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

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

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

A Hardware Store....

The Way You Remember Them

222 Washington St - 539-5777
_______________________________________________________ i»
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Above and Beyond:
Mike Rose and the 

Medal of Honor 
by John E. Carson 

Front picture by AUSA

The Military's Highest 
Honor, the Medal of Honor, is 
awarded for service above and 
beyond the call of duty.

On October 23, 2017 Hunts
ville resident Captain Gary Mi
chael Rose was awarded the 
highest honor our nation can 
bestow for his heroic actions 
during the Vietnam War in a 
deadly and secret operation 
that took place in Chavane, 
Laos during the four days of 
September 11-14th, 1970.

In a campaign code named 
Operation Tailwind, Sgt. Rose, 
a Special Forces medic, was in
serted deep into enemy terri
tory with a company size force 
comprised of American, Viet
namese and indigenous para
military personnel known as 
Montagnards.

Once on the ground, they 
moved deeper into enemy 
territory and soon made con
tact with an enemy squad, 
wounding two Americans and

“Always be nice to nerds. 
Chances are good you'll 
end up working for one.”

Bill Gates 

L. Thomas Ryan, Jr. 
Attorney At Law

2319 Market Place, Suite B

Huntsville, Alabama 35801 

Telephone Fax
(256) 533-1103 (256) 533-9711

ESTATE PLANNING, LIVING TRUSTS, 

WILLS, PROBATE
“No Representation is made that the quality of the legal services to be performed is greater than the quality of 

legal services performed by other lawyers.”

two Montagnards. One of the 
wounded was trapped outside 
the defensive perimeter.

Sgt. Rose rushed to the man, 
rendered expert medical treat
ment, stabilized the soldier, 
and carried the man back to 
the defensive area under heavy 
gunfire.

When the enemy withdrew, 
the company moved still deep
er into the enemy territory, en
gaging the enemy and taking 
more casualties. Bravely and 
courageously, Sgt. Rose moved 
through the enemy fire with 
no regard to his personal safe
ty to render treatment to the 
wounded, returning the enemy 
gunfire to reach the wounded 
men.

So intense was the enemy 
fire that the medic was forced 
to crawl from position to posi
tion to reach and treat the men. 
Directing the fire of the inex
perienced troops and giving 
words of encouragement to the 
terrified Vietnamese and Mon- 
tagnard, Sgt. Rose continued to 
care for the safety of the com
pany.

Throughout the next few 
days the unit marched west and 
deeper into the Laotian jungle, 
defending themselves from 
continuing attacks by squad to 
company-sized enemy forces.

Air Force gunships provid
ed close-in cover and helped 
keep the enemy at bay.

Though wounded in ac-
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Blinds, Shutters, Drapery 
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Treatment Provider
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Interior Window Treatments
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www. randsblinds. com
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tion from multiple hits, Sgt. 
Rose took the most severe of 
his wounds on the second day. 
During an assault by the North 
Vietnamese Army, one of the 
Montagnard was wounded 40
50 meters outside the perime
ter. Running, crawling and ma
neuvering his way to the man, 
he rendered lifesaving medi
cal aid, then dragged the man 
with one hand while engaging 
the enemy with his gun hand 
until they reached safety. As he 
was returning to the company 
with the man in tow, a rocket 
propelled grenade landed near 
him, spraying his back and leg 
with shrapnel and blowing a 
whole in one of his feet.

As he would for the rest of 
the mission, Rose used a stick 
for a crutch and continued 
to care for the wounded. The 
company had taken so many 
wounded that a Medevac was 
called to extract the injured. 
Unable to land in the small 
area, the copter hovered and 
Sgt. Rose, fully exposing him
self to the enemy fire, attempt
ed to pass the wounded up to 

the helicopter crew. Under the 
intense enemy assault, the pilot 
was forced to abandon the mis
sion and the damaged aircraft 
crashed a few miles away.

With the wounded now 
numbering almost half the 
company, Sgt. Rose worked 
tirelessly, improvising litters, 
digging trenches and treating 
the wounded, never taking 
time to eat, rest or care for his 
own debilitating wounds.

On the last night of the mis
sion, the company took unre
lenting fire, bombs and mortar 
rounds as the North Vietnam
ese Army pounded them all 
through the long night. Sgt. 
Rose never stopped working to 
treat the injured and wounded 
men.

And on the final day of the 
operation, after destroying an

The newest tranquilizer 
works so well that 
people don't care 

whether they pay their 
doctor or not.

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

SERVING THE 
HUNTSVILLE 

AREA 
SINCE 1884 

FOR ALL YOUR 
RESIDENTIAL

Do you need to settle an Estate? 

Downsizing to a smaller house?

Organizing and running your Estate Sale? 

Let us clean out-pack up-sell off or donate your items!

(fol Imm auU to tit afi! JLetJlMM Zttdt tie tkem ufi tiqhtl

Mary Jim Ailor

256-658-2718.

AIR CONDITIONING & 
HEATING UNITS 

PLUMBING 

ELECTRICAL 
ENERGY AUDITS

256-534-0781

Iooseendsbymj.com
mailto:mjailor@looseendsbymj.com
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Precision to the X degree

Your spine is complex and delicate. So precision matters. 
Huntsville Hospital is the only Alabama hospital with Mazor X, the 
most precise robotic technology for spine surgery. With powerful 
3D visualization and superior guidance ability, the Mazor X allows 

surgeons to create a custom surgery based on your anatomy. 
Unrivaled technology and precision.

It’s precisely what your back needs.

ZZZ7 Huntsville hospital
huntsvillehospital. org
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enemy base camp, the com
pany was notified that over 
500 North Vietnamese troops 
were moving on their position 
and an extraction had been set 
up. Air Force assets cleared 
their path as they moved to the 
landing zone. Once there, the 
enemy attacked them from all 
sides, causing even more ca
sualties. Ignoring his pain and 
fully exposing himself to en
emy fire, Sgt. Rose moved from 
man to man to retrieve and 
treat the wounded.

When the extraction heli
copters arrived, the medic en
gaged the enemy with his own 
fire to repel the assault. Sgt. 
Rose boarded the final copter, 
hobbling up the ramp and ac
curately aiming his returned 
fire on the enemy.

The North Vietnamese 
Army overran the now vacated 
landing zone, reaching an esti
mated 50 meters from the air
craft as it took off.

Aboard the helicopter, the 
men were not safe yet, and as 
it lifted off, anti-aircraft guns 
hit the chopper. At about 4,500 
feet, Sgt. Rose heard the engine 
stop.

Alerted that the Marine door 
gunner had been hit in the 
neck, Sgt. Rose administered 
life-saving medical treatment 
before the helicopter crashed 
several kilometers away. He 
was thrown clear before the 
crash.

With the helicopter smok
ing and leaking fuel, and 
many wounded still onboard, 
Sgt. Rose crawled back to the 
wreckage and pulled his un

conscious and wounded team
mates from the downed copter 
and rendered professional and 
lifesaving treatment until an
other helicopter arrived to take 
them to the base.

Although he was covered in 
blood and wounds, Sgt. Rose 
refused all aid until the last of 
the wounded men was attend
ed to first.

During those four days, in 
constant contact with a superior 
enemy force, despite the many 
wounded, only three men died; 
all from the Montagnard. No 
American lives were lost. Sgt. 
Rose is credited with treating 
60-70 wounded soldiers and 
saving many lives. Captain 
Gary M. Rose's story does not 
end with the description of the 
battle, much of it taken from 
the official site at www.army. 
mil/medalofhonor/rose/.

InterSouth
properties ”

“Leasing and Managing Huntsville's Premier Office Buildings

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

Visit us at www.intersouth-properties.com

<

Marathon
Painting

Services including:
*Exterior & Interior 

painting
*Woodworking 
*Deck Cleaning 
*Gutter Repair 
*Pressure Washing 
*Handyman Services 
*Roofing 
*Doors 
*Drywall 
*Siding
*Window Cleaning 

(256) 326-8053 
John M. Bzdell 

Free Estimates * References upon 
Request * Licensed & Insured

J

* Highland Office Park, Phases 1 & 2
* Park West Center
* University Square Business Center
* 8215 Madison Blvd.

“Don't wrestle with 
pigs: You'll get all 

muddy and the pigs will 
love it.”

Old Country Wisdom

' Grub Control 
’ Fire Ant Contra!
* Disease Control

' Tree £ Shrub Programs
* Flea & Tick Control
■ Fertilisation

Thank you for 
Tour Business!

www.GreenLand-Turf.com

http://www.army
http://www.intersouth-properties.com
http://www.GreenLand-Turf.com
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Born in Watertown, New 
York on October 17, 1947 he 
later moved to the Los Ange
les, California area and gradu
ated from James Monroe High 
School in Northridge in 1965. 
Enlisting in the U.S. Army on 
April 4, 1967, he attended Basic 
Training at Fort Ord, Infantry 
and Advanced Training at Fort 
Gordon, after which he was 
promoted to Private First Class 
and sent to U.S. Army Air
borne School, Special Forces, 
Fort Bragg.

His tours of duty include 
Thailand, where he trained 
Thai soldiers and border po
lice medics in Lopburi as part 
of the 7th Special Forces Group 
(Airborne), in 1969; the Repub
lic of Vietnam in 1970 as part 
of the 5th Special Forces Group 
(Airborne), a group that has 
produced 17 Medal of Honor 
recipients; and Panama, 1971
1973.

Kept secret for many years, 
Captain Rose had not even told 
his wife about the events he was 
awarded the military's highest 
honor for, nor discussed the op
eration, even with other Special------——

Forces members. Finally, as he 
stood beside the Commander 
in Chief, his story, and the sto
ry of the MAC-SOG (Military 
Assistance Command-Studies 
and Observations Group) men 
who fought for seven years in 
that secret war, could be told.

As he has said in interviews, 
“It wasn't what we were doing 
that was a secret, it was where 
we were doing it,” although, 
officially the U.S. was not op
erating in Laos, the North Viet
namese Army was using the 
area to attack South Vietnam 
and the members of the MAC- 
SOG were sent in to stop them.

Mike Rose retired from the 
Army in May of 1987 as a Cap
tain and worked in private in
dustry until he permanently 
retired in 2010. He has been 
married to his wife, Margaret, 
since 1971. They have three 
adult children and two grand-

“The only time my prayers 
are never answered is on 

the golf course.”

Billy Graham

Alpha Estate Sales & Auctions
Est. 1983

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

www.alphaestatesales.com
ix ^10

i r 1 'ffw*m-'i
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'W rfi //is

Visit our Website for Upcoming Sales

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

Experience, Professionalism and 
Excellence is our Motto. Facebook

Phone (256) 226-4571

http://www.alphaestatesales.com
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children.
His selfless service contin

ues to this day, working for 
charities, many through the 
Knights of Columbus, and the 
many Veterans groups he is a 
member of, including the DAV 
(Disabled American Veterans) 
and the Vietnam Veterans of 
America.

After Sgt. Rose's story was 
told to the audience, President 
Donald Trump, with genuine 
respect and appreciation and 
citing the selfless and coura
geous service to his country, 
placed the Medal of Honor 
around his neck.

Humbly accepting the med
al and the honor, the retired 
Captain saluted the President, 
then the officers and men in at
tendance, and the audience.

Though his medals include 
the Distinguished Service 
Cross, The Bronze Star, The 
Purple Heart, The Meritorious 
Service Medal, the Presidential 
Citation Award (MAC SOG) 
and many others, Huntsville's 
Man of Honor told the audi
ence that this medal, (Medal 
of Honor) was not just his, but 

Ayers Farmers Market
Tha nk you for a great year at Ayers, 

we wish alt of you a prosperous 

and Happy New Year!

Bill Mullins Honey

1 urnip (»rec ns

Collard (ireens
(256) 533-5667
Hours: Mon - Sat 8 am - 6 pm

Located at the SE corner of Governors Dr. & Memorial Pkwy.

belonged to all the men that 
served in Vietnam: The Special 
Forces, MAC-SOG, and the Ma
rines and Air Force that helped 
and supported them.

The next day, October 24th, 
2017, Mike Rose stepped into 
the Pentagon and in a televised 
ceremony took his place in the 
Hall of Heroes - the Pentagon's 
permanent display of all the 
Medal of Honor recipients.

After years of secrecy, Cap
tain Mike Rose, the members of 
the Special Forces and all those 
men and women who served 
in the war in Vietnam have fi
nally taken their rightful place 
in history; a history and legacy 
that will inspire generations to 
come.

“Please excuse Beth from 
missing school yesterday.

We forgot to get the 
Sunday paper off the 

porch and when we found 
it Monday we thought it 

was Sunday.”

Seen in local 
principal’s office Windsor House

Nursing Home / Rehab Facility

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

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

achieve one's highest level of inde
pendence.

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

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

A place you can call home....

4411 McAllister Drive 
Huntsville, Alabama 35805 

(256) 837-8585
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A Tough 
Air Force 

Assignment 
by George Wells USAF, 

1951-1955

Following the completion of 
training, I was assigned to the 
54th Troop Carrier Squadron 
at Elmendorf Air Force Base, 
Anchorage, Alaska. I arrived 
at Elmendorf in January 1952. 
It took six days on a boat from 
California to reach Alaska. Why 
the Air Force with its fleet of air
craft would send us via boat was 
never real clear.

We fly back from Alaska. The 
54th Troop Carrier Squadron 
had just been reassigned from 
Berlin where they were involved 
in the Berlin Air Lift. They had 
about 12 C-54s in their aircraft 
fleet. These old planes were the 
reliable workhorse for the Air 
Force.

My job assignment was in 
Squadron Operations, keep
ing up with the flight schedules 
and related orders. I was in an 

upstairs office at the end of a 
hanger. With glass all around I 
had a great view of the Alaskan 
mountains.

The squadron had an unusu
al monthly task. They had the 
responsibility to deliver the fa
mous Flying Hostesses on their 
monthly visit to bases all around 
Alaska. It was a weekend trip. 
The fact that the cargo was 42 
women made the flight one of 
the most sought after flights we 
had.

My job was making sure the 
flight schedules were prepared 
and distributed. Suddenly I be
came a person of interest. I was 
probably the second person in 
the Squadron to get his hands 
on the schedule. Both officers 
and enlisted men constantly 
asked me about the schedule. 
It seems like no matter where I 
went someone asked me for the 
flight information. I would give 
them the date of the flight and 
they would try to get scheduled 
for the trip.

I can't disclose much more 
detail about these flights as they 
were highly classified. We did 

not want the soldiers, ours or 
the enemies, to know where the 
women were.

I can't remember how many 
flights I made. My boss was 
agreeable for me to fly when
ever and where ever. I typed 
my name on the orders as an ex
tra crew member. That meant I 
helped where help was needed. 
Of course, as a safety concern, 
one of my tasks was being sure 
the 42 ladies knew how to install 
their parachutes. And making 
sure they were having a com
fortable flight. Similar to the 
tasks of the modern day airline 
attendant.

The longest flight I made was 
about 4 or 5 hours, out to Adak 
Naval Base, on the Aleutian Is
lands. One thing for sure, what
ever base we landed at, there 
was a lot of excitement. The big 
discussion was the Saturday 
night dance which was the main 
purpose of the Flying Hostesses.

My assignment with the 54th 
ended when I was transferred to 
Naknek Air Force Base, Alaska 
to run the NCO Club. That's an
other story for a later date.

,J fc

Don Broome Studios

What started as an artist making his own frames has 
become a complete frame shop in my home.

Let me help you select the right materials to 
compliment your work. By Appointment.

7446 Clubfield Cir. 256-880-3497
Huntsville, Ala 35802 256-656-1457
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He Lost His 
Teeth

from 1875 Newspaper

A Huntsville man, M. S. 
Thompson, ten years ago got a 
set of false teeth mounted on a 
golden base. A short time after
wards he lost his teeth and he 
supposed they had been sto
len by a bag boy in his employ. 
Thompson was in the habit of 
taking them from his mouth 
at night and placing them on 
a table in a glass of water. The 
boy strenuously denied the 
theft, but this did not in the 
least remove the suspicion. The 
boy was immediately fired. 
After a time all thought of the 
false teeth passed away, with 
Thompson having secured an
other set.

About three years ago 
Thompson caught a very severe 
cold and from that time forward 
he was troubled with incessant 
pain in his right breast, in the 
region of the lungs. This was 
attended with a severe cough, 
and frequent hemorrhages of 
the lungs occurred. He thought 
he had consumption and for 
years had been under medical 
treatment, without relief.

During the early part of last 
fall he was seized with a vio
lent fit of coughing and during 
its progress coughed up sev
eral pieces of a hard substance 
which appeared like bone on 
first examination. He experi-

God may have created 
man before woman, 

but remember there is 
ALWAYS a rough draft 

before the final 
masterpiece. 

enced some relief at this time, 
and during the next day he 
coughed up more of the same 
species of material. Being very 
curious, he examined this close
ly and in doing so discovered 
pieces of metal attached to the 
bony matter, which, though 
worn and discolored, looked 
like teeth.

The truth suddenly dawned 
upon him. He had gone to sleep 
those many years ago with the 
false teeth in his mouth, and in 
the night he swallowed them, 
and they had passed into his 
lungs and had lain there these 
many years.

In the course of a week he 
coughed up the gold plate in 
pieces, along with the rest of his 
teeth. He rapidly regained his 
health and strength and is now 
as hearty and robust as he ever 
was.

Lawrens
809 MADISON STREET 

HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801

BRIDAL REGISTRY
China, Crystal, Silver, Pewter, Table 

Linen, Cookware.

Decorative Accessories, Invitations and 

Announcements, Lenox China & Crystal, 

Fine Linens & Cottons For Bed & Bath.

Spry Funeral 
and Crematory 

Homes, Inc.
Family owned and operated 

since 1919 

(256) 536-6654

Valley View Cemetery 
open with 100 acres reserved 

for future development

(256) 534-8361
W __ip
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Remembering 
John H. Williams 

by Brome'

For many years, John H. Wil
liams was the manufacturing 
manager for Avco Electronics. 
After several years of struggling 
with lung cancer, which he beat 
while still smoking 3 packs a 
day, they put him in charge of 
product returns that needed to 
be reworked and other projects 
that no one else wanted to do.

A little man with silver grey 
hair and a calm, steady demean
or, I first met him when I took a 
Quality Circle class he taught. I 
would complete the leadership 
class he taught as well. I was 
assigned to bring him out of the 
'dark ages' and put his records 
kept on a legal pad onto a com
puter. I could tell many stories 
about this man with his quiet 
demeanor.

After a few weeks working 
for him, I was assigned another 
project but we remained close 
and when I heard he had colon 
cancer, I wasn't too surprised. 
He still smoked the whole time

> \

I knew him. As his time on 
earth grew shorter, his young
est daughter, a nurse, had a 
friend who was helping take 
care of him and as it happened 
she was sitting with him the 
night he died.

I came over the morning after 
his passing and we sat drinking

“When you hear a man 
say that poverty builds 
character, chances are 

good that you're listening 
to a millionaire.”

Jed Brader, Athens

<■

coffee. The girl told of a dream she had just before waking 
to see him pass. She said that this little guy with coal black 
hair and a cocky gait walked through the house checking on 
everyone while whistling this annoying tune. She said in her 
dream, he walked to the front door and kicked the screen 
open, looking out, leaning against the door frame. She said 
she asked him where he was going and he said "out.” She 
asked "when are you going to be back" and he said "I'm not.”

He kicked the screen open again and walked out with a 
Popeye walk while whistling that tune.

The family was shocked because only they would remem
ber that years ago, he had coal black hair and for as long as 
anyone could remember he had whistled that tune. I didn't 
know and I don't think anyone at Avco would have known 
his original hair color or the fact that he used to walk with 
that cocky walk.

The song he was whistling was the one that his family put 
up with for years but I had never heard him whistle it.

SHAVERS$O0|$

* Rare Books
* Local Authors
* Estate Evaluation

* Books ' New and OLd
* Out of Print SeaRCh
* First Ediions
* AppraisaLs

Jr

John M. Shaver Railroad Station Antiques
256-533-7364 315 Jefferson St. N.
Email shaversbks@comcast.net Huntsville, Al 35801

Stonework

Stucco

Repairs

Pavers
Curbs “No Job is too Small”
Walkways
blocks Michael Sylvester

M S Masonry
Customer Recommended
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mailto:shaversbks@comcast.net
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KEEPERS OF THE LIGHT “It might look like I'm doing nothing, but at the L
cellular level I'm really busy.”

Butch Adcock
by John Evan Carson

Artists and writers

Sculptors and sketchers
It’s about how ^'hve.

Molders of metal 

And sunlight catchers

Poets and painters 

And workers of wood 

In temples and churches 

And down in the hood

The sages of ages 

Expressing themselves

Have filled libraries and galleries 

And countless shelves

And every person 

Each in their way

Reflects and creates 

And has something to say

We all have a candle

To bring to the night 

God made us all 

The keepers of the Light

Time to Connect

Adolescents who feel 
connected to and 
important to their 

parents are less likely 
to be involved in risky 
behaviors, one study 
found. Key times to 

connect are before and 
after school, at dinner 
and before bed time.

com forL dignity. dreams.

/Z2Z7Hospica Familv Care
(256) 650-1212 hospicefamilycare.org

■ 1

EEE’S MAGIC TUNNEL CAR WASH
256.533.5620

2318 MEMORIAL PKWY. SW 

www.leesmagictunnel.com y

hospicefamilycare.org
http://www.leesmagictunnel.com
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NOW AVAILABLE!

KKWHhib^ **rt 

frrtMlCkvH*

All foods are prepared and cooked on site.
Wf cook With hickoty wood to have that great taste. We do not cook with gas!
• fork Srndwiih
• Chick • o Srntlwiili
• Turkay Sandwich
- GrIliad Him th Chtrir 
« GrlUad Turkay & Cha***
• BLT
. Rib Sandwich
• Chick*** Hngara
• ll*mbutg*r* - FrpjA Ikiity
• Ch*#i*bur|t*r* - Mtfdr Freth Daily

14163 Highway 231/431 North 
Located in the beautiful city of Hazel Green

• Hat Do|i > Branch PH**
-Slaw Oo£* ■ Reef Or Iv'ft* Potato Salad
• Chill l>o£* • Hakad Baan*
• Plata Oinnari • Gmn Bt*nt

Rjfi f\.it . TurAry, I Jli r< Jc cm, <7ia I* -j linyct-, a l|oni*M*4* lhich|mppl#i 
. Rib. (Slab «« 1/2 Slab) * Slaw May* IMfirw' CJr Vinegar
• Whol* Chickan * Salad* - Mfitb Or Wiibcrur M«4t
• Piaa * Kid'* Menu Aval tabla Ac
• Banana Pudding Much Mnraltt

Made FresJt Daily

Remember to pick up your Family Pcrck Special;

It's Cooked In The Pit"

Health Rating 98%

O'LE DAD'S BAR-B-Q

Carry Out s for your Special Events!

We're thankful to our Good Customers 
for their business last year and we wish 

you a Wonderful and Happy New Year!

256-828-8777
Rosemary Leatherwood, owner

There's nothing better than barbeque!! 
border BBQ, Savory Ribs and all the fixin’s.
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Tips from Earlene

- Emptied fruit, such as oranges or cantaloupes, 
refilled with vanilla ice cream with raspberries or 
strawberries make dainty little bowls. Cover with 
pink whipped cream and garnish with red cherries 
and serve at your afternoon tea.

- When you rub lotion on your face, be sure and 
get your neck area too as it needs moisturizing as 
much as your face.

- Having trouble sleeping? Oftentimes, just an 
extra pillow will help.

- Dip asparagus into egg batter, roll in fresh 
bread crumbs or cracker meal and fry to a golden 
brown in butter. A very select vegetable with a 
juicy steak.

- Two cups of flour, two teaspoons of baking 
powder, a pinch of salt and add cold water to make 
a stiff batter. Drop by teaspoonfuls in meat broth 
for drop dumplings that never fail.

- Give your colicky infant mild ginger tea. It's 
wonderful for digestion and gas. For fever, eat 
grapes throughout the day. Also dilute pure grape 
juice and sip.

- Whisper to an angry child. He'll have to stop 
crying to listen to you.

- To ease the discomfort of a bad hangover, rub 
half a lemon under each armpit. This may ease the 
feeling somewhat.

- For Asthma, eat 3-6 apricots a day. They help 
heal lung/bronchial conditions. <

- For regularity, drink the 
juice of one lemon mixed in 
one cup of warm water every 
morning. A bit of honey may 
be added to sweeten. You'll be 
amazed at the results.

“Why is it people say 
‘I slept like a baby' when 

babies wake up every 
2 hours?”

Maurice Gant, BC-HIS
Board Certified Hearing 

Instrument SpecialistEleanor Keith

- A lady who had ringing in her ears tried 
dropping 2 drops of onion juice into her ears 
3 times a week and it stopped.

- Garlic is wonderful for your heart - take 2 
capsules a day to protect and strengthen the 
heart and help thin your blood. Also use gar
lic in cooking and raw in salads - the cloves 
get really mild and sweet when baked or 
roasted.

- For indigestion, scrub an orange and eat 
some of the peel 5 minutes after a meal.

Round Rugs, Hexagon, 
all shapes for arty 

room in your house, 
Great Quality at 

reasonable prices

Kenny & Mary Harbin, Owners

Rugs as smalt as 21” x 34" (washable) 
up to 11 ft. x 14 fl. » a rug for everyone’

Rectangle Rugs and runners in all sizes

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

■'Mary’s Rugs
New Rugs Arriving Daily

Located at Limestone Flea Market, 
between Huntsville and Athens on

Huge Selection of Rugs

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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Miracle on the 
Tennessee River 

by Barry Key

The dictionary defines "mir
acle" as a "highly improbable or 
extraordinary event that brings 
very welcome consequences”.

Coy, one of my closest 
friends, and I lived in New 
Hope, Alabama. We were for
ever involved in some type of 
workshop project. In the mid 
1950s, one of our projects was 
to build a small boat that we 
could use in the farm ponds 
and gravel pits in and around 
New Hope. We did build a very 
simple boat on a very slim bud
get. It was a 4 x 8' sheet of ply
wood with 1 x 12 boards as the 
sides. It had 2 seats made from 
1 x 12 screwed to the top of the 
sides. It resembled an oversize 
flower box. We christened her 
the "May Flower". Fishing and 
frog gigging farm ponds were 
fun but just didn't offer the ad
venture we were looking for.

We planned a float trip, a 
trip that would take us down 
the Paint Rock River to the 
mighty Tennessee River and 

finish at Ditto Landing south of 
Huntsville. We had estimated 
it would take about 16 hours. 
We put in to the Paint Rock at 
the Highway 431 bridge near 
Keller's store and my dad was 
to pick us up at Ditto Landing. 
We loaded that oversized flow
er box with two paddles, an ice 
chest full of drinks and food, a 
frog gig, spot lights and fishing 
tackle. When Coy and I got in 
the boat with all the supplies 
and equipment, we only had 
about 5 to 6 inches of free board 
left.

Decision time.... go or no go.
The trip down the Paint Rock 
was tranquil and trouble free. 
The narrow river was smooth 
with just enough current to 
keep us moving. We explored 
lagoons and sloughs adjacent to 
the river. Life was good, the trip 
so far was more than we had 
expected. Around 2 or 3 o'clock 
we entered the Tennessee.

Wheeler Dam was evidently 
holding water because there 
was little or no current with a 
slight chop on the water. If the 
chop became worse or we met 
a barge or yacht (a situation we 
had overlooked in our plans) 
with the small amount of free 
board we had, it could be cata- 

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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strophic.
Decision time again. We were at a point of no 

return.... no way to battle the current on the Paint
Rock and return to where we put in at the 431 
bridge. Should we beach the boat, walk out, and 
return with my motorboat for our equipment... 
and abandon the May Flower? Our decision was 
to continue on the Tennessee and chance an in
crease in the choppy water. We would stay as 
close to shore as possible and if we met a barge 
or yacht, we would beach the boat until the ves
sel passed.

The current was so slow on the Tennessee that 
we actually had to paddle to advance against 
the light breeze that was blowing up stream. Ev
erything was still essentially going in our favor. 
When darkness fell the breeze subsided and we 
were again moving with what little current there 
was. With darkness, it was time to concentrate 
on getting some frog legs. We had floated for a 
couple of hours with our spotlights shining on 
the bank. Concentrating on the river bank, we 
lost consciousness of where we were floating.

Suddenly we hit something solid and came to 
an instant stop. We swung our lights away from 
the river bank to see what we had run into. We 
were under the bow of a hopper barge moored 
to a concrete wall at Baker's Sand and Gravel. 
Hopper barges are approximately 35 feet wide 
by 200 feet long. They have a square bow with 
an approximate 45 degree angle to minimize wa
ter friction when being pushed by tug boats. We 
were extremely lucky that the river current was 
slower than normal. A swifter current and our 
little May Flower would have been swept un
der the barge due to the angle of the bow. I'm 
hesitant to say this, but if we had gone under 
the barge, I think our chances of survival would 
have been nil.

The barge was flush against the concrete wall 
so we would have to work our way to the river 
side of the barge, approximately 30 feet away. We 
couldn't paddle because the current was holding 
us against the barge at the point where the 
river and bow converge. The only way we 
could move was to put our hands against the 
bow above our heads and “walk” our way, 
hand over hand, to the river side of the barge. 
Thank goodness there weren't two barges 
tied side by side as they sometimes are.

When we got around the barge we forgot 
about frogs and beamed our lights on the riv
er ahead of us. Prior to hitting the barge, our 
trip had been one of hearty conversation and 
jocularity, but in a heartbeat, had turned to 
silent thought, gratitude and a VERY WEL
COMED CONSEQUENCE!

We pulled into Ditto Landing just as my 
dad was arriving. I had done this same trip 
several times before in a motorboat and nev
er thought much about it...but I will never 
forget our float trip in the little May Flower.

Over the years I'm not sure what triggers the 
nightmare, but sporadically I awake in a cold 
sweat. Then I realize that in my dream we had 
hit that barge again in the Tennessee River.

Each time I experience this nightmare I ac
knowledge to a greater power that Coy and I 
were definitely the recipients of a true miracle 
on the Tennessee River.
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Heard in the News

Sleepwalker Takes Tumble Out Of Hotel 
from 1913 Huntsville Democrat

Anderson Hammer of New Hope walked out of 
a second story window in the Hotel on Washington 
Street early Sunday morning while asleep and was 
seriously bruised about the head and body. Ham
mer had retired only a short time before and after 
about an hour got up and walked about in the room, 
finally going to the front window, out of which he 
stepped and tumbled head first to the concrete pave
ment. Hammer is subject to somnambulations and 
has been known to take nocturnal rambles before.

Bordellos in Huntsville to Close Tonight 
from 1913 Huntsville paper

The so called segregated or red light district of 
Huntsville will go out of existence tonight at mid
night and by tomorrow, practically all of the occu
pants of "the houses of our midst" will have depart
ed from the city or changed their mode of making a 
living.

When the question of abolishing the district was 
brought before the City Commission in November 
by a committee representing the Men and Reli
gion Forward Movement, proprietors of the houses 
agreed to close up quietly and get out provided 
they were not molested before the first of Janu
ary. The commissioners entered into this agree
ment and the action of the police will not be nec
essary. The women declared their intention of 
keeping their promise to move away.

Several of the inmates of the houses have al
ready left the city, but a majority are still here 
however. A few will go to the homes from which 
they have long been absent but most of them will 
make their way to other cities and continue their 
life.

Pressure 
Washing 
WE CLEAN IT ALL!

Painting 
Home Repair 

256-603-4731

Licensed & Insured
Proud Member of 

the BBB

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

Occupants, as well as patrons, of the houses 
will face hefty fines in our city court after today.

Other cities have driven the red light districts 
out before this and the outcome of the experiment 
in those cities as well as here will be watched 
with a great deal of interest.

Don't Waste A Good Hand
From 1875 Newspaper

A pious father entered a Huntsville saloon the 
other night with a horsewhip and found his son 
playing poker. He tanned the young man's jacket 
and sent him home, and then sat down to finish 
the game himself.

The son was reported to have been holding 
aces over kings.

Re/Max Alliance - (256) 797-0203

Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com 
www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com

mailto:Homes@MaryEllenPeters.com
http://www.HuntsvilleNeighbors.com


Old Huntsville Page 18

Heard On 
the Street

by Cathey Carney

We had two winners this 
month, one for the hidden Santa 
in the December issue and one for 
the Photo of the Month. The first 
caller to find my incredibly tiny 
Santa I had hidden on p. 32 in the 
Lumpkin's ad was Mildred Whit
lock, of Huntsville. She is 87 years 
old, is retired from working on the 
Arsenal and has a son & daughter. 
She is so proud of her 5 grandchil
dren and 7 great grand kids! Con
gratulations to you Mildred.

Then, we had multiple callers 
for the Photo of the Month who 
was handsome songwriter George 
Wells, 86 years old with over 100 
of his songs published. The lady 
who called said she had met him 
several years ago at an event at 
Gibson's BBQ and knew that face! 
Jenny McCary is from Scottsboro 
and wins a free subscription!

A group of ladies from Beta 
Sigma Phi sorority was having 
dinner at Luciano's recently (they 
have that cozy downstairs dining 

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

area perfect for parties, groups, 
etc.) and there were two young 
men providing the background 
music. They were amazingly good 
and they are Jacob Dumbacher 
who plays piano and Jose Javier 
Vasquez, Electric/Double Bass
ist. There was a large crowd there 
that night and the atmosphere 
was perfect; everyone was really 
enjoying the music.

I just wanted to take the time 
to thank those people who are 
sending Old Huntsville stories 
that we can use. Your memories 
are unique and so interesting and 
this is how many of the old fam
ily stories and “tales” get put into 
print to be there forever. I know 
it takes time and thought to cre
ate your story and send it, and I 
appreciate each of you so much. 
And if you are a regular reader 
and just don't think your story is 
interesting - send it - I'll be hon
est about it and if I can't use it I'll 
tell you why! As you all have no
ticed, we don't publish anything 
that will hurt anyone and we will 
NOT talk about politics!

Billy Eaves had an 80th birth
day on December 6. He called us 
to say how much he loves reading 
about our local history. His sweet 
wife Carolyn passed away when 
they had been married almost 
56 years and he misses her every 
single day. They adopted two 
children - son Michael Eaves and 
daughter Eva Combs. He loves 
his kids and his grandkids too! 
Happy Birthday to you, Billy.

Jerry Lankford, Post 237 Hon
or Guard Commander of 30 years, 
has been out of action for several 

months due to pancreatic com
plications. He hopes to be well 
enough to return to the American 
Legion Feb. 1st. The Post and the 
Honor Guard miss him and wish 
him well. It would cheer him up 
to get a card, that can be sent to 
American Legion Post 237, 2900 
Drake Ave., Huntsville, Al 35805.

Everyone may know this but 
the other day while getting some 
pens at Office Depot, I noticed 
they had Medium point as well 
as Fine and Extra fine. As my eyes 
get older it's hard to read even my 
own writing so I bought the me
dium point roller balls, and love 
the heavier ink.

Rosemary Leatherwood of Ole 
Dad's BBQ in Hazel Green has a 
birthday on Jan. 28th and we wish 
her a happy, cozy birthday. She 
hasn't been feeling great lately 
so we send love for a speedy re
covery. Her grandson Alex has a 
birthday Jan. 31st and he will be 
10. The family is always think
ing of their loved ones who have 
passed away, and know one day 
they'll all be together.

As many recall, the old YMCA 
building downtown was really 
in bad shape when Buck Watson 
bought it and began renovations 
years ago. It is now one of the

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

Call (256) 534-0502

This beautiful lady gave you 
the news for 2 decades on 

Ch. 31 WAAY TV and is now 
embarking on a new career.



most elegant structures in Hunts
ville. It's hard to believe that Buck 
has been gone a year, he passed 
away on Jan. 26 in 2017. He left so 
many friends and co-workers and 
family who would love to get just 
one more hug from him.

The employees of the Madison 
County Sheriff's office honored 
Sheriff Blake Dorning with a 
ceremony marking his 34th An
niversary of service to Madison 
County, Ala. On Nov. 21st. in 
1983 Blake was sworn in to ser
vice as a Deputy Sheriff by Sher
iff Joe W. Patterson and quickly 
rose through the ranks. We thank 
you for your dedication and hard 
work and I know your Dad is so 
proud of you.

I found two fast ways to lose 
weight. Quit watching cooking 
shows and printing out the reci
pes that sound great (mostly des
serts). The other tip is don't burn 
vanilla candles at night. With 
those candles burning it smells 
like cookies or cake and all you 
can do is start baking and eating.

John E. Carson is a contribut
ing writer to Old Huntsville and 
he is also a writing teacher. On 
Feb. 1st he will be continuing the 
Creative Writing Class with a new 
program called “The Art of Writ
ing” focused on the basics of writ
ing creatively - open to both new 
and former students. There is NO 
FEE for the class that takes place 
on Thursdays at the Senior Center 
on Drake, from 1-3 pm. If you've 
ever thought about writing your 
memories or about your family 
or past events, this is well worth 

your time. You can contact John 
Carson for more information at 
carsonjohn936@gmail.com.

If you have access to a Next
Door group, it might be a good 
idea to join up. You give your 
email and then you receive real
time updates about what's going 
on in your neighborhood. Lots 
of missing pets, upcoming lo
cal events, strange people in the 
neighborhoods, etc. But this year 
was a bit different because we 
found out how many packages 
had been stolen from porches. It 
seems that thieves see a box on 
your porch and feel that it's OK 
for them to take it from you. I 
don't remember this happening 
ever in the past, but there are ac
tions you can take to hopefully 
prevent theft. Security cameras 
are good, requiring a signature 
upon delivery, or having your 
package sent to a local UPS office 
or work address - somewhere that 
won't leave your package outside 
on a porch. Friends looking out 
for unusual activity is good too. 
It's a shame that we have to resort 
to this but you work hard for what 
you get. Just be smart about it and 
be alert in your neighborhood.

Harold Lee Vest had a won
derful story about “The Christ
mas Purse” in the December issue 
of Old Huntsville, and it is part of 
an anthology called “Moments in 
the Sun” that is published by CBA 
Publishing (local) and is full of po
ems and stories from local writers. 
It's available on Amazon.com and 
is for sure a feel-good book that 
you need to add to your collec-
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tion. So happy to see that people 
are not totally moving to comput
ers from books but still like to hold 
a book in their hands and turn the 
pages!

The Christmas luminaries and 
Tour of Homes in Twickenham 
and Old Town Historic districts 
were very popular this year in 
spite of the high winds. It feels 
like you're transported back to 
the 1800s and is just peaceful and 
beautiful to drive around and 
look at the lights. The homes that 
were decorated were so much fun 
to see. It takes neighbors all morn
ing to make up the candles/sand/ 
bags that are put out on the curbs. 
Then the homeowners are asked 
to just light the candles in front of 
their homes. Surprised to see that 
some of the homeowners were 
home but just didn't light the can
dles. Maybe they'll do it next year. 
Hope so.

Remember NEVER to give any 
financial information to anyone 
on the phone who calls you - if 
you make the call then you're in 
control - but if someone calls you 
to tell you your computer has 
a virus and they can fix it - they 
CAN'T! They just want access to 
your computer and your financial 
info. Some trusting people have 
lost thousands of retirement dol
lars thinking they were doing the 
right thing. You can't trust people 
anymore who call you, just don't 
answer at all, or hang up.

Take care of yourselves and 
watch out for your neighbors. 
Have a warm cozy January and 
Happy New Year!

a w
z5

Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
Quick Response Team

24/7 Emergency Service
(256) 533-7163 louie Tippett
www.united-specialist.com

mailto:carsonjohn936@gmail.com
Amazon.com
http://www.united-specialist.com
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Senate Bean Soup

2 lbs. navy beans, dried
1 t. garlic powder
1 t. black pepper
Salt to taste
1-1/2 lbs. ham hocks
2 onions, chopped
Dash Cayenne pepper
Wash your beans. Place them 

in a 6-quart pot with 4 quarts of 
water boiling. Add spices and 
the ham hocks and reduce heat 
to simmer. Boil slowly for 4 
hours, pot covered. Pre-cook the 
onions til light brown and add 
them to the pot. Taste beans to 
see if tender, then serve with hot 
bread and a good salad.

Hot Brown Rice

3 green onions, chopped
1 stick butter, melted
1 c. rice
1 small can mushrooms
1 can beef consomme

1 can water
1/2 t. each oregano, thyme 

and garlic powder
Salt and pepper to taste

Preheat your oven to 325 
degrees. Spray a 2-quart baking 
dish with cooking spray. Add 
all ingredients and bake for an 
hour. Stir after 30 minutes, cov
er for the balance of the baking 
time.

Oven Roasted Pot atoes

1 env. Lipton Onion soup mix 
1/3 c. oil
1/2 t. garlic powder
2 lbs. potatoes, chunked into 

medium pieces
Preheat your oven to 450 de

grees. Place all ingredients in a 
large plastic bag and shake til 
the potatoes are evenly coated.

Pour the potatoes into a shal
low, greased baking pan. Bake 
for 40 minutes, stirring occasion

ally, til they are golden and ten
der.

Good with chicken or pork.

avoPL| ' ius i j( Balls

1 lb. sausage
2 c. grated sharp Cheddar 

cheese
2 c. Bisquick mix 
1/2 t. cayenne pepper

In a large bowl put the sau
sage, cheese, Bisquick and cay
enne. Mix well with your hands, 
til all is well blended. Roll small 
balls (large marble size) and 
place on greased cookie sheet. 
Bake in preheated 325 degree 
oven for 20 minutes or so - check 
to make sure the cheese is lightly 
browned. Don't overcook!

Alab ama Fried Chicken

1 fryer, cut in pieces (or just 
chicken breasts)

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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2 c. buttermilk
1/2 c. all-purpose flour
1/2 c. corn starch
1/2 t. poultry seasoning
1/2 t. garlic powder
2 t. seasoned salt
1/2 t. seasoned pepper
1/4 t. crushed red pepper 

flakes
Shortening for frying
Wash the chicken well, re

move skin. Place it in a large 
bowl and pour the buttermilk 
over it to cover. Soak this way for 
at least an hour - you'll tenderize 
the chicken and add flavor.

When ready to cook, melt 
your shortening in a large skillet. 
Take a plastic bag and combine 
the flour, corn starch and next 
5 ingredients. Shake well, put 
your chicken pieces in there one 
at a time and coat.

Place the chicken in the hot 
shortening. When it's all in the 
skillet, brown the chicken on all 
sides, cover and cook for 30-40 
minutes. Turn several times.

Peanut Butter Pie

3 egg yolks
3 c. milk
1 c. sugar
1/2 c. cornstarch
1/4 t. salt
1 c. extra crunchy peanut but

ter
2 t. vanilla
1 baked graham cracker crust 

pie shell
1 med. Cool Whip

1205 Kildare Street 
Huntsville, Al 35801

Wishing you a prosperous and 
happy New Year!

1 pkg. chopped peanut top
ping

Combine egg yolks and milk 
in saucepan, blending well. 
Combine sugar, cornstarch and 
salt; stir in egg mixture. Cook, 
stirring constantly til thick.

Pour hot filling in large mix
ing bowl and cover with waxed 
paper. Chill an hour. Whip 
chilled mixture until creamy and 
add peanut butter and vanilla. 
Beat til smooth.

Pour filling in pie shell and 
spoon on Cool Whip, then top 
with sprinkling of chopped nuts.

Ch ocolatey Pecan Crisps

2 c. all purpose flour
1 t. salt
1 t. baking soda
1 c. brown sugar
1 c. granulated sugar
2 sticks butter
1-1/2 t. vanilla
2 eggs
2 c. semi-sweet choc. chips
1 1/2 c. chopped pecans
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. 

In a large bowl mix the flour, 
salt, baking soda and put aside. 
Melt the butter in pan, add the 
sugars, vanilla, eggs. Pour into 
the dry mixture, mix well. Add 
the chips and nuts, mixing well.

Spray butter spray onto cook
ie sheets, drop batter by rounded 
teaspoonfuls about three inches 
apart. Cook for 7-9 minutes, cool 
and remove from pan. Do not 
overbake.
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Gifts - Cut Flowers

Plants & Accessories 

Weddings - Parties

We deliver fresh 

flowers locally

256-519-8898

Ron Cooper

Mark Kimbrough

601 McCullough Ave.

Huntsville Al. 35801

Restaurant With 
The Trains!

The Historic
Lowry House

Reserve your 
special event in a 
special location 

(256) 489-9200

975-E Airport Road

(256) 883-7656 
Country Cooking 

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

Closed Sundays
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A Girl Named Smitty

by Fran Miller

I was in the fourth grade the first time I saw 
Smitty. We'd been in school since September but I'd 
never seen her before. She showed up in the play
ground just as I was unwrapping an “O Henry” 
bar and stuffing it in my mouth.

It was way down in the fall and the weather 
was getting cold enough to need a sweater for 
playing outside, but here was this new girl in a 
faded cotton dress with one sleeve torn loose and 
even worse than that, she had nothing on her feet; 
no socks, no shoes, nothing.

The boys from our class were throwing around 
a football that already had most of the air kicked 
out of it, while most of the girls stood whispering 
in tight little circles. The new girl stood off to the 
side, away from the rest of us, leaning against a 
Sweet Gum tree. When our teacher Miss Drake 
ushered us all inside, she took Smitty's hand and 
led her to the front of the classroom.

"Boys and girls," she said, "today we have a 
new student, her name is Smitty and she'll be 
joining our class." Miss Drake smiled at Smitty. "I 
want you all to make her feel welcome." A few of 
us mumbled “Hi.” The snottier girls giggled and 
looked away. I didn't know what they thought 
was funny.

Smitty didn't answer back, she just inched 
closer to the oil heater that kept the classroom 
warm, not once lifting her eyes from the plank 
floor.

Seeing her bare feet gave me the shivers. I had 
given up going barefoot several weeks before 
and I couldn't see how she could stand to walk 
on the cold hard ground with no shoes.

Smitty's face was long and thin, much like the 
rest of her, and her skin had a pasty, grayish color 
that kinda reminded me of the oatmeal I hated, 
but Mama made me eat every morning before 
going off to school. The “Great Depression” our 
nation suffered was easing up in most parts of 
the country, but for whatever reason it still lin
gered in the deep South, so seeing poor people 
was not uncommon. Truth be told, along with 
our family, most everybody we knew would be 
considered poor and most relied on commodities 
of cheese and peanut butter to make it to the end 
of the month. My school and our house was only 
a few blocks from the poorest section of town, 
and more than likely it was the poorest place 
in the entire state of Alabama. People called it 
“Boogertown “. I never knew where that name 
came from and couldn't think of any reason for 

a place to have a name like Boogertown. After 
awhile I gave up trying to figure it out. I just 
knew that most people had very little to do with 
the folks that lived there.

Houses in Boogertown were mostly shacks 
that had never seen a coat of paint. Some had 
boards torn off, showing the black tar paper 
underneath. There was very little grass in any 
of the yards, which was mainly just dirt and 
garbage. As far as I knew, none of the houses 
had electricity or indoor plumbing.

Smitty's appearance left no doubt that's 
where she was from, and even though there 
were other kids in school from that part of town, 
they all had some kind of shoes, even if the shoes 
were so big the kids had to shuffle along to keep 
from walking out of them.

Miss Drake put Smitty at a desk close to the 
front of the classroom and handed her some 
lined paper and the big fat pencil that was used 
to grade our papers. Dropping her chin to her 
chest, Smitty mumbled, “Thank You.”

I decided right then and there I was gonna 
make Smitty my friend.

Next day at recess I walked over to where
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she was standing all alone. “Wanna play 
with us?” I asked.

Without saying a word, she shook her 
head and walked off.

Every day after that I would ask her to 
join in whatever games we were playing 
but each time with only a shake of her 
head, she'd turn away.

Smitty had only two dresses she wore 
to school. The second one was in no bet
ter shape than the first and with winter 
creeping up, she still had no shoes. I 
couldn't help feeling sorry for her. I really 
wanted to give her a hug until I remem
bered the tongue lashing I had gotten 
two years before from both Mama and 
my second grade teacher, Miss Walker. 
Miss Walker had told Mama that no mat
ter how hard she tried, she couldn't keep 
me from rubbing heads with the kids 
from Boogertown and knowing most of 
the kids from there had head lice she told 
Mama she was afraid with all my loving 
and hugging on these kids, I'd get lice too.

I reckon since Miss Walker was 
Mama's second cousin, she thought she 
needed to report all my actions to her.

It wasn't too long before Miss Walker's predictions 
turned out to be right. I got lice.

Mama was the first to spot them. We were sitting in 
the front pew at church one Sunday morning when Mama 
looked down and saw a verminous black dot inching 
across my head.

She later told Miss Walker after seeing that, it was 
nothing short of a miracle that she hadn't fainted dead 
away right there in the middle of Brother Harris' sermon.

I really hadn't meant to, but I passed those little crit - 
ters to every member of my family including an invalid 
uncle who lived with us. I liked to hug him too.

After lots of hair washings and some god awful smell
ing salve smeared on my head every day when I'd leave 
for school, Mama would warn me not to be hugging on 
kids from that part of town.

“Yes Ma'am,” I'd say and I really did try, but I guess 
it's just my nature to be affectionate.

It was almost Thanksgiving when I woke up one 
morning to see frost covering the bushes outside my 
bedroom window.

Wearing just my flannel pajamas, I raced out the door, 
anxious to feel the frigid leaves on the tip of my tongue. 
Frost was about as close as we got to having snow.

“Get back inside before you catch your death,” Mama 
screamed at me from the front door.

That showing of white made me realize Christmas
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was not that far off. Just the week before 
Mama had taken my sister and me down
town for our annual visit to the shoe store. 
Once a year we would both get a brand new 
pair of shoes. We always got a size larger 
than we needed so they'd last all year.

This year I got a pair of Buster Brown 
saddle oxfords that were brown and white. 
I don't remember what kind my sister got.

On the bus ride home after our shopping 
trip, Mama explained that shoes were expen
sive and these were our Christmas presents. 
Then as she always did, she told us to take 
good care of them and reminded us we were 
not to wear them until after the holidays.

My sister and I looked at each other try
ing not to giggle out loud, knowing that 
come Christmas morning along with the 
shoes, we'd each have one or two wrapped 
presents under the tree. Along with a stock
ing that had nuts, an orange and an apple, 
with a peppermint stick, but best of all, at 
the very bottom of the sock, there would be 
a Hershey's chocolate bar.

I wondered if Smitty would get anything 
for Christmas.

Like I already told you, the days were 
getting colder and every day after school it 
was my job to trudge to the alley behind our 
house and fill the coal scuttle with the fuel 
we used for both heat and cooking.

It seemed silly to me that the coal truck 
didn't deliver the coal closer to our house. 
I was forever complaining because I had 
to walk to the alley to retrieve it until I re
membered Smitty walking five or six blocks 
to school every day, still 
without shoes.

By December, Smitty 
had somehow gotten a coat. 
It was a ladies coat that was 
way too big for her. It hung 
down almost to her ankles, 
and the sleeves had to be 
turned over two or three 
times. Her coat had no but
tons, causing Smitty to walk 
with her arms folded across 
her chest to hold it together, 
and she still had no shoes.

A couple of weeks be-

fore school let out for Christmas vacation, Miss Drake 
wrote each student's name on little pieces of paper 
and placed them in a brown paper sack. She passed 
the bag around the room and we were, without look
ing, each supposed to reach in and draw out a name.

The name we drew was to be our secret pal, and 
on the day of our Christmas party we could bring that 
person a gift. Miss Drake said we shouldn't spend 
more than fifty cents for whatever we bought.

After getting the sack started around the room, 
Miss Drake left on an errand to the office, telling us we 
were to be on our best behavior while she was gone.

When the sack got around to some of the snotty 
girls, I saw them take out a name, snicker, throw it 
back and keep pulling out names until they got one 
that suited them.

I was daydreaming about who might draw my 
name, and I prayed it wouldn't be Jack McNally. He
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always had snot on his face and since he never 
carried a handkerchief, Miss Drake would 
make him go in the cloak room and blow his 
nose on a piece of scrap paper.

My desk was in the back of the classroom 
and by the time the sack got to me there were 
very few names left. I was hoping I would get 
the name of my best friend, Shirley Ann. I knew 
exactly what she would like.

I shut my eyes and scattered the few pieces 
of paper around and lifted one out.

I had drawn Smitty's name.
When Miss Drake came back she asked if 

we had all had a chance to get a name to be 
our secret pal.

I raised my hand. “Miss Drake,” I said, 
“would it be alright if instead of buying some
thing, we made a present?”

One of the snotty girls snickered and said, 
“Guess who doesn't have fifty cents.”

It wasn't me I was thinking about, it was 
Smitty. I didn't know if she had taken a name, 
and if she had I doubted she would have the 
money to buy a present.

Miss Drake tilted her head and scooted her 
glasses further down her nose. “Well now, I 
never thought of that, but I don't see why it 
wouldn't work.” Turning to the class she said, 
“You all have a choice, you can either buy a 
present for your secret pal, or you if you prefer, 
you can make one.”

She walked by my desk, laid her hand gen
tly on my back and whispered, “Thank you.”

I couldn't help purring up like a peacock. 
Most times when a teacher would stop at my 
desk to say something, it would be to tell me 
to quit talking so or to stop passing notes to 
Shirley Ann.

Since I had come up with the idea of making 
a gift instead of buying one, I felt like I had 
to think of something to make. The problem 
was, I wasn't known for being creative and 
had no idea where to begin.

My friend Carolyn could draw beauti
ful pictures, but try as I might, when I drew 
something it always turned out worse than
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something a first grader would draw.

My other friend, Martha, could take a few 
pebbles or some twigs she'd find laying around and 
make a lovely decoration. I tried to copy her work 
but before I could get mine glued together, it had 
already fallen apart.
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I tried a couple of other ideas 

but they were all far from good 
enough.

When I complained to 
Mama, she said not to worry, 
she was sure we could find 
something at the dime store that 
Smitty would like.

That's when I finally told 
Mama how really, really poor 
Smitty was and how sad it made 
me feel.

Every few days after that 
Mama would ask me if Smitty 
had gotten any shoes and I 
would have to tell her “no.”

“Something has to be done. 
There's no excuse for that child 
not to have shoes.” Mama 
fumed.

I don't know when the idea 
struck me, I just know when it 
did, it stuck in my head and no 
amount of trying could get it to 
leave.

“Give Smitty your shoes,” I 
kept hearing over and over in 
my head.

“Why not,” I thought. I 
could give her my last year's 
shoes. They were only a little 
run down at the heels and I'd 
still have my new saddle shoes 
to wear. Besides that I had a pair 
of black patent shoes to wear for 
church.

The more I thought about it, 
the better I liked my idea, but I 
knew there was no way I could 
give her my shoes at school. 
I could just imagine what the 
snotty girls would have to say 
about that. I also knew it would 
embarrass Smitty. Poor as they 
were, people in Boogertown 
were known for having a lot of 
pride.

It was getting dusky dark 
two days before our school 
Christmas party when I fi
nally made up my mind what

“Never lend your car to 
anyone to whom you've 

given birth.”

Erma Bombeck

I should do.
Mama was busy fixing supper, I hollered to tell her I'd be 

outside on my roller skates but would be back before supper was 
ready. I tucked the shoe box with Smitty's name on it under my 
bulky sweater and headed out the door. It only took about ten 
minutes walking up Ninth Avenue to reach Smitty's part of town.

The streetlights and sidewalks ended just after passing the cot
ton mill, a few steps before the streets of Boogertown. There were 
no kids playing in the neighborhood, but I knew Smitty's house 
was the first one in the last row.

When I got close enough and could peek through the curtain
less window, I could see Smitty sitting at the kitchen table, her 
head bent over her spelling tablet. A dim kerosene lamp was the 
only light in the room.

Moving as quietly as I could and before I could change my 
mind, I laid the box, the one with my brand new “Buster Brown” 
brown and white saddle oxfords at her front door.

“Merry Christmas Smitty.” I whispered and silently stepped 
off her porch and headed home.
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The Turkey 
Farmer 
by Malcolm W. Miller

If there ever was a self-made man, 
Ernest Horton "Buddy” Wilbourn was 
the best example that I know of.

I was born on what was known as 
the Hewlett place, just off Wall Road, 
in nineteen twenty-seven. Our clos
est neighbors were the Williams and 
Wilbourn families. Some time before I 
ever saw the light of day I understand 
that Mr. Wilbourn, Mrs. Williams' first 
husband, was killed by lightning and 
then she married Mr. Macon Williams 
who owned the farm adjoining the 
farm we were living on.

I know Mr. Williams had children 
but never met them, and we were
very close to the Wilbourn family, 
even my Mom and their mother were 
very close. There were two girls that I 
remember, Maxie who never married 
and Clara who married Roy Wall. 
There were three boys; Odis, Olin and 
Horton. They were all good neighbors 
and fine folks but the one I admired the 
most and was closest to was Horton.

Back in the nineteen thirties most 
kids quit school if they made it through 
junior high which was the ninth grade, 
but Horton Wilbourn was certainly 
an exception to the rule. He not only 
went on and finished high school but 
managed to go to college and get a 
degree to become a teacher. How did 
he do it? Remember this was when we 
were trying to come out of a Depres
sion. He did it by raising turkeys and 
anyone who has tried to raise turkeys

“Why do couples hold hands 
during the marriage ceremony? 

It's a formality, just like two 
boxers shaking hands before 

the fight begins.”

Gerald Smith, Gurley

knows he had his hands full. It took a lot of hard work and 
sacrifice and I am sure he must have been discouraged at 
times but in the end it paid off.

On Oct. 17, 1946, Horton Wilbourn married Laura Mae 
Herford of the prominent Herford family in Gurley. They 
raised two fine children, Jim who is a forester and Laura Jo 
Hamilton who is a well respected Circuit Judge in Madison 
County. (Ed. note - now retired).

After attending Central School from first grade halfway 
through the ninth, my family moved to Bob Wade Lane 
which is in the Meridianville school district. On my first 
day of school in Meridianville who do I find is the Prin
cipal? The man I had known and admired since I was a 
baby, Buddy Wilbourn! I called him Buddy as I had all my 
life. However since the other students didn't understand 
the familiarity I decided I should call him Mr. Wilbourn 
while at school.

After I finished school at Meridianville and went on to 
Hazel Green I didn't see him for several years, then one 
night I went to a rural Mail Carriers meeting and there he 
was. He had retired from teaching and was running a rural 
route and farming on the side.

I never asked him what kind of farming he was doing 
but I'll just bet he wasn't raising turkeys.
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Chocolate Sabotage
by Mark Dyer

witting dupe or, if you speak fluent Decepticon, "target demo
graphic." It didn't help that my little brain had already started 
meandering down strange pathways such as experiment- 
oriented thinking or conjuring up the odd hypothesis to test. It 
turns out these maladies are incurable and I have continued to

Mother Nature is sneaky and she 
cheats. Consider the misleading world 
of the mushroom. Add a little Shii
take and you have yourself a gourmet 
omelet. Sprinkle some tasty-looking 
Death Cap into your breakfast quiche 
and you're up Shiitake creek without a 
paddle. Don't get me started on puffer
fish. Fugu is probably an acronym for 
"foolish you, go underworld." I mean 
take a look around. You've got your 
camouflage, your disguises, your mis
direction and a variety of other ploys to 
validate old Ma Na's master's degree in 
deception. However, as good as she is 
and even though she exhibits serious 
skills, I really have to tip my hat to those 
crafty devils on Madison Avenue. We're 
talking post-doctorate deceit here.

Displayed on a bed of romaine while 
surrounding a nice asiago artichoke 
dip, poison tree frogs might appear 
quite yummy, but notice they have the 
decency to come in garish colors to let 
you know what they are. Advertisers 
have no such compunction and if they 
had their way, I wouldn't be surprised 
to see Death Cap mushrooms repack
aged as "Delightful Doom, the Friendly 
Fungus." If you are sensing a personal 
grudge, you are spot on.

My very earliest memory comes 
from age three and still remains all too 
vivid, stemming from the fact that some 
account executive had hooked,

suffer from a life-long curse of insatiable curiosity. A Samsara 
shaman once told me it is highly likely that I was a short-lived 
cat in a previous life.

In 1962, my family and I were living with my grandmother 
in her tiny asphalt-sided house located just on the outskirts 
of Fayette, Alabama (population 4,227). Her little home was 
packed to the gills with the recent addition of my father, mother,

reeled in, and nearly succeeded 
in gutting yours truly as his 
catch-of-the-day. It was a close 
call and as you will soon see, the 
"gutting" part is a pretty good 
pun. I became the unwitting 
victim of a miscreant knock
ing out marketing shtick in an 
office/lair on the twenty-first 
floor of Phake-n-Lie Advertis
ing. It doesn't take much to pull 
the wool over a three-year-old's 
eyes and I hope he and his sheep 
are happy together.

Even at this tender age, I 
was showing signs of serious 
gullibility, a defect just perfect 
for transforming me into an un-
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older brother, Brownie the Wonder Dog (we wondered 
why he always stunk), and of course, yours truly, the 
Son-dunce Kid. I don't think we were on the lam at this 
time, but we were definitely between jobs. As you can 
imagine, privacy was at a premium and this situation 
put a severe crimp in my criminal pursuits and studies.

As I write this some sixty years after the fact, I can 
no longer recall the exact circumstances surrounding 
the targeting of my first criminal endeavor. Suffice to 
say I somehow became aware of a hidden stash of choc
olate and chewing gum in our medicine cabinet and as 
a typical three-year-old, I was always on the prowl for 
serendipitous snacking. Oh, I had some inkling about 
medicine cabinet prohibitions and understood the off- 
limits nature of this vault in our bathroom, but the lure 
was simply too great. I remained patient, biding my 
time until the right opportunity presented itself and, 
if you are keeping track, this is Criminal Mastermind 
Step One, Sensible Planning. Check.

On a warm summer day, while my brother was 
roaming the neighborhood with other delinquents, I 
noticed my parents and grandmother strolled out to 
stand in the front dirt to chat with my unaware and 
completely innocent accomplice. I suddenly had the 
house to myself and it was time to implement Criminal 
Mastermind Step Two, Execute Plan. I crept into the 
bathroom, keeping an eye on my distracted parole 
board through the screen door in the living room. They 
seemed well engaged, but I assumed my window of 
opportunity was limited and moved with urgency. I 
scaled the commode and while kneeling on the edge of 
the sink, opened the door to my dreams and snatched 
out a chocolate bar and pack of gum. Step Two, Execu
tion of Sensible Plan. Check.

Surprisingly, I wasn't caught in the act and cleanly 
escaped with booty in hand. 
Springing down from my perch, 
I observed my parents still bliss
fully chatting, unaware of the 
crime that had just occurred un
der their very noses. I scurried to 
my pre-determined ultra-secret 
hideaway behind the sofa to 
enjoy my spoils. Criminal mas
termind Step Three, Successful 
Getaway. Apparent Check.

I was immediately faced 
with the dilemma of which treat 
to consume first. In spite of the 
pleasant rush of malfeasance, I 
took a few seconds to carefully 
examine my options. Chewing 
all ten pieces of gum would re
quire a laborious effort, critically 
delaying my chocolate feast. I 
calculated it was just a matter of 
minutes before I was discovered 
and speed was of the essence. 
Yep, definitely best to get rid of

I have bad reflexes. I was run over once 
by a car being pushed by two guys.
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all the evidence post haste and I 
determined to immediately de
vour the chocolate while saving 
the gum for last.

I unwrapped the foil, expos - 
ing twelve segmented, chocolate 
rectangles. A veritable banquet! 
Breaking off the first piece and 
popping it into my mouth, I 
savored an awful and acrid 
taste that didn't remotely re
semble what was expected. I was 
chomping away on some terrible 
stuff, but as a matter of criminal 
mastermind principle, I gagged 
down every last morsel.

After that disappointment, 
I had high hopes for my stolen 
gum. Sadly, it also proved to be 
nasty, tasting more like a dirty 
flip-flop. Thankfully, there was 
at least some minty flavor that 
helped purge the dreadful rem
nants of my chocolate sabotage.

Within a half hour, a malodor
ous condition wafted throughout 
grandma's house and before 
long, the neighbors were de
manding an official investigation. 
At first, the blame fell to innocent 
Brownie, but he was exonerated 
when the stench was tracked 
to the prolific production from 
yours truly.

Before long, I had the house 
to myself, during which Mr. 
Thomas Crapper's creation and 
I developed an intimate and 
exclusive relationship. I became 
intensely focused on survival 
and all thoughts of a getaway 
vanished.

Brownie, ever on patrol for 
some fallen morsel, discovered 
the discarded foil wrappers and 

soon panic struck our household 
as my crime was revealed. As the 
cause of my mysterious condition 
was realized, I was bundled into 
a blanket (to prevent me from 
decorating the interior of our 
1955 Plymouth) and whisked 
off to the local sawbones. The 
doctor examined me from a 
considerable distance and pro
nounced that I would most 
likely live and to keep me full 
of fluids for the next day or 
two or until my digestive state 
returned to human.

Employing 20-20 hindsight, 
the fact that I had launched my 
criminal mastermind profes
sion before I could read was 
probably a significant mistake. 
Although, I am not sure that 
even if I had been able to sound 
out the letters E-X-L-A-X or 
F-E-E-N-A-M-E-N-T-G-U-M, 
the words would have held 
any meaning. After all, these 
were not exactly the common 
offerings found in first grade 
primers. It was years before I 
would touch anything resem
bling chocolate or gum.

I sat on my throne for long 
periods while other members 
of the family entered and ex
ited the bathroom as quickly 
as possible.

A single instant stands out 
so clearly, it still remains bright, 
just as though it happened yes
terday. My mother was stand
ing beside me at the sink as I sat 
hunched over, moaning softly. 
I looked up to her, hoping for 
some compassion in the midst 
of my misery.

Mom gazed down at me with 
her tender brown eyes and while 
holding her nose, she quietly, 
almost imperceptibly, chuckled.

- - - '^-- _-_—

GLASS
For Any Purpoao

PATTERNS 
FOR—

Table Tops
Dressers

Radio Tables
Desks

Mantles
Counters

Etc!
All ?<!**» rraunj 
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Call 364 and let 
UK make you an 

ooiimato.

Huntsville
Glass & Paint Co.

(Original ad from Jan. 30, 1940)

Offering 

Historical Quality 

Restoration Glass

Serving our good customers 
for 70 years

256<534-2621 
2201 Holmes Ave. NW

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 Bunch of our Good Shingles
Would last a long time in a family with 

only one child and quite a long time in one 
having a bunch of kids. They shed water 
like a duck. It always pays to buy the best 
because you get best results. We will nail 
them on well.

Dealer in Lumber and Building mate
rial, Huntsville Alabama

A. M. Booth

Busy Night for the Police
Patrolmen Walter Sanders and Frank 

McKissack last midnight raided a crap 
game on Winston Street and arrested 
seven men, all of whom found lodging 
later in the city prison, where these same 
officers also furnished accommodations 
for the four drunken men and two others 
who mixed up in an affray on west Clinton 
Street. This was one of the busiest nights 
the police have had since the Christmas 
holidays.

Worst Sleet falls here in Many Years
North Alabama is beneath a mantle of 

sleet and snow, making this the worst win
ter day that has been experienced in this 
part of the south in many years. Both tele
phone and telegraphic service are partially 
crippled and streetcar traffic is difficult 
because the trolleys fail to perform their 
duty. Trees are hanging with icicles and 
in every way the entire outdoors presents 
a frightful sight of winter.

The Decaturs Daily Celebrates a 
Birthday

The Daily Times extends its hearty 
congratulations to the editors and pub
lishers of The Decaturs Daily, which has 
just celebrated its fourth anniversary. The 
policy of our Decaturs contemporary is 
sound. It has made a splendid reputation 
by always taking the moral side of every 
public question and is today regarded as 
one of the ablest newspapers in the state.

W. R. Shelton is the splendid pub
lisher; H.D. Harkreader, the brilliant edi-
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tor and T. H. Alexander the gifted associate, together with 
all the others who make or contribute in any way to the 
publication of that wonderful journal deserve the plaudits 
of that delightfully progressive community.

We are proud of The Decaturs Daily and wish it a hun
dred years of usefulness and general public service.

Wanted to see Foot Come Off
John Murray, of Athens, an aged and well known man, 

recently agreed to submit to the amputation of his foot and 

The old man gritted his teeth and watched the doctors as 
they cut thru flesh and bone as they used to do in the old 
days before the discovery of ether.

The operation was entirely successful and Mr. Mur
ray recovered but a few days afterward he began to have 
excruciating pains which seemed to be localized beyond 
the end of the severed limb just where the foot used to be. 
The amputated foot was dug up carefully, straightened out 
and wrapped in cotton and reburied with the result that 
Mr. Murray is now resting in perfect comfort.

W. H. Walton and prominent citizen of Athens vouches 
for the absolute truth of the above facts.

•^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

mailto:whitesockpainting@yahoo.com
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Golden K Spotlight Ray Weinberg

Vietnam veteran Ray Weinberg of Huntsville 
has three children, 18 grandchildren and 24 

great-grandchildren.

Former Signal Officer
Served Two Tours in 

Vietnam War

by Skip Vaughn, Editor of the 

Redstone Rocket 

(Written Aug. 19, 2015)

Huntsville resident Ray Weinberg re
members the unwelcome reception he re
ceived as a returning veteran from Vietnam.

"When we landed in the United States

returning soldiers landed at Travis Air Force Base, 
California.

"I was more scared coming back to the United 
States than I was when I was over there," he said.

The Los Angeles native served two one-year tours 
in Vietnam. His first assignment, from December 1966 
to December 1967, was as a signal officer in Laos for 
the Joint U.S. Military Advisory Group. He was a 
Captain in civilian clothes working in communica
tions for the Army and Air Force. Weinberg helped 
establish the first telephone system within the city of 
Vientaine, Laos.

About 30 enlisted service members, also in civil
ian clothes, were part of the group he commanded. 
"They were great people. Sometimes they were by 
themselves stuck out in the middle of nowhere,” he 
said. “But they kept us going. We didn't lose a man.”

In his second tour, this time as a Major in uniform, 
Weinberg served from December 1969 to December 
1970 in Long Binh. He was a signal officer assigned 
to the general staff to provide support for the 1st 
Signal Brigade.

“One of my major duties was the signal towers we 
put antennas on up and down the whole country,” 
he said.

Weinberg remembers about two tense incidents 
in Long Binh involving civilians, who couldn't be 
identified as either friend or foe. Some would try to 
grab the Soldiers' weapons. “It was scary at times,” 
Weinberg said.

He deployed from Fort Gordon, Georgia, for his 
first tour and then arrived at Redstone in August 1968. 
For his second tour, he deployed from Redstone while 
his family stayed here. He signed back into Redstone 
in January 1971.

Weinberg got drafted in 1952 while working as an

we were told to get into ci
vilian clothes as soon as you 
can. The military was having 
all kinds of problems," Wein
berg said. He saw anti-war 
protesters when he and other

“The key to being a good 
manager is keeping the 

people who hate me away 
from those who are still 

undecided.”

Casey Stengel
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Pest Problems?
O c c *r Use whai the Pros use to get rid of termites. /

rEST roaches, ants, spiders.mite .snakes & fleas. "'

(256) 533-6754
SUPPLY 3804 Governors Dr.

Company Mon - Fri 7am - 5pm
_ Mention this ad and gel 10% first treatment, 
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engineering draftsman at the Naval 
Station at China Lake, California. 
He was in the infantry with orders 
to deploy to Korea when the Korean 
War ended in 1953. Instead, the then 
Private went to Fort Bliss, Texas, for 
basic electronics. He ended up serv
ing more than 20 years in the Army, 
retiring in 1973 as a Major who was 
the administrative officer at the Ord
nance School at Redstone.

He was the Director of Mainte
nance for Huntsville City Schools 
until he retired in 1988.

“I wasn't involved in combat (in 
Vietnam),” the former signal officer 
said. “I saw a lot of it but I wasn't 
involved in it. I wasn't on the front 
lines or anything.... I kept my head
down. I was very lucky.”

Weinberg, 85 (now 88), resides in 
Huntsville with his wife, Kathleen. 
They have two sons; Paul of Madi
son County and Allan of Dandridge, 
Tennessee, and one daughter, Nina 
Lawles, of Huntsville; 18 grandchil
dren; and 24 great-grandchildren. 
“The Lord's been good to me, ev
erybody's well,” the lifelong bowler 
said.

One of his granddaughters and 
her husband visited Vietnam several 
years ago. But Weinberg has no plans 
to return.

“I have no desire to,” he said. 
“There are better places to go - like 
Hawaii.”

Editor's note: This is the 32nd in a 
series of articles about Vietnam 
veterans as the U.S. celebrates 
the 50th anniversary of the 
Vietnam War.

Update: Skip Vaughn's book 
“Vietnam Revisited” is now 

available on Amazon and con
tains stories from many vets who 

served our country in Vietnam.

You can reach Skip Vaughn at 
skip.vaughn@theredstonerocket. 

com

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

859-1747
You receive a special discount for any Fall/ 

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

Cur Stale of Alabama Certificate Number is 83980

http://www.RACCOAIR.com
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New Year's Resolutions

by Elizabeth Wharry

New Year's resolutions. The most common 
resolutions are to lose weight, get in shape, eat 
healthier and quit smoking. Those are fine ideals 
that affect our outward appearance. And there's 
nothing wrong with wanting to live a healthier 
lifestyle.

Sadly, most resolutions died within the 30 
days that it takes to effect the change. Why? Be
cause we set ourselves up for failure. We expect to 
lose 25 pounds in a month, or regain our youthful 
figure. We didn't gain the weight overnight. I've 
never seen anyone go to bed slim and trim then 
wake up fat. That would be a medical first! As 
we mature, we lose the youthful shape we once 
had. Take care of who you are now. If you find 
yourself sitting a lot why not try chair yoga?

If you choose to quit smoking, going cold 
turkey and succeeding the first time is unrealistic. 
Be patient with yourself!

So here are some thoughts on resolutions. 
Start on any day except Monday. Wait until 
January 2nd or 3rd or 4th. Set a target date, but 
be realistic. Remember it takes 30 days to break a 
bad habit. If you find yourself back sliding, start 
again. Bad habits were not acquired overnight. 
Tell a friend about your goal. Sometimes having 
support and encouragement really helps make 
that goal a little bit easier to achieve.

Start by spending less time on Facebook and 
more time face-to-face. Go to lunch with a friend. 
Call someone you've lost touch with. Schools, 
nursing homes, churches and Civic organiza
tions are always looking for volunteers. What 
a great way to meet new people.

My point is, instead of changing the out
side, why not change the inside? By chang
ing the inside, the outside follows suit. After 
hitting a goal, treat yourself to a manicure, 
pedicure, a new hairstyle or a trip to some
place you enjoy.

My resolution is to continue to age grace-

Marriage is the triumph of 
imagination over intelligence. 

Second marriage is the triumph of 
hope over experience. 

fully and yet retain a youthful attitude. I want to 
be that woman that my kids and grandkids are 
going to look at and say, "Oh no, what is she up 
to now!?" Just remember, growing old is manda
tory while growing up is optional!

Wishing everybody a happy, healthy, blessed 
New Year!
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Beauty Beyond Compare Hampton Cove Funeral

by Lena Mae Nelson

The night was clear. The big full yellow moon 
shone brightly surrounded by millions of twin
kling stars. It was a beautiful night. My son Cedric 
and I were en route to Madison, Alabama for our 
annual Christmas visit. As we drove along I remi
nisced about the numerous times I had flown and 
the different skies I had seen.

Back in 1974, I flew from San Antonio, TX to 
Ohio. It was a Texas hot August day. The sky was 
royally blue with the sun shining brightly. We had 
to make a stop in Chicago, IL. As we approached 
Chicago, I noticed clouds began to come into view. 
Then they became thick and looked like tiny cot
ton balls stuck together like dinner rolls. It was the 
most interesting view I have ever had of the sky. 
We were riding above in sunshine with the quilt of 
clouds beneath us. As we approached the airport, 
we dipped into the clouds and they became thin 
and gray. Rain droplets hit the plane. The beauty 
of the vast blue sky with the bright red sun was 
gone. We could only see the strength of the mighty 
dark storm clouds above.

I remembered my first nocturnal trip flying 
from New Orleans to Birmingham. After we left 
the bright lights that shined below in the streets 
of the city, there was a vast darkness in the sky. 
It was midnight blue with stars twinkling like 
Christmas lights. It was an indescribable beauty 
beyond compare. Only the moon was shining in 
the distant sky.

On our journey to Alabama, the sky reminded 
me of that beautiful New Orleans sky. My son was 
driving and enjoying a nice jazz song. However, I 
decided to quiz him on his thoughts about the sky. 
I said, Cedric, "How would you 
describe the sky?"

His answer amazed me. He 
said, "The sky is so vast! Each of 
us can share in the fresh air that 
it creates, yet it is so personal. 
The sky is majestic. When the 
sky is grey, what do you see? 
Do you see depression or do 
you see power in the mist of a 
struggle? Do you see victory in 
the time of a storm before the 
sky is clear? The sky tells us a 
story of life. It tells us that not 
all of our days will be sunshiny 
days, but if we keep holding 
on, we will ever last in victory 
as the sky ever lasts in our solar 
system. It is the essence of the

Taj tress Wash
Includes a
Fi 'ee Vacuum

256.532.2107

Home, Crematory 

and Cemetery

Helping Families Honor the Lives of 
Those They Love

Affordable Funeral Packages 
Done with Dignity

Simple Cremation 

$1,295.00

Includes Removal 

Within 35 Miles

Call for details on Prices 
and Preplanning 

256-518-9168
Hampton Cove Funeral Home

6262 Highway 431 South 

Hampton Cove, Al 35763

Lee's Express Wash
1220 Memorial Parkway NW 

www leesmagictunnel com
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presence of a supernatural power. It 
is clear, pure and wonderful. Look up 
and see visions, destiny, dreams, hope 
and unlimited mercy. It is a portrayal of 
supernatural love and glory.”

“The sky is enormous. It holds the 
sun and gives us glorious sunlight by 
day and embraces the moon and stars 
by night. The sky encompasses all that 
we see above. It allows us to look up and 
see how far we can reach to new heights. 
It is beyond our comprehension with 
endless possibilities. It is a reflection 
of everlasting calm waters. It is serene 
and graceful. It is immeasurable. It is a 
wonder of extraterrestrial life. The sky 
produces inclement weather such as the 
rain, hail, snow, sleet, fog and storms. 
Then it gives us the sunshine and gor
geous rainbows. Trees reach for it. Birds 
soar through the air toward it and air
planes fly through the atmosphere, yet 
nothing or no one can find the end of its 
boundaries.”

“The sky can be a peaceful blue, a 
graceful violet, a powerful grey, a serene 
aqua, a midnight blue or a glorious sun
set orange. It is a celestial peace.”

I said thank you to my son for his 
vision. As we continued our journey, I 
looked toward the sky as the sun began 
to rise. It was a beautiful soft blue with 
a big red bright sun peeking over the 
horizon. It was a beauty so far away, yet 
so close to home.

To each of you, I say; “Look up to
ward the sky. Imagine all that you can 
fathom, and I dare say that you will see 
a beauty beyond compare!”

Easy Peach Cobbler
1 stick butter 2/3 c. sugar
1 c. flour 2/3 c. milk
1 t. baking powder 1 lrg. can peaches

Melt butter in cast iron skillet (or medium pan). 
Mix flour, baking powder, sugar and milk. Pour flour 
mixture into pan with butter. Add 1/ 3 cup sugar to 

the peaches, while still in can. Pour peaches on top 
of flour mixture and bake at 350 degrees for 

45 minutes and browned.

Rooster's Crow
Coffee Roastery
8402 Whitesburg Drive

Building H

Huntsville, AL 35802

256-763-0805
Open Monday-Saturday 6:00am-6:00pm

Closed Sundays

“With much affection for what is on 
the inside of the cup!”

\_____________________________ ______________ z

j Don't Be 
Scammed

Outsmart the People 
who are Trying to Steal 

from You.

Public service message from Old Huntsville Magazine 

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

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 
a very serious problem and you need to outsmart THEM.
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First In Space
A Huntsville Landmark

On May 28, 1959 two monkeys (a squirrel 
monkey named Baker and a rhesus monkey 
named Able) were strapped into the nose cone 
of a Huntsville-built Jupiter ballistic missile 
and blasted into a fifteen-minute suborbital 
space flight to test effects of this new environ
ment on mammals before man would risk 
himself in his quest for the stars.

Although both monkeynauts survived the 
historic flight, Able died soon after re-entry. 
Miss Baker, the sole survivor, would go on to 
live an incredible twenty-five more years while 
becoming one of the world's most famous and 
adored monkeys.

Miss Baker was born in a Peruvian jungle 
in 1957. She was taken from her habitat shortly 
thereafter and was subjected to an intense 
pre-flight program to condition her to being 
strapped into a miniature couch during her 
flight for mankind. She was a spunky little 
squirrel monkey all her life. Her first response 
to humans after the flight was to bite her han
dler. Her last act before her death in 1984 was 
again to bite her handler.

In between she became the cornerstone 
and prime attraction of the Huntsville Space 
and Rocket Center. She was in no small way 
responsible for the museum's growth and 
popularity that today has reached international 
proportions.

Miss Baker was beloved by children all 
over the world and in her lifetime received 
thousands of letters and appeared on twenty 
network news shows over the years. Typi
cal letters to Miss Baker usually inquired of 
her health and would ask her if she needed 

in Atlanta always on call in case of any dramatic 
change Baker's condition.

Unfortunately, nothing is forever and in fall 
of 1984 Miss Baker passed into legend. She was 
mourned worldwide for she was the little monkey 
that blazed a trail into space that men and women 
would later follow. Her tombstone in the Space 
and Rocket Center reads:

MISS BAKER 
SQUIRREL MONKEY 

BORN 1957 - DIED NOV 29, 1984 
FIRST U.S. ANIMAL TO FLY IN SPACE 

AND RETURN ALIVE

FEDERAL CREDIT UNION

NCUA

wu>w, rocketcityfcu. org

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

(256) 536-0091

Main Office 
2200 Clinton Avenue 

Huntsville, Alabama 35805 
(256) 533-0541

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

Wednesday 
8:00 a.m. - Noon

•liMBO

or wanted a new friend. Chil
dren also were curious if Miss 
Baker saw any Martians while 
in space.

The little monkey (14 oz.) 
was under meticulous medical 
care during her entire life in 
captivity. Besides her Hunts
ville veterinarian, the Primate 
Center's monkey specialists

“I support the three basic 
food groups: keg...bottle.... 

can.”

Alabama
Coin & Silver

OUTING - SELLING - TRADING 
ESTATE APPRAISALS

Charles Cataldo, Jr. Owner , 
Phone 256-536-0262

900 Bob Wallace Ave.T Suite 122 
in the Central Park Shopping Center Next to Quizno's

Mike Self, Huntsville
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Local News 
1907

- In the recorder's court this 
morning Peter Stevens, arrested 
for disorderly conduct, was fined 
$5 and costs.

- John Williams, an old man 
who was arrested a few days ago 
for drunkenness, was ordered re
leased and directed to leave Hunts
ville at once. Williams is quite an 
old man being 72 years of age and 
Mayor Smith took pity on him. The 
man said he had no family and 
didn't have a reason to live.

- Because of an open switch on 
the Southern railway freight train 
No. 306 - J. Edward, engineer and 
switch train No 431 with Conduc
tor Miller in charge - collided on 
the side track on Meridian Street 
late yesterday afternoon, wrecking 
and derailing two cars of the regu
lar train, demolishing the pilots of 
both engines, smashing the front of 
a car and the trucks of the end of 
the switch train. No one was hurt.

- Hon. W. T. Lawler, Probate 
Judge of Madison County, entered 
upon his 4th year of office on 
Monday morning with every deed 
mortgage left on the books from 
the past year. Business is heavier 
than ever and the Probate office is 
especially busy.

- Mrs. Elma Wesley died of 
apoplexy in Merrimack. A long 
time resident of Merrimack Village, 
she died last night after a few days 
illness with apoplexy. She left three 
daughters.

- The flood washed out a bed 
down the gutter and being unable 
to get in the storm sewer at Ran
dolph Street, passed on down to 
Clinton and flooded that corner. 
No damage whatsoever was done 
by the flood.

- The daily newspapers of the 
city are the chief sufferers from 
flooding because they had to de
pend on water power to run the 
presses. The Evening Banner was 
caught half through with its edi
tions and city subscribers were 
furnished with the paper in an un
usual form. The Evening Tribune, 

which had gotten into trouble at its 
own plant and was depending on 
the Mercury plant for publication, 
was unable to get out at all.

- Three buildings on Jefferson 
Street burned Sunday night. A vio
lent blaze that could be seen for a 
mile is supposed to have originated 
from a live wire in the grocery store 
of C.K. Brown. On Sunday evening 
it ruined three of the small frame 
buildings across from the McGee 
Hotel on Jefferson Street and re
sulted in a property loss of about 
$2,000. The losses were as follows: 
C.K. Brown, grocery, loss $900; 
Cedar Garden restaurant owned 
by Mary Gray, loss $200, James 
McKee, stock of wallpaper and 
building, loss $900.

- An older man, too drunk to 
walk, was arrested this afternoon 
by Officer Bullard on a charge of 
drunkenness. The old man was 
too intoxicated to walk alone and 
he was hauled to the city lockup 
in a delivery wagon. His grand
daughter paid the fine and took 
him home. She said this happened 
before and it won't be the last.

**

*
*

from PA's ANNUAL

I I 256-837-1559

SATURDAY, JANUARY 13th @ 2:00 PM = eddie
NEW YEAR'S SALE! Great Selection of Antiques, featuring Furniture,
Advertising, Vintage Toys, and many other RARE & UNIQUE 
Collectibles, Smalls, & Glassware. Photos of sample lots can be 
viewed on AuctionZip.com. OVER 700 LOTS! LOTS SOLD ABSOLUTE!

SATURDAY, JANUARY 27th @ 2:00PM = tony from ohio win 
headline his first auction of 2018 selling ANTIQUES, FURNITURE, 
COLLECTIBLES, & GLASSWARE, Plus some of our BEST Lots from 
local estates & consignors! View Pictures of lots on AuctionZip.com 
OVER 700 LOTS! ALL LOTS SOLD ABSOLUTE!

★For more pictures, listings, details, and directions, log onto 
WWW.auctionzip.com — Auctioneer l.D. #5484. Call us for 

questions, inquiries, and seating at 256-837-1559!!

Be sure to Follows Like Us on FaceOooi as weU.U
Bill Ornburn, ASL #€>S3

AuctionZip.com
AuctionZip.com
http://WWW.auctionzip.com
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PEt Tips 
from AngEl

Should you Add 
a Bird to your 

Family?

Coming home to the enthu
siastic greetings of your flock 
after a long day at work is one 
of life's greatest pleasures. Be
fore you add companion birds to 
your family, though, check these tips and 
make sure you're prepared for the leap.

Parrots, songbirds and pigeons are 
intelligent, social animals. The same clever
ness and flocking instincts that make them 
particularly attractive pets are also reflected 
in some of the difficulties in keeping them 
healthy.

The Good
• Intelligent - The idea of a "bird brain" 

being stupid is nonsense. Birds can count, 
recognize words and learn tricks. Some 
kinds can learn to speak. For a long time, 
people believed that the parrots and star
lings were simply mimicking sounds. They 
can actually compose sentences that are ap
propriate for the situation and talk around 
the words they don't know, just like a human 
trying to speak a foreign language.

• Friendly - Most pet birds enjoy 
cuddles and scratches, and they love to be 
involved in whatever you're doing. Your 
parakeet, myna, or parrot will enjoy crawl
ing around on you while you lounge in front 
of the television or chat online with your 
friends. The finches will sing along with 
your Youtube videos.

• Beautiful - What else needs to be said 
here?

The Bad
• Easily bored - If a dog is bored too of

ten, he might chew things he shouldn't and 
make a mess. If a pet bird is bored too often, 
he gets depressed and starts to cut himself 
or pull out his feathers. This is especially 
difficult with a single bird. If you decide to 
adopt a bird, consider getting two or more, 
so they can keep each other company.

• Risk of injury - This is mainly about 
the.parrots. A frightened bird will bite. The 
beaks that are meant to dig into live trees 
and to crack open walnuts are strong and 

sharp enough to draw blood. The 
larger ones can bite off fingers. Never 
leave small children alone with a pet 
parrot. If there are children in the 
home, enforce the rule that they never 
approach the parrot without you or 
another adult whom the parrot trusts.

• Cost - Care and maintenance 
of a bird is not a cheap hobby. Food 
and chew-toys for two or three parrots 
or cockatiels will run approximately 
$100 a month. The same for five or six 
finches will often come to $25-50. This 
is not including the purchase price of 
the animal, the cages, the first round 
of toys and dishes, or veterinary fees.

You probably don't want to know the monthly costs for the 
largest macaws, but here's a hint: the price of a single chew-toy 
to last three or four days is in the range of $60-120.

• Noise - Some kinds of birds are surprisingly loud, even 
when they are calm and happy. Will you always be living in 
situations that can tolerate this? If not, be very careful in your 
choice of pet.

• Pet-sitting and long-term care - It can be very difficult to 
find a competent pet sitter for a bird. Start your search early, and 
introduce the sitter to the bird before his services are needed. If 
you choose a type of parrot, you'll also need to make arrange
ments for someone else to take in the birds when you are no 
longer around to care for them. Some birds can live 30 years 
or longer. Again, start early and also contact the local rescue 
organizations.

The Verdict?
You've given it some thought and investigated all the de

tails about your favorite species. If you're sure you're ready to 
add a bird or three to your family, wait a week and then start 
looking for the right individual birds. Not everybody was as 
careful when they added a bird to the household, so there are 
many rescue birds in foster care and parrot shelters. Consider 
helping one or more of these birds find their forever home.
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From the Desk of Tom Carney 
The Old Home Place

From a 1921 interview with 
Mrs. Martha Weeden

It is not very often that we are privileged to learn his
tory from the lips of those who helped to make it. Their 
ranks are thinning most as fast as leaves in the Autumn, 
and precious indeed are the few we are still permitted to 
honor here for yet awhile. It is one of these few of which 
we write - a patrician old lady in an old, old home. Al-
though past the allotted three score and ten, she is very 
active. Her mind is as clear as it was fifty years ago. She 
is state historian for her U.D.C. chapter, carries on all her 
correspondence and does not look to be a day over sixty 
years of age.

True, her hair is snowy white, but her eyes are beau
tiful as the eyes of youth and her exquisite face is like a 
cameo in its beauty - a beauty that seems to borrow the 
light. That her life has been one of the Golden Rule, there 
is no doubt.

Let us now go back to a winter evening in 1832, in 
Huntsville, Ala., when 'mid all the quiet elegance of that 
faraway day, Miss Jane Locke Brahan, daughter of Gen
eral Brahan of Huntsville, became the bride of Robert M. 
Patton, formerly of Monroe County, Virginia, but then 
of Alabama.

Much to the delight of friends and neighbors, they 
made their home in Florence, where Mr. Patton had 
prepared a lovely house for his bride. Shortly before the 
marriage, General Brahan's home at Brahan Springs, near 
Huntsville, was burned.

This house was just above the spring famous for its 
waters and which even until this day is known as Bra- 
han's Spring.

During the summer of 1832, General Brahan visited 
Florence, and being attracted by 
the spring there, he purchased 
it with 42 acres around it. This 
spring was known in its Indian 
name, "Succatania," the transla
tion of which is "Sweetwater," 
and by that name the place has 
since been known.

General Brahan began to 
build his residence, and had the 
brickwork up to the windows 
on the first floor completed 
when his large planting inter
ests in Panola County, Miss., 
necessitated his personal atten-
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tion. On his return he took a severe cold 
and on reaching Florence, it developed 
into pneumonia, of which a few days 
later he died.

He had appointed Mr. Robert Patton 
executor of the estate, in the division 
giving the Sweetwater property to Major 
R.W. Brahan, oldest son of the General, 
the sons John and Thomas being given 
the plantations in Panola County, Miss., 
where they spent their lives.

Major Brahan's wife objected to liv
ing in what was then the country, so Mr. 
Patton exchanged his town residence in 
part payment to Major Brahan for the 
uncompleted home at Sweetwater.

This Mr. Patton completed in the 
summer of 1835, moving in at that time. 
Of the nine children born to Mr. and 
Mrs. Patton, all save two were born in 
this old house, and these two (John B., 
in 1834, and William S., in 1837) were 
born in Florence. In this house the "Old 
Master" died in 1885 and "Old Missus" 
in 1902 went to join him. Recently, her
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reminiscence was so delightful 
and so full, if that not found in 
books, it is worth of repetition 
and recognition by those who 
would know Alabama when the 
state was young.

Mrs. Weeden is the daughter 
of Governor Patton and was 
born, reared and married in the 
old home she now resides dur
ing the summer and where she 
spent many years of her happy 
married life. It is from her lips 
that we have the story of the 
house - the house whose walls 
are 15 inches thick, shutting out 
summer heat and winter cold.

The oil light fixtures are still 
there, but have been wired for 
electricity - the same old fixtures 
that almost a century ago held 
the lard that was burned instead 
of oil, for those were the days 
before petroleum was known.

A few of the old locks are 
still on the doors, and the porch
es are the very same bannisters, 
posts and marble hewn steps, 
just as they were originally built.

The long walk and driveway 
to the gates now is well kept, 
but in the days gone by it was 
always kept snow white with 
Mussel Shoals shells taken from 
Patton Island. The fountain in 
the center of the driveway is 
playing now as it played years 
ago, and getting water from the 
same spring.

The ringer, as old fashioned 
as its name, and the giant knobs 
on the massive front doors are of 
solid silver. In these rooms as
sembled guests who came from 
end to end of the state and who 
helped to make the early history 
of the state.

During the war, at one time 
twenty wounded Confederate 

soldiers were there sheltered 
and cared for. The house was 
centrally located between the 
Huntsville and Nashville roads. 
Its broad lawns were used 
as camping grounds by both 
armies.

To the right of the entrance 
hall is the room where Mrs. 
Weeden's children were born. 
The old poster bed - beautiful in 
its age - has been hers for many 
years. Originally it was General 
Brahan's and is solid mahogany. 
For a long time this room was 
Mrs. Weeden's treasure, but 
now her two little granddaugh
ters have “moved in” too, and 
all three enjoy the privileges of 
a room which to at least one of 
them is memory shadowed.

“I spend my summers here,” 
said Mrs. Weeden. “I love my 
Huntsville home almost as well 
as this one, but this one is just 
a little dearer, for it was our 
first home - where we all were
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reared, and all but two of us 
born there in that old bedroom, 
for that was Ma's room. Every 
inch of it is dear to me.” Back she 
drifted to that other day when 
memories now were realities 
then, and feet long stilled made 
merry through the long halls, 
and over the stairways where 
now a younger generation is liv
ing life under a different regime.

“The other evening we had 
a party here,” said she, “and 
how it carried me back to hear 
the music in the old home. For 
you know in this, as one of the 
homes of the Southland, guests 
were always so welcome, and 
times were never dull. We had 
two fiddlers on the place, and 
they were always so pleased 
and proud to play for the com
pany.”

“These rooms were the par
lors and were always open. 
Here we had the best of times 
- and even the shadows of war

(256) 489-3374

No wife can endure a 
gambling husband, 

unless, of course, he's 
a steady winner. l^l

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


Old Huntsville Page 42
were not as long as the shadows that 
fell over the old home when they car
ried loved ones from its portals.”

“I stayed until Ma went, and then 
I could stay no longer. The house was 
closed then until my son, Mr. Weeden, 
decided to make this his home. I 
was delighted, for it is too sacred for 
strangers' feet - they would not un
derstand.”

“So, you see, these rooms have 
double associations. My mother 
danced like a fairy; but father never. 
Something went out of life with the 
friendship of those olden days - when 
your trouble was your neighbor's and 
their joys yours as well, something 
that has never come back with all the 
present day things.”

“I have a number of letters writ
ten by my father to my mother, and 
they are so lovely. He wrote her as if 
she were a fairy queen. Why is it that 
men do not love women like that these 
days?”

“There in that cellar,” said Mrs. 
Weeden, “there are seven rooms down 
there: the wine room, preserving 
room, pantry, wash room and house
keepers' rooms.”

“There were originally 400 acres 
to this plantation, and the grounds 
known as the Wilson Dam reservation 
was at one time part of the estate.”

“The mistress of the plantation 
had no position of leisure, she had 
to superintend the cutting room - the 
sewing of garments and dresses for 
the family.”

As she remembered, there 
in the corner, the old spinning 
wheel was standing alone, wait
ing for the one who was gone to 
return and finish her work.

But, like the guided hands 
that once worked it, its work was 
over and its tasks were done.
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A Beautiful City
by Tom Carney

When Colonel D.C. Kelly 
and his Confederate forces 
appeared on the outskirts of 
town on Sept. 30, 1864, many 
of Huntsville's citizens thought 
their salvation was at hand.

Huntsville was occupied by 
Federal forces under the com
mand of General Granger and 

its citizens chaffed at the harsh 
military rule.

With his troops poised to 
attack, Colonel Kelly entered 
the city under a white flag of 
truce to present a demand to 
the Federals for an immediate 
surrender.

Granger refused, sending 
back word that he would burn 
the whole town, and giving the 
inhabitants two hours to leave.

The next day Kelly sent 
another message into the city, 
warning its inhabitants to be 
out by 7 am.

Granger replied he would 
set fire to the whole city in 30 
minutes if the Confederates 
came within 300 yards.

As word of the threatening 
exchanges leaked out to the 
Huntsville citizenry, a mass 
panic began. Families loaded 
their possessions into whatever 
conveyance they could procure 
and began a frantic departure. 
hi many cases, people fled the 
city with only the clothes on 
their backs.

The Federal garrison, con
vinced that they would be at
tacked any moment, spent the 
evening and night fortifying 
their positions and preparing 
for battle.

Salvation did come to Hunts
ville, but in a a way no one ex
pected. The next morning, as the 
sun began its slow climb over 
the horizon, it was discovered 
that the Confederate forces had 
disappeared.

Colonel Kelly remained 
convinced for the rest of his 
life that he could have easily 
defeated the Union Army sta
tioned in Huntsville, but as 
a friend said later, “It wasn't 
worth burning such a beautiful 
city.”

“Some of us learn by the 
mistakes of others.

The rest of us have to be 
the others.”

Neil Keith, Huntsville
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Remembering Annie
Lee (Miller) Roach

by William Sibley

Annie Lee Miller was born in Big Cove in 
1904 and died in 1990. She is buried in Camp
ground Cemetery. Her parents were William 
Leroy "Lee" Miller and his second wife, Eliza
beth "Lizzie" (Rump) Miller. Lee's first wife 
was Johanna Rump, Lizzie's older sister. Annie 
Lee's paternal grandparents were John Wesley 
Miller and Martha Jane (Armstrong) Miller, 
my great-grandparents. Annie Lee's maternal 
grandparents were German immigrants who 
arrived in New York in 1868 and later settled 
in the Dug Hill area of Big Cove.

Mr. Miller's first wife, Johanna, died in 
1897. The couple had eight children. In 1898, 
Lee married Lizzie and they had six children, 
including Annie Lee, who was the only girl in 
Lee's second family. All fourteen of the Miller 
siblings lived well into adulthood.

Lee Miller's family was probably the only 
Republican family in Big Cove. Lee's father, 
John Wesley Miller, was a Republican who was 
highly opposed to the Civil War. Stories were 
told that he hid out in the mountains to keep 
from serving in the Confederate Army. His 
brother, Burgess McGaha Miller (great-grand
father of Austin, Berns and Greg Miller) served 
in the Confederate Army and was captured in 
Vicksburg, Mississippi. He became a prisoner 
of war and upon his release, he walked all the 
way from Vicksburg to Big Cove.

Although Annie Lee never voted, she had 
definite political views and considered herself 
to be a Republican. Three of her siblings were 
given the names of Republican presidents.

The Millers were strong Presbyterians and 
most were well educated. It is known that Lee 
and my grandmother, Anna Milligan (Miller) 
Sibley, were taught by private tutors. Their 
older sibling, Robert, moved to Texas as a

“I weigh the same now as I did when I 
was in my twenties - it's just in 

different places.”

Bob Hope 

young man and became a postmaster, so it can 
be assumed that he too was taught by tutors. The 
younger siblings were taught at Mt. Pleasant - 
Campground School.

Annie Lee entered Campground School about 
1910 and her teachers soon discovered what her 
parents already knew: here is a child who is 
ahead of her time. She excelled in academics and 
was a natural leader.

In 1913 when Annie Lee and her classmates 
were about nine or ten years old, their teacher, 
Miss Elizabeth Monroe, sent four girls to Anyans' 
Spring for water. The girls saw something that 
terrified them and came running and screaming 
back to school. Miss Monroe wrote a poem about 
the incident. She titled it "Monster" and dedicated 
it to "My Four Brave Little Girls." Those girls were 
Annie Lee (Miller) Roach, Alma (Taylor) Drake, 
Carrie (Lyle) Hardin, and Ora Mae (Nunn) Bu
ford. It isn't known what scared those girls.

When Annie Lee was a teenager, prospective 
teachers could take an examination and if they 
scored high enough, they could earn a license to 
teach, which Annie Lee did. According to Annie 
Lee's daughter, Libby Gonzalez, and niece, Mar
tha Jane (Miller) Tomb, and cousin, Mary Ann 
(Ikard) Blakemore, Annie Lee started teaching 
at the age of sixteen. It is my opinion that Annie 
Lee was a student and a teacher at the same time. 
Campground School had only two graduations: 
1920 (four graduates) and 1921 (one graduate, 
Annie Lee). Annie Lee told me that she was given
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a complete graduation ceremony. She probably 
played her own graduation march because she 
was a gifted pianist.

Leonard Taylor, who was present at the 1921 
graduation, told me that Annie Lee was giving an 
excellent graduation speech when the audience 
noticed that she had her eyes fixed on a certain 
spot in the room. Naturally the audience looked 
in that direction and someone yelled “Fire!” An
nie Lee reported later that she had seen the fire, 
but was so determined to give a good speech that 
she didn't realize how serious the incident could 
have been.

Teachers who were certified by passing the 
examination were expected to take college courses 
to upgrade their certificates. Although Annie Lee 
never earned a degree, she took college courses 
until she retired. Those courses were taken at 
Florence State Normal School and Athens College.

Annie Lee met John Higgins Roach when he 
came home with her brother Moody when the 
two of them were working on a highway. Annie 
Lee was an excellent pianist and John was equally 
talented as a singer. They fell in love and were 
married. They had one daughter, Libby Gonzalez, 
who is a retired English teacher. Libby has two 
daughters. One is an attorney and the other is in 
management.

Annie Lee taught at Big Cove, Cave Spring, 
Walnut Grove, Madison Cross Roads, and Cen
tral. She had fond memories of all those schools. 
When I taught at Owens Cross Roads, Mrs. Lorene 
Glover was on our faculty and she told me that 
Annie Lee had been her teacher at Cave Spring. 
Mrs. Glover said that Annie Lee and all of her 
pupils walked from Cave Spring to Owens Cross 
Roads for a special program.

Annie Lee was always in demand as a pianist. 
When I taught at Brownsboro, she played for our 
harvest festival. When I taught at Gurley Elemen
tary School, she was our pianist at a play and her 
niece, Elaine (Miller) Woodling, was our narrator.

“Today, when I witnessed a 26 year-old 
cancer patient laughing hysterically at her 

2 year-old daughter's antics, 
I suddenly realized that I need to stop 

complaining about my aches and pains 
and start celebrating life.”

Jennifer Cole, Woodville

Annie Lee's friends and family share some 
memories of her:

Mary Ann (Ikard) Blakemore has photos 
of two plaques that tell of the services of An
nie Lee and her cousin, Marvin Drake, who 
served the Big Cove Presbyterian Church 
for many decades. Both were elders. Marvin 
was treasurer and Annie Lee was a teacher, 
pianist and leader.

Martha Jane (Miller) Tomb loved Aunt 
Tead, her nickname for Annie Lee. As Martha 
was growing up, Annie Lee always said to
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her, “When you go to college...” She never 
said “If you go to college.” Martha graduated 
from the University of Alabama in 1971 and 
Annie Lee, accompanied by Martha's mother, 
Grace, drove to Tuscaloosa and brought Mar
tha Jane home.

Austin Miller recalls that while taking a 
course at Athens College, he was required to 
teach a song which he dreaded. Annie Lee 
came to his rescue by playing and singing 
the song.

Great nephew Barry Sublett's choir was 
giving a performance at Big Cove Presbyte
rian Church. He told his choir members he 
remembered that when he was a lad, Aunt 
Tead could really make the piano rock.

Niece Lenora Ann (Miller) Sublett, Barry's 
mother, wrote a paper titled “Some Things I 
Remember Most About Aunt Tead.”

“Aunt Tead was a dedicated Christian,
a teacher and a good leader in her church,” 
she wrote. “She was always ready to help 
those who were in need. For many years, she 
was our church pianist and her music was 
always beautiful and heartfelt.” Lenora Ann 
said Barry could play “Love Lifted Me” like 
Aunt Tead; she said that after taking music 
lessons from Aunt Tead, she could play the 
song - but not like Aunt Tead could.

“Each Sunday morning Aunt Tead played 
beautiful hymns as a prelude,” Lenora Ann 
wrote, “and she would turn to the congrega
tion and give them a welcoming smile.”

Annie Lee's piano-playing reminded me 
of Dell Wood of the Grand Ole Opry and Jo 
Ann Castle of The Lawrence Welk Show. Al
though it has been almost thirty years since 
Mrs. Roach passed away, she is still missed 
in her church and community. My church, 
Big Cove Cumberland Presbyterian Church, 
is about 200 yards from Mrs. Roach's church. 
As a teenager, I could hear Mrs. Roach play
ing “Bring Them In” and I knew it was time 
for the young people to start their service. 
For many years Mrs. Roach took two station 
wagon loads of young people to church. They 
came from three school districts: Big Cove, 
Owens Cross Roads and Central. There is no 
doubt that those people have fond memories 
of Mrs. Roach's taking them to church.

In the past, a part of a student's school 
record asked for his/her church preference.

I remember students saying, “I go to Mrs. Roach's 
church.”

Many people give Mrs. Roach credit for per
severing during times of low attendance in the 
church. Today, Big Cove has a beautiful USA Pres
byterian Church and fortunately, they still have the 
church they built in 1913.
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Paper Airplane's 
Crash Landing 
by Sandy Mitchell Hughey

I attended Butler High School in 1959. I was 
sitting in my homeroom class one day, and it 
was so hot that we had the windows open. We 
had a sub that was older than Methuselah and 
she was very sleepy to say the least. The boys 
were making paper airplanes and throwing 
them down on the softball field at the girls. I 
made one and sent it out the window. It was 
just my luck when I saw that my airplane 
turned left.

I didn't think any more about it until the 
teacher next door came stomping into our 
room. There was dead silence. She was so mad! 
She said, "I want to know who threw a paper 
airplane in my window that landed on my 
desk!" There was no movement. I was praying 
that no one was going to toss me under the bus. 
You know those times in life that you have no 
doubt there is a God? I was praying for God 
to do a miracle now because I am surely dead. 
My dad had told me if he got one more phone 
call from Mr. Keel, I was dead. I know that 
teacher could see the sweat running down my 
face and taking my cheap Woolworth mascara 
with it. It was running down 
my face creating war paint. My 
armpits were so wet that my 
sweater changed colors and my 
face was as white as our sub's 
legs. She looked right at me and 
I think I choked on my tongue.

No one said anything, which 
made her even madder. She 
said, "I'll give you a while to 
come clean, and I'll be back." The 
rest of the day, I could hardly 
breathe. I ate no lunch, nor did 
I make eye contact with anyone. 
The funny thing was the old 
lady never came back.

Every time the phone rang 
that night, I jumped out of my 
chair. My Dad kept asking, 
"What's wrong with you? Have

you done something else?"
My Mother asked if I was getting sick. All 

I brought away from that day was no airplane 
went back into the school but mine, and my life 
has always been that way. I never get away with 
anything. But if someone said they would give me 
a million dollars if I could make an airplane go back 
into the building again, I guarantee I could not do 
it. I could use a 3' stack of Blue Horse notebook 
paper and it would never happen again.

I guess I've always lived on the edge. It has 
definitely made life interesting. Later in life when 
my kids got in trouble at school, I would think 
the apple doesn't fall far from the tree. I loved my 
days at Butler!
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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!

“The best medicine for 
my rheumatism is being 
thankful it isn't gout.”

Clara Selzer, Athens
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Who Invented The Umbrella in Modern Times

the Umbrella?
The basic umbrella was invented 

more than 4,000 years ago. There is 
evidence of umbrellas in the ancient art 
and artifacts of Egypt, Assyria, Greece 
and China.

These ancient umbrellas or parasols 
were first designed to provide shade 
from the sun. The Chinese were the 
first to waterproof their umbrellas for 
use as rain protection. They waxed and 
lacquered their paper parasols in order 
to use them for rain.

The word "umbrella" comes from 
the Latin root word "umbra," meaning 
shade or shadow. Starting in the 16th 
century the umbrella became popular 
in the western world, especially in the 
rainy climates of northern Europe. At 
first, it was considered only an acces
sory suitable for women. Then the Per
sian traveler and writer Jonas Hanway 
(1712-86) carried and used an umbrella 
publicly in England for 30 years. He 
popularized umbrella use among men. 
English gentleman often referred to 
their umbrellas as a "Hanway."

The first all-umbrella shop was 
called "James Smith and Sons." The shop 
opened in 1830 and is still located at 53 
New Oxford Street in London, England.

The early European umbrellas were 
made of wood or whalebone and cov
ered with alpaca or oiled canvas. The ar
tisans made the curved handles for the 
umbrellas out of hardwoods like ebony 
and were well paid for their efforts.

In 1852, Samuel Fox invented the 
steel ribbed umbrella design. Fox also 
founded the "English Steels Company" 
and claimed to have invented the steel 
ribbed umbrella as a way of using up 
stocks of farthingale stays, the steel 
stays used in women's corsets.

After that, compact collapsible um
brellas were the next major technical 
innovation in umbrella manufacture, 
which arrived over a century later.

In 1928, Hans Haupt invented the pocket umbrella. In 
Vienna, she was a student studying sculpture when she 
developed a prototype for an improved compact foldable 
umbrella for which she received a patent in September 
1929. The umbrella was called "Flirt" and was made by an 
Austrian company. In Germany, the small foldable umbrel
las were made by the company “Knirps,” which became 
a synonym in the German language for small foldable 
umbrellas in general.

In 1969, Bradford E. Phillips, the owner of Totes In
corporated of Loveland, Ohio obtained a patent for his 
“working folding umbrella.”

Another fun fact: Umbrellas have also been crafted 
into hats as early as 1880 and at least as recently as 1987.

Golf umbrellas, one of the largest sizes in common 
use, are typically around 62 inches across, but can range 
anywhere from 60 to 70 inches.

Umbrellas are now a consumer product with a large 
global market. As of 2008, most umbrellas worldwide are 
made in China. The city of Shangyu alone had more than 
1,000 umbrella factories. In the U.S., about 33 million um
brellas, worth $348 million, are sold each year.

As of 2008, the U.S. Patent Office registered 3,000 active 
patents on umbrella-related inventions.

Honey's
Restaurant

Family Owned &
Operated since 1932

(931) 433-1181

Hot burgers, sandwiches, onion rings, fries, salads, 
desserts. Breakfast, lunch & dinner

You can easily judge the 
character of a man by how he 

treats those who can do 
nothing for him.

If you love history and great food, you'll want to take the 
short drive to Fayetteville and try it out. Started by Weston 
James Stubblefield as a pool hall, Honey's is still owned by 

the same family. During World War II many military from 
the area came for the ten cent slawburgers 

& a game of pool.
Hours: Mon - Fri 6:30 am - 8 pm 

Sat 6:30 am - 4 pm Closed Sunday

109 Market Street East - Fayetteville, TN 37334
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Memories of my Pets

by Harry Dill

This story covers the time 
period 1932 to 1985.

When we lived in Madison, 
Alabama we had two Red Bone 
Hound dogs. Daddy coon- 
hunted with them sometimes 
in the swampy land just west of 
Madison city limits and south 
of the railroad tracks. They 
were real good hunting dogs! 
But both dogs got the black 
tongue and daddy though that 
they had worms and gave them 
some copish medicine to worm 
them, but they died. We found 
out later that the cause of their 
sickness was they weren't get
ting enough vitamin B in their 
diet.

We moved to Decatur and 
had a little black and white 
dog that was very smart. We 
named him Spot because of his 
black and white spots, he could 
do tricks and he stayed in the 
house with us most of the time. 
When he wanted to go to the 
bathroom he would go to the 
door and bark and we would 
let him out. One day he went 
out and the Decatur police were 
driving in the alley behind out 
house and they shot and killed 

Spot! The police were shooting 
all dogs that didn't have a col
lar on and we had forgotten to 
put Spot's on him. We were all 
heartbroken.

There were a lot of old 
structures in that back alley and 
lots of them had baby dogs and 
cats that the people would give 
to anyone who wanted them. 
Someone gave me a white kit
ten with two different color 
eyes, one blue and one brown. 
I named her Tabby and she 
would jump at a toy when I 
pulled it across the floor on a 
string and play with it.

When she grew up she be
came good at catching mice as 
I saw her with them from time 
to time. Playing and finally eat
ing them.

Daddy had a horse 
named Dan when we lived 
in the Rock House on Toll 
Gate Road. He pulled 
Daddy's wagon with his 
work tools and beside that 
he knew three gates when 
riding him. I bought a 
Cavalry saddle and bridle 
from a army surplus store 
near the Post Office and 
rode Dan when Daddy 
wasn't using him. I could 
get him to rare up just like 
they did sometimes in the 
western movies. I took 
good care of my saddle 
and used saddle soap on 
it to keep the leather in 
good condition. From time 
to time I gave Dan a apple 
or a lump of sugar which 
he liked a lot.

Also while I was liv
ing in the Rock House one 
winter it was very cold, 

below zero, so Daddy brought 
three or four Nanny goats into 
the basement of the house. 
At that time there was a large 
empty room there that only had 
a dirt floor. He put our goats in 
that room. Their names were 
China, Alphie and Nubie, I 
forgot the name of the other 
one. Just the next morning we 
discovered that all of them had 
had two kids each, so the room 
seemed full of goats. Daddy 
gave me the one that I liked. 
She was blonde so I named her 
Blondie.

Well Blondie grew and I 
played with her and by late 
summer she was nearly grown. 
That fall I had to start back to 
school and went back to school

in Five Points

Archipelago Botanicals 

Lampe Berger 

Patience Brewster 

Alabama & Auburn Gifts 

Kitras Art Glass 

Carruth Studio - Stone 

Home & Garden Accents 

Jim Shore 

European Soaps

Gift Items you WON'T 

see Anywhere Else!

“Science does not have a moral dimension. It is 
like a knife. If you give it to a surgeon or a 

murderer, each will use it differently.”

Wernher von Braun

(256) 534-5854
716 Pratt Avenue 

in Five Points a
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on my first day. When I came home my 
mother told me that Blondie had climbed

Pedro ran away! He was just all show.
When I lived in the Rock House on Toll Gate

up the back steps, which were very long, 
and jumped over into the rain barrel look
ing for me. She had had a hard time get
ting Blondie out of that barrel, too.

One day when I was home from school 
I heard a bunch of dogs barking in our 
goat pasture. I grabbed my $2.50, 22 single 
shot rifle and ran to where the barking 
was coming from. There were a bunch of 
wild dogs there and they were tearing a 
lot of the goats' throats to pieces. When 
they saw me they all ran away jumping 
over the pasture fence into the woods. I 
managed to get one shot off and hit one of 
the dogs as it was midway in the air over 
the fence. It whined and limped away on 
the other side of the fence. I don't know if 
it died or not as I couldn't find a trace of it 
while looking for it. Well, my little Blondie 
died that day and I was heartbroken. I 
kept watching for the dogs to return but 
they never did.

I moved to the country and had quite 
a few dogs. One day a little black dog 
came into our yard. He looked like he was 
hungry and I set a bowl of food in front 
of him but he would run away when I got 
close to him so I just left the bowl of food 
on the ground some distance from him 
and went back in the house. I looked from 
the window and saw that he slowly went 
to the food and started eating. For a few 
days he was scared of me but he finally got 
used to me and enjoyed the 
dog food I gave him. I named 
him Pedro.

Pedro was a good little 
watch dog and would bark at 
anyone he didn't know and 
act like he would bite them, 
but he never did. When the 
electric meter man came to 
read the meter Pedro was 
barking at him and the man 
picked up a little stone and

A deaf man in Fayetteville 
filed for divorce recently 

because his wife was 
always “nagging him in 

sign language”.

Road when I was young I had always wanted a pony. 
Merita Bread Company was giving away a pony back 
then and all you had to do was send in a postcard with 
your name and address on it and you could send as 
many as you wanted to during the contest period. 
Postcards were just one cent back then so I sent in a

How about a
gift that will

really be 
appreciated?

A gift subscription to “Old Huntsville” magazine 
keeps your Friends & Relatives Connected to 

Huntsville!

They'll be sure to remember you each 
and every month!

Subscribe for 12 issues, 
$25 per year

Send check/money order to
Old Huntsville Magazine 

716 East Clinton Ave. 
Huntsville, Al 35801 
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lot totaling more than a dollar, but I didn't 
win that pony.

Well I was grown up now and living in 
the country and down the road a few miles I 
saw a Shetland Pony tied to a stake grazing 
in the yard of a neighbor's house. I stopped 
and asked them if they wanted to sell the 
pony. They said that they did and they were 
asking $15.00 for it. I bought it on the spot.

I named the pony Rusty because he was 
a brown rust color. I put Rusty in the pas
ture I had made on the little farm and he 
started eating all the grass he wanted. When 
I bought him Rusty was real thin, but in a 
few weeks in the pasture eating all the grass 
he wanted he filled out and was in good 
shape for a pony. He was a nice pet and we 
rode him some, but after awhile he started 
jumping over the electric fence and would 
run away and I had to chase after him and 
bring him back several times, so I sold him.

We had three dogs that we got together 
in the same litter of puppies. We named 
them Toby, Spankey and Bubo. Toby was 
a quiet and well behaved dog and didn't 
bother anyone. As I fed all three together 
Spankey would try to eat the other dog's 
food too. And Bubo would just go off by 
himself and not do much. They all enjoyed 
playing with each other though and had a 
free run of the yard, Toby outlived all the 
rest of them and died at a old age for dogs.

I saw that there was a Mexican burro for 
sale or trade in the Alabama Farmers Bul
letin and that it was just a few miles from 
where I lived so I went over and looked at it. 
I worked out a trade of my walking tractor 
for the Mexican burro. I brought my trac
tor over and exchanged it for the Mexican 
burro. I backed up my International pickup 
truck to the side of a hill and unloaded the 
tractor. I put the Mexican burro in the truck 
and came home. I had a large barn on the 
land and put her in a stall. Her name was 
Nancy. I fed her some corn and hay and 
soon went to bed as it was getting late.

Next morning I went down to the barn 
and there was another little Mexican burro 
there!! Nancy had had a baby!! I didn't even 
know that she was pregnant. I named the 
little one Jack. He had a black streak down 
is back and was a pretty colt. I enjoyed these 
two pets.

The only dog that I ever bought was a

German Shepherd puppy and it grew into a beauti
ful German Shepherd dog. I named him Jo Jo. We 
kept him in the house when he was a puppy, but 
when he got big we made a pen for him next to the 
house. Jo Jo didn't like the pen and wanted to come 
back into the house with us. He started breaking 
out the house windows trying to get in, so we had 
to give him away to a neighbor friend.

We had several more dogs and cats while living 
in the country. Some of the dogs would chase after 
cars and eventually got run over and I would have 
to bury them in a dog cemetery that I made.

I am thankful and grateful to God for all the pets 
that He has let us have! I thank and praise God for 
all His Blessings and Miracles that He has given to 
me and my family.

God Bless you too!



When the community of Hurricane Creek acquired its first school bus, in the 1920s, 
they must have thought they were really entering the modern age. When the bus got 
stuck in mud holes, as it often did, students would unload and help push the bus out. Any 
student caught misbehaving would be put off the bus and would have to walk home, 
often a distance of four or five miles. There were few repeat offenders.

Those days are long gone, but the folks at Ayers Farmers Market 
still believe in offering the same dedicated, personal service that 

makes our city a special place to live.

Ayers Farmers Market
Thank you for a great year at Ayers, 

we wish all of you a prosperous 
and Happy New Year!

256-533-5667

Bill Mullins Honey

Turnip Greens
Collard Greens

256-533-5667

Open Mon-Sat 8am - 8pm 
Sunday 8am - 5pm

LOCAtED at 
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thE SE corNEr of GovErNors 

AND MEMoriAl ParKWAY


