away 
without giving them any 
money.

• Being the first one home 
from church.

• Carrying a spinning 
wheel from one side of the 
house to another.

• Stepping on cotton 
thread Christmas Day.

• Receiving a present of 
new shoes or tanned leather.

• If you eat nuts without 
honey on Christmas Day, you 
will lose all your teeth.

• On Christmas Eve it is 
unlucky to spin or sew, to 

grind grain, or to leave the 
dishes unwashed.

• It is bad luck to let any 
fire go out in your house 
during the Christmas season. 
The fire in your fireplace 
must continue to burn for the 
twelve days of Christmas.

• If you do not eat plum 
pudding during the season, 
you will have bad luck for a 
year.

• If you refuse mince pie 
at Christmas dinner, you will 
have bad luck for a year.

Weather Predictions
Snow on Christmas means 

Easter will be green and ver
dant.

Whatever you dream on 
any of the 12 nights between 
Christmas and Epiphany 
(Jan. 6) will come to pass 
within the next year.

The weather for the whole 
year is also determined dur
ing this time: as the weather is 
on each of these days, so will 
it be on the corresponding 
month of the following year.

If you really want to know 
the rainfall for the next year, 
you can hollow out 12 onions, 
putting salt into each. Each 
onion is named after a month 
of the year, and there will be 
rain in every month where 
the salt in that onion is wet.

If Christmas Day falls on a 
Thursday, the following year 
will be windy.

To predict the next year's 
harvest, count the stars on 
Christmas Eve, and there will 
be as much produce as you 
have counted stars.

If the sun shines through 
the limbs of the apple trees on 
Christmas Day, there will be 
a good crop of fruit next year.

But if there's a full moon 
on Christmas, the following 
harvest will be scanty.

Love and Marriage
Young women who go 

out and hit pigs with a stick 
at Christmas can tell the age 
of their husbands-to-be: if the 
first pig that squeals is old, 
that means an old husband; a 
squealing young pig equals a 
young husband.

If there's a henhouse han
dy, a woman can knock on its 
door between 11 and 12 on 
Christmas night. If a rooster 
answers her knock, she will 
be married, but if her knock
ing is followed by silence, she 
will never marry.

Looking into a well on 
Christmas Eve will show the 
destined husband - the same 
can be determined by throw
ing a ball of yarn in the air at 
midnight on Christmas Eve; 
the arrangement of the yarn 
on the ground will look like 
the future husband's face, es
pecially the shape of the nose.

If you're unmarried and 
no one kisses you under the 
mistletoe at Christmas, you 
won't marry during the fol
lowing year.

Housekeeping
These tasks are not to be 

done between Christmas and 
New Year's Day: knitting, 
sewing and family laundry. 
Also sweeping, painting or 
polishing. It will cause the 
worst luck for any woman 
brave enough to try it.!

Dear Paranoid People 
who check behind 

your shower curtains 
for murderers: If you 

do find one, what’s 
your plan?



The Christmas of 1963
by Morgan Rozek, Madison Academy

1963 was the year of the 
record breaking snowfall, 
and boy was it a cold one! It 
got cold early that year, and, 
living in North Alabama, it 
wasn't something the resi
dents were expecting. The 
days prior to Christmas had 
temperatures of below zero 
degrees. There were incessant 
strong winds and constant 
snow flurries. To say that 
it was freezing is a massive 
understatement.

In a little one story, brick 
house in what is now known 
as historic downtown Madi
son lived a family with three 
young children. The young
est child is my father and 
the oldest child is my aunt 
Debbie. My dad was only 
two years old at the time ana 
my aunt Debbie was seven. 
While she loved the snow, 
she despised the arctic cold.

Their family only had 
one car, an old dark red 1960 
Buick, so even getting a fam
ily Christmas tree was quite 
the ordeal. However, every 
year they managed to go out 
and find a tree together.

Since the weather was so 
abnormally cold that year 
they got all bundled up in big 
puffy coats and mismatched 
scarfs and hats collected 

over the years and went out 
looking, promising that they 
wouldn't be out for long. 
They quickly found a scrag- 
gly little tree that imitated 
Charlie Brown's tree from the 
Peanuts Christmas special. 
While it wasn't a very impres
sive selection, they managed 
to find a tree they loved and 
keep the special family tradi
tion alive.

The family had little mon
ey, so getting the latest, great
est Christmas presents was 
not much of an option. Little 
Debbie, as her family called 
her, was used to getting only 
the necessities for Christmas. 
However, there was one other 
thing that she always got. 
When she was younger, her 
grandmother had given her 
a doll, and year after year 
her parents would give her 
something new for that doll. 
Debbie loved her doll whole
heartedly; they were the best 
of friends.

That's why when she woke 
up on Christmas morning she 
was thrilled to find a beauti
ful new gown for her doll to 
wear. It was red and unlike 
any she had gotten before. 
Despite the excitement over 
the dress, the real excitement 
came from what the dress was
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laying on top of. It was rest
ing on top of a beautiful little 
couch. The couch was the 
perfect size for the children 
and was newly upholstered.

There was a little old 
woman at the church they 
went to who had recently 
reupholstered a lot of the 
church's furniture, so Mama 
and Daddy asked her if she 
would do a piece for the 
children. She enthusiasti
cally agreed and covered 
the couch with a green and 
brown striped fabric. Mama 
crocheted a blanket and hung 
it over the back.

It took a lot of time and ef
fort to make the blanket and 
to put together the Christmas 
surprise, but it was greatly 
appreciated. The kids were 
ecstatic when they saw the 
gifts by the little tree Christ
mas morning. It was a practi
cal gift, and was one of their 
absolute favorites through
out their childhoods. It was 
freezing Christmas day so 
their family simply stayed 
inside sitting on their new 
couch, under the blanket, 
playing together all day.

Although Debbie was only 
seven years old at the time, 
the memory of that Christmas 
has stayed with her always. 
The memories of the bitter 
cold, the pitiful little Christ
mas tree, the beautiful red 
dress, the upholstered couch 
and the time they spent to
gether as a family will remain 
special to her forever.

Despite the bleak, frigid 
weather conditions, it was 
a holiday filled with grati
tude and love, just like every 
Christmas ought to be. They 
had their cedar tree with its 
homemade decorations. It 
was one of the best Christ
mases that Debbie ever had!
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f k y * ' 315 Jefferson Street J l< P
Uptown Shopping In Downtown Huntsville aJr-

Open Daily 10-5 Sunday 1-5
Located in the historic three-story, 23,000 square-foot Lombardo 

building and featuring over 80 dealers

Whether you are looking for antiques, 
the perfect gift, or the right picture to 
hang on a wall - you will find all of 
them at Railroaii Station Antiques. 
Located Downtown at 315 Jefferson 
at the corner of Monroe across from 
the Roundhouse.

Shaver’s
Top 10 Books of Local & 

Regional Interest

Books at Shaver’s include:

You'll find New, Autographed 
>Hard-to-Find and Out-of-Print books 

including topics such as:

Alabama Grand Ole Opry
Antiques Kathryn T. Windham
Architecture Local Authors
Art Madison County
Aviation Poetry
Cemeteries Railroads
Children Southern Literature
Civil War Space
Cotton Mills Sports
Decorative Leather Tennessee
First Editions Tennessee Valley
Fishing & Hunting Theology
Genealogy World War II

AND MUCH MORE!!!

1. The Huntsville Parker: Merrimack 
Mill/Huntsville Manufacturing - His
torical Edition (1955 Reprint) $10
2. Northern Dollars for Huntsville 
Spindles - Early Huntsville Cotton 
Mills $10
3. King Cotton to Space Capital: The 
Huntsville-Madison County Story- by 
Jacquelyn Proctor Reeves $39.95
4. When Spirits Walk: Ghost Stories 
of Madison County (back in stock) by 
Jacque Reeves $15.95
5. Incidents of the War: Civil War 
Journal of Mary Jane Chadick - by 
Nancy Rohr $19.95
6. Baby Boomer’s Guide to Growing 
Up in “The Rocket City” by Tommy 
Towery (Back in Stock!) 17.95
7. Madison (Historic City Photos) by 
John Rankin $19.99
8. The Sword of Bushwacker John
ston - back in stock! 19.95
9. North Alabama Civil War Generals 
by Authors of the Tennessee Valley Civil 
War Round Table $15
10. 50 Years of Rockets & Spacecraft 
- edited by Ed Buckbee $40

>1

Railroad Station Antiques - (256) 533-6550
Shaver’s Books - (256) 533-7364 Email shaversbks@comcast.net
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mailto:shaversbks@comcast.net

