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Sherbert, Janie Griffin and Louis Overton. You know, I wonder if the Bible is still in use?
Iwould go in and see.but the door is locked and this is no longer a Methodist church.

No, the church I knew o longer exists. It was sold to another denomination and a new
one was built down the streets a few blocks. It all fancied up like a church is supposed
10 be. I hope it contains the spirit that the folks I knew so many years ago gave 1o it like
the Hamiltons, Sherberts, Grissoms, , the Bunts, the McNutts, Glenn Barrow, the Pierces,
Mrs, Cooper (a saint if there ever was one)the Leaths, the Howells, Mrs. Griffin, my own
sister Loudelle, and others I should name but can’t remember now. All of them touched
my life and made Irondale a great place to call “Home" in the 19305

But now, I've gol to move on. My next stop is the school that all my siblings and T
attended. The old building is gone and a new one has been built on the same grounds as
the other one, except the new one doesn’t look like a school ought to look!. The school
had the greatest influence on our lives, whereas most of us went to church, everyone went
10 school and what the teachers said was the gospel! This was the time that teachers
could spank a student without fear of being put in jail, and Mama always said: *If you
get awhipping at school. you'll get one when you get home!” Needless to say. none of us
over got awhipping in school,

Mr. A.E. Houk was principal when I entered the first grade in 1927, and Ms. Moore was
my first grade teacher. . Mr. George S. Millsap soon replaced Mr. Houk but I don’t
remember the year. Mrs. Moore was a good teacher and it was she who taught me to
read. All of the teachers were good ones and they Ieft their mark on all of my family. 1
remember something special about each teacher I had in Irondale and through Shades
Cahaba.

1 have mentioned Mrs, Moore Miss French was second grade teacher and she told me if
my writing didn’t improve she would send me to see the principal! Neither cvent ever
occurred. She took us on a picnic before the end of the term—down to Bush Springs. The
next day’s writing lesson was: “The picnic is over,” a term I've never forgotten and often
used to describe some fiile situation.

In the third grade Ms. Denby read us lots of f stories and 1 learned that Alaska was a cold
place! In the 4" grade 1 learned that the letter “U” always follows the letter *Q", and
you never begin a sentence with a conjunction. Miss Tillie Wood Wood was the 5" grade
teacher and she looked and acted like the teacher you used to read about. She was tall,
thin as a pencil, wore long black braids, never smiled, barely talked above a whisper and
wore flat-heel shoes!..

Yet, Miss Wood was the only teacher who ever put me down. One day during class
discussion, I blurted out—I don’t know why 1 did: *“We ought to elect a captain of the
baseball team”, (This was right afier recess.) Miss Wood, in a very quiet but firm voice,
looked straight at me and said: “1f you don’t be quiet you won't get to go out at all!”

I haven't spoken out since ! At the end of the term Miss Wood gave me a pocket
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knife for my perfect attendance—neither absent nor tardy during the year. Today I guess
they would haul a teacher off to jail for doing such a thing.

Mrs. Smith was my 6" grade teacher and one thing I specifically remember: In health
class the question was: “Name the most popular food in the U.S." This was in the middle
of the Great Depression, so most of us put down “black-eye peas” because that’s what
Jamilies were eating. Not so. she said, and I've never forgotten it “lIrish potatoes. " she
said. Friday afternoons we studied art and music and I didn’t care a lot about either

one. A question on the music test one Friday was “Name your favorite song.” A popular
tune on the radio at the time—1932-33 was “You're Driving Me Crazy,” and that's the
one 1listed as my favourite,

Ientered the 7 grade—Jr. Hi—in 1933. Mrs. Joe McClendon was my home room
teacher, also English teacher and the best at that I ever had. . Miss Margaret Hanes was
science and math teacher and Mr. Millsap was geography teacher. The English and
geography I devoured but never did like science and math. The three teachers were very
Strict so there was always immediate compliance with anything they said do. When the
teacher was out of the room we did not even whisper o the one in the next desk. We said

Yes ma’am and no ma’am” and “no sir” and "yes sir " always respecting authority. In
English we learned parts of speech, to conjugate verbs, diagram sentences—all the rules
of grammar more thoroughly than anywhere else—high school or college, 1 still ry to put
in practice the rules Mrs. Mac taught me.

Mr. Millsap was just as thorough in teaching geography. We learned all the state
capitols, the cities, geographic features of all the continents and major cities. One
question I've never forgotten: “Why does the South have a monopoly on cotton?” I
haven’t forgotten the answer either: Because of the climate, the soil and the cheap
labor.”

At the end of the school year in 1933 Mr. Millsap told five of us 7 graders we were
being double promoted to the 9" grade beginning in September. At the time, I thought it
was because we were smart. We had made good grades, but I suspect he wanted to
increase the size of the next year’s graduating class. Amway, I skipped the 8" grade, one
of the worst things that ever happened to me. At the time, we thought it was a great
achievement, but it put me in class with fellow-students a year older than me, and that
was bad . In high school and in college I'was a year younger . and that was not easy 1o
overcome when you're in that stage of life. Also. I did not get a good foundation in
algebra, and hence, did not do as well in math as 1 might have.

The five who were double promoted, though. went on to do well. It's sad to say I am the
only one still living. Clementine Sherbert, J.H. Ratliff. George Sorelim, Oscar Lee Hurtt
were the other four students. Clementine went to Woodlawn H.S. and to Bham-Southern.
George, Oscar and I went to Shades Cahaba. 1 lost touch with J.H. and I don’t know
what happened to him. It’s interesting to note that no consultation was held between the
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parents and Mr. Millsap as to the wisdom of moving us ahead. He just said he was going
1o do it, and that was that.

Irondale students competed well with students from other grammars schools, even though
we were vying with students a litle higher on the economic ladder. In 1937, our senior
year, Charles Pugh was class president and class valedictorian. I was editor of the
Vearbook, “The Owl.” Both Charles and I were on the debate team and debated with
‘other high school teams across the state. He was president of the literary society and |
was president of the drama club. Other Irondale students Cecil Giddens, Corley Odum,
Cecil Gaylor, and Jean LeFurgy are names 1 still remember from that time.

In September 1934, a terrible thing happened that had repercussions on Irondale for
many years afierward. On this September morning Mr Millsap, in his house there in
Irondale, tied a towel around his head, put a pistol to it and pulled the trigger. A terrible
thing, and I'm not sure if there was ever an explanation made public for such an action.
Many years later, Charles and I visited Mrs. McClendon in her home in Bham and we
asked her about it. She was not able to shed any light on that long ago event.

M. Glenn Barrow, who had been principal at Crestline School was made principal at
Irondale. He remained in the job until he went into the army in WW Two. Mr. Barrow
was very active in the Methodist Church and entire community. He was a “role model”
Jfor young peaple in the town. He died all 100 soon from illness while in the army-about
1944,

But now, it’s 1933 again. a critical year for everyone. We were in the midst of the Great
Depression and many of our neighbors and friends were out of work Fortunately, Daddy
worked for the Birmingham Electric Compan., the company that operated the street car
system. He was out of work only six weeks. Melton was now married and working for a
pharmacy at Five Points. Euhal was working for Hill Grocery and Loudelle worked at
[F-W. Woolworth Co, Vena and Robert lived next door in one of the brick houses Robert
had built in the late “20s. He was manager of the Woodlawn Bank and had a full-time
job, one that provided a vacation. So that summer of 1933 they left Mary, now two years
old, with Robert’s sister Lena, and with Loudelle and Rev. Stewert Butten, the
Presbyterian preacher, took off for Chicago to se the Century of Progress. They travelled
in a Model A Ford that Robert had bought from Cecil Bunt.

‘This was something special for that time and place. T doubt if any of the family had ever
known anybody who had been to Chicago, and certainly not to a World’s Fair. It gave us
lots to talk about. The next summer, 1934, John Dillinger was shot and killed by the FBI
in Chicago, and the Fair Goers liked to tell people they had been to Chicago and knew the
street where his demise occurred!

AN ASIDE: 1am typing this article Tuesday aftemoon, January 28, 2014, and the
temperature is about five degrees,snow is piled up, schools are closed and have been for
several days,. Not only here in Avilla, Indiana, but also in Tennessce and I guess in
Alabama also. I say this to mention that it was 74 years ago to this very week that a
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blizzard swept through Birmingham and Irondale and it warrants mention of it in this
effort to go home again.

The snow began late the in the night and by mid-morning 14 inches had piled up.

Schools closed, no classes at B*ham Souther, water pipes froze, the road up the hill iced
over that night. Before the week was out the temperature had hit zero and slightly below.
We did not have central heat, and I don’t know how we survived. I don’t recall how
Daddy got to work. Grandma Caine was by herself, and yet she survived. (She still had
chickens to feed, and her only heat was a gas cooking stove and a small fireplace.) We
had to draw water every night to have drinking water and bathing. To thaw pipes we had
to apply buming papers. IU's a wonder we didn’t burn the house down. It went on that
way for nearly two w

‘The biggest attraction was the iced-over road from the bottom to the top, and each night
for a week the gang of young people would gather at the top, above the house, build a
fire, burning every loose piece of wood, old tires and whatever for warmth. We also had
acquired, or built, a sled. And we would take tuns sliding down the hill. That would go
on until we tired out, or until we rammed a car down at the bottom, as we did the one on
which Brother Ralph, Jo Helen Leath, Margaret Overton and I were on. Ralph was in
front of the sled, but it was impossible to steer it. You could go only as the ice led you.
Some one had left his car extending slightly out in the road at the bottom of the hill. And
of course that’s where the sled headed!. Ralph was at the front and he bore the brunt of
the collision. We other three were not hurt. Robert, who had stopped to witness the
excitement, took Ralph to Dr. Odum’s house and the good doctor patched him up,
probably didn’t charge anything, and didn’t say “come back in two weeks.

Mama and Daddy were witnessing the action going on, knowing that some one had been
injured, but not knowing who. Anyway. it put an end to our winter fun. No more sledding
ever. 1 doubt though that it has been that cold, icy and dangerous in Alabama since the
‘winter of 1940. But that was one for the books and one I've never forgotten.

Butlets try to go home again. It’s stll school time in Irondale and Shades Cahaba. My
family really is indebted to both schools in a big way, as all of us attended both schools.
Mr. M. Ward was principal throughout our tenure there, and I think now of the
influence this man had on our lives and how much we owe him. Melton was the first and
he played on the bascball team. I can remember a 5x8 photo he had of the ball TEAM OF
1927. Tt was lost in years past and Melton always regretted that. I'm not sure what years
Vena and Euhal were at Shades. Loudelle graduated in 1931

In 1938 or 1939, Ralph represented Trondale school and Virginia represented Shades
Cahaba in the annual oratorical contest the Birmingham News sponsored each year. They
competed against each other at the Temple-Emanuel on Southside where the contest was
held each year. It was a proud moment for the family, and their pictures were in the daily
paper. Both Virginia and Ralph cxcelled in Irondale and Shades Cahaba schools.

0.
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Now, let’s go back to 1932. I'm in the 6™ grade. So is my buddy, George Sorrell. George
and I were in the same grade throughout our school years. He lived on 2" Ave, down at
the bottom of the hill. We walked home together every afternoon. Two other chums of
ours at that time and place were Charles Pugh and Bernard McCluskey. Bernard lived
just a house or two beyond where George lived . But this story has to do just with George
and me:and the first movie I ever saw. Here it is on the following page:

The war in China was raging, and two litle 6" grade boys were captivated by the news
that came on radio and/or newspapers and the talk that it might lead to USS.
involvement. A new movie had come out entitled “Shanghai Express,” and we wanted to
see it, Itwas about the war, we thought and that had caught our fancy. We wanted 1o see
it, s0we prevailed on our Mamas to let us go. The car fare was 14 cents, and the movie
Jare at the AABAMA was a quarter I guess. so the total cost would not have put us on
welfare But stil, it was out of character for Mama to let me go on such an outing.

To make a long story short, the movie was not about the war at all—It was about a train.
Were we ever disappointed. Now the reason I can remember all of this so well is because
of the headlines in the paper that afternoon:

* LINDBERGH BABY KIDNAPPED"
This was the crime of the century, and that's why I'm able to remember my first movie.

But now it’s 9" grade graduation at Irondale school and the date is May 1934. Rev. O.L.
Hurtt is graduation speaker. He is the father of classmate Oscar Lee. At graduation it
was customary to have a “Gifiorian” distribute a parting gift to each senior, usually a
gag gif that would identify the class member in some ridiculous fashion. 1 think George
Sorrell was “gifiorian.” It had been customary for me to plaster my hair down each day
with whatever hair tonic Euhal was using, and | had gained some notoriety for making
sure every strand was in place each morning. As George handed me my gift he recited
this verse: : “To keep your hair down
We know it is hard,
So we give to you
This compound lard!"
And he handed me a five pound can of Snow Drift lard!

e T

Let's fast-forward now to the present day. This January 29, 2014 as I type this. I'l let
you figure how old I am. Just a lttle over a year ago I went back to the Irondale church
‘0 attend the celebration of its 150" anniversary. No, I am not a charter member. 1 kne
only a few folks there that Sunday morning. My three nieces and their families:
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Mary Daly Herrin, Tommie Holliman Allen and Jean Holliman. Ralph was also present,

coming up from Gulf Shores. Also present were members of the Bunt-Trammell family.
the A.B. Leaths, the McNutts and Gerry Griffin. I didn’t know any others

But now the three days that I allowed for my “Going Home Again” are gone , and it's
time for me 10 go home 1o Avilla, Indiana. where Ellen and 1 live. You know what. Mr.
Wolfe? *I think you were right.”

i,
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CAN YOU GO HOME AGAIN?
JANUARY -2014

Thomas Wolfe said you can’t But a couple of years ago I set out to prove that Wolfe was
wrong. 1 went back to the town where I was born and lived the first 22 years of my life-
until I went into the navy in November 13, 1941, three weeks before Pearl Harbor

My home town is Irondale, Alabama, a small town on the edge of Birmingham. I finished
grammar school there, rode the bus to Shades Cahaba, and the bus and street cars to
down town Birmingham and to Birmingham Southern. When viewed in retrospect,
Trondale was an idyllic place to live in the 1930 and *40s, though we didn’t look upon
that way back then. We probably had an inferiorty complex because in reality, Irondale
was considered the “other side of the track” by folks who lived in Mt. Brook and other
sections of the city. Most people who had a good job worked in Birmingham, shopped
there and most likely obtained their entertainment at the movie house on 2™ Ave. and at
the Alabama Theater.

But in Irondale, my hometown, our lives were anchored by the home, the church and
school. That was the environment that gave diection to me and my family and friends.
‘That was my “Hometown™ and the one Wolfe said I couldn’t go back to. But wait, Mr.
Wolfe until T get to the end of my story, and then decide who’s right, you or me.

In my “search for yesterday” I allowed myself three days to find it, analyze it, and digest
it. Three days should do it. T concluded. It might not even take that long. And then again,
it might take longer if I get caught up in too much nostalgia and can’t let “Yesterday
go.

I began my trek on a bright spring morning, parking my car at the bottom of the hill
below where [ had lived. I felt T could absorb more if I walked , 5o that's what I did. T
walked up the hill that I used to climb nearly everyday, going home from school, the
bascball diamond or the grocery store. I was always affaid to pass Mr. Cokers bam at
night for fear there was some one behind it, ready to pounce on me.

But in mid-morning on this bright day there was no one in sight. Anyway, my eyes were
glued on the house that 1 had called home for 22 years. T was sure [ would sce my Mother
up there on the high porch, looking down the street as she did when it was time for us to
return from school. . With each step I took I was sure she would appear. But she didn’t.
Maybe she was out in the yard or garden. Of course that’s where I would expect to find
her on a spring momning.

I checked out the front yard first. No one in sight, Then I went to the back of the house
where the garden really began. A lady came out the back door but she didn’t look like my
mother. I asked her if Mrs. Holliman stil lived there, She didn’t know anyone by that
name, she said, and “I’ve been living here a long time.” I tuned around and walked back
down the hill,
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What to do now? I'll check in with Grandma Caine while I'm in this part of the town.
Grandma is always home. Besides, she’ll know where Mama is. But | hardly recognized
her house, it looked so different from the way I remembered it. There were no roses in
bloom in the front yard. Nothing about the place seemed familiar. And Grandma was not
there cither.

1 still harbored two memories of her in a setting now many years ago. One, on a Sunday
afiernoon I walked upon her front porch and she was sitting in a rocking chair, sound
asleep, with her Bible in her lap. She was dressed in her Sunday best. I wished later I had
checked the chapter she had been reading. Second, in 1942, the navy sent me from New
Orleans to Philadelphia., and the train ran right behind her house. She knew I was on that
train and as we passed 1 saw her standing on the side porch, waving a towel in my
direction, telling me goodbye. A time and event you never forget.

But now that I had struck out in my first two attempts (o go home again, I would check
out the neighbors we'd had up on the hill. Surely some of them would be home.

“The first house is where the Willis Cokers” lived. But they “don’t live there no more!™
Neither do the Cecil Bunts stilllive in the next one. My closest friends, Charles and
James Pugh, will still be in the next house, I thought, as they are about my age

Wishful thinking. The next house, where Mildred Moody lived, wasn’t even there any
more The last house, where Mary Virginia Hamilton had lived, was also gone. An empty
lot there now.

So much for my efforts to reconneet with folks who had been such good friends and
neighbors. While I'm in this part of town I'll check with Verlice. She lives just a block
down the hill, across the street from where the library was . She and I spenta lot of
‘summer afternoons in the library, pretending to be interested in books. I guess she’s about
18 years old now. I'll knock on the door: “Does Verlice Hawkins live here?”

“Verlice who?” the nice lady asked. I explained further. “You've got the wrong house,
mister,” she replied. “But I did hear there was a young girl who lived here who married
an army officer and lives now in Arizona. That’s all I know.™ That’s me, | thought.....
Always a day late and a dollar short.

1 walked on down to First Avenue, past Ina Powell’s Barber Shop, where I got my first
barber shop hair cut. It cost just a quarter then, but that was back in the Dark Ages.
Today, in Indiana, I pay fifteen dollars. It would be soul satisfying to go in today and let
Ina do the job again. But to say, there is no Ina Powell Barber Shop now. The
building is still standing but it houses a different business. I walk on by, planning to stop
at Dr. Brock’s drug store, where I used to get an icc cream cone for a nickel, and go next
door to Mr. Burgess” Hardware Store where I could buy base ball stuff each spring

But would you believe that both stores had vanished from the universe? There was no
drug store and no hardware store. Both buildings had been combined to house the
Whistle Stop Café, the eatery that began as Bess Fortenberry’s hot dog stand.
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Another set-back in my effort to prove Wolfe wrong. But before I called it a day T went
back up on top of the hill behind the house where the Pughs had lived. It was there we
young people built a tennis court. In 1938. We didn’t ask anyone if we could use

the land-—we cleared the few trees that were there, the weeds and bushes, levelled it off,
and zoom! We had our playground. In that day you didn’t wait for the city to play. We
did it ourselves. So I wanted fo go home again and see what had become of the efforts
we expended so many years ag

To say the least, I was shocked, but I shouldn’t have been. It was over 70 years ago that a
group of energetic young folks had set out to provide their own recreation. Now the place

Tooked like a national forest the trees were so plentiful and tall . I would never have
guessed that teen-agers once had scampered over that hallowed spot!

But now it was time o call it a day. I had covered as much territory for one outing as I
could absorb. Tomorrow would be another day that would see me covering other familiar
landmarks on the south side of four railroad tracks, each one holding as many memories

as there are cross-tics under their rails!

e T
The second day of my ¢ffort 10 prove Wolf wrong began with a walk across the tracks
that in my day were the A.G.S. (two tracks). the Southern and the Central of Georgia a
few blocks farther south ran the Seaboard tracks. We had to cross those tracks to go to
‘school. the church and base ball diamond. There were no gates, no lights (o warn us of
approaching trains, and believe me, there seemed o be one approaching every few
minutes! There could be four at onc time. I remember how it was at night when we would
si on the front porch and try to listen to Bob Hope on the radio but could hardly hear
because of the arrival of the “Pelican”on its way to New Orleans, the “Robert E. Lee"
on the Seaboard from Washington and the *Crescent” on the Southern...All blowing for
the Irondale crossings, with a freight or two in between.

But it’s not that was on this day. Lots of trains, yes, but they're going to and from the rail
yards that now occupy the land just off the Ruffner road about a mile from main Irondale
Crossing. Only two passenger trains each day—Amtrak’s “Southern Crescent "between
New York and New Orleans. There used to be at least 20. In the peak of rail ravel three
trains lefi for Washington and New York each afternoon within an hour: the “Bham
Special” on the A.G.S. (through Chattanooga), the *Southerner" on the Southerner and
the “Cotton States Special” on the Seaboard. They went through Irondale about the time
school let out
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The mention of Ruffer Road brings to mind a terrible event in the summer of 1934 that
rocked Irondale. Faye New, a Howard College coed, was found murdered just off the
road that now circles the rail yards just beyond what used to be the city limits. 1don’t
know how authoritics knew she would be found in that area, but the call went out for Boy
Scouts and anyone, 1 guess, to join in search of the body. My friend James Pugh and I
answered the call on @ warm summer morning. joining scads of other young and old
thrill-seekers 1o comb the woods and fields . In mid-afternoon the body was found just off
the Ruffner Road. in a grassy spot. James and I were in the group that came up on the
gruesome scene.

For a long time we steered clear of that part of “Ruffrer Road.” Irondale got a bad
that terrible event. It secemed that if anything bad happened it was “near

At least, that’s the way Irondale folks read it. As for as 1 know. they never did
find the murderer of Faye. A young man she had been with was tried but not found guilty.

The “Faye New” murder case stayed in our minds for  long time, was the topic of
conversation amongst all ages, especially with the likes of James and me. But a recitation
of Irondale history of the 1930s would be incomplete without mention of the Fay New
case

Back o the trains: I remembered a Sunday in 1934 or 1935 that President Roosevelt
came through on his special train. I don’t know where he was going to or coming from,
the word had gone out that he would be going through Irondale about two P-M. Lots of
mainly young folks were down at the tracks to see whatever they could of the great man,
if nothing more than the train he was riding. As the train approached, on the Southern
tracks, heading toward Atlanta., it slowed down to provide a chance for the erowd to
carch a glimpse of him. He was in plain view, sitting in the tail-end car, looking out the
back window and waving to the crowd. (This was an exciting moment for Irondale teen-
agers on a slow Sunday afternoon.)

The other “train” story that came to mind as I crossed these tracks on the second day of
“saga was of my ride on the Seaboard’s “Cotton States Special” fo
Norfolk. Virginia, in 1941, on a Friday November 13. Mama and Daddy, Vena and
Robert and Ralph were al the station to see me off. We didn’t know then that in less than
two years both Ralph and Melton would also be riding trains to prepare (o fight.

(Those are some of the things you think about when you go back home.)

But now on this day I'm thinking of checking out the grocery store where I worked on
Saturdays before I left for the navy, Hill Grocery. Mr. Lovell was the manager, and |
wonder if he’s still there. The red brick building is right over there. I'l just go in and say
“hello.” He was a good man to work for, even though I worked from seven in the
morning until ten at night and was paid $2.50. But there s no Mr. Lovell there now.
Theres nobody there—and o store either. Where do people buy groceries in this town,
asked a fellow nearby. “Hill Grocery is closed; Ed Fortenberry is no longer on I Ave;
JT. Ramsey is no more, and there’s no A&P. “Where do you trade.?” His reply:
“Walmart. Where else!”
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The first store I remember in Irondale was R.H Davis & Sons on 2* Ave No. on 19" St
We traded there on credit and Daddy would pay the grocery every two weeks. Mr. Davis
would give a him a bag of candy and Virginia, Ralph and 1 would look forward to that
candy. Melton would give Mama a box of candy for Mothers Day but of course we three
young children would eat most o

Working for Mr. Davis was a black man named “Lokey. " Lokey would come to the house
10 take orders for what we wanted to buy. Then he would later in the day deliver the
goods. . 1don’t know how often he did this. but I do know Lokey was dearly loved by all
of us, and I think he was given a gifi at Christmas! One of my earliest memories was in
the first grade stopping at the store and buying a package of chewing gum on credit. I
tried to chew it before getting home but I couldn't hide my deed from Mama. It cost only
anickel , but ] didn’t do that again!

But the advent of the Chain Stores (Hill's and A&P) soon put Mr. Davis out of business.
Ed Fortenberry also had a store on !st Ave, as did A&P. J.T. Ramsey & Son was located
on the southside of town and his delivery boy was “Buckshot” Keith_ In the early 1930s
the Griffins were in business across the street from where the library is now. I think they
sold a variety of goods because I remember buying a cap pistol from Mrs. Griffin for 25
cents. Mrs. Griffin was the mother of Eloise. Janie, Joyce and Gerry.

Afier my disappointing visit to my old work place I walked across the street to where the
Ppost office used 10 be. But no more, now. It’s away out of town. The post office is where
e gathered to catch the bus each morning to go to Shades Cahaba. There was no home
delivery of mail until about 1943 when my Mother got busy and convinced Congressman
Luther Patrick that Irondale descrved to have home delivery like the folks in town.
Besides, she had three sons off fighting Hitler and she wanted to hear from them as fast
as she could!. She got her picture in the Birmingham News for daring to do what
somebody said “couldn’t be done.”

Adaline Laster was postmistress at the time. The night before 1 left for the navy I called
er 10 ask if she remembered seeing a letter come in addressed to me from South
Carolina. I wanted to be sure to get it before 1 lefi. Miss Laster went back to the P.O. and
checked the mail for me. That's the kind of town Irondale was in 1941 and the kind of
people we had working for us.

But now it was time to move on down First Avenue South, a street that led down to the
black section of town, past the base ball diamond. Amateur baseball was a big event back
in the 19305 and [ wanted to see if it was still a fit place to play. In the mid-thirties,
Saturday afiernoons in the summer, would find me down there to see Hubert Kilgore, the
catcher, who later became mayor, Jack Godwin, the first baseman, Jesse Smoke, 2
base, “Tiny" Wilson, SS, Alfred McNutt. 3" base, and Dan Baker and Click McDanal in
the outfield and “Jelly” McDanal. pitcher battle teams from around Irondale. It was a
big thing, believe me. Blacks also fielded a team and I'would attend some of their games.
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Aterrible tragedy occurred one Saturday afternoon in the midst of a game. A thunder
storm came up and everyone ran to get under a tree or whatever shelter they could find.
My friend James Pugh (whom I was now calling “Huck”) and I got under the bed of a
big truck 1o escape the rain. We had no idea that lightening would strike, but it did. It
knocked both of us down and burned Huck's shoulder. We got up and ran, only to
discover that the strike had killed one of the funs, a member of the BASS family. 1 think
we kept running until we reached home. Needless 1o say, that put an end to the ball game.
Idon’t remember what year that was.

That tragedy didn’t stop amateur baseball though. What stopped it was prosperity—more
men found jobs and soon WW Two burst on the scene. *Huck” though became a good
player in high school , winning more games for Shades Cahaba than any other pitcher.
His carcer was cut short by WW Tiwo,

My next stop upon leaving the base ball diamond was the Methodist Church located a
few blocks in away. This church was organized nearly 150 years ago. 1 joined it in 1933,
and all the family attended it down through the years until WW Two ended and all of us
had married and moved away. The door was locked so I couldn’t enter i, but I could
remember all its features, the folks who attended it when 1 did, what the pulpit looked
like, the choir lofi, wiho led the singing and who the preachers were during my time. All
of those memories came back to me as 1 sat for several minutes on the front steps.

There were three active churches in Irondale in the 1930s. the Methodist. the Baptist and
Presbyterian. The Baptist was the largest in membership and the Methodist was next. The
Presbyterian was very small, consisting of only a few families. The biggest events of the
summer were the revival meelings the two big churches conducted. For two weeks we
had a place to go each night, 10 see and be seen, to do a little courting and rejoice in the
spirit. The church was a very important part of our lives during this “growing up” time.
was still attending youth meeting and Sunday night service until 1 lefi for the Navy. and
lacked one month being 22 years old.

The church provided our social and recreational activities as well as being the source of
our spiritual strength. It was customary to have summer picnics at Granis Mill , parties
at Halloween, at Christmas and at other times. At New Years Eve in 1939 or 1940, while
LL. Jones was pastor, we had a Watch Night service al the church. Then we young
people went to the Griffins ( Janie, Joyce and Gerry). That meant that we all got home
way afier midnight, which was out of character for most of us. Dancing was frowned on
by the church 5o it was not a dance party!

In 1938 or 1939 the Youth Department staged a play with the help of professional
director, and with the money it brought in we bought a pulpit Bible for the church.  This
was a big event for all of us at that time. 1 was in college but | didn’t let it deter me from
practicing and participating in such activities. Others who were on the stage were
Verlice Hawkins, Charles Pugh, Jo Helen Leath, Mary Virginia Hamilton. , Clementine








