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“My mechanic told me 
he couldn’t repair my 

brakes, so he made my 
horn louder.”

Fran Lowry, Athens

by Tommy Towery

I feel sorry for the children 
today will never experience the 
excitement my generation felt 
as kids when the Sear-Roebuck 
Christmas Catalogs made their 
way into our households. For-
get about all the other pages, 
our fi n ers fl ipped automati
cally to the start of the toy sec-
tion of the magic wish book.

he fi rst trip throu h them 
was just looking to see what 
was new. Later we studied each 
page in more depth; that time 
with a pen, pencil, or crayon 
in hand giving us the ability to 
circle the toys which interested 
us the most. Even though we 
were kids we knew we could 
never receive all the items we 
circled, but it did allow other 
readers to see what we had on 
our wish lists.

Thinking back about those 
days I started wondering what 
the things were which inter-
ested me the most back then. 
Using the magic of the inter-
net, to my delight I was able to 
fi nd a di ital copy of the  
Sears Christmas Catalog on-

line. So, I wondered if I were to 
go through it today (as a senior 
citizen) could I still remember 
and fi nd the toys which so en
thralled me back then.

In  I was nine years old 
and living on East Clinton Street 
with my mother, my brother  
and my grandmother. The up-
stairs rooms of our house were 
occupied by men we called 
“roomers” who had traveled 
south to work on the projects 
at Redstone Arsenal which was 
propelling Huntsville into be-
coming the Rocket City. Many 
of my toy desires were born 
from the commercials on the 

 blac  and white tele ision 
we had in our living room. 
Popular TV shows included 
“Truth or Consequences,” 
“The Lawrence Welk Show,” 
“The Honeymooners,” “Gun-
smoke,” “Name that Tune,” 
“$64,000 Question,” “Lassie,” 
and “You’ll Never Get Rich.” 
The biggest fad of the time was 
the nation’s infatuation with 
Davy Crockett.

So, with those memories in 
mind I turned to the  ish 
Book toy section and tried to 
revisit it as I might have done 
as a nine year old. As I do so 
my mind sometimes confuses 
one Christmas with another 
and what I got one year or the 
next, but still it was a trip down 
memory lane.

I begin.
The toy section starts off 

with a page titled “Playtogs 

The Wish Book
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Decades have gone by - we have 
a new phone number - and though 
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for the Land of Make-Believe” 
featuring Davy Crockett Gifts, 
Roy Rogers and Dale Evans 
Suits and Other Western Wear. 

ince this was the fi rst hrist
mas since Davy Crockett had 
really become so popular, 
items relating to him were the 
rage. The Davy Crockett TV 
series was done in fi e one
hour episodes shown on ABC 
from  as part of the 
Disneyland series. The series 
starred Fess Parker as real-life 
frontiersman Davy Crockett 
and Buddy Ebsen as his friend, 
George Russel. In the catalog 
the alt isney ffi cial a y 

roc ett outfi t  complete with 
coonskin-style hat, was listed 
for . . If you wanted ust the 
hat it sold for . . I want the 
whole outfi t  nd  to my sur
prise I got it.

A board game segment fol-
lows the Playtogs section with 
games like Carrom and Cootie 
catchin  my eye in . I was 
also intrigued by a cork gun set 
where you shot plastic crows 
off of a telephone line with the 
cor s fi red from the rifl e. I re

member the pick up sticks and 
Parcheesi games as well, with 
the old standards of Monop-
oly, Clue and the Rook card 
games I loved to play. Cur-
rent TV shows of the time were 
featured in games of “Beat the 
Clock” and “What’s My Line” 
which rounded out the board 
game section.

In Alabama the sled, skis 
and ice skates pages did not 
hold much attraction and our 
lack of snow was instrumen-
tal in why they were quickly 
passed by.

Turning the page I was con-
fronted with stuffed animals, 
and besides the normal Teddy 
Bears, a stuffed Zip the Mon-
key was the only one which 
interested me. I could not re-
member however, that he was 
featured on “The Howdy Doo-
dy Show,” but I remember the 
Zip stuffed monkey I owned. It 
was easy to skip the little kids’ 
toys of spinning tops, building 
blocks, and Jack in the Box toys 
as well as the other toy musical 
items - I had outgrown them by 
the time I was nine.

But then I turn the page 
and there he is. One of my all-
time favorite Christmas toys 
I ever saw, wanted and found 
under the Christmas Tree on 
Christmas morning. I remem-
ber feeling like Ralphie in “A 
Christmas Story” when he got 
his Red Ryder BB Bun. It was 
Robert the Robot and I read the 
description given for him. “I 
am Robert the Robot” says this 
remote-controlled mechani-
cal plastic man as you turn the 
crank. “He moves across (the) 
fl oor directed ri ht or left  for
ward or reverse by crank and 
trigger control. Electric eyes, 
antenna gleam. Moving Arms. 
An Ideal toy. 14-in. high and 
battery included.” 

wners of this  .  



Old Huntsville   Page

Open Wed - Sat 8-4

toy now sell for up to $300 for 
those in excellent condition on 
eBay. I cannot guess the miles I 
put on my Robert the Robot as 
I cranked the handle and drove 
him across our hardwood 
fl oors. My wife ue had heard 
me talk about him so much 
she even bought me a replica 
one for Christmas a few years 
ago and he is still treasured. I 
skip by the Dick Tracy Two-
Way Wrist Radio set, knowing 
I had to have a partner to play 
with them, but I liked the idea 
anyway. Although I inherited 
it from a cousin, the Howdy 
Doody marionette still catch-
es my eye. or only .  he 
seemed like a bargain. Control-
ling strings make him walk and 
dance and wave his arms, just 
like the one on TV.

I keep turning the pages 
through the metal cars, and 
trucks and cranes, but stop to 
read about the Jackie Gleason 
Bus - the Honeymooners Spe-
cial. “Press top, release, and 
AWAY WE GO” according 
to the description. There are 
more pages of truck and con-
struction vehicles such as road 
graders and steam shovels but 
they fail to keep my attention. 
I stop again at the New Winky 
Dink Television Game Kit. It 
contained the Magic plastic 
window you stuck on the front 
of your TV tube and used spe-
cial crayons to color the lines 
which popped up during the 
show. You drew on the screen 
to build things like ladders and 
bridges for the Winky Dink 
cartoon character on the show 
to use. I still remember the time 

my friends and I got so excited 
to watch the show we forgot 
to apply the magic screen and 
ended up drawing right on the 
TV itself. The parents were not 
amused, even though it came off 
without too much work.

Pages of paints and model-
ing clay sets are followed with 
blackboards and magic joke sets, 
but I moved on. Finally I got to 
another of my favorite toys sec-
tion. The action toy sets of forts, 
bases and farms, complete with 
little rubber men, weapons, 
buildings and accessories with 
which I could occupy afternoons 
of play, usually by myself. I am 
especially interested in the Fort 
Apache set with the soldiers and 
Indians that accompany it. The 
train sets interested me some-
what, but I was never a fanatic 
about them like some were and 
still are. Lionel was the big name 
back then. Bicycles and tricycles 
were big attractions, but those 
and the Radio Flyer wagons 
were usually out of my price 
range, even as Christmas wish 
items and I knew it.

I am set back at the toys of-

fered at the top of Page 242 of 
the digitized catalog. In my 
child’s mind the offering of 
a “Strategic Air Command” 
Strato-Jet Bomber Assortment 
of models of four plastic air-
planes, complete with cement 
to construct them, is just a col-
lection of toys. Featured in the 
set is the newest Strategic Air 

ommand  the  tratofor
tress which entered the ser-

ice in . ittle did I now 
as a nine year old kid looking 
at a toy catalog that I would 
spend  of my year ir 
Force career in the Strategic 
Air Command and I would 
later fl y bombin  missions in 

ietnam in a real .
More craft and hobby sets 

followed, none making my 
wish list, but I did want and 
one year received an All-
Electric metal Erector Set con-
taining a motor and lots of 
screws, nuts and bright silver 
toy beams with which to build 
things. You could follow in-
structions, or let your imagi-
nation go wild and create your 
own designs. I quickly skip 

Automatic Washing 
machines: Please 

remove all your clothing 
when the light goes out.”

Sign seen in Madison 
laundromat
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through the Small-Fry Furniture section on 
the screen but stop at the Tinkertoys section 
to remember drawing a circle around the 
tube of wooden pieces I wanted. I still have 
a set in my nostalgic toys tub in the attic.

The family already had a record player 
but I could use the red and yellow phono-
graph records to play on it. I think of the re-
cords bought at Hornbuckle’s Records and 
remember the ones we bought. 

One Christmas our purchases were El-
vis’ “Blue Christmas” and Bing Crosby’s 
“White Christmas.” I spend a lot of time 
looking at the six-shooters and double pis-
tol holster sets featuring Roy Rogers, Gene 
Autry and Wild Bill Hickok but once again 
realize how expensive they are, priced from 

.  to . . It would be three more years 
until the release of the favorite cap gun of 
my child. I vividly remember the Mattel 

anner  and the hootin  hells and the 
Greenie Stickum-Caps I played with. Those 
cost a fortune now on eBay as well.

I pass on the cap guns and instead my 
attention is drawn to another toy gun I 
wanted and later received - a pump action 
rifle which shot four rounds of table tennis 
balls with each loading. Although my par-
ents gave it to my brother Don and I, we 
were under strict orders not to shoot it in 
the house. It was surprising how much im-
pact one of the table tennis balls had when 
fired from the un and how many brea -
able things were always sitting around the 
living room.

Then the toy catalog offerings lost my 
interest as I moved on. I reached the girls’ 
section of dolls, baby carriages, doll fur-
niture, toy dishware and kitchen wear. I 
never could understand why a girl would 
want a toy doll called Tiny Tears that cries, 
wets and blows bubbles. I did stop when 
I saw a heart shaped picture of Lucy and 
Desi Arnez which was drawing attention to 
the picture of the Ricky Jr. doll that sits and 
stands.

My page turning once again slowed 
down when I reached the red American 
Plastic Bricks (early Lego rivals) and the 
cardboard cylinders of Lincoln Logs. I 
played for hours building houses and forts 
with the Lincoln Logs. I have a tub of them 
in my attic still and they come down when 
my grandchildren visit. We all sit together 
building things the way I did back then. 
And although I grew up with the American 

Plastic Bricks, today’s Legos allow much more cre-
ative construction projects. 

he final pa e of the toy section has flashli hts 
and lanterns, including those featuring Tom Cor-
bet Space Cadet, Buck Rogers’s Sonic Ray and once 
again Davy Crockett. Though Tom Corbet and Buck 
Rogers have lost a lot of followers, Davy is still “King 
of the Wild Frontier.” 

As I reach the end of my nostalgic journey 
through the catalog, I think back in wonder and am 
surprised how cheap all the toys seem to have been. 
But even though “Life is Good,” life is not as simple 
as it seems. I brin  up my . . Inflation alculator 
program and enter the price of my Robert the Robot. 
I put in .  and . I hit enter and am shoc ed 
that the equivalent price in 2020 dollars would be 

. . ut that is how an adult loo s at thin s to-
day. 

I am a little embarrassed at how much I wanted 
back then and my lack of understanding about why 
I never got all I asked for. As a nine-year-old price 
did not matter. Santa would read my letter and have 
it waiting under the Christmas tree when I got up on 
Christmas morning. 

Merry Christmas to everyone.
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To my dearest friend:
I stood by your bed last

night. I came to have a peep.
I could see that you were

crying, you found it hard to
sleep. 

I spoke to you softly
as you brushed away a tear,
"It's me, I haven't left you,
m e  m ne  m ere

I was close to you at breakfast, 
I watched you pour the tea. 

You were thinking of the many 
times, your hands reached down 

to me. 
I was with you at the shops today;

your arms were getting sore.
I longed to take your parcels,

I wish I could do more. 

I was with you at my grave today; 
you tend it with such care. 

I want to re-assure you, that I’m 
not lying there.

I walked with you towards the 
house, as you fumbled for your 

key.
I gently put my paw on you; 
I smiled and said, “It’s me.” 

You looked so very tired,
and sank into a chair. I tried
so hard to let you know, that

I was standing there. 
That it’s possible for me to be so 
near you everyday. To say to you

with certainty, “I never
went away.”

You sat there very quietly,
then smiled, I think you

knew... in the stillness of that
evening, I was very close to

you.

The day is over... I smile and
watch you yawning and say
“Good-night, God bless, I’ll

see you in the morning.”

And when the time is right
for you to cross the brief divide, 

I’ll rush across to
greet you and we’ll stand

side by side. 
I have so many things to show 

you, there is so much for you to 
see. 

Be patient, live your journey out.....
then come home to me.

Then Come 
Home to Me

Anon
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by John Carriker

Christmas 2020 for Hunts-
ville will be like no other. 
Northern Alabama shares a 
worldwide virus that has pro-
duced multiple restrictions in-
cluding travel, entertainment 
and all one would expect for 
one of America’s most cele-
brated holidays.

Sometimes, when we con-
front the worst, we experience 
the best of God’s grace. There 
is a realization that the minus-
es of life can lead to the pluses 
of revelation through His spir-
it. y refl ectin  on the past  the 
present is a time to give heart-
felt thankfulness for what only 
He could and did provide as 
He gives eternal hope of what 
the future on this earth will 
hold.

The giving of various gifts 
involves a heartfelt emotion 
rather than a calculated, pa-
tronizing effort. There were 
many Christmases in the past 
where we would have to deep-
ly consider how to answer 
when asked for what we were 
grateful over the past year. The 
most memorable blessings in 
life are those for which one is 
most thankful. The following, 
based on a true story in a rural 
Huntsville community, reveals 
such a narrative:

For many of his younger 
years, he was known only as 
his father’s son. The relation-
ship was not the type you 
would fi nd ownership or pride 
...his dad was an alcoholic. 
No one who knew him would 
have suspected the shame, an-
ger and rejection that welled 
up in him, constantly, when 
someone would make refer-
ence to his “old man”. The joke 
was that the father preferred 
to be with his favorite son, Jim 
(as in “Beam”), rather than his 
own blood.

None heard the words that 
were hurled upon him when 
as a small child he cowered 
before a gentle man who be-
came a bullying, threatening 
stranger, staggering in from 
one of those constant late night 

“meetings with my friends”. 
It was no surprise when the 
boy began hanging around a 
crowd that led him into mis-
chief, trouble and alcohol. But 
one day the boy went too far, 
and there was no way anyone 
could get him out of it. Even as 
his dad sobered up and made 
every attempt he could to help 
his fallen son, the boy had to be 
sent away.

The man wept when his 
only son was forced to depart. 
It was too much  nce the boy 
departed, he didn’t hesitate vis-
iting “the bottle” for relief but 
found no comfort there, only a 
terrible hangover after a self-
pity party that was so big the 
devil and his angels seemed to 
be guests of honor. Guilt over 
the terrible lonesomeness he 

A Special 
Christmas 
Present

“Drill for oil? You mean 
drill into the ground to 

tr  and fi nd oil  
That’s crazy.”

Response when Edwin 
Drake tried to enlist men 

in his oil drilling project in 
1859.
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was suffering overwhelmed all 
desires he would conjure up 
until he dropped to his knees 
in anguish.

Memories of the past flood-
ed his mind: he vaguely re-
membered the last time he had 
been in that strange position. 
He also recalled it was one of 
the final times in his life he had 
felt a peace within himself. He 
had prayed for mercy, God had 
heard, and He had answered 
with freedom from anguish at 
that time. “Oh, Jesus, help me,” 
he involuntarily pleaded. “I 
don’t know what or how to say 
it, but help me.”

Strange, he thought after a 
few moments, as he stayed on 
his knees for awhile, halfheart-
edly awaiting an answer that 
didn’t seem to come. “I need a 
drink.” He licked his dry lips 
and rubbed the stub of a beard. 
Remember he had a six-pack in 
the barn behind the house, he 
headed toward his stand-by 
and was so eager for a sooth-
ing beer that he stumbled over 

an unseen object on the ground 
and fell. He landed heavily and 
looked over at a small tricycle 
designed like a tractor lying 
near his head. It had caused the 
spill.

He thought of a Christmas 
past when he had bought that 
toy for his son who was  years  
old at that time. The boy had 
wanted the tractor so badly: it 
was “like the one that daddy 
rode,” he would say. The man’s 
memory of the son’s surprised 
smile when he opened the box 
was so infectious that even as 
he lay on the dirt floor  he  too  
had to smile. Then, laugh. His 
smile faded, his chin trembled, 
and his throat constricted. Fi-
nally, he broke before (“No,” 
he thought) he cried. “Oh, God, 
I love that boy. I’m so sorry. I 
need ou. lease for i e me

hen  omethin  happened 
that he would never be able 
to explain but would never 
doubt. The tears of grief be-
came a weeping of relief. It was 
as if the dingy, dirty inside of 

the barn began to lighten and a 
peace that the man could never 
recall from the past enveloped 
his very being. As he arose and 
dusted his clothes, the tears 
caked the dirt and salty rivu-
lets marked his beaming coun-
tenance. A new life was being 
born and the old was dying. 
The father knew that the son 
would be safe and he knew 
he would share the presence 
of Christ with him in days to 
come.

The man did not know how 
or when his miracle of salva-
tion would be shared just as 
he would never know how 
that tricycle ended up in the 
barn on the floor. ears later  
his brother would remind him 
how they had given the toy to 
the Salvation Army.)

he man was filled with oy  
the prerequisite to giving with 
a thankful heart. This year, 
God’s present was one that 
would ne er be for otten

It was truly a Merry Christ-
mas.
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by William Sibley

ach year on the first of ecember our family be an to pic  
out our Christmas tree, which was always a live cedar. We usu-
ally put the tree up and decorated it about a week before Christ-
mas. Decorations were usually stringed popcorn, sycamore balls, 
sweet gum balls and a few Christmas bulbs.

here were  boys and  irls in our family and each of the 
younger siblings would write our names on a decorated box and 
place the box under our Christmas tree and wait for the arrival 
of Santa, who usually left each of us a toy and lots of apples, or-
anges and pecans.

Our church, Big Cove Cumberland Presbyterian, always pre-
sented a Christmas program each year and after our last practice, 
we would go “Christmas Caroling.” Paul Drake would drive his 
uncle ill ra e s lar e farm truc  filled with hay and carolers  
and we would travel about Big Cove, singing to shut-ins. We 
always stopped at church elder Leonard Taylor’s store because 
he would toss candy to us. The last carol was always “O Holy 
Night”, sung exclusively by Sammy Taylor and our cousin, Al-
lene (Lyle) Ray. 

Sam later became Dr. Sam Taylor and sang opera profession-
ally in New York. Allene also sang on TV sev-
eral times.

In the meantime, my mother was baking 
cakes and preparing boiled custard and am-
brosia. After our siblings were grown and 
had families of our own, each Christmas eve, 
we began to meet at the home place and eat 
country ham, sausages, biscuits and dessert. 
We still do that.

It seems that we had everything to eat on 
Christmas day and my mother would send 
my younger sister Sherry and me to take food 
to the two elderly men, Steve and Junior, who 
were Yugoslavian immigrants and living on 
our place.

One year my mother heard about a boy in 
our neighborhood who got nothing for Christ-
mas. he filled a box with a toy and apples  
oranges and pecans and had my brother Bob 
and me deliver the box and tell the boy that 
Santa mistakenly left his box at our house.

It came natural for my mother to do kind 
things, especially on Christmas. That is prob-
ably why she was selected Madison County’s 
Mother of the Year and Woman of the Year 
in the Homemakers’ Club. She always made 
sure that we celebrated Christmas the correct 
way.

Christmas in Big Cove
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One could almost feel the 
excitement churning in the 
air. Four more days, only four 
more days, and the jolly large 
man with the bearded face 
and a "tummy that shook like 
a bowl full of jelly” would be 
visiting our home.  

Mom had helped me pre-
pare my child-like thoughts 
onto a slightly crumbled piece 
of white paper.

Even to this day, approxi-
mately seventy-seven years 
later, I can remember the spe-
cial occasion. It was the only 
request I ever made to Santa, 
but I wanted these items so 
much. These images had po-
sitioned themselves deeply in 
my brain and consumed my 
every thought of Christmas.

My parents, though very 
much aware of the news con-
cerning the horrible war, tried 
to shield me from the hurt they 
were experiencing. They kept 
my excitement alive by posting 
a daily calendar demonstrating 
how long it would be before 
the big arrival.

I must reveal to you what 
precious items were listed in 
my correspondence to Santa. 
One of my friends owned a 
beautiful little table and chair 
set. She could play house and 
feed her wooden babies on this 
treasured piece of furniture. 
The other item on my list was 
a small metal cooking stove. I 
would not feed my babies cold 
food

inally  it was the th of 
December, time for the big rev-
elation. Mom and Dad escort-
ed me to the brightly lit tree 
in our dining room. Oh, and 
there I found my wish fulfi lled. 
Though in my eyesight the set 
had the ele ant stylin  fi t for 
a king's castle, it was simply a 
small wooden table with a fl at 
surface and four undecorated 
legs. It was enhanced by bright 
yellow paint and a couple of 
wide red stripes.

Sitting in one of the small 
chairs and surely waiting to be 
fed, was my new dolly with her 
plastic head, painted hair and 
face, and a soft cuddly cotton 
stuffed body.

My stove was ready to be 
put into service. It was only 
about 24 inches high. Its knobs 
and burners were part of its 
painted surface. There was no 
trace of today's more sophisti-
cated kid's appliances.

Oh, I was a happy little girl. 
It surprises me that I still have 
memories of this special Christ-
mas.

I can now appreciate the ef-
fort and expense my parents 
must have endured to make my 
childhood wish come to life.

It also helps me to realize 
that when giving a gift, I should 
try and make it special for that 
person. An item not purchased 
in a hurry so that I am able to 
"mark another name off of my 
list," but a small item pertinent 
to that someone s desires

A Christmas Wish
by Ernestine Moody

“Some days the best thing 
about my job is that the 

chair spins.”

Fred Hill, employed
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by Mimi

Ask 
Grandma

Another Christmas is right around 
the corner. With Covid still lingering, I 
urge each and every one of my readers 
to shop early and go out when the least 
amount of people might be out. Shop-
ping on-line is a great help. Items can 
be at your doorsteps in just a couple of 
days.

I want to thank Jewell Wallace from 
Florence, Alabama, for her sweet note 
that she wrote to me. She said she real-
ly enjoys the Old Huntsville Magazine 
and reads it from cover to cover each 
month.

I seem to have the shut-in fever, with 
the long winter days, short in daylight 
hours, slowly approaching. I think it is 
vital to stay in touch with friends and 
loved ones. People really need people. I 

started making a big pot of soup and taking some to my 
single friends. They seem to greatly appreciate not hav-
ing to cook one night.

I just found out that I will have another great-grand-
child coming in May. Just proves life goes on, and who 
wouldn't rejoice in holding a new member of their fam-
ily.

I just heard on the news tonight that there are more 
cases of the Virus than ever in Alabama and Madison 
County in particular. The governor announced mask-
wearing was mandatory through December 31, and like-
ly it may be extended further if things have not improved 
si nifi cantly. han s i in  atherin s mi ht accelerate 
the spread. Continued holiday gatherings are no time to 
let your guard down. So wear your masks, spread out 
all over the house, and try to social distance when eat-
ing and not wearing your mask. I understand that it's 
tough, but what else about 2020 hasn't been? I am getting 
my Christmas decorations out early this year. As I write 
this, Thanksgiving hasn’t come yet. So it’s very early for 
me. But it brings joy to my heart to see the ornaments 
the children and grandchildren have made for me over 
the years. Making something special like an ornament, 
decoration, or baked goods for friends is a joyful thing 
to do. Handmade craft items that you make for others 
are more cherished than you think. Even a handmade 
Christmas card.

However you celebrate the holidays, I wish each and 
every one of you a delightful one. Please take the time 
to give of your time to someone else less fortunate than 
you.

Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.

“My luck is so bad that if I 
bought a nice cemetery, people 

would stop dying.”

Rodney Dangerfi eld
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by Barry Key

My family has always been conscientious 
about family gatherings, especially during 
holidays. And of course, one of our favorite 
holidays is Christmas. Christmas, a day that 
we pay homage to the birth of our Lord and 
Savior, Jesus Christ.

Seems like there is a special excitement in 
the air during the Christmas season. Homes 
and public places decorated with bright lights 
and colorful menageries to lift our spirits. 
Shopping sprees to pick that perfect gift for 
our loved ones, the cooking and baking that 
fi lls the house with the familiar smells of the 
Christmas season. 

And nothing raises your spirit like the ca-
maraderie of decorating the Christmas Tree, 
especially if the grand & great grand kids are 
there to help.   Their enthusiasm and energy 
does more to re-vitalize this old body than a 
full bottle of Hadacol (for you youngsters un-
der 60, Google “Hadacol”).

However, there was a sequence of Christ-
mases in the s that I had to coerce myself 
into celebrating the holidays. Our two sons 
had graduated from high school and gone into 
military service for four years. Bryan was 
stationed in Germany and Barry Jr. in New 
Hampshire. Military duty took preference 
over family functions. Although there 
were other family members at hand...it just 
wasn’t the same without our two sons.

A Christmas 
Without 

Christmas

Our sons’ absences for the most glorious 
holiday of the year made me think about all 
our military men and women stationed in all 
four corners of the world. Men and women in 
harm’s way, separated from their families for 
months, even years, trying to keep the “Spirit 
of the Occasion”. 

Back home, the spouse doing one’s utmost 
to provide a safe and Merry Christmas for 
their children without the benefi t of their fa
ther or mother.

“The speed with which a woman 
says ‘Nothing’ when asked 

‘What’s wrong?’ is inversely 
proportional to the severity of the 

storm that’s coming.”

Bill McCoy, Huntsville
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Serving hearty German fare 
in Huntsville Since 1972

6125 University Drive

(256) 922-0556

A Safe and Peaceful Holiday to You and your Family!

In March of 2020, an alien form attacked the 
world. People by the hundreds of thousands 
were getting sick..and even worse, thousands 
were dying from this little known monster. Our 
health offi cials tell us there is no cure or ac
cination, that prevention is our only escape. 
Their recommendation for prevention is to 
wear a face mask, keep a minimum distance 
from other people and avoid crowds of more 
than six people. Also, statistics have shown that 
the elderly with underlying health problems 
have the highest risk of fatality.

Because Judy and I are considered elderly, 
we have followed their guidelines as close as 
possible. We have canceled four of our annu-
al family social affairs such as Cemetery Dec-
laration Day, Fourth of July, Labor Day and 

han s i in . e had ept our fi n ers crossed 
that our medical scientist would have a vaccine 
by late November, but we have given up hope 
that that’s ever going to happen.

Our families have decided, since we have 
family members working and young members 
going to school, the risk of spreading the dis-
ease is too great, and now...our individual fam-
ilies will celebrate “A CHRISTMAS WITHOUT 
CHRISTMAS”.

Author’s Note: Because of their immeasur-
a le sa r  es or o r o ntr ,  ha e a s e al 

la e n  heart or eterans.  want to than  
all our Veterans for their service and wish them 
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year. 

For those stationed abroad...come home to 
o r a l es sa e, and soon.

Sometimes you have to burn a few 
bridges to keep the crazies from 

following  you.
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One Christmas During 
World War II

* Rare Books
* Local Authors
* Estate Evaluation

 * Books New and Old
* Out of Print Search
* First Editions
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    John M. Shaver
256-533-7364
Email shaversbks@comcast.net

Railroad Station Antiques
315 Jefferson St. N.
Huntsville, Al 35801

by Lois S. Miller

orld ar II   to  was a tou h one for many families. 
My Father was farming, although he did not own his own land, 
so he was one of the last men to be drafted. I was about seven 
when he was called ust before hristmas .

Because he was in the business of farming there was very little 
money in the family when he had to go away. Daddy moved us 
from the country to a little house in a very small town. My Moth-
er had a teacher's degree and found work as soon as she could,  
teaching at the nearby school. However it was quite sometime 
before her fi rst chec  arri ed and it was also uite some time be
fore she received an allotment from the Army.

When we moved into the little house there were old things 
left behind by the former residents. My sister, Lavon, 2-1/2 years 
older than me and I began to investigate around the house and in 
adjacent lots. We found some old glass doll dishes and we gath-
ered them up and washed them as best we could after we played 
with them for awhile. We were afraid Mother would not like us 
bringing in dishes from the adjacent lot so we hid them under the 
front porch.

My Mother wanted Christmas to be special although it was 
our fi rst hristmas to e er be apart from our ather. he cut a tree 
from the adjacent lot and we cut rings from paper, glued them in 
circles, joined them and made a beautiful string of paper rings for 
the Christmas tree. We also strung popcorn and made beautiful 
popcorn strands and our tree was 
beautiful. Lavon and I were really 
enjoying decorating the small but 
beautiful tree, so Mother seemed 
pleased.

Come Christmas morning there 
were very few presents under the 
tree. There were oranges, candy, 
and believe it or not there were 
the dishes from under the porch. 
The present of dishes were from 

Santa to Lois and Lavon. These 
were the very same dishes that 
Lavon and I had hidden under 
the front porch earlier. Appar-
ently even Santa was having a 
tough year. 

I didn't totally understand 
the si nifi cance of this until my 
sister explained things to me 
and suggested we did not men-
tion the fact to Mother that we 
had put the dishes under the 
front porch earlier. 

We did not want to put a 
damper on Mother's Christmas 
joy.

“If you’re not supposed to 
drink and drive, why do bars 

have parking lots?”

Stephen Casey, Madison
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“My wife and I went to a 
hotel where we got a 

water bed. My wife called 
it the Dead Sea.”

Jeremy Rich, Woodville

Alabama
Coin & Silver

Buying  -  Selling  -  Trading
Estate Appraisals

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

by Elizabeth Wharry

he fi rst snow of winter is li e no oth
er snow that falls. If that fi rst snow falls on 
Christmas Eve or Christmas Day, it takes on 
a certain mystical quality. It seems to fall a 
little more reverently and sparkle, that much 
brighter.That particular year when I turned 
13, the skies turned grey and somber around 
Thanksgiving. The clouds hung heavy and 
ominous day after day. The wind was thin and 
bitter. A thin wind won’t go around one, it 
goes through right to the bones and sits there. 
It is also called a bone chilling wind. Day after 
day, the clouds just hung there...they didn’t 
produce rain, snow or sleet.

Since I turned 13 a couple weeks before 
hristmas  I was allowed to attend my fi rst 

Midnight Mass. Mass actually started around 
11:30 PM Christmas Eve. Somewhere around 
 M  the fi nal benediction was pronounced  

and the congregation was dismissed.
Mother and I bundled back up, prepared for 

the bitter thin wind. As we stepped out of the 
church  the wind had stopped  I loo ed up and 
it seemed that the clouds had 
changed in their appearance.

The air was still and as my 
mother and I made our way to 
the car, the snow started to fall. 
Mother and I headed for home. 
By the time we got up later 
that morning, about 3 inches of 
snow had fallen.

Gone were the heavy grey clouds. The sun 
fi nally showed itself  he snow loo ed pristine 
and the sun made it sparkle that much brighter.

I asked my mother if there were any Hun-
arian ypsy traditions about the fi rst snow 

falling on Christmas Day. She thought about it 
for a minute and said she couldn’t recall any. 
Dad chimed in with his Irish lilt...sneachta Losa 
(schnochk-ta Yosa) Jesus snow. He then said, 
“Nollag Shon Duit, inion” (no-leg hone do-it, 
in-ion) Happy Christmas, daughter. I replied, 
“Nollag Shon Duit, Athair” (aught-air).

Happy Christmas, father. My mother smiled 
and said “Boldog karasconyt”. I wished her a 
Happy Christmas back in Hungarian.

Merry hristmas to you and yours

The First Snow
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Heard On 
the Street

  by Cathey Carney

256-533-2400

e r t er n t  c rrect identif  
the youngster below wins a full one-
year subscription to “Old Huntsville”  

Call (256) 534-0502
This girl loves history and music, 

is on many historic boards, 
volunteers for everything, and has 

a story in this issue.

It's really hard to say Merry 
Christmas this year. It's the 
scariest, strangest year we've 
had in a long time. There are 
so many who have lost family 
members to Covid, and the rest 
of us are just trying to not get it. 

Remember that there are 
some things you can do to help 
yourself, and you've got to do 
it. umber one  et your flu 
shot. Doctors have told us that 
the flu shot will help a ainst 
Covid, not sure how much. 

ou don t want flu and o id 
at the same time  

Secondly, wear your mask 
when you go out - for yourself 
and others  robably most im-
portant tho is keep yourself as 
healthy as possible, you have 

to maintain a good immune 
system. Google "lung exercis-
es" and do them, even while 
healthy.

Vit D supplements, Vit C, 
Zinc, Magnesium - all these are 
critical and have been shown 
to help. Airborne I swear by, 
not daily but at the first si ns 
of a cold or cough. Green Tea - 
every day - also it soothes you. 
Eat a healthy diet and get mod-
erate exercise, outdoors - like 
your Grandma told you.

Our doctors and nurses and 
hospitals are overwhelmed by 
patients and you have to keep 
yourself out of there  o ta e 
care of yourself, just be smart 
about the way you eat and find 
something to keep your spirits 
up. Help others when you can. 
We'll get through this but the 
journey may be a tough one.

This year’s Veterans Day 
Parade was cancelled, but Tut 
Fann Veterans Home was the 
scene for a drive-by parade. 
Thanks to Rae Kryc, Tut Fann 
Activities Director, John Perry 
of Intuitive Research and Tech-
nology Corp., Bennie Jacks for 
putting the word out and many 
others who helped make this a 
better day for our vets whom 
we are so proud of. It started 
at the Max Luther Commu-
nity Center and passed by the 
Veterans home. Thank you to 
all who participated and espe-
cially thank you to all our Vet-
erans.

Our photo winner for the 
Photo of the month for Novem-
ber was Claudia Hill of Hunts-
ville. The Photo was that of a 
young Mitch Howie, attorney 
on North Side Square. Clau-
dia said she graduated from 
Huntsville High School with 
Mitch and she remembered 
him from school.

Not too many were able to 
find the tiny mas  I hid  it was 
on p. 24 in the Downtown Res-
cue Mission ad, bottom left - 
see it now? Jerry Webster from 

thens was the first sharp eyed 
caller  con ratulations

We got a call about one of 
our readers - Agnes Reid is  
and she reads the Old Hunts-

ille from co er to co er  he 
lives in New Market and is 
very independent - you ROCK 

nes
Jerry McCutcheon of Laceys 

prin  has been brin in  fire-
wood to Huntsville for many 
years. his is probably my th 
year of orderin  firewood from 
him and having it delivered - 
nothing like that crackling and 
smoke and heat on a cold night. 

ery co y



Old Huntsville   Page

Remembering Eula Battle
Several years ago the Golden K Kiwanis asked Eula Battle to 

speak at our breakfast meeting. She could choose the topic. She 
chose Free2Teach, the organization she had co-founded to give free 
supplies to school teachers. She told us how it started in her garage 
and ended up in a huge warehouse on Leeman Ferry. She had a 31 
year career as a school teacher and loved every child. 

Eula was really worried about teachers having to buy school 
supplies out of their own money. many did it but it was a struggle. 

o she decided to help. o date ree each has distributed o er  
million in supplies (free to teachers). But that is for another story.

This story is about the Kiwanis meeting. At the end of her talk, 
many had questions and Eula said, “Just come over and see for  
yourself  o se eral of us did. It was ust mind blowin . eachers 
would enter, pick up a cart (donated) and choose from thousands 
of supplies. While there I asked her, “Eula what if Tommy becomes 
Governor (he was running at the time) - what will you do with 
Free2Teach?” I’ll never forget, she said, I’ll just start them all over 

labama  
We lost Eula way too ear-

ly, she passed away on Oct. 
20, 2020, Her passing leaves 
a hole in the hearts of many 
in Huntsville. Eula is sur-
vived by husband Tommy 
Battle, their son Drew Battle 
and wife Lauren; grandsons 
George and Benjamin; broth-
ers Dr. Robert Sammons 
(Louise), Dr. Calame Sam-
mons (Dianne) and Bill Sam-
mons (Laurie), sister Susan 
Sammons Sullins (Bill) and 12 
nieces and nephews.

Ianthia Bridges has a fam-
ily with a ton of special days in 
December. Yolanda Ramsey is 
her aunt from Orlando, FL who 
has a ec. th birthday. er 
cousin Cedric Johnson has a 
birthday ec. th as well. Ian-
thia’s brother and sister in law 
are Carl and Tammy Ramsey 
and they will celebrate their 
wedding anniversary on Dec. 
23rd. Her uncle and aunt are 
Mark and Tammy Ramsey of 
Camden, Al. and their special 
anniversary is on Christmas 
Day. Then Marie Ramsey, her 
aunt, has a Dec. 12th birthday. 
Marie lives in Camden, Al. 
That’s alot of celebrating in De-
cember  

Many of us ladies wear 
powder make-up; eye shadow, 
face powder, etc. It occurred to 
me one day that talc is the in-
gredient that’s in much of our 
make-up and isn’t that the sub-
stance that has cancer-causing 
particles in it?  Baby powder is 
just one product that contains 
talc and that’s been proven to 
be not safe. Maybe there will be 
some research into that soon.

Don Royston worked for 
Thiokol Chemical Corpora-
tion for 30 years, and raised his 
family here. He was a Golden 
K Kiwanian for over 20 years 
and raised thousands of dol-
lars for kids and their families, 
who were having rought times. 
Don was one of those energet-
ic, funny guys who was kind to 
everyone, super hard working. 
The kind of guy you think will 
live always. Lots of hearts were 
broken when Don passed away 
on Nov. 10. His family was 
with him when he died. We 
just weren’t ready to say good 
bye to him yet.

In upcoming issues we will 
write more about Don; he also 
wrote some stories for Old 
Huntsville years ago, and they 
were really good. He’s watch-
ing over his 4 girls now.

John and Peggy Richard 
have been married now for 60 
years  heir anni ersary was  

Nov. 12 and people said it 
would ne er last   on ratula-
tions to the lovebirds.

Oscar Llerena was a Christ-
mas Eve present for his par-
ents  scar was born on ec. 
24 and currently lives with his 
beautiful family in Miami. He’s 
a proud graduate of Huntsville 

i h chool  class of  and 
he puts greetings to the class in 
each ld unts ille issue  e 
love you, Oscar.

Our good friend Louie Tip-
pett had a birthday on Novem-
ber 22 and probably had a par-
ty planned by sweet wife Jane  

appy irthday ouie
Medical experts are telling 

us that we need to spend more 
time outdoors even if it’s chilly, 

so in honor of that I have hid-
den a small pinecone some-
where in the pages of this issue. 
Note I didn’t say Teeny tiny - I 
overdid it the last few months 
and ery few could find what 
I hid. This one will be easier - 
so if you spot it and call me, 
you win a year’s subscription 
to this magazine that has been 
going strong now for nearly 31 
years. 

Just to be on the safe side, 
you might want to stock up 
a bit on the paper products 
again. Sometimes bad weather 
in other  parts of the country 
can delay shipments that arrive 
here. 

Have a safe and happy 
Christmas.
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Gifts of Love

RECIPES

  
Hazelnut Butter Crunch

 c. all purpose flour 
1/3 c. chopped hazelnuts 
1/4 c. packed brown sugar 
1/4 c. butter
  Mix all til crumbly - distrib-

ute e enly in a buttered x  
inch pan. Bake at 400 degrees 
til olden brown   to  min-
utes. Stir & cool, store in cov-
ered container or give as a gift.

Chocolate Nut Truffles
1 c. Eagle Brand condensed 

milk
4 oz. chocolate chips
2-1/2 c. powdered sugar
1 t. vanilla
 c. pecans  chopped fine

  Melt chocolate in top of a 
double boiler or in microwave 
oven for 30 second intervals. 
Add the condensed milk, let 
it cook 3 minutes, stirring con-
stantly. Remove from heat, add 
sugar, blending thoroughly. 
Add vanilla and nuts, shape as 

desired. Dip in melted choco-
late or roll in coconut or cocoa 
powder. Refrigerate.

Grandma’s Lace
2 sticks butter, softened
3 c. brown sugar, packed
l egg 
1/4 t. salt
1 t. vanilla or almond extract
4 c. quick rolled oats
  With your mixer, blend 

the butter and sugar. Add egg, 
vanilla, salt and blend in oats. 
Spray a light coating of oil on a 
cookie sheet, make small balls 
on the sheet, two inches apart, 
and don’t overcook. Bake at 

 de rees for  minutes. ool 
completely before removing 
them from cookie pan or they’ll 
stick together.

Coconut Meringues
4 egg whites 
1-1/4 c. sugar 
2-1/2 c. coconut, shredded

1 t. vanilla extract
1/4 t. salt
  reheat o en to  de-

grees. Lightly grease a cookie 
sheet. Beat your egg whites in a 
deep glass bowl til foamy, beat 
in sugar, continue beating until 
stiff and glossy. Do not under-
beat. Fold in remaining ingre-
dients, drop mixture by heap-
ing teaspoonfuls about 2 inches 
apart onto your cookie sheet.

Bake for 20 minutes and 
they’re light brown. Immedi-
ately remove from cookie sheet 
and cool. Store in a tightly cov-
ered container.

Almond Brittle
2 c. sugar
1   c.   almonds,   slivered  & 

toasted
3 T. butter 
Pinch baking soda
  Cook sugar in an iron skil-

let over low neat, stirring con-
stantly til it forms a syrup.

Remove from stove and stir 
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The Historic Lowry House wants to Thank all of our 
First Responders, our Hospital Workers, Doctors and 

Nurses, Police Officers - who work so hard 
every day to keep us well. 

We have so much appreciation for each of you.

1205 Kildare St. - Huntsville, 
Al  35801

call (256) 489-9200 for info

The Historic Lowry House

www.historiclowryhouse.com

in the almonds. Add butter and 
soda, pour onto greased cookie 
sheet to cool, break into pieces 
when cool and store.

Macaroons
1-16-oz. pkg. angel food 

cake mix 
1/2 c. water 
1-1/2 t. almond extract

 c. fla ed coconut
  In a bowl beat the cake 

mix, water and extract, use low 
speed for 30 seconds. Scrape, 
beat on medium speed for an-
other minute. Fold in the coco-
nut, stir. Drop by teaspoonfuls 
onto a parchment paper-lined 
baking sheet.

a e at  de rees for 
12 minutes, remove paper with 
cookies to a wire rack to cool 
completely.

Best Dark Fudge
3 c. semi-sweet chocolate 

chips
1 dash salt
1-1/2 t. vanilla extract
1   can Eagle Brand  sweet-

ened condensed milk
2 c. walnuts   or   pecans, 

chopped
  In a heavy saucepan over 

low heat, melt the chips with 
the Eagle Brand and salt. Re-
move from heat, stir in the nuts 
and vanilla. Spread evenly over 

parchment paper lined x  
pan. Work quickly because it 
will harden in seconds. Cover 
and chill overnight - next day 
turn fudge onto cutting board 
and remove paper, cut into 
small squares, store in refrig-
erator.

Forgotten Crispies
2-1/2 c. powdered sugar
4 egg whites
1 t. cream of tartar
1 t. vanilla extract
1 t. ground cinnamon
1 c. pecans, minced
  Beat all ingredients except 

nuts for  minutes  then add 
nuts and drop by teaspoonfuls 
onto greased cookie sheet.

a e at  de rees for an 
hour, turn heat off, leave in 
oven til cool.

Peanut Butter Cookies
1 c. chunky peanut butter
1 c. brown sugar
1 egg, beaten
1 t. vanilla extract
Pinch salt
  Stir all ingredients til com-

bined. Shape level tablespoon-
fuls into balls, place 2 inches 
apart on a buttered cookie 
sheet. Flatten with fork.

a e at  de rees for  
minutes and cookies are set, 
but don’t overcook. Cool for 

 minutes and remo e to wire 
racks to cool, about an hour. 

Brandy Balls
 c. finely crushed anilla 

wafers
1 c. powdered sugar
3 T. cocoa powder

 c. pecans  chopped fine
1/4 c. brandy or rum
1/4 c. light Karo syrup

SUGAR MIXTURE
1/2 c. granulated sugar
1/2 c. cocoa powder
  In a large bowl, combine 

the first six in redients in order 
listed. Mix well with spoon and 
set aside. On a plate mix 1/2 
cup granulated sugar with 1/2 
cup cocoa powder, mix well 
and spread out. Roll small balls 
of the wafer mixture then roll 
in the sugar/cocoa mixture.

These make the perfect gift 
in a pretty covered container. 

our friends will lo e them
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Lewter 
Family  
Park
by Anna Lee

“A goal without a plan is 
just a wish.”

Anon.

 If you see a small group 
of women practicing yoga un-
der trees, children riding on 
swings, boys shooting hoops, 
or even men playing bocce 
ball in a sandy court, you must 
be at the Lewter Family Park 
in Huntsville’s Five Points 
neighborhood.

A small treasure, the park 
has existed since 1926 and 
was fi rst nown informally as 
the “Wellman Avenue Play-
ground.” Originally just a va-
cant lot behind two houses on 
Pratt Avenue, the area adjoins 
an east-west alley and is on the 
southeast corner of Wellman 
and Windham Avenues. The 
houses belonged to members 
of the Lewter family who own 
the Lewter Hardware Store 
downtown and they made the 
area available to the public. At 
that time, local children also 
played in the ditch that once 
ran down Wellman Avenue 
and the nearby pipes. (When 
they could get away with it!) 
At Christmas time, grown-
ups gathered the leftover trees 
and held a hu e bonfi re in the 
ditch.

Over the years, the Lew-
ters continually paid taxes 
and maintained the area. As 
the neighborhood grew, they 
put up swings and a basket-
ball hoop. They permitted the 
area to be used for games and 
public programs, often orga-

nized and led by high school students in their summer jobs. A city 
employee, Mrs. Dallas Brown, helped out and occasionally made 
sack suppers for the children.

In 1984 the Lewters asked the City of Huntsville to take over 
the park. School Board member Milton Cummings and the then-
Mayor Loretta Spencer agreed. The City’s Green Team later added 
a small parking space for cars and built 16 raised beds for a com-
munity garden where neighbors can stake a claim and grow their 
own vegetables. It’s a welcome addition in such a shady neigh-
borhood. In order to honor the generosity of the “founders,” the 
City put up a sign that reads “Lewter Family Park.”

The Green Team uses the park twice a year, in the spring and 
fall, as headquarters for a neighborhood clean up. They supply 
the volunteers with vests, garbage bags, gloves, grabbers, water 
and popcorn. ometimes the olunteers e en paint the area s fi re 
hydrants! At the end of the clean up, door prizes are awarded. In 
the year 2019, a total of 80,000 volunteers participated in this and 
other such civic activities.

So, if someday you meet Donald Lewter or his sons Donny 
and Mac at the hardware store and you tell him you enjoy “their” 
park, he will probably smile and say, “Good. That’s what we 
hoped for!”
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Shaver’s Books

Inventory 
Reduction 

Sale
30% Off

Through December 31, 2020

Shaver’s Books - (256) 533-7364 
email shaversbks@comcast.net

Railroad Station Antiques  -  (256) 533-6550
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Homemade 
Christmases We 
Could Count On

by Jean Brewer McCrady

Christmases were a long time in 
coming ‘round, but we knew exactly 
what to expect at the end of the long 
wait. Presents under the tree were not 
the “big thing.” It was the two weeks 
of special treats that came ahead of 
Santa and lingered for the few days 
following his brief visit. As predict-
able as the sunrise, about mid-Decem-
ber Daddy would come in from town 
with the car loaded with a variety of 
treats that we never saw at other times 
of the year. 

It was always the same variety. A 
crate of apples, a crate of oranges and 
a dozen or more white paper sacks 
filled with nuts and candies. here 
were pecans, English walnuts and 
Brazil nuts all in the shell; raisins on 
the stem, candy orange slices, choco-
late and caramel fudge; chocolate 
drops with soft white centers, pep-
permint sticks, colorful hard ribbon 
candy, and mixed sizes and shapes of 
hard candies. We would watch in ea-
ger anticipation as he transferred the 
treats from the car to the dining room 
pantry. 

This storehouse of goodies would 
be enjoyed as Christmas approached, 
according to a plan that made them 
last just the right number of days. 
When it was time for a round of or-
anges, Daddy would cut a small hole 
in the stem end of the orange so we 
could suck the juice out while turn-
ing and squeezing the orange until it 
was dry. Then we would tear it open 
and eat the pulp from the inside of the 
peeling.

Equally anticipated with joy was 
the batch of Christmas cakes Mama 
would make and store up. Again, 
there was variety and always the 
same variety. She would start with a 
4-layer white cake iced with whipped 
egg white frosting then covered with 
shredded coconut. Then a devil’s food 
cake with shiny chocolate frosting that 

would get brittle over time. A favorite was the jam cake she 
made with jam preserved during the summer from blackber-
ries we pic ed alon  the cotton field fence rows. It had brown 
sugar frosting that today we would call caramel. 

The cake she considered her specialty was a 4-layer yellow 
cake stacked with applesauce. The longer it sat, the better it 
got. You have to wonder how a family of 6, two of them small 
boys, could consume that many cakes in a span of a few days, 
particularly since there was little or no refrigerated storage. 
She wanted to make sure there was enough sweets on hand 
for any company that might drop in. In those days, kinfolks 
didn’t wait for an invitation to visit; they came when the notion 
would strike and work loads permit.

The Christmas traditions I just described spanned the 
years that my sister Net and I were in late elementary school 
and middle school. Until then, I can’t recall our ever having a 
Christmas tree in the house. That changed with our “coming of 
age.” When it was time to put up the tree, there was no trip to 
a store to select one. With our two brothers Buzz and Ray still 
too young to be involved in this adventure, Net and I would 
get the hatchet from the smokehouse and head out to the same 
fence rows where we had picked blackberries in the summer, 
in search of a just-right cedar tree. Meaning one about 4 feet 
tall, with only one “ugly” side (that we could put facing the 
wall), with full branches, a small enough trunk for us to chop 
through with the hatchet, and light enough for us to lug home 
without dragging on the ground. Daddy’s part was to level off 
the severed trunk and nail a stand onto it, made of two crossed 
pieces of board.

Then the real fun started—creating and applying our home-
made decorations. First, we covered the stand with a layer of 
cotton we had saved for that special purpose. For ornaments, 
we scoured the nearby woods for Sweetgum tree balls we could 
wrap with the chewing gum tinfoil we had accumulated dur-
ing the year. Sweetgum balls have a little stem attached that 
is curved on the end just right for hanging over a cedar twig. 
We made chains from strips of red and green construction pa-
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per, with the ends looped over and pasted 
together to form the links. The paste was a 
mix of flour and water. or se eral years  
the only store-bought decorations we had 
were icicles, which we meticulous removed 
one by one when taking down the tree, to 
save for the next year. Eventually we ac-
quired a few small plain red, blue and green 
ornaments to supplement our homemade 
decorations.

As for Santa’s role in our early Christ-
mases—we always got presents that were a 
surprise on Christmas morning. Typically 

et and I would et dolls. he first such 
Christmas I remember, I was nearly age 
3 and a half and in less than a week, Net 
would be 5.  Santa must have decided the 
a e difference ustified a difference in the 
two dolls. Net’s was larger and had a soft 
cloth body with hard arms and legs. Mine 
was smaller, all rubber and a different color. 
Apparently I did not agree with the deci-
sion to “discriminate” and proceeded to put 
mine in the oven of the wood-burning cook-
stove when no one was looking, (I can clear-
ly remember that intentional walk through 
the kitchen to the stove.) My show of dis-
satisfaction was discovered by the smell of 
burning rubber the next time Mama built a 
fire in the sto e. hereafter  for as lon  as 
Santa brought dolls for our Christmas, they 
were identical.

Another gift that stands out in my mem-
ory was not from Santa, but from Mrs. Jones, 
wife of our landlord while living on the land 
that was to be Redstone Arsenal. She gave 
us a Bible Story Book and the one story I re-
member is that of esus bein  crucified. ne 
of my and Net’s afternoon chores was to 
bring in “stowood” from the woodpile for 
the coo sto e and fireplace. fter readin  
that story, I remember feeling so extreme-
ly sad and crying profusely while making 
those trips to the woodpile in the back-
yard. I couldn’t understand why on earth 
they would kill Jesus, and in such a pain-
ful way. Having no concept of the politics of 
that day, it seemed so unfair and made no 
sense to me. (I still don’t understand the aw-
ful things people do in the name of politics; 
they still make no sense to me.)

This Christmas, and for every remain-
ing one we have, let us each give the gift of 
kindness to everyone we know and love, as 
well as to those we don’t know. Kindness to 
strangers is still kindness and just as much 
needed. Especially in places where it’s least 
expected. Be the Christmas Blessing that 
others can count on.

It was Christmas Eve, 1951. I was a new 2nd Lt in an 
artillery battalion on its way to Germany. We were to be 
part of NATO's cold-war force to discourage any Soviet 
movement into western Europe.

After a week's trip from New Orleans, our troop ship 
docked at Bremerhaven, Germany. It was a drab day - 
cloudy, damp and chilly. The port’s PA system was play-
ing Bing Crosby’s (Der Bingle) “White Christmas.” We 
moved from the ship to a nearby train to go on to our new 
“home” where we arrived the next day.

Der Bingle’s “White Christmas” was the only public 
Christmas celebration for about 750 of us that year. 

It was something I never forgot. I stayed in the Army 
for 20 years.

An Army Christmas
by Eugene M. Simonson, Colonel, 

U.S. Army, Retired
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“Take Control of Your Comfort”

AL Cert# 02229

The Christmas 
I Almost 

Caught Santa  
by Ann Gates

Most of us have at least 
one Christmas that stands 
out in our memory. Mine 
is the Christmas of 1956. I 
had just turned 10 years 
old. That year had been a 
difficult year for me. he 
best person in my life, the 
man who I knew as Dad-
dy (my granddaddy) had 
passed away suddenly 
with a heart attack earlier 
in the year when I was 
only 9. I was devastated. 
He was my favorite per-
son in the world! Daddy 
was the person who spent 
the most time with me, 
playing with me in the af-
ternoon when he got off 
work, teaching me child-
hood games, taking me 
fishin  lettin  me han  
out with him when he 
was working in the yard 
- he made everything fun.

I lived with, and 
was being raised by, 
my grandparents - and 
Christmas was always a 
fun time  filled with lots 
of excitement and expres-
sions of love. Christmas 
was coming! I didn’t 
know what to expect 
that year because of the 
weight of sadness that 
overshadowed our home. 
Mother (my grandmoth-
er) had to go to work out-
side the home in order to 
make ends meet. There 
were no more times of 
playing with me - because 
there just wasn’t time or 
energy left at the end of a 
long, tiring day. Besides, 
Daddy was gone. Life 
was very different now.

Then....

December 24th was here! Santa Claus was coming tonight! I was 
told to go to bed and go to sleep so “Santa could come.” Well... .the 
anticipation of Santa coming kept this little girl’s heart and head so 
excited that I just could not go to sleep. I was tucked in my bed in the 
back bedroom of the house - but my eyes were wide open. Mother 
was in her bed in her room. Soon, I heard our front door open. I heard 

rustling noises in the living room, as if there might be presents being 
placed under the tree! So, I thought, now’s my chance to see Santa! I 
jumped up from my bed, and ran through the house, hoping to see the 
jolly old elf himself! But in my haste to get to the living room, I must 
have been making enough noise so that he heard me coming and he 
quickly disappeared. I actually heard the front door close! When I got 
to the living room, there were no presents under the tree! My heart was 
crushed! I knew then that I had scared him away. I went to Mother’s 
bedroom where she was still in bed. Sobbing, I said “Mother! I think I’ve 
just scared Santa Claus away!” 

She said, “Well, maybe if you go back to bed and be very quiet, and 
don’t make a sound, maybe, just maybe he will come back. But if he 
does, you must not try to see him! You must just stay in your bed and 
let him do his work! Do you understand? He has other places to be to-
night!” 

I promised I would do just as she said. I went back to bed. I covered 
up my head and listened for the front door to open again. It seemed 
like hours later (but I’m sure it was just minutes), the door opened once 
again. I heard all kinds of noises coming from the living room, but I was 
determined not to try to peek this time. After what seemed like forever, 
the door closed once again and I ran into the room to discover the most 
wonderful display of toys and expressions of love I had ever seen!

Years later, I asked Mother who it was that came to our house that 
Christmas Eve, and she smiled and said “Why Santa Claus, who else?” 
To this day, 64 years later, the only explanation I’ve ever had for the 
Christmas visitor is Santa. So, I choose to believe in the magic of Christ-
mas. That magic is “Love”.

We know the REAL meaning of love is Jesus. He’s the REAL meaning 
of Christmas. We are celebrating His birth. My heart is full and grateful 
for Love and for precious memories. Merry Christmas to one and all!
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by Ted Roberts

Dear Mum,
What a year we’ve had! With the 

fire s warmth wor in  on the outside 
of me and a half pint of mulled wine 
doing the same inside, I’m as happy 
as the Lord Mayor of London. What 
more would a man want than a good 
wife and a bunch of kids with the 

low of the fire on their pin  chee s. 
That’s exactly what I’ve got around 
me - my good wife and children. Tiny 
Tim, too. When I call him over to sit 
next to me, he straightaways walks 
over. NO CRUTCH and NO LIMP. 
That’s the grandest Christmas mira-
cle of all.

All of it due to my employer, a 
gent named Ebenezer Scrooge. This 
fellow, Scrooge - my employer - was 
meaner than a green hickory switch. 
Three shillings a week, he paid me. 
In at dawn, out when the streets were 
dark as himself.

I tell you  croo e was a fire
breathing dragon 364 days a year, but 
on Christmas he grew a second, scaly 
head. I don’t know what it was about 
Christmas that made him so miser-
able. I tried to stay out of his way, but 
Christmas Eve I’d come softly into 
his room to plead for the holiday. 
He’d be wrapped in his great coat, 
huddled over a single desk candle. 
He wanted me to beg, and beg I did. 
As humbly as a street beggar. When 
he yielded - as though it was his day 
to give - I thanked him properly. But 
my heart was full of hate - on Christ-
mas Eve, can you imagine.

But then something happened; 
I never saw a man change direction 
overnight - like Mr. Scrooge. Let me 
come to the point. The mystery began 
Christmas Day when the butcher boy 
knocks on our door carrying a great 
turkey. It’s for us, he says. It’s enough 
turkey for a week’s meal supported 
by bread and pudding. But there’s no 

note. Who could afford it and who would send it to us?
“Mr. Scrooge,” says Tiny Tim.
Sure, and Queen Victoria wants us all to join her for supper at 

Buckingham Castle.
hen the next mornin  at wor   the first day after hristmas 

- I’m late. So I’m sneaking in and Mr. Scrooge, with a voice that 
would drown the chimes of Big Ben, shouts, “Front and center 
Cratchit”. Oh boy. I tremble. That turkey, I’m thinking, is gonna 
ha e to last a lon  time  a lifetime  because in fi e minutes I ll be 
an ex-clerk.

But no. Mr. Scrooge ups my salary - tells me to throw some coal 
on the fire. e ta es me across the street to ilshires and buys me 
a mug of their best. Sits right down at the table drinking with me, 
his cler . e s uite out of his mind tal in  li e he s had a fla on 
instead of a cup. Says he’s been a miserable old geezer, but that’s 
over now. “I’ve been reborn,” he says.

It’s been almost a year now and Mr. Scrooge, God bless his re-
born heart, has been as good as his word. Last night after a festive 
meal at my place - with him in attendance - we threw Tim’s crutch 
in the fire and watched it burn. ncle bene er s doctor made a 
miracle. In short, Mr. Scrooge has become our benefactor.

That fella Dickens - the one who writes the stories - sent me a 
note last week. Wants to do a Christmas tale about Mr. Scrooge. 

erybody on the street has noticed his spiritual flip flop. n-
gels,” says Charley Dickens. “Celestial visitors,” says Charley. 
They’re nuts, you know, them writers.

o what happened to fix his ailin  heart  I thin  it was a wom-
an. He met some sweet patootie who warmed his heart and cracked 
that loc  on his wallet. ou don t thin  a fli ht of an els flew down 
here and shook out the miser’s soul like a wet sheet? That’s silly.

Well, Mum, we’ll see you in a couple of weeks. Get your old 
hound ready. Tim will be wanting to run the meadows with him.

Fondly, Your Son, Bob

A Letter from Bob 
Cratchit 

110 Cheapside Lane,  London 
October 2, 1824
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A Christmas 
memory in 1983

by M. D. Smith, IV

Raising eight children, my wife and 
I have told many “Santa tales” and an-
swered a gazillion hard questions from 
our children when they were young.

My most memorable discussion came 
on a Christmas season long ago when our 
only dau hter was fi e. ein  the only 
girl in the family, she seemed the most 
curious at her young age.

"Why are there more than one Santa 
on the streets and in the stores?"

anta s helpers  was the fi rst easy 
and practiced answer I remember. With 
four older brothers, I knew a lot of the an-
swers.

"Where is the real Santa?"
"Busy with his elf helpers, making 

toys and preparing for the big Christmas 
Eve ride to bring them to good little 
girls and boys." Easy questions.

"Does Santa do that all year long at 
the North Pole?"

"Yep, all year, every year." I patted 
Allison's back. "And it's been that way 
since I was a kid, and since your grand-
parents were children."

"That's a long time." Allison sort of 
arched her eyebrows when she said that, 
but she didn't ask any more questions, 
until later that night when I tucked her 
in bed.

"Goodnight, Honey. You've been 
mighty quiet all evening."

Allison tightened her lip, arched her 
eyebrows, and, with a most sympathet-
ic voice, said, "I feel sorry for Santa."

I was so surprised. "Oh, Sweetie, he's a Jolly Old 
Elf doing just what he wants to do."

"He never gets a vacation, or even a day off. 
Years and years and not a single day off. I bet he 
and Mrs. Claus would like to go to the beach for a 
week." The image of Santa and Mrs. Claus in bath-

ing suits at the beach made my cheeks bulge, and I al-
most laughed out loud but restrained myself. Allison 
was seriously concerned.

“But he loves what he does, Sweetie, they are the 
happiest and most magical people on the planet. With 

his magic, he could do anything, but he 
chooses to do this for the boys and girls 
around the world.” I smiled and looked 
directly into her face with frowning eye-
brows. “Don’t you see? It’s what he wants 
to do.”

I was not sure I convinced her, but we 
ended the conversation that way with only 
a few more days to go to Christmas,

Christmas Eve arrived with all the stock-
ings hung with care. We left a plate out for 

Santa on a small tray. Allison wanted plenty of carrots 
for the reindeer who fl ew so hard  and extra coo ies for 
Santa, the hardest working person she knew.

Older son Brent insisted on a Budweiser as his con-
tribution to Santa. Not to get in an argument, I got one 
of my cans, ice-cold, to go with the cookies. When al-
most ready to hustle all the children to bed, Allison had 
a letter, folded four ways, to leave for Santa. We were 
not to read it. The lights were put out and all retired to 
bed, while Momma and Poppa watched TV in the den. 
The hall door to the bedrooms was shut.

“People tell you that everything old is new 
again, but if you wore it before, you’re too old 

to wear it the 2nd time around!”

Louise Avery, Huntsville
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I couldn’t stop myself from 

creeping in to read Allison’s 
letter to Santa, and I read it 
aloud to Judy.

“Dear Santa. Thank you. 
You work so hard. You never 
take a day off. It makes me sad. 
If you want to take the next 
year off, I will understand. We 
can give some of our toys to 
poor children who don’t have 
any. You work too hard. I love 
you, Allison Smith.”

My wife and I both choked 
up a bit on that letter. Our sons 
would never have thought 
such a thing or written a mes-
sage like that. We did a few 
Christmas Eve chores and 
went to bed. The next morning 
as the children all lined up out-
side the living room door, un-
til Daddy (that’s me) hollered, 
“Okay, I got the lights on with 
the movie camera running...” 
and the kids ran in the room, 
each squealing with excite-
ment running to “their” place 
in the room to see what Santa 
brought.

rent was the fi rst to loo  
by the ed e of the fi replace and 
shout, “Look, Santa drank the 
beer I left for him, he emptied 
the can.”

The whole family got quiet 
and looked. I said, “I hope it 
was still cold enough for him 
when he came.”

Allison hollered next. “My 
letter is gone, but look, there’s 
something in a tiny Christmas 
colored envelope on the tray by 
the cookie crumbs.”

Allison opened and read 
it to us. “Dear Allison: I have 
been delivering gifts and pres-
ents to good little girls and 
boys for longer than you could 

imagine. I enjoy the cookies, milk, carrots for reindeer, and the 
other things left to nourish me on my journey. But I have never 
gotten a ‘thank-you’ letter left for me like the one you put on the 
tray. I will cherish it forever, and tell all my Elves about that sweet 
and kind, Allison Smith, who lives in Huntsville. Mrs. Santa and I 
will keep it in our special book of memories. “

“Love, Santa.”
What a special Christmas we all had that year.

“Jesus enunciated the 
Golden Rule, which says 

to do one to others before 
they do one to you. He also 
explained that a man doth 
not live by sweat alone.”

Billy, 7, on Religion test
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I was inspired to write my own ar-
ticle about the Kiddie Club after read-
ing "The Friendly-Teers Club" article by 
Betty Miller Lewis in the August issue 
of OHM. I do not know Betty (since I 
ha e li ed in the est for fi fty six 
years, two of those years in San Fran-
cisco and fi fty four in eattle  but I did 
appreciate her memories of the Kiddie 
Club, some of which I had forgotten.

I had racked my brain over the name 
of the piano player so I was thrilled to 
see her memory of Donald Patrick. I 
had also forgotten that Mrs. Timmons 
was in charge of that wonderful vari-
ety show at the Lyric Theater for chil-
dren (performances, also, by some of 
those same children) every Saturday 
morning. It preceded, usually a "short" 
and then a cowboy movie. (Roy Rogers 
with, of course, Dale Evans and Gene 
Autry were my favorites.)

Mrs. Timmons had a deep voice 
that could mimic many voices so she 
was the reader of children's stories 
at the library several days a week for 
many years. I loved to go to the library 
on days that I did not have after school 
activities. I cannot remember 
exactly which days she read 
but I always looked forward to 
hearing her portray each char-
acter in the book. She also read 
the "funnies" in the newspaper 
on Sunday mornings on the 
radio, again, portraying each 
character in a voice that might 
have been their own.

As I remember, Martha Fleming's family owned 
the Lyric Theater and Mrs. Fleming could be seen, 
occasionally, at the Kiddie Club with one or two 
of her seven children in tow. I think, often, about 
what a wonderful thing the Kiddie Club was for 
the whole community.
As for my participation in the Kiddie Club, I along 

with two other friends sang the Andrew Sisters' ver-
sion of "Stars Are the Windows of Heaven" and an-
other time I did a tap dance on roller skates. I imagine 
that Dee Cummings probably sang "Sweet Georgia 
Brown" as she would "bring the house down "when 
she sang it in Mrs. Hazel Robinson's recitals. I did 

The Kiddie Club 
and More....
by Anna (Gene) Clift Chesnut

One gossip to another: 
“I won’t bore you with all 

the terrible details. In fact, 
I’ve already told you more 

than I heard myself!”
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not go every Saturday so I probably 
missed some notable performances.

When my husband told me we 
were mo in  to eattle in  my fi rst 
question was, "Where is that?"  My sec-
ond was (from my Kiddie Club knowl-
edge) "Are there cowboys and Indians 
there? "Yes, east of the Cascade Moun-
tains” as I later learned.

I was also interested to read from 
Betty's article that WBHP broadcast 
the performances of the Kiddie Club 
on the radio. I had forgotten that. 

Buster Pollard, whose family 
owned WBHP, was my third grade 
"boyfriend". We would hold hands 
across our desks in Mrs. Bradford's 
third grade class at West Clinton 
School. On some Saturdays we would 
meet at the Kiddie Club and hold hands 
while watching the performances and 
the movie. One Saturday we walked to 
my house from the Kiddie Club, Bust-
er was on his way to WBHP, which 
was at the far end of the block where I 
lived. We stopped at my house and sat 
on the front porch swing where I sud-
denly said "Kiss me!" 

He threw his hands up to his face 
and yelled "Noooo!" and that was the 
end of our "puppy love". The next day 
he told Margaret Anne Goldsmith that 
he liked her and “he would lie down 
in the middle of the street and let a car 
run over him if she didn’t like him.” 
Not sure how that went!

On April 16, 1999 an article ap-
peared in the Wall Street Journal about 
Buster Pollard from Huntsville, Ala-
bama building a lodge on Guntersville 
Lake in the old Adirondack style. My 
husband, an avid WSJ reader, asked 
me who Buster Pollard was and I told 
him my third grade “boyfriend” story. 

As we learned, later, a friend of 
my husband from boarding school, 
who had grown up in Lake Forest, Illi-
nois, was familiar with Buster because 
of their common interest in old boat-
houses.

Many years later the Symphony 
had a gala at the Art Museum and 
Margaret Anne and I were sitting with 
friends at the same table. Buster was 

there with his wife at another table.
Margaret Anne and I went up to the band leader 

and asked him to call Buster up to the stage and when 
he came we told him he “had” to dance with both of 
us at the same time while the orchestra played a jitter-
bug song. What a dancer he was, twirling both of us 
in sequence as if he had been planning for that dance 
all his life! 

eople cleared the fl oor for our exhibition . hat 
a joy for the three of us to have that last dance, as Bust-
er died the next year.

Memories of the Kiddie Club, both wonderful and 
bittersweet........

“Have you ever wondered why people who tell 
you to calm down are the ones who made you 

mad in the fi rst la e

Linda Brown, Arab
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A Tale of 
Two Gifts

by  Al Dean

 “It’s the most wonderful time of the 
year, with the kids jingle belling and ev-
eryone telling you be of good cheer. It’s 
the most wonderful time of the year.”

It’s the Christmas season. Decora-
tions have been pulled out of storage; 
trees have been adorned. Colorful lights 
hang from roofs and encircle shrubbery 
illuminating dark chilly nights. Except 
for me and my fellow procrastinators, 
fewer shoppers jam stores and malls be-
cause Covid-19 has encouraged more on-
line shopping. 

The pandemic is also responsible for 
the greater number of greeting cards 
we’ve received, not only from across the 
miles, but from neighbors and nearby 
friends from whom we have been isolat-
ed and haven’t seen for far too long. 

And in the glow of the season we re-
fl ect upon hristmases past. 

I was nine years old; my sister was 
seven. It would be several years before 
our family was complete: another sis-
ter and brother. Our mother had only 
completed the eighth grade of school, so 
teaching or nursing or secretarial work 
was not an option. But like many women 
of her time, she contributed to the war ef-
fort  wor in  briefl y on an assembly line 
building torpedoes at a munitions facto-
ry in Alexandria, Virginia shortly before 
WWII ended. The building she worked 
in is now home to the Torpedo Factory 
Art Center.

She was content being a housewife.
Dad had quit school after the fourth 

grade, worked the family farm and as 
an adult drifted into painting houses. To 
make ends meet, he worked part-time 

at one of the two dens of iniquity in our hometown: 
the poolroom, the other was a beer joint. He worked 
three evenings a week, and on weekends. He was also 
a member of the town’s Volunteer Fire Department, 
where he became addicted to turkey shoots sponsored 
by the VFD to raise working capital. We ate a lot of tur-
key during the turkey shoot season.

He had to borrow a gun or use the one provided by 
the VFD, a single barrel relic held together with tape 
that came apart when it was fi red. If he could ha e 
afforded one, it would have been an Ithaca model 37 
featherweight; twelve gauge, pump action, thirty inch 
barrel, hi-visibility front sight.

Mom knew how much he wanted one, but what 
could she do? She had no marketable skills. There was 
no discretionary income; no extra money to put aside 
until she could save the  $91.16. She did what she could. 
She washed other people’s clothes; she took in ironing; 
she cleaned the local Methodist Church, the Congrega-
tional Church, the Presbyterian Church and the East-
ern Star meeting place. No one asked her to join, her or 
those two rag-tag kids she dragged behind her. 

She collected pop bottles and beer bottles from the 

“That dog is NOT coming in this 
house. I don’t care how cold it is 

out there, dogs don’t stay inside.”

What you don’t hear anymore
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sides of the road; redeemed 
them at the grocery store; got 
two cents for the pop bottles 
and a nickel for the beer bottles. 
Never mind what people said 
about that crazy woman pick-
ing up bottles along the road. 

When she took my sister 
and me, our responsibility 
was to fi nd bottles thrown far
thest from car windows into 
the weeds bordering the road. 
Each brown bottle we found 
was a delight because of its val-
ue and because Mom made a 
big deal over our contribution.  
Dad knew nothing of her little 
scheme. She had to scramble 
to get everything done before 
he got home from work or af-
ter supper when he went to the 
poolroom.

Finally, one cold Christ-
mas day, a very special gift lay 
under the tree, the culmina-
tion of months of hard work 
and determination. Dad was 
speechless. His eyes glistened. 
My sister and I had never seen 
Dad like that. We didn’t know 
what to think. Dad said it was 
the greatest Christmas gift he’d 
ever received. It may have 
been, until one day his beloved 
wife of fi fty years passed away 
after a long battle with cancer. 

He tried to stay busy. He 
immersed himself in the paint-
ing contracting business he 
had built over the years, but 
late at night and in the early 
mornings, loneliness over-
whelmed him. The vastness 
of a bed holding one restless 
soul; the smell of coffee in a 
silent kitchen. In the midst of 
his emptiness, he was given 
another gift.

It didn’t come in a brightly 
wrapped box, under an ev-
ergreen tree bedecked with 
shimmering lights crowned 
with a star. It didn’t have to 
be returned because it didn’t 

fi t or it was the wron  color or 
he had one just like it that he’d 
never used, squirreled away in 
a closet. It was a gift that helped 
him deal with his loss; it didn’t 
eliminate it, but it gave him 
hope, strength and purpose. 

Though skeptical of the gift, 
I felt an unexplainable peace, 
so profound it nudged me into 
ministry. At age 72, he received 
the greatest Christmas gift of 
all. 

Downsizing?
Let us go to work for you. Our team 

has 49 years experience in selling 
beautiful homes.

Levoy Smartt - (256) 533-6457

Moving is a major 
event in your life 
and we can make 
sure it is a good 
process for you.

Call to see how 
we can help.

(256) 533-7599
800 Holmes Ave.
Five Points

Dine-In or Carry Out!
Yes We Cater!

Some of the best tastin’ chicken anywhere!

(256) 585-1725
815 Madison St.
(256) 721-3395
527 Wynn Dr. NW

(256) 464-7811
101 Intercom Dr.

Open Mon-Sat 10am - 9pm ** Closed Sunday

Christmas became real for 
Dad when he embraced the one 
in whose name we celebrate 
this season. And it seems to 
me  that in these diffi cult times  
having a little more hope, a lit-
tle more strength and purpose - 
a little more Christmas - makes 
a lot of sense.

Merry Christmas!
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rve  a s
by Belinda Talley

Archipelago Botanicals
Lampe Berger

Alabama & Auburn Gifts
Kitras Art Glass

Carruth Studio - Stone
Jim Shore

European Soaps
Patience Brewster

Unique & Unusual Cards 

We are NOW at 801 Holmes 
Ave., Huntsville, AL 35801
Directly across Holmes from 

Tenders, in the Carlisle Gallery

(256) 534-5854

Neighborhood Card 
& gift

 in Five Points

Owned & Operated by 
Theresa Carlisle

I was very curious to know about your Christmas traditions, 
so I asked a few questions and put them out to you on Facebook. 
I received hundreds of responses and with space limited, follow-
ing are the ones I picked. 

Different family traditions do not make one right or wrong, 
but so interesting. Thanks to each of you who responded. (Ages 
of those responding ranged from 23-87). Here were my ques-
tions:

    Does Santa come on Christmas Eve or Christmas Day? 
Ninety percent said that Santa arrives when you are sleeping on 
Christmas Eve.

   Are your Santa’s gifts wrapped or not? 51 not wrapped. 
17 were

   What was in your stocking? Oranges, tangerines, apples, 
nuts, gum, candy, Life Saver Book, Bolo paddle, Yo-yo, Hot 

heel ars  fi rewor s  lip loss  nail polish  colored pens  ump
rope, CD’s, jewelry, candy canes, lotions, toothbrush, hairbrush, 
gift cards, cash, movies, a deck of cards, and small toys.

Johny Gilbreath lived in north Huntsville, and “Santa came 
to see us fi rst  before the rest of you.  

Elizabeth Umbarger: My stocking always had a Christmas 
ornament from my grandmother. 

Liz Love Hewitt: I remember getting concert tickets in my 
stocking and mace spray! 

Carolyn Blue: The best stocking gift Santa ever brought was 
a puppy! That little thing was so cute sticking out of the stocking 
and hanging from the mantle. 

Anna Strickland Mavromat: I will never forget getting a 
birthstone ring in my stocking. I wore it until the prongs wore 
down to nothing. 

Brenda Post Bourland: My mother, always read the Christ-
mas story from the book of Luke. A tradition that I have carried 
on. 

Lana G. Denyer: Our gifts were not 
wrapped, but Santa put bows on them 
to dress them up. 

Nancy Woodall: I remember Santa 
coming in person one time to see us be-
fore we went to bed. 

Pat Fanning: I remember Bibles as 
gifts for Christmas. There was cash hid-
den inside certain scriptures, just more 
TREASURES in God’s word. 

Melanie Moore Bumgarner: Our 
fi rst hristmas married was different 
because one of us came from wrapped 
Santa gifts, and the other did not. 

Dale Hopper: We went to my 
grandparent’s house on Christmas Day, 
so Santa came on Christmas Eve. It is 
funny, I would go with Analoyce (my 
sister) to Mullins for chili hot dogs, and 
when we returned, Santa had just left 
our house. Darn. I missed him again! 
Oh, well, there’s always next year. 

Connie Brogdon Broadway 
Lougheed: I remember getting un-
wrapped ribbon candy, and it always 
had red fuzz stuck to it from the stock-
ing. 

“This ‘telephone’ has too many shortcomings to 
be seriously considered as a means of communi-
cation. The device is inherently of no value to us.”

Western Union internal memo, 1876
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Hampton Cove Funeral Home 
and Crematory

Affordable Funeral Package 
Starting at $5,995

6262 Hwy. 431 South * Hampton Cove, Al  

(256) 518-9168

Direct Cremations starting at $1095

Please Call for more Information:

Courtney Synowiec: One year in 
the stockings were Auburn Choco-
lates that looked like dollar bills. 
They all melted because we had a 
fi re in the fi replace  

Brittaney Shoemaker: My moth-
er, made us three-foot-tall, huge 
stockings. On Christmas morning, 
the stockings were too heavy to 
hang. They were lying beside the 
fi replace. 

Steve Moquin: Christmas morn-
ing, our gifts were wrapped. I do not 
know how Mom did it with eight 
kids.” 

Lynda Eilerman Senkbeil: We 
always went to First Presbyterian 
Church for Christmas Eve services. 
I still remember hearing Judge Par-
sons singing “Oh Holy Night.” We 
read the story of Baby Jesus’ birth in 
the Bible, hung our stockings, and 
went to bed. Christmas Day, we had 
a star-shaped cake for His Birthday! 

Rhonda Tate Childress: One 
time, my little sister, Sammie Tate 
Laster, and I woke up at two in the 
morning. We were playing with our 
new dolls and clothes that were in a 
doll suitcase. Daddy woke up and 
made us go back to bed. The excite-
ment was real! 

Sarajane Steigerwald Tarter: 
My mom or dad read the Christmas 
story from the Bible. We also went to 
church on Christmas Eve. 

Dianna Cook: Santa came on 
Christmas morning. 

Margaret Raymond: (my sister) 
and I each had a little roc er fi lled 
with different fruit and nuts types.

Christmas traditions must start 
somewhere. There was one unusual 
stocking item that caught my at-
tention. Why a jar of olives? I knew 
there must be a story.

Jane Anglea (Rawson): Santa 
came on Christmas Eve while I was 
sleeping. When I woke up, he had 

laid out my gifts on the sofa, by the Christmas tree. I always had a 
jar of olives in my stocking. Why olives? I had to ask. My mother 
told me that she had an unusual craving for salt as a child but was 
a healthy kid. At Christmas, they asked her what she wanted. She 
chose olives instead of candy! From-then-on, a jar of olives was in 
her and her sisters’ stockings. She continued the custom for my 
siblings and me. Today, I, my brother and sister, continue the Olive 
Family Tradition with our children.

You folks are the best. I asked, and you delivered. Oh, what a 
joy this has been. And I will continue to ask for your help. Thank 
you for your contributions. I could not write without you. Cathey 
Carney of Old Huntsville Magazine loves this idea and we want 
to keep her printing. Look for my “Grandmother Name” story in 
the January issue. Remember, “I make things up, and I tell stories.”

You are a fun blessing! Merry Christmas, Y’all, and Happy 
Birthday, Jesus.

“There should be a support 
group for women who can’t 

put their dishes in the 
dishwasher dirty.”

Maxine
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Charles Gates’ 
Garage

by Claudia Gates Hill

When Claude Gates was thirteen years old, 
his dad let him buy an old car from the junkyard. 
He paid $15.00 for it. They loaded it onto a two-
horse drawn wagon and took it home. Within a 
few months, Claude had it running.

When he was sixteen, he asked for and got a 
job working in the orange groves in Florida. He 
did numerous jobs such as planting trees, clear-
ing land, harvesting oranges and repairing bro-
ken equipment, including vehicles. The owners 
of the grove owned a service station on the land 
and Claude fi lled in there, too.

In 1939, he purchased a service station on 
the corner of Fifth Street and Humes Avenue in 
northeast Huntsville after he decided he was go-
ing to ask Methra to be his wife. His auto repair 
business at the station was so busy that, by the 
time they married, he was working on cars every 
night at their home.

Claude Gates Garage opened at its’ pres-
ent location in 1945. Located behind Claude’s 
place of residence, it began as a single car build-
ing. Several additions, built by his dad, Robert 
Gates, Sr., expanded the building to its’ present-
day size which includes an offi ce area and six 
work bays.

Throughout its eighty-plus years of operation, many 
employees have come and gone. His brothers, Leigh-
ton and Robert, Jr., as well as Phil Holloway and Gene 
Adcock, spent the majority of their working years em-
ployed there. Claude’s wife, our mother, Methra, was 
his bookkeeper/secretary until her retirement. All of us 
children did little odd jobs while growing up around the 
business.

Before Dad retired in 1978, the garage was incorpo-
rated, and the name changed to Gates Auto Repairs, Inc. 
Along with that came new management as he turned the 
business over to sons, Paul and Dehaan.

At present, the business is still in operation owned 
by our brother, Dehaan.

The rest of us kids: Janell became a CRNA; Gary 
(Ann) served many years as a Baptist minister.

Tim (Bonnie) ventured around as a traveling artist; 
Kay (Eddie Miles) taught elementary school.

Paul (Sheila, deceased) retired from the auto repair 
business; Mark owns and operates a machine shop and 
I, Claudia, (Don Hill) worked at the garage as Paul’s and 
Dehaan’s bookkeeper/secretary.

Come Shop our Antiques 
and Glass Gallery for 
that perfect, Unique 

Gift.

“Dear paranoid people who check 
behind their shower curtains for 
m rderers  i  o  do fi nd one  

what’s o r lan

Jesse Maples, Hazel Green
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I have always had a love of music. Proba-
bly because my mother and grandmother were 
both music teachers - both taught piano, Grand-
mother taught organ and Mother taught violin. 
Mother played in the Birmingham Symphony 
Orchestra prior to our moving to Huntsville 
in early 1952. She worked with Alvin Dreger 
and some of the German scientists to establish 
the Huntsville Civic Orchestra, predecessor of 
Huntsville Symphony Orchestra. 

Mother told me that from the time I found 
I could make noise with my mouth I was sing-
ing, or maybe it was "singing". I would also 
climb up on the piano bench and "play" the 
piano.

Soon enough I was really learning to play 
and sing. So when our church's new organist/
choir director Ken Turvey began asking if chil-
dren would be interested in choir, I excitedly 
asked Mother if I could join. I did. 

Back in the 1950s and 1960s the Huntsville 
Christmas Parade was at night and reasonably 
short, not the long type we have now. J. Oliver 
Johnson (Johnson High was named after him) 
was the man in charge of the parades. One year 
the parade had church choirs as part of the line-
up. I don't know where the truck came from or 
how the "organ" to accompany us was pow-
ered, but the truck had wooden sides to keep 
us from falling off. The "organ" was pushed up 
against the back of the cab. 

We learned one piece which I fell in love 
with and have had a passion for ever since: 
"WHAT CHILD IS THIS?" We sang this song 
as the truck went down one street, around the 
square, and returned up the other street. Yes, it 
was cold out, but we were all warm in the back 
of that truck.

Ken was our organist/choir director for 
about 50 years. Singing under his direction 
was a blessing. Learning and singing songs led 
by him was a true experience.

My love for music continued to grow 
thanks to this dear  man. Until he took us in 
an open truck to sing in the Christmas parade, 
Christmas caroling was something I’d only 
seen on the screen of a movie theater or a tele-
vision set.

Thanks to Ken, my love for Christmas 
grew with the words to “What Child Is This”.

by Carol Harless

My Love of  Music
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By Gail Lee, 5 Points

I have a few Christmas 
memories. Some good and 
some not so good. This one 
was both good and sad.

Back in 1960 or ‘61, I was 
only in the second grade at 
Lincoln School that was lo-
cated on Meridian Street in 
Huntsville. This was before 

we moved further east to 
Five Points. Back during that 
time walking to school and 
back home was just a normal 
thing to do. 

I remember having our 
Christmas party at school 
before it closed for break. 
Yes we called it a Christmas 
party. I remember my teach-
er asking if anyone who 
didn’t have a tree wanted 
the Christmas tree we had in 
our class room. I raised my 
hand. 

Why I thought we need-
ed it I don’t really remem-
ber but we must have really 
needed that tree! It was a 
small tree but I dragged that 
tree all the way home from 
Lincoln School to my home 
on Bass Circle. 

I was so proud of that tree 
but could never understand 

the bewildered look on my 
mom’s face when she met 
me at the door with that tree 
behind me.

This was a good memory 
for me because I was proud 
that I got the Christmas tree 
for our home that year.

Today I think about all the 
children who may not have 
a tree and they would be so 
proud to drag one home if 
it was only offered to them. 
We live in such a throw 
away world these days but 
some of those throw away 
things such as that tree could 
be such a blessing for those 
who don’t have things. 

I know it was a blessing 
for me. My Mom maybe not 
so much back in the day, but 
we decorated that tree and 
proudly planted it in our liv-
ing room.

Our Christmas Tree

B&W  AUCTION
December Auction Date

SAT..DECEMBER12th @ 10:00 A.M.=ABSOLUTE/NO RESERVES!
DON'T MISS THIS FINAL SALE OF 2020!! BRING YOUR TRUCKS, AND BRING YOUR 

TRAILERS TO PACK A LOAD. WE WILL START THIS SALE OUTSIDE (WEATHER PERMIT-
TING) AND MOVE INSIDE ONCE THOSE LOTS ARE SOLD. *IF THE WEATHER DOESN'T 
COOPERATE, WE'LL STILL START THIS SALE AT 10:00 A.M. AND EVERYTHING WILL BE 
SOLD INDOORS.* WE WILL BE CLEANING-UP & CLEARING-OUT FOR THE END OF THE 

YEAR—BUNCHES OF GROUPED, BUNDLED, BOXED, & PAIRED LOTS...AND, WE WILL 
BE SELLING IT ALL QUICKLY! HUNDREDS OF LOTS OF ANTIQUES, COLLECTIBLES, 

TOOLS, ADVERTISING, TOYS, GLASSWARE, & MORE HAVE TO BE MOVED OUT TO MAKE 
ROOM FOR 2021!!

*For pictures, listings, details, and directions log onto
www.auctionzip.com ~ Auctioneer Locator I.D. #5484. Call us for any

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

Follow and Like Us on Facebook as Well!

Antiques  -  Furniture  -  Collectibles  -  Glassware

Climate-Controlled
Smoke-Free Facility
Building is Always Full!

No Buyer’s Premium
No Phone Bidding
Major Credit Cards

Wilson Hilliard, ASL#97                               Bill Ornburn, ASL#683
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Renfroe Animal Hospital 
and Bird Clinic

1012 Mem. Pkwy. NW

Hours by Appointment

Phone 256-533-4411

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

Pets You Love

Across from Books A Million

Pet Tips 
from Angel

Cold Weather 
Fun

Getting pets who dislike the cold to 
go outside in winter can be a challenge, 
but chilly weather or not, pets need fresh 
air and exercise. ASPCA experts assure 
us that while short-haired and smaller 
breeds may require cozy apparel to 
protect them from winter’s bite, others 
simply need a little training to learn how 
to enjoy a cold-weather romp.

“With a few simple training tricks— 
and the right attire — pet parents can 
teach animal companions to be much 
more enthusiastic about playing out-
doors in winter” says ASPCA Animal 
Trainer Kristen Collins.

1.  Entice your pooch with off-leash 
exercise sessions; playing tug or fetch, 
or romping with canine buddies — the 
more aerobic the activity, the warmer 
the dog will be.

2.  If your dog’s playing off-leash, you 
can use treats to reward her for fetching 
toys — even if you usually don’t have 
to. The extra incentive might further 
spark her interest in the great (and chilly) 
outdoors.

3. Offer  your  pet  special treats   
during   outdoor   excursions. While on 
a brisk walk, pop something delicious 
into her   mouth   every   now   and then 
— or feed her breakfast by hand while 
outdoors. Always have a bottle of water.

4.  Winter is a great time to enroll in 
indoor training classes. Sports like agil-
ity and flyball are often tau ht in heated 
facilities and are excellent exercise for 
the canine body and  mind —  and you’ll 
enjoy them, too! 

5. Walk your pet in wooded areas 
during the winter months. The  forest  
not  only  provides protection from wind, 
but the rich smells, sights and sounds 
can be infinitely interestin  for do s to 
investigate, distracting them from chilly 
temperatures. It’s also much more com-
fortable than asphalt or concrete.

6.   Many dogs dislike going out-
side during winter because snow, salt 
and chemical de-icers hurt their paws. 
Canine booties can protect paws, while 
keeping them warm — and disposable 
latex boots are available for dogs who 
don’t like the feel of thicker boots.

7.   Musher’s Secret, a waxy sub-
stance that you can apply to your dog’s 
paws, can be an effective alternative to 
booties for protecting toes and paw pads 
in snow and ice. 

8.     Getting your dog to play outside 
may simply be a matter of keeping her warm:

     ress  puppies      who don t ha e as much body 
fat as adults— in a coat or sweater.

   et waterproof ear for wet days and reflecti e 
tape for evenings.

      In est in a well fittin  coat that co ers your do s 
back and underside (Fleece is nice!).

      tayin    warm   durin  winter ta es more ener y  
so increased food intake may be necessary. Good body 
condition means you can feel, but not see, your dog’s 
bones. If you can see his spine, hips and ribs, then he’s 
too thin and you should talk to your veterinarian about 
increasing his food intake.

9.  If you’ve tried everything and your dog still seems 
miserable when you take him outside, provide extra 
exercise indoors by playing games that involve physical  
exertion, like  tug-of-war.

10.  Help your dog expend mental energy by feeding 
her meals in food-puzzle toys, giving her plenty of things 
to chew, teaching  her   new   tricks   and playing interac-
tive games like hide-and-seek.

Make sure your dog has access to shelter and water 
at all times. Please remember, that if you’re cold, your 
dog probably is too and it’s time to go home. Be sure to 
watch for any distress with your pet while you’re out and 
remember to bring the water!
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“The Way It Was, The Other Side 
of Huntsville’s History”

A book of local stories by Tom Carney and 
other local authors

An Excerpt from

The night was cold and 
blustery, with a touch of snow 
in the air. It was a ni ht unfi t 
for mortal or beast, so when the 
old man with the beat-up violin 
case walked in and sat down in 
front of the wood-burning stove 
to get warm, no one paid much 
attention. On a night like this, 
everyone was welcome to share 
the warmth of the old bar.

It was a week before Christ-
mas and everyone was feeling 
low. Joe and Laura, sitting at 
the table in the corner, were 
depressed. No money, no gifts 
to give their relatives. It didn’t 
look like it would be a very 
cheerful Christmas. Benny, 
who had just lost his job, was 
sitting at the bar, carefully try-
ing to nurse one beer to make 

it last as long as 
he could. Even 
Cathey, the bar-
tender, was lost 
in thought, wondering 
how she would buy 
presents for her chil-
dren and pay rent at 

the same time.
The old man might have sat 

there forever without anyone 
paying any attention to him if 
he had not picked up his violin 
and begun playing. Softly and 
quietly he began, so low that it 
took the customers a few mo-
ments to realize where the music 
was coming from.

It was obvious to everyone 
that the old man and his violin 
had seen many years together, 
maybe a concert stage or maybe 
even a symphony orchestra. 
Hushed and hauntingly the mu-
sic poured forth  fi llin  the room 
and fi ndin  its way into e ery 
dark corner and crevice. With 
his head bowed and his fi n ers 
dancing softly on the strings, 
the old man and the instrument 
seemed as one. It was the music 

of the gods—music that would 
make an angel cry.

The customers stared at the 
old man as his music began to 
envelop them with its warm, 
haunting melodies. The music 
seemed to gently beckon to them 
until finally, unable to resist, 
they were caught up in its magi-
cal harmonies and transported 
to a time and place where ev-
erything was perfect. The only 
tears shed were those of joy. Rid-
ing on a crescendo of love and 
passion, the violin carried the 
customers to a place where time 
had no meaning and Christmas 
was in your heart forever.

Maybe it was because of the 
tears in the patrons’ eyes, but for 
whatever the reason, no one saw 
the old man leave. ...

Just a short story about an 
old man, his violin, and Jay’s 
Lounge. A completely meaning-
less story—unless you had been 
there.

An Old Man 
and His Violin

A lady ran after the 
garbage truck yelling, 
“Am I too late for the 

garbage?” 
The driver said, “No, 

jump in.”

by Tom Carney
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Curbside Delivery Available

(256) 489-3374

 255 Pratt Ave. NE - Huntsville Al  35801

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

visit us at www.bigedspizza.com
Proudly Serving You for 61 Years

Like us on Facebook

The state’s latest health order has been updated and allows us to open our 
dining room and patio back up with limited seating. The limited seating is to allow 
the recommended 6 ft distance between tables with no more than 8 people in a party. 

When there is a wait for a table, we will take your name and number and text 
you when it’s ready, that way you can either wait outside or in your car. 

For your safety, menus are posted above the tables, will be using single use 
condiments and all of our employees with be wearing masks while working. Curbside 
service also available. Thank you for your continued support and understanding dur-
ing this pandemic. If you have any suggestions, concerns or any other questions, 
just email us at bigeds61@gmail.com.

Tommy Talley grew up on 
Ninth Avenue in West Hunts-
ville, the oldest of three in the 
1950s. Most of the neighbor-
hood boys had heroes like Roy 
Rogers, The Lone Ranger, Gene 

utry and he ifl eman. hey 
all fought for justice and all were 
fast with a gun.

“I wanted to be just like Lu-
cas McCain (Chuck Connors) in 

he ifl eman. e would coc  
his rifl e faster than I could say 
lickety-split. Chuck Connors 
was a big guy standing 6 ft. 6 in. 
tall, and I wanted to be tall, like 
him, but that never happened.”

“Running around with older 
guys made me feel like a tough 
guy, more mature. We had out-
grown cap-guns and were ready 
for BB guns. Not just any BB 
Gun, it had to be one like The Ri-
fl eman  but not a rifl e. I wanted 
a aisy ed yder  un for 
Christmas, so I started bugging 
dad about it in October. I assured 
him that I was old enough and I 
knew how to handle it.”

“Santa came to our house 
on hristmas e. ll fi e of us 

would pile into daddy’s pick-
up truc . addy  mama  a
vid, Frances and I would climb 
into the cab to ride around and 
look at Christmas lights. People 
wouldn’t think of doing that 
now, not all in one seat.”

“I don’t remember having 
stockings, but the man in a 
red-suit left apples, nuts and a 
mesh bag of tangerines. Back 
then we only had tangerines at 
Christmas. We cut down a tree 
from the woods and the deco-
rations were simple. Our tree 
lights were multi-colored and 
I remember two hypnotic-like 
bubble lights;  one red and one 
yellow.”

The truck had hardly stopped 
when we three kids ran inside to 

see what Santa brought. Almost 
everyone was happy.

ad as ed me  on  didn t 
you want a aisy ed yder  
gun?”

My head hung down, as did 
my bottom lip, “Yes.”

“Well, what’s wrong?”
“I didn’t want a Pump BB 

gun; I wanted a Cock BB gun, 
li e he ifl eman.

“Red-faced and silent, dad 
picked up the gun. I never saw 
it a ain. nd I ne er ot a aisy 
Red Ryder Cock BB Gun.”

“That Christmas taught me 
one of the greatest lessons of my 
life. It is not about the gift, but 
the heart of the giver. We build 
character during lessons learned. 
I am a better man today because 
of it.”

by Belinda Talley, (as told 
to her by her husband 

Tom Talley)

A Christmas 
Lesson

“I just saw the sequel to 
the movie “Clones” and 

guess what?  
It was the same movie!”

Jeremy Stutts, Arab

In ancient times, the 
reason people shook 

hands was to show they 
were unarmed.
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For Christmas 1970 my 
husband and I purchased our 
first artificial hristmas tree in 
anticipation of the birth of our 
son  enis  in pril . It was 
a beautiful tree floc ed hea -
ily with artificial snow  which 
we purchased from JC Penny 
at their after-Christmas sale. 

or the first ten years of our 
marriage, we always had a live 
tree. My plan was to purchase 
new ornaments each year, then 
when enis rew up and ot 
married, we would give him 
the tree, along with all the or-
naments. Because we handled 
and stored the tree with great 
care, we used that tree for over 
twenty years.

That same Christmas, we 
bought a little stuffed reindeer 
and an elf as a present for our 
unborn child. We placed these 
under the tree that year and 
have continued to use these as 
part of our Christmas decora-

by Charita Smith Avery

tions each year. or years  enis was the baby on both sides of the 
family and as a result, he received Christmas gifts from everyone. 

dded to what anta brou ht  enis recei ed more ifts than 
a child probably should. I particularly remember one year when 
my brother a e him a red and blac  cowboy outfit and a tricycle  
when either of these nice gifts would have been great.

or se eral years when enis was youn er  we had a bi  
Christmas party at our home for him and his friends. We had a 
fireplace so anta could enter and  with the sound of reindeer 
bells, surprise the children with a visit and gifts for everyone.    
Many years we had the family Christmas dinners at our home, 
so enis was able to experience se eral orman oc well  
Christmases. It was always a rule at our house that the adults ate 
in the formal dining room, while the children ate in the kitchen. 

his particular year  when enis was ei hteen  he con inced me 
that he was now an adult and should be allowed to eat in the 
dining room, to which I agreed. We lived in the county so many 
times we had firewor s after dinner.

e always permitted enis to open one of his presents on 
Christmas Eve, saving the rest to open with his dad and me on 

hristmas mornin . en thou h enis was an only child  we had 
ery oyous and festi e hristmases. hen enis was youn er  

we had a birthday cake and sang “Happy Birthday” to Jesus.
or enis  th birthday  he as ed for money instead of 

presents from us so he could purchase what he wanted. This 
was certainly not a surprise since, as you probably know, most 
teenagers like to receive cash. (I always liked that idea for my-
self.) That year he gave me a beautiful set of angel candles in 
wooden candle holders, which he purchased at a candle shop 
in Madison Square Mall. I recall he informed me they cost him 
$34 and instructed me that I was never to burn them. I am still 
using these candles in a prominent place and will never burn 
them just as I promised.

The reason these eighteen Christmases are the ones I treasure 
is because these were the only ones I spent with my only child 
before he was killed in a car accident in May 1990. When I think 
back, I am so thankful I agreed he could eat at the table with the 
adults that year because that was his last Christmas with us. I 
have always loved Christmas and that love has not diminished, 
as my lo e for enis hasn t. 

I still love to decorate for Christmas, although I am now deco-
ratin  a different tree. e passed enis  tree alon  to another 

Eighteen 
Christmases 

I Treasure
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Sassy

family since it still had some life 
left in it. I always think about 
how much enis lo ed hrist
mas and how he would, very 
early on every year, ask me, 
“Morn, when are you going to 
decorate the Christmas tree?”. 
Many years  when enis was a 
small boy, he and I would get 
out the ornaments in the middle 
of the summer and examine 
them one by one, recalling the 
story behind each one.

I guess we were really a 
“Christmas family” because my 
husband, Buddy, loved Christ-
mas also. fter enis died  we 
continued to decorate and cel-
ebrate as usual, including using 
his Christmas stocking as part of 
the decorations. More than on 
one occasion, during the sum-
mer, Buddy would say, “I wish 
it were Christmas.” I knew why 
he said that was because there is 
a special joy remembering those 
eighteen Christmases we shared 
with enis and it s the time we 
celebrate the joyous birth of our 
Savior, Jesus Christ.

Since then, my husband 
died in 2014 and I live in a dif-
ferent house with a different 
Christmas tree. I am thankful 
that I still love Christmas and 
have these precious memories 
to refl ect upon and to treasure. 
I am sure you can now see why 
I treasure these eighteen Christ-
mases.   

I hope all of you have a 
blessed Christmas and treasure 
the time with your family, be-
cause we never know how many 
we have left together.

139 Bo Cole Rd.
Huntsville, Al 35806

The Ark
256.851.4088

A No-Kill Animal Shelter

Hours Tues. - Sat.   11 am - 4 pm

   Hello, my name is Sassy. I came to 
the Ark because my family did not 
have time for me. I am a Boxer mix. 
My coat is called brindle with white. 
I have a pretty black mask too. I am 
one year old. Right now I weigh 35 
lbs. I am active and playful. 
   People need to know my breed be-
fore adopting me. We love exercise 
and long walks. I am a good natured 
and loyal dog. I am tolerate and very 
playful. Always research the breed 
you want. Each dog, purebred, or 
mixed should have a forever home 
with the family that takes him/her 

home. I want a forever home too. Please always be sure you want a pet 
and make that pet a part of your life. Do you think that could be you. When 
you come to the Ark, ask to see Sassy. That’s me.

Gifts You Won’t Find Anywhere Else

2020 Annual 
Holiday Craft Show

December 4, 5 and 6

  t an d e  r t  re ace a 
key that has been lost, hold the key 
t  e  tted int  t e fl ame f a cande 
until it is thoroughly blackened

Insert it carefully in the lock, 
and turn until it meets resistence. 
Withdraw the key and file away 
the parts where the soot has been 
rubbed off.

To Fit Old Keys
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by Avery Davis , an interview 
with her grandmother, 

Jane Davis (1962)

I remember our fi rst ecember 
in Huntsville vividly” recalls Jane 

elyeu a is. It was . ur 
temporary living area was a rented 
out basement apartment downtown. 
There was a window that looked 
out right above the sidewalk, so 
we would always peek outside at 
the pairs of feet shuffl in  by. ut 
that winter, the snow came down 
so heavy our view was completely 
blocked. I woke up one morning 
to total darkness, and when I ap-
proached the window, charcoal-gray 
windows greeted me. For days I felt 
as if I were living in a cardboard 
box. Everything surrounding us was 
bathed with fi fty shades of brown  
the ceilin s  the fl oor to wall carpet
ing, the furniture. 

I made my husband Jerry take 
a shovel out there to give me 
back my view. Of course, he 
didn’t think it would take 
nearly an hour. I guess we 
were pretty lucky he wasn’t 
fi red after arri in  late at his 
internship with that kind of 
excuse.”

“Jerry and I had been mar-
ried almost six months and 
had started entering what I 
call the “dark days”. We were 

running through money like water. Jerry was just entering 
his internship at the airlines and I was still taking classes 
at the nursing school, so we were lucky if we had a dollar 
to spare. If we bought a Christmas tree, we couldn’t afford 

The Ring

First published in Old Huntsville 
magazine in Dec. 2013

“If this resume doesn’t 
just blow your head off, 
please return it in the 

enclosed stamped 
envelope.”

Received at a local tech 
company

Are You Tired of Riots?
This book explains ac-

tions that individuals, fami-
lies, schools, the federal gov-
ernment and affl uent African 
Americans can take to build 
law-abiding citizens. 

It also describes the life of 
a 70-yr.old African-American 
woman who was born and raised 
in Alabama during the Jim Crow 
Era. Anyone who would like 
to hear more than talk about 
racism should read and give 
this  book 
t o  f a m i l y 
m e m b e r s 
and friends 
as a unique 
Christmas 
gift. 

A Christmas Gift They’ll 
Remember,  and Share

Available at Amazon.com 
Order Early for Christmas! 
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ornaments to decorate it with; if we bought 
ornaments, we couldn’t afford a tree.”

“A colleague of Jerry’s was really the 
one who put us in the Christmas spirit. He 
and his family owned a patch of land out-
side the city and the fields were crawlin  
with oaks, maples, and pines. He was kind 
enough to become our personal lumberjack. 
He showed up at our doorstep one morning 
with this gorgeous pine tree strapped down 
in the back of his truck.”

“As soon as the tree was mounted in the 
corner of our living room, the Christmas 
spirit was almost tangible. We bought 
a single strand of red, green and white 
lights and intertwined them with the pine 
needles. Instead of dropping all our money 
for a box of reindeer ornaments and plastic 
candy canes, we got creative. Aluminum 
foil is really all you need. We molded 
leftover wrappers into stars, hearts, candy 
canes and prisms. They were beautiful 
dangling from the limbs with the twinkling 
li hts reflectin  off them.

“Those are the lengths you have to go 
to when you’re dirt poor. There’s nothing 
like an empty wallet to bring two people 
together. If we didn’t even have enough 
money to buy an ornament, there was no 
way we could afford gifts for each other. 
We turned to the old cliche saying, ‘That’s 
not what Christmas is about.’ Instead of 
tearing into presents on Christmas morn-
ing, we huddled around the tree with mugs 
of hot chocolate and just enjoyed each 
other’s company.”

“But at about ten o’clock that morn-
ing, there was a knock on our door, and 
we found out someone sent up a twenty-
five dollar Western Union 
Christmas gram. You would 
have thought gold was raining 
down. hat twenty fi e dollar 
Christmas gram brought the 
biggest smiles to our faces. I 
wanted to think practically, so 
I suggested we use the money 
for roceries or the fix the i -
gling knob on the front door. 
There were so many issues 
with our house that needed 
tending to.”

“Later the next afternoon 
though, Jerry handed me this 

tiny box wrapped in newspaper of all things. Inside, 
there was the gorgeous, sparkling sapphire ring. 
The gem was nestled into the band in the shape 
of a heart, and there were tiny diamonds on either 
side. he sil er turned my fin er reen  and you 
needed a magnifying glass to see the diamonds, 
but I loved that ring. I wanted to be angry because 
that twenty fi e dollars could ha e been put into 
our house instead of jewelry.” 

“Jerry really knew his audience though. I 
couldn’t be upset over something so pretty.”
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“The Way It Was,”
the Other Side of Huntsville’s History Perfect Christmas Gift for 

your Favorite Person!by Tom Carney

True Tales of Moonshiners, Love 
Stories, WWII letters, local heroes, 

unforgettable events - you won’t see these 
stories anywhere else.

Also Available at Shavers Book Store 
(256) 533-7364

To order with credit/debit card call 256.534.0502
Also Available on Amazon.com

All Local 
Short Stories

$19.99 includes free 
shipping US wide

by Austin Miller

When I was growing up 
in Ryland we made our living 
growing about 35 acres of cot-
ton. Twelve acres was our own 
land and the remaining 23 was 
rented from a cousin named 
Howard Tipton. The rent was 
25% of the harvest. On an aver-
age year, after we paid the loan 
for money borrowed to raise the 
crop, paid Howard for the land 
rent and all other expenses, we 
had less than $1000 to live on the 

rest of the year. This was not as 
bad as it sounds because $1000 
in the fifties went a lot further 
than in 2020. 

Also, we raised almost all 
our food. Mama canned enough 
green beans, pinto beans, corn, 
tomatoes, kraut, beets, black 
berries and other vegetables 
to last at least two years. We 
ground our own corn meal, 
killed two hogs, had dozens of 
chickens and a milk cow. The 
only things we bought in the 
way of food was lard by the 
stand  flour in a  pound ba  
coffee, sugar and salt. 

Our only other living ex-
penses were four tons of coal 
bought each fall to heat the 
house; electricity to run four 
lights that hung from the ceiling, 
a refrigerator, wringer washing 
machine, electric stove and a 
refrigerator. We drew our water 
from a dug well in the back yard 
and had no indoor plumbing. 

There were no car expenses 
because we didn’t have a car. As 
frugally as we lived there was 
very little money left to spend 
beyond the basic necessities of 
life. To pay for my school lunch 

and my brothers school lunch. 
Mama sold eggs and butter to 
our neighbors. She could make 
a dollar go further than anybody 
I ever knew. If she made two 
pennies she would save one of 
them.

After the cotton was picked 
and sold, usually in late Octo-
ber, we made a shopping trip to 
town to buy clothes for school 
and church. What we bought 
had to last a year. By the time the 
next year rolled around what I 
had to wear was well worn and 
ti ht fittin . hat was in style 
was not a consideration that en-
tered our thoughts. Our favorite 
place to shop for clothes was the 
J.C. Penny’s store on the East 
Side of the Square downtown.

In ecember each year we 
made another trip to town to 
do our Christmas shopping. We 
didn’t buy gifts for each other 
and the sole purpose of the trip 
was to find our own present to 
be opened Christmas morning. 

That special Christmas feel-
ing was in the air and I loved 
looking in all the stores. But the 
search was limited by the small 
amount we could spend. I made 

Christmas 
Shopping
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2905 Bob Wallace Ave. SW
#D, Huntsville, Al   

custsvc@cwhsv.com
(256) 883-4567

www.cartridgeworld.com/store522
Recycling means 

less for the landfi ll!

the rounds to Harrisons, Montgomery 
Ward, Lewters, Grants, Kresses, McClel-
lan’s  and the pawn shops. I couldn’t afford 
the things I wanted but it was still a fun 
day and one of my favorite things to do at 
Christmas. Besides the department stores 
there were several small locally owned 
men’s clothing stores downtown. 

On our shopping trip in 1958, when I 
was in the eleventh grade, my mother and 
I were walking down Jefferson Street when 
I noticed that one of those locally owned 
stores had a leather bomber jacket on sale 
at half price displayed in the window. I 
persuaded Mama to let me go in to get a 
better look. The store owner insisted that 
I try it on. I did and it was a perfect fi t. I 
could tell Mama liked it but she wouldn’t 
let me buy it. She didn’t say so but I knew 
the reason was because it was more than 
we could afford. I don’t know if the owner 
had the Christmas Spirit, saw how bad I 
wanted the jacket, had it in stock a long 
time and wanted to get rid of it or if it was 
a combination of all three. But he lowered 
the price two more times and Mama fi nally 
agreed to buy the jacket. I was most pleased 
and couldn’t wait until Christmas morning 
to get it from under the tree.

It was the only jacket I wore for the 
next six years. I wore it my fi nal two years 
in high school, I wore it for four years 
at Athens College, I wore it to carry out 
groceries at my part time job at the A&P  
Grocery Store that once stood on Greene 
Street across from the First Episcopal 
Church. When I got a real paying job, 
I bought a new jacket but continued to 
occasionally wear my old leather jacket. 

Over the next fourteen of fifteen 
years it stayed a part of my wardrobe. 
By the early 1980s the lining had been 
patched so many times that more repair 
was a futile effort, the cuffs and waist 
ruffl e had been replaced so many times 
that new ones could not be attached and 
the leather was so deteriorated it would 
not hold a new seam. 

So after more than twenty years I 
threw it away. I can’t say it was my best 
Christmas present of all time but I can 
say no other present served me better or 
longer than that brown leather bomber 
jacket.

“High maintenance chicks are having their 
moment right now. We don’t have nails to fi ll 
and paint, roots to dye, eyelashes to re-mink 

and are thrilled not to have to get dressed 
every day. I have been training for this 

moment my entire life.”

Debbie Jamison, Gurley

Joy and Happiness for your Holiday Season, 
from Our Family to Yours



Now that most of  the historical election of  2020 is behind us, we can all be thankful 
for the tremendous voter turnout, and no matter who you voted for, it shows that Ameri-
cans care deeply about their country and security. Unfortunately, we are in a worldwide 
economy and what other countries do also affects our local economic situations. 

With several countries, including the United States, printing paper currency to sup-
port weakened economies because of  the effects of  the Covid 19 virus, lowering interest 
rates to near zero, it has caused the value of  "specie", considered by many to be "the 
only real money", to have massive increases in value from January through November. 

Whether you need to buy or sell Silver, Gold or Platinum, call us at Alabama Coin & 
Silver Co. at 256-536-0262. We are currently open Tuesday to Friday, 12-6 pm, and are 

located at 900 Bob Wallace Ave., SW, 
Suite 122, Huntsville, 35801 (just east 
of  Whole Foods).

A Political Rally in Huntsville, ca. 1920’s 
Held at the Huntsville Fire Station #1

(256) 536-0262




