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Love in 
the 

Sixties
We decided to 

hitch a ride to the 
next town or gas   
station, but I didn't 
want to leave my 
bride or let her 
"hitch" alone. So 
both of us were on 
the side of a very hot 
2-lane road looking 
for prospects for a 
ride. 

A couple of cars 
pass, our thumbs 
stuck out, no luck. 
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Your Total Window 
Treatment ProviderWhen you throw a baby 

up in the air, she laughs 
because she knows you 

will catch her.

We fell in love in college. 
Judy was 19 and I was 20 when 
we got married in the First 
Methodist Church in Hunts-
ville on June 8, 1961. We lived 
in Married Student Apart-
ments for two years until I 
graduated from the University 
of Alabama.

But this is about honey-
moons and anniversaries. Our 
honeymoon was a mixed bag 
of bliss and moments that are 
unforgettable. Young and mar-
ried, the bliss I'll leave to your 
imagination. The wedding was 
later on in the day and after the 
reception we were tired and 
a Birmingham motel was the 
fi rst stop on a driving trip in 
my father's new Mercury con-
vertible.  Great car.

We are in our room on the 
fi rst night, under the covers 
(I’ll leave the rest to your imag-
ination also) and suddenly 
the door that joined the next 

room to ours was opened by 
the other room occupant. We 
had forgotten to lock our side. 
That sure changed the mood 
for a while, apologies that were 
offered profusely by the other 
person were accepted.

Our driving goal was Ft. 
Lauderdale 3 days later for a 
airline hop to Nassau, 3 days 
there, and then return home in 
the Mercury. Next night in Ft. 
Walton, sun and fun and on 
the second day we set out for 
Homosassa, FL where my fam-
ily took me as a kid.  I wanted 
to show Judy the "Giant Fish 
Bowl" and walk under water in 
a glass tunnel. We stopped for 
gas around Tallahassee and we 
were not more than ten miles 
down the road, when steam 
was pouring out from under 
the hood and temp meter was 
in the red. 

We discovered when the  
friendly Pure service guy 
checked the water in the radia-
tor (they always checked your 
oil and water in those days) he 
had forgotten to put the cap 
back on and must have left it 
on top of the radiator. So it was 
easy to spot our trouble, out in 
the middle of nowhere, where 
there was no radiator cap in 
sight anywhere. 

We decided to hitch a ride 
to the next town or gas station, 
but I didn't want to leave my 
bride or let her "hitch" alone. 
So both of us were on the side 

Love in 
the Sixties

by M.D. Smith, IV

That’s TRUST
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of a very hot 2-lane road look-
ing for prospects for a ride. A 
couple of cars pass, our thumbs 
stuck out, but no luck. 

Then I saw an rusty old truck 
with a big tall wooden box bed 
and I backed away from the 
road. Judy stayed on the edge 
with her thumb out. Just as it 
was passing it slowed to a stop 
and we both saw a truck load 
of farm labor, all hot sweaty 
guys, and the passenger in 
the truck cab yelled out for us 
to hop aboard. I made some 
slim excuse and waved them 
on. That was our fi rst "serious 
discussion" we had on our trip. 
We don't take rides from just 
anybody. 

Finally we did hitch a ride 
with a friendly couple, dropped 
at a gas station just a few miles 
down the road and bought a 
radiator cap. Thank goodness 
in those days every little gas 
stop had parts like that. They 
took us back to the car with 
several gallons of water to fi ll 
the radiator and we were again 
on our way.

Uneventful night and next 

day driving to airport and a 20 
minute fl ight to Nassau. Wel-
come to paradise young lovers. 
It was our fi rst time to be out 
of the states and was so neat. It 
was British in those days, driv-
ing on the wrong side of the 
road and very wonderful at 
the Nassau Beach Lodge. Odd 
name for a whale of a hotel that 
had hundreds of rooms. 

The next afternoon after 
touring Nassau town, we had 
lunch and were in our room 
and under sheets about 2 pm. 
There was "activity" going on, 
when all of the sudden the door 
lock clicked and in walked a 
hotel maid to check the room 
for supplies. We both hollered 
the room was occupied and she 
hurriedly left. It seemed sud-
denly quite warm in the room, 
and a soothing co-ed shower 

“A bra factory was robbed of 
thousands of dollars. My dad 
said they could’ve prevented 

the robbery if they’d set a 
booby trap.”

Sammy Jacobs, Athens
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“Leasing and Managing Huntsville’s Premier Offi ce Buildings”
* Highland Offi ce Park, Phases 1 & 2
* Park West Center
* University Square Business Center
* 8215 Madison Blvd. 

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

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com

sounded like just the ticket for 
the newlyweds.

So there we were in nice 
warm water in a fairly large 
shower in the room. We had 
both just gotten well soaped 
up and about to rinse off, 
when suddenly, the water just 
stopped running. Not a drop 
of hot or cold water. We just 
stood there looking at each oth-
er with suds head to toe. 

“Let’s wait a few minutes,” I 
said. So we waited. After about 
5 minutes, which seemed a lot 
longer, Judy said, “The soap is 
starting to burn me and it’s get-
ting in my eyes.” I agreed and 
we decided to exit, put on our 
bathing suits and make a trip to 
the hotel’s pool. 

I imagine we looked odd 
and we imagined everyone 
was staring at the newlyweds, 
with soap in their hair and bod-
ies although we did towel off 
some before we left the room, 
as we had to parade through 
the main lobby to get to the 
pool. We immediately jumped 
in and rinsed off in the cool-
ing water. Judy was worried 
that the hotel management 
might be mad seeing us get in 
the pool all lathered up, but I 
assured her it was their fault 
for stopping the water without 
warning. An hour later, back in 
the room, the water was work-
ing again. What a memorable 
day that was. I think I drank 
a bit more Gin than I should 
have that night.

Forward a year later and 
our First Anniversary. Judy’s 
mother had dutifully saved 
the top section of the wed-
ding cake in a small cardboard 
box from one year earlier. At 

that time, my folks were still 
in Birmingham, so we went to 
the Chandler’s that night. Din-
ner was fi ne and then time for 
dessert and the top of the cake 
for “good luck” we were told. 
Do I need to tell you how a 
cake sitting in a cardboard box 
in a freezer for an entire year   
tastes? Awful is the answer, 
but to show our appreciation 
to her mother for all the good 
luck she was bringing to us, 
we both ate small portions and 
pretended we were so full from 
dinner, we just could not eat a 
bite more.

Fast forward another anni-
versary some years later when 
my Mother and Father were 
treating us to a “Return to Nas-
sau” vacation and the Nassau 
Beach Lodge in a rented Piper 
Twin Aztec.  By then, both my 
father and I had become pilots. 
So we fl ew the twin engine air-
plane to Nassau. Had a great 

vacation and wonderful time 
there. 

Judy and I celebrated our 
sixth anniversary and no maids 
to walk in on us. On the way 
home, we had a starter problem 
in Palm Beach going through 
Customs and were delayed six 
hours for a mechanic to repair 
the starter on one engine. By 
then, it’s afternoon and thun-
derstorms are building as they 
always do in Florida. Never 
fear, I am instrument rated and 
can fl y around these things, as 
I fl ew in a northerly direction 
dodging huge big storms and 
weaved from the Atlantic to 
the Gulf Coast avoiding them. 

Finally Flight Service tells 
me there is a long line of storms 
in lower Alabama and we de-
cide to land for the night in 
Tallahassee. I had to fl y circles 
out in the Gulf waiting for one 
storm to pass over Tallahassee 
and then the tower told me to 

A fl ying saucer is what 
results when a nudist 
spills his hot coffee.
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1214 Meridian Street  (256) 536-3117

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.

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

www.alphaestatesales.com

Visit our Website for Upcoming Sales

Facebook

make a straight in approach 
“right now” before another 
storm that was coming would 
get to the fi eld. The ladies in 
the back seat were not happy 
and were screaming a lot. 

As we bounced and de-
scended, lightening was fl ash-
ing from the storm just passed 
but it was scary. I made a good 
approach and set down on the 
fi eld. Just as we taxied to the 
Base Operator, the bottom fell 
out again and we got very wet 
getting in a cab that was wait-
ing for us and getting bags. 

I was drained and fell in 
the motel bed spread eagle 
and didn’t get up till the next 
day.  While in Nassau my folks 
bought two large 16x20 antique 
looking poster maps of the Ba-
hamas and tip of Florida. My 
father drew the route we fl ew 
over Grand Bahama to Nassau, 
and the route back over Bimini 
to Palm Beach because we were 
almost always in glide range of 
land on our fi rst overwater trip. 
Didn’t need the life preservers 
we rented. My father also put 
the date under one line, 6-19-67 

and framed them. I own both 
of them today.

That was June, 1967 and our 
third son Brent was born ex-
actly 9 months later in March. 
Good trip! We’ve had a total of 
8 children. 

This June 8th of 2016, Judy 
and I will celebrate our 55th 
Anniversary with something a 
bit more calm than those oth-
ers we both remember so well.
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Windsor House

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

(256) 837-8585 
Huntsville, Alabama 35805

Our  team includes Physicians, 
Nurses, Physical Therapist, Oc-
cupational Therapist, Speech  
Therapist, Activity Director and 
Registered Dietician

*Complex Medical Care
*Short Term Rehabilitation
*Long Term Care

Our team approach to rehabilitation 
means working together to enhance the 
quality of life and by re-shaping abilities 

and teaching new skills. We rebuild 
hope, self-respect and a desire to 

achieve one’s highest level of        inde-
pendence.

Nursing Home / Rehab Facility

(256) 326-8053

Free Estimates  *  References upon 
Request  *  Licensed & Insured  

John M. Bzdell

Services including:
  *Exterior & Interior    
       painting
  *Woodworking
  *Deck Cleaning
  *Gutter Repair
  *Pressure Washing
  *Handyman Services
  *Roofi ng
  *Doors
  *Drywall  
  *Siding
  *Window Cleaning

Marathon 
Painting

A Frightful Mistake
An interesting case of death 

from careless use of poison 
lately occurred.  A blacksmith 
named Wilder, after a week 
of drinking, went into a drug 
store and called for an ounce 
of hydrate chloral, which was 
properly labeled and given 
him.  He went home, put the 
entire ounce into a glass of 
water and drank it down with 
a view to having a good sleep 
and to recover from the effects 
of his drinking. 

 Hardly had he touched the 
bed where his wife lay she no-
ticed a strange look upon his 
face and hastened to his side.  
He said, “Sally it’s no use, I’ve 
made a mistake and am a dead 
man.”

In twenty minutes from the 
time he took the mixture he 
was a corpse.  Five grains of 
hydrate chloral is a safe dose 
for a person wishing sleep, but 
this man took an ounce, four 
hundred and eighty grains at 
once, and paid the sad penalty.

Fingers Found
A local farmer, upon open-

ing his chicken house recently 
one morning, missed two of his 

birds; but then on the other side 
of the cage he found two fi n-
gers in the trap.  They haven’t 
been called for.

Lost
Either at the Opera House or 

on the street between the Op-
era House and Dr. Dements 
residence, a Porte Monnaie 
containing a purse with forty 
dollars - three ten dollar bills, 
the balance in change.  

The fi nder will be rewarded 
by leaving it at the Indepen-
dent offi ce.

Business Move
Drs. Binford and Dement 

have moved to the offi ce on 
Franklin Street, third door from 
the East corner of the Public 
Square in Huntsville.

Strayed or Stolen
From J. B. Allison in New 

Hope, Ala. about six miles 
northeast of Vienna on the 
Paint Rock Road one dark 
brown mare mule of medium 
size about ten years old, saddle 
marks on back, rather heavy 
set and strong legs, a knot on 
each shoulder point. 

This mule is the grandson’s 
favorite and any information in 
regard to the whereabouts of 
the mule will be rewarded.

City News - 1875 “The patient was extremely  
worried and concerned 

about the lack of anxiety 
in her life.”

Seen on patient chart
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 It was 41 years ago when 
I had a moment that I will 
never forget. I was 5 years 
old and we lived a few 
blocks from the Huntsville 
Speedway, in south Hunts-
ville close to Ditto Landing. 

There was a path behind 
our house that was a shortcut 
to another part of our street. 
It went through the woods. 

One day, I decided to 
sneak off from my Mama 
and I followed that trail. 

About half way down the 
trail, I froze in my tracks. I 
could not breathe. 

Laying there on the 
ground, was a giant animal 
with huge eyes, just looking 
at me.

It was staring at me and 
licking its paws. I was terri-
fied. After a few seconds, I 
started backing up. I turned 
and ran as fast as I could. I 
finally got home safe. 

Did my family believe 
me when I told them I saw 
a huge scary animal? No. 
Several years later, I saw a 
picture in a book and then 
I knew exactly what I had 
seen.  It was a black panther.

To this day, I know ex-
actly what it was I saw, and I 
also know that I would never 
walk that trail again. 

A scary encounter yet a 
timeless, real memory for a 
little boy.

A Scary 
Encounter

by Scott Nixon
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Spry Funeral 
and Crematory 

Homes, Inc.
Family owned and operated

 since 1919

(256) 536-6654

open with 100 acres reserved 
for future development

Valley View Cemetery

(256) 534-8361

 Imagine that it is Saturday 
night in 1939 or 1940. You are on 
Old Madison Pike heading west 
toward Madison. You are ap-
proaching the notorious Indian 
Creek Bottom. You make a 90° 
left turn at the top of the hill and 
descend several hundred yards 
and make a 90° right turn. You 
are now traveling through Indi-
an Creek Bottom.

It is dark, very dark. The 
headlights on your old Plym-
outh do not shine all that bright. 
The back-up lights are worse. 
You recall the stories you have 
heard most of your life:

-   Prominent Madison physi-
cian robbed at gunpoint in the 
Indian Creek Bottom. 

- Madison Banker beaten. 
Loses an eye in attack by un-
known assailants in the Indian 
Creek Bottom.

-   Suicides (two or more).
Mama is asleep in the front 

seat beside you. The kids are 
asleep in the back seat. All of a 
sudden a wall of fi re roars up in 
front of the car! You don't have 
time to think of Johnny Cash's 
"Burning Ring of Fire" - you are 
scared. 

Mama wakes up and starts 
screaming. The kids in the back 
seat are screaming. You would 
like to scream but you can't 
make a sound. Then you real-
ize the fi re has almost gone out.  
Only a few embers remain. You 
can go on to Madison now.

The next day you and some 
friends return to the scene and 
fi nd that the wall of fi re was 

just an old cotton plowline that 
had been soaked in gasoline and 
stretched across the road be-
tween the bridge posts. When 
an automobile approaching got 
close enough the fi re would be 
started. The pranksters left the 
scene by a path through the 
woods up Slaughter Road.

The old bridges are gone now. 
The narrow 2 lane road has been 
replaced and a beautiful single 
bridge has replaced the previous 
two bridges. The trees and foli-
age that made the way so dark 
have also been cut back. 

The stories of murder and 
mayhem will fade away in time. 
New stories will have to be in-
vented to frighten unruly chil-
dren into behaving. The old 
Indian Creek Bottom has been 
transformed. The new bridge 
was opened on 25 September 
2015.

Indian Creek 
Bridge

by John Hughes, Athens

A good way to make your 
car run better is to have a 
salesman quote you the 

price of a new one.



11Old Huntsville   Page

* Raw chicken breasts are 
easier to cut up if you freeze 
them, start to thaw them out 
and use sharp scissors instead 
of a knife.

* For a different taste in your 
hot tea, try using a spoonful of 
strawberry jelly instead of the 
sugar, or add a slice of lemon 
that has been studded with a 
couple of whole cloves.

* If your kid's shoelaces al-
ways come undone, try damp-
ening them before tying.

* If you are going to be out 
and have no way to brush your 
teeth after eating, carry some 
mint tea bags with you to nib-
ble on - they will make your 
breath smell sweet.

* For a deep-cleaning mask, 
try stroking on some Milk of 
Magnesia, leave it on for 10 
minutes, but avoid the eye area. 
Rinse with warm water.

* A really good face moistur-
izer is olive oil. Beautiful Italian 
women have known about this 
for years. Just put a few drops 
on your fi ngers and rub into 
skin - stays soft all night long!

* Remove paper that is glued 
onto wood surfaces by rubbing 
on some olive oil.

* When you wake up in the 
middle of the night with a bad 
leg cramp, immediately fl ex 
foot or feet upward towards 
your head.

* If your windshield wipers 
smear, clean the windshield 
and the wiper blades with rub-
bing alcohol. 

* Avoid storing different 
cakes, cookies or bread in the 
same container - they affect 

each other and will get stale 
much faster.

* Be sure and store your nuts 
in the fridge or freezer - often-
times they will get rancid if 
stored at room temperature.

* If you love to steam veg-
etables, pour the leftover liq-
uid in the bottom of your pan 
into containers and freeze. That 
way, when you are making 
soup or need vegetable broth, 
you will have it ready.

* If the electricity in your of-
fi ce makes your skirts or dress-
es cling, just go the bathroom 
and wet your hands at the sink 

- rub your legs lightly with the 
water and you will see no more 
cling.

* If your belts are all In a 
mess in your closet, simply 
buy some of the common cup 
hooks, screw them into the bot-
tom of a wooden pants or coat 
hanger, and put your belts on 
the hooks.

* If you buy ready-made ice 
tea in the bottles, at night it’s a 
comforting hot tea when you 
just warm it up - add some 
lemon and honey if not already 
sweetened and it’ll put you 
right to sleep.

Household 
Tips from Liz

“There’s been a food 
discovered that reduces 
a woman’s sex drive by 
90%. It’s called Wedding 

Cake.”

Seth Johnson, Madison

Watermelons and 
Cantaloupe from 

Georgia
Local Vine-Ripe Tomatoes
Amish Vegetables

Fresh, Sweet Peaches 
from Chilton County
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(256) 650-1212    hospicefamilycare.org

Eggnog Party 
in Paint Rock 
Valley - 1864

An early landmark in upper 
Paint Rock Valley was Cox's 
Still House, on Clear Creek. 
Oddly enough, some innocent 
jollifi cation turned sour for a 
group of Union soldiers at the 
Still House one day in 1864. 
About 40 of the boys in blue 
had retired to the secluded 
spot, meaning to take time out 
from the brutal War Between 
the States. The yankees quick-
ly confi scated all the whiskey 
they could fi nd, intending to 
make some egg nog with the 
milk and eggs they had stolen 
from local farmers.

Unfortunately, they made 
so much racket that some of 
“Bushwhacker" Johnston's 
Confederates heard them. 
The Johnny Rebs sent several 
of their men to slip around be-
hind the yankees. Meanwhile, 
the rest of the Confederates 
set an ambush along the road. 

Without warning, the Con-
feds in advance opened fi re 
into the carousing yankees. 
Panic stricken, the blue coats 
dropped their booze and fl ed 
straight into the ambush.

When the yankees sobered 
up, they were faced with the 
double humiliation of having 
a hangover and being taken 
prisoners.

“She grew on him like she 
was a colony of Ecoli and 
he was room-temperature  

Canadian beef.”

High School Analogy 
Winner

“Under the same management for 2,000 years.”
Seen on a Decatur church sign
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Happy Father’s Day to all the great dads out there.  
Also to Rosemary’s Dad - Billy Richardson - and Bill’s 

Dad - Billy Leatherwood - who are our Angels in 
Heaven - we miss you so much.

Ole Dad’s has been serving the 
community for 21 years on June 10th and we 
look forward to doing the same for many 
more to come. We are so thankful for our 

great customers who we call friends.
(256) 828-8777 or 

(256) 828-8778
14163 Highway 231/431 North, Hazel Green, 

Next door to Family Dollar

Health Rating 98
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I moved to Huntsville in 
2008. In an effort to get some 
exercise I regularly hiked the 
Land Trust trails. Most of the 
time alone, occasionally talk-
ing friends into going with me 
on what some referred to as my 
deceptively long and arduous 
hikes.

I preferred to take the Rail-
road Bed Trail. Roughly a mile 
or so from start to fi nish, it 
follows the path of a long de-
funct railway that took visitors 
up the mountain to the Hotel 
Monte Sano in the late 1800s.

The latter decades of the 
1800s saw the rise of quite a 
few nasty diseases, mostly due 
to unsanitary conditions. Diph-
theria and Yellow Fever, also 
called "Yellow Jack" or "Bronze 
John", were rampant. Hunts-
ville locals found that after 
spending a few days on Monte 
Sano their  health improved 
quite a bit and in some cases 
very dramatically. This was 
generally attributed to the nat-
ural mineral springs atop and 

around the mountain, but 
it was also likely due to the 
cooler air and more sanitary 
lifestyle.

The Hotel Monte Sano 
was built in 1886 by the 
North Alabama Improve-
ment Company. It consisted 
of 233 rooms with mineral 
spring baths and beautiful 
views of the Tennessee Val-
ley. Eleven dollars per day 
bought a visitor a room, the 
spa, and three meals. The ho-
tel registry held the names of 
Tennessee Valley's richest. 
Even some of the wealthi-
est citizens in the country 
visited the hotel looking for 
relaxation and regeneration. 

Ironically at the time 
Huntsville was made up 
mostly of poor mill workers 

and cotton fi eld hands. Most 
of her citizenry could barely 
afford food, let alone a night 
there.

Because the well-to-do were 
not keen on walking, a railway 
was built from the Huntsville 
Depot to the hotel. Pulled by a 

Hiking Monte Sano
by Lee Cox

“What a distressing contrast 
there is between the radiant 
intelligence of the child and 
the feeble mentality of the 

average adult.”

Sigmund Freud
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Baldwin steam engine, the cars 
were smaller than usual due to 
the smaller gauge of the rails 
and the tight turns in the line 
as it tacked up the slope. The 
train made three runs per day 
for twenty-fi ve cents a trip. At 
the top, passengers were fer-
ried in a fi ne Taliaferro buggy 
to the hotel.

Due to a serious derailment, 
would-be passengers were 
frightened away from taking 
the coach and after some fi nan-
cial mismanagement the rail 
went into bankruptcy. There 
was some talk of salvaging the 
line, but in a spring thaw an 
enormous boulder fell onto the 
tracks, permanently ending its 
run.

As science progressed and 
sanitation became common 
practice, Yellow Fever, Chol-
era, and many other diseases 
were diminished if not eradi-
cated. Vaccines more or less 
took away the hotels perceived 
raison d’etre. The Hotel Monte 
Sano shut its doors in 1900.

All that’s left of the hotel is 
a stone chimney in a front yard 
and the occasional auction of 

antique hotel furnishings.  And 
all that’s left of the rail are stone 
trestle supports and stone em-
bankments.

On my frequent hikes I liked 
to stand atop the embankments 
and look out over the creek 
beds. My mind often wandered 
to the men who built the rail, 
hauling those stones via mule 
wagons and stacking them for 
the trestles. Maybe they sat on 
this or that rock and ate lunch 
with strong but weathered, 
scarred, fi lthy hands. I could 
imagine them breaking their 
backs, working in the south-
ern heat, the valley winter, so 
wealthy fi nanciers and blue 
bloods could fi nd solace in 
pools of mineral water.

And it was all for naught, 
because, as I stood there, all 
that was left were stones the 
mountain would eventually re-
claim into herself.

“You know the honeymoon’s 
over when you start going out 
with the boys at night, and so 

does she.”

Jimmy Rollins, Arab
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 When World War II started the Alabama National Guard was the first 
group to be called into the Army. Everybody was excited the day they left. 

Every street had somebody that was going off with them. I don't remember the date, but I would guess it 
was early 1942.

I was about 10 years old, and all the boys in Dallas Vil-
lage were going over to the Armory on Dallas Avenue to 
see them off. I told my Daddy I was going. I should have 
asked him if I could go instead of telling him because he 
said no, I could not go.

I started crying and he made me go back into the house. 
After everybody left, he came into the house and said that 
I could go. I told him I was not going over there now. That 
was the first and last time I sassed my Daddy. He went 
into the kitchen. The sink was by the window and as Dad-
dy always shaved by the window for the sunlight he kept 
his leather razor strap hanging next to the sink. He got that 
razor strap, and boy, you ain’t been beat until you’ve had 
a good beating with a razor strap! After the whipping he 
told me to go over to the Armory and see the boys off. So 
with red eyes and a burning butt I was there waving bye 
to the boys going to war.

I had no way of knowing that day how important a part 
the Armory would play in my life for the next five years.

Soon after the National Guard left they started the Ala-
bama State Guard. Everybody wanted to do something for 
the war effort. The State Guard was made up mostly of 
men either too old or too young to join the Army. There 
were a lot of World War I veterans and boys too young to 
join the Army so they enlisted in the State Guard until they 
were old enough to go into service.

One man who joined the State Guard and later went 
into the Army was one of the two men from Madison 
County to win the Congressional Medal of Honor. 
His name was Bushy Bolden and he was a profes-
sional boxer. He was my hero even before he went 
into the Army.

A lot of businessmen joined the Guard. My Daddy 
was one of the first men to join and I went everywhere 
he went. Before long I became the official “mascot” 
for the Company. My Daddy carried me out to A&M 
College, where there was a tailor shop, and had an 
Army uniform made for me. I attended all the meet-
ings and helped out in the supply room. Mostly I did 
whatever I was told to do.

When Chauncey Sparks was elected Governor, the 
company was sent to Montgomery to march in the 
inaugural parade. Of course, being the mascot, I got 
to tag along. We went down in an Army truck and 
stayed at the warehouses behind Kilby Prison. They 
had prisoners to help around the place and I will nev-
er forget one prisoner who had a pet crow who sat on 
his shoulder all the time.

It’s funny what stands out in a kid’s mind about a 
trip.

I also got to go to Dauphin Island for a two week 
training camp with the company.

Growing Up with the Alabama State National Guard
by Tillman Hill
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The evening before we left was spent loading 
the trucks and getting ready to leave. After spend-
ing the night at the Armory we were awakened 
early the next morning and driven downtown to 
a place on Washington Street where we ate break-
fast. We were on our way about daylight and best 
I can remember, we got to Mobile about 1:00 AM 
and then continued on to Cedar Point. As there 
were no bridges from the mainland to Dauphin Is-
land at the time, we finished our journey by boat.

The island at that time had a small fishing vil-
lage on one end and a county training camp, com-
plete with barracks, on the other end which was 
where we stayed.

Also on the island was Fort Gaines, an old Span-
ish fort which used to guard Mobile Bay. The fort 
was in ruins at the time, with old rusty cannons 
and cannon balls lying about. Having an old fort to 
run around in gave me a strong sense of being Tom 
Sawyer. The place was all mine!

The fort was later turned into a state park and is 
a big tourist attraction today.

Being on the island for two weeks was an expe-
rience that a kid like me could only dream about. 
The men trained all day while I stayed in the bar-
racks and straightened up. The men did most of 
the work but I shined shoes and washed clothes 
after they left. The men paid me for doing chores 
and after two weeks I had made $13.00, which was 
a lot of money in those days.

The State Guard met once a week to train and 
drill. Part of their training was learning to han-
dle large, unruly crowds. They were called out a 
couple of times to work strikes and one time for a 
storm.

By this time I was about 12 years old and I had 
other fish to fry. I was working other jobs but I 
continued to work at the Armory. About 1946 
they started to rent the Armory out 
for dances every week, and Frank 
McKinley hired me to clean up af-
terwards.

I had a key to the place and I 
would get there very early to clean 
up the place so I could go to school 
or work, depending on what time of 
the year it was.

In the wintertime the first thing 
I did was to go upstairs to Frank’s 
office and build a fire. At this time 
they were selling beer at the dances 
and beer bottles were everywhere, 
and of course there was a little bit 
left in many of the bottles.

One morning, after I had built the 
fire, I started back downstairs and 
noticed Mac, a buddy of mine, sort-
ing through the bottles looking for 
something to drink.

Mac often hung around the Armory, telling me sto-
ries and helping with the chores. He was much older 
than I and was also my idol. Though I supposed I knew 
he was an alcoholic, the meaning never really sunk in 
until that morning.

After watching Mac for a few minutes, I went back 
upstairs and stayed for a long time. It hurt very much. 
He was still my friend, I told myself, no matter what.

When I finally came back down, he had passed out.
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Heard On 
the Street

  by Cathey Carney

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

Call (256) 534-0502
This toddler grew up to 
know a lot about Monte 

Sano history

256-533-2400

Congratulations to our Photo of 
the Month winner for May. Dale 
Rhoades was the first to call in and 
identify the little blonde as Judy 
Smith.  Dale said she identified 
Judy because she still looks like 
she did 40 years ago when they 
both took a smocking and French 
hand sewing class together.  Con-
gratulations Dale!

And in regards to Judy Smith, 
she and M.D. Smith IV will cel-
ebrate their 55th wedding anniver-
sary on June 8. So we want to send 
out special greetings to Judy and 
M.D.

Our dear friend Mr. A. J. Casey 
died May 5, at the age of 92. He 
lived in Satellite Beach, FL but his 
family was in this area. Mr. Casey 
was a Ret. Master Sergeant in the 
U.S. Air Force and a past Master 
Mason. He was a gentle, funny 
and kind man who loved his fam-
ily. He is survived by son-in-law 
Joe Waggett, son Pat Waggett, 
grandsons Chris Waggett (Steph-
anie), David Waggett, and Steve 
Waggett (Tammy) as well as grand 
and great-grandchildren who will 
always cherish this sweet man.

June 19th is Father’s Day and so 
many are remembering their Dads 
who are no longer with us. Rose-
mary Leatherwood misses her 

Dad every day, and her husband 
Bill thinks about his dad too. Rose-
mary and Bill are celebrating their 
39th wedding anniversary June 1 
and their business, Ole Dad’s BBQ, 
will mark its 21st anniversary on 
June 10th.

Rosemary also wants to wish  
her sweet sisters happy June birth-
days - Dorothy Branche on June 8 
and Mrs. Lynn Sunshine Green 
on June 14th.

Sam Keith and I recently at-
tended the official kickoff for the 
opening of Watsons Grand Pre-
serve. The reception was held on 
the top of Drake Mountain, where 
a number of prime 3-5 acre lots are 
located for sale, offering panoram-
ic views of the mountains and val-
leys of McMullen Cove. The event 
was hosted by Jeff and Sonja 
Enfinger.

During the Whistle Stop BBQ 
awards last month Huntsville Fire-
fighter Jimmy Tolen was recog-
nized during the awards presenta-
tion. Jimmy received a medallion 
from Mayor Tommy Battle. In 
addition he was honored by the 
organizers of the cook-off for his 
many years of work in running 
the temporary water supply lines 

and placing teams in the proper lo-
cations.  Jimmy is much loved by 
BBQ competitors and his friends 
alike.

Happy birthday May 21st to 
Kathy Cotney!  Kathy and hus-
band Steve lived in New Hope 
for many years and had so many 
friends here who really missed 
them when they moved to Mis-
souri.  We love you Kathy!

OK, because we are looking for-
ward to so many musical events 
in Huntsville, I guess I’ll hide a 
tiny guitar somewhere within this 
magazine. When you find it and 
call me, if you’re the first caller you 
get a whole year’s free subscrip-
tion! Phone number below in the 
Photo block. You won’t find it but 
good luck!

Happy Anniversary to Ken and 
Diane Owens - June 13th they will 
be married 46 years. Congrats to 
the lovebirds!

Many of the us who live in 
Huntsville are baby boomers and 
remember the good old rock and 
roll that we grew up with.  We re-
member rocking out to the Tiks, 
the Chasers, The Precious Few 
and the Continentals, just to name 
a few.  Well, several of these great 
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Locally Owned and Serving 
Huntsville for nearly 50 Years.

Come see why our shoppers 
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bands are coming back to Hunts-
ville for a reunion and the last 
time these bands played it was to 
nearly a sellout crowd, with most 
of them up on their feet dancing! 
For one day only, on June 11 start-
ing around 3 pm you can hear that 
great music again. It’s going to be 
at the Elks Club at 725 Franklin St. 
and there will be other bands play-
ing from the 60s, 70s and 80s. Tick-
ets are only $10 each. You don’t 
want to miss this!

Congratulations to Lee and 
Barbara Hockenberry who cel-
ebrated their 64th wedding an-
niversary May 20.  After all these 
years it must be working! Accord-
ing to Lee, he attributes their long 
marriage to the fact that he “does 
what he is told and keeps his 
mouth shut.” But knowing them 
both, there’s lots of love there!

Huntsville has tons of activities 
in the summer and one of them is 
the “Dog Days of Summer” from 
June 1st - August 30 at the Early 
Works Museum. Kids and adults 
alike really enjoy going there. Bart 
Williams is CEO and sends an in-
vitation out to all who are looking 
for some good family fun.

Even though he passed away 
on April 13, we couldn’t forget 
about Bobby Bragg, whom Tom 
wrote several Hurricane Valley 
stories about. Bobby was a proud 
WWII Vet who loved his family 
and friends dearly. He owned Bob-
by Bragg Grocery located near his 
home in New Market, Al. He mar-
ried the love of his life, Betty, and 
was devoted to her for 69 years. He 

was a farmer, store owner, fi sher-
man, BBQ master, trainer of hunt-
ing dogs and never late to work. 
He held BBQ events that were at-
tended by Mayors, Sheriffs, politi-
cians, judges, and people from all 
over the U.S. He will never be for-
gotten. Bobby is survived by Betty 
Claire Robertson Bragg, daugh-
ters Iva (Jim); Tina (Todd); sis-
ters Evelyn Jones and Sue Ste-
vens as well as great-grand and 
grandchildren.

The Concerts on the Dock at 
Lowe Mill are better than ever 
and many people enjoy explor-
ing thru the mill to watch all the 
artists work on and display their 
unique pieces during the break. 
And it’s a free event - just bring 
$2 to park and there’s plenty 
to eat with several food trucks, 
the Happy Tummy and Chef 
Will’s.  So proud of all the new 
artists there as well as the ones 
who were there in the begin-
ning. If you haven’t been there 
yet, there are working artists 
who show you how they create 
their art; it is eclectic, creative, 
delightful and unique. Children 
and adults as well love walking 
through the old building that 
has its original fl oors, windows 
and frame from when it was a 
working mill. If you go once 
you will be hooked.  

Also in June the Monday 
night Concerts in the Park will 
be revving up again starting 
June 6. It’s so much fun because 
the music offers something for 
everyone; you bring your chairs, 

Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
Quick Response Team

www.united-specialist.com

24/7 Emergency Service

(256) 533-7163
louie Tippett

blankets, wine, beer, kids and 
don’t forget the pets. Keep your  
fi ngers crossed for great weather 
for all these outdoor events.

Our sweet Dads, husbands and 
brothers who have passed away 
are safe in our hearts, and we’ll see 
them again one day.
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RECIPES

Southern Snacking

You choose one Meat and 3 Sides  - includes a drink of your choice - $9.89

Two Pound Family Pack Three Pound Family Pack

3319 Memorial Parkway S.W.

256-881-4851
8412 Whitesburg Dr. S.

256-882-0841

Come in and Try our Meat & 3 Special!

One Pound Family Pack
(for 4 People)

$19.00 $36.00 $52.00

This is in addition to our traditional menu that includes:

(for 8 People) (for 12 People)

Available at both locations!

Marinated Vegetables
Broccoli
Caulifl ower
Squash
White mushrooms
Carrots
Red and Yellow peppers
Sliced Sweet Onions
1 large bottle Kraft Zesty 

Italian Dressing
1 T. Oregano
  In a large bowl break up 

the washed vegetables into 
bite-sized pieces. Shake up the 
bottle of Italian Dressing and 
pour the whole bottle over 
the vegetables and mix well. 
Sprinkle with the oregano.

You may like to add a 
few other vegetables of your 
choice. Seal and let fl avors mix 
overnight in refrigerator, turn-
ing a couple of times. Drain 
and serve with toothpicks.

Savory Ranch Mix
Pretzels
Pecans
Cheerios
Rice Chex
Corn Chex
Cheez-Its
1 env. Hidden Valley Ranch 

dressing (dry)
1/2 bottle Orville Reden-

bacher’s popcorn buttery oil
  In a large bowl, mix about 

two cups each of the cereals, 
pretzels, Cheez-Its and nuts. 
Pour the 1/2 bottle of oil over 
the mixture and stir well.  
Sprinkle half the dry dress-
ing mix over the cereal mix-
ture and stir gently with large 
spoon. Add remaining dress-
ing mix and mix well.  Serve 
immediately or store in large 
Ziploc bags in freezer. Keeps 
very well this way.

Baked Cheese Bites
2 sticks butter
2 c. self-rising fl our
2 c. grated sharp Cheddar 

cheese
2 c. Rice Krispies
1 t.  cayenne pepper
1/2 t. garlic powder
  Mix all ingredients together 

well - batter will be very stiff. 
Roll the mixture into small 
balls, about the size of a large 
whole pecan. Flatten gently. 
Bake on greased cookie sheet at 
300 degrees for 30 minutes or 
so.  These are good warm but 
they freeze very well also.

Deviled Mushrooms
2 lb. mushroom caps
8 oz. pkg. cream cheese
6-1/2 oz. can deviled ham
2 t. garlic powder
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Country Cooking
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Closed Sundays 

975-E Airport Road

Gifts - Cut Flowers
      Plants & Accessories
       Weddings - Parties

    We deliver fresh
     flowers locally

   Ron Cooper

    Mark Kimbrough

         601 McCullough Ave.            

      Huntsville Al. 35801

     256-519-8898

  Mix the cream cheese, ham 
and garlic powder. Grease 
a casserole dish with butter 
and place mushrooms caps in. 
Spoon the cheese mixture into 
the caps and bake at 350 de-
grees for 20-30 minutes.

Rolled Tortilla Bites
8 oz. pkg. cream cheese, soft-

ened
4 oz. can chopped green 

chiles, drained
4 oz. jar chopped pimento, 

drained
1/2 c. chopped ripe olives
10  6-inch flour tortillas
Salsa
  In a small bowl combine the 

first four ingredients and mix 
well.  Spread a heaping table-
spoon on each tortilla and roll 
it up. Place, seam side down, 
on a plate. Cover and refriger-
ate for 2 hours. Cut each roll 
into 6 one inch pieces and serve 
with Salsa and toothpicks.

Mini-Cheesecakes
3 8-oz pkg. cream cheese, 

softened
5 eggs
1 c. sugar
2 t. vanilla
  Mix the above ingredients 

til smooth and pour into foil 
cupcake liners that have been 

placed in the cupcake tins. Fill 
liners 3/4 full and bake at 325 
degrees for 25 minutes.

Topping:
1 8-oz. carton sour cream
1/4 c. sugar
1 t. vanilla
  Mix together and put 1 tea-

spoon of the mixture on each 
cupcake while hot and back in 
the oven for 3-5 minutes. Top 
with Maraschino cherries.

Barb’s Hot Shrimp Dip
1 large onion, chopped
3 cloves garlic, crushed
3  banana peppers, chopped
3 chopped jalapeno pep-

pers 
2 fresh tomatoes, chopped 

coarsely
2 lbs. cream cheese, cubed
1/2 lb. cooked shrimp 

chopped in small pieces
1 t. salt and pepper
  In a large crock or stew pot 

add all the vegetables. Add 
the cheese and slowly heat til 
the cheese is melted, mix well. 

Let simmer for a few min-
utes, then add the shrimp at 
the last minute and stir well 
to combine.

This dip is so good served  
with hot crispy tortilla chips 
that you have salted & 
warmed.  Delicious and you 
won’t have any left over!
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Main Office
2200 Clinton Avenue

Huntsville, Alabama   35805
(256) 533-0541

Branch Office
200 West Side Sq., Suite 48
Huntsville, Alabama  35801

(256) 536-0091

Office Hours
Mon, Tues, Thurs, Fri
8:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.

Wednesday
8:00 a.m. - Noon

964 Airport - Huntsville, Al

  * The Schrader Family *
Since 1963: Serving a Rich Variety of  European Fare

256-880-9920

Northern and Southern Italian 
Foods at Reasonable Prices

Re-Opened and Operated by the Original Owners

Tuesday Nights: 
Cicchetti 

(small plates) 
with Wine

Music on Tuesday, Thursday, Friday 
and Saturday nights

Thursdays 4pm - 9pm
Date Night - Table for 2

$36 for 2

Call ahead Reservations Recommended

 Between Monte Sano Mountain and Keel 
Mountain is Big Cove, a place with green pas-
tures and newly planted corn fields bordered 
by native azaleas. It was 1918, a year when the 
woods were lush with thorny bushes hanging 
thick with plump blackberries. Elizabeth Carter 
and Jewel Grayson were best friends. Even after 
school let out for the summer the girls were 
together every day. Some days they lay in the 
grass with hands hooked behind their heads 
pointing to imaginary animals formed in the 
sky’s cottony clouds.

"Let's go blackberry picking," announced 
Jewel bouncing from foot to foot with her sun 
bleached braids keeping in step. She was the 
more adventurous of the two and full of ideas. 
The girls took off for the woods where they 
could find the most berries. Granted they ate 
more of the woodsy treat than they picked but 
both had enough in their pail for cobblers, when 
a black snake slithered from the undergrowth. 
The girls screamed and ran for home. Both 
girls were out of breath when they reached the 
crossroads where their families' farms joined. 
Elizabeth said it was getting late and their moth-
ers might be worried. She could tell it was near 
supper because the setting sun threw a ghostly 
haze through the pines and underlying brush. 
In second grade they did a pinky-ring promise 
and crossed their hearts never to say good-bye 
so the two best friends did their usual departure 
by throwing their arms around each other say-
ing, "See you tomorrow".

Swinging her pail, Elizabeth dillydallied 
down the driveway. It was nearly a quarter of 
a mile from the crossroad and like the road it 
was hardly more than a dirt path. She was a tall 
girl for her eight years. She would soon be nine 
and was excited about her birthday. Jewel was 
helping to plan a party and make invitations. 
She was clever and Elizabeth liked having a 
clever friend. Both girls made straight A's on 
their report cards and would be in fourth grade 
when school started in the fall. Humming as she 
walked, Elizabeth's mind wandered between 
her birthday and summer plans with Jewel. 
When the katydids began to chatter their nightly 

See You 
Tomorrow

by Pat Furr
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song she was jolted from her 
day dreaming and remembered 
milking time. She picked up 
her pace and hurried toward 
the barn. When her brother, 
eighteen year-old Loren, left 
home to fight in the war some-
one needed to help feed the 
livestock. Elizabeth was asked 
to help pick up the slack. Work 
was no stranger to her. She had 
been helping plant and weed 
the garden every summer since 
turning four. But milking Bes-
sie, the family cow, was a new 
experience and she would need 
to milk her twice a day. At first 
it was a difficult task getting the 
right grip so milk would squirt 
into the bucket but Bessie was 
patient and the two got along 
fine. Every day before evening 
milking Elizabeth helped in the 
kitchen. While her mother and 
two older sisters prepared the 
evening meal Elizabeth’s job 
was to set the table and carry 
water in from the outside well 
for cleaning the cooking pots.

When summer ended Eliza-
beth and Jewel looked forward 
to seeing their classmates. They 
had tired of summer games 
and were anxious to go back 
to school. On the first day their 
shoes shined from black polish 
and they wore new print dresses 
made by their mothers. Their 
teacher gave an eager welcome 
as the children noisily settled 
into their desk. She explained 
this was the year they would 
learn geography and discuss 
current events. Her plan was to 
talk as little as possible about the 
Great War in Europe because 
some of the children had broth-
ers fighting there. After the class 
recited the Pledge of Allegiance 
she counted eight boys, six girls 
and added one new girl to her 
roster.

The warm September led 
into a cool October. The class 
would have a Halloween party 

and bob for apples. They 
talked nonstop about “Trick 
or Treat” and at which house 
they would be given popcorn 
balls or store-bought candy. 

On the first Friday in Oc-
tober Elizabeth and Jewel 
walked home from school 
holding hands, laughing, as 
Jewel recited how she would 
talk her younger sister into 
letting her use her grand-
mother’s old costume jewelry 
hidden in her grandfather’s 
discolored tobacco can. Jewel 
said Elizabeth could wear 
some too if she decided to be 
an Indian princess instead 

of a cowgirl. The girls were still 
laughing and planning on how 
they would talk Jewel’s sister out 
of the old can when they parted 
at the crossroad with their usual 
big hug and, “See you tomorrow.”

Elizabeth woke up Saturday 
morning and was told her sister 
Mary was still in bed and would 
not come down for breakfast. 
When it was past noon and Mary 
had not come down, Elizabeth 
tiptoed up the stairs and peeped 
into the chilly bedroom. She heard 
Mary groaning and ran down 
the stairs to tell her mother. Mrs. 
Carter went right away to check. 
Mary was burning up with fever. 
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Mrs. Carter was alarmed and sent for the doc-
tor. By the time the doctor arrived with his 
medicine bag Mary’s skin was blue. She was 
smothering from a lack of oxygen. The doctor 
recognized the symptoms when he saw Mary’s 
empty eyes and dark spots on her cheeks. He 
ordered everyone out of the room. “She has 
the Spanish Flu.” He knew because people in 
Madison County had been dying since the end 
of September. Even several doctors had come 
down with the flu. He stiffened as he told Mr. 
Carter there were no antibiotics. He looked 
at Mrs. Carter and said there was nothing he 
could do but offer advice. He rested his hand on 
her shoulder and said he was sorry. Within the 
hour a bloody froth gushed from Mary’s mouth 
and she expired.   By nightfall Elizabeth’s sister, 
Jane, complained of a stomach ache. She did 
not live to see morning.

As the sun began to rise Mr. Carter went out 
to feed the livestock. Mrs. Carter stood looking 
out the kitchen window; a light frost covered 
the barn roof. She clutched a dish towel as 
she silently watched her husband’s hunched 
shoulders and unsteady steps as he made his 
way across the barnyard. She was exhausted 
and had not yet processed their tragic loss. She 
began to work as if blind around the kitchen 
picking up things and putting them down 
again. She looked around the room but 
could not remember what she was doing.

Jewel Grayson’s father stepped up on 
the Carter porch and gave a loud knock at 
the front door. When Mrs. Carter invited 
him in he told her he had come to let them 
know there would be no school or church 
services until further notice because of 
the flu. She lowered her eyes as she told 
him she lost both of her girls to the flu 
the day before. He shook his head finding 
it difficult to believe what she said. He 
started to speak but stumbled, finding no 
comforting words. His eyes misted over. 
He could only say, “I’m so sorry Faye. I 
know the community is doing everything 
possible to prevent spreading the illness. 
Entire families in Big Cove are sick. There 
are no more caskets to be found, not even 
in Huntsville.” He stared away from her, 
his thoughts somewhere else, maybe on 
his family. She offered him coffee. He 
shook his head and explained, “There’s 
no time this morning. I have got to get 
home and feed the livestock. Jewel had a 
stomach ache last night. Her mother did 
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not get much sleep I will need to take over so she 
can rest.” He did not tell her he was tired also from 
being up with Jewel throughout the night or that he 
did not feel good. Elizabeth started into the room 
but backed out when she heard her mother say she 
hoped Jewel did not have the flu. Her eyes went 
wide; she was scared for her friend.

After Mr. Grayson left, Mrs. Carter went to the 
barn and told her husband he would need to find 
enough wood to make caskets for their girls. Her 
hands dropped to her side giving in to grief as she 
walked back to the house to prepare their bodies 
for burial. All morning Elizabeth worried and was 
afraid for her friend as she helped her mother strip 
Mary and Jane’s bed. For the rest of the day she 
worked silently beside her mother scrubbing ev-
erything in the house.

On Sunday morning few people were up when 
the Grayson’s five year-old son came to tell the 
Carter’s his father was bad sick. Grief was evident 
in the little boy’s eyes when he said his sister Jewel  
had died. His mother would not leave his father’s 
bedside. She sent him to ask if Mr. Carter would 
come and help feed the animals. Mr. Carter said he 
would be along directly. When the boy left he lit the 
wood stove to knock the autumn’s damp chill out 
of the house, then left for the Graysons. 

Mrs. Carter dragged the old grey rocker - the 
one she rocked all her babies in - next to the stove. 
She pulled Elizabeth onto her lap 
and while she rocked her tears 
slid down Elizabeth’s’ face.

Jewel and Elizabeth are 
imaginary girls. But for a mo-
ment, let your mind go back  into 
1918 when the Spanish flu came 
to Madison County. Because of 
the catastrophic pandemic, fam-
ily plots at church grave sights 
and Maple Hill Cemetery filled 
up with loved ones. 

Many lives changed econom-
ically when the family provider 
died. People changed emotion-
ally and socially forever. Statis-
tics showed 20-50 million people 
died from the flu; two to five 
times as in the Great War. 

It can be mind boggling when 
considering how the Spanish Flu 
of 1918 must have changed the 
entire world.

I realize only a few of you know about our future plans, but Margaret 
Watson and I have been together a long time. We actually grew up as back 
yard neighbors so I have known her for her entire life. She and I "met" when 

she was just a few weeks old and I was only about 5 years old.
When we started dating 10 years ago, we decided that we would take 

things slow. We have really gone through a lot over the last 10 years. Grand 
kids were born, I lost my Dad and Aunt, John Jr. got married, heart/knee/
gall bladder surgeries. Margaret had a bout with cancer, and recently was 
hospitalized for 6 days. We also have bought a 100 year old house together 
and lately she has started taking care of her parents, as they recover from 

a few health issues.
I am really a lucky man that she puts up with me and my “wonderful” 

sense of humor. Not many people would laugh at my jokes as long as she has 
or put up with me trying to scare her, putting cat food in her lunch box, and 
me wanting to go to every superhero movie on opening night. She is so smart, 
funny, beautiful and she loves my family as if they were her own. I am truly 

a better person for knowing her.
I am proud to let you all know that I have asked Margaret to marry me, and 

with the blessing from my kids, she has accepted. There aren't many more 
details as of yet but we will keep you all updated. You may want to all start 
visiting me as soon as possible, we may have to start a raffle for invitations.

A Note from John Bzdell, Sr.

Shiloh United Methodist Church
At Ryland Pike & Dug Hill Road

Welcomes you to Worship with us.
Sunday School 9:30 a.m. - 10:30 a.m.

* Nursery Provided for All Services * 
First Sunday Pot Luck Supper

Come worship and fellowship with us 
as we continue to study God’s Word

Sunday Worship Service 10:45 a.m.

Call (256) 852-0586

June 1st at noon - Everyone is welcome!
June 19th is Father’s Day
July 3rd at 6:30 p.m. - Annual FREE Fireworks
  at SUMC Fellowship Hall Grounds
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These four friends were so confi-
dent that the weekend before finals, 
they decided to go to Dallas and party 
with some friends up there. They had 
a great time. However, after all the 
partying, they slept all day Sunday 
and didn't make it back to Austin 
until early Monday morning.

Rather than taking the final then, 
they decided to find their professor 
after the final and explain to him why 
they missed it.

They explained that they had 
gone to Dallas for the weekend with 
the plan to come back and study but, 
unfortunately, they had a flat tire on 
the way back, didn't have a spare, and 
couldn't get help for a long time. As 
a result, they missed the final.

The Professor thought it over and 
then agreed they could make up the 
final the following day. The guys 
were elated and relieved.

They studied that night and went 
in the next day at the time the profes-
sor had told them. He placed them 
in separate rooms and handed each 
of them a test booklet, and told them 
to begin.

They looked at the first 
problem, worth 5 points. 
It was something simple 
about free radical formation. 
"Cool," they thought at the 
same time, each one in his 
separate room. "This is going 
to be easy."

Each finished the problem 
and then turned the page. On 
the second page was written:

“For 95 points: Which tire 
was flat?”

A Final Exam Cleaning Your
Silk Flowers

To clean your silk flowers, put about 1/2 cup of  salt in a 
medium sized brown bag (lunch bag or larger) put the 
flowers in one at a time with the flower end in the salt.  
Close the bag and shake vigorously. Remove and make 

sure all salt is off  the flowers.
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When I was 3 years old, my family moved to Hunts-
ville from Birmingham; the year was 1938. Our fi rst 
residence was on Calhoun Street in downtown Hunts-
ville, between Clinton and Randolph Streets. Our next 
home was on East Clinton Avenue, four and a half 
blocks east of East Clinton School, on the north side 
of the street. I still love this house with its small front 
porch and bay window.

It was while we lived on Calhoun that I met someone 
who turned out to be a lifelong friend. His name was W. 
F. Sanders, Jr.. My folks bought eggs and butter from 
his grandparents and I met him on one of our shopping 
excursions. We hit it off right away and continued to 
be friends though grammar school, high school, college 
and after.

There are a lot of things that I remember that don't 
really make a story but I will mention them anyway 
because it was a sign of the times. I remember Mom 
buying hot tamales from a lady who made them at her 
store around the corner from us. They were wrapped 
in real corn husks and I loved them. They are still about 
the only Mexican food I care for. All the kids were able 
to roller skate but me, as I was the youngest. They used 
to laugh at me because I couldn't do it. I never did learn 
how. I guess I lost a lot of confi dence because of all the 
kidding I took. But I always remembered that when 
I tried to teach my kids anything, I tried to fi rst of all 
instill confi dence in them. Like the little ole 
train, I think I can, I think I can. 

I guess I have saved the best Calhoun 
Street story for last. It involves the second 
time I ran away from home. But this time I 
took a girl with me. There was a big home on 
the corner of Randolph and Calhoun that's 
still there, that was next door to our house 
on Calhoun. 

One summer, I think I was 4 or 5 at the 
time, our neighbors in the big house had 
kinfolk visiting from Atlanta. Among the 
visitors were several kids including a cute 
little girl my age. We were the youngest 
in the whole group and were somewhat 
ignored by the older kids. One of the ladies 
at the big house had sympathy for us and 
brought us lemonade and cookies while we 
were sitting in the Gazebo. Being totally un-
attended the girl and I began a conversation 
about where we were from. She was from 
Atlanta and was bragging about it and how 
grand and glorious a city it was. I responded 
that I was from Birmingham and that it was 
the Magic City, that Atlanta could never 
even hold a candle to it. 

After several minutes of spirited arguing 

Huntsville in the 1940s
by Dean G. Ratliff

“Invite us to Your Next Blowout.”
Sign at local tire shop

Jewelry, Purses, 
Clothing both dressy & 
casual, lots of Beautiful 

Gift Items!
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about our respective cities, she said that if she knew 
the way she would go to Atlanta right then because 
she missed it so much. I told her I felt the same way 
about Birmingham and furthermore I knew the way 
to the railroad station where we could each catch a 
train to our beloved cities.

Well, she wasn't about to back down and said “Let's 
do it.” I was scared to death but I wasn't going to back 
down either. I knew where downtown Huntsville was 
and had a vague idea where the Train Depot was. 
You went downtown, turned right and walked a long 
way straight. So we lit out down Randolph toward 
town. The first major obstacle we encountered came 
about a block down the street when we encountered a 
curb. You see, neither one of us was allowed to cross 
a street by ourselves. This really wasn't even a street, 
but was a back alley (Figures Alley). But it still had a 
curb and might be classified as a street by our parents. 
You see, we were running away from home but we 
didn't want to get in trouble because we crossed a 
street. We sat on the curb for awhile pondering what 
to do. After a while the absurdity of our concern must 
have registered so we held hands, looked both ways 
and tore out.

After several more exciting street crossings, we 
made it to Washington Street. In those days, down-
town Huntsville was a very busy and vibrant place 
and Washington Street was the main drag. The side-
walks were full of people going about their business 
and not noticing two little kids. I guess they assumed 
our Mothers were near by. Well, I turned right and 
headed towards the Depot but a couple of doors down 
I got distracted by the odor of chocolate coming from 
the Dime Store. I think it was a Kress Dime Store. 
There were three of these stores on Washington Street 
at that time, Kress, Grants and McClellans. The front 
doors were open since this was before air condition-
ing, They always put the candy counter in front so you 
would have to pass it on the way in and on the way 
out. It was nearly impossible just to pass up. 

Well, the candy looked and 
smelled so good through the 
glass case that I couldn't resist. 
I also knew that we were going 
to need some food for our trek. 
At the time I guess I pretended 
that I was doing nothing wrong. 
I just wouldn't let myself think 
about it. In all the hustle and 
bustle going on about me, I just 
stood on my tip toes, reached on 
top of the counter and picked up 
two Hershey bars, one for me and 
one for my girl. We then stood 
out in front of the store and pro-
ceeded to eat the evidence. Keep 
in mind this was summer so you 
can imagine what we looked like 
when we were done. Our faces 

and hands were covered with chocolate and the only 
place to wipe was on our clothes. 

By this time we were getting a little thirsty. I re-
membered that there were some public fountains on 
the grounds of the Courthouse. These were provided 
by the Womens Christian Temperance Union WCTU 
and of course were for Whites only. I held my friend’s 
hand and retreated back up Washington to Randolph. 



Old Huntsville Page 30
Here we had to cross two streets to 
get over to the Courthouse, but we 
made it. Well, just as we got across 
I heard the squealing of brakes. I 
looked out on the street and saw a 
Police car with two policemen both 
pointing at us. I was petrified. They 
had found out about the Hershey 
bars. 

I grabbed my friend’s hand and 
ran toward the Courthouse. This 
was the building before the one 
we have now, but it was similar in 
that it had four entrances, one on 
each side. We ran inside with the 
police in hot pursuit. They came 
in two different doors so I headed 
out another, but too late - they were 
just too fast and much bigger. They 
carried us both to the car and put 
us in the back seat, chocolate and 
all. Their first question was where 
did we get the candy. 

I told my first conscious lie and 
said a man gave us some money to 
buy it. They looked at each other 
and I’m not sure if they knew I 
was lying or they were wondering 
about a man who would buy candy 
for a couple of kids.

I couldn’t tell where they were 
taking us. All I could see out of the 
car were the tops of trees. I guess 
we were going to jail. They asked 
where we were going and I told 
them she was headed to Atlanta 
and I was going to Birmingham. 

Shortly we arrived in front of 
my house in the midst of a 
whole bunch of hysterical 
women. Some were crying, 
some were mad, and a whole 
lot of shouting and hugging 
was going on. The next thing 
I knew, Mom had snatched 
me up and carried me into 
the house. I guess the other 
women were planning a 
lynching party. I couldn’t 
understand that. The little 
girl was really the one who 
started it all, bragging about 
Atlanta the way she did.

Well, punishment time 
came shortly. I guess my 
mother was a little crazy by 
then because all she could 
think to do with me was tie 
me to the foot of the bed, 

sitting on the floor. Dad came 
home for lunch and there I was, 
just tied to the bed. I was sure he 
would kill me but he just looked 
at me with that strange look as 
if he were asking where in the 
world had he gotten me in the 
first place. I received that look 
a number of times during my 
youth.

The worst part of my punish-
ment came from within. For a 
number of years afterwards I was 
overcome with guilt for stealing 
the candy and then lying about it. 
I would wake up at night and cry 
to myself because I was sure I was 
going to Hell or at least jail. Every 
sermon or Sunday school lesson I 
was sure they were talking about 
me. One thing for sure, I tried not 
to lie or steal any more. 

I distinctly remember a mother 
asking me if I had seen her son. 
I told her I wasn’t sure even 
though I had passed him on the 
sidewalk not more than a minute 
earlier. It was about that time that 
I felt that I was taking this truth-
fulness thing a bit too far. But I 
continued to suffer with guilt for 
several more years until one day 
I confessed to Mom. She told me 
not to worry, we would just pay 
Kress’s back for the candy the 
next time we went to town. 

That was the biggest relief of 
my life.
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Call for 5% off interior  and exterior painting, 
good through June 30, 2016

256-683-0326
Call for a Free Estimate

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville, Al  35806

Thank you for your Business.
We wish you a prosperous 2016!

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.

Inspections performed 
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector
AL License # HI-1047

Cell (256) 603-8430
Home (256) 534-0277

Before you buy a home, have it 
inspected by a professional.

On March 31 , 
2016 June Guynes and 
her Catahoula/Blue 
Heeler Jesse were en-
joying their afternoon 
walk. Just a block 
from their house in 
their Huntsville Five 
Points neighborhood 
Jesse froze and fi xed 
a startled stare on a 

spot in a culvert about 6 feet away. June saw 
nothing at fi rst, but Jesse did. Moving closer, 
she found 5 small, fuzzy animals;  3 struggling 
to move and 2 face down in water from a huge 
thunderstorm that was the fi rst part of the tor-
nado that was predicted to arrive later in the 
day. At fi rst sighting June thought they were 
puppies, possibly a litter dropped earlier. Of 
the 3 who showed signs of life, one was 
frantically trying to scale the side of the 
ditch and making tiny yelping sounds. The 
other two were barely moving and there 
was no mother in sight.

She and Jesse ran back to the house 
to park Jesse and get help from husband 
Buddy. En route June saw neighbor Betty 
who could tell something was happening 
and immediately volunteered to be part of 
the rescue team. The 3 were able to collect 
the 3 survivors, wrap them up in their shirt-
tails and get back to the house, still unsure 
of what they had rescued! The babies were 
settled into a box, on top of towels, covered 
with a baby blanket and set atop a heating 
pad. With a closer look, it was decided 
they were baby foxes, or "kits" and quite 
a few had been spotted in the Five Points 
area over the past few years. The 3 siblings 
huddled together, shaking vigorously from 
being cold and in the water. The surrogate 
moms decided they needed water and 
nourishment so they tried (with very little 
success) to give them water and some di-
luted milk with a syringe. The babies were 
obviously very young, undoubtedly still 
nursing; their eyes were barely open and 
they did not know how to take the liquid. 
Three very concerned adults were having 
visions of taking 2-hour shifts of doing 
something all night.

Meanwhile Buddy was manning the 
phone, calling any and all organizations 
whose names he could collect to get help. 

Most resulted in leaving messages for a call back, some 
had recorded messages that confi rmed they were "full" 
and many were unable to accept foxes, defi ned as "vector" 
animals in the state of Alabama. After the 9th phone call, 
they received a returned call! John Russ with Shamballa 
Wildlife Rescue in Grant, AL called back! Mr. Russ felt, 

A Fox Rescue
by Buddy Guynes
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by our description, that these were either red or gray 
foxes. They were too young for a definitive color and 
their ears were still folded and snouts were still mushed 
in. In short, they were just precious balls of fur, whim-
pering and nuzzling together as close as they could in 
the cardboard box. But he could (and better yet, would) 
help! This organization, a not-for-profit, is licensed by the 
state to accept foxes. He offered to meet us that evening 
to receive the kits and take them to Shamballa.

Buddy and June were on the road, box of kits in 
tow, in a matter of minutes. They met at a designated 
spot on the highway, just off the road from Shamballa 
because (1) it was difficult to find and (2) the storm was 
moving in. Upon seeing the kits, he determined that they 
were, indeed, red foxes, not grey (which are much more 
unusual to our area). He took time to talk to us about 
them and assured us they would be in good hands. We 
could feel that. We said good-by to the babies, and John 
and April made it home before the weather got worse.

The Russes are god-sends. They do this because they 
love it. April works at a veterinarian's in Grant and John 
claims that Shamballa is hers - he just helps her with it. As 
is their custom, they name the rescues after their rescu-
ers, so "Buddy" (the curious and sweet one) and "June" 
and "May" (the feisty girls) have continued to enjoy being 
together at Shamballa from their arrival at approximately 
three and a half weeks old, at which time they were de-
termined to be healthy and clean right up to the present. 
April and John have sent several updates and photos and 
we have been able to see how much they've grown. Just 
one week made a huge difference and at four and a half 
weeks they actually looked like little foxes. On April 18 
they were graduated to an enclosure outside and given 
exercises in hunting for their food. They have visited the 
vet and have received vaccinations and experienced no 
issues. April says that they play and fuss and act as if 
nothing had happened in their little lives. They will be 
released at 2-3 months old and the Guynes will be there 
to wish them “Good luck”.

Obtaining a license to do this work is not simple 
and it certainly comes with costs. These are intelligent, 
generous, caring people who do this and our area is so 
fortunate that they are here. Shamballa’s mission is three-
fold: Rescue, Rehab, Release. The Guynes are amazed at 
how much they have learned about local wildlife. When 

rescuing wildlife infants, the most important 
thing is to keep them warm. They should never 
be fed milk as it is poison to their systems (for-
tunately, we were not able to get any milk in 
them); they should not be fed if they are cold; 
and first thing to do is get them warm. He also 
told us that a mother fox would never leave her 
babies unless something had happened to her. 
The Guynes are convinced that they were just 
at the right place at the right time - and Jesse 
gets the credit!

The wildlife in North Alabama is very 
important to our heritage and April and John 
Russ are ensuring that it is a part of our lives for 
generations to come. You can learn more about 
Shamballa at www.facebook.com/Shambal-
lawildliferescue.

Hampton Cove Funeral Home
6262 Highway 431 South
Hampton Cove, Al   35763

(256) 518-9168

Hampton Cove 
Funeral Home 

********

Simple Cremation
Starting at $895.00

Simple Cremation
with Memorial Service

$1395.00

*  Simple Cremation
*  One hour visitation prior to Memorial            
      Service
*  Memorial Services

* Does not include a memorial package or cash 
advance items such as, but not limited to, 
obituaries, death certificates and flowers.,

Helping families honor the lives 
of  those they love
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Rental available for Special Occasions:
Weddings, Anniversaries, Parades, Graduations

Luxury Bentley Convertible

Available on a rental basis for your event.  A driver is provided.

Booking Now for Summer weddings & events.  Call well in advance for price quote on 
your event.  Prices vary depending on location and duration of  your event.

Ride in a Beautiful Red Bentley 
Convertible (Made by Rolls Royce of 

England) and is one of a kind.  
This car is luxury in every detail for 

your once-in-a-lifetime memory.

Contact Information:
Mrs. Judy Smith

Ofs. (256) 533-4684
Cell (256) 651-7250

Email  -  jcsmith@hiwaay.net

“Yes, the little trio of devils you 
brought to us are now teenagers. 
They are doing fantastic, all of them. 
June is the slowest of the group. She 
tries to depend on the others. Buddy 
who was the smallest on arrival is 
now the family leader and the tallest. 
Mae is the smallest but wildest too. 
Will send you a couple of updated 
pictures a bit later.

We would be honored of course 
to be mentioned in your article.

Shamballa Wildlife Rescue is a 
non-profit organization dedicated 
to the rescue of indigenous wildlife. 
We specialize in RVS species (Rabies 
Vector Species) such as raccoons, red 
and grey foxes and bobcats. We are 
one of only four active RVS licensed 
facilities in the State of Alabama.  We 
are small but growing a little more 

every year. With an aver-
age of about 80 rescues a 
year, we raise, heal, reha-
bilitate and most impor-
tantly release every able 
animal into the wild.

I do have a website 
but honestly, I am so busy 
that I have little time to 
keep it updated. I would 
rather the Facebook page 

be mentioned for it is always more 
current.

I will send you plenty of notice of 
the release date. So far, I would ex-
pect the release to be around the end 
of June, beginning of July. It will be 
around the Paint Rock area unless 
you know a land owner who would 
be willing to have the foxes released 
on their property. By law, we are to 
release animals within 10 miles of 
their origin. If you and your wife ever 
decide to visit the local Cathedral 
Caverns caves one of these days, let 
us know. We are only 3 miles from 
the caves. You would have a chance 
to see the foxes too. They are pretty 
wild so I am not worried about hu-
man imprint. There won’t be interac-
tion with the animals but it will give 
you a chance to check their progress 
first hand.

Thank you for your trust and 
kind words. I look forward to have a 
chance to meet you and your wife.”

Editors note - Here is an 
update Buddy & June recd. 

about the foxes:
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Lee’s Express Wash

Express Wash 
Includes a 
Free Vacuum
256.532.2107

1220 Memorial Parkway NW
www.leesmagictunnel.com

Tickets $10 per person

Available at Elks Club and Robbins Music

The wagon was bright yellow, drawn 
by a powerful gray and white spotted  
dray horse. The driver was a grizzled dark 
magician called Hog Jaw.

The magic was in his exquisite com-
mand of the wagon, his horse, his ice; his 
pure crystalline world.

In the long-ago days of my growing 
awareness I came under the spell of Hog 
Jaw's magic, at fi rst under the heavy tar-
paulin that covered the wagon's bed, eat-
ing ice chips in air-conditioned splendor.

Hog Jaw was a kindly man to those 
who did not dispute his total command of 
the wagon. I certainly didn't. He called me 
Lil Walter Tyro, and in those days I didn't 
know the name had an aptness probably 
beyond his own undisclosed reason for 
dubbing me with it.

I didn't care what he called me, since I 
felt an honor beyond containment when 
he beckoned me to sit beside him on the 
broad wooden seat. Up there on 
that throne, above the horse's 
ponderous slow-moving fl anks, 
Hog Jaw and I (as his eager as-
sistant) took care of Huntsville, 

Alabama's ice needs - ice to inhabit the ice boxes of the 
town, the boxes that made the difference between ordi-
nary meals and feasts.

I would help him read the amounts on the signs in the 
windows: adjustable cardboard signs that had a rotating 
front and a window in which appeared "25," "50," "75," or 
"100" - the pounds of ice wanted by the ice-hungry sum-
mer customers.  A rope-operated clanging bell beside the 
seat announced the approaching mobile ice emporium 

“When I was young and too blind 
to see,

I was unaware that young ladies 
had their eyes on me.

Now that I’m old and still 
can’t see,

Alas, it’s they who are too 
blind to see.”

Brome’

The Ice Man
by Walt Terry
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for those tardy with their signs.  Often 
when I was aboard he’d let me, in glorious 
cacophony, do the clanging.  The people 
would come out and holler their orders if 
they’d neglected to fix their signs.

Then, most magical of all, the artist at 
work in the bed of the wagon. He’d fold 
the tarp out of his way and with deft flicks 
and jabs of his pick, reduce large smoking 
blocks into sizes the signs had asked them 
to be.

Then, the tongs - those hooked vicious-
looking ice grabbers he used to transport 
effortlessly it seemed, chipped-out blocks 
to the waiting ice boxes.  No one disputed 
that the weight he brought was any less 
than ordered.  Hog Jaw inspired trust.

Money could be exchanged, or the cost 
of the ice could be added to the ice/coal 
bill. In those days ice and coal usually 
came from the same company.

Hog Jaw: magician, king of his realm, 
gentleman and gentle man, a true friend 
not to be forgotten.

It was, I think, my first experience in 
race relations, and I didn’t even know I 
was having one.

An exceptional man I’ll never forget.

Bobby Smith served as 
Huntsville Police Officer in 

the 1970s and his book 
details many of  the 

unforgettable  experiences 
he had.

He wrote his book, “Honor 
Behind the Badge”, and his 
book sells for $15. You may 

reach Bobby at 
smithrwsr@yahoo.com

Law Enforcement in 
the 1970s
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and Pharmacy
 Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy

Your Friendly Neighborhood
        Pharmacy & Grocery Store

Located in Historic Five Points
     702 Pratt Ave.  -  256-534-4509

Star Market

"Scalpel."
"Forceps."
"Suction."
"Swab."
I'm going under, and (as always) I'm 

not sure I'm coming out on the other side. 
That's what the doctors call the "mortality 
rate" of a procedure, fi guring how many 
people out of a hundred survive what's 
done to them: a mortality rate of 1% or 
less means that ninety-nine out of a hun-
dred make it through, and that's pretty 
good. Even though this transaction ahead 
of me is remarkably survivable - 98 out 
of 100 outlive trading a tired, leaky, 
fl awed aortic heart valve for a healthy, 
hearty similar portion of an involuntarily 
generous pig - you really don't know, 
when you start drifting off to narcoland, 
whether you'll wake up here or there, or 
maybe never.

I am intrigued by the fact that the only 
person who multitudes claim came back 
from death made no report whatsoever 
about what it was like. I trust him, and 
like to hear what he said. Jesus of Naza-
reth, reports assert, was "crucifi ed, dead, 
and buried;" that's three ways of saying, 
"Dead, real dead, dead as a doorstop." 

On his reported return, however  
he brought no smidgen of information 
about what three days dead was like. 

He made a couple of sketchy and pretty general 
statements about the experience before the fact 
- "There's plenty of room where I'm going," and 
"Later today you and I are going to be where 
it's really swell," but nothing with much detail. 
And afterward, after his return? Zip. Zero, nada. 
Everything about NOW, not then, chatting with 
people about whether they want breakfast or 
whether they really love him or where they ought 
to go next; instructions about dampening people; 
nothing about Over There.

So we have to go on what he didn't say, or what 
we can deduce, or what we can guess, or hope.

Logic tells us it's not like here. It doesn't make 
sense to think it's like families, with moms and 
dads and kids and bicycles and grandparents, 
because the grandparents would like to have their 
grandparents there, and so on, and that would get 

“The answer to this last question will 
determine whether you are drunk or not. 

Was Mickey Mouse a cat or a dog?”

Overheard at a law enforcement sobriety 
check point

Operating 
Instructions

by Houston Hodges



37Old Huntsville Page

Located at Limestone Flea Market, 
between Huntsville and Athens on 

Highway 72

overly crowded very quickly. How old would 
people be, or would they have hair or toupees, 
and all their teeth? If they'd lost a lot of weight, 
would they be skinny, or cuddly like we re-
member them? That guy, Jesus, seemed to point 
in the same direction when he turned aside 
questions about the woman who was married 
to seven brothers in turn (even though he didn't 
dwell on the incredible gullibility of the fi nal 
groom), and on another occasion said, "There 
aren't any wedding chapels there." Figures.

I, for one, don't think it's like here; nice as 
that is, on certain rare occasions, it's too spotty 
and up-and-down like, to have it happen all the 
time. Nor - for my wager - is it like 24/7 church, 
with hallelujahs all the time, rock music pound-
ing (or Handel, either, for that matter) and little 
winged babies with harps singing backup doo-
wop; as pleasant as that might be for awhile, I 
think it would get tiring and (frankly) boring 
after while.

Some who are smarter than I am picture 
something with less personality, more resem-
blance to a media animation of the solar system 
being born, whirling spheres and fl ashes and 
shooting stars and whizzing colored orbits - 
"You can be a spark in the sun of the Almighty!” 
goes the promo.

I don’t know. Maybe. “Do your part, bright-
en the corner where you are, spark where you 
park” catches the beat, but somehow sounds 
like it would get old also, after a million million 
years or so. Maybe not.

Or... getting closer to home,..maybe sleep. 
I like sleep. It’s one of my favorite things, just 
lying there dozing, and having it make the tran-
sition from here to there, on 
to off, awake to unconscious, 
gradually, bit by bit, before 
you know it. It’s gotten so I 
really love that, like to think 
about it during the day, get to 
yearn for it and to get ready 
for the day to be over and the 
night-time to come, then for 

the evening to end and the time for dream-
ing to begin. Is that really the best part of 
the day, maybe, the ending of it?

And would - could it be possible that 
leaving life is the best part of living? Slow, 
easy, soft, gentle... drifting off in it, fl oat-
ing... easy, easy, quiet, safe: there, there, 
there, it’ll be all right.

That would be fi ne.

“What I don’t like about 
offi ce Christmas parties is 

having to look for a new job 
the next day.”

Phyllis Diller



Old Huntsville Page 38

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

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

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

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

- Get out of a mild depres-
sion by getting into gardening 
- you'll be amazed how much 
it helps.

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

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

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

- Check your cup of coffee 
in the morning. If bubbles on 
the surface are floating in your 
direction, you will soon come 
into a sizable amount of money 
you weren’t expecting.

- Always plant peppers 
when you’re good and mad at 
your wife, and give your gourd 
seeds a good cussing as you 
plant them or they will never 
grow correctly.

- If you get out of a chair 
and it tips over, you will NOT 
be getting married during the 
coming year.

- If you buy clothes when 
you’re feeling fat, and they 

look good on you, chances are 
that they’ll still look good when 
you begin to lose weight. This 
works!

- If your nose is stuffy, rub-
bing your ears as hard as you 
can for a minute will often clear 
up the stuffiness.

- When there is to be a full 
moon, be extra careful and con-
scientious with your diet and 
medication during this time.

- If you have a headache, 
taking a deep sniff of pure pep-
permint oil will probably make 
it go away.

- Bing cherries, 4 oz. a day, 
is a wonderful remedy for gout.

- If you’re a smoker, cuticle 
remover will remove nicotine 
stains from your hands.

- A small bag of sulfur kept 
in a drawer or cupboard will 
drive away red ants.

- Baking soda will remove 
mildew from small areas.

- If you have people in your 
acquaintance who are pulling 
you down, tell them goodbye.

Facts You Need to Know
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Renfroe Animal Hospital 
and Bird Clinic

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Hours by Appointment

Phone 256-533-4411

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

Pets You Love

Across from Books A Million

Pet Tips 
from Angel

Some facts & superstitions 
about birds and cats

Myths, superstitions, prov-
erbs, old wives' tales and urban 
legends have been passed down 
for generations and cultures 
throughout the world. Most have 
roots going back to ancient times and many are 
about animals. Animals are mysterious, and their 
behavior has created speculation and legends. 
Much of it is fiction. Here are the facts.

Birds
- Mother birds will reject their babies if they've 

been touched by humans - Most birds have a poorly 
developed sense of smell and won't notice a hu-
man scent.

- Ostriches bury their heads in the sand when 
they're scared or threatened - Ostriches don't bury 
their heads in the sand, they wouldn't be able to 
breathe! But they do dig holes in the dirt to use 
as nests for their eggs. Several times a day, an os-
trich puts her head in the hole and turns the eggs.

- Penguins fall backward when they look up at 
airplanes - An experiment testing the story found 
that penguins are capable of maintaining their 
footing when watching airplanes.

Cats
- A cat purrs when it is happy - Purring is 

generally the first sound kittens can make. They 
can purr by the time they are 48 hours old. While 
nursing, both mom and kittens can be heard to 
purr. But while purring is often heard at times 
of contentment, cats also purr when in pain and 
in the throes of death.

- Cats can be fed an all tuna diet - Many cats 
love the flavor and taste of tuna. Despite this 
love, an all tuna diet is bad for cats because high 
levels of magnesium can increase Feline Lower 
Urinary Tract Disease.

- Cutting off a cat's whiskers causes loss of 
balance - A cat's whiskers are not involved in 
maintaining balance, only as an aid to feel their 
way through their world.

- Cats have 9 lives - This probably goes back to 
ancient Egypt, where 9 was a mystical number. 
The god Atum-Ka had 9 lives and took the form 
of a feline whenever he visited the underworld, 
so the 9 lives became associated with the cats.

- Cats always land safely on their feet - Cats are 
naturally flexible and have an amazing ability 
to right their bodies. But that doesn't neces-
sarily protect them from harm. Cats can break 

their front legs and jaw when they land 
on their feet.

- Cats can steal a baby's breath - Cats are 
heat and comfort-seekers. Curling up next 
to a newborn in a crib meets both of these 
needs. Perhaps the origins started because 
cat's can smell the baby's milk and try to get 
a taste of the milk. If the cat presses against 
the face of an infant who is too young to 
turn away the baby's breathing may be 
hampered. Keep cats out of the nursery 
at nap time. 

- Cats need milk in their diet - Although 
many cats do like milk, it is not necessary in 
their diet. In fact, many kittens have signs 
of digestive upset, such as diarrhea after 
drinking milk.

- Wild cats are loners - Feral cats are not solitary, they usually live 
as a group near a food source.

- Cats are nocturnal creatures - Cats are most active at dusk and 
dawn when prey abounds and the hunting is best. The construction 
of their eyes allows them to see well in low light. Cats only need one-
sixth  of the light humans do in order to decipher shapes. However, 
they cannot see in absolute darkness.

- Pregnant women must give up their cats - While toxoplasmosis is a 
risk for fetuses, a woman is more likely to catch it from handling raw 
meat or digging in the garden, than from her cats.

- Black cats are bad luck - There are nearly as many superstitions 
about black cats bringing good luck as there are about them being 
harbingers of bad luck. 

- Cats hate water - While most cats hate baths, many find running 
water fascinating and spend time pawing at dripping faucets. The 
Turkish Van is nicknamed “the swimming cat” for its swimming 
prowess. With a bit of preparation it is easy to give a cat a bath without 
being scratched and mauled. 

- Reddish orange cats are almost always male - While the statistics are 
high that a red/orange tabby is usually male, the female gene some-
times sneaks in and creates a somewhat unusual red/orange female.

- If a cat is calico, then it must be a female. - Most calico cats are fe-
male; however it is possible for a calico cat to be male, who are often 
sterile and not capable of reproduction.
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From the Desk of 
Tom Carney

Mrs. Ruth Jenkins was 98 
years old when we recorded 
her memories. She had lived 
in Huntsville most of her life 
and had no desire to be any-
where else. This is her story:

"When Mama and Daddy 
moved to town (1902) I never 
had any idea there were so 
many houses and people. We 
lived in this little three room 
house.”

“Mostly what I remember 
about it is the mud. Whenever 
it rained the road in front of 
the house would be so muddy 
the buggies would get stuck. 
My brother and I were play-
ing in the road one day right 
after it rained and my feet got 
stuck in the mud. That mud 
just sucked my shoes right 
off my feet. Mama really got 
mad at me because that was 
the only pair of shoes I had."          

"When they declared war 
back in 1917 or 18, I was work-
ing at the telephone office. 
Mr. Hughes, my manager, 
would listen on the phone for 
a minute and then rush out-
side to tell the crowds what 
was happening. That night 
we stayed open all night and 
there was a crowd in front 
of the office the whole time, 
waiting for the news.”

“Cecil was courting me 
at the time and he couldn’t 
hardly wait to enlist. He was 
young and wanted adventure 
and wanted to defend his 
country. The day that him 
and all of his friends signed 
up, they were so happy. They 

were scared 
t h e  W a r 
would be over 
before they 
got a chance 
t o  d o  a n y 
fighting.”

“I remem-
b e r  U n c l e 
Cabe sitting 
on the front porch of the 
house that afternoon watch-
ing the young men and look-
ing real sad. Uncle Cabe had 
fought in the Civil War and 
had lost one of his legs in a 
brutal attack.”

“When Cecil came back 
from France we got married. 
He had gotten gassed dur-
ing the war and had a lot of 
trouble breathing for the rest 
of his life. He never talked 
about the war or the fighting 
to anyone as far as I know. 
I remember he had terrible 
nightmares and would some-
times wake up in the middle 
of the night in a terrible fit.” 

“He got a job in a garage 

and I kept working until I 
had our little girl Martha. 
We had a good life together. 
We bought a house and Cecil 
spent all of his spare time fix-
ing it up. During the summer 
we had a large garden plot 
behind the house that Cecil 
had plowed up for me. I grew 
all kinds of vegetables and 
we had several apple trees. 
I made yellow curtains for 
the kitchen. I still have them 
somewhere. We gave $700 for 
that house.”

“When the banks crashed 
Cecil lost his job. He wasn’t 
by himself, cause most of the 
people we knew were unem-
ployed. He got a part-time job 

A Good Life
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(256) 489-3374

 903 Memorial Pkwy. NW, Huntsville Al  35801

Family-Run Eatery 
with local beer on 

tap serving up 
pizza, calzones, 
salads & subs

Hours: Monday Closed
Tues - 4pm - 10pm
Wed - 11am - 10pm
Thurs - 11am - 10pm
Fri - 11am - 11pm
Sat  - 11am - 11pm
Sunday - 4pm - 10pm

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com
Proudly Serving You for 55 Years

Kitchen Closes 30 minutes 
before closing time

Pizza like you remember it!

cleaning a bar after it closed at 
night and sometimes he could 
pick up a little day job.”                   

“We kept using that plot 
of ground in the back of the 
house and that summer I 
planted it all in green beans. 
We had stewed green beans, 
green bean casserole and ev-
ery other kind I could think 
of. We just about lived off 
those beans. I can’t hardly eat 
green beans today without 
thinking of Cecil. He hated 
them awful, but he acted like 
he liked them. In those days 
our gardens kept us alive.”

“When Roosevelt got 
elected, times got a little bet-
ter. Cecil got this job working 
in a CCC camp and he was 
able to send home a little 
money. He was a foreman 
or something, teaching other 
people how to work on cars.”

“The very last thing I ex-
pected to hear was when I got 
a visit from the preacher at 
our church. He brought word 
of Cecil being killed. It was an 
accident that nobody could 
help. He died instantly and 
wasn’t in pain. He was a good 
man and a good husband. I 
still miss him so bad some-
times and still don’t really be-
lieve that happened. I wonder 
how things could have been 
different if we had grown old 
together. We always talked 
about how many grand kids 
we’d be playing with.”

“When the Second War 
started, Martha and I got a 
job in a defense plant help-
ing pack ammunition. We 
were making good money, 
but there wasn’t   anything to 
spend it on. Just about every-
thing was rationed. Martha 
met a young man with the 
blackest hair and the bluest 
eyes and got married about 
then.  He was a pretty boy, 

didn’t want to get his hands 
dirty but loved to paint.  He 
was very artistic. He was 
shipped out right after they 
got married and was killed 
on some island in the Pacific.”

“It looked like things were 
changing so fast after the War 
was over. Everybody had 
money and jobs, I think that 
the 1950s were the best time 
to be alive. Everybody was 
happy then.”

“Martha bought a televi-
sion about that time. It was 
one of those real big box 
things and it had a little bitty 
picture screen on it.  We didn’t 
have an antennae so we took 
some clothes wire and ran it 
to a tree in the back yard. For 
the sake of me, I never could 
figure out how they could 
send those pictures through 
the air.”

“Back when I was a little 

girl, riding in a horse and 
buggy, if someone had told 
me that I would see men walk 
on the moon, and that I would 
be looking at little moving 
pictures on a small box, why 
I would have said they were 
crazy.”

“When Martha got mar-
ried again it was about the 
happiest day of my life. John 
is a good man and has taken 
good care of her.  They’ve had 
their ups and downs but gave 
me five dear grandchildren 
that Cecil and I always talked 
about playing with when we 
got old.”

“Do I have any regrets? 
No ... I’ve had a good life. A 
lot of things could have been 
different, but the Good Lord 
has blessed me.”

“I hope my grandchildren 
can have as good a life as I 
have had.”
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Thank you for 
Your Business!

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

www.GreenLand-Turf.com

* Grub Control
* Fire Ant Control
* Disease Control

Eczema and Psoriasis
Homeopathic Cure
Very Effective

Testimonials Available
M.D., Board-Certifi ed Physician

(256) 924-8311

Jacqueline (Jackie) D. Reed 
was born in Sparta, TN and was 
raised as a country girl on a farm 
in White County. Her father was 
a farmer and drove a school bus 
for 35 years. During her junior 
year in high school, she worked 
at the city drug store. She was 
voted by the high school band 
to be a majorette and her senior 
year she was voted as the senior 
year "Cutest Girl" in the class 
from 400 senior students.

Following graduation from 
high school, she attended Ten-
nessee Polytechnic Institute 
(TPI), Cookeville, TN, working 
in the family owned restau-
rant in Sparta, TN. During her 
sophomore year at TPI, she met 
Ray B. Reed, from Hartsville, 
TN, a junior at TPI. She moved 
to Nashville, TN to work, while 
Ray continued pursuing his 
education. 

After Ray's graduation from 
TPI, he moved to Nashville to 
work and they were married 
November 25, 1955.  In 1956, Ray 
was drafted into the Army and 
they moved to Philadelphia, PA 
for two years, where Ray was 
stationed at Rittenhouse Square, 
learning computer technology. 

The fi rst child was born in 
1958, Debra (Debbie), three 
weeks before Ray was released 
from the Army and they moved 
to Huntsville where Ray went to 
work for General Electric. 

She worked at Southern 
Associated Engineers and the 
second child was born in 1961, 
Darryl (Dee). In 1965, Ray went 
to work for NASA, as the Branch 
Chief of the Computer Lab, at 
Marshall Space Flight Center 
and Jackie worked for Teledyne 
Brown Engineering.

In February 28, 1966, Ray 
and three other NASA men 
traveled to Daytona, FL to see 
the Daytona Car Races in a pri-
vate plane, and when returning 
to Huntsville, AL, there was a 
tragic accident that killed all 
four men in Columbus, GA. 

Soon after the accident, Jack-
ie requested to participate in an 
early layoff at Teledyne Brown 
to deal with the grief and the 
responsibility 
to raise two 
children (ages 
s e v e n  a n d 
four) .  Nine 
months later, 
her 18 year 
old brother 
was killed in 
a car accident 
and her reli-
gion turned 
into faith and 
trust in God.

Ray had purchased three 
pieces of rental property in 
Huntsville, on Governors Drive, 
which was a source of income 
during this time. The path of 
Governors Drive was chosen 
for an Interstate thru Hunts-
ville, which created an issue for 
the State to potentially take her 
property. 

Jackie collected 88 signatures 
to get her property rezoned 
from residential to commercial 
and the request was denied sev-
eral times, due to the possibility 
of the Interstate. She made a 
statement "I will watch govern-
ment for many years to come."

In 1968, she met Charles 
(Chuck) H. Bailes, second hus-
band, and they owned several 
pieces of property. They owned 
and operated Debra's Clothes-
line, a dress shop, on Jordan 
Lane from 1970 thru 1978. In 
1978, they closed the store and 
both were employed at United 

The Life of 
Jackie Reed

by the Family of Jackie Reed
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Huntsville (256) 883-2525 1010 Airport Rd. 
(Across from T. J. Maxx)Mon - Sat   10am - 6pm

Remove grout stains on tile floors.
Bring back the luster in hardwood floors.

Remove oil and grease from concrete and asphalt.
Restore marble floors, restoring shine.

Deep clean carpets, removing dirt and stains.
Strips, sands & polishes bare floors with no 

gouging or swirlng.

Clean your carpets 
and reduce allergens at 

the same time.  One of the 
reasons carpets are re-

placed is because of dirt. 
Why pay to replace 

your carpet just because 
it's dirty?      

All-in-One Floor Machine for 
wood floors, tile, carpets

Carpets Wood & Tile Floors

Space Boosters, Inc.(USBI). 
While at USBI, Jackie worked 

as a Clerk-Typist receiving many 
awards and was recognized for 
a cost savings award for her sug-
gestion on Anti-Static Protective 
Bubble Wrap. She was also pro-
moted from a Clerk-Typist to a 
Manufacturing Planning Assis-
tant, responsible for budgetary 
tracking programs on the IBM 
Personal Computer.

While working at USBI, 
Jackie requested to be on the 
Huntsville Utility Board and 
was informed the vote did not 
pass. She informed Fletcher 
Seldon of the results and ques-
tioned why votes were taken 
before a meeting and he sug-
gested she share her story with 
the Huntsville City Council; the 
rest is history!

For over 30 years, Jackie 
Reed has dedicated her time at-
tending City Council and Gov-
ernmental meetings monitoring 
budgets affecting all citizens. 

Since 1988, she has run for 

Mayor seven (7) times, and is 
registered to run in the next 
election in 2016. She has run 
for City Council six (6) times, 
and one (1) legislative position. 
A sense of pride comes to her 
in choosing the needs of others 
over her own. The fact that she 
has helped others is rewarding 
to Jackie and has earned the 
respect and trust from city em-
ployees and citizens.

In recognition of her dedi-
cated service as a volunteer 
and community activist, she 
received the Rosa Parks Woman 
of Courage Award from the 
Huntsville/Madison County 
Branch Association (NAACP). 
She has also written a weekly 
news article, “One Woman’s 
Opinion” for 15 years in the 
local newspaper, “Speakin Out 
News”. 

Jackie was recently selected 
to be one of several to be show-
cased on NBC’s “Today Show”, 
which was aired on national 
television on November 29, 

2015.  The segment was called 
“Loser” but was about people 
who never gave up. The story 
focused on the dedication, drive, 
determination and persistence 
of accomplishing what it is you 
want in life. She also has a song 
written about her life by Mr. 
George Wells, Huntsville, AL; 
“The Legend of Jackie Reed”.  

She has held a Broker’s Real 
Estate license for over 30 years 
(currently inactive).

Jackie has two children that 
graduated from Huntsville 
High School and both hold col-
lege degrees. She also has two 
grandsons that are students 
in the Huntsville City School 
system.

Her faith in God and the 
strength she gains from that 
faith has seen her through many 
hard times and she remains a 
source of inspiration to all who 
know her.
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 I'm a Huntsville resident and not that 
old but I remember things that younger 
folks can hardly believe nowadays.

Everyone had their chores - men had 
theirs and women had theirs and they 
didn't mix, unless it was out in the cot-
ton field.

Annie Gray's husband had about a 
hundred acres of cotton. When the cotton 
was picked and ready to be processed he 
would take it to the gin to get the seeds 
out.

But Annie liked to pick her own pure 
white cotton out of the bolls (hull, very 
sharp) and get the seeds out by'hand. 
Then she'd take a wad of cotton and 2 
paddles they called "Cards", kind of like 
2 hairbrushes. These cards were about 
3" by 12" and they had little combs on 
them, so that when you pulled the cot-
ton wad through the cards what you got 
was coarse, irregular strands of cotton. 
Then she’d take the strands and put them 
on the spinning wheel that twisted the 
strands into thread.

Women would have quilting bees. 
They all saved pieces of material and 
clothing and cut them into patterns like 
stars or squares - then sew the squares 
into quilts. There would be a large rack 
hanging from the ceiling that could be 
pulled down when they were working, 
then pushed up to get it out of the way. 
One cold day I was visiting my grand-
parents, I think I was 7 or 8 at the time. 
Back then everyone had open fireplaces. 
My grandpa asked me if I wanted a 
boiled egg - he was boiling them over 
the fire. I had a piece of country ham 
with it - uncooked but cured in a smoke-
house. Tasted really good I remember. 
I remember he always had a bottle of 
wildcat whiskey to go with it. I think 
I took a little sip from time to time. He 

taught me how to suck eggs too - when you put a 
hole in the pointed end of a raw egg and sucked 
the whole thing out.

Killing hogs was the highlight of the year. 
Farmers kept “Fattening Hogs”, they would force 
feed them all year with corn and grain until the 
hogs were so big they could hardly walk. A lot of 
them got to at least 500 pounds. My job was to kill 
the hog every year - the value of the hog was not 
so much in the pork or the rind but in the lard - 
that’s all that was used for cooking in those days. 
There was no Crisco back in those days.

Some of you may remember the Southern 
Cottonseed Oil Company that was located near 
Wheeler and Church Street. You would smell it 
before you saw the plant - if you remember that 
popcorn smell as you drove near it you know 
what I am talking about. The plant was quite large 
but was torn down when the road for I565 was 
developed. The O’Shaughnessy brothers owned 
it. One of the brothers built the Kildare Mansion 
that is located off Oakwood Avenue and the other 
lived on Monte Sano. In fact it was these brothers 
who built the Monte Sano Hotel.

by Cecil Ashburn, 2007

I Remember
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Mack Yates Agency, Inc.

William M. Yates, CLU
Life, Health, Disability

Long-Term Care, Annuities and Group

411-B Holmes Ave. NE Huntsville, Al  35801

In Business since 1974

Ph. (256) 533-9448
Fax (256) 533-9449

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net

 The dog was a mixed blessing. I could no 
longer hang out in a fast food place until it closed 
- unless of course I left him to wait outside. The 
twenty-four hour laundromat was a possibility 
but I did not want to chance getting woke up by 
the cops.

But my new friend Scruffy had saved my life. 
I owed him something for that besides some fries 
and a bite of hamburger. I knew he needed water 
also, so I stood up and told him to wait here and 
I sacrificed a free refill on the soda when I went 
back inside. Ignoring the hostile looks, I filled the 
cup halfway with ice and halfway with the clear 
stuff and went back outside.

Setting the cup on the ground, I watched as 
he lapped up the water gratefully, replacing the 
lid when the cup was half empty to save it for 
later and sat down again to consider my options.

On the one hand, I was happy 
to have some company. Out on 
the streets you could not trust 
anyone. Not that I trusted any-
one, anyway. Paranoia was a 
fact of life for someone like me 
and out here it was not always 
a bad thing to have. There were 
people who would kill you for 
your shoes.

A passing patrol car slowed 
slightly as the driver glanced in 
my direction and I felt the ha-
bitual urge to get up and leave 
before he could turn around and 
come back. Scruffy followed as I 
cleaned the table and found the 
trash receptacle, saving the cup 
of water as we walked to the 
sidewalk and headed away from 
the park. That was one place I did 
not want to go back to.

The soup kitchen on the Strip 

closed at sunset and the one rule they enforced 
was no loitering or sleeping near the place. There 
was no shelter there anyway; that part of town 
had no Beautification Awards and hence no plants 
or bushes to sleep behind. They sure as heck 
would not feed me and a dog both.

The police patrolled behind the buildings 
there anyway.

A rock and a hard place; what's new? I was 
used to that. It was that way in the war and that 
way at home. It was that way in my mind too. No 
one came to meet me when I came home but that 
was okay. I wasn't worth the trouble. What did 
they call it Survivor's Guilt? Yeah, that was it. I 

Scruffy, Part 3
by John E. Carson

Locally owned and operated
Now in our 3rd generation

Professionally staffed 24 hours a day
Crematory on-site

We honor all insurance policies

Pre-planning your funeral is a good way to let your family 
know your final wishes and take the burden off of them. 

Call us for a free, no obligation planning guide.

2320 Bob Wallace Avenue
(256) 534-2471

www.laughlinservice.com

John Purdy
Loretta Spencer
Sarah Chappell
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The Songbird Shop

10004 Memorial Parkway SW
In the Home Depot shopping center(256) 213-7884

Hours Mon-Sat 10am - 6pm
Sun 1-5

A One-Stop Shop for the Backyard Nature Enthusiast

Unique and beautiful gift items
Bird Feeders & seed

Suet Cakes
Bird Houses
Bird Baths 

Windchimes
Garden flags

Find us on Facebook!

should have died with my bud-
dies. Who was I to come home 
when the ones that deserved to 
wouldn't?  I couldn't stay in and 
I couldn't make it on the outside 
either. The nightmares wore me 
down. I could not get the images 
out of my head.

But I was a war hero; I had 
survived. I was a soldier - I  was 
supposed to be strong. The Dear 
John letter I had gotten from my 
fiance while I was over there 
hadn't helped and seeing my 
comrades get cut down...

A child of two alcoholic par-
ents who were constantly at war 
at home, I fell into the same pit I 
swore I would avoid. Too proud 
or ashamed to ask for help, I 
started drinking. Self-medicate 
they call it, to ease the pain and 
what money I had went down 
the hatch with it.

Not satisfied until I fell into 
a stupor I soon found myself 
in the trap of all drugs; it took 
more and more each time to 
achieve a few minutes of Nir-
vana. Then I would wake up 
after being thrown out of some 
bar or on a park bench in the 
morning and hate myself more 
for what I had become.

We were wandering aim-
lessly now; the dog staying at 
my side while I trudged along 
the sidewalk holding the cup 
of water with the now melted 
ice and headed along the dark 
street to the Industrial Park 
and the trees that stood just 
across from the chain link fence 
around it.

It wasn’t real late at night 
yet and I was wary; watching 
for signs of the gangs and the 
police simultaneously. Scruffy 
stayed at my side, turning his 
head from side to side as he 
picked up on my nervousness. 
I had stayed away from the al-
leys downtown and the hobo 
camps for a couple of reasons; 
for one, I did not feel like be-
ing around anyone, especially 
the bums and the other reason 
were the punks that had at-

tacked me.
I had heard the scuttlebutt 

on the street that homeless 
people were being attacked 
and even murdered by gangs; 
one in particular. Young teens 
that would pick a target set 
a look-out and then would 
swoop in for the kill. Then, 
when and if the police showed 
up, they would scatter - melt-
ing into doorways, or stuffing 
their hands into pockets, walk 
under the street lights as if they 
were clueless about what had 
occurred. 

They were as bad as the 
enemy we had faced overseas 
and as cold as any terrorist ever 

encountered.
For the city’s part they tried 

meekly to make a show of car-
ing about the homeless people 
but a show was all it was. They 
preferred to act shocked, espe-
cially at election time - oh, that 
couldn’t happen here!

Now we were safely hid-
den in the trees. I knew the dog 
was thirsty and finding a fallen 
branch of good size to sit on I 
set the now warm water on the 
ground and let him drink, reach-
ing into my left-hand pocket for 
the small flask and the last of its 
slow burn.

Tomorrow I would have to 
find some money.
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Dr. Charles Freeman and his 
wife Paula, of Hillwood Baptist 
Church in Huntsville, AL were 
treated to the surprise of their 
life on March 21, 2016. They were 
treated to Hillwood’s version of 
the old T.V, program called "This 
Is Your Life".

Charles and Paula had no idea 
that the program would be in their 
honor. They were shocked and 
pleasantly surprised.

The visitors were placed in the 
gymnasium: a microphone was 
placed there. The visitors gave 
a short talk about themselves or 
mentioned something that hap-
pened years ago. Charles and 
Paula were able to identify many 
of the guests, but not all. It was 
heart warming to see the expres-
sion on their faces as the guests 
came forward.

This program happens once a 
year and has been happening for 
over 20 years.

The program was well planned. 
It began with the senior adult choir 
singing "Shoutin’ Time".  Rev. Dana 
Workman, Music Minister and 
Associate Pastor, was pivotal in 
making the event such a success.

Entertainment was provided 
by the children and grandchildren 
of the Freeman's. Keri Anconetani 
and David Freeman, children of the 
Freeman's, sang a beautiful rendi-
tion of "We Will Remember". The 
grandchildren ages 1-6 sang "Jesus 
Loves Me", and they received a 
standing ovation. They were great, 
Keri was instrumental in making it 
all a success, she was very helpful 
in contacting the guests.

Dr. Freeman has been the pas-
tor of Hillwood for 29 years. He 
has done a fantastic job. Hillwood 
is now a beacon of the community.

The idea for such a function 
was created by Hugh Michaels, a 
Deacon in the church. Hugh loves 
the church and looks forward to 
honoring some worthy individual 

each year. This is an annual pro-
gram. A large crowd attended. 
Food was furnished by members of 
the church. The meal was fantastic.

Dr. Freeman and Paula will 
remember this event for the rest of 
their lives. Those church members 
in attendance will also remember 
this program. It was truly a time of 
love and compassion.

A beautiful plaque was pre-
sented to the Freeman's at the 
conclusion of the event. The plaque 
contained words which showed 
appreciation for their dedicated 
efforts in support of Hillwood 

Baptist Church. Gifts from the au-
dience and members of the family 
were given to the Freemans which 
showed appreciation for being 
such a pillar in the church.

Dr. Charles Freeman is an avid 
Alabama football fan. He was 
surprised when a football player 
came forward, Joe Demos, a former 
offensive lineman in attendance. 
Several "Roll Tide" chants were 
heard from the audience.

The audience departed the 
church as the beautiful old hymn 
"Amazing Grace" rang out. It was 
truly a time worth remembering.

This is Your Life
by Hugh Michaels

The Ark

256.851.4088
A No-Kill Animal Shelter

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al   35806

Hours Tues. - Sat.  11 am - 4 pm

“Arty”
Hello, the Ark named me Arty. I came 

to the Ark with my brother AIlie and my 
sister Asia. A kind lady found us in her 
yard and asked the Ark to please help 
us. I am 8 weeks old. My coat is silver 
and so are my nose and eyes! My sister 
and brother are solid black. Don’t you 
just love this time of year? Spring and 
summer bring new life. Trees have new 

green leaves; vibrant colors of flowers dot the landscape, life begins for baby 
birds and furry critters of the wild, and so much more to admire during these 
seasons. Oops, I almost forgot about the new puppies and kittens born that 
are just toss-a-ways like my siblings and me. Please be a responsible pet 
owner and have your pets spayed or neutered. It is the right thing for you to 
do. If you come to the Ark, ask to see Arty. That’s me.
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January 23, 1963 was beautiful and unseason-

ably warm. I had just fi nished my fi rst semester 
exams as a freshman at William Carey College 
in Hattiesburg, Ms. My fiance, Dudley, was a 
sophomore and the two of us planned to head back 
home to Huntsville during the semester break. 
But, he had a part-time job as Music Director at 
a little church in Picayune, MS so we would not 
head north until after the Wednesday night choir 
rehearsal. Our best plan was to head to New Or-
leans for the day after I checked out of my dorm 
room. What a great reward for surviving my fi rst 
ever college exam week.

We loved New Orleans and would often slip 
away with fellow students to that exotic city. On 
this spring-like January day we walked the streets, 
ate Beignets, watched street artists and enjoyed 
delicious seafood. But by early afternoon, we no-
ticed the weather was suddenly becoming very 
chilly. By mid-afternoon when we left to make 
the one-hour drive to Picayune, the temperatures 
had dropped dramatically and it was quite cold. It 
was January, but this was still a rapid and drastic 
switch in temperature.

Much to our surprise, when we arrived at the 
little church in Picayune, the pastor informed us 
that all Wednesday night activities were cancelled 
due to the unusually cold weather and dire predic-
tions.

This news was a double-edged sword for us. 
Whereas we were delighted that Dudley was re-
lieved of responsibilities so we 
could begin our 8 hour drive to 
Huntsville early, we knew we 
faced a problem! No, the drive 
well into the night hours on two-
laned roads was not the problem. 
This was our usual pattern for 
trips back and forth from Hat-
tiesburg to Huntsville. The real 

problem was Dudley's little 1960 Corvair did 
not have a heater. Yes, you heard correctly. 
Foolish youngsters we were - but in the mild 
south Mississippi weather, a car heater was not 
our concern. Tonight might be an exception.

Soon after we left Picayune we realized that 
we were indeed very cold. We stopped at Dud-
ley's off-campus apartment when we passed 
through Hattiesburg and picked up extra coats, 
blankets and sweat shirts. I even had a sack 
of dirty clothes in the car and eventually dug 
out some fl annel pajamas to pull on over my 
clothes. You will laugh now - but this proper 
young lady was embarrassed to think that my 
fi ance would see me in pajamas. It seemed very 
inappropriate and yet today we strangely see 
young people wearing pajamas to the movie 
or the mall!

We continued our journey and the tem-
peratures continued to drop. The car's engine 
generated no heat. Ice began to form on the 

Below Freezing
by Linda McAllister

Murphy told Quinn that his 
wife was driving him to drink. 
Quinn thinks Murphy’s very 
lucky because his own wife 

makes him walk.
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Serving Huntsville and North 
Alabama since 1939

For All your Electrical Needs
Keep your Family Safe - We Install Video Security Systems

(256) 534-6132
Visit us at www.clarkelectrichuntsville.com

Clark Electric Co.

inside windshield.
Our layers of clothes failed 

to keep us warm. My nose was 
running and frozen on my face. 
Our thermos of coffee offered 
only temporary relief to sooth 
our chilled bodies.

We were becoming worried. 
My vivid imagination strangely 
recalled Jack London's story, 
“To Build a Fire”. You know the 
story. The man lost in the snowy 
woods with his dog eventually 
dies in the frigid environment. 
Just remembering this story 
from high school caused my 
anxiety level to escalate.

Late into the night our prob-
lems worsened. The car was not 
running well. Perhaps it did not 
like the cold temperatures any-
more than we did. The engine 
would die. Dudley would lift 
the hood, tinker with it a bit and 
then we would go another few 
miles. Eventually, however, on a 
back road near Cullman the car 
died and Dudley's best efforts 
could not revive it. 

I remember being cold and 
scared. We had no idea how 
cold it was but we knew that 
we could not risk freezing to 
death in the car. So, we got out 
and braved the bitter cold to 
walk to a nearby farmhouse. 
When we knocked on the door, 
lights came on but the reluctant 
residents would not let strang-
ers inside. They did, however, 
yell from behind closed doors to 
refer us to a nearby gas station.

Apparently, the family own-
ers had spent the night in this 
little country gas station to keep 
their water running all night so 

it would not freeze. These good 
folks did let us come in and gave 
us warm coffee as we huddled 
around a gas heater to thaw. 
Several families were sleeping 
on the fl oor on opposite sides 
of the check-out counter. 
The men paraded in and 
out the building checking 
on gas pumps and water 
lines outside.

Everyone was kind and 
friendly although they must 
have had questions and sus-
picions about this foolish 
young couple traveling in 
the middle of this cold night 
without a heater in their car.

At daybreak, we asked 
to use a phone thinking we 
could call Dudley’s uncle in 
Cullman to come rescue us. 
But - there were no phones 
in this rural area. Imagine 
that!

Eventually, Dudley and 
the nice men at the sta-
tion got the car started and 
we were able to fi nish our 
cold drive to Huntsville in 
the morning light. When 
we arrived home in mid-
morning, our parents were 
mortified to hear of our 
risky trip.

But imagine our sur-
prise to learn that it was 
a record-breaking day in 

Huntsville with temperatures 
of three degrees below zero. 
Perhaps my concern of freezing 
to death on a dark country road 
was not too far-fetched!

“Line dancing was started 
by women who needed to 
use the bathroom and had 

to wait in line.”

Lynda Hall, Gurley
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There were several remark-
able characters in downtown 
Huntsville's heyday during 
the nineteen forties and fifties, 
some that stand out in my 
mind still today. One of these 
individuals was a crippled 
man named Ocie Sparkman. 
He was a kind and gentle man 
who was always cheerful and 
had a big smile on his face.

The first time I ever remem-
ber seeing Ocie was around 
nineteen forty-three or four. 
They were having a type of 
Pentecostal revival in a house 
on Bob Wade Lane and I, along 
with some of my buddies, 
were hanging around outside 
a window trying to talk to the 
girls who seemed to always 
find seats by windows so they 
could talk to the boys. The peo-
ple in the church were standing 
up singing and shouting inside 
and while Ocie was standing a 
small child crawled up on the 
bench under him and went to 
sleep. Finally, when the singing 
ended Ocie started to sit down 
and when he would touch the 
child he would raise back up, 
this went on for several times 
until he finally sat down and 
the kid yelled. Ocie moved 
very quickly for a crippled 
man and jumped straight up, 
I always remember this sight 
as it was hilarious.

After I was discharged 
from the Navy after World War 
II, I came back home and got 
a job at the General Shoe Fac-
tory. Since I had been the ship's 
barber while in the Navy, I 
started working part time as a 
barber; first at the South Side 
Barber Shop just off the Square 
next door to the fire hall, (inci-
dentally the only fire station 

in town at that time). Later on I moved to the Roosevelt Barber 
Shop on the west side of the Square in a basement located below 
the cotton buyers’ offices. This is where I really got to know Ocie 
Sparkman. He made his daily rounds to all the businesses with a 
large basket on one arm selling apples and chewing gum. It got to 
where I always looked forward to seeing Ocie, carefully descend-
ing the stairs into the shop. As I have said previously, Ocie was 
very crippled and how he carried that heavy basket full of apples 
and chewing gum all day I will never know.

The owner of the Roosevelt Barber Shop at that time was a 
man named Guy Spencer and he loved to joke and pull pranks on 
everyone. I know this because he used a large safety pin to fasten 
the chair cloth around the customers and I could not count the 
times I was stuck by that big old pin. When Ocie would come in 
the shop Guy would buy either an apple or a pack of gum from 
him and then try to give it back to him. This would upset Ocie 
to no end, however Guy Spencer continued this ritual with him 
each time he came in the barber shop, reenacting the same ritual 
many times.

Finally Ocie’s luck ran out, he had been hobbling around the 
streets of Huntsville for years until finally he was hit by a car and 
spent a long time in Huntsville Hospital. Finally when he was 
able to move around some they sat him up a chair in the lobby of 
the hospital where he could sell his apples and chewing gum in 
a comfortable place.

The last time I saw Ocie Sparkman I was eating breakfast at 
the Big Spring Cafe on Governors Drive and Ocie was there. We 
talked about old times a while then he asked me if I would drive 
him home. He lived just across Governor’s Drive and he could 
hardly walk. I told him that I would be glad to drive him home.

I really don’t know a lot about Ocie’s family or whether he 
lived alone - I only know that little frail crippled man made an 
impression on me that has lasted all through the years.

by Malcolm Miller

Ocie Sparkman
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Your Full Service 
Garden Center

Full line of shrubs, 
trees, perennials, 

herbs and annuals
We have hard-to-fi nd items. 
Family owned and operated 

for 23 years.
“My people skills are just 
fi ne. It’s my tolerance to 
idiots that needs work.”

Sam Keith, Huntsville

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

It seems that the old man was 
burning logs for the purpose of clear-
ing up a large piece of land in order 
to plant a good-sized garden. He had 
set fi re to a brush pile which ignited 
a large dead tree. Suddenly a most 
terrifi c explosion occurred, one that 
was heard for miles, and 
the old tree was slivered 
and scattered to the winds. 
The old man who was a 
hundred yards distant took 
his departure immediately 
without troubling himself 
with an investigation.

A party who fi nally vis-
ited the spot where the tree 
once stood and made an 
investigation, found from 
the surroundings every 
evidence that the explo-

sion was that of a bombshell that had been imbedded 
in the tree during the war. It is known that there was 
a good deal of fi ring from cannon loaded with shell 
at this point during the war, a point that commanded 
the river.

The tree was a very old Oak and was thought 
to be at least a hundred years old at the time of it’s 
demise.

The circumstances can admit of two theories, one 
that the shell became imbedded in the tree by being 
fi red from a cannon and failed to explode.

The other that it had been left in the hollow, if there 
was any in the tree, as a sort of keepsake, hoping at 
some future day that it would get in its work. The fi rst 
theory, however, is the most probable. 

The report was heard far into Madison County and 
occasioned considerable wonder. It is said the old man  
will burn no more brush in that neighborhood.

Civil War Shell 
Causes Excitement 

in New Hope
From 1891 Huntsville Newspaper
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Many Upcoming Events you need to know about!
Go to www.LoweMill.net
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