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Since John and his family 
didn't have much money, most 
family outings consisted of 
going riding in the car. So much 
rust showed through the white 
paint of John's ‘52 Chevy that 
it looked like an albino bullfrog 
with a rare skin disease, but it 
was paid for.

Like most cars in 1966, it had 
no air-conditioning, which was 
okay with John because he had 
poor circulation.
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Lewter's Hardware Store

In 1928 ourgr eat-grand fat her, 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 out prices have gone up slightly and we have a few more 

employees, we still provide the same quality service our fore-fat hers 
insisted on. We arc 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 - 256-539-57771
_________________________________________ ____________________________________ |F
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The Unluckiest Man In 
Huntsville, Alabama 

by Venita Helton

The unluckiest man in Hunts
ville lived down the street from 
us in a three-bedroom ranch 
home with his wife, his mother
in-law, six or seven kids and 
a pack of mongrels. Nobody 
was sure how John Jinx sup
ported his family since he never 
seemed to go to work, so I sup
pose he must have been with 
the government.

From the side John resem
bled the Lazy S brand - sort of 
slumped at the top and curling 
around behind - and his hair 
always looked like his dogs 
had been licking it. He used the 
gap between his front teeth as a 
built-in cigarette holder; when 
he talked, the jiggling end of his 
Camel dribbled ashes all over 
the front of his tattered T-shirt.

Magnified by his Coke bottle
bottom glasses, his watery blue 
eyes peered out at the world in a 
wistful sort of way. That expres
sion never changed through
out the string of bad luck that 
earned him his nickname. His 
last name wasn't really Jinx, but

“The only time housework 
comes before reading 
and needlework is in 

the dictionary.”

Kathleen Vaughn, Harvest 

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.”

was given to him by all who 
knew him.

One of John Jinx's early cases 
of hard luck began on a sunny, 
windless day. His car was in the 
driveway, a johnboat strapped 
to the roof. No one was around. 
Then, without any warning, 
the johnboat fell off the car and 
broke in half, lengthwise. John 
went out and wordlessly exam
ined the wreckage, then got his 
sons to help him glue the boat 
back together.

A week later, accompanied 
by his mother-in-law and three 
of his children, John put the 
boat in at Lady Ann Lake. Af
ter thirty minutes of yanking 
the starter cord, he determined 
that the motor wasn't going to 
start so he gave up and rowed 
the family to their fishing hole. 
Just as they got the worms into 
the water, the glue holding the 
hull together softened up and 
the johnboat again divided in 
two. They swam ashore and 
that was the last John Jinx saw 
of his boat.

Since the Jinxes didn't have 
much money, most family out
ings consisted of going riding 
in the car. So much rust showed 
through the white paint of John's 
‘52 Chevy that it looked like an 
albino bullfrog with a rare skin 
disease, but it was paid for. Like 
most cars in 1966, it had no air
conditioning, which was okay 
with John because he had poor 
circulation.

One July afternoon when the 
road was hot enough to peel the 
rubber off your sneakers, John
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loaded the family and a few of 
the dogs into the Chevy for a 
trip to Parkway City shopping 
center. Filling the Chevy with 
ten people and three dogs was 
like cramming spring-loaded 
cloth snakes into a can; John 
had to keep the windows closed 
just to prevent everybody from 
spronging out. As John drove 
by our house, we glimpsed hu
man and canine faces pressed to 
the glass, sweating but smiling.

At Parkway City, John went 
into Montgomery Ward and 
purchased a gallon of red paint. 
He set it in the back window of 
the car, then took everybody to 
G.C. Murphy's to get band aids 
and whiffle balls.

After an hour the fam
ily squeezed back into the car, 
which was as hot as old Scratch's 
kitchen after sitting in the swel
tering parking lot with the win
dows up. As John turned the 
ignition key, there was a terrific 
explosion and something struck 
him in the back of the head. 
He turned around to find his 
screaming family, the dogs and 
the interior of the car covered 
with blood. “We've been shot!” 
he yelled, feeling the back of his 

head for a bullet hole. Instead 
he found the lid from the paint 
can stuck to his hair. It took him 
a minute to figure out that the 
paint can had exploded in the 
heat. Despite gallons of tur
pentine, the car interior stayed 
pretty red and the dogs had to 
be shaved.

John had two stumps in his 
front yard, left over from the 
year before when his boys set 
fire to the mimosas because they 
wanted to see fire trucks. Those 
stumps bothered John, so he 
bought two large maple trees in 
burlap bags and set them on the 
driveway. After attaching one 
of the stumps to the rear axle of 
his car with a tow chain, he got 
in and gunned the engine. The 
tires spun and dirt flew but the 
stump held. John hollered for 
the boys to push as he revved 
up the engine. Grinding and 
screeching, the Chevy abruptly 
surged forward. It wasn't un
til his wife banged on the win
dow that John realized he was 
no longer moving. He found the 
rear axle several feet behind the 
car, the tow chain still attached 
to the stump. Those maple trees 
never did get planted.

Soon the Jinx septic tank 
began to act up, so John got 
Huntsville Utilities to run a 
sewer line to his house. When 
they finished, the front yard 
looked like a giant mole had 
tunneled across it. John didn't 
like the effect, so he steamroll
ered the Chevy (fitted with a 
new rear end) up and down the 
sewer line to pack the dirt. Af
ter a couple of passes, the right 
front and rear wheels buried to 
the axles in the trench. John had 
to pay the wrecker $26.50 to pull 
him out.

For Christmas 1967, John 
bought his two oldest boys Ka- 
wasakis. The children roared 
up and down the road, shatter
ing the peace of Christmas Day. 
That night, someone stole the 
motorcycles. The police found 
the culprit, who led them to Ar
cher Park where he'd buried the 
motorcycles. John Jinx got the 
bikes back but he never could 
get all the dirt out of the carbu
retors. From then on, his sons
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3D visualization and superior guidance ability, the Mazor X allows 
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Unrivaled technology and precision.
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just coasted down the hill and 
made motor noises with their 
mouths.

When my father built a stor
age room onto our carport, John 
came over to see how it was 
done. He looked wistful as he 
considered the cost of materials. 
Thinking that he could build 
a shed more cheaply, he scav
enged some 2x4s from an old 
shack near the dump, pulled 
and straightened the nails, then 
set to work in his backyard. His 
family brought out lawn chairs 
and watched. John saved time 
by not pouring a foundation, 
so before long he had a storage 
shed that looked exactly like the 
shack from which he'd gleaned 
his materials. He pushed in his 
lawn mower and closed the 
door. His wife took a picture.

The next day, a whirlwind 
whipped through the neigh
bors' backyards, jumped a fence 
and made a beeline for John 
Jinx's shed. Scooping the shed 
off the grass, the pygmy cyclone 
carried it ten feet into the air, 
then scooted out from under it. 
The shed seemed to hover for a 
moment, then fell to the ground. 
John came out to find total dev

astation. He didn't say a word, 
but his eyes looked very large 
and watery through his glasses. 
For years the heap of boards lay 
where they had fallen, like a 
monument.

One dark, rainy night, John 
Jinx was standing in a phone 
booth outside the Eagle's Club, 
making an obscene phone call. 
Just as he breathed an intimate 
query into the receiver, he felt 
someone tap him on the shoul
der. He turned to find a very 
large policeman immediately 
behind him. During the trial we 
learned that John was responsi
ble for dozens of obscene phone 
calls in our neighborhood.

After all these years I can 
still imagine John Jinx's eyes be
hind those thick glasses, peer
ing through the bars of his cell. 
They look wistful and a little 
bewildered. There is something 
else there, too: relief.

After all, what could possibly 
happen to John Jinx in jail?

Venita Helton is a novelist 
who lives in Huntsville. Ri
diculous as it may seem, “The 
Unluckiest Man in Huntsville” 
is a true story.

(256) 536-9197
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‘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.
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The Train in Big 
Spring Park in 

the 1950s

Last month we received a call 
from Vicki Eversmeyer, asking if 
anyone remembered a little train 
that kids rode, located in the Big 
Spring Park years ago. She re
membered it so well but everyone 
told her it was in Brahan Springs 
Park, not Big Spring. We put that 
out to all our readers to see if they 
remembered a train. Thank you 
for the calls we received on this. 
Tom Pack called with the follow
ing info.

There WAS a train in the Big 
Spring Park, around the 50s and 
early 60s. It was put there and 
maintained by the Sertoma Club. 
It was located at the northwest 
side of the “lagoon.” Tom says 
there were big willow trees all 
around the train, so when Vicki 
said she recalled being hit in the 
face with low hanging branches 
she was right!

Tom rode the train for 10 cents 
a ride, it had an engine and may
be 4 cars. Sam Keith told us there 
was even a little garage that kept 
the train safe from bad weather 
when it wasn't being used. Tom 
said the train was green with 
black lettering like Southern Rail
road. The track went for a quarter 
mile around the lagoon - there 
was open space inside the tracks. 
Lots of adults rode the train too.

Big Spring was quite the at
traction back in the day. Tom re
members a playground south of 
where the Arts Center is now and 
kids loved it with the slides and 
monkey bars and see-saws. The 
playground was located south of 
the current Arts Center close to 
Church Street. There was a small 
roller coaster and a ball field that 
was the site of frequent games. 
The field was located on the west 
side across the street from where 
the Civic Center is now.

Across from where the util
ity company is on Spragins St. 
he said there was a pump station 
where all the water in Huntsville 
was pumped from the Big Spring. 
He said the water was so cold, 

when kids would jump into dur
ing summer they would get out in 
a hurry.

Tom remembers lots of ducks, 
geese and huge fish. He remem
bers the little lion that he sat on 
as a kid and got his picture made 
in 1947 when he was 6 years old. 
Later when he went to take his 7 
year old son there to do the same 
thing, the little lion was gone and 
no pictures. However Margaret 
Ann Goldsmith and her family re
trieved it from where it had been 
thrown as trash, and restored it 
to its glory for families to get pic
tures again.

Where the Arts Center is now 
was a huge municipal swimming 
pool that hosted many state com
petitions - very popular in the 50s 
and 60s. This was north of the 
playground. He said the park re
ally seemed a lot larger back then 
than it is now.

Tom has a question for our 
readers. He remembers a large 
fountain in the park - possi
bly with 3 bowls and a pedestal 
topped by a very large cherub or 
angel. About 6 feet tall. The cher
ub was holding a dish with water 
that poured into the pond - it was 
there for years then one year it 
disappeared. He would really like 
to know what happened with that 
fountain and if it's possible to put 
it back, maybe like the little lion 
that was returned years ago.

Call us at 256.534.0502 if you 
remember the cherub fountain 
and we'll report that as well!

* Grub Control
* Fire Ant Control 
‘ Disease Control

www.GreenLand-Turf.com

“Sex is good, but not as 
good as fresh sweet corn.”

Garrison Keillor

_____ \

Fire Magic Grill
American Made -

High Quality 304 Stainless Steel.
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outdoor cook. 
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burner and doors for a built-in 

kitchen application.
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& Hearth

2611 University Dr. 
Huntsville, Al 35816
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www.southernhomeandhearth.com
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* Tree & Shrub Programs
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The Party Line
by Betty Pettigrew

Seated on a bench in the mall 
the other day, it occurred to me 
that teenaged girls have two 
things that are more important 
to them than air; i.e. clothes and 
a phone. Every young girl I saw 
had a cell phone in her hand and 
almost everyone had a bag from 
one of the trendy stores that carry 
young girl clothing items. It has 
been this way for a long time as I 
remembered my teen years.

Country kids ride to school 
on a big, yellow school bus with 
the name of their school and a 
number painted on the side of it. 
The bus arrives the same time, or 
about the same time, every morn
ing and is waiting for you in the 
parking lot when the last bell 
rings. Failure to find the right bus 
can lead to a long ride to nowhere 
near your house.

The seats are narrow and close 
together and only two people are 
allowed to sit in one seat. This 
was a challenge for me because 
the clothing style at that time in
cluded can-can petticoats. These 
were made from net, starched so 
stiff they could have stood alone 
and worn under circle skirts that 
served to make getting into those 
bus seats almost impossible even 
if no one else was sitting there.

My best friend lived a few 
miles down the road and was al
ways on the bus by the time I got 
there. This day she wasn't.

Being a Senior in high school 
was a very important position to 
hold in the school and on the bus. 
Younger students would move 
and let you sit where you wanted 
most of the time. Thank goodness 
because this particular morning 
my can-cans were especially stiff

“The only time a woman 
really succeeds in 
changing a man is 
when he's a baby.”

Natalie Wood 

and my circle skirt was quilted. 
Once at school the day went by in 
a normal fashion. We had PE at 
1 pm and we had to change into 
one-piece jump suit uniforms 
which left all our clothing in the 
girls' locker room. Of course, the 
can-cans would not fit in the lock
ers so they were piled on top.

After some outside track 
events, we arrived in the locker 
room to find our can-cans gone! 
This was not funny. No one can 
wear a circle skirt without lots of 
petticoats or it is about six inches 
too long but we did not have a 
choice. Once in the hallway from 
PE, we found the can-cans. They 
had been tossed so they stuck 
on the fluorescent lights up and 
down the lower floor hall. This 
was a big mystery and funny 
to everyone except the owners 
of the can-cans. I needed to call 

M S Masonry
Customer Recommended

Stonework

Stucco

Repairs

Pavers
Curbs “No Job is too Small”

Walkways
blocks Michael Sylvester

Licensed - Insured - References

(256) 694-2469

my friend right away to tell her 
all about it. However, the only 
phones were in the office and to 
be used for emergencies only.

There was one more hour until 
school was out and a thirty-min
ute bus ride before I could call 
Sheila and tell her all about to
day. I could not wait to get to bus 
number 86 and home to a phone! 
Sitting was much easier as I did 
not have my petticoats. The bus 
pulled to stop and I ran across the 
street to my uncle's house and the 
only phone available to me.

The phone sat on a table in 
the living room by the couch. I 
ran through the kitchen door, 
tore around the kitchen table 
and headed down the hall to the 
living room. Grandma called a 
greeting and did I want a snack. 
I was not sure I really heard her 
in my haste to make that call. 

Z1
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The phone was a heavy, black 
instrument with no exterior way 
to call a number. The receiver 
was heavy enough to be used as 
a weapon if you needed to knock 
someone out cold.

In order to make a call, there 
would be an operator who asked, 
“Number please.” After grabbing 
the receiver off the hook and ex
pecting to hear an operator ask 
me for Sheila's number, I heard, 
“...and that dish she made for 
Sunday was awful.” Mrs. Pea
cock was on our party line.

Quietly the receiver was re
placed back on the hook but my 
frustration would not be quiet. 
I walked back to the kitchen, 
hugged Grandma and made a 
couple of loops around the table 
while telling her about what had 
happened at school. She giggled 
and understood why I had to use 
the phone.

By this time, I was sure the 
conversation was over so back 
down the hall I went. This time 
when I tried to call I heard, “...
and that is not all.” Really? That 
had to be all. I was not as care

ful this time when I hung up 
the phone but let it click loudly 
so Mrs. Peacock would under
stand that there was another call 
waiting. I decided five minutes 
should be long enough to wait so 
I petted the dog, fed the chickens 
and rushed back inside for my 
third attempt at telling Sheila all 
about the funny sight.

There seemed to be silence 
when I picked up the phone this 
time but Mrs. Peacock said in a 
loud voice, “This must really be 
important” and hung up. Hurray!

The operator asked for a num-

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

ber please and after hearing it 
ring twice, Sheila was finally on 
the line. I was so excited in tell
ing her about all the goings on 
that day until I heard her say, “I 
know. Donna just told me.”

Disappointment flooded ev
ery fiber of my being. I absolutely 
hated that party line.

Betty is one of the very 
talented writing students 

in John E. Carson's 
creative writing class at the 

Huntsville Senior Center.

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

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

http://www.intersouth-properties.com
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The Devotion 
of Sarah (Pike) 
Wall Sanderson

Submitted by: Dorothy Jean 
(Ray) McKee; and Jerry

Sanderson

Time and deaths have 
erased the detailed memories 
of the loving and devoted ef
forts of Mrs. Sarah (Pike) Wall 
Sanderson, my paternal great 
grandmother in retrieving the 
body of her husband who lost 
his life on the battlefield at 
Chattanooga, TN during the 
War Between the States in the 
year 1863.

Mrs. Sanderson rests with 
her two husbands and 2 of her 
4 children in the Pike Cem
etery, west of Huntsville, Ala
bama just off Balch Road.

Her memory, her name, her 
devotion, deserve to be chroni
cled and eulogized.

Mrs. Sanderson was, in 1863, 
21 years of age, having borne 2 
children by her first husband, 
Mister Francis Marion Wall. 
These being G.W. Wall and Re
becca (Wall) Pepper.

Mister Wall, serving in the 
Confederate forces engaging 
the Union army, lost his life in 
the Battle of Chattanooga dur
ing the period November 23
25, 1863.

Through the dim corridor of 
time we can now but wonder 
if Sarah followed her husband 
to Chattanooga to be near him, 
as was oftentimes the custom 
when a husband's unit was 
engaged in a near geographic 
area, or had she been follow
ing, helping tend the wounded 
and prepare meals as best she 
could. If the former, perhaps 
she arrived in time to see her 
husband the night prior to the 

battle, as both armies mar
shalled their forces. The night 
would have been long and 
many fears would have haunt
ed her the following day as the 
cannonade and other sounds 
of battle and confusion began. 
Her 2 young children were 
probably not with her but re
mained with relatives at home. 
It would have proven a dan
gerous and arduous journey 
for them.

Certainly we cannot know 
or feel the depth of her grief 
and suffering during the sev
eral day's journey home to 
Alabama, praying the horse 
or wagon would not fail, and 
facing cold and hunger on the 
rutted and muddy barely dis
cernible roads and the uncer
tainty and fear of the rogues

Lawrens
809 MADISON STREET 

HUNTSVILLE, ALABAMA 35801

BRIDAL REGISTRY
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she might encounter in trans
porting her husband's remains 
to his final rest.

Later, Mrs. Sarah (Pike) 
Wall Sanderson gave birth to 
2 children by her second hus
band, Mister James C. Sander
son. These were James Walter 
Sanderson and my paternal 
grandmother, Mrs. Fannie Mae 
(Sanderson) Ray, the mother of 
my father, Richard May Ray.

Following is the obituary for 
Mrs. Sarah (Pike) Wall Sand
erson on her death in 1906, 
and validates the retrieval of 
her husband's body from the 
field of battle. The origin of the 
newspaper is unknown, pos
sibly either Madison or Lime
stone County, Alabama.

In Memorial
Mrs. Sarah Sanderson, the 

beloved wife of James Sander
son, aged 64 years, passed to 
her reward Jan. 29, 1906. After 
months of suffering, this devot
ed wife and mother has gone to 
mansions prepared for her in 
the skies, where sickness, pain, 
sorrow and death, are felt no 
more. She is safe in her heaven
ly home, after bearing patiently 
her afflictions she passed away, 
triumphant over death, leaving 
as a legacy to her many friends 
the example of a noble life. Her 
life was not such as brings fame 
into this world; but was one 
which the angels in heaven are 
glad to record and place high 
on the scroll of heavenly fame.

All who knew her called her 
blessed. Her watch word in 
life was to do her duty, always 
painstaking, never idle, never 
weary; her every mission a la
bor of love.

Her maiden name was Pike, 
when she married Mr. Marion 
Wall, who died for his coun
try in the battle of Chattanoo
ga, TN, in the days of the late 

unpleasantness, when men's 
souls, as well as those of our no
ble women were severely tried. 
This devoted woman would 
not be comforted until she had 
heroically searched and found 
the body of her husband and 
rescued it from the ditch and 
buried it in the family burying 
ground at home.

Mrs. Sanderson leaves four 
children to mourn her loss. Mr. 
G.W. Wall, Mrs. Rebecca Pep
per, Mr. Walter Sanderson and 
Mrs. Fannie Ray. S.S.P.
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We're right behind Krispy Kreme.

(256) 533-5667
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The produce is picked in the morning and 
we have it back to Huntsville within hours!

Local Honey
Our local honey comes from Bill Mullins 
located on Moores Mill Rd. Ten miles from 
the farmers market.

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

HouRs:

Mon-Sat 8-4

Sundays 8 - 1

1022 Cook Ave.
Huntsville, Al

http://www.gibsonbooks.com
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pacifi er. And she hangs on to 
her bottle for dear life!

M - My pediatrician once 
told me, "Your child will give 
up his bottle or pacifier when he 
is ready. I never had a patient 
walk down the aisle with ei
ther a pacifier or bottle, so don't 
sweat the small stuff, life is too 
short."

* What to do when your 
child starts climbing out of 
their baby bed?

M - This is a real dilemma. 
Children can really get hurt fall
ing from the top railing. Some 
say put a mattress beside the 
bed to break the fall, others said 
they put their sleeping "sack" 
(like a bag at the bottom) on 
backwards so the zipper is in 
the back so they can't unzip it. 
They can't get a foot over the 

railing. Putting a child in a 
single bed and adding a guard 
rail may be the answer later.

Personally, I lowered the 
side railing, made a pallet next 
to the bed and put the door 
knob on backwards to lock the 
child in their room, since one 
of my children started doing 
this at 10 months old. When 
she tried to get out of her 
room, I would hear her and go 
to her, saying the door must 
have gotten stuck.

We could not have a child 
roaming through the house 
and us not knowing where she 
was. We also had a fenced pool 
which I kept locked and wore 
the key around my neck. Little 
ones can really keep adults on 
their toes, so stay one jump 
ahead of them at all times.

* My child bites other kids 
at school - what can I do about 
that?

M - I had a child come home 
from playschool with teeth 
marks on his face, the teacher 
was very apologetic and said 
that the child had been offered 
a frozen child to bite but he 
kept biting other children. The 
mother was told either take 
him out of playschool or he can 
bite soap. After biting soap, he 
never bit any child again.

* My little Eric wets the bed 
frequently and gets really up
set - what can I do?

M - Believe me no child 
wants to wake up in a wet bed. 
Try adjusting liquid before 
bed, use bathroom before get
ting into bed and buy night un
derwear for him so he does not 
have to be shamed with a wet 
bed in the morning. Simple as 
that.

* When is it time to stop 
bottles and pacifi ers - Janie 
screams when I try to get her

It s about how

comfort, dignity, dreams.

*■
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NOW AVAILABLE 1

SS XfAlFN JM J/Niji

t F<«rh Sandwich
• Chiik*n S«ndwh ft
• Turkey Sindwith
- Grilled H«m Mr Cheeee
- GrlUml Turkey ftr Chaeta
- HIT
■■ Rib Sandwich
• Chicken F*nS**•
• lianiburgyti Mrrdfr f hrsJr £>aij/y
• Chaaaeburgvrtf - Afetfr Fwdb LJaii’y

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

All foods are prepared and cooked on site.
Wi* c oak wdli hickory wood io have th.it great tavte. We do not cook with gab!

* French Prive
* Potat k> Select
• Baited
* Green Been*

it A« ■. re • Homamadv Hu*hpuppl«»
• Silew AdhryKifmaiar £J» Vina-j^ r
• 5 eled a - LVrr/r Or IVhAimjC AfcMf 
■ Kid'a Menu Av«il«bl« A

Much Mortllf

, Health Rating 97%

Get out of the Heat and Let Ole Dad’s do the 
Cooking for You!

* There1* nothing better than barboquat! 

Order BBQ, Savory Ribs and all the flxln’s.

Carry Out's far your Special Events!

It's Cooked In The Pit"
256-828-8777

Rosemary Leatherwood, owner

) F°r ®ur Special
I XA Kids Menu!

O'LE DADS BAR-B-Q

O’le Dad’s Bar-B-Q
“IT’S COOKED IN THE PIT.”

I
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Jumping to
Concussions

by Dark Myer

Dad really was smart, although his prodi
gious IQ oddly plummeted during my teens. 
Throughout my youth, he enthusiastically 
supported my experimental nature - to a 
point. Unfortunately, the majority of my ex
periments pretty much started well past that 
point which resulted in something that might 
be called "augmented support."

One summer morning, shortly after my fa
ther, who was an electrician, left to spend the 
day on a job site, I made the experimental and 
completely accidental discovery that beds 
can double as trampolines. I spent the next 
thirty minutes refining my various twirls, 
somersaults, pikes, tucks and gainers with an 
eye to competing in the 1968 Olympics.

Just as I was vigorously (and flawlessly, I 
might add) executing a front triple somersault 
with four and one half twists, carrying a 6.4 
degree of difficulty, I heard an awful crack. I 
should have stopped, but I really wanted to 
stick my landing. I was secretly hoping one of 
my body parts made that terrible noise, but a 
slumping mattress corner signified the worst 
possible scenario: I had broken the bed.

Not only were my Olympic dreams in 
danger, but my very survival was brought 
into question. I assumed death (preferably) 
or augmented support (gasp) 
would ensue, but not soon 
enough for my taste. This trag
edy had unfortunately occurred 
early in the day, giving me am
ple time to develop toxic levels 
of dread.

During the intervening 
hours, I wracked my six-year- 
old brain for some way to miti
gate my doom. Imminent death 
is a strong motivator. As the af
ternoon waned, I finally turned 
in desperation to heaven for 
help. I wish with all my heart I 
could now write such inspira
tional words as, "I humbly knelt 
in prayer to ask for divine inter
vention," but I can't, because I 
didn't.

Instead, I followed my nor
mal, manipulative nature and

much like a celestial car wax selling televangelist, I 
searched for some way to employ scriptural teachings 
to my advantage. I wasn't surprised to learn my spiri
tual cupboard was practically bare, but I persevered 
along this line and amazingly, finally hit on an idea 
that was so bold and daring that I dared dream it might 
work. Besides, it was the only idea I had.

A vague recollection of some religious stuff came 
to mind that had recently been presented to me dur
ing one Sunday session, between confinements and es
capes. Additionally, I had taken note that my father had 
often referred to similar material himself from time to 
time. I spent a few minutes brushing off the dust piled 
on my religious life preserver and began to hope I had 
a shot at seeing another sunrise.

Finally, I heard gravel crunching under tires and 
I realized my heavenly gamble was upon me. While 
Dad was still getting out of the car, I raced out the back 
door, ran directly up to him, and cheerfully opened 
with, "Do you remember teaching me that if I always 
told the truth I would not be punished?" In retrospect, 
I probably should have started with something a little 
less obvious. Maybe, "Hi, how was your day?"

We both knew my opening salvo was as seedy as a 
pomegranate, but I was selling snake oil on the fly and 
this was the best I had. Part of my plan included the 
hope that Dad didn't have perfect recall on this particu
lar counseling session (they were legion) and most crit
ically, he would not have sufficient time to think about 
it. I gazed expectantly up into his eyes and cranked up 
my most practiced angelic expression - probably with 
the same intensity of Brownie the Wonder Dog waiting 
for a chunk of bologna. A suspicious look crept across 
Dad's face and I knew my work was cut out for me.

Desperation filled my very soul and figuring I had 
nothing to lose, I pressed forward. I had counted on

DETAIL CENTER

.----------- ■ . ... — ■•*'  • '..t-L. -. ■ r ■*•■  - ■ ■ : . •• •

LEE’S MAGIC TUNNEL CAR WASH

256.533.5620
2318 MEMORIAL PKWY. SW

www.leesmagictunnel.com

http://www.leesmagictunnel.com
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Dad accepting and answering af
firmatively to my opening ques
tion. He hadn't and I decided to 
go assertive rather than wait in 
dangerous silence.

Ratcheting up the pressure, 
I reminded him, “Lying is bad 
and telling the truth is good.” 
Who could argue with this ba
sic precept? He remained dis
turbingly mute, but I knew my 
second pronouncement was on 
solid ground and much to my re
lief, I finally got a reluctant nod. 
He was nibbling on the bait, I 
just needed to set the hook.

I figured if he wasn't talking, 
then he might be thinking and 
that meant conjuring up addi
tional suspicions that all too of
ten led to augmented support. 
At last his mouth opened and 
he cautiously said, “Telling the 
truth is very important” and 
that “lying was indeed wrong.” 
Yank! Now to carefully reel in 
my catch.

Taking a deep breath, I gushed 
out the single longest sentence I 
have ever uttered, “I am sorry 
I was jumping on the bed be
cause I knew it was wrong and 
I really am sorry I broke the bed 
and now that I have told you the 

truth and mentioned I am really, 
really sorry and I know it was 
wrong to jump on the bed, you 
wouldn't punish a little boy who 
is sorry and told the truth about 
cracking the bed, would you?”

I stopped for oxygen and to 
assess the effect. Dad had a cu
riously unreadable expression 
on his face. I shifted from one 
foot to the other, eyes pleading 
for mercy, and waited for what 
seemed an eternity of silence. 
Incredibly and much to my re
lief, his face softened and he told 
me in one of his less stern tones, 
the one usually used for after I 
shaved the cat or routine bath
room inaccuracies, “Let's go in
side and take a look at the bed.”

After examining and quick
ly repairing the damage using 
daddy magic, my father told me 
that I had done something very 
wrong, but that I would not be 
punished if I promised to never 
do it again. Hundreds of similar 
incidents had taught me this is 
what is known as the quintessen
tial no-brainer. I gleefully signed 
my “X” on the dotted line.

Truth be told, I was stunned 
that my pious approach had 
worked. Up until that moment, 

church had been largely an irri
tant that got in the way of free
dom, but now that I had a taste 
of practical religion, I kind of 
liked it. By the way, I kept my 
promise and never jumped on 
any bed again. Not even once. 
Wink. Wink. 

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

Alpha Estate Sales and Auctions Presents 
a Full August Schedule - Estate Sales + Auctionf^>

Sunday, August 26,2018 at 1:30 p.m.
Col. Gary Lee Knight AL #1850Col. Billy Blankenship AL #5386

Auction Preview time: Saturday, August 25 
from Noon - 4:00 pm

& Sunday from Noon until the Auctions Begins

Two HUGE Estate Sales in August:

August 3 - 4: Laverne Drive, Huntsville 35806 
&

August 16-18: Wingate Ave, Huntsville 35801

Visit us online at
www.AlphaEstateSales.com 

and on Facebook, Auctionzip.com, 
EstaleSales.net or EstateSales.org

Antique & Vintage
Collectible Memorabilia 

Misc. Porcelains, Jewelry 
Clocks, Fine Furniture 

Fine Art & Rugs 
Glass, Crystal and More!

2315-C Triana Blvd (256) 226-4571

http://www.AlphaEstateSales.com
Auctionzip.com
EstaleSales.net
EstateSales.org
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Tips 
from 
Liz

- Paper that is stuck to furniture can be safely 
removed by softening it with olive oil.

- To ease the trauma of your child's cut, clean 
it with a red washcloth so that the blood won't 
show.

- Is arthritis making it difficult for you to hold 
a pen? Just push it through a small rubber ball, 
it is easier to grasp.

- If a chair scratches your beautiful floor, just 
attach self-sticking bunion pads on the bottom 
of the legs.

- A few bay leaves crumbled here and there in 
your kitchen cabinets will discourage ants from 
entry.

- A 15 year old tree provides raw material for 
only 700 shopping bags! Please reuse your bags 
or invest in some good canvas bags for when 
you go shopping. This would reduce grocery 
store costs (they wouldn't have to buy the bags) 
and would save millions of trees.

- If you have a hard time finding your car 
in the shopping mall parking lot, always try to 
park in the same place every time.

- For sweet breath, brush all parts of your 
mouth - tongue as well as teeth - so that you get 
rid of all odor-causing material.

- For a deep-cleansing mask you might have 
in your kitchen cabinet, stroke 
milk of magnesia on your face 
with cotton balls, avoiding the 
eye area. Leave the mask on for 
10 minutes and remove with 
warm water.

- When baking, count out 
loud the number of cups you 
have added to a recipe.

- Need a small funnel for dry

SHAVER’S

\_^. * Rare- ■ ■Books

Men know how to 
change the toilet paper, 
but to do so would ruin 

the whole game.

* Local Authors
* EstatE Evaluation

ingredients? Use an envelope with a corner cut 
off.

- If you don't have a deep fat frying ther
mometer, drop a kernel of corn into your oil. 
When your corn pops, the oil is ready to use.

- Greens and vegetables will last longer in 
the crisper drawer of your fridge if you line 
them with paper towels.

Serving hearty German fare 
in Huntsville Since 1972.

6125 University Dr. 
9224556

*

*
*
*

Books ' New and Old 
Out of Print Search 
First Editions 
Appraisals

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

mailto:shaversbks@comcast.net
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Lives Coming Full Circle

by Janet Boysen Mayes Kampmeier

On May 19, 2018, two elementary school class
mates' lives came full circle to tie the knot in a 
marriage ceremony in Huntsville, Alabama. Janet 
(Boysen) Mayes and Juergen Kampmeier were in 
5th grade together at Blossomwood Elementary 
School, but after that didn't have any more mutual 
classes. That year, he was a patrol boy and I vague
ly remember having a crush on him. He asked me 
not long ago why I didn't tell him back then and I 
told him I got over it!

We not only went to school together, but grew 
up two streets apart and still didn't know each oth
er. Also, we have since discovered that the city in 
Germany where he was born (he came to the U.S. 
at age 5 with his family as part of the Von Braun 
German scientist's group) is about 60 miles from 
where my Great-Grandfather Boysen immigrated.

Fast forward to more recent times. A few years 
ago while going through some old pictures, I dis
covered three 5th grade classmates' pictures from 
1958/59 - the only ones I had from elementary 
or junior high school. I didn't know for sure who 
they were, so I put them on face book and asked 
for help. There was no contact from one of the 
girls, and a friend let me know who the other 
girl was. I am now friends with her on Face
book. The third one answered and told me he 
was Juergen Kampmeier.

Several years ago, after many, many years 
of living separate lives in different locations, 
having our separate families and both di
vorcing, our paths crossed again. The past 
few years, each month, our Huntsville High 
School Class has been having class lunches 
where varying numbers of us would meet 
and continue or re-acquaint friendships. Juer- 
gen still has family and friends in Huntsville, 
and when he was home, he would occasion
ally visit on the same weekend and come to 
those lunches, where we became friends.

A couple of years later, here we are! The 
rest is history. This gives a whole new mean
ing to our lives coming full circle!

Neals
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!

“This is your cell phone company. We just 
found out that you're too dumb to use your 
phone, so please place it on the ground 

and start jumping on it. Thank you.”

Message an Athens resident received 
from local cell phone company
—

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

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

by Cathey Carney

The winner of the Photo of the 
Month for July was Janet Corl. 
Janet wasn't sure about the pic
ture but said she took a guess and 
it was Ron Cooper of In Bloom. 
And it sure was, that sweet baby 
was Ron. Many called to say it 
was Randy Roper but it was Ron! 
Congratulations to Janet - she has 
been working in food services 
at Redstone Village Retirement 
Community for 10 years now!

Tom Pack told us his mama 
celebrated a happy 102nd birth
day on July 18th. Gladys Pack is 
one of the sweetest ladies you'll 
find but very spunky too! All of 
her kids, grand and great-grand 
kids were with her and that's all 
she wanted. Amazing lady!

I had waited a long time to get 
carpets/rugs cleaned but I have 
to say I was super happy with the 

job that Stanley Steemer did on 
my carpet when they came out. I 
had heard good things about them 
and I was not disappointed. It was 
so good working with John Stur- 
gess and Adam Turney and I will 
be calling them again. So nice to 
find a company who actually ar
rives on time and does what they 
say they'll do!

Make sure you mark your cal
endars for Sep. 8, Saturday, for 
the annual Trade Day around 
the Square. Yes there are football 
games but you can pull yourself 
away for an hour and come walk 
around and look at the crafts and 
Harrison Brothers and food too. 
Bring your dogs! The Golden K 
Kiwanis and I will be set up again 
in front of the Schiffman Building 
catty-corner from Harrison Bros. 
selling old issues of the magazine. 
Some families have donated older 
issues and these will be sold for 
$.25 each only on the 8th. You will 
find many that you might have 
missed - it goes from 8am to 5pm. 
And if you'd like to be a vendor 
on the square that day, call Har
old Jackson (Lion's Club) at 
256.883.5051 to reserve.

We lost a great guy in the Old 
Town neighborhood recently. 
Dick Maroon passed away on 
July 7. Dick was the guy who had 
a wood-working shop behind his 
home where he worked tirelessly 
to build little wooden toys, thou
sands. Then every Christmas he 
would load them all up and take 
them to Huntsville Hospital, DHS 
and other charities and bring 
them to pass out to kids who were 

sick in the hospital over the holi
days. Many of these kids had can
cer and were very sick, but they 
would love receiving a toy and 
play with trucks, trains and toy 
horses. Dick's wife Karen would 
help him with buying blankets 
and all the little items it took to 
put the toys together. All this was 
just given to the kids, no charge. In 
addition Dick helped anyone who 
needed his help with household 
projects or just hanging a birdcage 
high enough so the cat couldn't 
get the parakeet (he did this for 
me.) Surviving Dick are his wife 
of 35 years, Karen Miller Maroon; 
son Michael Maroon (Michelle); 
daughter Diane Kalsow (Larry); 
sisters Donna Carter and Therese 
Smith; nephews and other family 
members. His spirit will live on 
and he won't be forgotten.

While talking with Lisa Gregg 
recently I found that she avoids 
the mosquitoes while outside by 
mixing 4 oz. witch hazel (what 
is witch hazel made of?) with 20 
drops each essential oil of pepper
mint, lemongrass and citronella. I 
bet that's almost like a suit of ar
mor as far as bugs go - ticks too!

I was honored to be called by 
Gladys Chunn Bryant to speak

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

Call (256) 534-0502

This girl has roots on the 
Huntsville square

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
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at their family banquet on July 1 at the Deacon 
Clifford Chunn Center at St. Luke's Christian 
Church on Sparkman Drive. The event was the 
20th Tyler Chunn Family Reunion and there 
were hundreds in attendance. There was a lot 
of love in that room and some beautiful music 
along with the dinner banquet. Gladys was the 
coordinator for the reunion and was a beautiful 
lady, inside and out.

I want to wish Steph and John Troup a fab
ulous 20th wedding anniversary on Aug. 15th. 
Steph is my daughter and the wedding took 
place right here in my garden in Old Town. 
Also John has a birthday on Aug. 15th - Steph 
said that way John would never forget his an
niversary! Also a Happy 18th Birthday to my 
handsome grandson Hayden Troup.

A reader contacted us to see if someone has 
information about an old cemetery that exist
ed at one time in south Huntsville. At Hobbs 
Rd. and West Gateway just a block east from 
So. Parkway there are some orange cones sur
rounding one old headstone. It is hard to read. 
The cemetery is on the downtown plat and is 
called Richards Cemetery. Our reader would so 
much appreciate any information or memories 
anyone may have about that. Contact us at Old 
Huntsville and we will let her know.

Rosemary Leatherwood wants to wish her 
daughter-in-law Missy Leatherwood a Happy 
Birthday on Aug. 5. Chase Woods and Austin 
Pinkerton wish their dog Bama a birthday full 
of treats on the same day!

Another important birthday was that of 
Hugh Michaels of New Market - he writes for 
Old Huntsville and he turned 90 on Jul. 14. 
There was a large party planned for him with 
so many who love him, at the County Shed in 
Hazel Green and I know there was a crowd.

So many people now are suffering bad side 
effects from being out in this brutal heat and 
humidity - drinking water is something we all 
know to do but remember when you're losing

fluid you're losing your minerals too. Check with your 
doctor or look online but things like magnesium, potas
sium, etc. are all lost when you sweat or get dehydrated. 
I'm no doctor here but just educate yourself and remem
ber that your heart needs all vital minerals to work right!

Our Florida reader Lee Lanier emailed us to say nev
er use a pressure washer to remove grime/dust etc. from 
your windows on the outside of your home - if it doesn't 
break the glass it will break the seals around the win
dows and let in moisture which is very hard to get rid of.

Tom Pack was the guy who called me regarding his 
memory of the little train in Big Spring Park (yes there 
WAS one) and the story is in this issue. He also remem
bered a 6 foot fountain with a cherub or angel on top in 
the park and said it just disappeared in the early 60s and 
he would really like to find out where it went, maybe it 
can be brought back to the park. In honor of his request 
I am hiding a tiny, tiny cherub somewhere in this issue. 
The first one who has Xray vision and finds it wins a free 
subscription which is worth $25! You have to be the first 
caller but since it will be so hard to find and very small I 
expect no calls.

Stay cool - football season here soon! Keep an eye on 
your older neighbors and lost pets too and just be obser
vant in general.

a w H 
z
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Fire, Smoke & Water Restoration
Quick Response Team

24/7 Emergency Service

(256) 533-7163
louie Tippett

www.united-specialist.com

http://www.united-specialist.com
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Good Mood Foo
Food can really affect your 

moods. Skip the refined sugar 
and fast food, and try some of 
these healthy recipes.

Strawberry Eggnog

1 c. orange juice
1 c. halved strawberries
1 T. lemon juice
1 egg
1 t. honey
4 ice cubes

Place all ingredients inPlace all ingredients in a 
blender, process on medium, 
then high speed til smooth and 
frothy. Serve in tall glasses and 
garnish with whole strawber
ries.

Cottage Cheese Fruit Salad

3 tart, red apples
1 small pear
1 c. cottage cheese 

hwfc i Xi?*"
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2 T. chopped dates
2 T. chopped walnuts 
Splash lemon juice
Core & chop one of the of the 

apples and the pear, combine 
them with the cottage cheese, 
dates and nuts. Cut remaining 
apples into eight wedges each, 
sprinkle with lemon juice. Ar
range four apple wedges in a 
circle on each serving plate, 
and place a portion of the cot
tage cheese mixture in the cen
ter. Garnish with mint sprigs.

Vegetable Salad

1 c. sliced green beans 
4 c. shredded cabbage 
1/3 c. crumbled feta cheese 
3 T. olive oil
1 T. vinegar
1 t. dried thyme

Steam the green beans til 
crisp -tender, shock in ice water

„ ’1
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and drain, set aside. Combine 
the cabbage and feta in a serv
ing bowl. For the dressing, mix 
the oil, vinegar and thyme in a 
small bowl. Add green beans to 
the cabbage mixture, toss with 
the dressing and serve.

Deep Fried Tuna Balls

1 sml. can tuna
1 egg
1/2 c. chopped onion
1 t. salt
1 t. pepper
3/4 c. plain flour

Boil and chop egg. Mix all 
ingredients together and form 
balls. Drop into hot grease and 
fry til golden brown

Garlic Bean Salad

2 c. cooked navy, garbanzo, 
kidney or pinto beans

**?«•*  r*'  ”z.

More than 500 VariEties of 
- Plants that ComE Back 

YEaR aFtER YEaR!

7002 Memorial Parkway North



1 stalk celery, finely chopped 
3 scallions, finely chopped 
2 garlic cloves
3 T. minced fresh parsley
4 T. olive oil
2 T. lemon juice
1 t. Dijon mustard
Combine beans, celery and 

scallion in a serving bowl. Put 
the garlic through a garlic press 
(or use the prepared minced 
garlic, 1 teaspoon) and add it to 
the serving bowl with parsley. 
In a small jar combine oil, lem
on juice and mustard. Shake 
and pour over the salad. Toss 
to combine and chill before 
serving.

For extra spicy, sprinkle a bit 
of ground cayenne pepper.

Avocados Eldorado

2 large avocados
1 lime, squeezed
1/2 cantaloupe or melon of 

your choice
3/4 c. seedless green grapes 
Honey

Cut the avocados in half 
lengthwise and remove pit. 
Sprinkle halves with lime juice 
to prevent discoloring. Using 
a melon baller, cut out a doz
en small balls from the melon 
half. Place a mixture of melon 
balls and grapes in the avocado 
halves. Sprinkle with lime juice 
and drizzle with a little honey.

J
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Pineapple Ambrosia

1/2 ripe pineapple 
1/4 c. chopped walnuts
1/4 c. sour cream
Peel, core and cube the pine

apple half, drain. In a serving 
dish, toss with the chopped 
walnuts and sour cream. Add 
a dash of cardamom, if desired, 
and serve immediately.

Chili B
ean Dip

1 lg. ripe tomato, chopped
1 md. onion chopped
1 fresh hot pepper, halved
2 garlic cloves
2 T. soy sauce
4 t. chili powder
2 t. ground cumin
2 c. cooked kidney beans
Place all ingredients except 

for the beans in a blender and 
process on medium til smooth. 
Add a cup of the beans and pro
cess til blended. Add remain
ing beans and repeat. Serve 
dip with natural corn chips or 
tacos.

Sweet Ch eese Pudding

1 c. ricotta cheese
1 T. honey
1-1/2 t. vanilla extract

Place ricotta in a blender 
with the honey and vanilla, 
process on low speed til the
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mixture is smooth and has the 
consistency of heavy whipped 
cream. Chill. If too thick, add a 
few teaspoons of milk.

This is especially good 
topped with fresh blackberries, 
strawberries or blueberries.

Peanut Butt er Lover's 
Nightcap

1 T. peanut butter, smooth
1-1/2 t. honey
1 c. milk
1-1/2 t. vanilla extract

Place peanut butter and 
honey in small saucepan with a 
few spoonfuls of the milk. Stir 
over low heat til smooth. Add 
remaining milk and vanilla, 
stir over low to medium heat 
til just hot.

Pour through a sieve into 
a cup and serve immediate
ly. Different and surprisingly 
comforting before bedtime!
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A Blind Yankee 
Sees Huntsville

by Leo W. Larkin

Sally is our blind Yankee 
friend who wants to see all 
the states in the USA. The 
time had come to visit our 
Tennessee Valley, and specifi
cally Huntsville. My husband 
Bob and I had praised the 
enchantment of the Botani
cal Garden along with space 
exploration featured at the 
Space and Rocket Center. We 
had painted a glorious picture 
until she couldn't wait to visit 
Huntsville.

After years of invitations, 
she and her guide dog, Sun
rise, finally arrived. Sunrise is 
a small yellow lab but vibrant 
gold in color. Our blonde 
golden retriever, Dusty, was 
both wounded and offended 
at this intruder invading his 
home so we kept them on 
leashes for several hours. 
Dusty, an only dog and not 
used to sharing, yelped when 
Sunrise picked up one of his 
balls. He looked at me as if to 
say, "Help, Mama, she's got 
my toy!"

Our first excursion was 
the Huntsville Botanical Gar
den where I am a docent and 
shuttle driver. Provisions for 
the handicapped are avail
able, including wheelchairs. 
Reservations can be made for 
a shuttle (golf cart) and docent 
tours. Since it was a warm day 
in July, we put Sunrise and 
Sally on the shuttle and I gave 
a docent tour. We traveled 
past the miniature railroad 
where both young and old 
delight in its chug-chugging 
and its whistle woo-wooing.

Little children were hanging on the fence anxiously awaiting 
its coming around the bend. It travels a winding path around 
the small buildings, livestock and ponds and among small 
shrubs.

I said, "Sally, two brothers who were working on their Eagle 
Scout badges laid the track and bridges." She quietly took all 
this in. We moved on to the many perennials bordering the brick 
path. When I identified the flowers to her, Sally asked, "What 
color are they?" She could see a little as a child and remembered 
some colors. We entered the gates to the small pool featuring 
one of Frank Fleming's sculptures. He is one of Alabama's most 
prominent artists, and his whimsical figures bring a smile to 
the most dejected face! The aroma of the magnolia blossoms 
wafted and I asked Sally if she knew what the fragrance was. 
Yes, she had been down to Georgia on one of her trips.

We walked around the peaceful aquatic garden featuring 
fountains and delightful sculptures. Koi, bullfrogs, and other 
water critters live among the water lilies (including Queen 
Victoria Amazon Lilies). During the school year, the garden 
is host to 6,000 second graders. They lie on their bellies (to 
keep them from falling in) and with nets and pails scoop up 
the inhabitants of the watery domain. After identifying their



catches for further study, the specimens 
are returned to their home.

"Sally," I related, "a Mallard duck 
laid 27 eggs in a flowerpot at the aquatic 
garden. Papa duck left her to raise them 
alone. The staff tried to help by putting 
a board from the pot into the water for 
the ducklings. Not all the wildlife living 
in the garden is kind to each other. Thus, 
Mama Mallard didn't raise a one of her 
babies. At the same time a pair of Ca
nadian geese laid their eggs within five 
feet of the nest and the drake dutifully 
patrolled. Their babies survived and 
waddled across several acres to spend 
the summer in the garden lake.”

Sally nodded as I said, “Somehow, 
there's a moral to this story.” I shared, 
“One of their babies, named Gary by the 
staff, was born with a damaged wing 
and he lived in the garden for years.” 
He disappeared; probably a coyote 
or fox got him. I continued my story. 
“The geese returned for several years 
to raise their young in the aquatic gar
den, ignoring the many kids swimming 
in the water. Something evidently 
happened to them. Last spring, a 
new pair arrived. Could it be their 
descendants?”

Continuing our tour, I shared the 
story of the red-tailed hawk flying 
over my shuttle and screaming in 
anger. She had attacked a fawn and 
scratched it until it was bloody and 
the fawn was crying pitifully! A vol
unteer along with a gardener rescued 
the infant and took it to a veterinar
ian. When they returned, the doe 
wouldn't accept her baby and now it 
lives at a wildlife refuge. (Now Sally 
is a city girl and I could tell that this 
story unnerved her a little.)

I went on with my tour. “This 
volunteer has created an azalea trail; 
propagating and planting hundreds 
of the vibrant flora throughout the
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ten-acre forest. The azalea count is up to nearly 4,000 
plants. A birding trail has been added throughout the 
natural surroundings. The garden is now 27 years old 
and was created in a part of Redstone Arsenal.”

Stories are told of the first volunteers who dreamed 
of having a world-class botanical garden; cleaning bri
ars and brambles from the bunker-laden wilderness. 
The bulldozer used to form the basin for a lake fell 
through a cave and had to be extracted. The hard-work
ing volunteers borrowed a drill from a well digger to 
create the lake. Actually, they drilled for days until the 
owner requested his drill be returned. They hit water 
within hours of the deadline. A family of foxes came 
out every evening to watch the activity. The garden's 
designer kept the natural forests and planted connected 
gardens throughout. Fourteen full time gardeners and 
over 1,500 volunteers maintain the 112 acres. It is rated 
one of 10 best gardens in the nation.

As we traveled into the nature trail, I shared the 
story of the 87 year-old woman who for years has made 
this part of the garden her project. She planted colorful 
wild flowers that are not only beautiful, but contribute 
to the wildlife in our Tennessee Valley forest.

The garden boasts the nation's largest Trillium gar
den. I pulled a leaf of the “Big Leaf Magnolia” for Sally 
to feel its size. From the wonder on her face I would say

“Worry is just interest paid in 
advance for a debt you will 

probably never owe.”

Louie Tippett, Huntsville 
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she was impressed. We circled the fern glade and 
saw the rocks that were inherited from a deceased 
benefactor in Tennessee. Volunteers brought many, 
many pick-up truckloads of the rocks to the garden 
and built the fern glade. We feasted on the aroma 
of cedar in the Trading Post tree house and then on 
to the Butterfly House, which is the largest seasonal 
butterfly house in the nation. The butterflies share 
the house with a waterfall, turtles, Button Quail 
and other critters.

We visited the herb garden and felt the fragrant 
herbs. I shared how stunning the day lily garden is 
with over 700 varieties that peak around Father's 
Day. Children explore a 2-acre garden created 
especially for high-energy and curious visitors. I 
had her put her arms around one of the massive 
columns from our old courthouse and the expres
sion on her face was marvelous!

The garden is non-profit and has a gigantic plant 
sale each April. There is emphasis on providing 
educational entertainment for children as well as 
adults. The fall season features a scarecrow trail. 
Corporations, the medical community, churches, 
and scouts, families, etc. create the scarecrows. The 
garden features yearly special seasonal events for 
the children such as tree houses, water features, Al
ice in Wonderland and this year, Leggo Connects.

We told her of our Christmas Galaxy of Lights 
that rates in the top twenty venues in the Southeast. 
A team of retired rocket scientists and engineers be
gin in mid-September constructing over 170 scenes 
with more than 850 display pieces. Circling the gar
den for nearly two miles, it opens two weeks before 
Thanksgiving for walk
ing nights with over 1500 
electric luminaries lighting 
the way! The driving tours 
open after Thanksgiving.

The next day we loaded 
our pooches in the mini
van to visit Huntsville's 
historical district. Walk
ing with our two prancing 
golden pups and intent on 
describing the scene to a 
sightless person, I almost 
didn't notice the cat. He 
was stationed on the walk 
seeking shade under a 
magnolia tree. He was an 
old tom and probably part 
Siamese. With battle scars 
accumulated from scrapes 
with competing suitors,

and coat rough with age, he still had plenty 
of fight left in him. A survivor!

When I saw him, we were invading his 
personal space. Back arched, tail straight
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out, toes spread, long claws extended and 
with every independent ragged hair standing 
straight out, he was hissing at us. I quickly 
moved us away and forward before he could 
implant his fangs and long claws in our 
companions' noses. Sunrise had been trained 
to ignore cats and, fortunately, she was the 
closest to him. Dusty, who has had similar 
training, but still would chase a cat, followed 
her lead. We explored the “old” part of town 
with its antebellum homes and told stories of 
our most famous inhabitants including Lily 
Flagg, our famous award winning Jersey cow. 
See www.LilyFlagg.com and the song, “Three 
Cheers for Lily Flagg” by Shane Adkins.

Our next adventure was to the Space and 
Rocket Center where Sally says it took her all 
of ten seconds to crash the shuttle-landing 
simulator. She also rode the bucking and 
shaking Mars simulated capsule with Bob 
while I held Sunrise. As she disembarked 
with a big grin on her face, Sunrise strained 
at the leash to greet her. Sally bent down with 
arms open wide and lips tightly closed. I re
leased Sunrise and she bathed her mistress' 

sight: Dusty and Sunrise touching noses!
Sally returned home having seen 43 states. 

With all that Sally saw and learned, she was most 
impressed with the community spirit and vol
unteerism that is so prevalent in the Huntsville 
area. We are worlds apart, politically speaking, 
but are able to have a relationship above the 
clash of different philosophies. She is now an 
avid promoter of Huntsville tourism. Sunrise 
and Dusty say, “WOOF.”

Sally attended church with us and helped 
with the Children's Minute, explaining how 
Sunrise helps her walk without falling. We 
could not have her go home without visiting Ivy 
Green, the home of Helen Keller. She examined 
the clothing of Helen and her family. She read in 
Braille, to the delight of the volunteer. I learned 
that not many of the blind read Braille in this day 
and time of technology. We then went outside 
where she felt the famous well pump where 
teacher, Anne Sullivan, made her breakthrough 
with Helen.

We then drove her to Iuka, MS so she could 
set her feet in another state.

face with sloppy kisses. Other patrons smiled 
at this Norman Rockwell scene.

An Apollo-Saturn rocket is suspended 
horizontally and Bob suggested we walk 
under the length of it. About halfway, Sally, 
with a confused look, said, “We're not there 
yet?” We finally reached the nose cone at the 
distance of 363 feet. She felt the nozzle cone 
of one of the huge first-stage engines and 
handled various “black boxes” in the Instru
mentation Unit, the “brain” of the launch 
stages. We duplicated a “distance walk” un
der the Space Shuttle. Retired engineers give 
tours at the Center.

I introduced her to the former Chief En
gineer of the External Tank. The Space and 
Rocket Center includes the Space Camp 
Program for fifth graders where they stay 
for a week and receive specialized training. 
We decided not to attend the IMAX Theater 
because of lack of space for Sunrise. Tired but 
fulfilled, we returned home to see a welcome
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The Troop 
Trains Don't 
Stop Here 
Anymore 

by John W. Hughes, 
Athens, Al

During World War II in the 
1940s troop trains frequently 
came through Madison. This 
was an exciting event for 9 to 10 
year-old boys who might have 
been in downtown Madison and 
saw the trains.

One summer Sunday af
ternoon a troop train limped 
into town and stopped. It was 
apparent to the engineer that 
train would be there quite a 
while. Normally, a soldier was 
not allowed to get off the train 
without permission. To do so 
he would have been considered 
AWOL. The commanding of
ficer apparently let them off. 
They needed relief from the 
crowded, sweltering and un
airconditioned cars.

My father's drug store was 
the only store open on Sunday. 
A few prescriptions and lot of 
hand-dipped ice cream cones 
and fountain drinks were sold. 
My father would not charge for 
them.

It seemed like every kid 
with a bicycle rode their bicycle 
downtown where the troop 
train had stopped. They loaned 
their bikes to the troops who 
surely needed exercise from 
being pent up on the train. A 
soldier would ride up and down 
the street and would then let 
another soldier ride.

Madison girls were part of 
the welcoming committee. The 
girls' bicycles were welcomed 
by the troops also. Madison ad

dresses were given freely. The 
soldiers could only give names. 
They had no addresses except 
for an APO (Army Post Office).

When the train whistle blew 
for the soldiers to again board 
the train, tears flowed like rain.

Peaches were ripe in our 
orchard and my Dad and two 
other men went to the orchard 
and picked several baskets. 
The train was pulling out when 
they got back to Madison. They 
had to run beside the train with 
the baskets held high while 
eager hands pulled the baskets 
aboard. Hopefully each soldier 
got a fresh Alabama peach and

Huntsville, Al 
(256) 539-9441

Locations Also in 
Madison and Fayetteville

“Home of red Carpet Service”
www.woodyandersonford.com
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always remembered it.
I never heard if any of the 

girls who promised to write 
received mail in return. Censor
ship regulations were very strict 
during WWII.

I do know that Madison was 
very quiet that afternoon after 
the train had left.

—
“I called my acupunctur

ist last night and told him I 
was in pain. He told me to 
take two safety pins and 
call him in the morning.”

Bill Kruse, Huntsville

1911

http://www.woodyandersonford.com


Old Huntsville Page 27

His mama Louise (she of Krispy Kreme fame) hosted 
our gang in Jacksonville.

The Golden K Kiwanis club is now meeting every Thurs
day at the new Senior Citizen's center. Now, they can cross 
the hall and take dance lessons after their meeting.

Welcome to Huntsville! Joe Owens, brother of Chuck 
Owens and lately of Sun City, Arizona, recently visited our 
fair city and was so impressed that he has now become a 
permanent resident. Oh well, one more Yankee can't make 
that much difference!

W
mcJjPO^

From Old Huntsville in 1994

Race car driver Greg Hannah was happy 
to pose the other day with Gov. Jim Folsom 
during the governor's stop at Eunice's break
fast tables before his election loss. Meanwhile, 
the widow of Lewis Grizzard, Dedra, stopped 
in for breakfast after a book-signing here. 
"Lewis always talked of Eunice's," she cooed 
sweetly.

Walt Anderson of Hughes Hardware in 
Madison brought his Glenda to a Bud Cra
mer political gathering the other week at the 
Hilton.

Finnegan's Pub daytime bartender Robert 
Schumann spent a week of batching while his
Karen was in Memphis opening a new 
“Things Remembered” store.

Johnny Tona's Family Billiards was a 
grand place last week when carloads of 
Methodist youths invaded for an after
noon of billiards. Johnny doesn't allow 
drinking or smoking in his parlor.

Bandito Burritto's second location 
across from Haysland Square on S. Park
way, is going great guns. Jeff Milligan 
even came home from Colorado Springs 
to manage it.

Floyd Hardin was the first person 
in line at his polling place on election 
day. Then he hurried to his Jackson Way 
Barbershop to tell everybody else how to 
vote. Nobody listened. That was a fine 
post-election gathering we had at Bill 
Webster's place on Bell Factory Road the 
other night. David Worley drove up from 
Birmingham. Joe Whisante's friends Ricky 
Hornbuckle and Carl Hudson showed up, 
smiling over Joe being elected sheriff.

Webster and his sons Bert and Jed 
have a special talent for hosting. Skip 
Adkins was in charge of roasting the tur
keys. The guest list included everybody 
from Barbara Reed and Jeff Boshers to 
ex-weatherman Ken Rainey and Boeing's 
Ron Shepard. Kelly Robinson showed up, 
as did Dr. Jane Douthit and husband Jim 
(she has the animal clinic in Madison).
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Cleared for Take-off
by George Wells

I am cleared for takeoff on the world's greatest runway. That 
term may sound a bit strange, however I spent two of my 4 years 
in the Air Force with the 54th Troop Carrier Squadron (H). The 
54th was at Elmendorf Air Force Base, Anchorage, AL. I worked 
in the Operations Office, located in our main hanger. We were 
located on the second floor of the hanger and we had large glass 
windows. It provided us with a wonderful view of the runway 
and those beautiful mountains. That was a dream assignment as 
I was able to visit many cities in Alaska like Nome, Point Bar- 
rer, Fairbanks and the Aleutian Islands. Flying a lot I heard all 
the airplane talk, like echo, delta foxtrot (EDF), this is able, king, 
nectar(AKN). That means Elmendorf this is Naknak. And of 
course the tower gave the clearance notice, 24 niner, niner (2499), 
you are cleared for takeoff on Runway 33. As a 21 year old, I was 
fascinated by the old C-54s. The work horse of the Air Force. 
Working for the Operations Officer, I typed up the flight orders. 
I would type my name on the orders as an extra crew member if 
it was a weekend flight.

Enough of the good stuff, let's get serious. In October of 2009, I 
learned I had prostate cancer. In November 2009, I learned I had a 
type of stomach cancer. In December of 2009 I learned about Santa 
Claus. My sense of humor was a big help getting me through all 
of my problems. Forty-five radiation treatments make short work 
of the Prostate Cancer.

Barbara, my late wife of 58 years, drove me Monday through 
Friday for nine straight weeks. The stomach cancer is the killer. 
We had many different flavor of drips and medications but it 
was a rough roller coaster ride. Last year in a 4 month period, 
the stomach cancer grew eight times its size of one cm. In 2017 
we started a six month treatment that ended in February of this 
year. We had 18 drips of assorted flavors including everybody's 
favorite Chemo. The Chemo was a deadly poison and the hope 
was it killed more of the bad stuff than it did of the good. In my

The nurse who can 
smile when things go 

wrong is probably 
going off duty.
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case, besides making me sick, it messed up 
my legs and my mind. The stomach cancer 
was alive and well.

On May 30, 2018, my Oncologist shared 
his thoughts with me. He suggested the 
time has come when we should consider

“One thing they never tell you about child 
raising is that for the rest of your life, at the 

drop of a hat, you are expected to know your 
child's name and how old he or she is.”

Erma Bombeck
stopping all treatment. I was a bit shocked 
at first, but I realized nine years of drips, 
pet scans and doctor's visits had no effect 
on the cancer.

Then I realized that the treatment may 
seem like a failure but it had given me nine 
years of life. That is a blessing indeed.

May 30, 2018 was my release date from 
all those battles. That decision removed a 
heavy burden off of me. I find myself well 
satisfied with my life. It was as close to 
perfect as one can get. At age 87, I find my 
cup of life runneth over.

I shared 58 years with a angel of a lady, 
we raised two boys and I enjoyed my 42 
years of auditing for General Motors Ac
ceptance Corporation and the Army Audit 
Agency. Don't have any mountains to climb 
or rivers to swim. I have been a song writer. 
I thank God for the wonderful life He has 
given me.

What a joy thinking of Heaven. I was 
baptized on November 23, 1952 in the 
First Baptist Church of Anchorage, Alaska. 
Wow, that gives me 66 years of knowing 
Jesus as my Lord and Savior. As one of 
my many songs says: "Don't let your faith 
falter, meet Him at the Altar and go with 
Jesus the rest of the way.” Praise God, that 
is exactly what I will do.

I have more loved ones in 
Heaven than I do here on earth. 
That being the case, I can see 
a day of great reunion. Now 
I am under hospice care and 
God's care.

Borrowing from another 
song of mine: "I Can See The 
World In My Rearview Mirror." 
So to all the believers keep the 
faith and it will be “see you 
later” time, not “good-bye” 
time. God bless you.

June 22, 2018
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The Cotton Gin of 
New Hope, Alabama

by Barry Key

New Hope's original name was Vienna until it 
was burned during the Civil War by the Indiana, 
12th Calvary. During reconstruction it was named 
after the New Hope Methodist church because an
other town called Vienna had previously gotten a 
Post Office. According to federal law, a state could 
not have two towns with Post Offices with the same 
town name.

New Hope was a thriving little town in the 40s, 
50s and 60s. Our major commodity was agriculture. 
New Hope had just about every type of business 
imaginable. Butler Brothers (Butler's) was the largest 
business in town. They owned a department store, 
appliance store, feed store and a cotton gin and 
cotton warehouses, all right in the middle of town. 
Butler's also had a large water tank that was over a 
100 feet high at the catwalk (a grated platform with 
a handrail) that circled the tank. The water tank was 
to supply water to the sprinkler systems in the gin 
and warehouses in case of fire. I'm not sure but it 
may have also supplied potable water to their stores.

The cotton warehouses and water tank were a 
perfect playground. An open ladder ran from the 
ground to the water tank's catwalk. Boys (never 
saw a girl) would climb to the catwalk with air
planes made of paper or balsa wood and sail them 
out over town. Standing on the ground, you were 
lucky to get a plane to stay in the air thirty seconds. 
From the water tank's catwalk 
they would sail for several min
utes. A couple other things we 
did was to draw a small circle 
on the ground and see if you 
could drop a baseball within the 
circle. Another "competition" 
that sounds gross right now but 
was fun at the time. We would 
spit and see who could hit the 
circle...quite hard from that 
height especially if there was a 
breeze. I guess boys will be boys.

The warehouses were very 
large and dimly lit. Bales of cot
ton were wrapped with brown 
burlap material which made it 
look even darker inside. Cot
ton bales were 4 feet tall and 
weighed around 500 pounds. 
I'm not sure why, but the ware
housemen would stack them 
randomly - one high, two high 
or three high.

256-715-8244
607 Andrew Jackson Way 

in Five Points 

Bring Your Appetite!
www.galensrestaurant.com

In the winter when it was raining and cold we 
would sneak into one of the warehouses. It was 
a perfect place to play tag or hide-an-go-seek. I 
only knew of one person that was ever seriously 
hurt. Someone was chasing Don across the top 
of the bales and a bale had been pulled out of 
place. Don fell to the floor and fractured his arm.

It was dangerous I realized later, but in New 
Hope (unlike Huntsville's YMCA and recreation 
centers) we had no other place to go indoors 
during bad weather.

Ironically, after I turned 16 years old, I 
worked at the gin two school "fall vacations". My 
job was to band and cover the bales while they 
were in a big press, then dolly the bales to the 
warehouse. When I say fall vacations, in those

/* '
Office Printing

Social Invitations 

Labels & Tags 

Promotional Items 

Full Color Printing 

BIC Products 

Business Checks

3308 Seventh Avenue, SW, Huntsville, AL 35805

256.534.4452 Fax: 256.534.4456 
email: linprint@lindasprinting.com 

www-lindasprinting-com
I J

■

POINTING 
SERVICES 
INCORPORATED

■

Galen's in Five Point
Real Southern Cooking including chicken fried steak, 
meatloaf, pot roast, pork tenderloin, catfish and BBQ. 

Delicious fresh vegetables, breads and desserts. 
Come in for a hearty breakfast with friends.

Private room available for meetings, parties, 
reunions, etc.

Open from 6 am - 2 pm - 7 days a week

http://www.galensrestaurant.com
mailto:linprint@lindasprinting.com


days, Madison County schools, in lieu of 
one summer vacation, were out in the early 
spring to plant crops and then out again in 
late summer and early fall to gather crops. 
We attended school during the hottest part 
of summer with no air conditioning. In the 
winter, students would scramble for a seat 
in the back of class, but during summer 
school the same students would kill for a 
front row seat because most of the class 
rooms had a large oscillating fan at the 
front of the room. I'm not sure when the 
county schools went to a single summer 
vacation and... air conditioning.

During my second year at the gin 
(senior in high school), I was “going 
steady” with a girl from Huntsville High. 
Huntsville High was having a dance. As 
I remember, it was the junior & senior 
prom. During the peak season of cotton 
picking, the gin ran 6 days a week. My 
steady and I didn't see a lot of each other 
during those weeks, so as bad as I needed 
the job I was going to quit.

I wasn't about to take a chance that she 
would go to the prom dance with some
one else. Rather than quitting, my dad 
said he would take my place that night.

The purpose of the gin is to separate 
the cotton fiber from the seed. The process 
to do this were big drums several feet long 
with saw blades around the circumfer
ence. The saw drums were enclosed inside 
another cylinder. Cotton was fed between 
the saw drum and outer cylinder. Saw 
blades, rotating at a high speed, stripped 
the cotton fiber from the seed and sent 
the fiber to a press for baling. There was 
a door approximately 12 inches wide, on 
the outer cylinder, and down the length 
of the cylinder, that you could open to 
view the saws.

The night that my father took my place 
there was a fire. Another teenage 
worker, Eddie, and my father, 
were standing at a drum with the 
viewing door open. They were 
watching to see if any fire passed 
through the saws. Fire started 
passing between the drums and 
without thinking, Eddie reached 
to catch it. The saw blades im
mediately grabbed his hand. My 
father saw what was happening 
and reacted quick enough to pull 
Eddie away from the saw blades 
before it pulled his hand be
tween the two cylinders. Luckily, 
the saw blades caught Eddie's
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hand horizontal to his fingers. The blades did quite a bit 
of damage but nothing permanent.

Two miracles occurred that night. First, my dad saved 
Eddie's hand by his instant reaction. The second, the girl 
I took to the prom that night eventually became my wife 
of 57 years, as of this writing.

dL

X jVe««' Affordable

“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 Kiwanis Spotlight

Trade Day from 15 Years Ago - September 2003
Left to right: Sam Zeman (Outgoing GK President; Jesse Hopkins, “Old Huntsville 

Magazine” Chairman; Bill Grunwald, Golden K Member

Trade Day Around the Square is an 
annual event hosted by the Lions Club 
each year in September. This year the 
date is Saturday, September 8 and it starts 
at 8am, goes til about 4. The 4 sides of the 
Huntsville sqaure are blocked off but you 
can park nearby and all parking is free.

The Golden K Kiwanis club always
has two tables right in front of 
the Schiffman Building down
town, at the corner of Eustis 
and East Side Square. They al
ways have lots of past issues of 
the magazine that readers may 
have missed, and all donations 
go to the Golden K children's 
charties.

This year will be a bit dif
ferent however because there 
will be a good variety of the 
last several years issues and 
they will be sold for $.25 each 
rather than a donation. All the 
money collected will go to the 
Kiwanis charities.You might

just find that issue that you've been looking for. Many 
people just collect the magazines for their grandkids!

Also around the square there are crafts and some
times good food trucks, as well as those great brooms 
from the Lion's club. We know there may be a football 
game later in the day but come support our local crafts 
people and of course the Lions and Golden Ks!

Come see us in front of the Schiffman Building.
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Jerry Cattage -
A Very Special 

Person

A person must love the game to be a good "ump". 
Jerry fits that description. His biggest thrill was getting 
to work his first high school "play off” game.

He joined the Air Force in 1965, during the Vietnam 
conflict. He was a proud Airman and served our country 
well.

by Hugh Michaels

Jerry Cattage became interested in 
sports at a very early age. He played 
baseball, football and basketball at Hazel 
Green High School. He was coached by 
Jerry Dugan, a very fine coach.

Baseball seemed to be his best sport. 
He became an umpire at the age of 16. His 
first experience in umpiring was under 
the tutelage of "Buttermilk" Johnson. He 
received $5.00 a game.

Can you imagine how a 16-year-old 
could endure the "heckling, and name 
calling" that he was bound to have re
ceived?

It takes a special person to be a good 
umpire, Jerry Cattage fits that descrip
tion. He has been calling balls and strikes 
since 1963. He is still doing his job.

Only one umpire was used years ago. 
Today, there are two. The umpire, years 
ago, was stationed behind the pitcher. 
Today the "ump" is behind the catcher.

Umpires must keep the game under 
control. This is a fact. Sometimes prob
lems do arise. Jerry has many stories he 
could tell about his life as an umpire. The 
biggest problem a "ref” receives is people 
thinking they can see the game much 
better than you. They can also become 
"boisterous" when their child is called 
out on strikes.

Good umpiring helps to mold a 
young person's life. Young men, who 
participate in sports, are taught how 
to overcome mistakes and disappoint
ments. They are also taught to revel in 
the satisfaction of winning.

He and his wife, Barbara, have been married 43 
years. They have two children, Jeremy and Jaime. They 
all support him.

Jerry and Barbara are a beautiful couple. When asked 
if he planned on retiring soon, this is what he said:

"When umpiring stops being fun I will retire. I have 
made lots of friends over the years and hopefully, not so 
many enemies. If it's meant to be, my health will hold out 
a little longer and give me a couple more years. When 
I go, I hope that I will be remembered as a fair and im
partial official. A Good friend to all.”

Thanks Jerry, you have touched the lives of many 
people. You have done your job well. You have also 
taught our children how to play the game of life. "War 
Eagle" my friend.

Carolyn's Barber Shop

All Haircuts $15 
($2 extra for shampoo)

Call for Appointment 
(256) 529-3384

Haircuts: Men, Women and Children 
Licensed barber for 36 years. 
I look forward to meeting you!

“Writing is easy. All you have to do 
is stare at a blank sheet of paper 
until drops of blood form on your 

forehead.”

Gene Fowler (1890-1960)

Open Tues - Sat 10am - 6pm Closed Sunday and Monday

203 Oakwood Ave., Suite C, Huntsville 35811

“Making the World a Better Place - 
One Haircut at a time.”
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Tuscaloosa 
Stories

by M.D. Smith, IV

Judy and I were talking about our son, Owen, 
having to make do at his one-bedroom apartment 
with only a single bedroom window AC unit when 
the main unit went out, as it did over the weekend.

That reminded us of this story from 1961. When 
we got married in June 1961, we lived in whatever 
town I was working summer vacation jobs, either 
Ft. Walton or Huntsville at Judy's parent's house. 
Then in late August, returning to school first time 
as a married couple at University of Alabama/ 
Tuscaloosa, we had rented one of the two bedroom 
"furnished" married student apartments there and 
moved in about late-August prior to school start
ing. They were converted WWII army barracks 
4-plexes that were left there after the war and they 
were NOT air-conditioned. "21-C Riverside" was 
the address with 21A & B being on the left and 21D 
to the right of us. The furniture there was some
thing else also, a few pieces in the living room, just 
two wooden bunk beds and an old wooden chest 
of drawers in the master bedroom.

Not only that, but when being vacated by 
previous tenants, the neighboring ones would 
often take a really good light fixture in the ceiling 
and leave a lesser one in its place. So, when we, 
freshly married, went in the first time with most 
of our stuff in our two cars (she had a '53 Chevy of 
her own and I had a 1960 nearly new Chevy) 
what we saw and felt, well, Judy cried. I was 
not very happy either.

Not only was it about 130 degrees inside, 
and we quickly opened the windows and 
front and rear doors, but there was a single 
ceiling porcelain light bulb holder with pull 
chain in the living room, and same for other 
rooms. It was NOT what she was expecting. 
Judy said the single pair of bunk beds was the 
crowning touch for us newlyweds.

First thing I did was get a new light fixture 
for the living room and bedroom, and bought 
a wall switch, and ran a wire from the fixture, 
along the ceiling and down the wall, to the 
switch by the door of the rooms. My parents,

Hampton Cove
Funeral Home

Cremation Memorial 
Service & Visitation 

$2420.00

Packages include: basic services of funeral 
home, memorial service and visitation, transfer of 
deceased to funeral home, Cherished memories 

DVD, Memorial Package, Crematory Fee, 

Temporary Urn and Basic Cremation container.

*Does not include embalming or other preparation 
of the deceased or cash advance items.

Simple Cremation 
$1395.00

Prearranged Funeral Pricing 
Available with Monthly Terms

256-518-9168
Hampton Cove Funeral Home 

6262 Highway 431 South 
Hampton Cove, Al 35763

/COMPUTER PROBLEMS^il

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

MarkMagnant

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

AD FOR A 10% DISCOUNT’
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hearing of our distress, did purchase us a twin 
bed that was new and comfortable (and cozy) 
that we slept on happily for a number of years 
after that.

I don't think there is a hotter place in the 
entire state of Alabama in the summertime, 
than Tuscaloosa. The searing heat, high hu
midity and very little wind is just stifling. 
We both had lived in houses in earlier years 
with no AC, but they all had big attic fans 
that would draw all the heat up to the ceiling 
of the top floor and out the vents. You kept 
your house dark and shut in the cool of the 
mornings and opened up about 11:00 am and 
started the fan. In the evening, the cool night 
air coming through all the open screened 
windows was a blessing and it was easy to 
sleep come bedtime. These apartments had 
no such thing. We tried to put a box fan in 
the rear kitchen window and pull air from 
open windows in the front and bedrooms, 
but it barely lowered the temperature at all 
and not enough breeze to help. Reversing it 
and blowing it inside gave a better breeze, so 
that's how we used it.

Again, parents to the rescue and they got 
us a small bedroom window AC unit and it 
was heavenly to sleep in the cool. It raised our 
rent from $27 a month to $29 a month for extra 
electricity. That was the rule on window units. 
Yes, it was still a good deal. My apartment 
the year before was $70 a month, split with a 
buddy until he got both of us kicked out, but 
I talked to our landlady into letting me stay 
for the last 3 months and pay the 
whole rent. I sure stayed quiet 
after that as well.

We went on to make other 
improvements, such as putting 
up a hall door from one I found 
underneath the barracks, got 
some wood for framing and 
made a hall door to keep cool air 
in the bedroom and bath area. 
Much later we got another win-

“Like most people my age, 
I'm 30.”

Sara Jackson, 50

dow unit for the back bedroom (another $2 a month), 
my study and work bench area and we could almost 
keep the entire apartment cool in milder weather 
than August or May. Summers we were gone with 
the temporary full time jobs at radio stations and 
one summer course in French at Samford U. We 
lived with my parents back in Birmingham for part 
of that summer.

Owen only THINKS he knows what a hot apart
ment really feels like.

FEDERAL CREDIT UNION

NCUA

wu>u>, rocketcityfcu. org

Main Office 
2200 Clinton Avenue 

Huntsville, Alabama 35805 
(256) 533-0541

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

(256) 536-0091

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

Wednesday 
8:00 a.m. - Noon

Express Wash
Includes a
Fi ‘ee Vacuum

256.532.2107

Lee's Express Wash
1220 Memorial Parkway NW

www leesmagictunnel com
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A Penitent Dog
from 1913 Huntsville newspaper

Dog stories have become so common that 
they bear as much credibility as "fish stories," 
but the following is so well vouched for as to 
leave no possible doubt of its truth.

A lady in Huntsville owns a very intelli
gent dog named Jeb, of whom she desired to 
have a picture. She accordingly took him to a 
photographic gallery, and with the assistance 
of the artist, endeavored to make her pet 
take and keep a suitable position before the 
camera. The jittery dog however was not in 
an accommodating mood that morning, and, 
after repeated trials, the attempt to conquer 
him was abandoned in despair.

“Go home!” the lady said, at last, pointing 
to the door. ‘You are a bad, naughty, naughty
dog!” The culprit changed instantly his 
saucy manner, and, dropping his tail be
tween his legs, slunk away in confusion. 
All the rest of the day he seemed to real
ize that he was in disgrace, crouching 
in corners and wearing a shamefaced 
air. The next morning he was missing, 
not having come home at all the night 
before. All search failed to discover him.

About noon he reappeared at his 
mistress' doorstep, much elated, and 
fastened to his collar was a very hand
some photograph of himself. Upon 
investigation, this is was discovered.

Rectitude: The formal, dignified 
demeanor assumed by a 
proctologist immediately 
before he examines you.

When the photographer had gone to his gallery 
to open up that morning, there at the door was the 
same pooch who had refused to pose for any picture. 
It appeared that it had been waiting patiently for 
quite some time. As soon as the door to the gallery 
was opened, Jeb dashed upstairs to the same room 
they had been in the day before. He immediately leapt 
upon the chair on which he was supposed to pose, 
and did so now.

Seizing the opportunity, the artist made his prepa
rations with all possible speed, and the result was the 
delightful picture which the four-footed penitent had 
taken home, a peace offering to his mistress.

Peariy's Natural Food
& Mercantile

-Herbs & blends, both cooking & 
therapeutic

-Beer & wine making supplies 
-Supplements 
-Essential & fragrance oils 
-Incense
-Flours, Grains, nuts & much more

(256) 534-6233 2818-B Governors Dr. 
Huntsville, Al 35805

Pearly's is your friendly, hometown kind of 
place! Our service is bar none!

“The smallest deed is better than the greatest intention.” 
John Burroughs 

Owners - Sonya and Tony Davila

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!”
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...... ........................... ------ --------------

A Book of True Stories - Funny, Sad, Crazy, Nostalgic ■ 
All about Love & Family over the Span of 70 years. 

This is One Book you’ll Read More than Once.

I

A Book of 93 short stories on topics ranging from 1945 to 2018, 
many have appeared in "Old Huntsville Magazine" over the past 20 years. 

Book available on Amazon.com and Kindle eBook download.
Buy direct, free shipping from M.D, Smith, mdsmith@hiwaay.net 

Check, money order or PayPal S14.95 (Softback) or $4.99 (Kindle)

,»----------------------------

Amazon.com
mailto:mdsmith@hiwaay.net
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The .410 Shotgun

by Miles Albright

It was a simple little single 
shot Savage/Stevens that my 
Uncle Paul left at our house a 
few years after Dad died, (which 
was when I was nine and my kid 
brother was six).

My brother and I were born in 
the early 50s, so we cut our teeth 
on Roy Rogers & Gunsmoke & 
Paladin & Tarzan & Dan'l & Davy.

In the summer we were near 
naked Tarzan's, running wild in 
woods & ponds, climbing every 
likely tree, barefoot as geese and 
swimming about as well also.

But winter changed us into 
"Mountain Men", hunting, trap
ping and stalking all manner of 
game, even in the early years, 
when our guns were plastic or 
carved by our granddad from 
cedar.

Then I turned twelve and 
mom said I was big enough to take 
the .410 out of the south bedroom 
closet and go "hunting". Uncle 
Paul had also left us a WHOLE 
BOX (25), of shells for the little 
gun. I reverently put five in my 
front pocket and strode out the 
back door.

Its smell was heaven. How 
could simple "machine oil" be so 
fragrant? Then, when I fired it! 
Wow! The scent of gunpowder! 
The feeling of empowerment and 
manhood and competence that 
came with toting it across hill and 
hollow... mom did right in tak
ing that chance and helping her 
fatherless young boys grow into 
manhood.

I don't know what ever hap
pened to that little gun. But when a 
relative died recently, we fell heir 
to an identical weapon. Sky and 
I have killed five Cottonmouths 
with it in the last month, four in 
our "yard"!

But something has come back 
to me in our use of it. The same 
feel, the sense of adventure, the 
same smell. Its butt flies to my 
shoulder so automatically ... and 
... I am twelve again ... slipping 
around and through some trees, 
leaning on a gnarled trunk, wait
ing to see if anything moves while 
I scope out the area ...

Thanks, Uncle Paul. Your love 
and generosity changed my life. 
Several times.

ANTIQU ES/FURN ITU RE/COLLECTIBLES/G L ASS W A R E

NO BUYER S PREMIUM!
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*For pictures, listings, details, and directions log onto 
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Wilson Hilliard. ASHA #97 Kill Oi ntiuni. ASBA #683
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http://www.auctionzip.com


Pet Tips 
from Angel
Cool Kitties in 

the Hot Summer

• Fill a hot water bottle 
with cold tap water for your 
cat to lie on.

• Put some ice cubes in his 
water bowl.

• Cool down towels in the freezer and
then place in your cat's bed to lie on.

• Fill up bottles of water and place in 
the freezer. Once frozen, wrap in towels for 
your cat to lie next to.

• Rinse out a balloon, and then fill it 
with water (don't overfill it), tie a knot in 
the top and freeze overnight. In the morn
ing, remove the balloon from the ice ball 
and place in a large ceramic or glass dish 
for your cat to enjoy.

• On especially hot days, use ceiling 
fans or air conditioning to keep the house 
cool.

Fleas:
Fleas are a problem throughout the year 

but they are especially bad during the sum
mer months. Ensure you use a good quality 
flea control product on your cat and don't 
forget to treat the environment too! Your 
veterinarian will be able to advise you on 
the best products to use.

Old Huntsville Page 39

Vaccinations: Bugs and wildlife 
are much more active in the summer, 
so you need to protect your cat from 
any potentially harmful bites. Make 
sure kitty's vaccinations are up to 
date! If your cat does get bitten, make 
sure to contact your veterinarian im
mediately.

Ice Treats: Popsicles have always 
been the perfect summer treat, so try 
making pops your cat will love! These 
are so easy to make - just take some 
wet food, or dry food mixed with wa
ter, put it in the bottom of a cup and

freeze overnight. Voila! The next day, take it out of the cup and 
put it in your cat's bowl for a cool summer snack!

Keeping an Eye on your Cat
Make sure to check in on your kitty regularly during these 

hot summer months. Watch for signs of cat panting, rapid 
breathing, sweaty paws, or restlessness. These could be signs 
that your cat is overheated. If any of these occur, make sure 
to contact your veterinarian immediately, and give your cat 
some chilled water and a cool place to rest.

We hope these cat safety tips help your summer cat stay 
cool and safe! Cat panting, bites, and escapes may be scary, but 
they are preventable. Your kitty will thank you for providing 
a fun and safe summer.

As stated above, on hot days keep your cat indoors. If 
your cat does go outside and is fair skinned, apply a cat-safe 
sunscreen to his nose and ears to avoid sunburn.

Always provide your cat with adequate shelter from the 
sun outdoors. Just a shaded place from the sun with a glass 
bowl of water (never use metal in summer or winter) will be 
appreciated. Some cats just want to be outdoors and these 
Huntsville summers are scorching.

Ticks:
Ticks are also a problem, especially 

in the summer months and can result in 
death. It is important to ensure that you 
thoroughly check your cat for ticks.

Elderly, obese cats and young kittens:
Senior and overweight cats are far less 

tolerant of the heat, therefore it is even 
more important to ensure they are kept 
cool.

Sun Protection: Don't confine cats to 
hot rooms: Hot rooms such as a sunroom 
can potentially cause a cat to overheat. 
Some cats love to bask in the sun, but 
should have the opportunity to move to 
a cooler room. Areas with tiled floors are 
a good idea, as they are generally cooler.

qj ip
Renfroe Animal Hospital 

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

Pets You Love

Phone 256-533-4411
- Hours by Appointment
Hl

f 1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Across from Books A Million
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From the Desk of Tom Carney 

The Mystery Lady of
Keel Mountain

For years, tales and legends have persisted about Keel 
Mountain, some with a basis in fact, others with none. 
Stories about Indian chiefs, hermits, and outlaws all make 
an appearance when groups of friends gather around a 
roaring fireplace on a cold wintry evening, but perhaps 
no story is as strange as the one we present here:

No one knows for certain where Eleanor came from; 
we don't even know her full name. According to legend, 
she made her first appearance around 1850. Farmers and 
travelers alike stopped to stare at the young woman trudg
ing slowly up the road pulling a hand cart loaded with her 
few meager possessions. At every house she would stop 
and ask if, perhaps, they might have work for her, and 
possibly a place for her to sleep. People would later say 
that even though she always had a faint smile on her face, 
there seemed to be an aura of sadness hanging over her.

A short while later, those living in the community 
heard that she had taken up residence in an old aban
doned hut at the foot of Keel Mountain. She made no 
attempt at farming and rarely, if ever, had contact with 
other people. She never visited the local store. People had 
no idea how she managed to survive.

Immediately, rumors began to spread about the pecu
liar woman living in the broken-down hovel at the foot 
of Keel Mountain. Woodcutters and hunters told stories 
about passing by her place and seeing deer, raccoons, 
and other wild animals following the woman around as 
she went about her chores. The animals seemed to have 
no fear whatsoever of this strange but gentle lady. She 
was seen feeding deer by hand. The closer you got to her 
place, the louder the birds got. When at her place, they 
all appeared to coexist in a peaceful kind of harmony. It 
was rumored that the animals protected her from harm, 
and would let her know when strangers drew near. Other 
people claimed that it was Elea
nor who protected the animals.

The rumors might have 
eventually died down, had not 
two young men decided to go 
torch-hunting one night. There 
used to be a clearing on the top

of Keel Mountain where deer would 
congregate and feed at night, and it was 
there the men decided to try their luck.

Quietly picking their way through 
the woods, they stopped at the edge of 
the field. Their hunch had been right; a 
whole herd of deer were feeding in the 
clearing, with one huge, solid-white 
buck standing guard. Suddenly, for 
no explainable reason, the buck's head 
jerked up and every muscle in his body 
went tense. The rest of the herd imme
diately took flight, while the white buck 
stood perfectly still.

In the last second before the white 
buck was about to flee, the young men 
raised their rifles and fired. Dropping 
their rifles and racing to the spot where 
they had last seen the deer, they came 
to an abrupt stop. The buck had van
ished; no tracks, no blood-trail, nothing. 
It had completely vanished. The only 
evidence of anything ever being there 
was a blood soaked shawl lying in the 
spot where the deer had disappeared. 
The young men were at first puzzled,
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“It gives me a headache to 
think about that kind of 

stuff. I'm just a kid. I don't 
need that kind of trouble.”
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and then frightened as the idea 
began to sink in that, perhaps, 
they had shot a person. But no, 
that was impossible. They both 
agreed they had seen the white 
deer fall.

Returning home, the men 
told their families what had hap
pened. Quickly, the neighbors 
organized a search party just in 
case there was a person lying on 
the mountain, wounded.

As the search party fanned 
out across the mountain, it 
quickly became apparent that 
something was different. There 
were no birds in the trees, no 
deer running in front of the 
search parties, not even a flee
ing rabbit. It was almost as if all 
the animals had deserted Keel 
Mountain.

After searching for most of 
the next day and finding noth
ing, the men finally gave up. 
Coming down from the moun
tain, they decided to stop at El
eanor's house and get a drink of 
water. It would also give them a 
chance to satisfy their curiosity 
about the strange woman about 
whom they had heard so many 
rumors. As they approached the 
house, they shouted out a hello. 
No answer. They shouted again. 
Still no answer. The house 
looked like it was deserted. 
The door was hanging off of 
its hinges, and most of the roof 
had long since disappeared. The 
men were about to leave, when 
all of a sudden, a huge white 
buck walked out of the woods.

It was later said that the deer 
just stood there, looking at the 
hunters.

Several of the men raised 
their rifles and shot at the buck. 
The animal just stood there 
calmly, watching them. Other 
men began blasting at the buck, 
which stood motionless while 
the deadly barrage was taking 
place, until finally it slowly 
turned around and walked back 
into the woods.

Some of the men in the 

group were the best rifle shots 
in the county, yet they could 
not hit a deer standing only fifty 
feet away. Others in the party 
who were standing off to one 
side later said that when the 
men began shooting at the deer, 
they could see bark flying off 
the trees directly behind. It was 
almost, and they said this very 
hesitantly, “like the bullets were 
passing right through the deer.”

In the late fall of 1923, John 
Ingrams was returning home 
from a hard day at work. As 
he approached the foot of Keel 
Mountain, in the midst of a freak 
snowstorm, he was suddenly 
forced to slam on his brakes. 
Standing in the middle of the 
road, directly in front of his car, 
was a woman. Leaving his car, 
John approached the spot where 
he had seen the woman a few 
moments before. The woman 
had disappeared. No sign of her 
could be found anywhere. The 
only sign in the fresh snow was
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tion) across from Children's Advo
cacy Center
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a set of enormous deer tracks. 
Being curious about the strange 
tracks and the disappearance of 
the woman, John followed the 
tracks a short piece up the road 
to where a bridge crossed the 
stream. The bridge was gone, 
it had collapsed. Amazed and 
confused at the good fortune 
that had saved his life, John was 
about to return to his car when 
his attention was drawn to the 
other side of the stream. Stand
ing there calmly, not moving 
a muscle, was the largest buck 
he had ever seen ... and it was 
pure white.

No one has ever been able 
to explain the strange facts sur
rounding the woman, and while 
almost everyone living near 
Keel Mountain has seen a white 
deer at some time or the other, 
no one has ever seen or heard of 
one being killed.

Maybe it was something that 
could not have been harmed by 
mortal man.

http://www.bigedspizza.com
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Saturdays, Summer 
and the Pop Bottle 

Kings

By John E. Carson

Grandkids are wonderful 
time machines; though some
times their comments remind you 
of your age, they can also remind 
you of your youth. Recently, as I 
was driving my grandson home 
from Cub Scouts, he asked me 
what life was like when I was 
a kid his age. So, I told him of a 
time before we carried phones in 
our pockets, drive-by shootings 
were not heard of and Saturdays 
and summers were not spent 
indoors.

Coming from a family of 
seven, I had six siblings; three 
older sisters and three broth
ers - one older, one a year and 
nine months younger than me, 
and one still a toddler. Jobs and 
money were scarce in the big city 
and we did not live in the nicest 
of neighborhoods.

Still, my younger brother 
Mark and I never felt threatened 
and on Saturdays when the 
spring rain had washed away the 
last dregs of winter and it was 
finally warm outside, we would 
go hunting; not for animals, but 
for soda pop bottles and lost 
treasure.

At times walking for miles, 
we would scour the bushes, 
curbs and sewer grates looking 
for unbroken pop bottles to cash 
in at the local dairy store; 3 cents 
for a small, 7 or ten-ounce bottle 
and 5 cents for a 28 oz.. Now, 
with 2- for- a- penny candy, usu
ally in big, square, apothecary 
jars, even one soda bottle would 
net us six pieces - three each, our 
choice - and there were many 
choices!

Wide paper strips with little, 
colored buttons, Tootsie rolls 
and Root Beer barrels, Smarties-

little rolls of flavored tablets, and even little wax bottles with 
a sip of cola flavor. Other favorites were Bubble gum, Licorice 
whips and twists in Cherry and Strawberry and others that have 
faded from my memory over the years.

It never occurred to us that we were performing a civic service 
by picking up the discarded bottles and the word Environmental
ist had not come into existence yet. But after watching cartoons 
with a bowl of cereal in the morning, we would throw on a t-shirt 
and jeans, socks and shoes and rush to the hunt.

Walking the uneven sidewalks, we soon learned the tricks 
of the trade; where to look and how to retrieve the ones hiding 
below the iron grates, one on each corner of every intersection.

Age Takes No Prisoners - Even with Musicians

A retrospective song about what happens when a career 
musician is no longer able to make a living because of age

Available on Amazon Music, ITunes and CDBaby.com
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It helped to bring a wire coat 
hanger we could untwist and 
bend the hook a little tighter 
to catch the slippery critters by 
the neck, and slowly, slowly, 
ease them up through the larger 
opening on the curb.

Another good tool to have 
was a stick with a nail pounded 
into it so the point could be used 
to stab dollar bills that may have 
blown into the subterranean 
trash collector. A piece of rope 
and a wad of bubblegum on a 
stick or branch could also be 
employed.

A large paper grocery bag, 
folded small as possible, was a 
necessity, as plastic bags were 
not common, to hold the bottles 
once we had found them. Filling 
the bag meant enough money 
for lots of candy and even a ten
cent bottle of pop, which in turn 
could be cashed back in for three 
more cents!

Of course, in the summer, 
hunting bottles was hot, sweaty 

work and we often would con
vince our mother to part with 
two dollars to use at the mov
ies; one dollar for each of us. 
On Saturdays, we could walk 
to the local theater (it was only 
a couple of miles) and pay 50 
cents for a 3 movie matinee that 
kept us out of our mother's hair 
all afternoon. With the other 
fifty cents we could buy a paper 
cup of soda for 10 cents, a box of 
popcorn for a dime, a five-cent 
candy bar and a hot dog for a 
quarter!

We would talk about the 
movies all the way home and 
arrive in time for supper.

All of this took place around 
1959 and 1960, somewhere be
tween Johnny Tillotson's “Po
etry in Motion” and the Everly 
Brother's hit, “Cathy's Clown”, 
when I was ten years old and 
my brother was eight going on 
nine.

I told my grandson other 
stories on that ride home about
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the different world we lived in 
so long ago and as we pulled 
into the driveway of my daugh
ter's house I realized that half a 
century had gone by since those 
events took place.

For a moment, I felt the 
weight of all those years; until 
my grandson looked over at me 
as I put the car in park and left 
the motor running.

“Papa,” he said, “I wish I 
could have lived back then; your 
world sounds so cool.”

Though his words warmed 
my heart, I told him that each of 
us lives in a special time and it 
was up to him to make the best 
of his.

He nodded wisely, picked 
up his iPad, and I watched as he 
walked into the house.

As I pulled the car away and 
back onto the road, my mind 
and heart returned to the Sat
urdays of 1960, and the summer 
my brother and I became the 
Pop Bottle Kings of the city.
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church painter, Adolph Liebig and his wife In Neumrk, 
province of Brandenburg, south of Berlin. She married 
Gustave Dreger 26 June 1859. The same year the happy 
couple Immigrated to America direct to Mayville, where 
the husband established himself as a skilled tailor and 
where the now deceased managed the household for their 
uncles, Theodore and Albert Matte both of whom had 
already settled near Mayville earlier.

Eight years later the Gustave Dreger family moved into 
the village of Mayville where Mrs. Dreger, who was an

Obituary of my Beautiful 
Great Grandmother

Sent by Harry S. Dill, Great 
Grandson of Malvine Dreger

Claims He was Married While Hypnotized
From 1923 Huntsville Newspaper

Wm. Dobbins of this city, dragged into the court today on a 
charge of bigamy, declared his second wife hypnotized him 

and forced him to marry her against his will.
"I don't know how it happened," he claimed. "All of a sudden
I was in the church, saw many people, stood before the altar 

and was required to kneel. A priest stood before us. I was 
very much wrought up.

Beside me stood my bride, who at every opportunity looked 
piercingly into my eyes so that I saw glittering before me all 
the colors of the rainbow. And so I was married a second 

time. As if in a semi-slumber, I left the church.
The court, however, didn't buy the story and sentenced him to 

2 months in jail and a $20 fine.

TRANSLATION FROM 
GERMAN OF THE DODGE 
COUNTY PIONEER - Mayville, 
Wisconsin, 24 October 1935

On Monday morning 21 
October at 11:25 Mrs. Malvine 
Dreger died, the oldest and well 
known inhabitant of Mayville 
at the high and rare age of 95 
years, 9 months and 80 days 
due to old age.

The deceased always en
joyed good health and pos
sessed her full mental capacities 
until the end.

Some weeks ago Mrs. Dre- 
ger had the bad luck to fall in 
her kitchen and though there 
were no Injuries, the fall caused 
physical weakness which got 
worse from day to day until the 
deceased passed away softly 
and without pain.

Mrs. Dreger was born 3 
January 1840, the daughter of a

139 Bo Cole Rd. 
Huntsville, Al 35806

Sarge
Hi, my name is Sarge,
I am a Mountain Cur and 

am only 14 months of age and 
weigh around 50lbs. I am very 
curious and learn fast. Some
times I can be a bit goofy, but 
I do LOVE to be loved on and 
will give it back.

I've been told I have beau
tiful expressive eyes but I 
can't see them! I'll take their 
word for it.

Originally I was a stray but
now I have a home at the ARK. They love me there and said I 
can have a better one, just wait and see. I been waiting for a few 
months and I think it is time to find out. Are you my new home?

When you come to visit please ask to see me, Sarge.

A No-Kill Animal Shelter The Ark
256.851.4088

Hours Tues. - Sat. 11 am - 4 pm



adroit dressmaker, opened a dressmaker shop 
where the family head already owned a tailor 
shop and dry goods and grocery store.

The happy family enjoyed the success of 
their enterprise until the husband was taken 
away by death in 1885. The best doctors far and 
wide had been consulted without being able to 
save the husband and father.

The husband closed his eyes for the eternal 
slumber in the firm belief that he had left the 
family in good financial state; however, the 
entire estate went to other sources so that the 
now deceased had to begin to work anew for 
the large family of 12 children of which the 
youngest was only 2 years old. She had saved 
until conditions permitted her to retire in her 
last years to a quiet and independent life.

Mrs. Dreger was the mother of 12 children, 
six sons and six daughters of which 3 daugh
ters; Anna, Antonia and Malvine 
preceded their mother in death. Her 
father, Adolph Liebig, who made his 
home during long years with the now 
deceased died in 1913 at the high age 
of 93.

Besides the children: Amanda 
(Mrs. Hugo Buchholtz) in Chicago, 
Alvin Dreger in Steven's Point, Wis
consin, Gustave Dreger in Portland, 
Oregon, Reinhold Dreger In Coifax, 
Washington, Oscar Dreger in Hunts
ville, Alabama, Adolph Dreger in 
Rapid City, South Dakota, Arthur Dre- 
ger in Gillespie, Indiana, Selma Dreger 
who made her home with her mother, 
and Olga(Mrs. James Dreger in Ve
rona, Michigan. She leaves behind a 
sister, Amanda (Mrs. Samuel Marx) 
in Chicago and several grandchildren 
and great-grandchildren.

Mrs. Dreger was a Mayvillian and 
to the inhabitants of Dodge County she 
was known as an industrious person 
and she enjoyed a good reputation.

The tired eyes closed in eternal 
sleep and the industrious hands rest 
from all the labor.

May the deceased rest quietly. The 
funeral took place today, Thursday 
afternoon at 2:00 starting at the home 
in mourning and ending at the Grace
land Cemetery beside the grave of her 
husband. The attorney, John A. Thiel 
delivered the eulogy.
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Ridgetop, TN 
Early Memories 

By Bill Robertson 
as told to 

Bill C. Mayes

This is a story from over in 
the Bethel neighborhood, about 
a Confederate soldier who came 
home on a short leave while his 
regiment was in garrison down 
at the Tennessee River near 
Camden.

When he got home to his 
little farm located in the vicinity 
of where Tinnon Road intersects 
with Bethel Road not far out of 
Ridgetop, Tennessee he found 
that his wife and two daughters 
had been molested and raped by 
a Yankee patrol. His name was 
Spunk Wright.

So he sent word back to his 
commanding officer that he 
wouldn't be back and why, and 
that he had organized a band of 
raiders called Spunk Wright's 
Raiders. This is according to 
my uncle Tom Robertson, son 
of Frank Robertson. So Spunk 
Wright concentrated his activi
ties in and around the Tinnon 
Road intersection where the 
Yankee supply trains came 
south.

According to uncle Tom, the 
Union garrison in Madison was 
kept busy sending burial details 
up in Robertson County. The 
following account of an expe
rience of my Grandpa Francis 
(Frank) Robertson with the 
Union cavalry during the Civil 
War was relayed to me by his 
daughter, Hattie R. Moss Web
ster, my aunt.

The Lewis Robertson fam
ily was living on their farm 
located about halfway between 
the Bethel neighborhood and 
Ridgetop. The log house was 
located on the east side of the

road, just beyond Liebengood 
Road, and just before going 
down the hill to the creek that 
now feeds Ridgetop Lake. It 
was a foggy night, and rain
ing too. The hour would have 
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been about 9 p.m. as they were 
gathered around the fire while 
allowing it to burn down for 
banking prior to bedtime.

Suddenly they heard the 
unmistakable sound of a troop 

z
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of cavalry coming up the hill 
at a walk. They could hear 
the sound of the discontented 
horses as they shook their trap
ping and snorted.

Realizing that it was surely 
Union forces, they remained in 
silence but left the lamp lights 
burning. As the troop came 
alongside of the house, they 
heard the troop commander 
give the usual long drawn-out 
cavalry command, “troop halt”.

The cavalry used the long 
drawn out system of command 
for the benefit of the horses.

At this time the sound of the 
horses stomping and snorting 
as they shook their trappings 
was more pronounced. Then 
came the steps on the front 
porch, then a knock.

As they opened the front 
door there stood a Yankee 
Captain in his blue uniform. 
He raised his gloved right hand 
and said, “Don't be afraid. We 

are the U.S. Cavalry on our way 
to Ridgetop and we are lost. So 
in fear of making a wrong turn, I 
want to borrow that 12-year-old 
boy,” pointing to Frank, my fu
ture Grandpa, “and let him pilot 
us to Ridgetop. We will release 
him upon arrival there.”

So Frank jumped to it, run
ning hastily to the barn and 
saddled up, after which he met 
the Captain at the head of the 
column, and the family watched 
as he rode away beside the Cap
tain of the troop.

I can imagine the anxiety the 
family went through while wait
ing. But Aunt Hattie said that 
what must have seemed like 
hours was really a short time 
until they heard Frank returning 
at a gallop into the barnyard to 
put his horse up.

I only wish I had an account 
of the story he told in his excite
ment. I just wish he could have 
told me the story.

I remember him well as he 
lived until I was age 5. I can 
remember having coffee with 
him. We drank it from saucers. 
He had to lift his mustache in 
order to do so.

And the next morning, being 
Monday, I proceeded to have 
my breakfast coffee out of the 
saucer, not the cup, for which I 
was scolded by my mama, say
ing “Now you can do that with 
Grandpa Frank, but when you 
are home you will use the cup!”

His older sister Martha 
(Matt) my great aunt, stayed 
with us in Nashville regularly in 
her old age. She was a teenager 
during the war and had a good 
memory. She told me many 
stories of when the Union Army 
would come by for food. She 
called them “blue bellies.”

I would love to remember 
her stories but I was very young 
at the time and I'm sure my at
tention span was limited.

Bill and Tmjie King

BILL KLING
#4 City Council

Vote Tuesday, Aug. 28
Pd. Pol. Adv. Kling Camp., Buddy McEvoy, Chmn. H$v.
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Sweet Jennifer tra for their longevity. That's Jennifer.
Women look upon occasions such as birthdays 

and anniversaries totally different from men. Some
body said, "Timing is everything." Once, in a fit of 
generosity, I gave my wife a pricey gift for our 50th 
anniversary.

Instead of sweet hugs and kisses, I got back a stony 
stare and a reproach. The object of my reckless gener
osity thundered, "DO YOU KNOW WHAT TIME IT 
IS? It's 8:30 at night and we were married at 11:00 AM 
this morning. YOU'RE LATE!”

by Ted Roberts
(ted, the Scribbler on the Roof)

Some are blessed with wealth and 
some with health. I got none of the for
mer and some of the latter. But I really 
scored with daughters-in-law, like Jen
nifer. Beside the one I lauded who gives 
me an amaryllis plant for our wedding 
anniversary - here's another with a heart 
as generous as Mother Teresa. She gives 
me a present on the anniversary of my 
cousin's graduation from high school.

No event is too flimsy for a present to 
the patriarch of the family; that's me, of 
course. She once gave me a North Face 
jacket when my wife was triumphant on 
a Mah Jongg afternoon. She specializes 
in exotica (I said "exotica" not "erotica"). 
She likes to give gifts reminiscent of my 
college career and UT - University of 
Tennessee. Like matching orange em
blazoned shorts and T-shirt. You never 
know when some old collegiate pal will 
drop by. You want to be dressed appro-

SUNOCO,
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Wine Brands you Won't Find Elsewhere

Wines sold individually or by the case

priately. If things got tough, 
I could always go back to UT 
and be the best dressed man 
on campus.

Once - the anniversary of 
my second cousin's third mar
riage - she gave us a bouquet 
of roses that stayed fresh for 
weeks, she must have paid ex-
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jO

I'-
*c-

<!

The best babysitters of 
course are the grandparents. 
You entrust your babies with 

them often, which is why most 
grandparents move to Florida.

Dave Barry

jn Huntsville Welcomes Allergist 
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30th Annual 4
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Trade Day on the Square s

Saturday, Sep. 8 from 8 am - 5 pm y

Antiques, Jewelry, Books, Collectibles, SEC items 
and much more. Fun for the Whole Family!
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(256) 852-5378 OR (256) 883-5051 TO RESERVE YOUR SPOT!
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Personal
Safety

by Elizabeth Wharry

Last month's article addressed 
travel safety. Continuing on, this 
month is about personal safety and
scams.

There is a growing and disturbing trend of people with their 
faces buried in their phones. Not only do these "facers" pose a 
danger to themselves, they also pose a hazard to those around 
them. We've all seen the video of the "facer" who walked into a 
mall fountain...Hilarious! Nothing screams "I'm oblivious" more 
than being deeply involved with one's phone. We've all been 
behind the driver who is holding up traffic because, even though 
the light is green, that driver is texting. My biggest concern is 
the women in the grocery stores paying more attention to their 
phones than their purse and/or baby in the shopping cart.

Which brings me to the next safety tip. Ladies, do not leave 
your handbag open and/or unattended. That's just begging for 
a thief to steal your wallet, phone and/or car keys. Close your 
purse and keep a hand or eye on it. Personally, I drop the strap 
between the seat and push bar, then bring the strap up, and put 
my hand through the strap as I hold onto the push bar. If you 
ladies have a large handbag, may I suggest that you get a smaller 
one, and only carry what you absolutely need?

Are you walking to or from a building? Before you get out of 
the car, look around. Walk with your head held up, with short 
but confident steps, and eyes moving. Nothing screams "victim" 
more than shuffling along with one's head down. Be aware of 
what is around you. Before you leave a store, take a moment to 
look around the parking lot. Don't hesitate to ask for an escort, 
especially at night. It may save 
you from being a statistic.

High heels...they look 
great! Unless you are with an 
escort, or in a group, wear flats 
and carry them in a shoe bag 
until you reach your destina
tion. Speaking of fashion, a 
lot of ladies are wearing maxi 
dresses (I know, I'm giving my 
age away) this summer. While 
they are fashionable, they will 
hamper one's movements in 
the event of an emergency or 
crisis. This is especially true 
if one needs to move quickly 
with a small child. My sug
gestion? Opt for a knee length 
A-line or flared skirt. They 
are easy to move in and still

look fashionable. From a safety 
standpoint, sandals or sneakers 
are a better bet than flip flops.

Are you home? Are you 
expecting company? If you are 
not expecting company, and 
there's a knock at the door, take 
a discreet look see. If that's not 
possible, do not open the door. 
Make sure your back door is

Windsor House
Home/Rehab Facility

A place you can call hontc^.

4411 McAllister Drive 
Huntsville, Alabama 35805 

(256) 837*8565

Our team approach to rehatiiiila- 

(ron me arts working together to 
enhance the quality of life and by re
shaping abilities and leaching new 
skills We rebuild hope, sell-respect 
and | desire to achieve one s highest 
level of independence

'Complex Medical Care
’Short Term Rehabilitation 

'Long Term Care

Our learn includes Physicians. 
Nurses, Physical therapist, Occupa 
tional Thetapisl. Speech Therapist 
Activity Oiecior and Registered 
Dietician
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closed and locked as well. If 
you have a "thumb latch" style 
door handle, be aware of this 
nasty trick that thieves and 
home invaders do. They will 
put a rubber band around the 
thumb latch, and secure it to the 
bottom of the handle. If you see 
this, take a picture with your 
phone, call 911, and remove the 
rubber band. No one needs to 
be a victim of a home invasion 
or burglary. Crime prevention, 
for the most part, is a matter of 
common sense and awareness.

Email and phone scams are 
rampant these days. If one hasn't 
entered a lottery or contest, how 
does one win a prize? A huge 
tip off that it's a scam is if one is 
asked to send a money card or 
credit card number to pay for 
"processing". Another scam in
volves the IRS. If they have busi
ness with you, they will send a 
certified letter, return receipt. I 
speak from experience, as I have 
been audited.

Have you gotten a phone call 
saying you've been indicted, and 
you need to send money cards or 
your credit card number? Ignore 
it, as it's a scam. Indictments 
come after being arrested. An 
arrest can only take place if one 
commits a crime that warrants 
it. Take note of the number, and 
report it to your local police/ 
sheriff. You're not bothering 
them!

You say your grandchild 
got arrested, and needs money 
cards, or your bank informa
tion? He/she is calling from their 
cell phone from jail? Don't buy 
into that. Call their parents and 
find out the truth. Or, call that 
county's jail and ask.

Best solution? Have a secret 
question between you and your 
grandchild. If the caller can't 
answer the question, hang up. 
Do NOT send money cards or 
any other financial information.

You say you got an email 
from an overseas attorney? He 
claims to have knowledge of a 
long lost relative who left you

a fortune. You just need to 
send proof of your identity. 
Disregard this email, it's a 
scam. So is the “Nigerian 
prince”. It's called “phish
ing”. These identity thieves 
can be clever, but you can 
outsmart them by deleting 
their nonsense.

Which brings me to the 
final scam...you say your 
bank contacted you by email 
or phone, and needs an 
update? Hang up. Note the 
number, and call the local 
branch and ask to speak with 
the manager. NEVER give 
your bank information to a 
caller. If your bank needs to 
update their records, they 
will send a letter. To be on 
the safe side, take the letter 
into our local branch and 
ask. Once your bank account 
has been compromised, that 
money is usually gone for 
good.

Thieves are mobile, and 
if they are in a foreign coun
try, there is not much that 
can be done to get your 
money back.

Stay alert, stay aware, 
and above all, stay safe!

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! 

(256) 534-5854

Pratt Avenue U 
Five Points Xf. 
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5 VOTE August 28,2018

Jackie Reed
CITY COUNCIL

#4
* For over 30 years, Jackie Reed has 

attended City Council and Governmen
tal meetings, monitoring budgets, issues 
and agendas that affect all citizens.

* Jackie Reed has been a Huntsville 
resident since 1958. She attended Ten
nessee Technology Institute, educated 
two children in Huntsville City Schools, 
both college graduates.

* She worked 25 years in the aero
space industry then has a real estate 
broker license (inactive). She has also 
hosted her own talk show, Jackie Reed 
Live and has written for Speaking Out 

News for 15 years. In 2015, Jackie was 
featured on the Today Show on NBC.

* Received the “Rosa Parks Woman 
of Courage Award” from NAACP

* Song written by George Wells; “The 
Legend of Jackie Reed” copywrited (CD) 

2072 http://cdbaby.com/cd/ georgewells STRENGTH IS
I’m NOT afraid to stand up for what 

is right, especially when it affects the 
people of Huntsville.

A sense of pride comes from choos
ing the needs of others over yours. It 
has been rewarding, having earned 
respect and trust from city employees 
and citizens.

My drive, courage, strength, deter
mination and compassion to serve the 
people is from God.

IN THE PEOPLE!
XkcountabJe • Responsible

I will make sure that District 4 residents 
have a voice and that you know the true facts.

I will work to enhance mass transit.
I will work to get more police visibility in 

our district.

Thanks For Your Vote!
li Email: jackiereed.hsv@gmail.com

v < Paid pol adv by Friends of Jackie Reed • RO Box 7431 • Huntsville AL 35807
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I will stay informed on education reforms 
and changes that affect your families.

I promise to work tirelessly for you every 
day.

http://cdbaby.com/cd/
mailto:jackiereed.hsv@gmail.com

