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"Please don't stay out too 
late, honey," the mother plead-
ed.

Flossie kissed her mother on 
the cheek lightly and pausing 
only long enough to tell her not 
to wait up, dashed for the door.

Mrs. Putman watched as her 
daughter departed. Her whole 
life was wrapped up in Floss-
ie, an only child and her sole 
support. Mother and daugh-
ter lived in a modest house on 
O’Shaughnessy Avenue in the 
village of  Dallas, a cotton mill 
section at the northeast edge 
of  Huntsville.
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At the sound of the car horn 
blowing, young and vivacious 
Flossie Putman, who had been 
a popular beauty contest win-
ner at the age of 16, jumped to 
her feet. Glancing in the full 
length mirror standing in the 
hall, she checked her makeup 
and shapely fi gure one last 
time. Her mother, sitting in a 
chair and watching, was agitat-
ed that her daughter was going 
out again. It seemed to her that 
Flossie was always on her way 
to another date.

"Going out again tonight?" 
asked the mother. "Who are 
you seeing now?"

"My number one boyfriend," 
replied the daughter gleefully. 
"The one I really love."

"Please don't stay out too 
late, honey," the mother plead-
ed.

Flossie kissed her mother on 
the cheek lightly and pausing 
only long enough to tell her not 
to wait up, dashed for the door.

Mrs. Putman watched as her 

daughter departed. Her whole 
life was wrapped up in Floss-
ie, an only child and her sole 
support. Mother and daugh-
ter lived in a modest house on 
O’Shaughnessy Avenue in the 
village of Dallas, a cotton mill 
section at the northeast edge of 
Huntsville.

As darkness closed over the 
hills and valleys that night of 
April 30. 1937, angry clouds 
were gathering on the west-
ern horizon to swoop down on 
Huntsville and the surround-
ing countryside in one of the 
worst storms ever experienced 
in the community. Within an 
hour after the daughter’s de-
parture from home, lightning 
fl ashed and thunder cracked 
with a fearsome fury. This was 
followed by a gale of hurricane 
proportions and then rain came 
down in torrents. As the storm 
increased in violence, Mrs. Mae 
Putman, alone in her house, felt 
worried about her daughter for 
the fi rst time in her life.

Flossie, however, was safe 
from the elements of the night. 
She was comfortably seated in 
a darkened corner of the White 
Castle, a popular road inn four 
miles north of Huntsville. Op-
posite her sat a companion and 
on the table between them were 
two glasses fi lled with whiskey.

The popular tavern was al-
most empty of patrons on this 
stormy night. Besides Flossie 
and her date, there were only 
a few others present. No one 
paid any attention to the young 
couple until they began argu-

by Tom Carney

The Tragic End 
of Huntsville’s 
Beauty Queen
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ing in loud voices. The man 
seemed to be doing most of 
the talking, his voice thickened 
by the whiskey he had already 
consumed. As suddenly as the 
argument had begun, it ended  
with the couple leaving the bar 
holding hands.

For the next hour the re-
maining patrons of the tavern 
continued to drink and talk as 
the storm raged outside. Two 
of the customers were prepar-
ing to leave when suddenly the 
door fl ew open and Flossie Put-
man, her face and clothes splat-
tered with blood, stumbled 
through the entrance.

The patrons anxiously gath-
ered around the young girl of-
fering to take her to the doctor, 
only to be met by a curt refusal.

“Leave me alone,” Flossie 
cried angrily. “Please go away.”

Just then the door opened 
and the girl’s escort walked in. 
He, too, was splattered with 
blood and appeared to have 
been drinking heavily. Grab-
bing Flossie by her arm, the 
man angrily ordered her to 
leave with him. Neither spoke 
a word as they left.

Through a window, those in  

the tavern watched the couple 
climb into a pickup and drive 
away.

The following morning, 
when Mrs. Putman realized 
her daughter had not returned 
home, she became scared. She 
began calling her daughter’s 
friends only to be told that they 
had not seen her. One of them 
did tell her, however, that the 
man Flossie had been seeing 
was named Jim.

Mrs. Putman next notifi ed 
H.C. Blakemore, Huntsville’s 
Chief of Police. Anxiously she 
told the Chief of her daughter 
dating someone by the name of 
Jim and of her concern.

Recalling the fact that Flossie 
had joked about getting mar-
ried, Blakemore said there was 
nothing he could do in case of 
an elopement, but he would do 
what he could.

Blakemore began searching 
for the man who had been with 
Flossie the night she had dis-
appeared. Finally after much 
hard work, he was able to nar-
row the list of possible suspects 
down to fi ve whose fi rst names 
were Jim. Four of the suspects 
were able to give alibis for the 
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night Flossie disappeared. The 
fifth, James McAnally, lived 
only a short distance from 
Blakemore’s home. McAnally 
was married and was known 
as a devoted husband and the 
father of eight children.

With attributes such as these, 
Blakemore was at first hesitant 
about even considering McA-
nally as a suspect. Despite his 
personal feelings, the Chief 
nevertheless decided to ques-
tion McAnally.

During the course of the 
next several weeks, Blakemore 
visited McAnally’s residence 
several times, only to be told 
each time by McAnally’s wife 
that he was not home. Finally 
Blakemore demanded an ex-
planation as to why McAnally 
was never home.

Obviously worried, the 
woman said Jim had disap-
peared. “I know I should have 
reported it sooner but I kept 
thinking that he would come 
back.”

The woman said she had not 
seen her husband in almost a 
month.

Upon    questioning   the 
woman, Blakemore was able 
to establish that McAnally had 
disappeared the same night as 
Flossie Putman. Now the in-
vestigator was faced with two 
mysterious disappearances in-
stead of one. As rumors begin 
to spread across Huntsville, the 
general feeling was that McA-
nally had abandoned his wife 
and children and run off with 
the attractive Flossie Putman.

The whole case had stale-
mated when Mrs. McAnally 
appeared at headquarters one 
day, three months later, to tell 
the Chief that she had heard 
from her husband. He was 
working in Texas, had a good 
job and was about to send for 
her and the children.

“Did he say why, he left so 
suddenly without telling any-
one?” Blakemore asked.

“He just said that he had an 
unexpected job offer and he 

wanted to make sure it worked 
out before telling anyone.” The 
look on her face showed that 
even she knew it was a flimsy 
excuse.

Then, as the woman was 
leaving the office, Blakemore 
said he would like to talk to her 
husband about the disappear-
ance of Flossie Putman.

Indignantly, the woman re-
plied that Blakemore was mis-
taken in his assumption that 
her husband had anything to 
do with the Putman girl. “My 
husband has never been un-
faithful to me.” 

“Mrs. McAnally, I’d like per-
mission to search your place 
before you leave for Texas.”

Upset by the thought of po-
lice prowling about her home 
and certain that her husband 
was in no way connected with 
the disappearance of Flossie, 
she refused. She could not un-
derstand the Chief’s attitude 
nor his request as she stalked 
out of the office.

The state of Alabama had 
a peculiar outlook regarding 
searching of private property, 
regardless of the nature or seri-
ousness of the case involved. A 
legal search could be made only 
with the consent of the resident 
or with a warrant sworn out in 
his name whenever the consent 
was refused. When a search 
was made with proper warrant, 
should the officer fail to find 
what he was looking for, the 
resident had recourse against 
the officer and superiors in the 
courts of the state.

So Chief Blakemore refrained 
from searching the McAnally 
home and premises. He had no 
proof of his vague suspicions. 
Jim McAnally had turned up 
alive and there was the possi-
bility that the girl whose name 
had been linked with him, 
might likewise be located. Until 
he had proof that the girl had 
not merely run away, the police 
official had no intention of sub-
jecting himself to a costly dam-

Thank you for 
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age suit.
There were many confl icting 

and baffl ing possibilities in the 
events surrounding that stormy 
evening. Had the Putman girl 
dashed into the roadhouse that 
night because she was fl eeing 
the man who tried to kill her? If 
so, why did the man follow her 
into the bar where other people 
were bound to see him? And 
why did she leave with him 
again?

Every promising trail the 
investigating Chief followed 
seemed to lead to Jim McAnally 
and then dissipate into thin air. 
Especially intriguing was his 
mysterious departure from 
home at the time of the girl’s 
disappearance.

Surely Jim McAnally was not 
the “number one boyfriend” 
mentioned by Miss Putman or 
the one to whom she referred 
in jesting about an elopement. 
What attraction could there be 
in an insignifi cant married man 
of 41 years for the attractive and 
popular beauty with countless 
admirers? Yet, there seemed to 
have been innumerable clan-
destine meetings between the 
two.

After months of diligent 

work, Chief Blakemore believed 
the girl might be dead, the vic-
tim of a jealous suitor. But his 
investigation along those lines 
was stalemated until some evi-
dence of the body, or the mur-
derer, could be located. To hunt 
for one involved dangerous fi -
nancial risks and to look for the 
other was a colossal undertak-
ing, with the name of Jim and a 
general description that might 
fi t hundreds of men the only 
clue to his identity. Where to 
look for either was a mystery 
as dark as the stormy night into 
which the girl and her friend 
had disappeared.

Months and then years 
passed. Finally the summer of 
1939 rolled around with still 
no trace of the missing Flossie 
Putman. In the long span of 
time the city of Huntsville had 
practically forgotten the former 
beauty and many changes had 
occurred in the lives of the prin-
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cipal characters of this strange 
drama.

Chief Blakemore had re-
signed his position as head of 
Huntsville’s law enforcement 
body and had been elected 
Sheriff of Madison County. In 
his new capacity he had not 
forgotten the baffling Putman 
mystery, now more than two 
years old. The McAnally home 
was now occupied by the own-
er’s father and mother who had 
moved in when McAnally’s 
wife and eight children left for 
Texas.

Reports from Texas told of 
McAnally’s success. He had 
acquired half ownership in a 
garage and had purchased a 
home for his family.

Blakemore never heard from 
Jim McAnally though he still 
wanted to question him in re-
gard to the missing girl. He also 
still wanted to search the house 
in which McAnally had resided 
while in Huntsville but his re-
peated requests had been met 
with stern refusals from the new 
occupants. There was strong 
resentment of any thought any-
thing could be wrong. A search 
was still impossible with the 
meager information available.

On the morning of Aug. 
13, 1939, Sheriff Blakemore 
received in his offices at the 

County Courthouse a visitor 
with what appeared to be an 
important bit of information. 
This visitor was a neighbor of 
the McAnallys in west Hunts-
ville.

“For the past few days,” the 
man said, “my dog has been 
acting strangely around the 
McAnally house. He has been 
digging under the kitchen in 
the rear. I watched him again 
this morning through the fence. 
He digs a while, sniffs the hole 
he is making and then digs 
again. I am sure there is some-
thing buried under that house.”

Sheriff Blakemore decid-
ed to act immediately, to risk 
his judgement against a pos-
sible lawsuit. After obtaining 
a search warrant and accom-
panied by two deputies armed 
with shovels and digging irons, 
he went to the home which had 
previously been McAnally’s 
residence. There he saw where 
the dog had been digging but 
the opening was too narrow 
to permit the entry of a human 
body. The sheriff and his depu-
ties then entered the kitchen 
and their attention was imme-
diately drawn to a section of the 
flooring which had a different 
appearance from the remainder 
of the boards. The elder McA-
nally explained this section had 

rotted and he had repaired it 
several days after his son went 
to Texas. Sheriff Blakemore or-
dered his men to remove the 
boards.

Directly beneath the floor 
was a mound of earth, large 
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and oblong in shape, which 
had partly caved in. The aged 
occupant of the house, still un-
aware of the purpose of the un-
usual procedure but asking no 
questions, explained that his 
son had started to excavate for 
a cellar with the intention of in-
stalling a furnace but had aban-
doned the plan just before he 
went away. The Sheriff ordered 
his men to start digging.

Four feet down, in the earth, 
which was loose and easily re-
moved, Deputy Smith struck 
something hard with his shovel. 
Reaching down, he brought to 
the surface a small shoe, almost 
disintegrated, which contained 
the bones of a human foot. The 
officers continued their dig-
ging with renewed vigor and 
soon uncovered the skeleton of 
a woman. The shoes, and a few 
fragments of clothing remained 
among the bones. These were 
carefully removed to a mortu-
ary, where an hour later Mrs. 
Mae Putman, torn with grief, 

identified the bits of cloth and 
leather as part of the dress and 
shoes worn by her daughter the 
night she disappeared.

Flossie Putman’s strange dis-
appearance had been solved.

A long distance call to the 
Sheriff’s office in McKillney, 
Texas requested the immediate 
arrest of Jim McAnally. Within 
an hour a call came from the 
Texas city stating they had ar-
rested James McAnally. When 
McAnally was returned from 
Texas he was brought before 
Solicitor Jeff D. Smith and Sher-
iff Blakemore for questioning. 
The man had made no state-
ment since his arrest and the 
officials expected a continued 
denial of the murder.

Sheriff Blakemore addressed 
McAnally. “Jim,” he said, “it 
looks pretty bad for you and 
we want to hear your story of 
what happened that night.”

Calmly, with no emotion 
and without any  outward sign 
of remorse, McAnally began to 
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tell his story of what had trans-
pired that night. He admitted 
to being out that night with 
Flossie Putman, whom he said 
he had known about a year. 
He told how they rode around 
for hours talking and drinking 
whiskey.

When the storm was at its 
peak, he said he parked the 
pickup truck off the New Mar-
ket Road. It was here, according 
to his story, that the girl fell out 
of the truck and cut her face.

“The next thing I remem-
ber,” he continued, “a man was 
shaking me to wake me up and 
get out of his way so he could 
drive into his home. After mov-
ing the car I tried to arouse 
Flossie and she didn’t answer. 
Well, the woman was dead.”

“I didn’t know what to do 
so I went home, took the body 
out of the truck, and carried it 
into the house, placing it in the 
closet in the downstairs room. I  
just passed out.”

“I was wakened soon af-
ter daylight by my wife and 
children moving about in the 
house. I thought of the body, 
and knew I had to dispose of 
it. So I told my wife to take the 
children and go to the home of 
my parents.”

“I had planned to dig a base-
ment and had actually started 
it. So after the family left, I re-
moved the fl oor in the kitchen 
and deepened the hole. Then I 
placed the body in it and cov-
ered it up, nailing down the 
fl oor tightly. When my wife 
and children returned at 11 
o’clock they were none the wis-
er. I left the following morning 
and fi nally landed in Texas. 
You know the rest.”

Though the story sounded 
feasible, it was a lie. Medical 
evidence had already shown 
that the girl died from a gun-
shot wound.

The trial began Nov. 1, 1939. 
McAnally offered a plea of 
not guilty because of insanity. 
Solicitor Smith recounted the 
mass of testimony against the 
accused man and demanded 
the death penalty for a brutal 
murder.

Three days later a jury delib-
erated four hours and returned 
a verdict of guilty and fi xed 
punishment at life imprison-
ment. Notice of appeal was fi led 
at once but this was withdrawn 
two weeks later and McAnally 
was taken to prison.

Reprinted from 1939 
Startling Detective

“If you could kick the 
person in the pants 

responsible for most 
of your problems, you 

wouldn’t sit for a month.”

Theodore Roosevelt
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 Papa owned a twelve 
gauge single barrel full 
choke shotgun, I don’t know 
how many years he had it. 
Maybe he got it long before 
he and Mama were married, 
I am not certain. Papa and 
Mama raised seven boys and 
lived until these boys all had 
families of their own.   Ev-
ery one of these seven boys 
hunted with Papa’s shotgun. 
We hunted squirrels and 
rabbits. We did this as sport 
and also to put meat on the 
table during these times as 
food was hard to come by. 
We were not the only family 
in the area that hunted game 
for food.

We were sharecroppers 
living on rich people’s land 
and barely getting by. We 
had enough to eat by hav-
ing a milk cow, raising hogs, 
raising chickens and grow-
ing a big garden. If we had 
not brought in squirrels and 
rabbits to eat we would have 
many times been very hun-
gry.

I remember one year along 
about the later part of winter 
we ate up all the food from 
the garden, all the meat from 
the hogs, the chickens no 
longer laid and the cow went 
dry and all that was left was 
a barrel of peas with weevils 
in them. We had to eat this 
and I will never forget that 
year, although the weevils 
were no doubt nutritious as 
none of the family became ill. 
At one time we would take a 
breakfast biscuit for lunch. 

I would see the other chil-
dren with pimiento cheese 
sandwiches and I always 
wondered what they tasted 
like. I was an adult before I 
found that out. As I got older 
I didn’t take a biscuit, I just 
told everyone I was not hun-
gry, then when I got home I 
would dive into beans and 
biscuits that Mama had on 
the table.

Papa’s shotgun was the 
center of attraction in our 
home. It always hung over 

the outside door and was 
always loaded just in case 
someone needed it.  I re-
member one time Dobson’s 
store in Huntsville sold dam-
aged goods cheap and they 
sold damaged wet shotgun 
shells. Robert, the oldest of 
the seven brothers, bought 
some of these shells. When 
we went hunting he shot at 
a rabbit, wadding spewed 
out the end of the barrel and 
the rabbit went on its merry 
way.

Papa’s Shotgun
by Malcolm W. Miller
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When Papa died his shot-
gun went to Robert and he 
kept it for a long time. Then 
Robert let my nephew Aus-
tin have the gun. Austin kept 
it several years and then he 
passed it on to me. At the 
time I was writing stories for 
Tom and Cathey Carney for 
Old Huntsville Magazine, 
and I found out that Tom 
refi nished old weapons. I 
brought the gun to Tom to 
see if he could do anything 
with it and he refi nished Pa-
pa’s shotgun for me. It was 
really in bad shape when he 
got it, he made it look like 
brand new and he would 
not charge me a dime for the 
work he did.

That was the way Tom 
Carney was. He was a won-
derful man, always friend-
ly with others and very 
thoughtful, giving and kind. 
Finally I decided to pass 
the shotgun back to Austin 
and let him keep it. I often 
wondered how many rab-
bits and squirrels were shot 
by this shotgun over its one 
hundred years. It must have 
been thousands. I was al-
ways thrilled when I shot at 
a squirrel and it fell from the 
tree and I knew we had din-
ner.

Papa’s shotgun will live 
on in my memory as long as 
I live as well as the memories 
of my brothers as they were 
the ones who taught me how 
to shoot.

“Love all, trust a few, and 
do wrong to none.”

William Shakespeare

“I don’t believe in astrology. I’m a Sagittarius and we’re 
very skeptical.”

Warren Desmond
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April 5, 1967- The Hunts-
ville Times

* Even if Huntsville doesn't 
add a single new family to its 
lists in the next 15 months, it 
will still need five schools by 
the beginning of the 1969-1970 
term. This was the consensus 
of a closed meeting of the city's 
school board last night, de-
scribed today by Board Chair-
man Marvin Drake. "We're go-
ing to have to build two more 
high schools to handle just the 
movement from our elemen-
tary and junior high schools 
into the upper grades," he said. 
"That doesn't take into consid-
eration any population chang-
es in the city." 

Drake said that the two new 
high schools will be placed at 
opposite ends of the city in the 
northern and southern areas. 
The school plot for the south-
ern area is already on the archi-
tect's drawing board, he report-
ed. The board's closed meeting 
was necessary, he said because, 
among other things, the mem-
bers discussed proposed sites 
for new school construction, 
"and anytime we start talking 
property, people start shooting 
their prices sky-high." 

On hand at the session were 
Dr. Alton Crews, city school 
Superintendent, and board 
members Lewis Brown, Loyd 
Little and Jarmon McKinney, 
Jr.. 

High school students in the 
city now attend one of the three 
schools; Butler High, Hunts-
ville High or Lee High. The 

fifth member of the board is 
Milton Frank, who is currently  
a hospital patient and was un-
able to attend.    

* Huntsville Has It! During 
Huntsville's City Wide Sales 
Promotion All Participating 
Merchants Of Huntsville Offer 
A Fine Selection Of Good, High 
Quality Merchandise at the 
Lowest Possible Price. Buy 
Now While Savings and Se-
lections Are Good! This is a 
City-Wide Chamber of Com-
merce Promotion.

April 5, 1942- The Hunts-
ville Times 

* A request to merchants 
and other businessmen of 
Huntsville to close their 
stores and offices for tomor-
row’s Army Day parade 
was issued by Mayor A. W. 
McAllister. “It is the patri-
otic duty of all employers to 
close their business in order 
to permit their employees 
and themselves, to either 
take part in the Army Day 
parade, or witness it and 
also attend the program to 
be given on the square,” the 
mayor said. He continued, 
“Therefore, I am asking that 
all stores be closed, starting 
a few minutes before the pa-
rade begins, and remain so 
until the program has been 
finished. The program on the 
square will include an exhi-
bition drill by military police 

from the arsenal, speaking and 
band members.”

An Army Day ceremony for 
the benefit of employees of the 
Redstone Ordnance Plant will 
be held at the new administra-
tion building tomorrow morn-
ing. The ceremony is scheduled 
to start at 8 o’clock, in order that 

By Thomas Hutchens, 
Courtesy of Special 

Collections, Huntsville 
Public Library

Events in 
Huntsville’s 

History
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employees may attend and lose 
little time from their duties. A 
flag-raising ceremony and brief 
remarks paying tribute to the 
men in the armed services, and 
to those who are engaged in 
production, will be staged. Col. 
C. D. Hudson, Commanding 
Officer of Redstone will be the 
principal speaker. 

 A flag section, in which will 
be displayed flags of six United 
Nations, will be one of the fea-
tures of tomorrow’s Army Day 
parade. Twelve soldiers sta-
tioned at the recreation camp 
will form a hollow square as an 
escort for the flag section. The 
Union Jack of Great Britain and 
the banners of Greece, Russia, 
China, The Netherlands and 
Australia, will be displayed, 
along with the Stars and Stripes 
of America.

April 5, 1917- The Hunts-
ville Daily Times 

* The sinking without warn-
ing of the unarmed American 
Steamer, Missourian, which 
left Genoa April 4th with thir-
ty-two Americans among her 

crew of fifty-three was reported 
to the State Department today 
by the Consul General Wilbur 
of Genoa. The crew was saved.

Congress will probably take 
a vote about 5 o’clock this after-
noon on the war resolution.

The U. S. Senate last night 
voted for war against Germany 
with only four dissenting votes. 
LaFollette and Vardaman were 
among them.

Appeal to S.R. Butler
* In another part of The 

Daily Times this afternoon ap-
pears an appeal to S. R. Butler, 
County Superintendent of Ed-
ucation, the local Chamber of 
Commerce and other influenc-
es to encourage food produc-
tion in Madison County. 

A similar effort can be made 
in all other counties and with 
prompt action now that it is 
believed much good will come 
from it. The Daily Times with a 
distributing influence through-
out the county and the Tennes-
see Valley stands ready to help 
to the limit of its ability in this 
movement.
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Come see us for a complete selection of trees, shrubs, 
flowers, bulbs and plants for this area as well as all 

your gardening equipment.

7002 Memorial Pkwy. North
Huntsville, Al   35810

Next door to Across the Pond

256.852.6211

They came from Starkville, MS; Wetump-
ka, AL; Dothan, AL and Huntsville, AL. They 
came to celebrate "This Is Your Life" with Rose 
Mary Foster.

Hillwood Baptist Church honored one of 
its most faithful members on March 20. Past 
memories and talks of long ago were brought 
back to a crowd of happy folks. Old friend-
ships and long-ago stories of growing up in the 
farmlands of Mississippi. All of this and many 
more stories of the life of Rose Mary Foster.

This event has been happening for the past 
24 years. The idea for such an event was for-
mulated by Hugh Michaels, a deacon in the 
church. He always has plenty of help from the 
senior adults of the church. The atmosphere of 
this event is indescribable. Lots of fun, plenty 
of good food and fellowship is prevalent.

Dana Workman, minister of music at Hill-
wood, is a big part of this event. He is a dynam-
ic individual, who works magic with the au-
dience. Rose Mary was completely surprised. 
She had no idea what was being planned. The 
surprises which took place made this event, an  
even more happy occasion. A delicious meal 
was served and this too was out of this world. 

This event will be remembered for the rest 
of Rose Mary Foster's life.

This is Your Life
Rose Mary Foster

by Hugh Michaels 
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Helping home buyers and sellers in 
Huntsville for the past 31 years!

www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com

Re/Max Alliance - (256) 797-0203
Homes@MaryEllenPeters.comA raw and real story of what happens when a Military 

Vet can’t shake the terror and memories of war. 
A must-read for every generation.

$9.99  www.amazon.com

Some twelve years ago, old man Venable, as the 
old genial artist in gastronomy was usually called, 
brought to Huntsville a small lot of the Irish wa-
tercress. He planted it in our clear, pure spring bed 
and for several years afterward lost sight of it.

The cress grew and spread, until now it is abun-
dant enough to supply the whole town. It makes 
a delightful salad and hundreds of families in 
Huntsville are using it. This cress is regarded as a 
great luxury in larger cities. It is usually grown in 
miry bogs and is not as pure and palatable as that 
to be gotten out of our Big Spring branch.

It is used daily in the meals at the Monte Sano 
Hotel atop the mountain and is in great demand.

A Legacy from 
Old Man Venable

from 1878 Huntsville newspaper
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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 continues to 
keep city government on 

its  toes.

256-533-2400

We had a winner for the Photo 
of the Month for May.  The pic-
ture was that of a young Bob 
Baker who operates Alpha Es-
tate Sales and at one time had 
antique stores on Pratt Ave. next 
to Star Market as well as on Me-
ridian St. by the Lincoln school. 
The winner was William Mc-
Clanahan who is engaged to 
Sharon Brakefield. They love re-
searching history and traveling. 

You know how some days you 
just HAVE to pamper yourself? 
Well I decided to treat myself to 
a fabulous pedicure at T.J Nails 
right next door to Thai Gar-
den on Wellman Ave. It’s good 
for your spirit to do something 
good for yourself. Pedicures are 
not just for women - lots of men 
get them these days too! When 
you bend over to clip your nails 
and keep going til you’re laying 
on the floor, it’s time to go!

Joyce Russell has a birthday 
in July and she has worked for 
New York Life for so many years. 
She loves her kids and grand-
kids and takes such good care of 
them. We Love You Joyce!

That handsome and retired 
Ken Owens will be having a 
July birthday as well - he’s re-
tired and loves it - says the best 
day is Monday while he watches 
the Krazy Monday Commute 
(his words).

Rosemary Leatherwood of 
Ole Dad’s BBQ wants to wish 
her sister Dorothy Branche a 
Happy Birthday on June 7th. 
Also her sister Lynn Green will 
celebrate on June 14th. and her 
son-in-law Allen Woods parties 
on June 6th! I can’t believe Ole 
Dad’s will be in business in Ha-
zel Green for 22 years on June 
10. And a happy anniversary to 
her sweet husband Billy Leath-
erwood who is watching over 
her from heaven, she loves and 
misses him each day.

Geraldine Moon worked for 
40 years for Regions Bank. She 
was 88 when she passed away 
Apr. 20th, leaving husband of 70 
years, James Eugene Moon; her 
sister Betty Jo Hill and nephews 
and nieces who will never forget 
her gentle and generous heart. 
We send our deepest sympathy 
to the family and friends.

If you remember we had 
asked the question to you read-
ers about what happened to the 
clock that was on the most re-
cent Courthouse, the one before 
the one we have now. A reader 

called and told me that he re-
membered that maybe 15 years 
ago a downtown church had the 
clock in their attic and weren’t 
really sure how long it had been 
there. This is becoming quite the 
mystery. Does anyone have any 
more information?

Our good friend Ron Eye-
stone of Madison had a May 
birthday - we’re not going to say 
exactly how old but it’s close to 
78 and has a zero behind it. Six 
of us went to Ole Heidelburg 
to celebrate our May birthdays 
(they give you a free piece of 
cake which is so good) and what 
a fun time. Attending were Lin-
da & Darryl Goldman, Ron and 
Barb Eyestone and Sam Keith 
and I. Linda had a May birthday 
too as did I but we’re still young 
chicks. Food was excellent and 
the company was too. 

Golden K Kiwanian Ray 
Weinburg is the man behind all 
the Old Huntsville distribution 
boxes you see around our area 
- whenever you buy a magazine 
from these locations 100% of that 
money goes to the Kiwanis Chil-
drens charities. Thanks and ap-
preciation to Ray for all the work 
he’s put into that for so many 
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Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
Quick Response Team

www.united-specialist.com

24/7 Emergency Service

(256) 533-7163
louie Tippett

years and we send love and best 
wishes so that you feel better. 
You’re still the boss!

Margaret Riethmaier, Fi-
nancial Center Leader at BB&T 
Bank, will be celebrating a spe-
cial day on June 5 - happy Birth-
day to you Margaret! Also Sean 
Gould, who also works at the 
BB&T Bank, wants to send love 
and a happy birthday to his 
sweet sister Linsay Gould who 
lives in Michigan, on June 10th.

Don and Joyce Royston are 
so proud of their grandson, 
Daniel Patton, who will be a 
senior next year at Huntsville 
High. He has been selected by 
his science teacher to attend the 
Biotech Academy at HudsonAl-
pha this summer. The academy 
is an intensive 4-week learning 
experience to teach students  
about genetics, genomics and 
biotechnology. The way it works 
is one junior or senior student 
from each of the 18 high schools 
in Madison County is nominat-
ed to attend the academy. To get 
selected is quite an accomplish-
ment. Parents of Daniel are Lois 
and Dr. R.E. (Rip) Patton, DVM. 
Congratulations to you Daniel!

I have an important question 
that I think some readers might 
be able to answer. I wondered 
this when a recent heavy rain-
storm was on the way and my 
garden had several little white 
butterflies flying around. What 
happens to the butterflies when 
it rains really hard like that? 
Where do they go? They certain-

ly can’t just shake it off. Please 
let me know the answer to this 
and I’ll share it with our read-
ers.  After the storm I didn’t see 
the little butterflies and was very 
worried.

Helen Lincoln Reynolds was 
not quite 87 when she passed 
away Apr. 21st. Her husband 
Royce preceded her in death. 
She loved children and after 
Royce died she worked in the 
Jackson Way Baptist Church 
nursery for over 25 yeas and 
was known as “Mrs. Helen”. 
She leaves son Rex Reynolds 
(Mary); daughters Janice West 
(Mike) and Mary Jane Ander-
son (Robert Salinas); 11 grand-
children; 7 great-grandchildren 
and a brother, James Loyd 
Lincoln. Helen was a Madison 
County native and leaves many 
who will love her always.

In honor of the beautiful 
weather we’ve been having and 
my little garden companions, I 
have hidden a very tiny white 
butterfly in the pages of this 
magazine. It will be SO SMALL 
that no one will find it. But if you 
do, and are the first caller, you 
get a free year’s subscription to 
Old Huntsville. In fact I’ll do a 
local and a long distance one to 
make it fair to our subscribers on 
both coasts.

George Wells tells me that 
Karen Newsum will host their 
2nd Christian Open Mic Night 
at Roosters Crow Coffee Shop 
(owner is Tyson Saller) on  8402 
Whitesburg Drive. It’s a great 

new coffee shop and the next 
open mic night will be June 6.

So many great events for you 
new folks to Huntsville as well 
as old timers. June 10 is the date 
for the annual Rock & Roll Re-
union and it’ll be at the Elks 
Building on Franklin, starting 
around 4. There are several old 
bands who are getting together 
again and many baby boomers 
will remember these performers 
from the 60s, 70s and 80s.

The Green Street Market is 
going strong each Thursday 
from 4-7pm and will be getting 
more and more produce as the 
season warms up. Ayers Farm-
ers Market on Parkway & Gov-
ernors has really fresh, local pro-
duce. Also Tuesdays for Latham 
Farmers Market on Weatherly 
& So. Parkway at the Church, 
3-6pm.

U.S. Air Force Capt. Carl 
Gamble is an amazing man who 
not only motivates people by his 
talks, he has written a book that 
details his journey from the cot-
ton fields of North Alabama to 
being a pilot flying jumbo jets 
between North America and Eu-
rope. In Vietnam he had to land 
his C-47, severely disabled by 
enemy fire, and his  quick think-
ing and flying skills saved the 
lives of his crew. A very power-
ful story and a book you’ve got 
to get. It’s called “My Blue Yon-
der”, by Carl Gamble.

Happy Fathers Day to all the 
sweet Dad’s out there, your fam-
ilies LOVE you!
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RECIPES

Historic Five Points Cookbook

1-lb. Pack (for 4 People)
One Pound of  BBQ Pork,

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

8 buns.

$19.00 $36.00

2-lb. Pack (for 8 People)
Two Pounds of  BBQ Pork,

Two Pints Potato Salad,
One Pint Cole Slaw
Hot or Mild Sauce. 

16 buns.

3 lb. Pack(for 12 People)
Three Pounds of  BBQ Pork
Two Quarts Potato Salad,

One Quart Cole Slaw
Hot or Mild Sauce.

24 buns.

$52.00

Welcome to Gibson’s!  Started in 1956, located in the center of beautiful Huntsville, 
Gibson's Barbecue serves up Huntsville's fi nest Bar-B-Q along with 

Huntsville's Best Breakfast. 
At Gibson's Barbecue, every dish is created using only the freshest, fi nest ingredients. 

8412 Whitesburg Dr. S.
256-882-0841

3319 Memorial Parkway S.W.
256-881-4851

Sweet & Sour Meatloaf
1 8-oz. can tomato sauce
1/4 c. brown sugar
1/4 c. vinegar
1 T. mustard (not dried)
Mix:
2 lb. ground beef
1/4 c. chopped onion
8 crushed saltine crackers
1 beaten egg
1/4 above sauce mix
  Place in baking dish and 

pour remaining sauce on top. 
Bake at 350 degrees for an hour.

Jackie Worthy, Ward Av-
enue

Potato Casserole
8-10 potatoes, cooked and 

diced
1/4 c. butter
2 cans cream of chicken soup

1-1/2 c. grated cheese
1 c. sour cream
1/2 c. green onion chopped
  Melt butter. Add soup, 

cheese and sour cream. Pour 
over diced potatoes and stir 
lightly, add onion.

Topping:
3/4 c. corn fl akes, crushed
3 T. melted butter
  Top potatoes with the corn 

fl akes and drizzle butter over. 
Bake at 350 degrees for 45 min-
utes.

Margaret Roper, Randolph 
Avenue

HomeGrown Cream of 
Tomato Soup

10 lg. fresh tomatoes, un-
peeled and quartered

1 stalk celery, chopped
1 small onion, chopped

1 bay leaf
1/4 c. fl our
2 T. sugar
Salt and pepper to taste
  Cook fi rst 4 ingredients 

on low heat, stirring often for 
about 40 minutes. Strain and 
discard juice (or save it for an-
other use). Mix in fl our, sugar 
and salt and pepper. Cook on 
low for 5 minutes, stirring of-
ten. Place 1 pat of butter in cen-
ter of each bowl before serving.

Chuck Brasher, Ward Av-
enue

Aunt Sue’s Spaghetti and 
Meatballs

Sauce:
1 med. onion, chopped
1 clove garlic
1 sml. can tomato paste
1 lg. can tomato sauce
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(256) 883-7656
Country Cooking

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

Closed Sundays 

975-E Airport Road

Restaurant With 
The Trains!

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

Parmesan cheese, grated
Parsley
Baking soda
Fennel seeds
Sugar 
Oregano
  Brown onion in oil. Add 2-4 

buttons of garlic. Add cans of 
tomato paste and sauce, 1 ta-
blespoon grated Parmesan and 
pinch of parsley. Add salt and 
pepper to taste. Add pinch of 
baking soda, sugar and 3/4 cup 
water. Add 10 fennel seeds and 
1/4 teaspoon of oregano. Sim-
mer for 1-1/2 to 2 hours with 
lid on. Be careful not to burn. 
Add meatballs, below.

Meatballs:
1 lb. ground beef (Aunt Sue 

uses 3 parts beef to 1 part pork)
1 slice white bread
1 egg
Parmesan Cheese
Garlic
Parsley
  To meat, add one slice 

bread, moistened in milk. Add 
salt, pepper, Parmesan cheese 
(1 heaping tablespoon), and 2 
buttons chopped garlic. While 
mixing, add one egg and a 
pinch of parsley. Roll mixture 
in hands to form meatballs ap-
proximately 2 inches in diam-
eter. Fry and turn until meat-
balls will hold shape; place in 
sauce, cover and cook.

Rusty George, Ward Avenue

Chris’mus Pudding
1 c. vanilla wafer crumbs 

plus extra for topping
1 egg, separated
1/4 c. sugar
3 T. rum, sherry or bourbon
1 sml. jar maraschino cher-

ries, chopped, and 1 tablespoon  
of the syrup

1/3 c. chopped pecans
1/2 pt. heavy cream, 

whipped 
  Butter a quart refrigerator 

dish and line with vanilla wa-
fer crumbs. Beat egg yolk and 
sugar. Add the 3 tablespoons 
of spirits, cherries, syrup, nuts, 
and stiffly beaten egg white. 
Fold whipped cream into this 
mixture. Pour over crumbs in 
the dish and cover with extra 
crumbs. Cover dish with waxed 
paper and freeze. Serves 6.

The Terry Family, Clinton 
Avenue

Peach Mousse
1 c. mashed peaches
1 c. whipped cream
1/2 c. sugar
2 egg whites
Pinch salt
  Mix peaches and whipped 

cream, then sugar and fold in 
the whites of the eggs. Place in 
pan and freeze.

The Huntsville Times, 1934
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964 Airport Rd. - Huntsville, Al

256-880-9920
Lunch Pasta Madness: Includes Pasta Dish, 

Salad and a drink - $10
Available at Lunch Tues - Fri 

Music on Friday and Saturday nights

Call ahead Reservations Recommended

Owned & Operated since 1963 by 
The Schrader Family, also owners 

of  Old Heidelburg and Cafe Berlin

Serving a Rich Variety of 
European Fare

Hours:
Tues, Wed, Thurs - 11am - 9pm

Friday - 11am - 10pm
Saturday - 5pm - 10 pm

Sunday Brunch 11am - 2pm

While in my first year at the University of Mis-
souri in 1947-48, three of my high school buddies 
and I started thinking how great it would be to take 
a trip out west during the coming summer. The 
others in the group were Eddie Krehbiel, Vernon 
Wood and Bob Browning. Our mode of transporta-
tion would be in Eddie's 1930 four-door Model A 
Ford, and we would finance the trip by saving our 
money from the jobs we could do during the year 
and the first part of summer. We also felt that we 
could save on our trip by camping along the side 
of the road and doing most of our own cooking. 
Eddie had a Coleman stove and a big tarp that we 
could use as a cover by making a lean-to on the 
car. We had tried this method a few times before 
the trip and found it to be a satisfactory shelter. 
We further thought that we could supplement 
our expenses by getting work picking apples in 
Washington.

Eddie's dad was a bridge contractor in the 
state of Missouri and had a warehouse in Colum-
bia, where he stored his equipment. Part of that 
equipment included a concrete mixer, so Eddie 
and I decided we would make concrete blocks 
and sell them to make extra money for the trip. 
This was really hard work, but we learned how to 
find the proper blend of cement, gravel, sand and 
water to make decent blocks, which we could sell 
for cash to add to our funds for the trip. Vernon 
earned his portion by working at a service sta-
tion. I don't remember what Bob did, but more 
about that later.

We each started a bank account where we 
could put our earnings, so that we would be able 
to write checks. By doing this we would not have 
a lot of cash with us during our adventures. Dur-
ing the early summer, Bob Browning informed us 
that he would not be going with us because he 
was not able to save enough money. We all knew 
that was not the real reason. Bob had a big crush 

on his high school sweetie, Nita Sparks, who was 
the daughter of a prominent chiropractic doctor 
in Columbia. Bob's mother very much approved 
this match and was concerned that Bob's absence, 
during the trip, might be detrimental to that 
relationship. It turned out that the relationship 
endured and they were married in 1949 and had 
a very successful marriage.

I don't know how we determined we had 
enough money to make the trip but toward the end 
of July we decided it was time to start our great 
adventure. We had installed a heavy duty fan on 
the Model A (which was famous for overheating) 
and made provisions to carry a bag of water for the 
radiator which we hung on the front of the car. We 
also had a couple of tires for use, as needed, as well 
as tire repair kits. The day for the big adventure 
finally came and we were packed and ready for 
departure on Friday, July 30, 1948! (See photo of 
packed car the day we left - top left).

Just a reminder to point out the fact that in 
1948 there was no interstate system of highways 
and most Federal highways were two lanes and 
many state and county roads were not even paved. 
They were gravel or even dirt. Most of our trip 

Our Big Trip Out West
by Don Royston
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Thadeous’s great great great awesome great grandson’s company 
is celebrating their 30th anniversary this year!

John Hunt Thadeous R. Russell
Huntsville’s First Settler Madison County’s First Commercial 

Real Estate Broker
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was on Federal U.S. highways. We were able 
to travel between 200 to 300 miles per day and, 
we stopped before dark so that we could cook 
our supper and set up our lean-to for shelter. 
We followed US 40 from Columbia all the 
way to Salt Lake City, except for an excursion 
through Colorado Springs, Colorado. The 
Model A was capable of speeds up to about 65 
mph, but most of the time we drove between 
45 & 50, and we shared the driving. The most 
comfortable seat was in the rear, even with all 
the equipment and supplies stored there. You 
could lay down to rest.

I don’t remember where we spent the first 
night; however, it was most likely between 
Topeka and Salina, Kansas. We usually looked 
for a place to spend the night just off the high-
way, but mostly out of sight of traffic which 
was fairly light during this period. Our second 
night was in western Kansas, probably around 
Sharon Springs. The drive across Kansas was 
long and not very exciting. It was mostly flat 
farm land. 

When we got to Limon, Colorado, we took 
US 24 down to Colorado Springs, where we 
set up camp near the “Garden of the Gods.” 
We had a beautiful view of Pikes Peak and the 
garden from our site. The site was not an offi-
cial camp ground and I am sure that we would 
have been booted out under today’s standards. 
The garden is an area of huge red and white 
sandstone rocks that have strange shapes. We 
drove around the garden road where we saw 
formations, such as Cathedral Spires, Balanced 
Rock, and Indian head. We talked about driv-
ing up Pikes Peak, but decided against it After 
a day or two we travelled up to State Highway 
83 to Denver where we picked up US 40 again 
to continue west.

Somewhere, at about this point in our 
journey, we started having a problem with the 
exhaust pipe coming loose from the manifold; 
but, we just kept putting it back on and contin-
ued on our way west on Highway 40 toward 
Salt Lake City. We were well into the Rocky 
Mountains now and the views were breathtak-
ing. We were on a national scenic drive, part 
of Highway 40. Translated, this means slow 
going, up-down and around many, many 
curves. We passed through Steamboat Springs 
and Craig after which the road improved and 
we saw some magnificent scenery. 

Somewhere into Utah, maybe around 
Roosevelt, we found out why the exhaust pipe 
kept coming off. The car began to miss some, so 
we went to a garage mechanic in the area and 
found the reason for our exhaust problem. The 
muffler was stopped up and the back pressure 
was great enough to blow the exhaust pipe 

off the manifold!! WOW!! We had the unpleasant ex-
perience and unexpected expense of having a valve 
grinding job. Oh, why didn’t we figure this out earlier 
when we would have had to only replace the muffler!

After the repairs, we continued on into Salt Lake 
City, where the only thing I remember seeing was the 
great Salt Lake, which has enough salt to make floating 
on the water fairly easy. We did not do this, however. 
We also saw some of the salt processing operations be-
fore heading north on Highway 89-91 through Ogden, 
Brigham City and Logan with the Wasatch Mountains 
on the east side. (Who would have thought - at this 
time - that late in 1955 and in the 60s I would have 
become familiar with these names through my work 
at Thiokol in Huntsville, AL.). 

At Logan, we took Highway 89 up to Bear Lake 
on the Utah/Wyoming border. This was a pretty blue 
lake with purple mountains in the background on the 
east side of the lake.   Following 89 into Wyoming we 
spent the night in Bridger National Forest somewhere 
below Jackson. The next day we headed north through 
Jackson arriving at Yellowstone National Park and 
the Old Faithful geyser in time to see it spout off. 
We bought food, supplies and cleaned up, then went 
over to the lodge where they were going through an 

The Ticks, The Continentals, The 
Chasers and The Precious Few

Bandmembers from the Fabulous 
60s, 70s and 80s!
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TeamRichard@comcast.net

Since 1972

Peggy & John 
Richard

(256) 603-7110

Highland Lakes Beauty

$599,000

Fabulous 5 bedroom brick basement home has it all!  Top 
of the line kitchen. Fully equipped home theatre with granite wet 
bar, ice maker, fridge and more.  20 x 30’ playroom. Two double 
garages.  Workshop area. Exercise room. Covered deck and patio. 
Convenient to everywhere. Impressive 5,000 sq. ft. home for relax-
ing and entertaining. High quality home. Wonderful clubhouse, 
pool, tennis and lakes.

126 intracoastal Drive
in Madison

“Take Control of Your Comfort”

My pessimism has never failed me, but I’m 
very sure someday it will.

annual pow-wow. 
After watching the various skits and events 

we headed for the campground. It was about 
11pm when we unloaded our equipment and 
supplies to set up camp. We rattled and dropped 
pans, until it was a wonder that we were not 
chased out. We finally got to bed around 11:30pm 
and slept until 12:30 noon the next day. We then 
went back to the Old Faithful area for a good 
look. We drove the big circle around the park and 
spent the night in a cabin at Mammoth Springs, 
since it was raining. We drove around the park 
some more the next day, then spent the night 
just north of West Yellowstone on State Road 1 
along the Madison River. I remember that it was 
really cold that night (around freezing) and it 
was about August 10th. We followed State Road 
1 to 10, then on to Butte (a mining town). 

After spending the night near Drummond, 
we headed toward Spokane. The next day I went 
in a store to buy groceries that I paid for with 
a check I had written for more than the cost of 
the groceries. I received all my change in silver 
dollars that I dropped into my pants pocket. The 
weight of the dollars made me hang on to my 
pants to keep them from falling down.

We came out of Spokane traveling west on 
US 2 to Coulee City and Dry Falls, where the 
Columbia River had once run. We then went 
south on 7 past Soap Lake, so named because 
when the wind blows, suds up to two feet tall 
form. We drove down to Vantage from Soap 
Lake and spent the night there. The next day we 
saw the Ginko Petrified Forest. The trees were 
covered with lava that had come from Canada 
many years ago. 

From Vantage,  we 
drove west to Ellensburg, 
then south to Yakima. A 
lot of fruit, such as apples, 
pears, peaches and apri-
cots are grown in the val-
ley there. Remember that 
I mentioned at the start 
of this story that we had 
thought about picking fruit 
at Yakima to earn extra 
money.  IT DIDN’T HAP-
PEN!!

From Yakima we drove 
on to Mount Rainier Na-
tional Park. The moun-
tain was not very visible 
because of rain; but, we 
could see snow. Vernon 
and I got out and walked 
about a mile to a patch of 
snow. We saw two deer, 
one a doe and the other a 
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buck, which still had velvet on its 
horns. The snow was about 2-feet 
thick and we just made a few 
snowballs and threw them. After 
we got back in the car and drove 
around a curve there was a big 
patch of snow right beside the 
road. Oh, well, at least we saw 
some deer on our previous hike. 
We then drove down to US 12 
and on west to Mossyrock where 
we spent the night. We had 
been in the Cascade Mountain 
Range most all day so Mossyrock 
looked good to us. The next day 
we drove west to US 99, where 
we went south toward Oregon. 
Near Portland we went over to 
the Columbia River gorge which 
was quite pretty.

On our way through Portland 
on US 99, our right rear wheel 
came off and went bounding past 
us. Fortunately, the traffic was 
light and the wheel did not do 
any damage nor was it damaged. 
We retrieved it, went to a parts 
store and bought a shim so that 
the wheel would have a tighter 
fit and would not come off. We 
continued on our way south to 
Eugene where we turned south-
east on State Road 58. We spent 
that night in Oakridge which is in 
the Willamette National Forest.

The next day we continued 
on 58 to US 97, then south to our 
objective which was Crater Lake. 
It is a deep, deep blue lake and 
had snow along the road around 
the lake. It was very cold, even 
though it was August 16. After 
driving around the lake, we 
headed back to US 99 and con-
tinued south toward California. 
On the way, we could see a lot of 
snow on Mount Shasta. 

We ended up spending the 
night near Redding. The next 
day we continued south toward 
Sacramento. The valley between 
Redding and Sacramento had a 
lot of olive trees, peach trees and 
hops. Vernon had a half sister in 
Sacramento and she was very 
gracious to host us for about 4 
days. We used Vernon’s sister’s 
house as a base to tour San Fran-
cisco and Berkeley. We had a 

short visit with my Aunt Lenore 
(mother’s sister), whom I didn’t 
know very well because of the 
distance. It did give me a chance 
to become better acquainted. We 
also toured Muir Woods near 
San Francisco.

After leaving Sacramento, we 
headed down toward Yosemite 
National Park. We were able 
to camp overnight there, so we 
were witness to the fireworks 
display high on the rim above 
the Visitor Center. Also, saw Yo-
semite Falls, Bridalveil Falls; and 
the massive stone formations 
of El Capitan and Half Dome, 
which were very impressive. Af-
ter touring the Yosemite roads, 

we headed down to the Sequoia 
National Park. We saw the gi-
ant Redwood and Sequoia trees; 
among the most impressive 
were the General Sherman, the 
Three Sisters, and we even saw 
one that had been cut out where 
you could drive through it. We 
also had a west-side view of the 
snow-covered Mount Whitney.

We then headed down to-
ward Los Angeles where we 
wanted to see the famous inter-
section of Hollywood and Vine, 
and also the huge Hollywood 
sign on the mountain. We did 
see these, but it didn’t take long 
for us to decide that this was no 
place for three guys from a small 
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city in Missouri driving a 1930 Model 
A Ford. We hightailed out of there and 
headed north on State Road 14 and then 
US 395 to the small town of Olancha.

We passed by the China Lake Naval 
Weapons Center on the east of High-
way 395 near Ridgecrest. As we neared 
Olancha, we could see the east side of 
the snow covered Mount Whitney. At 
Olancha, we picked up State Road 190 
and headed east toward Death Valley. 
We passed by Stovepipe Wells on our 
way to the visitor center. 

I happened to be driving during this 
time and as we approached the visitor 
center, we were supposed to stop and 
register. Well, the mechanical brakes 
on the Model A got a real test. We 
were descending from an elevation of 
around 2,300 feet to a low of around 280 
ft. below sea level. We were not able to 
stop until we passed the center, but we 
did turn around and came back to the 
center and registered. I don’t remember 
what the temperature was in Death Val-
ley that day, but the cooling system of 
the Ford got a good test and it’s a good 
thing we had a water bag. 

We continued our drive around 
Death Valley, stopping at the markers 
for points of interest. At Death Valley 
junction we drove north to US 95, then 
on to Las Vegas, Nevada. We did the 
drive thru of Las Vegas, but did no 
shows or gambling. We then drove 
down to Hoover Dam where we read 
all about its construction, how much 
concrete, etc. This, of course, is a dam 
on the Colorado River and the body 
of water behind the dam forms Lake 
Mead. The lake was a deep blue 
and is quite deep.

After seeing all we wanted 
to around Hoover Dam and 
Lake Mead, we drove north to 
pick up U.S. route 66 and head-
ed toward Flagstaff, Arizona. 
At Flagstaff we drove north to 
explore the Grand Canyon area. 
We visited part of the south rim 
before dark and then set up 
camp in the campground. We 
wanted to get up early enough 
the next day so that we could 
see the sun rise on the canyon. 
It was a very beautiful sight and 
we were able to capture all the 
beauty in glorious black and 
white with our small Brownie 

camera! We definitely were not equipped to take good pic-
tures, but we sure enjoyed the view from various vantage 
points. We did see some crazy people riding mules down 
narrow trails to the floor of the canyon. This was definitely 
not for us! After driving the rim road and seeing what we 
wanted to, we headed south to pick up US 66 for our drive 
back to Missouri and home!
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Cooool off in light 
summer dresses!

We were still a long way from home (1,400 - 1,500 
miles) and were anxious to get back. We followed 66 
through Albuquerque, N.M. to Amarillo, TX., and 
Oklahoma City, OK. We did not do much exploring 
during this time, only stopping when something 
caught our interest. 

By the time we got around Oklahoma City, we 
started having a lot of tire problems. We used our 
spares and still we were having fl ats every several 
miles. We changed tires, patched inner tubes, bought 
and used boots - just about everything related to 
worn out tires. We sure regretted not pursuing our 
original plan of picking apples or other fruit while 
in Yakima, Washington. 

I don’t know just how we worked it, but some-
how Eddie got in touch with his mother about our 
plight. She was able to either wire or send money 
to some post offi ce ahead on our route, so that we 
could pick it up. (Neither Vernon’s mother nor mine 
had the funds to help.) 

Well, we were able to pick up the check, but we 
had some problems in using the check to buy the 
needed tire. We were rather rough looking by this 
time and several places were reluctant to accept the 
check. We fi nally found a place that would accept 
it, so we bought the tire and limped our way back 
over U.S. 66 to Springfi eld or maybe Rolla, Missouri 
- and then home to Columbia.

Wrap-up of our Big Trip
Our whole trip covered around 7,500 miles over 

a period of about six weeks. I will forever be grateful 
for the experience and life-long friend-
ship of Eddie Krehbiel, Vernon Wood, 
and also Bob Browning, even though he 
did not make the trip. We were a four-
some with a special bond. We all served 
in each others’ weddings. Eddie and 
Vernon remained in the Columbia area 
and raised their families. Bob married 
Nita and they lived in the St. Louis area; 
while I spent two years in the Army at Ft. 
Bliss, TX., prior to moving to Huntsville, 
AL. where we raised our family.

I started writing parts of my story 
about 2011 and had to put it on hold; but 
now at nearly 88 years of age, I am trying 
to fi nish what I outlined. I realize that 
some events on the Big Trip have been 
left out due to the nearly 70 years since 
the trip. I was able to recall and list most 
of the places that we visited before. 

I found three letters that I had written 
my mother during the fi rst part of the 
trip. I will say that putting this in writing 
has bought back many fond memories. 
As of March, 2017, Eddie and I are still 
hanging in there and making sure to keep 
in touch.

Acupuncture is a jab well done. 
That’s the point of it.
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A little girl with tan-

gled locks peeping from 
under a calico hood and 
clad in a dress of chintz, 
loitered behind as the 
great, dusty crowd moved 
out of the gates of the 
cemetery the other day, 
after they had scattered 
their flowers and gifts to 
honor the dead. Dreamily 
she gazed after them, her 
eyes full of a faraway look 
of tenderness, until the last 
one had disappeared and 
the rattle of the drums had 
faded away.

Then she turned and 
vaguely scanned the 
mounds that rose about 

her, clutching still tighter the fast-fading bunch of 
dandelions and grave grass that her chubby hands 
held. An old man passed by and gently patted her 
curly head as he spoke her name, but she only shrank 
back still further. When he told a passing stranger that 
the little one's father was one who died on shipboard 
and was buried at sea, there was only a teardrop in 
the child's eye to tell that she had heard or knew the 
story.

When they were gone she moved on further to a 
neglected, empty lot, and kneeling down she piled up 
a mound of earth, whispering as she patted it down 
and smoothed it with her little hand. “This won’t be 
so awfully big as the others, I guess, but maybe it’ll be 
big enough so that God will see it and know that papa 
is buried here.” Carefully she trimmed the sides with 
the stray grasses she plucked, murmuring on: “And 
maybe it will grow so that it will be like the rest in 
two or three years, and then 
maybe papa will sometime 
come back and...” 

But then she paused as 
though it suddenly dawned 
on her young mind that he 
rested forever beneath the 
waves. The teardrops that 
sprang to her eyes moistened 
the little bunch of dandelions 
that she planted among the 
grasses on the mound that 
she had built. 

When the sexton passed 
that way later that night as 
he went to close the gates, 
he found the little one fast 
asleep, with her head pil-
lowed on the mound and the 
little bunch of flowers.

From 1878 newspaper

“Once you lick the frosting off a cup-
cake it’s a muffin, and muffins are very 

healthy for you.”

Janet Brinkerhoff, Huntsville
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It was the early 60s and our family radio stations in 3 cities had been 
having small Easter Egg hunts for kids for several years. This was the 
fi rst year in Huntsville, AL after buying a local TV station, that WAAY 
Radio AND WAAY-TV were going to have a jointly promoted BIG hunt, 
and prize slips inside the plastic eggs ranged from sponsor donated 
discount coupons to TV sets and one slip for a new car.

I had been out of college 10 months and working at the TV station, 
but I understood promotion, how to please sponsors and get good 
turnouts for the events.

In past years, the stations had been lucky to get several hundred 
to show up on Easter Sunday afternoon to hunt and gather the plastic 
eggs with their kids. We had used 500 eggs in the past and small prizes. 
This year of 1964, we bought 2,000 eggs and were faced with stuffi ng 
prize tickets in every one with help 
of staff and management to get the 
job done.

All we had needed in past 
years was one of these PA battery 
powered Megaphones to talk to 
the crowd and give them the "GO" 
signal.  This year with extreme Ra-
dio & TV promotion, huge prizes 
and much fanfare, we had a mas-
sive turnout. 

I was there 2 hours before the 
2 pm "Hunt" start time. We had 
scattered all the eggs in a pine 
grove area that was perfect, next 
to the city’s Milton Frank High 
School stadium and a very large 
parking lot. 

An Out-of-Control Easter Egg Hunt
by M. D. Smith, IV

A hangover is the wrath 
of grapes.
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The crowd soon began to grow by hundreds  
and spread out wide from the center area where 
we had our "Remote Car" and a couple of news 
cars. The announcers took turns walking up one 
side of the lot and back down the other end, lin-
ing people and kids up on a white parking line 
at the edge of the pine thicket while talking on 
the megaphone. You could see hundreds of the 
colored plastic eggs lying on the pine straw.

The staff was pleased but a bit fearful of a 
much, much larger crowd than we had an-
ticipated, all kinds of adults and kids mixed 
together, some still in Easter clothes. We 
could not talk to the whole crowd with the 
little megaphone, and as the 2 pm hour ap-
proached, someone at one end must have said 
something that sounded like “GO.”

Like a wave on the ocean, starting at both 
ends, as they crowded toward the pine area, 
they bolted like a herd of cattle running from 
gunshots. As the crowd ran at full speed, small 
kids and their Easter baskets were knocked 
down. The adults were scooping up eggs into 
sacks, pillow cases and whatever they had to 
gather the eggs. Most of the small kids didn’t 
get any eggs at all, besides nearly getting 
trampled.

That was the scariest thing any of us 
had ever seen and we were responsible for 
it. There were some very unhappy parents. 
Luckily no lawsuits came from the event and 
our sponsors were happy with the store traffi c 
generated by the event. 

We learned ALOT. We did do another 
one the next year, had a monster 800-watt PA 
system with 4 speakers spread through the 
front-line area, roped off areas for “kids only,” 
even had ages separated by age groups and 
10,000 eggs. The adults had their own hunt 
area. We did many more successful “Giant 
Easter Egg” hunts in years to come, but never 
one like the fi rst joint one with the Radio AND 
TV station reaching out miles away. 

We learned a lot about crowd control and 
never again had a problem.

“The only thing that prevents me from smashing 
my alarm clock every morning is the fact that 

it’s my phone.”

Jilly Martin, Athens
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To Learn how Defective Air Conditioning Systems 
Installations can Lead to allowing disease-carrying 
rats into your home, along with roaches and addi-

tional small animals, please go to our website:

Cats and the Sick, Dying, and Dead
•  At one time, people believed that 

fur and blood drawn from various parts 
of the cat's anatomy cured all ailments.

•   Early American colonists believed 
that a broth made from boiling a black 
cat would cure tuberculosis, but no one 
wanted to risk the bad luck that would 
befall them if they killed the cat.

•  A common folk cure for a stye on 
the eyelid was to rub it with the tail of 
a black cat.

•  In Transylvania, if a cat jumps 
over a corpse, the corpse will become 
a vampire.

•   In 16th century Italy, people be-
lieved that if a black cat lay on the bed 
of a sick man, he would die. However, 
they also believed that a cat will not 
remain in the house where someone is 
about to die - if the family cat refused 
to stay indoors, this was a bad omen. 

Cats and the Afterlife
•  In Japan there is a myth that cats 

turn into super spirits when they die. 
According to the Buddhist religion, the 
body of the cat is the temporary rest-
ing place of the soul of very spiritual 
people.

•  Some people believe that cats en-
gage in astral travel even in life. They 
also believe that if a cat adopts you, it 
will stay with you forever, even after 
death.

•  Back in ancient days, the Druids 
thought black cats were human beings. 
These humans in cat form were being 
punished for evil deeds.

Cats’ Connections 
to their Human 
Companions

“For Sale by Owner: 45 volumes of 
Encyclopaedia Britannica - Excellent 

condition. No longer needed - got married 
and wife knows everything.”
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CARL GAMBLE, a premier airline pilot, 
has penned a remarkable memoir, a powerful 
story about his journey from the cotton fields 
of Madison County, Alabama, to the captain's 
seat flying jumbo jets between North America 
and Europe. 

While in grade school, Gamble was in-
spired by Air Force jet fighters flying over 
Madison and his dream to become a pilot 
was born. Gamble's hard and focused work 
overcame an inauspicious start studying avia-
tion at Tennessee State University, a step-
ping stone toward a flying career for African 
Americans of small means in the 1960s.

Gamble was awarded the Air Force's cov-
eted Distinguished Flying Cross. His quick 
thinking and superior flying skills enabled him 
to land his C-47, severely disabled by enemy 
antiaircraft fire, and save the lives of his crew 
in Vietnam.

Cpt. Gamble is a former aviator, 
an author and a motivational speaker 
for youth. He is a former US Air Force 
captain and veteran of the Vietnam 
War. His Alma Mater is Tennessee 
State University. 

Carl's planes include one de-
stroyed by enemy fire and a hijacked 
airliner. There are pilots who landed 
burning airplanes and there are pilots 
who were hijacked. But Carl may be 
the first pilot to face both challenges.

www.captaingamble.biz
Available in August at Amazon.com Booklocker.com and from the website

A Story You Won’t Soon Forget....

“My Blue Yonder”, by USAF Cpt. Carl Gamble
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One of the fi rst families in the Tennessee Val-
ley was the Fennell family from Virginia who 
settled in the area that became Marshall County. 
The family grew and spread out like all families 
do, leaving history in their wake. Catherine 
(Cassie) Fennell was a young lady when the War 
Between the States rushed into the heart of the 
South engulfi ng North Alabama. We are fortu-
nate to have her writings to add to the history of 
what Huntsville and Guntersville experienced.

Cassie fi nished her schooling in Washington 
D.C. and returned home before the yankees 
showed up. Needless to say, the surprise was 
not a pleasant one. Cassie wrote several times 
throughout her diary that "the yankees lie." "The 
yankees reported that they had killed 1,500 Con-
federates when there were only about 500 men 
there. But they don't mind telling a lie, that is only 
a small one to what they tell sometimes." Confed-
erate Capt. Smith with a company of 65 soldiers 
routed Federal Capt. William T. House with the 
29th Missouri Infantry, and 4th & 9th Iowa Regi-
ments during the Claysville Rescue. Capt. House 
reported there were 150 Rebels. Major Paramore, 
commander of the 3rd Ohio Cavalry, fi red on 
Guntersville from 7 am to 6 pm on July 29, 1862. 
He reported that the town was strongly fortifi ed 
by Forrest's Cavalry. A local eye-witness said 
there were no Confederate troops around the 
town at that time, just civilians.

Cassie, like so many others in the war zone, 
realized news was often false and rumors fl ew 
quickly around the area with little facts to make 
them worth listening to. She penned “They now 
pay little attention to reports until the truth can 
be learned.” During a house 
search (one of many), a yan-
kee Captain told her sister, 
Charity Fennell Henry, that 
he thought "The Southern 
people were brave and gen-
erous people and thought we 

had the best army in the world. General Bob 
Lee was the best General in America or the 
world." "We would pretend to them that we 
believed everything they said." To make things 
more complicated, it was well known that there 
was a female yankee spy living on the north 
side of the river reporting on her neighbors 
plus anything she learned to the yankees.

A Young Girl’s Experience During the 
War in North Alabama

by Marjorie Ann Reeves

“Aging may have 
slowed me down but it 

hasn’t shut me up!”

Jay Stallings, 82
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Hampton Cove Funeral
Home, Crematory

and Cemetery

Helping Families Honor the Lives of 
Those They Love

Affordable Funeral Packages
Starting at $3,995.00

Simple Cremation Starting 
at $995.00

Excludes Removal

Call for details on Preplanning

256-518-9168

Hampton Cove Funeral Home
6262 Highway 431 South

Hampton Cove, Al    35763

"We had become accustomed to having our 
property taken and when we see yankees coming 
we always expect to lose something and that we 
would not have cared what they would take, had 
they not captured my brothers." 

Two of her brothers, Willie and Wattie, who 
were in the Confederate Army and home on 
leave,  were taken. Brother John Fennell and three 
other Confederate soldiers came near to being 
taken by the yankees. They came to the house to 
search but a little Negro boy saved the Confeder-
ate soldiers by giving them a warning to leave. 
"The Negroes here are badly frightened by the 
yankees because they treat them very badly over 
in Madison and Limestone Counties. We have 
not as yet had but two Negroes to go with the 
yankees. The yankees are surprised themselves 
at our Negroes remaining at home when nearly 
everybody is losing theirs. Shipping supplies 
into Guntersville has stopped plus payment for 
anything is diffi cult.” 

“Nearly all the money we get now is Confed-
erate bonds and they will hardly pass. Some will 
not take it at all, they would rather take anyone’s 
note. Gold and silver is very scarce. Homespun 
is now all the fashion as we can buy nothing else. 
Calico (what little there is of it) is selling at $1.50 
per yard. Shoes we will have to do without, I 
reckon, as there are none for sale.”

With not enough food for the family, soldiers 
have no conscience about taking what they want 
and burning the rest. “The people are almost 
afraid to offer resistance for fear they will destroy 
all their property.” 

“A few days ago the yankees went to Uncle 
David Allison’s house in Huntsville and did all 
the mischief they could; breaking up the furni-
ture, boxes, trunks, tearing up clothes and dash-
ing them into the yard. Stealing money 
and letters to the amount of $1,700. They 
tried to tear down the house. I have two 
cousins in Madison County; Isham Fen-
nell and Hubbard Hobbs, who the yan-
kees have ruined. They have taken all 
their meat and corn, torn up their beds, 
broken up their furniture and stolen their 
money.” 

After the Pennsylvania Cavalry sur-
prised Confederate Gen. Lyon’s Cavalry, 

Some Christians are the sweetest  
people you’ll ever meet until you try 

to sit in their pews.
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the Union camped at the Fennell plantation 
waiting for transportation to send the prisoners 
upriver. The yankees burned the Beard planta-
tion which lay next to the Fennell’s but spared 
the Fennell plantation because Mrs. Fennell 
with other women spent their time preparing 
food for the yankees.

Confederate Gen. Wheeler came into 
Warrenton with 7,000 men. “Ma has kept sev-
eral women cooking for them all day. The cav-
alry all left here this morning and everybody 
is glad of it for they are nearly as bad as the 
yankees, stealing everything they got a chance 
at.” Gen. Forrest returned through Guntersville 
on his way to Huntsville after capturing Col. 
Streight. After his exchange, Streight wrote in 
his report that Forrest had three times the men 
than him though it was really the other way 
around. Gen. Roddy and his men crossed the 
river at Guntersville to get into Tennessee. All 
around Guntersville skirmishes were taking 
place providing unsettling noises.

Not only were the cavalry attacking but 
the citizens were being shelled from the Union 
gunboats on the Tennessee 
River destroying the area. The 
yankees shelled the Fennell 
planation with 24 pounders 
several times throughout the 
war but did not hit the house. 
The family would go into the 
cellar during the shelling. 

As the gunboat passed by, 
the family would go outside 
and watch the continued shell-
ing. Cassie wrote in her diary, 
“At every report, I start and 
think of the immortal souls 
that are now hurried into eter-
nity, maybe unprepared.”
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Last Saturday night some malicious scoundrel 
killed a horse belonging to Mr. H.W. Helm, the 
well known blacksmith. The horse, a very fine one, 
was in the pasture bordering the spring branch, 
and was killed by being struck just above the eye 
with a brickbat. We trust the perpetrator may be 
discovered and appropriately punished.

Yesterday, in the Big Cove, a man named 
Stewart Wishard was shot and mortally wounded 
by a man named R.S. Buford, who was arrested. 
The trouble arose about a dispute in regard to 
crops. Wishard was cropping on Buford's place. 
It is thought Buford was justifiable.

We understand it is reported through the 
country that yellow fever is in Huntsville. This is 
untrue. There has not been a single case of yellow 
fever in Huntsville up to this time.

Mr. Timothy Murphy, of this city, received a 
dispatch last Friday from Canton, Miss., conveying 
the sad information 
that his wife, daughter 
and granddaughter 
were all down with 
yellow fever. Mr. Mur-
phy left on the next 
train for Canton and 
it is reported he has 
been seized with the 
dread disease. (Up-
date) Since writing 
the above we have 
been informed that 
all of Mr. Murphy’s 
grandchildren have 
the fever, and that one 
of them has died of the 
disease.

Appeal to Mothers - Clothing partially worn 
or outgrown, sheets or bedding of any descrip-
tion, remnants of calico or domestic, such as 
always accumulate in families - any of all these 
articles are earnestly solicited for the Orphans of 
the plague-stricken city of Memphis, and will be 
thankfully received and immediately forwarded 
if sent to Mrs. S. R. Cruse, Adams Avenue.

Miss Kate Erskine will open a School at the 
residence of Mrs. S. C. Erskine, on Franklin 
Street, on Monday, the 2nd of September. The 
patronage of the public is respectfully solicited.

Charlie Rice, the one-eyed man from Mr. 
Frank McClung’s place in Little Cove, was tried 
on a complaint before Justice Figg, last Saturday, 
charged with an attempt to rape Linda Beasley, 
aged 10 years. Rice was arrested after an inves-
tigation of the facts committed. He came from 
Jackson County.

Wanted - 10,000 pounds dried fruit, for 
which the highest price will be paid. T. J. Hum-
phrey, Hotel Building.

Sally Philips left town with her 4 children 
last night after her husband Jeremy smashed 
furniture in a drunken rage. She is staying with 
her older sister who lives on Eustis Street.  His 
rage has put him in the county lockup before.

Jesse Walters, the old street peddler, just 
passed away and $5,900 was found in the small 
apartment he lived in.

Local News 1880



Old Huntsville Page 38

Old Beliefs, Folklore & Superstitions
-  Never comb your hair after 

the sun goes down, or you will 
become forgetful.

-  If you kiss your own el-
bow, you will turn into a mem-
ber of the opposite sex.

- Three bad habits: drinking 
the glass, smoking the pipe and 
scattering the dew late at night.

- A hangover can be eased 
by rubbing 1/2 lemon under 
each armpit.

- Don’t place your shoes 
upon a table for this will bring 
bad luck for the day, cause 
trouble with your mate and 
cause you to lose your job.

- If you drop a pair of scis-
sors, it means your mate is be-
ing unfaithful to you.

- Never pound a nail after 
sundown, or you will wake the 
tree gods.

- When you move into a new 
house, always enter first with a 

loaf of bread and a new broom. 
Never bring an old broom into 
the house.

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

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

- Never give a knife as a 
housewarming present, or 
your neighbor will become 
your enemy.

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

- If you want to have a keen 
memory, never read the epi-
taphs on the headstones.

- A hypochondriac is one 
who's afraid he's sick and dead 
scared that he's not.

- For a bad headache, sleep 

with a pair of scissors under 
your bed or, place two matches 
on your forehead in the form 
of a cross, or drink a little soda 
if your headache is caused by 
indigestion.

- Never carry a hoe into the 
house. If you do, carry it out 
again, walking backward to 
avoid bad luck.

-  If you are plagued by rheu-
matism, try to get some turtle 
doves to nest near your home. 
They are thought to keep the 
rheumatism away.

- Salty soup is a sign that the 
cook is in love.

-When you’re feeling twing-
es in all your hinges, take a bath 
in rose petals.

- For a bad headache, dip 
a large white handkerchief in 
vinegar, wring it out and tie it 
tightly around your forehead 
until the headache disappears.
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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

•  This term applies to all 
diseases that can be passed 
from pets to humans.

•  All pets have the po-
tential of spreading zoonot-
ic diseases.

•  Illness can be spread by bacte-
ria, fungus, viruses or parasites enter-
ing the mouth, through the air, or by a 
break on the skin.

• Some zoonotic bacteria, viruses 
& parasites can be normal inhabitants 
of your pet's digestive or respiratory 
systems.

•  Some bacteria, viruses & para-
sites that are zoonotic do not cause dis-
ease in pets but can affect humans, so 
veterinary examinations & fecal test-
ing are recommended to evaluate your 
pet's health.

•  Fleas, ticks, mites & lice may also 
be transferred from your pet to family 
members.

Who's at Risk?
•  Infants, young children, preg-

nant women and the infirm or elderly 
have greater risk of infection & should 
use extra caution when in contact with 
pets or pet habitats.

• Young children have higher risk 
of developing zoonotic diseases be-
cause their immune systems are still 
developing and they're more likely to 
put their fingers or other items in their 
mouths.

Preventing Zoonosis
•  If a bite occurs, hold the wound 

under running water for 5 min. and  
disinfect with iodine or triple antibiot-
ic ointment. Contact a physician after 
initial cleaning. If a serious bite occurs, 
call emergency assistance.

•  Always wash hands thoroughly 
after handling any pet, habitat or items 
within a habitat.

• An anti-bacterial hand sanitizer 

should be used if soap & water 
are unavailable.

•  Pets should not be housed 
in kitchens, allowed on food 
preparation areas, or bathed in 
the kitchen sink.

• Avoid contact with pet 
habitats if you have cuts or 
open sores on your hands.

There are hundreds of dif-
ferent zoonotic illnesses that 
have been around for centuries.

All pets have the ability to 
transmit disease to humans.

Children are more frequent-
ly diagnosed with zoonotic diseases. This is because of 
their tendencies to put object in their mouths and not 
wash their hands effectively.

Proper hygiene with thorough hand washing being 
the most important, prevents many diseases from be-
ing transmitted to people.

Pets & Children
•  Many pets are not suitable for children under 5  

years of age.
• Children should always be supervised around 

pets, mouth contact with pets can spread disease.
• Washing hands well is critical.
• Children should not be the primary caretakers  

for pets & should not be solely responsible for cleaning 
habitats or picking up after pets.

• Children should avoid contact with pets if they 
have cuts or open sores on their hands.

The joys and benefits of responsible pet ownership 
often outweighs risks associated with living with a pet, 
but cleanliness is a must.

(from Petsmart.com/Careguides)

Understanding 
Zoonosis



40Old Huntsville   Page

From the Desk of 
Tom Carney

The Pilgrims did not land at Plymouth Rock and July 
4th is not Independence Day.

Sounds preposterous?
The belief that the pilgrims landed on Plymouth rock 

rests solely on the recollection of a ninety-fi ve year old 
man, 120 years after the event. Thomas Faunce told a 
crowd that his father, who arrived in America three years 
after the Mayfl ower, had once pointed out to him the rock 
as the place where the pilgrims had landed.

There is no other evidence for the tradition.
As the Coast Guard has pointed out numerous times 

since, the current would have made it impossible for a 
small boat to land at that spot. Ironically, Plymouth Rock 
never entered our history books until the 1800s when it 
was used to advertise soap.

Another great deception that has been foisted upon 
the American people is the celebration of the 4th of July 
as our nation's Independence Day.

Independence from England had been declared two 
days earlier on July 2, 1776.

Our second President of the United States of America, 
John Adams, in a letter to his wife, predicted that "the 
Second day of July, 1776 will be the most memorable 
Epoch in the History of America. I am apt to believe that 
it will be celebrated, by succeeding Generations, as the 
great anniversary Festival."

To further undermine the 

real date, a nineteenth century editor, 
in publishing Adam's original letter, 
changed the date and had Adams in-
forming his wife that "the Fourth of July, 
1776," would be the great date in history.

Even the story of Bunker Hill is a 
myth. The famous battle actually took 
place on Breeds Hill, some two thou-
sand feet away. By 1893 so many people 
believed the story that the authorities 
changed the name of Breed Hill to Bun-
ker Hill, in an attempt to correct history.

Probably the biggest hoax handed 
down in our history books is the tale 
about the Liberty Bell. It did hang in 
the statehouse but it was not rung upon 
the signing of the Declaration of Inde-
pendence. The name, "Liberty Bell" was 
given it in 1839, symbolizing the hope for 
freedom of black slaves, not the indepen-
dence of white Americans from Britain.

Another story that does not with-
stand the scrutiny of history is the battle 

The Fiction of 
History

“Don’t stick your elbow
Out so far.

It may go home
In another car.”

Burma Shave

Burma Shave signs were 
small red signs with white 
letters, they were 100 feet 
apart on highways in the 

1930s
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(256) 489-3374

 903 Memorial Pkwy. NW, Huntsville Al  35801

Try our New 
Italian Sub and Club 

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

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com
Proudly Serving You for 56 Years

Kitchen Closes 30 minutes 
before closing time

Pizza like you remember it!

Like us on Facebook

of the Alamo. Contrary to popu-
lar belief, the defenders were 
not all heroes. Colonel Travis, 
the commander, had abandoned 
his pregnant wife and two year 
old child in Alabama, before 
ending up in Texas. In the oath 
he took, he lied, claiming to be 
a widower.

Jim Bowie was running from 
the law and Davy Crockett had 
left his home in Tennessee,  
where he had become a fi gure 
of ridicule.

There is absolutely no proof 
that the defenders of the Alamo 
fought to the last man. On the 
contrary, overwhelming con-
temporary evidence indicates 
that Davy Crockett and his Ten-
nesseans surrendered, rather 
than fi ght it out hand-to-hand. 
Incidentally independence was 
not the only thing they were 
fi ghting for; they had also been 
promised large grants of land in 
return for their efforts.

Few people today remember 
that the song “Yellow Rose of 
Texas” was a song about Santa 
Anna’s mistress. In the original 
version the chorus line was, 
“She’s the sweetest rose of color, 
this girly I ever knew.”

In 1903, the Texas Historical 
Society decided to sanitize their 
history and rewrote the words 
accordingly.

Teddy Roosevelt never 
charged up San Juan Hill. The 
hill they captured was Kettle 
Hill and when they fi nally got 
around to San Juan Hill, the 
Spaniards had already fl ed.

William Randolph Hearst, a 
publishing magnate and close 

personal friend who was aware 
of Roosevelt’s political aspira-
tions, ordered the name change 
in his newspapers. The reason 
he gave was, “San Juan sounds 
more heroic than Kettle.”

Here in Huntsville, when 
they fi nally got around to writ-
ing a State Constitution (1819), 
it seems as if one of their big-
gest problems was keeping the 
delegates sober. They actually 
had to call the sheriff to remove 
some of the offending delegates.

No history book of Hunts-
ville prints the fact that our 
Huntsville Hospital got its start 
from a bordello or that Brahan 
Spring Park is named after a 
swindler. Also, that the first 
voting rights demonstration in 
Huntsville occurred shortly af-
ter the Civil War when a group 
of ex-Confederate soldiers held 
a protest demanding their vot-
ing rights be restored.

Creamy Garlic 
Dip

1 8-oz. pkg. cream 
   cheese
3 T. whole milk
1 t. garlic, minced
Salt to taste
1 t. chopped parsley
1/2 t. paprika

  Mix cream cheese 
with the milk, add 
garlic, salt to taste and 
mix thoroughly. Add 
parsley and paprika 
and mix. Garnish with 
a stem of parsley and 

serve.

“A virgin forest is a 
forest where the hand of 
man has never set foot.”

Answer on a 5th grade 
Geography test
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Serving Huntsville and North 
Alabama since 1939

For All your Electrical Needs
Breaker Panel Changeouts and Service Upgrades

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

Clark Electric Co.

"I'm sorry, but your daughter will probably not live through the night", 
Mr. and Mrs. O.F. Moon of Hazel Green, AL were told on December 19, 1936. 
Their first born, Mary Margaret, was diagnosed with cerebral palsy, had severe 
respiratory problems and deformities of her right arm and leg, bent in a posi-
tion of seemingly permanent uselessness. Mr. Moon sent for his mother so she 
could at least see the baby before she passed. That was almost 80 years ago and 
as Mary will tell you, "I'm still here". From that day forward she has proven 
that she is determined to live life to its fullest and her story is quite remarkable.

Right away she started to flourish, determined to be all she could be. Mary 
learned early how to pull cotton out of the bolls and how to sew. Over the years 
she has made clothes, aprons, pillow cases, and scarves, embroidering beauti-
ful designs on some, including quilts.

When she was 13 years old and strong enough to undergo surgery Mary 
had her leg straightened so she could walk with the help of a surround walk-

er. She spent almost a year in 
the hospital recovering. Later 
she was able to use a one arm 
crutch to help her walk with 
someone always holding her 
elbow. 

Her strong will made her 
able to attend school for the 
first time where she received 
extensive speech and physical 
therapy at Charlanne School 
for crippled children in Bir-
mingham, AL. She also at-
tended West Clinton Elemen-
tary School in Huntsville, 
AL where she completed the 
eighth grade. 

About age 20 Mary attend-
ed the Alabama Trade School 
and they helped her gain her 
first "paying" job, a clerk at a 
trailer park general store called 
Paradise Grocery. She even 
worked for WAAY-TV Chan-
nel 31 in Huntsville, AL as a 
"reporter". She was provided 
with a scanner and as she went 
about her day if she heard any-
thing she thought was inter-
esting she would call in to the 
station and they would inves-
tigate.

Mary loves babies, any-
one's babies, and although she 
never married she has more ba-
bies than anyone else on earth. 
Mary helped welcome a total of 
13 children into the Moon fam-
ily including another daughter 

The Extraordinary Life of Mary Margaret Moon
by Michelle Moon Speck

Scotty Fix It
Let me help you with any type of 
household repair or remodeling 

jobs!”

(256) 503-2922 text or call

* Painting, 1 Room at a Time or  Whole House
* Drywall Repair, Small & Large
* 18 Years Experience

Email:  sbsmith@hiwaay.net
Visit:  www.scottyfix.com
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who was more severely handi-
capped than herself. Glenda 
lived only six weeks. She loves 
babies so much that when her 
eighth sibling was born and 
she was still recovering from 
her surgery, her mother had 
to sneak the baby into the hos-

pital in a bag for Mary to see. 
Along with her siblings Mary 
has 18 nieces and nephews, 30 
great nieces and nephews, and 
1 great-great nephew, all of 
whom are "her babies" who all 
love their "Sissie" as she is affec-
tionately known by family.

When asked about the most 
difficult time of her life her 
answer is, "When my Mother 
died". Mary's mother passed 
in 1988, Mary was 52 years old. 
She had lived at home with her 
mother and father. Everyone 
else had grown up and moved 
out. Mary and her father tried 
to take care of each other but it 
proved too much. By this time 
Mary was confined to a wheel-
chair. 

In 1990 Mary decided to 
move to McMinnville to live 
with her sister and brother-in-
law, Faye and Carl Malone. It 
was there that Mary decided to 
finish high school and took her 
GED test several times. Howev-
er, it was not to be, she missed 

passing the test by two points.
Two years after moving 

to McMinnville a cousin sug-
gested that she try living on 
her own. No one dreamed she 
could do that but once again, 
Mary proved them wrong. She 
moved into Beersheeba Tower 
on Main Street. She initially 
had a 5th floor apartment (un-
til one opened up on the first 
floor). She learned to operate 
the elevator, laundry facilities, 
cooked her own meals (receiv-
ing one from Meals on Wheels), 
and clean her apartment. Some-
thing worth mentioning here is, 
Mary only has use of one arm 
so she must to use her feet to 
travel in the wheelchair, and 
the wheelchair is what limited 
her outside time. One day that 
all changed. She got an electric 
chair, now there is no place she 
can't go. She goes to the grocery 
store, farmer's market, post of-
fice and bank. For 24 years she 
has lived on her own. Mary will 
admit to being a packrat. Her 
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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

closets, desk, file cabinet, drawers, and even under 
her bed are packed with boxes and boxes of keep-
sakes. Chances are that if you’ve sent her anything, 
she still has it, and most likely in the original enve-
lope, box, or gift wrap that was with it. She is very 
sentimental, still having clothes her mother made 
her over 40 years ago.

A word of caution: if Mary ever asks if you 
would like to play Rook and offers a sweet smile, 
watch out! She has played Rook for most of her 
many years, using a wax paper box to hold her 
cards in the early days. She has a new “fancy” card 
holder now. And she is ruthless! No, her family or 
friends do not “let” her win, she can do that all by 
herself. She also enjoys playing Rummy, BINGO, 
watching Game Show Network and answering the 
questions before the contestants do. She is also a 
regular caller on a local talk show “Town Talk 
with Kelly and Bobby”. Her speech impedi-
ment doesn’t stop her at all, they love her as 
much as she loves them.

As much as Mary loves her family and 
friends, she will be the first to tell you that 
she loves her Lord and Savior Jesus Christ the 
most. She was a member of Union Grove Bap-
tist Church in New Market, AL for many years. 
It is amazing how many people still remember 
her coming “every time the doors were open”. 
She is currently a member of Madison Street 
Baptist Church in McMinnville where she at-
tends Sunday School and worship services. 
She loves gospel music knowing the words to 
most hymns and singing them her own way. 
She has attended many gospel quartet concerts 
and her favorite group is The Inspirations. She 
has over 100 long-playing albums along with 
numerous CD’s and videos.

If you’ve ever met Mary, 
you will never forget her and 
she will never forget you. She 
has maintained friendships 
for over 60 years from cards, 
letters, Facebook and email.

Mary celebrated her birth-
day last year with three par-
ties from New Market to Mc-
Minnville. This very happy, 
colorful, intelligent, and de-
termined lady has out-lived 
her doctor’s expectations. We 
don’t know what the next 
phase of her life holds, but if 
it’s anything like the first 79 
years she will do many great 
and wonderful things, for 
God and anyone else she can 
show love to.
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Pastor Bro. Robert Burns & congregation invites 
you to come and enjoy the good news of  God’s Word.
Where Jesus can free you from the bondage of  sin.

We do have handicap facilities, and a warm welcome. 
For a ride or questions 

Church of God

Services Wed. 6 pm  -  Sun. 10:30 am & 5 pm  

Call (256) 541-0252

4115 9th. Ave. SW, Huntsville, Al  35805

Where Salvation Makes you a Member

Next to the Westlawn Middle School

Time was on a bobsled run, 
stealing my youth from me at 
a breakneck speed and forcing 
me to face my fast approaching 
future, whether I was ready or 
not. An eminent participation 
as a member of the first gradu-
ation class of Lee High School 
was demanding me to tie up 
some loose ends in my life and 
do so in short order. It had al-
ready been foretold I would 
leave my home on Webster 
Drive in Lincoln Village the day 
after graduation and move to 
Memphis, the new city where I 
would begin my college days. 
It was a trip of six hours and 
several hundred long miles 
away from my past. It would 
be a permanent change in my 
life which I dreaded.

One of those loose ends 
needing my attention was re-
trieving my precision Chica-
go roller skates from Carter's 
Skateland on Traylor Island, 
the skating rink where they 
were stored to be used on one 
of my frequent past trips to the 
establishment.

Roller skating had been 
my obsession for many years 
and often I had gone to the 
local rink as many as four or 
more times in a week. I was a 
student at Huntsville Jr. High 
and about 12 or 13 years old 
when I first got bitten by the 
skating bug. I lived on East 
Clinton at the time, and when 
we could afford it, my friend 
Mike Thompson and I would 
share the cost of a Cresent 
Cab ride to the rink. More of-
ten we walked the two mile 
route, making a short cut cut-
ting across Pinhook Creek to 
come up in the field behind 
Carter's. It was a treacherous 

route when the creek had risen. 
Sometimes we arrived at our 
destination with soaked tennis 
shoes and soggy pant legs. At 
first it was just the anguish and 
then fun of the sport itself and 
eventually I realized I finally 
found my calling. My older 
brother Don had always been 
an athlete, and was good at all 
the high school sports. I was 
much smaller than him, not 
athletic at all, and living in his 
shadow most of my life. 

It was on the skate floor at 
Carter's where I found I had a 
natural talent hiding inside me, 
and the much-required balance 
needed to become a master of 
roller skating. I felt inspired by 
the 1950 Mickey Rooney film 
I had seen at the Center The-
ater on one of my early trips to 
the 10-cent second-run movie 
house. "The Fireball” was a film 
in which Mickey portrayed a 
roller derby beginner who rose 
to fame as a skater. Perhaps it 
was because Mickey Rooney 
was small like me that the story 
moved me, I'll never know for 
sure. I would tell myself "I'm 
the fireball" as I circled the roll-
er rink. Unfortunately I shared 
this secret with Mack Yates, a 
Boy Scout friend, one night and 

to my regret he replied, "You're 
not a fireball, you're more like a 
butterball!" He would still call 
me by that nickname, even to-
day, if we met.

It was in the music filled, 
spotlight lit, kid infested arena 
when I first started noticing 
girls. In the beginning, follow-
ing normal rink-accepted pro-
tocol, I usually just held a girl's 
hand when I first skated with 
her. That wasn't the same body 
contact that I got at a Saturday 
night dance when the lights 
were low and the music de-
manded bodily contact. Now 
as skills progressed the hand 
holding was replaced with a 
hand on a curved waist, or 
both hands on both hips if you 
were a good enough skater to 
skate backwards and could do 
so while she put her hands on 
your shoulders or neck. The 
close face to face contact was 
exciting for a teenager explor-
ing puberty. I was that good.

My skates were special to 
me and expensive. Unlike the 
rental skates available at Cart-
er's, mine had precision wheels 
and were much more maneu-
verable and were part of the 
reason I could skate as well as I 
did. They were an unexpected 

The Fireball
by Tommy Towery
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gift from Gene Bales, one of Don's best friends who 
had given up shaking. Carter's would allow people 
to leave their skates at the rink for free, so it was not 
necessary to haul them back and forth between vis-
its. It is no mystery it was at the rink where my skates 
were stored where I fi nally built up the nerve to ask 
a girl to skate with me. It would take much more 
nerve and several more years to eventually build up 
the courage to actually ask a girl for a date. It was 
always a thrill when I got there early and waited on 
bated breath to see if a particular girl would show 
up, and a thrill of relief to catch the sight of her at 
the window buying her ticket. That was long before 
I had the nerve to make a phone call to fi nd out in 
advance if she was planning on coming. Over time I 
always seemed to get a crush on some particular girl 
and my hormones raced at the sight of her.

I remember a faithful New Year’s Eve I spent at 
Carter’s with my crowd of friends including some-
one for whom I had particular feelings. There was a 
special New Year’s Eve party after the normal skat-
ing session that night. There were hats and noise 
makers, and I and my best friend at the time were 
enjoying the merriment. It was an exceptional night, 
with a live band instead of the normal 45-rpm re-
cords spinning. As the midnight hour rolled near, 
we all stopped skating and huddled in a large group 
in front of the band. I was standing with my best 
friend, the girl I liked, her friend, and a whole crowd 
of other nameless faces.

I had planned my actions for the moment well 
in advance. As the clock struck midnight, I would 
take my girl in my arms and kiss her, right on the 
lips. It would be a fi rst. I had never even had a real 
date with her, much less mouth-to-mouth contact. 
I had just been with her at the skating rink and we 
skated most of the couple’s skate sessions together. I 
knew she felt the same way about me as I did about 
her, but also was aware she was just as shy as I was. 
That night, we would be given the perfect excuse to 
elevate our relationship. Anticipation built up inside 
of me as the countdown to midnight and the new 
year started.

I positioned myself near her. We all counted 
down from ten, just like on television. Five, four, 
three, two, one, Happy New Year! The shouts went 
out. The noise makers fi lled our ears. I turned to-
ward her. I gathered all the nerve I could muster 

inside me and prepared myself for the big 
moment. As the celebration exploded, she 
made a move. She turned. Then she threw 
herself into the open arms of my best friend 
standing beside me. I stood in silence. Wait 
a minute. “Is this a country and western 
song? What’s going on? This isn’t really 
happening. Things like this only happen 
in movies, not in real life.” My best friend 
stood there and kissed my girl.

The crushing experience left an impact 
on my young mind. I felt like a fool, dazed 
beyond words. I just stood there, with the 
two of them together. I didn’t even get a 
second-place hug. I was so embarrassed by 
the event that I didn’t stay long enough to 
see if she would hug me when she fi nally 
let go of him. I didn’t really want to know. 
I dropped my head and must have looked 
like Eeyore as I skated off feeling sorry for 
myself, as the band played “Should auld 
acquaintance be forgot....”

It was not in the cards she would ever 
be my girlfriend, but remains a Facebook 
friend even today. I did not lose my best 
friend over that either, but later we parted 

“Moses died before he ever reached Canada. 
Then Joshua led the Hebrews in the battle 

of Geritol.”

Answer on 4th grade 
Religion test
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Let our Team Quickly Liquidate your Family’s Estate 
into Cash for you and your Loved ones. From Start 
to Finish let us Help you, because No One Should 

have to Do it Alone

Andrea Wood
Ph. (256) 797-0305

Patricia Fulmer
Ph. (256) 683-4539

At Home
Estate Sales & Liquidation, LLC

For a Free Consultation, please call.

ways over another girl. I am happy to say 
time heals all wounds and he is back to 
being a friend today. Later in my future I 
would finally find the girlfriend and skating 
partner I had looked for in my thousands of 
revolutions around the wooden skate rink. 
It was more than puppy-love, but too rocky 
to survive a commitment. Still, we would 
spend many wonderful hours together on 
wheels. By my senior year in high school 
we had gone steady and broken-up at least 
four times. The last time had been in the be-
ginning of the year.

By my final year of high school roller 
skating had become less frequent for me 
though. The local teen dances at Bradley’s 
Cafeteria and the National Guard Armory 
had replaced its attraction in my existence. 
It was purely physical. You never could get 
as close to a girl when you were skating as 
you could in a nice slow dance to a song like 
“Theme from a Summer Place” or “Smoke 
Gets in Your Eyes.” It wouldn’t be fair to 
say you never got as close on skates be-
cause sometimes you did. Sometimes you 
got a lot closer, whether you planned to or 
not. There were times when you ended up 
on top of your partner when your wheel 
ran over a piece of discarded chewing gum 
on the floor or you tumbled over other skat-
ers who had already fallen in front of you. 
It took great reaction skills to stop in time.

So, on that special night in 1964, on one 
of my final nights before graduation, I felt 
a compelling draw to a final pilgrimage to 
the skating rink. None of the males in my 
current crowd were skaters and know-
ing my final days in my home town were 
numbered I wanted no opposite sex com-
mitments to make me heart broken when it 
came time to leave. 

I was feeling melancholy and the mem-
ories of my earlier days were strong and be-
cause of them, I found the urge to go back 
to the skating rink, even if it was a solo trek. 
The girls of my past would not be there. 
They had all moved on to other activities. 
For that reason, I spent the evening rolling 
around in circles alone and thinking of the 
past. 

I remembered Barbra Seeley, Sherry 
Adcock, Pam Grooms, Carolyn McCutch-
eon, Dianne Hughey, and Ginger Cagle. I 
even remembered the other nameless girls 
who wouldn’t skate with me when I asked. 
I watched the ten and eleven-year-old boys 

and girls with whom I now skated and imagined 
what they had ahead of them. It made me smile.

Yet, whether it is in search of lost youth, old 
friends, or who knows what, we seem compelled to 
return to those places which hold fond memories of 
our past. It’s like the lost dogs we read about who 
cross several states to return to their old homes and 
masters. Whatever steers them must affect humans 
in the same way sometimes. A voice keeps calling 
us back, but when we arrive, the voice belongs to a 
stranger. In reality, the stranger is not the stranger 
we see, but us instead. We are strangers in an un-
strange land. The places are the same. The people 
were there and they all seem to know each other, 
but not me. They were having a good time. I was 
the one who no longer seemed to belong. A strange 
time-warp seemed to have me trapped, keeping me 
from returning to the fun I once knew. My skating 
partners for the night were my memories.

Yes, a strange force drew me back to the skat-
ing rink that night. That same force is a constant in 
the changing universe of our lives, and it is strong. 
The force seems destined to draw us back to the 
good times of our lives and compels us to remember 
when things were not quite as complicated and wor-
ries were not as big as today.

That force is our own memory.
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When we moved into the 
rock house on Toll Gate Road 
there was a boy living just 
across the road that was about 
the same age as me. His name 
was Morgan O'Neal Burgess 
but his nickname was Tim. 
This was in the early 1930s.

The Burgess house was 
across the road from our house. 
It was a 4 or 5 room house, had 
a gutter pipe running from the 
house to a cistern in the front 
yard. They drew water from 
it and they must have drank 
the rain water. They had no 
bathroom and there was a lot 
of bushes on the east side of 
their house that they must 
have used as a bathroom. At 
least my daddy had built an 
outhouse on his property, and 
at this time there was no water 
on the Cedar mountain. Later 
daddy had them drill a well in 
the back yard and they had to 
go down 180 feet before they 
hit water. He put a deep well 
pump in it and built a little 
pump house over it to protect 
it from freezing.

There were some really 
large, solid limestone rocks in 
the Burgess yard too.

When my sister Alice was 
born in the rock house (yes 
doctors back then made house 
calls) Tim and I were playing 
in a crevice between two solid 
rocks and they were complete-
ly over our heads..

One night we were awak-
ened by a commotion and 
bright red lights.

The Burgess's house 
was on fire and burned to 
the ground. Fire insurance 
was virtually impossible to 
get back then because there 
was no city water on the 
mountain. Luckily Tim and 
all his family got out safely, 
but it must have been a big 
tragedy for them to start all 
over again. They just built a 
two room house and Tim's 
daddy was dead. They had 
a little money from when 
Tim’s dad worked at the 

courthouse making abstracts. 
Jess had studied law but didn’t 
graduate so he was working 
for a lawyer.

Tim and I struck up a 
friendship that lasted all our 
lives, though.

We roamed all over Monte 
Sano Mountain from top to 
bottom. Back then in the early 
1930s the mountain had very 

few people living there when 
we lived on Cedar Mountain 
and very few on top of the big 
mountain.

Tim, his older brother Joe 
Roy and I played in their house 
attic. Up there were at least a 
dozen or more swords. They 
were real and from the Civil 
War and beyond, some with 
flat blades and some with nar-
row blades. Tim's father must 
have been a collector of swords. 

His name was Jess Burgess 
and he drank whiskey just 
about all the time. He had cir-
rhosis of the liver and the doc-
tor told him that if he did not 
quit drinking he would die. He 
didn't stop so he died.

We could plainly see the 
old Monte Sano Hotel on top 
of the mountain and Tim was 
with me when we got inside it 
in spite of the watchman and 
his dogs. We had to very quiet 
or we would alert the dogs and 
the watchmen and he would 
make us get out. But luck was 
with us and they never did 
know that we were there.

Both Tim and I built tree 
houses near our homes. I built 
mine in a large cedar tree and 
he built his in a oak tree. I had 
a paper route at that time so I 

My Good 
Friend Tim 

Burgess
by Harry S. Dill



49Old Huntsville   Page

Archipelago Botanicals
Lampe Berger

Patience Brewster
Alabama & Auburn Gifts

Kitras Art Glass
Carruth Studio - Stone 

Home & Garden Accents
Jim Shore

European Soaps

in Five Points

New Merchandise and 
Cards you’ll Love

(256) 534-5854
716  Pratt Avenue 
in Five Points

neighborhood 
card & gift

had money. I had a big thick 
Johnson Smith and Company 
catalogue and saw where you 
could make a 100 power tele-
scope if you bought the lens, so 
I did just that. 

When I got the lens I went 
behind Mason Furniture Store 
and found a cardboard tube 
that a rug had been rolled up 
on. I cut the tube to about half 
its length and inserted my 
telescope lens. I also found a 
smaller tube and inserted the 
eye piece. When finished I had 
a working telescope of 100X, 
60X and 30X power. Tim and I 
would look at the moon, plan-
ets and stars at night and in the 
day we would look at the old  
hotel and the top of the moun-
tain. A creek ran through all of  
Fagan’s Hollow and we found 
a place that had a solid rock 
bottom so we dammed up the 
creek and made it deeper there.  
We spent many hours swim-
ming and just soaking there on 
hot summer days. Tim’s older 
brother Joe Roy Burgess joined 
us at times.

On the south side of the 
mountain about half way up 
we could see the “Poor House” 

and a little way from it was 
a big water tank on steel 
frames. One winter it got 
so cold that the sap froze in 
a lot of the trees and they 
split apart and we looked 
at the water tank and it had 
bent the steel frames it sat 
on and was on the ground. 
The snow and ice must have 
added so much extra weight 
that it all fell down.

In the summer Tim and 
I would go up on top of the 
mountain and drink ice cold 
water at Cold Springs. We 
would go straight north and 
cross the Bankhead Park-
way, down a small path that 
led to a cave that had both 
stalactites and stalagmites. It 
was a pretty little cave. 

They had just built the 
Bankhead Parkway up the 
north side of the mountain 
and leading to Monte Sano 
Park. Tim and I walked up 
and down the old train bed 
that used to run all the way 
up the mountain. I think 
that it started somewhere 
on Pratt Avenue because 
there was something like a 
train bed in the middle of 
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The Ark

256.851.4088
A No-Kill Animal Shelter

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al   35806

Hours Tues. - Sat.  11 am - 4 pm

Boots
Hello, my name is Boots. I came to 
the Ark because my disabled com-
panion could no longer care for me. 
I am a one-year-old beautiful black 
and white cat and wear my hair 
medium length. I am dependable, 
trustworthy, loyal, affectionate and 
sociable. I am looking for a loving 
home life. The Ark discovered my 

front toenails had been removed.  I am not an outdoor cat and one of my 
requirements is to keep me inside at all times.  I am very good with my 
bathroom habits, but require that you keep it fresh and clean. I do not 
cook and I will expect you to always make sure I have food and water. 
If you can promise all this to me I will supply you with lots of affection 
and love.  Will you agree to my requirements?  Then when you come 
to the Ark, ask to see Boots. That’s me.

the street. It continued along 
somewhere where the Park-
way began and crossed Toll 
Gate Road at the last house on 
that road (now apartments) 
before it entered the Parkway. 
Then we went across the fence 
going south, then a bridge over 
a dry creek and went just east 
of the Fagan Hollow spring 
going south until we ran into 
so much underbrush we lost 
sight of it. It must have wound 
it way back towards the top of 
the mountain and the Monte 
Sano Hotel.

Tim liked to be in the wil-
derness where there were very 
few people, so after a while 
we decided to go up on top of 
Green Mountain.

Green Mountain is just 
south of Monte Sano and be-
fore you get to the Tennessee 
River. We walked up to the 
top of Green Mountain and on 
to the back of it we could see 
the river. There was an old de-
serted house by the side of the 
road and we spent the night 
there. It was a full moon that 
night and we saw that a farmer 
had a fi eld full of watermelons 
so we selected one and brought 
it back to the deserted house to 
eat. We did not have anything 
to cut it with so we threw it 
down and broke it open and 
ate it with our hands.

As we grew older Tim and 
I did a lot of swimming. My 
Uncle Alvin had taken me to 
the Huntsville Swimming Pool 
a little down the Big Spring 
waterway and to the left I for-
got the name of the street. I re-
member that after we changed 
to our bathing suits we had to 
walk through a trough of liq-
uid in the doorway to kill any 

athletes’ foot anyone had be-
fore we could go into the pool. 
Uncle Alvin taught me to swim 
there. He had no children and 
I think now that he may have 
considered me his child. He 
was always very good to me.

Tim and I started swimming 
a lot in the Tennessee River at 
Whitesburg Bridge. We also 
used a rowboat and went over 
to Hobb’s Island in the middle 
of the river. There was a herd 
of goats there.

We fi shed some too. We 
started swimming up and 
down the side of the river. We 
got in good swimming shape 
and we swam as far or more 
than the mile across the river. 
One day we decided to swim 
across the river and we did it! 
We walked back on the bridge 
to the other side. We swam 
across it several times after 
that. Then one day we decided 
to swim across and then back 
across. We did that too but we 
were just exhausted  when we 
reached the other side.

We always started well up 
above the bridge because the 
current would carry us down 
stream but we always would 
get to the other side before get-
ting to the bridge. Well, on this 
day we decided to swim over 
and back as we had done a few 
times before. We swam over 
and started back but about in 
the middle of the river Tim got 
the cramps, really bad. 

I took hold of him and kept 
his head above water and tried 
to swim with him to the other 
side, but the current took us 
down river to one of the middle 
concrete pilings of the bridge 
so we rested holding to that 
concrete pile for a while. Then 
we tried to go on to the shore 
and we were fl oating way past 
the other side of the bridge due 
to the swift river current. We fi -
nally did make it to shore and 
and took a good long rest as we 
were both worn out. 

After that we stopped 
swimming so much in the Ten-
nessee River.

“You know that your 
landing gear is up and 
locked when it takes 

full power to taxi to the 
terminal.”

Bob Hoover, Test Pilot
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Johanna has advanced Alzheimer’s and has 
lost the ability to care for herself. She lives in a 
nursing home where someone else bathes, feeds, 
and clothes her. She no longer walks or talks 
but spends her days in her reclining chair. Her 
daughters wanted to offer her something special 
but struggled to find the right thing. Johanna’s 
caregiver, Janet, heard one of my presentations 
on the power of music therapy and knew she’d 
found the right gift for Johanna. She spoke to the 
daughters and they agreed to try this therapy; after 
all, their mother loved to sing and was in the Good 
Shepherd Church choir for years.

Janet joined me on that first offering of my 
music. I came prepared with the songs Johanna’s 
daughters said were her favorites. When I began 
to sing the first song on my list, “Be Not Afraid,” 
Johanna turned her head to the music coming from 
my guitar; and when the lyrics reached her, she 
began to smile. She recognized the words she’d 
sung in choir years ago. By the time I got to the 
chorus, she was tapping her foot on her chair and 
laughing. 

It was almost miraculous the change that oc-
curred in her. She had gone from being totally 
unresponsive to being completely engaged in the 
music, her music. Janet looked to me with a great 
big smile. She had found what her daughters 
were looking for; a therapy to touch the heart of 
their mother, a therapy to reach into her world 
and make contact with the part of her that was 
still alive. 

I sing to Johanna every week now, bringing 
my guitar and all her favorite songs. Sometimes 
I bring a drum or a bell for her to play. She needs 
my hands to guide and help her play the instru-
ments. On a few occasions, 
Johanna has reached out as if 
in search of my own hand. I 
respond each time by putting 
my hand in hers. Then she will 
squeeze it or tap the rhythm 
of the song I’m singing. I feel 
a wonderful connection to her 
when this happens.

It is my goal, each time I vis-
it, to reach Johanna wherever 
she is inside her mind. Some 
days it takes two or three songs, 
and other days it takes just one 
verse to bring out that genuine 
smile and that heartfelt laugh. 
Then I know I’ve reached her.

Jennifer Jonas’ short stories about the people 
she’s helped with her music will touch you 

and you won’t forget them.
Jennifer is a local author and this is her first book.

Available on www.jenniferjonas.com

The Power of Music to Reach Within
by Jennifer Jonas, 

Accredited Music Therapist
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Those Days are long gone, but Mary Jim Ailor still believes in offering 
the same dedicated, personal service that makes our city 

such a special place in which to live.

256-658-2718

Helping families 
with downsizing and 

organizing
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