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“Don't Ever 
Leave Me”

There was a small Christmas 
tree in the middle of the table, 
decorated with bits of tinsel and 
foil. Sitting in front of the tree 
was the old couple holding hands 
and singing Christmas carols. 
Every few minutes the lady would 
hesitate and her husband would 
patiently coax her on the words.

Though Christmas was still 
several days away, remnants of 
wrapping paper were scattered 
about the table where the woman 
had opened her presents.

She lifted her face to him and 
he kissed her on her cheek.

Also in this issue: A Christmas Angel



Old Huntsville Page 2

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

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

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

A Hardware Store....

The Way You Remember Them

222 Washington St - 539-5777
____________________________________________________i»



Old Huntsville Page 3

“Don't Ever 
Leave Me” 

by Tom Carney

Will Kendricks, hidden by the 
thick underbrush, sat patiently 
watching the scene in front of 
him. Across the small clearing 
with the Tennessee River flow
ing in the background, an old 
man dressed in faded overalls 
was chopping wood. Every few 
minutes he would glance at the 
shotgun leaning against a near
by tree. A few feet from him was 
his wife, rocking slowly back 
and forth in a rocking chair.

It could have been some rus
tic scene from an old Norman 
Rockwell painting had it not 
been for the length of rope tied 
to the woman's leg. Frequently 
she would get up and walk to
wards the woods, only to be 
brought up short by the rope. 
The old man would go over and 
talk to the woman and then, tak
ing her by her hand, would gen
tly lead her back to the rocker.

Suddenly the old man froze, 
looking straight at the woods 
where Kendricks was hiding. 
Grabbing his shotgun, the man 
began yelling loudly, ordering 
the unseen intruder off the land.

“It takes 65,000 errors 
before you are qualified to 

make a rocket.”

Wernher von Braun 

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr. 
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B 
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“No Representation is made that the quality of the legal services to be performed is greater than the quality of 
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After firing a shot in the air as 
a warning, he ran to where his 
wife was sitting, and untying 
the rope, hurriedly led her into 
the house.

“He's crazy,” thought Kend
ricks as he fled the woods. “He's 
absolutely crazy!”

Walking back to the road 
where his truck was parked, 
Kendricks began thinking about 
the events that had led to this bi
zarre confrontation.

Since the beginning of time 
the Tennessee River had been a 
wild untamed waterway stretch
ing from the Smoky Mountains, 
down through northern Ala
bama and up to the Ohio River. 
While the river provided food 
and transportation for the early 
settlers, it also became a curse 
for people living too close to it 
during the flood seasons. Rising 
flood waters devastated farm 
lands and often made travel on 
the river impossible.

In one memorable winter in 
the early 1900s, the Tennessee 
River near Decatur, Alabama, 
had swollen to a width of almost 
a mile.

As part of his New Deal in 
the early 1930s Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt began construction 
of a series of dams throughout 
the entire length of the river to 
provide flood control and also 
generate a cheap source of elec
tricity. For a region of the coun
try in the midst of the greatest 
economic Depression it had ever 
known, the influx of jobs pro
vided the only hope of survival 
for countless people.
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In 1932, even before the loca
tion of Guntersville Dam was an
nounced, the Tennessee Valley 
Authority (TVA) began making 
plans to purchase the lands ad
jacent to the river. Though many 
landowners vigorously fought 
the idea of moving, they realized 
they had no other choice. Either 
they took what the TVA offered 
them, or their land would be 
taken by court action.

Much of the land was occu
pied by sharecroppers and ar
rangements were made to find 
other landowners who needed 
farm hands, with the TVA often 
providing trucks to move the 
families.

By 1935, the TVA had ac
quired title to enough land, and 
construction of the Guntersville 
Dam was started. This was the 
largest construction project ever 
attempted in the valley. An en
tire town was built to house the 
thousands of workers employed 
on the project.

The village, known as “Dam 
Town,” was built on the north 
side of the present dam and con
sisted of nearly a hundred build
ings, complete with mess hall, 
hospital, school and barracks. 

Within a few short months, Dam 
Town had become a large com
munity with its own stores and 
police force (hired by the TVA).

The coordinators in Washing
ton had planned for everything, 
or so they thought.

Even before Dam Town was 
completed, the project began 
running into trouble. Although 
the landowners had been paid 
for their land, and the share
croppers had been relocated to 
other farms, no one had given 
thought to the old people.

In a custom dating from Me
dieval times in Europe, land
owners normally let longtime 
employees remain on the land 
after they got too old to work. 
Much of the riverbank was 
worthless for planting so if an 
old couple built a shanty and 
took up residence, the landown
ers simply looked the other way.

Removing these people from 
land they were squatting on was 
proving a daunting challenge 
for the TVA.

At first, officials visited each 
of the families, trying to reason 
with them.

“We ain't got no other place 
to go,” most of the people would
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reply.
The TVA officials had no an

swer. Unless the old folks had 
some sort of income, or relatives 
to take them in, the only alter
native for them was the county 
poor house.

The TVA next tried to get the 
local authorities involved but 
the Sheriff, after being made 
aware of the old people's plight, 
refused. He pointed out to the 
TVA boys that it was “Gov'ment 
land” and he had no jurisdiction 
there.

In a few instances the TVA 
tried to use its own police force 
to forcefully evict the people. 
But after one case where they 
were met with gunfire, the en
suing negative publicity made 
them back off.

Next they tried to force the 
people to move by more peace
ful means.

For many of these country 
people, with no way to travel to 
town, the rolling store was their 
only way to purchase supplies. 
The TVA police visited the roll
ing store owners and told them 
if they continued selling to the 
squatters they would be forbid
den to sell their products at Dam 
Town or any of the other con
struction sites. Faced with the 
possibility of losing a major part 
of their income, the rolling store 
operators reluctantly agreed.

By 1937, only a handful of 
squatters remained. Progress 
on the dam had reached a point 
where it was imperative the 
people be moved, otherwise the 
whole project would be thrown 
behind schedule.

Will Kendricks had worked 
on the Norris Dam project in 
Tennessee and while there he 
had established a reputation for 

being able to solve problems in 
difficult situations. In one case 
where a family refused to move, 
Kendricks was able to win the 
family's trust and discovered 
they had a brother who lived 
in Chicago. After contacting the 
brother, he put the family in his 
car and drove them to Chicago.

Kendricks had rightfully 
guessed the family did not have 
the money for bus tickets and 
would not accept charity.

When Kendricks arrived in 
Dam Town he first asked for a 
list of all the families remain
ing. Next he asked for a list of all 
the employees who might know 
the families. By questioning the 
employees he was able to get a 
fairly good idea of the different 
situations and backgrounds.

Most of the cases were fair
ly typical of what he had dealt 
with before; poor elderly people 
who had no place to turn. Only
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one name, Moses Lamn, seemed 
to be different.

“He's crazy!” one of the 
workers exclaimed after being 
questioned. “I was just walking 
through the woods when he ap
peared and started yelling and 
waving his gun!”

Immediately a chorus of voic
es spoke up as other workers 
recalled meeting the old man. 
“He keeps his wife tied up all 
the time and won't let her out 
of his sight,” one man said. “She 
seems all right but she stays in 
the house most of the time and 
no one's ever talked to her.”

From the little information 
available, Kendricks deter
mined the couple were in their 
late eighties. They had moved 
to the riverbank about a dozen 
years before and had subsisted 
by growing a small garden and 
fishing in the river. At first the 
couple were friendly with their 
neighbors but as time went on, 
they cut off all contact. By the 
time the TVA began purchasing 
the land no one dared approach 
the old man for fear of being met 
with a shotgun.

Early the next morning Ken
dricks drove to where the trail 
leading to Lamn's house began. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------Alpha Estate Sales & Auctions 
Est. 1983

After parking his truck on the 
edge of the road he began slow
ly walking up the narrow path, 
not knowing what to expect.

Reaching the edge of the 
clearing where he saw Lamn 
chopping firewood, Kendricks 
stopped. Not wanting to startle 
the old man, he called out in 
a loud voice: “Mr. Lamn, my 
name is Will Kendricks and I 
need to talk to you!”

Immediately the old man 
dropped his ax and grabbed the 
shotgun lying nearby. “Get out 
of here!” he yelled. After firing a 
shot into the air he ran to where 
his wife was sitting and after 
untying her, led her inside the 
house.

Lamn's actions only con
firmed what Kendricks had al
ready been told. The old man 
was probably a mental case.

Several days later Kendricks 
drove to Huntsville to talk to the 
Probate Judge. After explaining 
the situation, Kendricks asked 
for advice.

“Well,” the judge replied in 
the slow Southern drawl that 
seemed to be typical of Southern 
judges. “There ain't much we 
can do. We can't make the old 
man go to the county poor farm

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

www.alphaestatesales.com
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1214 Meridian Street (256) 536-3117
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if he doesn't want to. And if he's 
able to take care of himself and 
hasn't actually hurt anyone, we 
can't have him committed to a 
mental institution. There ain't 
no law against being eccentric 
or even tying your wife up if she 
don't complain!”

“It would be better,” he con
tinued, “if the woman was nuts. 
Then you could have her com
mitted and the old man would 
probably leave of his own ac
cord.”

Kendricks returned to Dam 
Town and met with the project 
supervisors where he relayed 
what the judge had told him.

The news was met with a 
stony silence. The dam was 
nearing completion and in a few 
weeks the whole area would be 
flooded.

“You have ten days,” one of 
the supervisors told Kendricks. 
“The day after Christmas we're 
sending our men in there to tear 
the house down!”

The next morning Kendricks 
returned to Lamn's cabin. Again 
he was met with shotgun blasts 
in the air and loud yelling. And 
again he retreated to the safety 
of the nearby woods.

Every day Kendricks traveled 
to the cabin and every day was 
a repetition of the previous day. 
After about a week, and with 

Michael Sylvester 
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time running out, he decided 
on a bolder course of action. He 
had noticed that Lamn always 
fired the shotgun in the air, rath
er than at him, so hopefully, the 
old man did not have any real 
intentions of hurting him.

Boldly, and without yell
ing to announce his presence 
first, Kendricks walked into the 
clearing to within a few steps of 
where the old man was work
ing.

Sensing Kendricks' presence, 
the old man whirled around to 
where his shotgun was lying 
and while screaming at the top 
of his lungs, fired a shot into the 
air.

Though scared to death, Ken
dricks stood still, refusing to 
run.

Quickly the old man reload
ed his shotgun and fired another 
shot. Kendricks remained mo
tionless.

Realizing Kendricks was 
not going to run away, Lamn 
paused and looked at the young 
man intently.

“You don't scare easy, do 
you?”

Though petrified with fear, 
Kendricks was determined to 
stand his ground. “Look,” he 
said. “All I want is to do my job 
and go home for Christmas. I 
don't want to hurt you or any-
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one else.”
Trying desperately to keep 

the conversation going, Kend
ricks asked for a drink of water. 
Reluctantly, the old man led 
him to the porch and gave him a 
glass jar full of cold water.

While drinking the water 
and looking around Kendricks' 
glance fell on the old woman sit
ting at the other end of the porch. 
The first thing that captured his 
attention was the length of rope 
tied to her wrist arid the other 
end tied securely to the porch 
railing. She was rocking back 
and forth slowly and seemed to 
be cuddling a doll made from 
corn shucks.

Suddenly,Kendricks wheeled 
around and looked at Lamn. 
“She has Alzheimer's disease, 
doesn't she?”

Kendricks had helped care 
for his grandmother who suf
fered from Alzheimer's and he 
recognized the symptoms.

“She's just having a bad day,” 
Lamn reluctantly replied. No

ticing Kendricks looking at the 
rope he explained, “If I don't do 
that she might wander off while 
I'm doing the chores.”

Slowly the reality of the situ
ation dawned on Kendricks. It 
was not the old man who had 
mental problems, but his wife. 
The man had been scaring peo
ple off the place to keep them 
from knowing. If the authorities 
had known, they would have 
had her committed.

Having gained a certain 
amount of the old man's trust, 
Kendricks began explaining 
why he was there. Another 
week, he explained, the whole 
place would be under water.

After listening to the young 
man talk for almost 30 minutes, 
the old man summed up his sit
uation in several words.

“Ain't got no place to go. If 
I go to the poor house they will 
have her committed. We been to
gether for almost seventy years 
and I ain't gonna let them put 
her in some place by herself.”

“Please don't tell anyone,” 
the old man begged with tears 
in his eyes.

Sleep was impossible for Ken
dricks that night as he lay in bed 
trying to decide what to do. He 
could go to town in the morning 
and get a judge to commit the 
woman and then her husband 
would have no reason to stay 
on the land. She couldn't take 
care of herself and her husband 
wouldn't be able to after they 
were evicted. Another possibil
ity was to simply say nothing 
and let the TVA forcibly evict 
them. Deep down in his heart, 
Kendricks knew that neither one 
was a real choice.

Giving up on trying to 
sleep, Kendricks decided to get 
dressed and drive back to the 
old couple's cabin. “There has to 
be another way,” he kept telling 
himself.

As he approached the cabin 
the first thing he noticed was the 
faint sound of Christmas carol
ing coming from inside. Quietly

,J fc
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7446 Clubfield Cir. 256-880-3497
Huntsville, Ala 35802 256-656-1457



Old Huntsville Page 10 

he made his way to the window 
and looked in.

There was a small Christmas 
tree in the middle of the table, 
decorated with bits of tinsel 
and foil. Sitting in front of the 
tree was the old couple holding 
hands and singing Christmas 
carols he had first heard on ap
proaching the cabin. Every little 
bit the lady would hesitate and 
her husband would patiently 
coax her on the words.

Though Christmas was still 
several days away, remnants of 
wrapping paper were scattered 
about the table where the wom
an had opened her presents. 
She lifted her face to him and he 
kissed her on her cheek.

Unwilling to interrupt the 
peaceful scene, Kendricks left.

Early next morning as the 
heavy fog was still rolling across 
the Tennessee River, the peace
ful quiet of Dam Town was in
terrupted by the loud ringing 
of a bell. “Fire,” men shouted, 
“The Lamn place is on fire!”

Hurriedly getting dressed, 
Kendricks joined the men rush
ing out to the scene. By the time 
he arrived the fire had been ex
tinguished, though it had com
pletely gutted the rear of the 
house. After making sure the 
old couple had not been caught 
in the blaze, he began looking 
around the clearing for them.

They were nowhere to be 
found.

Although a search party was 
organized and spent two days in 
the nearby hills, no trace of the 
old couple was ever found.

Later on in the week, Ken
dricks made one final trip to 
the site of the burnt-out cabin. 
While walking around the clear
ing his attention was drawn 
to a nearby rock. Lying next to 
it and wrapped in cloth were 
several old, faded photographs 
of the Lamns along with their 
marriage certificate from almost 
three quarters of a century ear
lier.

Kendricks sensed that these 

things had been placed there on 
purpose, to make sure someone 
would find them, and maybe re
member who they were.

As he stood looking at the old 
photographs, he became aware 
of a faint and soothing sound 
coming from the nearby hills. 
The sound seemed to permeate 
the clearing, finding its way into 
every corner and dark crevice. 
Maybe it was just the wind, or 
maybe it was his imagination, 
but Kendricks later swore, that 
just for a second, he heard what 
surely sounded like Christmas 
carols.

Years later when Will Kend
ricks was asked about their fate, 
he simply replied, “They stayed 
together. He loved her so com
pletely. He never left her.”
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Christmas 1954
by Austin Miller

Nineteen fifty-four was a lean 
year for our family. It was one of 
the hottest and driest summers on 
record. When it did rain it was at 
the wrong time or too late for the 
cotton crop. With two mules and a 
two-horse wagon, we were farm
ing and trying to make a living 
on twenty acres of cotton. About 
twelve acres was our own and we

reality of it home. Christmas was my favorite time of the year 
and I usually looked forward to it for weeks before, but in the 
late fall and early winter of 1954, I just wanted it to come and 
go.

In the last part of 1954 and most of 1955 we qualified for 
commodities. This was surplus food given to needy families 
by the government. Each eligible family came to a designated 
location and got a monthly ration of cheese, beans, rice and 
canned meat. Some said the meat was horse meat but that was 
not the case. We enjoyed and needed the food but having to 
get it was a hard pill to swallow. What made it so bad was 
they gave it out at Central School and all the other kids and 
teachers knew that I was so poor that my family had to get 
commodities. It may not have been true but I felt everybody 
was looking down on us and I took it as a personal affront.

rented another eight from Mr. Will
Thomas. Mr. Will's property 
bordered what is now Norfolk 
Southern railroad and Dug Hill 
Road.

That year, due to the drought, 
we made only six bales of cotton. 
This did not bring near enough , 
money to pay what we owed the 
bank not to mention what we 
needed to live on for the next 
year. The cotton was so knotty 
and opened so slowly that it took 
Daddy, my brother Berns and 
I all fall to get it picked. To his 
great credit, Berns who was only 
eight, worked like a grown per
son without complaining. Even 
though he was five years young
er, he beat me at the scales ev
ery time. This brought me much 
grief from Daddy and consider
able gloating from Berns.

Around Thanksgiving, we fi
nally got the very last of the crop 
gathered. That's when Mama 
told us, "there wasn't going to 
be much Christmas this year." 
An obvious conclusion but hear
ing it from her brought the stark
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When Christmas came it was 
not as bad as I expected. Us
ing money she had saved from 
selling butter and eggs, Mama 
went to the store on Christ
mas Eve and bought some loaf 
bread, sandwich spread, ap
ples, oranges and a little candy. 
This brightened all our spirits 
considerably.

On Christmas day she 
killed a big fat rooster and 
made chicken sandwiches for 
lunch. We all ate until we were 
stuffed. Even now, I consider it 
one of the most delicious meals 
I ever ate. But the best part 
came when we finished eating. 
Daddy announced that he was 
selling the mules and buying 
a tractor. To me, getting rid of 
those cantankerous old mules 
was reason enough to celebrate. 
He told us he had rented more 
land and gotten a loan from the 
FHA. He said the loan would 
cover our debt to the bank and 
give us enough to live on until 
we raised a new crop.

The Christmas that had 
seemed so bleak beforehand 
had taken a most pleasant turn. 
Things started getting better 
right away and when the 1955 
crop came in we quit getting 
commodities.

After that Christmas we 
were still poor but our family 
had turned a corner. There are 
two kinds of poverty; one is 
poverty of the spirit, the other 
is financial poverty. Poverty of 
the spirit is the worst.

The Christmas of 1954 cer
tainly took away some of the 
poverty of my spirit.

“When a cat adopts you 
there is nothing to be 

done about it except to 
put up with it until the 

wind changes.”

T. S. Elliot

How to drive someone crazy. Send an email message 
saying, “Disregard the previous message.”

It's about how You^^£/^/

/Z2Z7Hospicft Familv Care

(256) 650-1212 hospicefamilycare.org
J i ■

-------------------------------------------------------------------------- <

LEE’S MAGIC TUNNEL CAR WASH
256.533.5620

2318 MEMORIAL PKWY. SW
www.leesmagictunnel.com

hospicefamilycare.org
http://www.leesmagictunnel.com
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Theft at Walgreen's
by John Michael Hampton

Finishing the last of the ice cream, the man 
left the dish on the counter and stood to go 
to the rest room. Little did he know that this 
dish of ice cream was going to be his last 
taste of freedom for a long time.

My grandmother, Annie Jackson, worked 
at the Walgreens Drug Store in downtown 
Huntsville during the early 1950s. Like many 
other drug stores of the era, this Walgreens 
had a lunch counter and a soda fountain to

At this point, the officer approached the man, and 
asked for the ticket for the banana split. When the cus
tomer could not produce the ticket in question, the of
ficer arrested him for theft and took him to jail.

The customer ended up getting three years in coun
ty jail for the theft of the banana splits. My grandmoth
er continued working at the lunch counter for another 
year, until she married and moved to Nashville.

The Walgreens Drug Store no longer exists in 
downtown Huntsville. It has been replaced by a more 
modern Walgreens on Governors' Drive that does not 
have a lunch counter. However, this story still exists 
of a time when my grandmother showed a customer 
that crime does not pay, and the taste of stolen ice 
cream can lead to hard times.

serve breakfast, lunch, dinner and treats to 
drug store customers and other workers and 
residents of the area.

She had worked there for several years 
when the incident that I am writing about 
occurred. By the time of the incident, she had 
worked her way up to assistant manager of 
the lunch counter in the store and was also in 
charge of the soda fountain.

There was a man who came in everyday 
to the drugstore. This man would order a 
banana split, which was twenty-five cents at 
the time. He would eat the banana split at the 
counter, leave the dish on the counter, and 
go to the rest room. He would take the ticket 
for the banana split to the rest room with him 
and dispose of it, such that when he came 
out, there was no ticket for him to take up 
front to the drug store cashier.

My mom started watching him closely 
when she noticed that there was no money 
or tickets being returned to the soda fountain 
for his banana splits. She saw what was go
ing on after about three days of observing 
the customer. She knew that she had to be 
ready to accuse him once she had evidence 
to have him arrested.

“Wherever he went the man carried a camera 
hardly bigger than a watch and also a tiny 

sound-recording device, so that anything he saw 
or heard during the day he could conveniently 

remember by mechanical means.”

-Arthur Train, “Predictions: Fifty Years from 
now in 1988,” Harper's, 1938

—— '

Frazier Home Inspections, Inc.
--------- :---------

Inspections performed 
according to ASHI Standards

Johnny Frazier, Inspector 
AL License # HI-1047

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

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

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

Maurice Gant, BC-HIS
Board Certified Hearing 

Instrument Specialist

She knew what time each day that the ___ 7_~’“ ........
customer came into the store, so 
she had a Huntsville Police offi
cer waiting in the store, but not 
where the officer could be seen, 
when the customer arrived the 
next day. He went through his 
normal routine of eating the ba
nana split, then he left the dish 
on the counter. He stood, grab
bing the ticket, making his way 
toward the rest room.

When he exited the rest room, 
the officer followed at a distance 
until the customer passed the ca
shier, preparing to exit the store.

Phone (256) 489-7700

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

until 5:00 pm) and Saturday upon request

00508041
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My First Christmas in Heaven
Anon

I see the countless Christmas trees around the world below 
With tiny lights, like Heaven's stars, reflecting on the snow.

The sight is so spectacular, please wipe away the tear 
For I am spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this year. 

I hear the many Christmas songs that people hold so dear 
But the sounds of music can't compare with the Christmas 

choir up here.
I have no words to tell you, the joy their voices bring,
For it is beyond description, to hear the angels sing.

I know how much you miss me, I see the pain inside your 
heart

But I am not so far away, we really aren't apart.
So be happy for me, dear ones, you know I hold you dear 
And be glad I'm spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this 

year.
I sent you each a special gift from my heavenly home above, 

I sent you each a memory of my undying love.
After all, love is a gift more precious than pure gold

It was always most important in the stories Jesus told. 
Please love and keep each other, as my Father said to do, 

For I can't count the blessing or love he has for each of you. 
So have a Merry Christmas and wipe away that tear 

Remember I am spending Christmas with Jesus Christ this 
year.

In loving memory of Mrs. Annelie Owens, who went to Heaven on 
Jan. 11, 2017 at the age of 96. Mother of Cathey Carney & Ken Owens.

From Shirley Richardson Wilkerson

Remembering all our Loved Ones who aren't here with 
us anymore. They're in our hearts forever.

West Station 
Antiques 

Come visit us in 
Owens Cross Roads at the 

Historic Hornbuckle Garage 
on old Hwy 431.

Phone (256) 725-BOOK (2665)

Books - Paper Items 
Postcards - Linens - Quilts 
Pottery - China - Glassware 

Sterling Silver - Jewelry 
Furniture

Visit us at our website: 
www.gibsonbooks.com

3037 Old Highway 431 
Owens Cross Roads 35763

256-725-BOOK (2665)

New Hours: Thurs - Sat 10-5
Sun -1 - 5

* Social Security Disability * Personal Injury
* Workers Compensation

‘Helping You Is Not A Job - It’s Our Mission”

929 Merchants Walk (256) 534-4502 Office
Huntsville, Al (256) 534-4503 Fax

(256) 233-3328 (Athens)

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

http://www.gibsonbooks.com
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We've Got Your Goat
by David Hardwick

I will never forget the 1953 Huntsville Christ
mas Parade. We were eager to enter our newly ac
quired Goat & Wagon. Brother Joel age 8, myself 
age 10, and from Morgan County our 9 year old 
cousin Sandra Hardwick (now Dr. Sandra Sims- 
deGraffenried), from Morgan County, would also 
take part in this Parade.

My father and mother (Dr. George Hardwick & 
Doris Hardwick) had purchased ten acres at the 
corner of Meridian Street & Quietdale from Max 
Luther earlier that summer. On it they had just 
built our new home & a very nice barn. These ten 
acres were just north of Huntsville's then city 
limits. The New Lee High School is presently lo
cated on this property that they took from me.

On this mini-farm, I was feeding our nine 
Hereford steers. I fed them before & after school 
each day to earn money for college. We also had 
Bob, a highly trained cattle horse Granddaddy 
Charles Hardwick had given me after I had polio 
at age seven. Bob and my nine steers had gained 
local celebrity status around town for watching 
Woody's Drive-In movies. As soon as the movie 
started every night, they would all line up, side 
by side along our fence and watch until the mov
ie ended. We were also raising seven Boxer dogs 
for sale. We even had a delusional pet pig who, 
having been raised among these dogs, never 
knew he wasn't a Boxer.

As if a horse, 9 steers, 7 boxers and a delusional 
pig wasn't enough, my Uncle Thomas Berry felt 
to really have fun on our new mini-farm, we kids 
needed a goat & wagon. He saw a Winchester, 
Tennessee ad for a black Goat (with large white 
spots), and its very fancy red & white Wagon. 
For only $75, we could acquire all this, complete 
with leather harness. We wasted little time get
ting up there and purchasing it.

rv\\\ i
Southern Sealing & 
Services, Inc.

LC/J / / / I
Parking Lots * Handicap Parking * Driveways 

Michael Walker 
Stephen Walker

Huntsville, Al (256) 881-8337 
Cell (256) 316-2200

Email: southernsealing@comcast.net

mailto:southernsealing@comcast.net
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This weird looking “Billy” goat was as wide 
as he was long. He absolutely looked like the 
most pregnant “Nanny” goat anybody ever 
saw. The seller informed us this goat had won 
first place (two years in a row) in their Win
chester Christmas Parade. He strongly encour
aged us to enter our Christmas Parade.

But, it wasn't so easy talking our safety-con
scious mother into letting us enter this extreme
ly stubborn “Billy”. Fortunately my father, be
ing a veterinarian, had much more experience 
with goats than us. He wisely insisted we not 
ride the goat in the Parade. Instead, Daddy had 
us load onto a large truck, this black goat wear
ing an old straw hat along with its very fancy 
red wagon.

Jimmy Barnett helped load, tie & secure 
the goat & wagon on the truck's large bed. He 
would drive it in the Parade for us. Along each 
side of the truck's large flat bed, we hung a huge 
8-foot wide sign Mother had made saying “We 
Ain't Kiddin - WE'VE GOT YOUR GOAT”.

After everything was loaded and tied down, 
we 3 highly-decked-out kids all scrambled 
aboard the truck and onto the red wagon, which 
we had decorated with green crape paper. To 
prevent this old “Billy” from getting untied & 
deciding to make a sudden departure, Daddy 
convinced Sandra's father (Burl Hardwick) to 
ride along in the truck's cab.

Riding in the Parade, cousin Sandra looked 
oh so cute wearing her Dale Evan's cowgirl 
hat & outfit. Joel & I absolutely felt ten feet tall 
wearing our Davy Crockett raccoon skin caps 
& Roy Rogers cap-pistols & holsters. Riding on 
the wagon's front seat, I held a buggy whip in 
one hand & a carrot on a stick in the other. The 
goat was far much more interested in eating his 
hat than my carrot. Joel, holding a toy buffalo 
rifle, road on the goat's back. Joel was continu
ously having to get off & tear the straw hat out 
of the goat's teeth in order to put the hat back 
on the goat's head.

You never saw so much vigorous laughter 
as when we rode the length of the Parade route 
through all the packed crowds along Church 
Street, Jefferson, around the Square and fin
ished by going up Washington Street. About 
half way through the Parade (in response to 
our sign) the crowds started chanting “Give us 
our Goat - Give us our Goat!”

Needless to say, we won First Place. This has 
become one of our fondest childhood memo
ries.

Uncle Burl & Jimmy Barnett often said they 
never had so much fun as watching all the 
hearty laughing crowds having such a ball 
watching us and our very wierd Billy Goat.

Neals 
Pressure 
Washing 
WE CLEAN IT ALL!

Painting 
Home Repair 
256-603-4731

Licensed & Insured 
Proud Member of 

the BBB S?®

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

Re/Max Alliance - (256) 797-0203
Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com 
www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com

mailto:Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com
http://www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com
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Heard On 
the Street

by Cathey Carney

We had a winner for the Photo 
of the Month for November - the 
baby was Jan Williams who leads 
tours through the neighborhood he 
was raised in - 5 Points. Congratu
lations to Tom Blakemore who was 
the first correct caller. Tom is from 
the Big Cove area, his grandpa was 
James King Drake and I made him 
promise to send a story about Mr. 
Drake. Tom is just loving life!

Our north Alabama winner for 
the tiny chubby turkey I hid careful
ly on page 5 of the November issue 
was Marcia Brown, of New Market. 
Marcia has lived here all her life and 
has 8 grandkids that she's so proud 
of! Congratulations to Marcia! I'm 
getting better with my hiding skills 
because most people who called 
had the turkey in other areas of the 
magazine, but p. 5 was it!

Then finally I awarded the out of 
town subscription to Becky Rich
ardson, who found it after her sec
ond reading. Becky is from Boaz, Al 
but worked for IBM for 25 years and 
NASA for 5 before retiring. At the 
same time she cared for her learning 

Free Attorney Consultation for Bankruptcy
The Law Firm of

MITCHELL HOWIE
Legal Services - Probate - Estate Planning - Wills

256-533-2400
No representation is made that the quality of legal services to be performed is greater than the quality of legal 

services performed by other lawyers.

lj*r

disabled daughter, who's now 57 
and still with her mom! An amazing 
lady.

Watching college football games 
seems to get more fun every year 
because of course our state has the 
two of the best teams - Alabama & 
Auburn! I know Natalie and Ker
ry Johnson are SO proud of their 
son Kerryon Johnson who is Run
ning Back for Auburn University 
football. That Georgia game was 
amazing and Kerryon (who went 
to school at Madison Academy) has 
been winning so many awards. Old 
Huntsville loves both teams but the 
Iron Bowl will be the game to watch 
for sure!

Jean Ayers is the sweet lady 
you always see when you go to Ay
ers Farmers Market on Parkway & 
Governors Drive. We love you and 
are thinking about you and want 
you to feel better soon!

Liz Butler is looking for an old 
Huntsville phone book - anything 
older than the 1970s would be 
amazing - remember those heavy 
old things? If you have one that you 
could part with, please give Liz a 
call at 256.509.8545.

Hospice Family Care hosted an 
Annual Service of Remembrance 
in early November, for people they 
have cared for that passed away this 
year. We were there to honor my 
Mom who passed away in January. 
Hospice Family has a beautiful new 
inpatient facility at 10000 Serenity 
Lane, just down the hill from Red
stone Village. Anthony Ford was 
the Chaplain and it was a very mov
ing service and reception.

We all know Nina Beal, who 
started the Ark as a no-kill shelter 
for dogs and cats, but what she has 
started is interesting. It is a pro
gram for Senior animals that will be 

called “Canine Silver Muzzles and 
Feline Senior Cuddles. Many peo
ple would love to adopt but don't 
necessarily want a puppy or kitten. 
Adopting senior dogs or cats who 
are up-to-date on all their vaccina
tions would be so rewarding. Love 
Nina for doing this!

This was sent to us by one of our 
readers: In Iceland, books are ex
changed as Christmas Eve presents, 
then you spend the rest of the night 
in bed reading and eating choco
lates. The tradition is part of a season 
called Jolabokaflod, or “The Christ
mas Book Flood”, because Iceland, 
which publishes more books per 
capita than any other country, sells 
most of its books between Septem
ber and November due to people 
preparing for the upcoming holi
day. (Thanks to Anna Talyn Carson 
for this!

I've been ordering Old Hunts
ville Tshirts and sweatshirts from JR 
Enterprises for 15 years but the lat
est long sleeved Tshirts I got from 
them were SO PRETTY! I don't 
sell them, just give them away but 
the black shirt with red lettering 
was amazing! Special thanks to my 
friend Margaret Watson (one of the 
owners) who's also a Kiwanian.

So happy that the Sunoco gas 
station is open at Holmes & Andrew 
Jackson. The owners are two of the 
nicest people you'll meet and they

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

Call (256) 534-0502 
This 86 year old local song

writer has over 100 of his 
songs recorded. He is also 
author of two books, that 

many children love.



owned the BP station in that loca
tion years ago. They open 6:30am 
weekdays and 7:30am weekends, 
til midnight most nights. Welcome 
back Dan and Srinu!

Roosters Christian Coffee Shop 
is now open on the south end of 
Whitesburg Drive and they have a 
Christian Songwriters night the first 
Tuesday of each month from 7-9. 
They'd love to get more songwriters 
to join, and there have been good 
crowds there too who love music.

Many of you know Skip Vaughn 
who is editor of the Redstone Rock
et. Skip recently finished the book 
he was writing called “Vietnam Re
visited” and one of his book sign
ings was at Barnes and Nobel. There 
was a steady crowd and his book is 
said to be excellent - I'll be looking 
for it on Amazon. So proud of Skip.

Allen Watkins is a singer and 
musician who is three-time Ala
bama State Champion for finger
style guitar, and plays banjo, man
dolin and bass. Connie Watkins is 
Allen's sweet wife and she sings, 
plays acoustic guitar, djembe and 
mandolin. Along with Bob Hill, a 
bassist with a classical music back
ground, they comprise the Allen 
Watkins Band and if you like acous
tic music with a bluesy rock sound, 
you'll love them. They are having 
a CD release concert in an intimate 
setting on Jan. 13, 2018. It will be at 
Huntsville Strings Shop at 7pm and 
Phil Riddick (owner) created a lis
tening room so you can really hear 
the beautiful music. Tickets avail
able in December.

Sam Keith and I recently took a 
weekend trip to Dunlap, TN which 
is a tiny town but they have a mu
seum there that is so interesting - 
the building they're in was built in 

1904 as the store for the coal mining 
business there, and they have coke 
ovens (burn coal) all around the sur
rounding land. The Sequatchie Val
ley Historical Asso. hosts bluegrass 
concerts there and other events - 
we'll be back!

A friend recently told me she 
asked her doctor if it was OK to do 
crunches. This lady has had back 
problems in the past and is in her 
70s. He recommended something 
that is gaining in popularity called 
the McGill Curlup, named for Stu
art McGill, Ph.D who designed 
this exercise. Lay on your back on 
a firm surface. Have one leg ex
tended out straight and the other 
one bent with foot flat on the floor 
or bed. Place hands, palms down, 
underneath your lower back and 
raise your elbows just off the floor. 
Now squeeze your abs to raise your 
head and shoulders a few inches off 
the floor. Hold for five seconds or as 
long as you can while maintaining 
good form, then slowly return to 
start. Do about 10 times then swap 
legs. I tried this and could really feel 
it in my abs! Always ask your doctor 
first if you're trying new exercises.

Verna McCulloch turns 90 in 
January! We wanted to wish Verna 
happy birthday and make sure she 
really parties it up!

I know many of us like burning 
candles in the winter, for the cozi
ness and great scent. A candle mak
er told me recently that the worst 
mistake people make with their can
dles is not trimming the wick down 
to 1/4”. If it's left too long when you 
light it, you'll have black smoke and 
a large flame which could also be 
dangerous. And he suggested burn 
a candle no longer than 4 hours be
fore you extinguish it. Good tips!
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Thank you to Linda Jones from 
Goodlettsville, TN who is a sub
scriber and wrote to congratulate 
Old Huntsville magazine on its 28th 
anniversary this year. Can't believe 
in a year or so we'll be at 30! Sure 
doesn't seem that long ago when 
Tom and I started this, and called 
it our baby. He still helps me with 
each issue, from above.

Wanted to mention that Broad
way Theatre League's schedule 
for the next couple of months is as 
follows: Cabaret Jan. 5-7 (5 shows); 
The Sound of Music Jan. 26-28 (5 
shows); and Million Dollar Quartet 
Feb. 16-18 (5 shows) all at the Von 
Braun Civic Center.

I read a weather superstition the 
other day - If you notice alot more 
acorns on streets and sidewalks 
under oak trees, it is bound to be a 
very cold winter. This agrees with 
2018 Farmers Almanac that says we 
will have a harsher winter this year. 
Crank up your fireplaces and stay 
warm!

Rosemary Leatherwood of Ole 
Dad's BBQ wants to wish her son 
Billy Leatherwood a happy birth
day on Dec. 18th. She's so proud of 
the way he's running the business 
after losing his dad, who's looking 
down from above and very proud 
of his son. And happy birthday to 
her oldest grandson Austin Pinker
ton on Dec. 28th, he has made the 
family so proud!

OK, if you've read this far you'll 
be happy to know I've hidden a very 
super-tiny Santa Claus somewhere 
in these pages. If you find it, which 
I doubt, you win a free subscription 
to “Old Huntsville”. Call anytime 
the magazine hits the stands.

Have a wonderful Christmas 
and stay Warm!

a w
z
5

Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
Quick Response Team

24/7 Emergency Service
(256) 533-7163 

louie Tippett
www.united-specialist.com

http://www.united-specialist.com
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Sweet Confections
Brazil Nut Chews

2 eggs
2 c. firmly packed brown sugar
1 t. vanilla extract
1-3/4 c. plain flour 
1/2 t. baking powder 
1/2 t. salt
1 lb. Brazil nuts, ground
Sifted powdered sugar

Beat the eggs well in a large 
bowl til thick and lemon-colored. 
Gradually add your sugar and va
nilla. Sift together the flour, bak
ing powder and salt, add slowly 
to the egg mixture. Stir in the 
Brazil nuts. Cover your bowl and 
chill for several hours.

Shape the dough by using a 
teaspoonful for each cookie, and 
shape the dough into 2-inch rolls. 
Place the rolls 2 inches apart on 
your greased cookie sheet. Bake 
at 350 degrees for about 12 min
utes, then roll in powdered sugar 
while still warm. For a festive look 
dip the ends of the rolls in melt

ed semisweet chocolate, then in 
ground nuts.

Light E ggnog

2 T. sugar
1/2 c. fat-free egg substitute
4 c. scalded 2% milk
1 t. vanilla extract
1 t. sugar
1/2 c. light whipped topping 
Cocoa powder for garnish

Beat the sugar into the egg 
substitute, then slowly stir in the 
milk. In a double boiler, cook the 
mixture over hot but not boiling 
water. Stir constantly til the mix
ture coats the back of a spoon, 
about 5 minutes. Remove from 
heat, add the vanilla and cool. 
Chill for 4 hours.

Pour the mixture into a punch 
bowl. Fold 1 teaspoon sugar into 
the whipped topping, top each 
mug of eggnog with a dollop of 
the whipped cream and sprinkle 
with cocoa powder.

Royal Ambrosia Cookies
1 c. butter (2 sticks)
1 c. sugar
1 c. firmly packed brown sugar
2 eggs, beaten
1 t. vanilla extract
2 c. all-purpose flour
1 t. baking powder 
1/2 t. baking soda 
1/2 t. salt
1 c. flaked coconut
1-1/2 c. regular oats, uncooked 
1 c. chopped pecans 
2 c. chopped dates 
1 T. grated lemon rind 
1 t. grated orange rind

Cream your butter in a large 
mixing bowl and gradually add 
your sugars, eggs, vanilla - beat
ing well after each addition. In 
another bowl combine the flour, 
baking powder, soda, salt, coco
nut, oats, pecans, dates, and rind 
- mix well and add it slowly to the 
butter mixture. Drop the dough by 
teaspoonfuls two inches apart on

A HUNTSVILLE TRADITION SINCE 195E

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.

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

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.

$36.00

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

3319 Memorial Parkway S.W. 8412 Whitesburg Dr. S.
256-881-4851 256-882-0841
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a greased cookie sheet and bake at 
375 degrees for 10 minutes. Cool 
on wire racks.

Chunky Peanut Butter Balls 

1/2 c. butter (1 stick) 
1/2 c. chunky peanut butter 
1 c. brown sugar 
1 egg, beaten
1-1/2 c. plain flour 
1/2 t. baking powder 
3/4 t. baking soda 
1/4 t. salt

Cream your butter with the 
peanut butter, add the sugar and 
beat til light and fluffy. Add the 
egg, beat well. Sift together the 
flour, baking powder, soda and 
salt in another smaller bowl, add 
it gradually to the butter mixture 
and mix well.

Shape dough into 3/4 inch balls 
and place them 2 inches apart on 
your greased cookie sheet. Bake at 
375 degrees for about 10 minutes, 
cool for a few minutes then re
move to wire racks to completely 
cool.

3/4 stick butter
1/2 c. light brown sugar
1/4 c. flour
1 c. sliced almonds

Make the crust by combining 
the butter and sugar in a mixing 
bowl, mix well, add the flour and 
blend til mixture is crumbly. Add 
the almonds, stir lightly. Butter 
the pan, then pat mixture over the 

bottom and halfway up the sides 
of a regular loaf pan (8-1/2” x 
4-1/2” x 2-1/2”).

Spread evenly and don't get it 
too thick in the corners. Set aside.

Pound Cake Batter:
2 eggs, room temp
3/4 stick butter, softened
3 oz. cream cheese, room temp
1/2 c. sugar
1 c. plain flour
1/4 t. salt
1/2 t. baking powder
2 t. almond extract

Preheat your oven to 350 
degrees. Mix the butter, cream 
cheese and sugar in a bowl, beat 
til smooth and blended. Add the 
eggs, beat well.

Combine the flour, salt and 
baking powder, stir them to
gether. Add to the first mixture 
and beat well, add the extract. 
Continue beating til the mixture 
is smooth, very much like a soft 
frosting.

Spoon batter into the crust- 
lined pan, about halfway up the 
sides. Bake for 50-60 minutes, 
check to see that it's cooked by 
inserting broom straw in center of 
cake - it should come out clean. If 
batter sticks to the straw, back in 
oven for 5 minutes at a time.

Remove from oven, set on a 
rack to cool. When completely 
cool, run a knife between the crust 
and the sides of the pan and flip 
the cake out onto a serving board 
or platter.

Serve in thin slices.

IN BLOOM

Gifts - Cut Flowers
Plants & Accessories

Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh 

flowers locally

256-519-8898

The Historic 
Lowry House 

Reserve your 
special event in a 
special location

(256) 489-9200

1205 Kildare Street
Huntsville, Al 35801

We Wish You a Merry Christmas 
and Happy 2018!

Ron Cooper 

Mark Kimbrough 

601 McCullough Ave.

Huntsville Al. 35801

975-E Airport Road
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The Trains!
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Country Cooking
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The Present State of 
Christmas Presents 

by Tommy Towery

What do you want for Christmas?
That has always been a big question during 

the holiday season, and it triggers the thought 
of another big question I keep hearing these 
days. It seems the older I get the more often I 
am confronted with the question "Do you re
member xxx?" where xxx is anything or anyone 
related to an event in my past life. This seems 
to especially be true on today's internet social 
media sites where such questions appear to be 
a favorite subject. Often such enquiries are re
lated to a picture posted of something common 
to us seniors like a clothesline, a cork clothes 
sprinkler head, a pay telephone or some item 
associated with a car we once drove or some of 
the music of our times.

As the holiday season approaches, I got to 
thinking and I will go out on a limb and sug
gest that someday, not too long in the future, 
someone will put forth the question of "Do you 
remember when we had to actually go to a store 
and buy real Christmas presents for those on 
our Christmas list?" Such an idea is already 
foreign to a generation who believes all presents 
should be bought online and shipped free, or 
consist of a gift card to a favorite store plucked 
from a rack in a grocery store.

All I can say is yes, I remember those days, 
and I liked the old way of Christmas shopping 
better than the way it is done today. I know 
many of you will not agree with me, and I 
suppose your opinion is based upon your own 
personal memories of how you celebrated the 
holiday in your past. Unlike Scrooge, I have 
some great memories of my Christmas past. My 
earliest Christmas memories are based upon the 
arrival of the Sears and Montgomery Ward's 
Christmas catalogues which showed up well 
in advance of the actual holiday. From the mo
ment they arrived I would get out a red pencil 
or ball point pen and go through the toy section 
circling all the newest toys of the year which I 
wanted to wake up to on Christmas morning

“Everything science has taught me and 
continues to teach me - strengthens my 
belief in the continuity of our spiritual 

existence after death. Nothing disappears 
without a trace.”

Wernher von Braun 

and find beneath our tree. Looking back I know 
there was no way all my wishes could ever have 
been granted, but in doing so I gave my parents 
some idea of what I really wanted. I was not as 
bad as Ralphie in "The Christmas Story" who 
wanted the Red Ryder BB gun, but I sure left a lot 
of strong hints.

I come from a family who believed Christmas 
presents should not only be personalized, but also 
be bought in secret and remain so until they were 
distributed from beneath the Christmas tree on 
Christmas morning. No, we did not open them 
on Christmas Eve. Early wrapping and display 
of the presents was allowed, including shaking, 
but it was forbidden to try to remove any of the 
wrappings to see what treasures were beneath. 
Of course it was okay for Santa to leave our toys 
unboxed under the tree for us to find on Christmas 
morning, but all the presents for each other were 
systematically distributed and opened in front of 
the whole family.

Back in those days, some of the more expensive 
presents were placed on lay-away at one of the 
major department stores and weekly payments 
were made until the purchase price was reached

Owned & Operated since 1963 by 
The Schrader Family, also owners 
of Old Heidelburg and Cafe Berlin

256-880-9920

Lunch Pasta Madness: Includes Pasta Dish, 

Salad and a drink - $10 

Available at Lunch Tues - Fri

Serving a Rich Variety of 
European Fare

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

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

Sunday Brunch 11am - 2pm

Music on Friday and Saturday nights

Call ahead Reservations Recommended

964 Airport Rd. - Huntsville, Al
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RUSS 
RUSSELL

Thadeous R. Russell
Madison County's First Commercial 

Real Estate Broker

John Hunt
Huntsville's First Settler

Thadeous's great great great awesome great grandson's company 
is celebrating their 30th anniversary this year!
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and the item could be taken home.
One present I remember in particular was 

one my Aunt Helen Hall got me one year. 
The item was a spin off from the vibrating 
electric football games we had so much fun 
with in our youth. This toy was not a foot
ball game, but was instead a race car game 
with the same type of vibrating board with 
a track consisting of curves and intersections 
and four colored little cars to race around the 
track from the starting point to the finish line. 
It was an expensive item for an aunt to buy 
for a nephew in our family, but by putting it 
on lay-away eased the burden. I remember 
she gave me a dollar a week for the eight 
weeks it took to pay it off and get it out of 
lay-away. It came from Cathy's Hobby Shop, 
and even though I knew what it was, it was 
still wrapped and placed beneath the tree, 
not to be opened until Christmas morning.

Today I still do not know how my family 
put up with the terrible racket the vibrat
ing metal board made, but I spent the next 
couple of days racing my car against all 
competitors over and over again.

Another favorite toy remembered from 
my past was the high-tech Robert the Robot. 
He was about 12 inches high and had grip
pers for hands to hold toys. This was before 
the days of wireless remote control toys, but 
Robert could move across the floor when you 
cranked a handle on a control which was 
connected to a cable attached to the back 
of the toy. It required no batteries and was 
simple to operate. If you wanted him to move 
backward, you just cranked the handle in the 
opposite direction. Squeez
ing a trigger on the remote 
could alter his course left or 
right. His most memorable 
feature to me was another 
little crank on his back, 
which when turned would 
play a little plastic record in
side his chest which said, “I 
am Robert Robot, mechani
cal man. Guide me and steer 
me wherever you can.”

Another year I got a 
Mattel Fanner-50 cap gun 
complete with Greenie- David Smart

“When blondes have 
more fun, do they 

know it?”

Jack Smitty, Arab

Stickum caps, and I was the hit of my gang of neigh
borhood outlaws.

I mention the memories of these toys to remind 
you how great I thought it was to get up on that 
magical day and have a physical toy or other pres
ent to open right then and there. Even if it was not 
something I wanted, it was still fun to have a box 
to tear the wrapping off and see what was inside. 
Christmas was not all getting, but included giving 
as well. Though I did not have an income, my fam
ily always provided me the means to buy presents 
for those on my own shopping list. Even though I 
remember more about receiving than giving, there 
are always some presents which stand out.

I remember getting my mother a bottle of “Eve
ning in Paris” toilet water one year in its glamorous 
blue bottle. What could be more elegant than a bottle 
of “French Perfume” bought at the W.T. Grant five-

"'Computer Problems^

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

Mark Magnant
Secure Remote Access 

256-539-1084
Senior Discounts Available

Call Mark for Help - mention this
________ AD FOR A 1O% JISCOUNT^^^.^

Southern Comfort HVAC Services
Residential & Commercial

AL Cert# 02229

“Take Control of Your Comfort”

Phone: (256) 858-0120
Fax: (256) 858-2012

Email:schvac@ hiwaay.net

www.southerncomforthvac.net

FACTORY
AUTHORIZED

DEALER 

Carrier

turn io the experts/^/

hiwaay.net
http://www.southerncomforthvac.net


and-dime on Washington Street? I also 
remember buying her a set of coasters 
for the living room coffee table. My most 
memorable gift for my father was a simple 
white shirt. I really could have done bet
ter than that I suppose, but because of his 
divorce from my mother, I was not around 
him much to know what he wanted. The 
point is, I went to a store and picked out 
their presents all by myself and I bought 
them from a local merchant. It was fun and 
exciting, especially for a kid.

Alas, I fear those days are headed the 
way of the 10-cent Krystal hamburger. To
day, as Christmas season grows more and 
more impersonal, I believe we may never 
return to those old ways. These days, all the 
grand kids want are gift cards. Personally, 
I hate giving and getting gift cards. Even 
at this age, I hate the idea of getting up on 
Christmas morning and opening presents 
and not having anything to play with when 
I am through. If I get an electric drill I can 
go out in the garage and drill holes in things 
to my heart's content. If I get clothes I can 
try them on and prance around the house 
in my new duds. If I get food I can snack 
till I am fat or sick or both. What can I do

Old Huntsville Page 25 
if I get a gift card? I suppose I could sit around all day 
and think about what I may buy with it - but that's 
not really fun.

I learned when my daughter was young that if we 
gave her a present she was happy, no matter what 
it was. If we gave her money to buy whatever she 
wanted, she spent days or weeks of misery trying to 
make sure she came up with an idea of the best thing

Peariy's Natural Food 
& & Mercantile
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(256) 534-6233

-Herbs & blends, both cooking & 
therapeutic

-Beer & wine making supplies 
-Supplements 
-Essential & fragrance oils 
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Huntsville, Al 35805

Grand Opening December 2!

Owners Sonya and Tony Davila Welcome 
you to our Grand Opening Dec. 2!

Doing Business With Us Is A
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WenWen Kaedmy
256 508 8353

Marie lettress
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BERKSHIRE Rise Real Estate 
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Email: TeamRichard *comc«l.nel \

^3

TeamRichardRealtors.com
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she could buy with it. I find the 
same problem with gift cards. I 
believe that is why so many of 
them end up being unredeemed.

Think about this scenario. I 
give you a $20 Amazon gift card 
for Christmas. I open your pres
ent for me and “Wow!” It's a $20 
Amazon gift card. Why did we 
even bother to swap gifts? If you 
don't know me well enough to 
buy me something you think I'll 
like, and vice-versa, then why 
are we even exchanging pres
ents? I know many people still 
get presents they don't like or 
won't fit and they have to take 
them back and exchange them, 
but at least someone went to the 
trouble of trying to show they 
cared enough to spend the time 
and effort to buy you something 
personal.

Now I will admit that online 
shopping doesn't hold the same 
traditional effort as going to a 
dozen or more stores trying to 
find the perfect gift, but it still 
beats gift cards in my mind. At 
least it is a physical gift that can 
be unwrapped on Christmas 
Day. And many find it just as 
difficult to shop online as they 
do in person, but again, they 
are putting forth more effort 
than just taking a gift card off a 
rack. They are picking out some
thing personal and the receiver 
should be grateful for at least 
the effort put forth.

So, as we once again near 
the gift giving season, my mind 
will wander back to “the good 
old days” when the floor be
neath the tree was filled with 
bright boxes in gift paper and 
bows and ribbons, and the tra
ditional “To-From” name tags. I 
will even smile about the times 
when the tags sometimes came 

off and the room was filled with 
people trying to figure out who 
an untagged box belonged to.

“Hey, do you remember 
when people used to send each 
other Christmas cards?” It's just 
sad to me that sending Christ
mas cards is almost a “ghost of 
the past” and I fear that some
day actual presents may join 
that rank as we embrace almost 
virtual gifts in this new age of 
technology.

On a final note, I feel I must 
add one little thing. What do I 
do today when I get a gift card 
for a Christmas present? It's 
simple, I buy myself a toy. Not 
just any toy either. So far, I have

Huntsville, Al 

(256) 539-9441

Locations Also in 
Madison and Fayetteville

“Home of red Carpet Service”
www.woodyandersonford.com

For Over 50 years, Our Courteous, Friendly 
Service has Never gone out of Style

Offering Personal Concierge 
Services to help you through 
your busy days!

Including:
Pick Up and Delivery 
Complete Auto Detailing 
Car wash and Wax 
Oil change & other services 

replaced the Fanner-50 cap gun 
and holster set, the Tyco Race 
Car set, and am now the proud 
owner of two Robert the Robots 
- one a vintage model and one 
a reproduction. I have them 
stored in a box with my Lincoln 
Logs, my Krazy Ikes and my 
Tinker Toys - all bought off the 
internet and paid for with gift 
cards. I want my grand kids to 
know what my Christmas time 
was like. Merry Christmas to 
me!

That said, and while I still 
can, I wish you all a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New 
Year. Tiny Tim said, “God bless 
everyone!”

1911

“There are many 
intelligent species in the 

universe. They are all 
owned by cats.”

Anonymous

http://www.woodyandersonford.com
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The New v 
Teacher

After retiring from the Army, a for
mer Artillery Sergeant took a job as a 
high school teacher. He didn't have a 
lot of hobbies and thought getting out 
every day and doing something useful 
would be good for him.

Just before the school year started, 
he injured his back. He was required 
to wear a light plaster cast around the 
upper part of his body.

Fortunately, the cast fitted snugly 
under his shirt and wasn't noticeable 
when he wore his suit jacket. He liked 
the idea of getting dressed up ev
eryday and didn't really support the 
concept of casual dress.

On the first day of class, he found 
himself assigned to the toughest stu- _ 
dents in the school. Some of these kids 
had really pushed the limit as far as al
most getting suspended, but each time 
managed to get back into the classes.

Some punks, having already heard 
the new teacher was a former soldier, 
were leery of him and he knew they 
would be testing his discipline in the 
classroom, starting immediately.

On the first day of school, the re
tired Sergeant walked confidently into 
the rowdy classroom. He could hear 
the noise level increasing as he entered 
the room.

The new teacher opened the win
dow wide and sat down at his desk to 
get the students' attention. A strong 
breeze through the window made his 
necktie flap.

He picked up a heavy-duty stapler 
that was on the desk, and stapled the 
tie to his chest.

The noise level went to complete, 
dead silence.

The rest of the year went very 
smoothly.

SOUTHERLANDS Sk 
PHOTO ya

Digital Photo 
Restoration

< I
Bring in Your Old or Damaged Photograph

Flat Rate $49.95 for Restoration Service

, we will print on real photo paper
- $5.95 for 8x10”

-. 2357 Whitesburg Dr. (256) 539-9627

.rs
£
2t>
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RAY PFEIFFER
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attention you deserve. 
Schedule an appointment 
today!
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4769 Whitesburg Drive; Suite 102 
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“If you want to walk the heavenly 
streets of gold.... you gotta know 
the pasword: ‘Roll, Tide, Roll!”

Coach Bear Bryant, 
University of Alabama
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Three Christmases

by Elizabeth Wharry

Feliz Navidad - Spanish; Joyeux Noel - French; 
Frohliche Weihnachter - German; Nolloig Shon 
Duit - Irish; Christ is born! Russian. All ways to 
say Merry Christmas.

These are three of my best Christmas memories.
December 1974. I had just turned 16. I will 

never forget the greatest sermon I never heard. 
One Sunday at church, a man dressed like John 
the Baptist was holding the Bible over his head 
chanting, "Prepare ye the way of the Lord". He was 
walking up one aisle. Coming from another aisle 
was a man dressed as Santa Claus. He was hold
ing a box wrapped in pretty paper, extolling the 
latest, greatest, newest, "bestest" thing you know 
you want. Both men met in front of the altar and 
grew silent. The minister said, "What does Christ
mas mean to you?" As I walked out of church that 
wintry morning, I started to look at Christmas just 
a bit differently.

Suddenly, all the beautiful decorations took on 
a whole new meaning and my attitude towards 
preparing for Christmas had changed. I didn't 
mind the cold as I helped hang our single string 
of outside Christmas lights.

Fast forward to December 2007. My family 
and I had moved to Wichita, Kansas a few months 
earlier. I had just celebrated my 50th birthday. Our 
boys were 5 and 8. As part of a family 
tradition, we drove around looking at all 
the houses that were lit up. Those houses 
inspired me to "light up the night" as 
well. It was a definite change from Ohio. 
The lights and decorations were more 
extravagant.

December 2009 found us here in Ala
bama. What a difference! No single-digit 
temperatures with wind chill factors to 
deal with any more. It's cold, but not 
breathtakingly so. There was much more 
to see, especially the stunning displays 
at the Botanical Galaxy of Lights. If it's 
been a while, or you haven't been to see 
it, take the time to do so. It is nothing 
short of magical.

This year I turn (gulp) 60. To this 
day that sermon that I heard, or rather 
didn't hear, remains with me. Merry 
Christmas to all.

Sometimes the best helping hand 
you can give is a big push.

“We are born cold, naked and hungry. 
Then it gets worse.”

Jerry Duncan, Madison

For Fashions FiNishiNq Touch...

The little things really do count. 
Earrings, a belt, bag, hat or pin are the 

little things that complete the big 
picture of fashions.

Closing Sale! Most 
Everything on Sale 
- come in and see!

, ~leee^oues

710 'IPieM,fl venue,

539-3876
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My Best Christmas
by Malcolm W. Miller

I believe my best Christmas was nineteen thirty-three 
when I was six years old. Some of my older brothers had 
gone out to the pasture to cut a cedar tree, and we had 
all worked at decorating it with whatever we could find. 
There were locks of cotton; paper we colored and cut 
into strips and pasted into loops with paste made from 
flour and water to make a pretty chain to circle the tree; 
also popcorn was popped and sewed into a chain with a 
needle and thread, making a garland to encircle the tree.

You see, back in those days we had no store-bought 
ornaments to put on our tree so we had to be innovative 
and use whatever we had. Electric lights - we couldn't 
use them if we had them because we had no electricity. 
No matter what we had I was so proud of that tree. To me 
it was wonderful and the prettiest tree I had ever seen.

At that time all of us, seven brothers, wore caps and 
just before bed time on Christmas Eve all the caps were 
set around the Christmas tree with our names on the caps 
so Santa wouldn't get mixed up. I finally went to sleep 
dreaming of all the wonderful things I had been seeing 
in the Sears Roebuck catalog - there were bicycles, red 
wagons, BB guns and all kinds of wonderful stuff and I 
couldn't help but wonder why I had never received any 
of those things from Santa.

The next thing I knew I was waking up, it must have 
been three o'clock in the morning. I jumped out of bed 
and it was freezing cold in that old tenant house but that 
didn't slow me down. As I got into the room where the 
Christmas tree was, I ran to my cap and there among the 
apples, oranges, nuts and candy 
was a shiny new harmonica. I 
was so happy I didn't think of 
all the other things I had seen in 
the catalog. To me this was the 
most wonderful gift of all. Within 
minutes I had awakened every 
one in the house by blowing on 
my new harmonica. Before long I 
was getting a tune out of it, how
ever, by this time I had tried to 
play so much that the corners of 
my mouth were rubbed raw and 
the backs started to come off the 
harmonica. But that didn't slow 
me down at all.

I developed a love for the 
harmonica that Christmas that 
has stayed with me my entire life. 
I now have a harmonica for every 
key there is and it all started on 
that wonderful Christmas morn
ing back in nineteen thirty-three. 
The best Christmas I ever had.

“I drink to make other people interesting.” 

George Jean Nathan
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What Christmas 
has Meant 

To Me 
by Barry Key

As a child I was taught that 
Christmas is the spiritual cel
ebration of the Birth of Christ. 
What did Christmas really mean 
to me? Until around the age of 
six, it was that day of the year 
that I was going to get that one 
special gift from Santa Claus 
(that my parents could not nor
mally afford). In celestial times 
Christmas comes every 365 days, 
but as a youngster it seemed 
twice that long. In our home 
Santa Claus brought gifts to my 
sister and I until we reached 
that "certain age" then we would 
start exchanging gifts with the 
rest of the family on Christmas 
morning.

The tradition in our family... 
about a week before Christmas 
day my father and I would go 
out to my grandfather's farm 
and cut a cedar (Christmas) tree. 
My parents never bought an ar
tificial tree. My mother always 
insisted on a real tree that gave 
off a wonderful cedar aroma you 
would forever associate with 
Christmas. We would set the tree 
up in our living room in front of 
a window facing the road. My 
mother wasn't necessarily su
perstitious, but she did believe 
it was bad luck to take down 
a Christmas tree before New 
Year's Day. About two weeks 
was as long as you could leave 
up a real tree because there was 
no way of hydrating it. The 
other thing that was always 
a part of our New Year's Day 
tradition...we had hog jowls 
and black eyed peas for dinner.

My mother, sister and I 
would decorate the tree with 
a string of all different color 
lights. For several years we 
made a rope out of popcorn and 
would wind it around the tree. 

Then we would make balls out 
of syrup and popcorn and hang 
those on the tree. We had a few 
of the delicate glass balls that 
either my sister or I would man
age to break at least one while 
decorating the tree or taking the 
tree down. We hung little pep
permint canes on the tree and 
little strips of tinfoil that repre
sented icicles. There was a mesh 
of white fiber that resembled a 
spider web that we called angel 
hair that we spread over parts 
of tree. My sister and I would 
cut out pictures of angels and 
animals and hang them on the 
tree. And last but not least, we 
topped the tree with a star orna
ment that represented the Star 
of Bethlehem...the Eastern Star.

To hold the tree upright, 
my dad would make a cross 
out of two boards. He would 
drive three nails through the 
center of the cross and into the 
trunk of the Christmas tree. As 
we decorated the tree, the last 
thing we would put on was the 
Star. It was situated on the very 
top sprig of the Christmas tree.

Everything about the Christ
mas tree represented Jesus' life 
and the Christian faith. The Star 
of Bethlehem that brought the 
three Wise Men and their gift of 
gold, frankincense and myrrh 
to baby Jesus. The conical shape 
of the tree as it spreads from 
the top sprig (baby Jesus) to 
the bottom of the trunk (the
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at Judy's parent's home. Mrs. Hill had hired a maid 
when Judy was less than a year old. Her name was 
Fannie. Fannie had essentially become one of the fam
ily. Judy had three sisters, each with their own family. 
Because the Hill family was so large, we drew names 
at Christmas in lieu of trying to buy everyone a gift... 
except for Fannie. Everyone from the youngest to the 
oldest gave Fannie a Christmas present. When Fan
nie was ready to open her gifts, Mr. and Mrs. Hill's 
grandchildren would all gather around her. When she 
would open a present she would clap her hands, jump 
up and laugh and start hugging the grand kids. The 
grand kids would get so excited I think at times they 
forgot their potty training. As we all know, laughter is 
contagious, and before long everyone in the room had 
laughed themselves to tears.

What Christmas has meant to me, not only a cel
ebration of the birth of Christ, but a time to observe 
and celebrate the holiday spirit with “MY FAMILY & 
FRIENDS”.

After you have read my monograph, sit back in

spread of Christianity). The cross (the base) 
with the three nails that held Jesus during the 
crucifixion.

As for the crucifixion, Jewish leaders were 
afraid of Jesus' popularity and felt that Jesus 
was going to take over some of their author
ity. With thirty pieces of silver, the high priest 
bribed Judas into betraying Jesus in order for 
Jesus to be arrested by Roman soldiers. Pon
tius Pilate, a Roman governor, under pressure 
from the Jewish and Roman leaders to execute 
Jesus, finally relented and condemned Jesus 
to death by crucifixion. Upon his death, Jesus 
was placed in a tomb and on the third day 
the tomb was found empty. Jesus was later 
seen walking among his followers for several 
days after his resurrection. 2,000 years later 
Christian's oldest festival is the celebration of 
the resurrection of Jesus...Easter.

There were other things that made Christ
mas special other than giving and receiving. 
For at least two weeks we were continually 
visiting, or 
and neighbors. Everyone always had cake, pie TO ME” 
and cookies ready for company. Christmas 
was the one time a year that my parents 
didn't put a limit on the amount of sugar 
I consumed.

My favorite meal (and still is) that my 
mother prepared was sugar glazed baked 
ham, sweet peas and mashed potatoes, 
cornbread dressing topped with giblet 
gravy and a slice of cranberry sauce. My 
favorite deserts were blackberry jam cake 
and boiled custard. Until my mother's 
death, she always had a gallon of boiled 
custard ready when we came to visit dur
ing Christmas.

Each Christmas Day we would have 
a large dinner at home with just my dad, 
mother, sister and I. But before the holi
days were over we would have a separate 
Christmas dinner with each set of my 
grandparents, which included all my 
uncles, aunts and cousins. After Judy and I 
were married we still continued the tradi
tion but now there was one more dinner 
to attend, at Dadda and Booie's, the Hill 
Christmas dinner.

Judy and I had two boys and my sis
ter had a girl and a boy. When we had 
Christmas at my parents, the grand kids 
would all crawl up into my father's lap. 
They had learned if they buttered him up 
with hugs and kisses, in addition to the 
wrapped gifts under the Christmas tree, 
there would be a couple dollars of hard 
cash for them...it worked every year.

One of the more vivacious and ener
getic gatherings during Christmas was

t two weeks we were continually your easy chair, close your eyes, and in deep concen- 
being visited, by relatives, friends tration, think “WHAT HAS CHRISTMAS MEANT

•^ngrMwrtwa CAiFlZ'
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“Neat and Affordable”
Interior and Exterior Painting 

Wallpaper Removal & Sheetrock Repairs 

Home Repairs and Remodeling

All Pressure Washing Services

Let us Help with All your 
Home Repairs

256-683-0326
Call for a Free Estimate

Email us at whitesockpainting@yahoo.com 

Proud Member of BBB 

3313 Highway 53 - Huntsville, Al 35806

F

mailto:whitesockpainting@yahoo.com
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Christmases Past
by M. D. Smith IV

I remember our very first Santa Claus 
show after we bought the Channel 31 TV sta
tion in November 1963 (just before Kennedy 
was shot) and we needed revenue after 5 days 
with no commercials.

My father had done a Santa show at Chan
nel 6 in Birmingham when he worked there 
and he (and I) were gung-ho to do one on 
our station, WAAY. We got a full sponsor, 
the Toy Department of Montgomery Wards.

Our artist and handyman (Howard Trout
man), whipped up a throne kind of chair out 
of plywood, and because we were black and 
white in those days we always painted sets 
and props in shades of gray so we could tell 
how it would look on the air. We painted it a 
medium gray. It was pretty plain with square 
wood arms about 5" wide on each side of the 
chair, with a square top.

Well, the manager of Wards came to the 
station to bring some toys for the props and 
took one look at our Santa Chair and said, 
"My God, it looks like a friggin' Electric 
Chair!" Actually, he was right. We just had 
not considered anything but the TV look.

So we very quickly got a whole lot of red 
corduroy, foam rubber and handfuls of big 
brass furniture tacks. We enlarged the top to 
make more of a throne, wrapped the red cor
duroy with foam underneath it all over and 
tacked it down with all the upholstery tacks.

It did look 200% better and when the 
manager came back, he was pleased with that 
look. Certainly for the kids who were live 
on the set, it did look much better to them 
to see Santa sitting on a big red, cushioned 
THRONE instead of a “gray electric chair.” 
That chair is still around and I have several 
good photos of Santa in that very chair.

Now, fast-forward from 1963 to 1981 on 
the Channel 31 TV Santa Show:

When my third son Brent was a young kid 
in 1981 we had the Santa show on TV and I 
got him on it. When he was on Santa's knee 
and was asked what he wanted, he had this 
very long involved list that unrolled and was 
about 3 feet long.

Santa took one look (knowing that TV air 
time was short) and said tell me 3 things and 
I'll keep the list and see what I can do. That 
satisfied Brent and as he was leaving, as was 
custom, kids often said what they'd leave out 
for Santa and the Reindeer. Brent said, “And

Santa, I'll leave you a beer and some pretzels when 
you come.”

Santa had a funny look on his face but then he 
smiled, said thank you and hurriedly got Brent off 
his knee. (I think one of his older brothers put him 
up to that).

And you know, Brent insisted that we DO leave 
what he'd promised or Santa would be mad. So we 
actually DID leave a beer and pretzels on a paper 
plate. We also left some milk and cookies to satisfy 
the younger children before we all went to bed.

The next morning, when the kids went to see what 
Santa left, there was some cookie halves left, partial 
glass of milk, but ALL the beer was gone and just an 
empty can left with one pretzel.

After assembling toys, games, stockings and much 
more on Christmas Eve, I think Santa felt he got one of 
the best presents of all that night, even if the original 
had to be swapped for a cold one in the fridge.

Santa even left a thank you note.

Repairs «Jt Restoration

Supplies for the Hobbyist

Serving the Huntsville 

area since 1971

Also featuring a glass gallery 
by local artists

116 Oakwood Avenue
(25.6) 539-0532
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Useful Hints 
from 1898

* You can drive nails into a board 
easier and without bending them if you 
first dip the nails into lard.

* A half and half solution of mild 
shampoo mixed with warm water is a 
safe way to clean eyelids that are itchy, 
red or crusty.

* A lump of camphor in your 
clothes press will keep steel ornaments 
from tarnishing.

* Coffee burned in an open fire 
or a few grains on a stove is the best 
deodorizer.

* The pulp of a lemon, rubbed on 
the roots of your hair, will stop ordi
nary cases of hair falling out.

* In laying away of fine white 
gowns for any length of time, they 
should first be wrapped in blue paper, 
then in a sheet or in muslin wrap of 
some kind.

* Witch hazel is a great way to 
tighten skin of the face, just moisten a 
clean pad with it and wipe your face.

* Cornmeal and salt, mixed well, 
make one of the best brighteners for 
carpets during sweeping.

* Stale bread will clean kid gloves.
* Vick's VapoRub has been shown 

to be very affective for toenail fungus. 
Wipe the nail first with white vinegar, 
then with the Vick's.

We're Celebrating 60 Years In Business!

North Alabama's 
Oldest Heat Pump 

Installing Contractor 
and Servicing Company

Rollins Air Conditioning Co.
Huntsville-Madison County, Alabama

We're Celebrating 60 years in Business with our 
great customers in North Alabama! To say Thank 

you we are offering a free 5-year Warranty with the 
purchase of any Bryant/Carrier Evolution or Invert
er Technology Heat Pump through Nov. 30, 2017. 

Check the website for further information:

www.RACCOAIR.com

We are also offering similar deals on 
all of our BRYANT/CARRIER Products

(256) 859-1747
You receive a special discount for any FaiM 

Winter service maintenance check-ups. 
CaI! for more information!

* Vagisil makes a good lotion for 
smoothing the skin on your face.

* A lump of soda laid on the drain 
pipe will prevent the pipes from be-
coming clogged with grease; 
also, flood the pipes once a 
week with boiling water to 
which you've added a little 
soda.

* White marble can be 
cleaned up with water and 
soda.

* A little Vaseline, rubbed 
in once a day, will keep the 
hands from chapping.

* Drinking half a cup of 
tart cherry juice each day will 
significantly lessen the pain of 
gout and arthritis.

* An opened bar of pure 
Ivory soap placed by the feet 
in bed will prevent leg cramps.

Our Stale of Alabama Certificate Number is 83980

http://www.RACCOAIR.com
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1930s and 1940s
Christmas Time

by Harry S. Dill

I always looked forward to Christmas time back in 
the 30s and 40s when I was young because we would get 
candy, some apples, oranges, nuts and toys in our stock
ings as well as presents under the Christmas tree and 
have a really good dinner. But it seemed that Christmas 
would never come. About a month before December 
25th we would start getting ready for Christmas. My 
Daddy and I would go out into the woods on Cedar 
Mountain and look for a cedar Christmas tree that was 
filled out good and the right size that we wanted for 
our living room. When we found it Daddy would saw 
it off at the bottom and we would bring it back home 
to our rock house on Toll Gate Road.

When we got the tree inside the house we would 
get a large bucket and fill almost full with sand and cut 
off the lower branches of the Christmas tree and put it 
in the bucket. We'd put sand around the trunk all the 
way to the bottom of the bucket and then finish filling 
the bucket with water. The water would keep the tree 
fresh looking for a longer period of time. Before that we 
used to nail the tree to two pieces of wood in a cross, but 
this was not too good and sometimes the tree toppled 
over when we were decorating it. We decorated the 
tree with a strand of electric Christmas lights and we 
would keep them to use the following year and add a 
new string of lights to the tree each year. We kept some 
extra bulbs on hand because if one bulb burned out the 
whole string of lights would go out.

We would pop popcorn and put a thread thru them 
and string them around the tree. We bought some other 
decorations and ornaments to go on the Christmas 
tree also from time to time. You could buy them really 
cheap after Christmas sales and use them the following 
Christmas. I would go in the mountain's woods and 
look for mistletoe. I would look for the ones that had 
white berries. They grew way up on top of tall trees 
and I would climb up and get some for more Christmas 
decorations at home and also take some to school in 
the hope that a girl would kiss me 
under it. They never did.

I would find some holly to dec
orate around the house. We would 
get most of our home decorations 
from the mountain and made most 
of the rest, except the lights and a 
few ornaments.. We also got a star 
that we put on top of our trees.

“The original point and click 
interface was a 

Smith & Wesson.”

Maxine

We all wanted it to snow on Christmas and 
most Christmases we got our wish. Back then the 
weather was much colder then than it is now and 
it snowed more often. There was no TV but there 
was a multitude of Christmas songs and poems 
that we listened to on the radio around Christmas 
time. One of the most popular poem was this: 'Twas 
the night before Christmas, when all through' the 
house............. ” And one of my favorite Christmas
songs was “Silent Night” There were many, many

Shiloh United Methodist Church 

Ryland Pike & Dug Hill Road

welcomes you to worship with us as we 

continue to study and follow God's Word.

Sunday School 9:30 a.m. in Education Wing 
Worship Service 10:45 a.m. in Sanctuary

Christmas Eve Children's Pageant 
Sunday, December 24th 10:45 a.m. 

Everyone Invited.

Farewell to Pastor Heidi Bender 
January 7th 10:45 a.m. 

Nursery provided for all services. 
Everyone Welcome.
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COMPANY

e;Uss whal the Pros use to get rid of termites. 

roaches, ants, spiders.mice.snakes & fleas.

(256} 533-6754
3&D4 Governors Dr.

Mon - Fri 7am - 5pm 
Mention this ad and get 10% first treatment.

5$
fer&p Pest Problems?



more that were played on the radio over and over again 
during the Christmas Season.

Well the night before Christmas finally came for us 
and we were all excited and we looked for the biggest 
stockings we could find.

There were my sisters, Jean and Alice and brother 
Brice and me. We hung our stockings on the mantel 
piece near the fireplace because that was where Santa 
Claus would come down the chimney and see them. We 
tried to be good that year so we would get the things 
we wanted. If we were bad we would only get switches 
and ashes so we tried to be as good as we could, for 
most of the days around Christmas time.

On Christmas morning we were up at the crack of 
dawn to look and see what we had got. Our stockings 
had small toys sticking out of the top so we knew that 
they were full. I had wanted a electric train one year 
and I saw a train box. It wasn't the electric train but 
a wind-up one and it had 7 cars and a caboose and 
enough track to make a figure eight and I enjoyed play
ing with it very much. The next Christmas I did get an 
electric train. Brice and I also got Red Rider BB guns 
and cap pistols and scabbards. The girls got dolls that 
would close their eyes when you laid them down, and 
different outfits to dress them in, sets of little dishes and 
sets of cooking utensils along with a toy stove.

Our stockings were packed with small toys and an 
apple and orange at the toe and many kinds of nuts 
in with the toys. I enjoyed eating the English Walnuts 
and the Brazil nuts as well as the paper shell pecans.

My Aunt Elizabeth who lived in New Orleans had 
sent us a large box of pralines and there was also a large 
fruit cake, I enjoyed eating both of them. We always 
had a large box of Whitmans Sampler candy at every 
Christmas too. They were delicious!

My Mother and Daddy got up early too. Daddy 
went out to the chicken pen and caught the big tom 
turkey and chopped off his head. It serves that turkey 
right as he had flogged me when I was feeding him and 
turned my back on him. We raised a lot of our own food 
back then and had plenty of chicken eggs. My Mother 
started cooking the turkey after Daddy had put it in 
boiling water and he and I picked off all the feathers.

She made cornbread dressing, 
turkey gravy, mashed potatoes and 
baked mincemeat, apple, pump
kin, and sweet potato pies and a big 
chocolate cake also. She cooked all 
of these things on the family cook 
stove at that time. My oldest sister 
Jean helped her.

By about 1:00 o'clock we all sat 
down to a turkey dinner with all 
the trimmings and could eat all we 
wanted to this time! We would be 
eating leftovers for several days to 
come too. We could sit by the open 
fireplace and enjoy the warmth 
while it was cold outside with 
snow most of those Christmases.

I didn't realize it then but all 
these good things come from God 
whose birthday we were celebrat
ing at Christmas time of the year.

Taj tress Wash
Includes a

Fi 'ee Vacuum

256.532.2107
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Hampton Cove Funeral 

Home, Crematory 
and Cemetery

Helping Families Honor the Lives of 
Those They Love

Simple Cremation 
$1,395.00

Includes Professional Staff, 
Removal within 35 miles, Cremation 
Processing Fee and Temporary Urn

256-518-9168

Hampton Cove Funeral Home 
6262 Highway 431 South 

Hampton Cove, Al 35763
X———______ F

Lee's Express Wash
1220 Memorial Parkway NW 

www leesmagictunnel com
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Helpful Holiday Hints

- Fill your dining room with candles at 
different heights - try going with one color, 
like burgundy or dark green.

- For an eye-catching centerpiece for your 
dining room table, loop a wide taffeta ribbon 
around a wreath of greens and place on table. 
Intertwine with small white lights and in the 
middle put candles of varying heights.

- Make your own stairway greenery - just 
cut a large spray of greens, such as boxwood 
or magnolia - add a bow and wire it to the ban
ister. Add a few Christmas balls to the greens 
and it will look great!

- Head off stress by sticking to your nor
mal eating, sleeping and exercising routines 
as much as possible.

- Go to only those parties and events that 
you really want to attend. Don t feel obligated 
to go to a gathering you won't really enjoy.

- Shop early for those presents that need 
to be mailed away. Order your greeting cards 
and begin addressing envelopes.

- To keep warmer inside your home: 
vacuum heater surfaces frequently; open your 
shades and draperies on sunny days and close 
them at night; and wear warmer clothing, 
layered, indoors.

- If you have a room where clutter seems 
to multiply, just get a couple of large, attrac
tive wicker baskets and toss the clutter into the 
baskets for a quick and easy pickup.

- Want your kitchen trash can to smell 
fresh? Just toss a handful of good-smelling 
potpourri into the bottom of the can, then put 

in your plastic liner.
- Make sure your Christmas tree is fresh by us

ing a knife to cut into the bark above the base. The 
exposed area should be green and begin to show 
moisture. Once you get home, cut about 1-2 inches 
off the base, strip away the bark an inch above the 
cut and immerse in water. If you've done it right, 
you'll notice that your tree is drinking a lot of water 
immediately. Keep adding water.

- When gift-shopping, have a list of exactly what 
you're getting for each person. Then you won't 
find yourself hopelessly frustrated and wandering 
around the store with hundreds of other shoppers.

- Try to do your shopping during daylight hours 
- more thieves are lurking in parking lots at night, 
looking for easy targets to rob. Look confident and 
have your car keys ready.

FEDERAL CREDIT UNION

NCUA

wu>u>. rocketcityfcu. org

Main Office 
2200 Clinton Avenue 

Huntsville, Alabama 35805 
(256) 533-0541

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

(256) 536-0091

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

Wednesday 
8:00 a.m. - Noon

Star Market
and Pharmacy

Old Fashioned Service & Courtesy

Your Friendly Neighborhood 
Pharmacy & Grocery Store 

Located in Historic Five Points 
702 Pratt Ave. - 256-534-4509
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A Dog-Gone Christmas

by Hugh Michaels

Several years ago, I heard the most unusu
ally funny and somewhat ridiculous incident 
which happened here in Huntsville. It hap
pened during Christmas season.

This family owned a dog. The father was 
not a lover of dogs. He was forever trying to 
find a way to get rid of it. The small dog got 
sick. The father had to take the animal to a 
veterinarian and it cost him a large sum of 
money. The parent was not happy. He was 
determined to get rid of the dog.

One day, while the father was at work, he 
received a phone call from his wife. She was 
crying. She told him that he needed to come 
home, something terrible has happened. The 
father tried to get her to tell him what had 
happened. She was hysterical and could not 
tell him. He quickly left his office and he ran 
every red light in south Huntsville. When he 
arrived home, his wife and son were crying. 
He tried again to get his wife to tell him what 
was the problem.

She finally said, “He is dead. He died 
this morning.” The father thought perhaps 
someone in their family had died. He reached 
for the phone and proceeded to call long dis
tance to his parents. She finally said, "It's the 
dog!” The father was pleased, but he tried to 
appease the two family members.

He offered to take the dead dog to a pet cemetery. 
This pleased the mother and son. His wife found a 
small box and soft cloth and gently placed the dog 
in the box. She wrapped the box in Christmas paper. 
A large ribbon adorned the box. The husband placed 
the box in the back seat of his car. He proceeded to 
take the poor animal to a pet cemetery. While driving 
up the Parkway, he went into the mall to do some 
Christmas shopping. When he returned to his car, 
he discovered that he had left his car unlocked. The 
box with the dead dog was missing. Someone had 
stolen the box. They had no doubt thought it was a 
Christmas present. Someone in this city will remem
ber this act of dishonesty for the rest of their life.

Can you imagine the feeling they had when they 
realized that they had stolen a dead dog?

The father was relieved. He had disposed of the 
dog and he did not know where the pet cemetery 
was located.

Public service message from Old Huntville Magazine 

There are two very simple things you can 
do to protect yourself from scam calls.

Don't Be 
Scammed

Outsmart the People 
who are Trying to Steal 

from You.

1. Don't answer the phone if you don't recognize the 
number. If it's your family/friends they will leave a message.

2. Don't EVER give financial information over the 
phone. This includes credit card #s, Social Security #s, 
Bank Account #s, Medicare #s - Never give your Personal 
information to anyone on the phone.

Requests from legitimate agencies (like IRS, etc.) will 
always come in the mail.

It's a shame we can't be trustful now, but we can't. 
There are people who are very slick and will make you 
think they are trying to help you. Hang UP on them. This is
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Christmas
Angel

Anon

I tried for several years to 
get my wife to let us adopt an 
angel from under the Salva
tion Army Tree. We had to buy 
Christmas for 5 kids so I knew 
I was asking a lot. One year she 
agreed to adopt a little girl with 
the understanding that it was 
one toy and one piece of cloth
ing. Many little angels didn't 

get adopted at all so we agreed 
that a little Christmas was better 
than none. All we knew was that 
she was a size 10.

We went to Kmart to shop 
and it being winter, my wife 
said we ought to get her a nice 
warm coat. We found a nice one 
and it was on sale for $8.99. We 
found a stuffed animal and it 
was only $4.50.

We got in line and since it 
was December 9, the line was 
really long. The cart behind us 
had the cutest little sweat suit 
and my wife noticed the price 
tag said it was only $12 for the 
pants and the shirt set. She said 
for me to wait in line she would 
be right back. She had one in 
her hand when she came back 
in line and showed me smiling 
asking what I thought.

I nodded as she dumped it in 
the cart and I asked about that 
doll we were going to get before 

she saw the bear. She smiled 
leaving the line again and came 
back with one that she liked. We 
spent almost $50 on that little 
girl which wasn't really much. 
We weren't rich and still had 
other shopping to do.

Shopping for our own kids 
had always been about how to 
juggle to get each something 
nice, with everyone having 
about the same value and wasn't 
really about the joy of giving. 
We were glad when Christmas 
was over and happier still when 
the final bills were paid.

That year my wife had a 
Christmas Spirit she never had 
before and it rubbed off on our 
whole family. We weren't able 
to adopt another angel again but 
many years later my daughter 
said she remembered that year 
and helping wrap the presents 
for our angel size 10.

Merry Christmas.

***********************

AS ALWAYS...OUR BUILDING WILL BE FULL!

ANTIQUES, FURNITURE, COLLECTIBLES. & GLASSWARE - ABSOLUTE/NO RESLRVLSH 

Oak/Mahogany/Maple/Walnut Dining Room & Bedroom Pieces, China Cabinets & 
Breakfronts. Sideboards, Several Chests & Tables, Chairs, Dressers & Chests, Beds & BR 

Suites, Sofas, Dining Room Suites, Bookcases. Occasional Tables & Stands, Glassware, 
Advertisement Signs & Items, Old Tools. Toys, Radios & Radio Equipment. Pottery, Crocks 

jugs. Picture Frames & Mirrors, Tray Deals, Lamps, Lots of Smalls, and other 

Miscellaneous & Unique Items. Check out our pictures & llstinffs at the website below— 

you won't want to miss ttils sale!!! ooMTfo/iGFT rwsfSJtmmysaiEff!

*For pictures, listings, details, and directions, log onto 
www.auctlonzlD.com — Auctioneer !-D. #54S4. Call us for questions, 

inquiries, and seating at 25fi-837-1559V.

Be sere to Fo/fatura Litre Bs an faceboot as are/fr

Wilson Hilliard. ASBA #97 Bill Ornhurn, ASBA

ww.auctlonzlD.com


Pet Tips 
from Angel

Dog Facts
1. Is it a duck...or a dog? 

The Newfoundland breed has a 
water resistant coat and webbed 
feet. This dog was originally 
bred to help haul nets for fisher
men and to rescue people at risk 
of drowning.

2. It pays to be a lap dog. Three dogs 
(from First Class cabins!) survived the sink
ing of the Titanic - two Pomeranian and one 
Pekingese.

3. A Beatles hit. It's rumored that, at the 
end of the Beatles song, "A Day in the Life," 
Paul McCartney recorded an ultrasonic 
whistle, audible only to dogs, just for his 
Shetland sheepdog.

4. Wow, check out those choppers! Pup
pies have 28 teeth and normal adult dogs 
have 42.

5. Chase that tail! Dogs chase their tails 
for a variety of reasons: curiosity, exercise, 
anxiety, predatory instinct or, they might 
have fleas! If your dog is chasing his tail 
excessively, talk with your vet.

6. Seeing spots? Or not... Dalmatian 
puppies are pure white when they are born 
and develop their spots as they grow older.

7. Dogs do dream! Dogs and humans 
have the same type of slow wave sleep 
(SWS) and rapid eye movement (REM) and 
during this REM stage dogs can dream. The 
twitching and paw movements that occur 
during their sleep are signs that your pet is 
dreaming

8. No night vision goggles needed! Dogs' 
eyes contain a special membrane, called the 
tapetum lucidum, which allows them to see 
in the dark.

9. Pitter patter. A large breed dog's rest
ing heart beats between 60 and 100 times per 
minute, and a small dog breed's heart beats 
between 100-140. Comparatively, a resting 
human heart beats 60-100 times per minute.

10. According to a Petside.com Press 
poll, 72% of dog owners believe their dog 
can detect when stormy weather is on the 
way.

11. It's not a fever...A dog's normal tem
perature is between 101 and 102.5 degrees 
Fahrenheit

12. Is something wet? Unlike humans 
who sweat everywhere, dogs only sweat 
through the pads of their feet.
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13. Here's looking at you. Dogs 

have three eyelids, an upper lid, a 
lower lid and the third lid, called 
a nictitating membrane or "haw," 
which helps keep the eye moist and 
protected.

14. Americans love dogs! 62% of 
U.S. households own a pet, which 
equates to 72.9 million homes.

15. Move over Rover! 45% of dogs 
sleep in their owner's bed (we're pretty 
sure a large percentage also hog the 
blankets).

16. Why are dogs' noses so wet? 
Dogs' noses secrete a thin layer of 
mucous that helps them absorb scent. 
They then lick their noses to sample

the scent through their mouth.
17. It's not so black and white. It's a myth that dogs only see 

in black and white. In fact, it's believed that dogs see primarily 
in blue, greenish-yellow, yellow and various shades of gray.

18. Did you hear that? Sound frequency is measured in 
Hertz (Hz). The higher the Hertz, the higher-pitched the sound. 
Dogs hear best at 8,000 Hz, while humans hear best at around 
2,000 Hz.

19. Dogs' ears are extremely expressive. It's no wonder! 
There are more than a dozen separate muscles that control a 
dog's ear movements.

20. While the Chow Chow dogs are well known for their 
distinctive blue-black tongues, they're actually born with pink 
tongues. They turn blue-black at 8-10 weeks of age.

21. Why do they do that? When dogs kick after going to 
the bathroom, they are using the scent glands on their paws 
to further mark their territory.

22. No, it's not just to make themselves look adorable. Dogs 
curl up in a ball when they sleep due to an age-old instinct to 
keep themselves warm and protect their abdomen and vital 
organs from predators.

23. Breathe easy. In addition to sweating through their 
paw pads, dogs pant to cool themselves off. A panting dog 
can take 300-400 breaths (compared to his regular 30-40) with 
very little effort.

qj Lp
Renfroe Animal Hospital 

and Bird Clinic

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

Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411
Hours by Appointment

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million

Petside.com
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From the Desk of Tom Carney

“Account Paid”
When Bragg's Grocery on Hurricane Creek closed in 

1993, it was the end of an era. The old store had at one 
time been the center of the community, with housewives 
gathering inside to trade gossip while their husbands sat 
outside on the bench talking endlessly about the weather 
and whittling on ever-present pieces of cedar.

With the store closed, the only thing that remained 
was a stack of old ledgers from a bygone day, when 
people would charge their purchases and pay when their 
crops came in, or maybe when times got better. These 
yellowed account books contained, in many cases, the life 
stories of many people who called Hurricane Creek home.

There was Bob Ashburn. He charged a pair of shoes 
that cost $2.65. That same day, he purchased a shirt for 
75 cents. Looking back at an old calendar, we see that the 
day was a Friday. Had he just gotten paid? Or, maybe he 
was buying new clothes in order to court someone special.

Bill Matthews, the following day, bought 12 yards of 
cloth and 10 cents worth of snuff. Wonder if the same 
person used both?

Charlie Fears must have been a hard-working man 
because most of his purchases were for farm implements 
and seed. Two days before Christmas, in 1937, he was 
back in the store buying apples, candy and oranges, 
probably for Santa Glaus.

Henry Tucker stopped at the store for 50 cents worth 
of gas on Christmas Eve. Louise Jolly was in the store the 
same day settling her account. Bob Langford seemed to 
have not been in the Christmas spirit that year as the only 
purchases he made on December 24, were tobacco, snuff 
and coffee for a total price of 65 cents.

The first of the month must have been a busy time 
at the store. Old-timers called it “check-cashing day,” as 
that was when they received their government checks. 
That must have been a popular day for the children 
too, as almost everyone purchased candy when cashing 
their checks. Among the people cashing checks was Bill 
Smith, who also paid his insur
ance premium (51 cents) at the 
same time.

Gus White must have been 
a carpenter, or maybe he was 
adding on to his house. In Janu
ary of 1938 he purchased 500 
feet of oak boxing, 50 posts and 
25 feet of lumber. The lumber 
was 2 cents a foot.

Macaroni was obviously a 
popular food. Besides tobacco, 
coffee and candy, it was the 
product sold most often. The 
Walton family purchased maca
roni four times in three weeks.

Steve Cappaert
Broker-Associate 
651-7517 Mobile

Alvin Blackwell probably didn't travel 
very far when he was young. His average 
purchase of gas was only 50 cents. That 
summer he also charged 19 cents worth 
of fishing tackle.

The community didn't need a restau
rant. On almost every page were listings 
such as “Logan Honey, lunch - 20 cents.”

You would have to guess that the Rob
ert Harris family suffered from sickness 
that winter. Among their purchases were 
aspirin, salve, iodine, Black Drought, cas
tor oil, alcohol and salts. The week before 
Christmas, Mr. Harris added a French 
harp, stationery, tablets, apples and a 
coconut to his bill. Perhaps the most poi
gnant entry in the ledgers is the account 
of an old man who purchased cotton seed 
in anticipation of making a crop that year. 
The man was poor with no way to pay 
until the crop came in.

Several weeks after the purchase, the 
old man died, leaving no family or money. 
The next day someone, in old-fashioned, 
meticulous handwriting, had carefully 
entered “Paid” to his account.

▲

Am

AVERBUCH
Realty Co., Inc.

IN I =■ MLS;

7500 Memorial Parkway South #122 
Huntsville, Alabama 35802-2297 
Business 256/883-6600
Fax 256/883-6650 
stevecappaert© knology.net

knology.net
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Rocket City 
Santa

by Jan Neighbors

Yes, there is a Santa and he 
lived in Huntsville, Alabama. For 
most of us our parents were our 
very first personal Santa's and 
always knew exactly what we 
wanted and often managed to get 
it for us plus some surprises. In the 
1970's Boots Shelton was the Dun
navant's Santa. He had beautiful 
blue eyes and the personality to 
match. He loved people and never 
met a stranger. His granddaughter, 
Judy Baxter now Lott, was his Elf. 
He always had time to chat and 
smile and make your day.

After Boots retired I met 
Charles Cooper, the real thing 
Santa. If you remember a smiling 
and winking Santa on the Coke 
commercials you were at one time 
seeing Huntsville's own real life 
Santa. I had the pleasure of getting 
to know him when he lived on Mt. 
Gap Rd. in South Huntsville. He 
was an excellent story teller. Even 
in overalls you recognized him.

He was in the neighborhood 
store where he lived and one wide

eyed child came in one day. 
They exclaimed, "Santa Claus". 
He grinned big and leaned over 
and said "Yes, and I am friends 
with the Easter Bunny.” I am 
lucky enough to have photos of 
him with my son (picture to left). 
People stood in long lines for his 
photo. Children brought out the 
best in him.

One day he said he used to 
travel as Santa Claus and his 
wife went with him; it was her 
first and last time all rolled into 
one. So he was traveling alone 
when he hit the road after that 
trip. I hear rumors he was a

bootlegger when he was younger, 
guess it is tough making ends meet 
when you have seasonal work. I 
don't know that for a fact but I re
alize most of the nice people who 
read "Old Huntsville" would never 
repeat malicious gossip so the story 
is safe here.

I hear he had children besides 
a Mrs. Claus.

Then we have had two Santa 
helpers who have brought joy to

Pizza like you remember it!

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

Kitchen Closes 30 minutes 
before closing time 

many coming to see the Christmas 
decorations on Horseshoe Trail. 
One is Dr. John Higginbottam and 
Mr. Lanza, his son is Tim and one 
grandson is Paul, sorry I don't 
know Mr. Lanza's first name. Oh 
the stories those families have 
to tell. I have seen reindeer and 
llama's on the lawn.

Huntsville is full of good spir
ited people who are Santa helpers. 
I encourage each of you to find 
someone to help this Christmas! 
Most of us are blessed and really 
don't need any more stuff.

Then we have our own Scrooge 
Rankin Sneed who when he wasn't 
practicing law in downtown Hunts
ville was performing at Huntsville 
Theater League. Somehow it seems 
fitting that Scrooge was also an at
torney. I appreciate his legal advice 
and his sense of humor.

I like to think he was more like 
the Scrooge at the end of the story 
rather than at the beginning. One 
of Huntsville's finest.

Merry Christmas to all and to 
all a goodnight.

(256) 489-3374

“Yes I know where your 
keys are. And I believe you 
know where my treats are.”

Ted the Yorkie, to his owner

Proudly Serving You for 56 Years 

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com 
f] Like us on Facebook

903 Memorial Pkwy. NW, Huntsville Al 35801

http://www.bigedspizza.com
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Fusstive Season's Gratings
by Mark Dyer

Santa and I got off on the wrong foot back in 
1962. That was the year he committed the nearly 
unforgiveable mistake of delivering a piece of fur
niture instead of a red fire engine pedal car with 
working detachable ladder to a four-year-old. In 
spite of the fact that four-year-olds grow up, they 
are capable of holding a childish grudge well 
beyond the lap-sitting age. By age twenty-five, I 
assumed I had completely forgiven the jolly old 
fellow, but it turned out I was still holding onto 
some resentment. This came to light during the 
Christmas of 1983 when WUGGI (Wife Under Gift 
Giving Influence) decided we would take care of 
another family for the holidays. This was a great 
idea in every way except one, it required some 
effort on my part.

At a quarter of a century of life, I was well on 
my way to becoming a master fusser and when 
WUGGI realized that it was simply easier to do 
all the work herself, she wisely cut me loose right 
in the midst of one of my more spectacular funks. 
I even fussed about that. She sneakily researched 
and found a family who had hit hard times and 
wasn't expecting any Christmas at all. WUGGI, 
in complete spy-mode, discreetly determined the 
clothing sizes for the parents and their four small 
children. Her sources provided insights into the 
ages and likes of the little guys, as well as the wants 
and needs of the grownups. Soon our apartment 
was filled with shirts, shoes, toys and other mis
erable gift-related things. My mood was growing 
fouler by the minute as Christmas neared.

On Christmas Eve Eve, just as I was getting in 
the groove for a few grouchy exercises in order 
to stay in tip-top fuss-budget condition, WUGGI 
tricked me into being happy. She 
had a plan and executed it to per
fection. First, she reminded me of 
all the good things I was going 
to receive in two days, with the 
guarantee of no furniture. I should 
have seen it coming with that one.

Next, she provided a bunch 
of my favorite treats; malted milk 
balls, chocolate covered raisins 
and eggnog. When she excused me 
from dish washing duties, I fool
ishly let my guard down. Finally, 
she told me that she was going to 
take care of some additional sur
prises for me and that she needed 
to run some errands. Here it comes. 
She turned on the charm and said 

(256) 534-6132

in her sweetest voice, "Since I am doing all this for 
you, could you wrap a few presents while I am 
busy?" I had been lulled into a stupor of Christmas 
cheer and before my brain could react, my rascal 
mouth, which was filled with chocolate balls, raisins 
and nog, answered, "Sure, why not?" She was gone 
like a shot.

I glanced around and noticed for the first time 
that several thousand unwrapped presents had ma
terialized out of nowhere. Additionally there was 
a boatload of festive paper, three pair of scissors 
(two just for backup), and an entire wheelbarrow 
full of transparent tape and bows. What had just 
happened? I may be fussy, but I am a man of my 
word, so I settled into an afternoon of paper cuts 
and rips. By the time WUGGI returned, I had com
pleted my task, bandaged my cuts and settled into 
a professional-grade Grinch-worthy series of bad 
feelings, rancor and bitterness.

The following day, try as I might, with Christ
mas so close, I just couldn't gin up much animosity 
about anything, but that soon changed. It turns out 
that we had amassed too many presents to haul in 
a single vehicle. WUGGI invited her entire family to 
participate and I could feel a top notch ill will brew

Eczema and Psoriasis 
Homeopathic Cure 
Very Effective

Testimonials Available

M.D., Board-Certified Physician

(256) 924-8311

Clark Electric Co. 
Owner, Robby Boyett

For All your Electrical Needs 

No Job Too Big, No Job Too Small - 
We Do It All!

Breaker Panel Changeouts and Service Upgrades

Serving Huntsville and 
North Alabama since 1939

Visit us at www.clarkelectrichuntsville.com r

http://www.clarkelectrichuntsville.com
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ing. Sure enough, I was drafted to 
participate. We broke the known 
laws of physics by compacting a 
train car's worth of presents into a 
couple of automobiles along with 
six people. As we pulled out onto 
the road, I calculated I could see 
just about thirty percent of what 
was in front of me while driving 
through the congested Christmas 
shopping traffic. I gained an ex
tra five percent by getting one of 
WUGGI's sisters to move her foot 
off the windshield.

When we arrived at our des
tination, it looked like a scene 
with which I was all too familiar. 
There were a couple of rundown 
hovels pretending to be houses, 
some cars on blocks, a fence or 
two leaning drunkenly against 
each other, and nothing that even 
remotely looked like a lawn. Basi
cally, this was the neighborhood 
of my youth and I was hit with a 
bout of nostalgia. What was that 
noise? Was it a cracking sound?

We parked some distance 
away and the six of us all piled

out balancing as many packages 
as we could. We quick-stepped 
across the dirt and weeds, tip
toed onto the porch, stacked our 
loot and scooted away. While 

Happy 27th Anniversary to Bob Labbe 
and his radio show Reelin' In the Years!

You can listen to his show live every Friday 
night from 9pm - 1am on WLRH 89.3 FM

Oldies Pop Show with 
music from the 50's - 90's

Music You Always Loved - 
tune in to Reelin' In the Years 

with Bob Labbe!

Have a special request? 
Just call the Request Line 

at 1-888-330-8989

WLRH 89.3 FM or online at wlrh.org

everyone was racing back to the 
cars, I waited a minute to make 
sure someone knew we had come 
by and when there was no indica
tion, I found myself running back

A

Oreck Steam-It
Steamer Mop

• Adjustable steam settings for opti
mal cleaning on multiple surfaces

• Produces approximately 40 min
utes of steam (on high setting) on a 

full tank.
• Chemical-Free cleaning. Great for 
tile and grout. Cleans using only tap 
water. Works upside down without 

spillage. High temperature dry steam 
melts away dirt and grime.

Reg. price $179.99,

now $129.99 (256) 883-2525

r®

Cfea/i Marfa Ea^
Oreck Magnesium SP 

Vacuum

Ultra-lightweight
Weighs less than 8 Ibs*, one of the 

lightest full upright vacuums 
on the market.

HEPA Media Filtration
5 layers of filtration help trap up
to 99.97% or more of particles 

including allergens, mold spores, 
pollen, pet dander, dust & smoke

Reg. price $499.99,

now $299.99

Open Mon - Sat
10 am - 6 pm

In Business 
in Huntsville 
for 20 years

1010 Airport Rd. 
(Across from T. J. Maxx)

wlrh.org
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up to the porch to knock. I didn't want the pres
ents to disappear before the people even knew 
they were there. Did you hear that? A sound kind 
of like ice melting?

I crept back up on the porch and just as I 
tapped on the door, little Cindy Loo Who from 
Whoville opened it. I am not kidding. She had 
blue eyes as big as saucers and a messy little 
bunch of blonde curls on her head. She was about 
four years old and just stared at me. Crrrrack- 
kkkkk. I smiled, looked down at her and gently 
said, “Honey, go get your mommy or daddy, 
please.” About that time, I heard some heavy 
steps coming down the hall and I sprang off and 
began to gallop toward the car. A man walked 
out on the stoop and yelled, “Who are you?!” I 
fired back over my shoulder, “Santa Claus” as I 
jumped in the car and spun the tires getting out 
of there.

When we got back home, I noticed my chest 
was hurting from some inexplicable pain. My 
face felt strange as well, several unfamiliar 
muscles were flexing around my lips. Even my 
eyes seemed to be a little watery. I was definitely 
coming down with something. I could still feel 
some cracking and groaning behind my ribs, 
but I mostly ignored it, assuming I needed to eat 
some more Christmas ham. Later that afternoon, 
I turned on the local news and was not really 
paying much attention until I saw something 
that caught my eye. There was a man being in
terviewed wearing a very familiar sweater that I 
knew was the only one of its kind in the world. I 
had purchased that particular article of clothing 
along with a dozen other items in Korea a few 
years earlier. I loved that pullover and had taken 
excellent care to keep it like new.

Back when WUGGI was first getting started 
on her project, she pointed out 
that the father of her surrogate 
family was about my size and that 
I sure had an awful lot of sweat
ers. I ignored her. She persisted 
and said, “Wouldn't it be nice if 
that man had some nice warm 
sweaters himself?” I turned up 
the sound on the movie I was 
watching. Just as I could feel her 
building up a head of steam, I 
decided to avoid the rest of her 
wheedling and grabbed a handful 
of sweaters for her to box up. The 
man on the TV screen was wear
ing the one item I had debated 
most about letting go. I have 
never seen its like before or since.

As I stared at that Christmas 
Eve news broadcast, I recognized 
the sweater instantly. Turning up

the sound, I heard a reporter asking, “Why have you 
and your whole family come into this soup kitchen to 
volunteer your time on Christmas Eve?” He replied, 
“We had no Christmas at all this year. We were ex
pecting nothing. Today, completely out of the blue, 
Santa Claus showed up on our doorstep and provided 
what I could not for my family. We were so filled with 
gratitude that we all felt we had to do something to 
express our thankfulness, so we came here to serve 
others even less fortunate than us.”

The camera turned on little Cindy Loo Who and 
I was a goner. Crack, shred, split. Just like old Mr. 
“Sauerkraut and toadstool sandwich,” my tiny heart 
grew three sizes that day and I retired my Santa 
grudge forever.

William M. Yates, CLU

Life, Health, Disability
Long-Term Care, Annuities and Group

Ph. (256) 533-9448

Fax (256) 533-9449

In Business since 1974

Email us at mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net

Mack Yates Agency, Inc.

411-B Holmes Ave. NE Huntsville, Al 35801

The Church of God

4115 Ninth Ave. SW, Huntsville, Al 35805
Next to the old Westlawn Middle School

Come & study God's word with us! 
2Tim.4:1-4 

Bible Study anytime.

Service times Wed. 6pm
Sunday School 9:40am

Preaching services Sunday 10:30am & 5pm

Call 256-541-0242
We have Church Bus pickup, handicap facilities and a warm welcome

The Good News is, Jesus can free you from 
the bondage of sinning, for sin is man's ruin.

mailto:mackyatesagy@bellsouth.net
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What Do I Want for Christmas
by Rayford Key, to his parents, the people who attend.

in 1986 As I sat wondering what I needed for Christ
mas, I fully realized that what I needed was to be 
thankful for what I have already received.

Let me see what I need....
Let's see, I have a father and mother. They are 

called Walker and Delia. They were married 66 
years ago today, Christmas Eve.

They gave me eight sisters, five of whom I still 
have; Novella, Sadie, Laura, Faye and Geraldine, 
and precious memories of three that are gone; Janell, 
Christine and Lora.

; Houston, Audie, Leon,

I have wonderful brothers and sisters-in-law 
to go with those above; nine nephews, nine nieces, 
thirteen great-nephews, ten great-nieces, one great
great-niece, which represents five generations in 
our family.

Most of all I have a wonderful wife, Pat, and 
, warm home. I'm 
od relationships 

rk, a good church 
to worship as I choose and good fellowship with

Happy Anniversary, Mama and Papa Key

I have five good brothers 
Clinton and Dalford.

two healthy boys to share a good 
blessed with a good job and go 
with the people with whom I wo

SERVICES 
INCORPORATED

POINTING

Social Invitations 

Labels & Tags 
Promotional Items 
Full Color Printing 

BIC Products 

Business Checks

3308 Seventh Avenue, SW, Huntsville, AL 35805
256.534.4452 Fax: 256.534.4456 

email: linprint@lindasprinting.com 
wwiArlindasprin^ j

Bishop 30 Solutions
Home Defense and Tactical Training

Don't Be a Victim - Learn how You Can Protect 
yourself and your Family - Receive Training in Your 

Own Home.

Bishop 30 Solutions comes to you and creates
a customized plan to fit your needs..

Bishop 30 Solutions founder has 40 years combined experience in the 
military and Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA) to help families 

and groups plan for the unforeseen. All courses of instruction are 
customized and discreet. A customized plan will be created for you 

to fit your exact needs.

Training Courses include: Home Defense, Active Shooter, 
Home Fortification, Protective Patrolling, 

Bug Out Bag/Evasion, Land Navigation and more

Call for More information - Put Yourself in Control 

(256) 513-2280 
www.bishop30solutions.com

mailto:linprint@lindasprinting.com
http://www.bishop30solutions.com
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Silver Bells
by Jennifer Jonas

There was a cold chill in the air that De
cember morning I visited Nannette at the 
nursing home. Nannette dislikes the cold 
tremendously so I found her on her bed 
wrapped in her bright yellow blanket. As 
soon as I entered the room with my guitar, 
her face lit up with a radiant smile. She knew 
I was there to sing her favorite songs. But 
today I had an extra job to perform. I needed 
to prepare Nannette's mind for a visit from 
her husband, Charlie. You see on many days 
Nannette does not remember who Charlie 
is and this can cause great sadness. So to 
prepare her before he entered her room, I 
talked of her sweet husband, how much he 
loved her and how they used to dance to
gether years ago. Then I sang the particular 
favorite songs they used to dance to: "Let me 
call you sweetheart," "Till we meet again," 
and for the festive month of December, 
"Silver Bells."

I sang each song and then the moment 
came. Charlie walked through the door and 
came towards Nannette. My heart stopped 
for a second as I held my breath. Would she 
recognize him? Did my songs and shared 
memories help? Nannette stood up from 
her bed and met Charlie's gaze. Charlie 
puckered his lips and Nannette responded 
with a big smile and then she leaned into 
him and placed a big kiss right on his lips. 
I sighed and took in the scene with joy and 
relief. After their kiss Nannette reached her

arms around Charlie's waist and gave him a big hug.
I took advantage of this moment and began sing

ing “Let me call you sweetheart, I'm in love with 
you.” To my delight Nannette continued to sing along 
with me “let me hear you whisper that you love me 
too.” As we sang, Charlie began moving to a 1-2-3 
step and their embrace turned into a beautiful waltz.

I didn't want this loving moment to stop so when 
that song ended I didn't miss a beat, but continued 
with “Silver Bells.” “Silver bells, silver bells, its Christ
mas time in the city. Ring-a-ling, hear them ring. Soon 
it will be Christmas day.” The 1-2-3 waltz step was 
replaced with an easier side to side movement, but 
for Charlie it was still a beautiful dance. I could tell 
by the expression on his face that he was treasuring 
every moment of it. Charlie joined in with our singing 
so we now had created a trio, but in spirit, I think it 
was a lover's duet.

I was there to guide them along, but the song and 
the moment belonged just to the two of them.

=...........  ..................ft'^g^^, —  — -—

Wishing you and your 
Loved ones a Blessed and 

Peaceful ChRistmas

“If it weren't for televised football, 
hockey and basketball, many 

kids wouldn't even know what a 
real millionaire looks like.”

Phyllis Diller !

With special greetings to the
Huntsville High Class of 1966

Oscar & Maria Llerena \ 
L _ . . J

-
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And Then It

You know how it is - time 
has a way of moving quickly 
and catching you unaware of 
the passing years.

It seems just yesterday that 
I was young, just married and 
embarking on my new life. Yet 
in a way, it seems like eons 
ago, and I wonder where all the 
years went. I know that I lived 
them all. I have glimpses of how 
it was back then and of all my 
hopes and dreams. But, here it 
is. The winter of my life and it 
catches me by surprise. How 
did I get here so fast? Where did 
the years go and where did my 
youth go?

I remember well seeing old
er people through the years and 
thinking that those older people 
were years away from me and 
that winter was so far off that I 
could not fathom it or imagine 
fully what it would be like. But, 
here it is...my friends are retired 
and getting grey - or gone... 
they move slower and I see an 
older person now. Some are in 
better and some worse shape 
than me...but, I see the great 
change....not like the ones that
I remember who were young 
and vibrant...but, like me, their 
age is beginning to show and 
we are now those older folks 
that we used to see and never 
thought we'd be.

Each day now, I find that

If you stop getting 
thirsty, you need to 
drink more water. 

When a human body is 
dehydrated, its thirst 
mechanism shuts off. 

just getting a shower is a real 
target for the day! And taking a 
nap is not a treat anymore... it's 
mandatory! 'Cause if I don't nap 
on my own free will...I just fall 
asleep where I sit!

And so...now I enter into this 
new season of my life unpre
pared for all the aches and pains 
and the loss of strength and 
ability to go and do things that 
I wish I had done but never did.

But, at least I know that 
though the winter has come, 
and I'm not sure how long it 
will last...this I know - that when 
it's over on this earth...it's NOT 
over. A new adventure will 
begin.

Yes, I have regrets. There 
are things I wish I hadn't done... 
things I should have done, but 
indeed, there are many things 
I'm happy to have done. It's all 
in a lifetime.

So, if you're not in your win
ter yet...let me remind you, that 
it will be here faster than you 
think. So, whatever you would 
like to accomplish in your life

Jasper
Hello, the Ark did not know my name when I 
came to their shelter so they named me Jasper. I 
was a mess! My coat was matted with knots and 

was covered in fleas. Yuk and Ouch! My teeth 

were so bad I could not eat dry dog food. I was 
underweight and very scared. I am a Poodle 

and my curls are now pretty and white. I weigh 

14 Ibs. The doggie doctor had to extract the 24 

teeth I had left. My tongue hangs out some times 

because I have no teeth to hold it in my mouth.

I wish I could talk and tell the kind people at
the Ark my story. They are smart people and know that I am a senior dog. They know 

that I used to have a family that did not take proper care of me. Especially my teeth! 
Did I get lost or did my family throw me away? I can hear a little and I can see. I 

was so glad the kind lady that found me brought me to the Ark. I love to go on walks 

with the volunteers. Please be devoted to your pet and make it a member of your 

family. If you do that you will keep it its lifetime. Do not get a pet if you cannot make 
that commitment. Those of us that have more years behind us than in front of us 

should be loved as we were when we were young. That should apply to you too. We 

deserve nothing less. Come to the Ark and ask to see Jasper. That's me!

139 Bo Cole Rd. 
Huntsville, Al 35806

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am - 4 pm 

please do it quickly. Don't put 
things off too long.

Life goes by so fast. So, do 
what you can today, as you can 
never be sure whether this is 
your winter or not. You have no 
promise that you will see all the 
seasons of your life...so, live for 
today and say all the things that 
you want your loved ones to 
remember...and hope that they 
appreciate and love you for all 
the things that you have done 
for them in all the years past.

"Life" is a gift to you. The 
way you live your life is your 
gift to those who come after. 
Make it a fantastic one.

Live it well! Enjoy today. 
Do something fun - be happy 
- have a great day. Always re
member - it is health that is real 
wealth and not pieces of gold 
and silver.

Live happy in this year and 
every year. Lastly, consider the 
following: Today is the oldest 
you've ever been, yet the young
est you'll ever be, so enjoy this 
day while it lasts.

The Ark
A No-Kill Animal Shelter

256.851.4088



Old Huntsville Page 48



Old Huntsville Page 49

Lena's Christmas Mall
By Lena Mae Nelson

“Invite us to your next blowout.”

Sign seen in local tire shop

As I examined the contents of my home a few summers 
ago, I decided it was time to purge some products. I asked 
myself, "Where do I begin?" How did I end up with so much? 
The answer was simple. My mom died and left her clothes and 
household belongings. Likewise, two of my childless aunts had 
journeyed to their celestial home and I had their clothes and 
household items. I saw the need and began to purge.

I gave one of my aunt's pieces of antique furniture to a 
church in my hometown of Madison, Alabama. I gave my old 
car to my girlfriend's son in Huntsville, Alabama and some 
clothes to another girlfriend's church in Lexington, Kentucky 
for their flea market. In addition, monthly gifts of clothes and 
miscellaneous items had been given to the Viet Nam Veterans; 
Am-Vets; Goodwill; Salvation Army and the Kidney Founda
tion. However, as I examined my home I saw no dent in the 
contents—I was still abundantly blessed! There was a dire need 
to continue to purge. I continued my purging through the fall 
with seemingly no dent in my celestial blessings.

One Sunday evening before the Christmas holidays, I was 
looking at my bills and the numerous medical bills I had after 
being treated for cancer. In the beginning, I became a little 
depressed. I wondered how I would be able to buy Christmas 
gifts and pay my medical and other bills too. I looked around 
a room and saw a candle set I had not opened or used. A light 
bulb came on in my head. I asked myself, "Why not give the 
candle set to someone for Christmas?" Webster describes a mall 
as a street with shops, restaurants and businesses that are closed 
to vehicles. I describe “Lena's Christmas Mall" as a house with 
enough products to create shops, restaurants and a business or 
a flea market for sure that is closed to vehicles and the public! 
The idea in my mind was to create a Christmas Mall of the 
many items I had in my possession. Thus, "Lena's Christmas 
Mall”was created.

Archipelago Botanicals 
Lampe Berger 

Patience Brewster 
Alabama & Auburn Gifts 

Kitras Art Glass 
Carruth Studio - Stone 

Home & Garden Accents 
Jim Shore 

European Soaps

New Holiday Cards & 
Merchandise!

(256) 534-5854
.6 Pratt Avenue 
in Five Points

I began searching through 
the house and boxes for gifts. I 
was successful. My sister-in-law 
talked about losing weight—a 
gift for her was one of the two 
sauna suits I had purchased and 
one of my zumba tapes. Other 
gifts I gave were glass pie dishes 
and water glasses to each of my 
neighbors. My ex-husband's wife 
who is a seamstress was given 
a glass Christmas platter and a 
roll of yellow cloth. My daughter, 
Cheryl was given wine glasses, 
dish towels and cookware. I gave

I
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my stepmom sheets and candy dishes. One of 
my aunts had left whiskey jiggers that have 
been in the family for over 50 years. I gave the 
jiggers to my son-in-law David. He promised 
to take care of them and to forever cherish 
them. This just to name a few of the items I 
gave as presents for Christmas. In addition, 
I baked cakes for everyone. After carefully 
wrapping each gift, I composed a letter to 
accompany the gifts. The letter stated:

“Happy Holidays to You”
As I was sitting at my kitchen table 

Sunday refl ecting on the holidays and all 
the things that I have to be thankful for, a 
thought came to mind. Why not share all 
the love and treasures that I have with fam
ily and friends. So for this Christmas, I may 
give you something new; however, I will also 
share with you some of the treasures left be
hind with me from my loved ones who have 
exited into their celestial life!

I have a house full of treasures. Over the 
years I have given many things away - bed
room, kitchen furniture. I have given away 
chinaware, fl atware, glassware and Corning- 
ware, pots pans, skillets - just to name a few. 
Yes, I have much more of all kinds of trea
sures. After all, I was left with the household 
goods of two aunts and a mother. You know 
how the folks were back in the day. They 
bought things they NEVER used saving for 
a rainy day. Things were hidden in boxes, in 
closets and under the bed - you name it. I kept 
holding onto things with plans to have a yard 
sale or sell them on Ebay and I 
still plan to do that. However, I 
just wanted to share an item or 
two with you for Christmas to 
share the love that was shared 
with me. I hope you will enjoy 
your gift.

Hope you had a (Blessed 
Thanksgiving. Wishing you 
a Christmas filled with love 
and joy and a very abundantly 
Blessed Happy New Year!

Much Love, Lena Mae

“Who's cruel idea was 
it for the word “Lisp” to 

have an “S” in it?”

Becky Johnson, Athens

Everyone was pleased with the gift he or she received. 
My neighbors told me my idea was so thoughtful and 
kind—their gift was the best they had received. My 
daughter was overjoyed to receive the cookware, wine

Their responses were very jubilant and endearing 
to me. Gifts given from Lena's Christmas Mall was a 
success! I was very happy and pleased they loved their 
gifts! “Lena's Christmas Mall - a place where I can give 
gifts from the depths of my heart!

What's the
Perfect 

Christmas 
Present for 
your Loved 

Ones?
They'll be sure to remember you 

each and every month!

A Gift Subscription to the Magazine keeps your 
Friends & Relatives Connected to Huntsville!

Subscribe for 12 issues, 
$25 per year 

Send check/money order to 
Old Huntsville Magazine 

716 East Clinton Ave. 
Huntsville, Al 35801



The Story Behind 
the Song - 

a Memory in 
Every Note 

by George Wells

When Barbara, my wife of 58 
years, died I went deep into my 
music to find a peaceful place. I 
wrote many lyrics relating to our 
life and love. While listening to 
one of my songs it came to me that 
songs are great landmarks for the 
many events we experience during 
our life. Those musical memories 
are stored in every song, waiting 
for us to take that walk down 
memory lane.

I met David Wall, a singer/ 
songwriter from here in Hunts
ville. His voice was most unusual. 
Was it unusual enough to be suc
cessful? Who knows, but I asked 
him to write the music for my lyr
ics, “A Memory in Every Note”. 
When I heard how much feeling 
he put into the song, I decided he 
would be the one to record my 
song.

David Wall was born in Win
ston Salem, NC and after several 
other stops, his family ended up in 
Chattanooga, TN. As a youngster, 
8 years old, he became interested in 
music and started singing around 
the house. His parents were 
impressed so they found him a 
music teacher. Those lessons were 
short lived as the family moved to 
Huntsville, Alabama.

It was there David met the 
famous Alton Delmore, of the 
Delmore Brothers. Thrilled by 
the presence of Alton, David's 
interest in music peaked. Events 
in his life lead him on to the year 
2016. It was then that David fin
ished his first gospel song, and 
had the good fortune of singing 
his song in his hometown church. 
Again, fires of songwriting started 
burning brightly. Locating other 
songwriters, he was encouraged 
to write for the love of the trade.

It is our hope that you agree 
that David has earned the title of 
singer/songwriter. And his first 
recorded project showcases his 
skills and feelings to both write 

and sing. We hope his song will 
walk many down memory lane to 
find those memories hidden in their 
songs. We used some of Hunts
ville's finest musicians to build 
the music track. Backup vocals 
were added by Hershey Reeves. I 
am sure you will be pleased with 
his talents. And the final touches 
were added by Donny Carpenter, 
the premier studio violinist in the 
famed Muscle Shoals area.

We thank you for taking time 
from your busy day to let us share

Update: “A Memory in Every Note” was 
released and opened as #23 on the 

International Top 40 Singles Chart.

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

jobs!”

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

(256) 503-2922 text or call

Email: sbsmith@hiwaay.net

Visit: www.scottyfix.com
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a few words with you. David and I 
hope the song will touch the hearts 
of many and will become their fa
vorite when reliving life's precious 
events. God bless all.

An mp3 copy of the song can 
be purchased from CDBABY.com, 
Amazon Music, iTunes and many 
other digital sales sites on the in
ternet.

X

mailto:sbsmith@hiwaay.net
http://www.scottyfix.com
CDBABY.com


Old Huntsville Page 52

ULTIMATE ELVIS

TRIBUTE ARTISTS CODY RAY SLAUGHTER j

CHRISTMAS t
in DIXIE

Christmas, Gospel, Rock ‘n’

Saturday, December 16,2017 • 7:00 pm

Benefiting the 
Association of the 

United States Army 
www.ausa.org

Former Members of 
JD Sumner 

& The Stamps Quartet 
(Donnie Sumner, Ed Hill, 

Bill Baize, Larry Strickland), 
and Dan Lentino & 

The Fabulous
Ambassadors Band

TICKETS ON 
SALE NOW!

VBC 256-533-1953 
www.vonbrauncenter.com 

OR charge by phone 
Ticketmaster 1-800-745-3000 

www.ticketmaster.com

www.shawnklush.com • www.codyslaughter.com

http://www.ausa.org
http://www.vonbrauncenter.com
http://www.ticketmaster.com
http://www.shawnklush.com
http://www.codyslaughter.com

