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& WINIFRED REEDER

By: Bishop and Ellen Holliman
Bill and Winifred Reeder were world

travelers before they moved into
McKendree Village Jast year. Their
journeys began in Douglas, Georgia, where
they were married in 1943, just before the
Army Air Force shipped Bill overseas to
fight in WWII. You can take a map of the
world and wherever you stick a pin, the
Reeders most likely have been there.

Winifred is a native of Georgia and
graduated from the University of Georgia
with a degree in social work. She was
working in Douglas when she met Bill,
who was stationed at the time in the air
base nearby. The local bank had provided
space where service men could go to relax
and get a taste of home when on liberty,
and Winifred was there one afternoon, and
that’s where they met. And, as we say, the
rest is history.

Bill was born in Dickson, Tennessee, and
he was living there when he entered service
in 1940. He remembers sleeping his first
night away from home on the floor at
Berry Field, which is now the Nashville
International Airport. He enlisted asa
buck private and retired 32 years later with
the rank of Colonel. Quite an achievement
for the boy from the Volunteer State.

The Reeders have four children, five
grandchildren and two great grands. A
daughter lives in Nashville, a son in
Newport News, Virginia, a daughter in
Charlestown, West Virginia, and one in
Seattle, Washington. While secing the
world, they are proud they could keep their
family together much of the time.

SPOTLIGHT ON COLONEL BILL B

Bill's first erip to Eurape was on the lini
THE QUEEN MARY with 17,000 other
Gls. Before his career ended, he had lived
in numerous locations throughout the
world. He flew 28 missions over Europe as
pilot and communications officer of B-17s.
Once over Germany two of his plane’s
engines were shot out completely, but he
managed to bring it home safely to his base
in England, flying on two engines at “tree-
top level all the way,” he chuckles now.

When Bill left the Air Force in 1972, they
moved to Clarksville and lived there until
moving to McKendree—Bill to the Health
Center in January of last year and Winifred
to the Towers in March 2007. Upon his
return to civilian life Bill sold real estate,
they traveled over the U.S., and both he
and Winifred did lots of volunteer work in
the community and church. Their favorite
music is the “Big Band Sound,” and folks
who like that kind of music are bound to
be all good!

“Colonel Bill” and Winifred, we salute you
and we're glad you are here!
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~¥ALL ON AN APRIL DAY . ..., 1.

Spring came early to most of the land that year. Down South, | CARL HOUSE was working in Buffalo, New York, and he

the daffodils had been in bloom several weeks and the cherry remembers store windows draped in black as the city mourned.
blossoms along the Potomac had peaked and were on the . L
downside. At the Stage Door Canteen in New York service JAQK SNEED had, been ﬂymg cor‘npatArmsslons n rfhe South
men danced to “Don’t Sit Under the Apple Tree,” and “As Time PacnﬁcA and was stationed in the .Phlhppmes that April day,
Goes By” was still high on the Saturday Night Hit parade. The | expecting to be part of the invasion of Japan.

war in Europe was winding down and things were looking up TOM GAULT had been in the Air Force four years, was
everywhere. stationed in West Texas, and was an instructor on B-29s. He

And then, suddenly, it all changed. At 5:56 BM. the CBS radio remembers his wife breaking the news to him when she came to

announcer came on the air with these ominous words: “We pick him up.

interrupt this program to bring you a special news bulletin, | CURT SILVERTHORNE had been gone from his native
“President Roosevelt is dead.” The date was April 12, 1945, Wisconsin two years as an Air Force cade, flying out of
and very few will ever forget where they were when they heard England, he says, “to change the German landscape.” He
those words. would be home for good in June.

FDR had been president as long as some of us could remember | BOB CARRIGAN remembers that April day “as if it were
and I guess we thought he'd always be there. His failing health | yesterday.” He was a student in high schoo! in Columbia,
had been kept secret from the general public, so his death was Tennessee, and he remembers the trauma that swept the
totally unexpected, and the news sent shock waves around the classroom as the students dealt with the unfolding events.

globe. Folks throughout the world would pause to pay their St ’ :
respect to the fallen leader, those in low places as well as high. BETTY RAMSEY was living in Yakima, Wa._shmgt b .
she heard the news that afternoon. She was in her third year

1 was on board the USS Barker, a navy destroyer, in Iceland, of high school, and she remembers her teacher telling the class
t afternoon and I'll always remember the time and place. that the President had died. It was a sad moment for her; Betty
ship had escorted a convoy through the North Atlantic remembers to this day.
and I had just returned from an afternoon liberty in the town
there. The Caprain announced over the loudspeaker to the All of that happened on an April day so long ago, when the

crew, “President Roosevelt died this afternoon at 3:35 in Warm | world was young and we were too. Remember?
Springs, Georgia.” The next day a memorial service was held
on the ship.

When we returned to New York a week later 1
went up to the office of the New York Times
and bought the edition that carried the news of
the President’s death—for a nickel. Iknew it
would have historical value, and I still have it,
now enclosed under glass and in possession of
a grandson, to remind him of a time and place
that once was.

So, where were you that April
afternoon?

DON FEICK had been in the army three years,
was now a Captain and was learning about
military government in France. He would put
his knowledge to use in Germany. It would

be the next day—April 13—before the news
reached him.

ART GRIFFITH was in high school in a

| West Virginia town, and two years later he
would be a paratrooper and spend the next 24
years jumping out of planes.
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A MY MERRY OLDSMOBILE ..., ...

One of lifes simple pleasures fell by the wayside when interstate highways and fast automobiles came on the scene. I'm referring
to the leisurely Sunday afternoon drives that families once enjoyed before we entered the dot com age, a time when life moved at
a slower pace and we had time to “watch the world go by.”

The Sunday afternoon drive was almost a ritual, after going to church and getting the funnies read. Gasoline was only twenty
cents a gallon, roads were two lane and one could drive at a reasonable speed without fear of being rammed by the car behind.

Our Sunday afternoon drive out of Birmingham usually took us by the Cahaba River, around Lake Purdy, or over the mountain
to see the fancy houses the well-to-do had built, or down the Florida Short Route past the bubbling brook we called “The
Narrows.” Sometimes we'd get on the main highway to Anniston or Gadsden, and that’s when we'd have the most fun because
those highways were sprinkled with Burma Shave signs that brought laughter with their pungent prose and safety slogans.

If you can remember when Kate Smith brought the “Moon Over the Mountain” each week, or Fibber McGee's closet, or the New
York World’s Fair in 1939, then you've been there and you know what I'm talking about. Well, what happened to those signs?
They've gone the way of penny candy, nickel cokes and ten-cent bread. That's what. They are no more. But I've resurrected 2
few of those juicy jingles that once brought us merriment to add to your collection of “Remember When,” and here they are:

1. Here lies the body of William Blake. He stepped on the gas instead of the brake.
2. Around the curve lickety split. It’s a beautiful car wasn't it!

3. The midnight ride of Paul for beer.
Led to a warmer hemisphere

4. Speed was high, weather was hot—
Tires were thin—X marks the spot!

/\ Cautious rider to her reckless Dear:
“Let’s have less bull and a lot more steer.”

6. Don'’t lose your head to gain a minute:
You need your head—your brains are in it.

7. Shed a tear for Luther Stover—
He tried to toot two state cops over.

8. Brother speeder, let’s rehearse:
All together: “Good morning, Nurse.”

9. Drove too long-driver snoozing. ] M N ':,: -
‘What happened next was not amusing! ] o ‘ n s M a 8 l

10. Wiail one wail for Adolph Barr— l E ; Tt secrer §
He just would drive a one-eyed car. 3 — ) ; ok wany

x0T
11. Bill Muffet said his car wouldn’t skid—
This monument shows it could—and DID!

12. No matter the price—no matter how new.
The best safety device in the car is YOU!

13. Shed a tear for Samuel Crane who lost his race
with a speeding train; He reached the track, got
nearly across, but Sam and his car were a total loss.
The sexton softly tolled the knell, speeding Sam on
igway to ----well, If he'd only stopped to look and
In, he'd be living now instead of missin’!

BURMA SHAVE! Ah! Those were the days, Remember!

AUGUST 2008 MCKENDREE VILLAGER 9
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LiBRARY NEWS

BOOK REVIEW:
THE SHACK

By Ellen Holliman

In late April I read an arricle on the
front page of the Tennessean that
piqued my curiosity. The next day I
went to Rivergate Mall and found a
copy of THE SHACK by William P.
Young. Quoting Eugene Peterson,
“this book had the potential to

do for our generation what John
Bunyan’s ‘Pilgrim Progress’ did for
his. It’s that good.”

It is very difficult for me to articulate wha reading this book meant
to me — in fact | had to read it the second time to really get my
lietle mind around it. Quoting from the back cover “Mackenzie
Allen Phillips’ youngest daughter, Missy, has been abducted during
a family vacation and evidence that she may have been brutally
murdered is found in an abandoned shack deep in the Oregon
wilderness. Four years later in the midst of his Great Sadness, Mack
receives a suspicious note, apparently from God, inviting him back
to that shack for a weekend.

“Against his better judgment he arrives at the shack on a winery
afternoon and walks back into his darkest nightmare. What he finds

there will change MacK’s world forever.”

In 2 world where religion seems to grow increasingly irrelevant THE
SHACK wrestles with the timeless question, “Where is God in a
world so filled with unspeakable pain?”

The answers Mack gets will astound you and perhaps transform you
as much as it did him. You will want everyone you know to read thi
book. Iplan to place it as a gift to our McKendree Village lib

12
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McKendree Village
Foundation partners with
donors to provide financial

support of the work of
McKendree Village, whose
mission is to provide quality
retirement living and health
care services for senior
adults in a secure, tbﬁstian

environment. -

RHiE

§ BELL TREES OF CHRISTMAS...

IT’'S THE MOST WONDERFUL TIME OF THE YEAR: /™

A cherished Christmas tradition at McKendree Village is the Bell Trees of
Christmas. Each bell and angel decorating the trees represents a donation given
in honor or memory of a family member or friend. Each donation benefits the
Golden Cross benevolent care fund, which underwrites care for those whose
resources do not cover their care after having been here a minimum of ten years.

There are many levels of
participation in the Bell Trees
program. Bells can be reserved for
$25, $50 and $100. An angel can
be placed on a tree for $500. An
entire tree can be reserved and
decorated for $2,500.

Now for 2 new tradition with the
Bell Trees of Christmas program...
we hope you will consider.

Would you be willing to write 5
letters to your family and friends
regarding a donation to the Bell
Trees of Christmas program? If so,
the Foundation will provide you
with a letter, stamped envelope and
Bell Trees of Christmas brochure.
You can personalize the letter with
your signature and personal note.
Then your family and friends can join with you in the celebration by making a
tax deductible contribution through the Foundation.

What a wonderful way to celebrate the giving spirit of the Christmas season!

If incerested, please contact Kent McNish at 871-8598 or email kent.mcnish@

mckendree.com. The foundation will deliver the materials to you by November
15. Bell Trees of Christmas reservations will be accepted through December 15
and donations through mid-January.

The Bell trees will be on display from December 4 through the end of
December.

We hope you will join us in supporting this worthy cause. You will be hearing
more about this wonderful McKendree Village tradition in the weeks to come.

LEGACY DINNER MOVED TO MARCH, 2009

The Legacy Dinner which is usually held in November will be rescheduled for
March, 2009. This dinner honors those who have included McKendree Village
in their will and/or have made a planned gift. More information will come in
the January 2009 Villagewr.

~
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\ js P THOSE CARDS AND LETTERS COMING

| Oneofthe joys of Christmas is
sending and receiving cards. This
custom, I understand, began in
England. I don't know who started
sending a narrative report of family

happenings along with the card.

You know the thing I'm talking
about. Ir’s usually a type-written,
single-spaced, two page “to whom it
may concern” sort of thing that tells
you more than you want to know
about the dear friends who have you
on their list.

They start out so humbly: “This was
just a so-so year for the Flintstones.
Bob was made a vice-president of his
company; now he'll have less time
to play golf. Judy was homecoming
queen, and after graduation she'll
spend a year in Europe, you know,
trying to see a little of the world

re going into television work.
-« Who knows—she may become
another Barbara Walters. Robbie
isnt sure whether he'll go to Yale or
Harvard. It’s hard to tell about him,
even though he was voted ‘most likely
to succeed.” And oh yes, he caughe
the winning touchdown pass in their

final game.”

The letter goes on and on: “But

this was a sad year for the Flintstone
family. Aunt Clara who had been
sick so long finally died and we've
had to dispose of her things. Now
we're stuck with another beach house.
With all the volunteer work Ethel
does we don't see how in the world
we'll have time to use the house in
Florida and onc on Cape Cod too.

On top of that, the couple we met
in Canada last summer want us

to go on a cruise with them. Old
Bob says we'd better live it up
while we can!”

By the time you get to the finish
line you've had about all you can
take of this yuk and self-approbation,
masquerading as glad tidings of great joy.
Maybe I shouldn’t be too hard on folks
who use this method to spread good cheer
at Christmas. If counting their blessings
has a salutary effect, then the practice
must not be totally void of value. And
t00, it’s a natural thing to share good

news with friends you care about, so
maybe i’s allright.

But one of these epistles we received last
year I must tell you about, as it fir the
mold like none other we've ever gotten.
It was from our good friend Virginia,
who sends this kind of report every year,
so we were not surprised. The first thing
to fall out of the envelope was a recent
photograph of herself. That should have
told us something right there. Right off,
she told us she had taken up modeling at
two leading department stores in town,
and “this takes a big part of my time,”
she added. Big deal, I thought, so what
else is new? “I have to take modeling
lessons twice a week, so you can see how
busy [ am.”

The she casually mentioned she had been
around the world for the umpteenth
tme. “Singapore, Cairo, Hong Kong—
These places you simply must see,” she
tantalized us, knowing we do well to

get up to Indiana twice a year. Then

she wrote of driving across the country

all by herself—not once, bur twice, and
then she told of driving to Miami once
alone and to Houston. In her spare
time she had done work for a number
of volunteer agencies and had reccived
special recognition from the mayor. The
recitation of so many accomplishments
sounded much like a Miss America
contestant trying to impress the judges.

Finally, she wished us all a good
Christmas and a prosperous New Year,
closing with her usual hopes and plans

for the coming year, which included,
despite her battle fatigue, another trip to
the Holy Land and speaking to the Gold
Star Mothers at their national convention.
At the very end she tacked on a personal
note: “And I think that’s doing pretty well
for an 81 year old lady!”

Well, I think so too, Virginia, and I take
back all those spiteful things that have
been nesting in my mind. If T had your
encrgy and talent I'd be sending the word
1o all the world too. You're entitled to
that privilege. And more power to you!

Yes, Santa Claus, there is a Virginia!!

And a lot of them are right here in
McKendree Village too—Telling the Story
of Christmas every day they live. So keep
those cards and letters coming, folks, not
only at Christmas bur throughout the
year, for you have lots to tell!!

That;bést ipt%qftion ofa gogod man's life,
unremembered acts of kindness and of love.

Yis little, namele

=William Wordsworch

JANUARY 2009

MCKENDREE VILLAGER
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Ellen Holliman

From: "HC Warren" <hcwarren@charter.net>
To: "Bishop /Elien Holliman" <ebskip@centurylink.net>
Sent: Saturday, September 11, 2010 11:25 AM

Subject: Fw: Puns For Educated Minds

Subject: Fw: Puns For Educated Minds (G.E.)

> Puns For Educated Minds

1. The roundest knight at King Arthur's round
table was Sir Cumference. He acquired his size from too much pi.

2. I thought I saw an eye doctor on an Alaskan island, but
it turned out to be an optical Aleutian.

3. She was only a whiskey maker, but he loved her still.

4. A rubber band pistol was confiscated from algebra class, because
t was

a weapon of math disruption.

5. No matter how much you push the envelope, 1it'11
still be stationery.

6. A dog gave birth to puppies near the road and was cited for
jttering.

VedlVVVVVYVVALYVVYVVVVYVYVVVY

> 7. A grenade thrown into a kitchen +in France would result in
Linoleum Blownapart.

>

> 8. Two silk worms had a race. They ended up in a tie.

>

> 9. A hole has been found in the nudist camp

> wall.. The police are looking into it.

>

> 10. Time flies 1ike an arrow. Fruit flies 1ike a banana.

>

> 11. Atheism is a non-prophet organization.

>

> 12. Two hats were hanging on a hat rack in the hallway.. One hat
said to the other: 'You stay here; I'11 go on a head.’

13.. I wondered why the baseball kept getting bigger. Then
it hit me.

14. A sign on the lawn at a drug rehab center said:
'Keep off the Grass.'

VVVYYVVY

9/13/2010
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Melinda fell way deep in love
with a mountain boy she knew :
that was quite the proper thing
as she was ‘mountain” too.

She hastened home to tell her Pap
that likely she would wed oneRufus-Brown
but he looked up and said ;

* you can’t do that, don’t tell Mother but

Rufus Brown is your half-brother, "

Melinda shed a tear or two and
slowly went her way

but soon she found another and
hastened home to say !

“Now Pap, I'm going to marry that
Jones boy that lives down the street -
He aint got no bad habits

and he dresses real neat”.

But Pap said “you can’t marry him
either cause he’s also your half brother”

Melinda forgot herself and blurted

out to Mother — Pap says I can’t

marry Rufus Brown cause he’s my
half-brother and now although it

sounds like treason he says I can’t

marry that Jones boy for the same reason.’ )

Ma said “don’t fret, put on your wedding cap,
marry either boy you want cause you
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HOLLIMAN REUNION
JUNE 15-16, 1996

At this special time we express the thought
About all the blessings God has wrought
For all of us along the way,

We’re glad to see you here today
And thank you for the food you brought.

As we look back across the years,
On all our hopes and vanished fears,
We think of those who’ve gone before,
Who touched our lives, but are no more,
Yet, who gave us laughter instead of tears.

Mama and Daddy and Melton and Ida
Vena and Robert and Euhal and Edna,
And Loudelle, who lingers still.

They would be proud of us in many ways --
They who led us through our yesterdays;
Our hearts are heavy and our eyes are dim
For we cherish memories of all of them,
And offer up our praise.

1 remember Mama canning peaches on the 4th of July
And straining the seeds for her blackberry pie;
Daddy working from sun-up till sun-down
On street cars that ran all over town.
“It was church on Sunday; the Bible was the rule;
Do what was right and behave in school.”
Those were the roots from which we were sprung
And that’s how it was when we were young.

To new generations the torch is past,
And you’ll collect memories that will last and last
Of lives that are good and are sublime,
And deeds and actions that mark your time
And a heritage that you’ll hold fast.

But it matters not that time moves on,
That we do our thing and then we’re gone;
What matters most is how we see
The visions of eternity

And old truths carved in stone.

So we're glad today that you are here,
You who’ve come from far and near;
You’ve set to music the joyful sound
That leads us all to Higher Ground,
And that songs rings loud and clear.

So now fervently let us all declare:
“We will not grow weary nor despair;
This day is the best
Of all the rest----

‘Cause Mary is now old enough for Medicare !!”

Bishop Holliman
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Riding the trains before Amtrak

Bishop Holliman

Back before Amtrak took over the
operation of the nation’s rail system,
my boss from Atlanta sent me to So-
cial Security Headquarters in Balti-
more for a two week assignment. |
guess he thought that | might learn
something that would help me with
my work here in Cookeville. 1 did-
n't disappoint him, but what |
learned was that too much of a
good thing — even riding trains —
might be hazardous to one’s health
and disposition.

| was excited about observing
how things worked at Headquarters
but also about the chance to take a
long train ride once again. On a
Saturday morning, | boarded the
L&N “Pan American” in Nashville
and headed for Baltimore without
giving much thought to the details.
| rode four trains,, waited several
hours in three train stations, sat up
all night in a coach seat to arrive in
Baltimore 26 hours later with less
enthusiasm and a changed disposi-
tion.

From the beginning my journey
was beset by delays at every station.

In Nashville, the “Pan American”
was an hour late on its run up from
New Orleans. | imagined that |
would have less time to wait in
Louisville for the “George Washing-
ton” on the C&O from Chicago
that would take me to Lynchburg.
Virginia, where | would ride the
“Tennessean” and arrive in Wash-
ington, D.C. , where | would trans-
fer to the B&O “Royal Blue” that
would drop me off at the Baltimore
terminal.

It all sounded so simple. How-
ever, none of the connecting trains
got the message. | waited two
hours in Louisville, two hours in
Huntington, West Virginia, in the
middle of the night, and three hours
Sunday morning in Lynchburg, Vir-
ginia, waiting for the Southern’s ar-
rival from Memphis. | finally
reached the D.C. terminal station in
midafternoon on Sunday. The Wash-
ington terminal was teeming with
travelers all going in every direc-
tion. | was reminded of a night long
ago that I spent there during World
War Il waiting for a train that would
take me home to Birmingham. The
Pennsylvania RR scheduled trains

between Washington and New York
about every thirty minutes, so |
boarded the next one out.

Late Sunday afternoon, | found
my hotel, unpacked and settled
down for my two week stint at the
Social Security Headquarters. Even
1, a loyal train lover, had to admit
that riding four trains, spending 26
hours in transit and sitting up all
night just to go from Nashville to
Washington was a bit of a stretch.

When | met with my colleagues
on Monday and told them of my
travel experience, they couldn’t be-
lieve what I had done and were not
at all sympathetic. All they could
do was laugh. I'm sure they won-
dered about the strange character
who had been foisted off on them.

My return home two weeks later
was easier. | rode the “Birmingham
Special” on the Southern Line to
Knoxville. It was another all-night
ride where | sat up, arriving in
Knoxville before daylight. Gerry
met me at the station, and we drove
home to Cookeville.

Would | ever take such a rail es-
capade again? Does a cat meow?
Does a dog bark?

Schedule to Run By

Cookeville Museums’ History Hikes

Cookeville History/Depot Museums
2nd Saturday of each month 10 am-2 pm

Cemetery Walk

Cookeville City Cemetery
Saturday, Sept. 20; 6 & 8:30 pm

Brown Bag Lunch Concerts

Cookeville Depot Museum

Fridays; October 3, 10 & 17; 11:30 am-1 pm

Excursion Train Days

(Call the Chamber for tickets: 526-2211)
Saturdays; October 18 & 25

“Christmas Carnival” Open House

Cookeville Depot Museum
Saturday, Dec. 6; 10 am-3 pm

*SAVETHE DATE*

StoryFestin the Park

Dogwood Park behind Cookeville History Museum

Saturday, April 25, 2015
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“I paid $695 with money I'd saved
from four years in the Navy in World

1shop Holliman of Avilla recalled ~ War I1. T was still going to college on
paying $695 for his first wheels —a  the G.I. Bill and now had a wife and

10-year-old 1937-model Chevrolet +2-year-old baby to support,” Holliman
purchased in 1947. . . .

said. “T thought a car that old was.
ancient, but it was the best I
could do. The car had no radio
and no heater. I drove it until
1952, so I got my money’s worth
out of it.”
Holliman’s first brand new
car was-a 1955 Ford, with even a
side-view mirror on the driver’s
de, which he considered a big
eal. By then, he had a family
f four and they moved from
Birmingham, Ala., to Johnson
ity, Tenn. *I had a full time

job paying me $3,300 a year.
Bishop Holliman of Avilla paid $695 for I—Jlowpsv)/]ee% it was then,” }}:e said.

hosls, a 1937-model Chevrolet paid for with pay :

‘fAr’om serving in World War I1. Pictured, Holliman’s
son, Glenn, and daughter show off their dad’s éar-
The photo was taken in Trussville, Ala.

S I e e T
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/
FRIENDS OF THE DEPOT

The Cookeville Depot is [isted on the National Register of Historic Places

WORLD WAR II, the PELICAN, and the BABE

by Bishop Holliman

It was the summer of 1942. The United States Navy was
knee-deep in war with Japan, having just met them head-on in
the Coral Sea and at Midway. In late summer the marines
invaded the Solomon Islands, while German subs prowled our
Atlantic Coast. "Don't Sit Under the Apple Tree" and "Deep
in the Heart of .

Texas" were juke box
favorites.

I remember that
summer well.

The Navy in its
infinite wisdom had
stationed me at the
air base in New Or-
leans, and that's
where I was when
the summer began. I
had beeninthe Navy
since three weeks
before Pearl Harbor
and had attained the
exalted rank of sea-
man 1/C, and my
pay, I think, was $30
amonth. InNew Or-
leans that's not a lot
of moneyby anyone's
standards.

But when I
scanned the head-
lines and listened to
Edward R. Murrow,
I knew I was well
off, and if I could, I
would ride out the

- sV

S X
Babe Ruth slams a homer. (from
Grimsley, Will, ed. The Sports Im-
mortals. New Jersey : Prentice-Hall,
1972) N

war there on the shores of Lake Ponchartrain. It was good
duty and I hoped it would last.

But alas it did not. Before the summer was out, I was
ordered to report to the naval receiving station in Philadelphia
to go aboard the USS Butler, a destroyer. So long, Bourbon
Street!

1left New Orleans on a Wednesday night aboard the New
Orleans-New York express, the Pelican. If things went as
scheduled, I would arrive in Philadelphia at 9:30 Friday
moming.

The Pelican, pulled by a steam locomotive, was a conven-
tional train of its time, typical of what the Southern offered
then. It was not the fastest, but it was comfortable, up-to-date,
and carried Pullman cars, though as a lowly seaman I did not
rate a berth.

It was an all-night ride from New Orleans to Birmingham,
my home town. My family, alerted to my schedule, was at the
station the next morming for our 30-minute stop there. Then
just outside Birmingham the rail tracks passed behind my
grandmother’s house. As the Pelican sped by, I could see my
grandmother waving to me from her porch. She could not see
me, but she knew that I was on the train and was looking for
ber -- a poignant scene forever etched in my memory.

The Pelican seemed in no hurry on its daylight run through
Alabama and Tennessee, and we kept losing time throughout
the day. At every stop there was mail and express to be
handled, and in major cities crowds rushed to get on board.
Always it seemed that more got on than got off: businessmen
going to Washington, servicemen like me, and wives and
sweethearts traveling to a distant military post for a tearful
farewell. This scene was repeated on hundreds of trains each
day.

At Bristol we put on anew engine to pull the assortment of

cars added to the Pelican’sburden since leaving New Orleans.
(continued on page 2)
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Norfolk and Western took over the operation of the train from
this point to Washington, D.C. In Washington there was a
slight delay while we swapped the steam locomotive for
electric power and the Pelican cars were tacked on to a
Pennsylvania RR train. We then zoomed into Philadelphia. I
was now north of the Mason and Dixon line and didn't know
what to expect.

Due to the Pelican’s slow pace I was several hours late
reporting to the receiving station. Since I had not obtained an
explanation from the train conductor for my tardiness, I was
put on report and restricted to the base for three days. Thanks
alot, Pelican!

After a shakedown cruise off the New England coast the
second week in November, the Butler began convoy duty.
Through the winter and spring of 1943 we escorted supply
ships, tankers, and cruise ships to Africa and Europe.

Upon the Butler's return to the U.S. each time, we putin to
many east coast yards from Portland to Norfolk for repairs
and preparations for the next assignment. During those times
I began the pursuit of a hobby I'm still chasing to this day.

An afternoon at the baseball park was like a glimpse of
home, so I set out to visit every major league park that liberty
from ship would allow. Nearly all of the established players
were in service, so we were left with the "over the hill" gang
or those just beginning the climb. I cannot recall seeing any of
the star players of that era. I did see one-armed Pete Gray at
Fenway in Boston and the venerable Connie Mack, manager
of the Philadelphia Athletics, at Shibe Park in Philadelphia. [
went to Ebbets Field in Brooklyn to boo the Dodgers. Afterall,
the right to heckle was one of the things we were fighting for!

The highlight of my park quest came on a late summer
afternoon at Yankee Stadium. To raise money for army relief,
the Yankees staged an "old timers" game, and many of the
players of the 20s and 30s were on hand. Babe Ruth was of
course the main attraction.

The flag-draped stadium was packed that day for this
exhibition of "Americanism" at its best. We had come to do
our part for a patriotic cause and to see the stars of yesteryear.
It was a day to remember. When the Babe was introduced, he
received an uproarious welcome. He had been out of baseball
since 1935 and now was back home to "the House that Ruth
Built." The fans showed their pleasure at seeing the "Sultan of
Swat" by standing, clapping, and chanting, "We want Ruth."

Walter Johnson lobbed a few soft pitches to him, and the
Babe smacked them into the rightfield stands just as he had

when he reigned supreme on the diamond. He made one last
homerun trot around the bases, tipped his cap, waved, and
disappeared into the dugout. For a few hours the war was
forgotten.

It was a quirk of fate, I suppose, that placed me aboard the
Pelican formy last train ride of WWIIL I was in Norfolk when
VJ-Day came, and within a month I was discharged from the
Navy, given a train ticket, and told I was free to go. I headed
south to home on the Pelican, filled with happy going-home
sailors and soldiers. I rode the Pelican triumphantly home. I
have forgottenifit was on time ornot. It didn't matter. It's been
along time since the summer of 1942. It's been a lifetime.

N

Bishop Holliman is a retired director of the Cookeville
Regional Social Security Office and a founder of the Friends
of the Depot.

SCHEDULES TO RUN BY

November 16 - January 30
Model train display

December 12, 10 a.m. - 4 p.m.
Christmas Open House

March 6 - May 19
Rutledge Smith exhibit

MUSEUM HOURS

Tuesday - Saturday
10a.m.-4 p.m.

The Cookeville Depot Museum is owned by the City
of Cookeville and operated and maintained by the
Cookeville Department of Leisure Services, Brad
Chambers, Department Director; Rick Woods, Su-
perintendent of Cultural Arts; John S. Mitchell, Mu-
seum Administrator.
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ALL ABOARD - - PLAY BALL

Trains and baseball go together like
“horse and carriage.”

In the old days, before the jet age,
baseball teams traveled from city to city
onthe train, and games were often sched-

5 uled to meet train
connections. During
the years of the Great
Depression, teams
from the Southern
Association were
carried across the
southland by such
popular trains as the
Piedmont Limited,
The Pan-American,

The Southerner and

by Bishop
Holliman

the Dixie Flyer.

My first teen-age job was selling cold
drinks at Rickwood Field when the Bir-
mingham Barons played the Nashville
Vols. It was not unusual, I remember,
for games to start early to enable the
players to “catch a train.” That’s how
important trains were to baseball. Maybe
it was in that long-ago time that my love
affair with the iron horse and the na-
tional pastime began.

Whatever, a few years ago I decided
to give wings to a dream I'd been har-
boring a long time: I would visit major
league ball parks I had not previously
been to, and I would ride Amtrak trains
to get there. A perfect match, I thought,
as I could achieve both goals on the
same outing. During the winter as I
made my travel plans, it seemed harm-
less and very doable. Surely baseball
and trains were such an integral part of
America’s social fabric that I was justi-
fied in spending time, energy and money

in pursuit of this fantasy.

So, I studied both Amtrak and base-
ball schedules and figured that in two
weeks time I could see games in New
York, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh and Chi-
cago, plus I could ride four different
trains.

‘Withmy rail ticket in hand, my credit
card and Medicare card, I set out on an
April morning for Birmingham where I
caught The Southern Crescent, albeit
an hour late, for New York, the first leg
of this jaunt. The delayed departure
was an omen of worse things to come,
but I didn’t know that then. I was ex-
cited about seeing “the boys of sum-
mer” and riding the fast trains again.

Darkness had settled over the
Crescent’s route before we reached At-
lanta, and daylight came again just south
of Washington, D.C., where we changed
fromdiesel to electric power. It took 24
hours to cover the 1024 miles, two
hours longer than were required 40
years ago. We made 22 stops.

Finally, in mid afternoon of the sec-
ond day the Crescent made its way
under the Hudson River and came to
rest in Penn Station. I was now in the
Big Apple, prepared to do my thing!

A friend had recommended a hotel
and I had called ahead to reserve a
room. The hotel was nice, he said, con-
venient and reasonable, and would sat-
isfy my needs. As I approached the
hotel, I recognized it, now under a dif-
ferent name, from my WW II days,
and I knew that didn’t bode well, nor
would it bed well. I was right on the
mark with my assessment of the hotel.
My room was so shabby I could not stay

in it long. I repacked my belongings and
asked to move to another one. The new
one was not much better, but, under the
circumstances, would do fora short stay.
When I returned later that night, the
smoke alarm was beeping constantly.
No one knew how to stop it, so again I
moved.

Now, after unpacking for the third
time, Isatdownand reviewed my agenda.
I would spend three days in New York.
Tomorrow I would see the familiar sights
of Manhattan; the next day attend the
game at Shea stadium, and the following
afternoon ride the Metroliner to Phila-
delphia, take the Broadway Limited to
Pittsburgh then on to Chicago for games
in those cities. I would decide later how
to return to Birmingham.

AslIreadied forbed, Idiscovered Thad
left my alarm clock in one of the other
rooms. I had to have it - it was my
security blanket! The desk clerk and I
checked the rooms, but the clock had
vanished. It was naive of me to think I
could sleep anyway. Not in New York
and not in that hotel. Emergency sirens
wailed all night, and long before day,
garbage trucks began their daily assault,
making sure hotel guests did not over-
sleep.

Breakfast in the hotel dining room
seemed like a good idea. Safe and conve-
nient, I thought. But not so. I chose a
table by the window to catch a glimpse
of sidewalk traffic. Big Mistake. As a
street person caught my eye, entered the
dining room, and seated himself at my
table .... I was reminded of the movie,
“The Out of Towners.”

(continued on page 2)
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The remainder of the day was spent
covering the sidewalks of New York.
East side, West side, all around the
town, from Central Park to the Battery
and back. That night I was exhausted
and ready for bed early. Just as well - the
TV set would not work.

The next afternoon I arrived at Shea
Stadium too late to catch batting prac-
tice. Another error . . . I bought a ticket
outside the stadium, thinking I would
getabargain. My seat was so highupin
left field I was afraid I'd get a nose-
bleed. All the players had their backs to
me. When fog settled over the field in
the third inning, I needed a radar gun to
spot them. As the game dragged on, a
fan led a raunchy cheer that might have
gotten himarrested if the vice squad had
been near. [ was hungry so I tried to buy
a hot dog. In passing it to me the guy
dropped it but said I1did, so I had to fork
over another three dollars. Shea is in the
pathof planes departing LaGuardia Air-
port, and every 60 seconds it seemed
one zoomed over head, shaking the ball
park with a deafening roar. I could un-
derstand why they would be departing.

AprilnightsinNew York canbecold,
and this one was. When I stood for the
seventh inning stretch I realized my
glasses were covered with a frosty mist.
Tknew it was time to go. I couldn’t take
any more. I returned to the hotel with as
little fanfare as possible, glad there was
a policeman aboard the train back to
Times Square. That night before I went
to sleep I did some serious thinking.
When I awoke the next morning, my
mind was made up; I knew what I had to
do. This game had to be called, not
because of rain but because of strain. I
was onamissionimpossible, one fraught
with stress and danger, and I was in no
mood to continue the hectic pace for
another 10days. I wasready to gohome.
Goodbye Broadway Limited, so-long
Wrigley Field - maybe another time.

Istruggled the nexttwodays trying to

obtain a refund for my unused ticket
and to obtain a reserved seat on the
Crescent returning to Birmingham.
Amtrak was reluctant to accommodate
me. Finally, my pleadings fell on a
sympathetic ear and an Amtrak super-
visor returned my money and found me
a seat on the train "leaving this after-
noon.”

1 hurriedly packed my things, bade
the hotel clerk farewell, and rushed to
get on that train. When the Crescent
revved its engines and headed south, I
leaned back in my seat and propped up
my feet, secure in the belief that noth-
ing could go wrong now. Don’t you
believe it. During the night the diesel
engine stalled dead in its tracks and we
had to wait for a replacement out of
Charlotte before continuing on. I
couldn’t believe it. We were two hours
late getting to Birmingham.

That afternoon as I drove to
Cookeville I pondered the consequences
of my chase for the holy grail. Though
1 had struck out, I felt that my enchant-
ment with trains and baseball would
remain strong. Time has proved that to
be true. In later years I rode the Broad-
way Limited around the famous Horse-
shoe Curve in Pennsylvania and Isaw a
game at Wrigley Field - with a 12-
year-old granddaughter in tow! Life
doesn’t get much better than that!

For some of us who remember the
age of steam and Joe Dimaggio’s 1941
hitting streak, the sweetest words may
still be the conductor’s “A-L-L
A-B-O-A-R-D” and the umpire’s
“PLAY BALL.”

- Bishop Holliman is a retired direc-
tor of the Cookeville Regional Social
Security Office and a founder of the
Friends of the Depot. He and his wife,
Ellen Cox, divide their time between
Cookeville (Winters) and Woodburn,
Indiana (Summers) - taking railroad
trips between.

A Docent's Story

Being adocent at the Depot Museumis
always rewarding, butrecently I was asked
to do something that I found particularly
enjoyable. I was asked by the Friends of
the Depot to videotape the Louisiana and
Arkansas 509 steam locomotive. It is on
static display at the Tennessee Valley
Railroad Museum in Chattanooga Ten-
nessee.

So, on a beautiful Saturday morning in
August, my dad and I drove down to the
Museum where I attempted to capture the
awesome beauty of steam engine 509 on
video tape. | should add that one really
needs to see the 509 in person to appreci-
ate her majestic beauty, her history and
her overwhelming size. It is a magic that
cannot be captured on videotape.

As I stood there and gazed at her, I
remembered that she was once a grand
lady that moved goods and people across
our great nation. I appreciate organiza-
tions such as the Tennessee Valley Rail
Road Museum and the Friends of the
Depot for the long hours and hard work
they give to our communities so that this
important part of our nation’s history is
preserved and remembered.

The 509 is for sale! She needs to be
brought to Cookeville. Steam engines of
this age and quality are rarely available.
‘We are ready for this.

Thope the next time I videotape her, she
willliveinher new home - The Cookeville
Depot Museum.

This grand lady will command the at-
tention and capture the imagination of all
who see her!

- Billy Copeland is a freshman music
major at Tennessee Technological Uni-
versity. Railroading has been his hobby/
passion since he was a child of eight. He
is an outstanding volunteer at the
Cookeville Depot Museum. He has painted
walls when needed, created displays,
works on special projects, keeps the desk
and is generally invaluable to the Mu-
seum.
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i Bishop Holliman

Christmas 1942 was one of those times you store in your
memory bank and revisit as the years pass.

America was entering its second year of World War I, and that
Christmas seemed destined to be the saddest ever. The tide had
not yet turned in our favor; hostilities raged around the globe,
rationing of civilian goods caused hardship, and draft calls and
casualty lists mounted. Hardly a household in the land escaped
the sacrifices the war demanded, and not even Bing Crosby
dreaming of a White Christmas could dispel the gloom.

Tt was against that backdrop that I entered my second year in
the U.S. Navy, and it would be my second Christmas to be
away from home. Iwas a radioman on the USS Butler, a new
destroyer, spending our days escorting convoys to Europe and
Africa and chasing German submarines.

It was from just such a mission that we returned to Norfolk,
Virginia, Christmas Eve afternoon and awaiting us was the
nicest Christmas gift we could imagine—a five-day leave! That
meant that many of us could be home by Christmas night.
Such a surprise gift was almost overwhelming, and only those

ho've been there can understand the joy this shipload of sad-
sack sailors felt!

As soon as I could ger there I presented myself to the ticket
agent at the Norfolk train station and bought a ticket for the
first train heading south. If all went well I'd be in Birmingham,
my hometown, the next night to celebrate Christmas around
the table with all my family. I would walk in and surprise them
all ——-what a happy time that would be! My annclpauon was

~LL BE HOME FOR CHRISTMAS

how they were faring and how the war was affecting them.
This was a somber time, remember, and there were only a few
displays marking the season. On board the crowded train the
passengers, I recall, were somewhat subdued, glad to be going
home and I guess wondering where we'd all be next Christmas.

After a long delay in Lynchburg, my connecting train from
Washington, D.C., finally arrived and I continued on to
Birmingham, but by now it was carly Christmas morning

and I still had a long way to go. This train was so crowded
the food and water gave out before we would reach the next
station, and heavy traffic at every stop delayed us further. The
minutes and hours added up faster than the miles.

As the day passcd, it became apparent I would not get to
Birmingham at the time I thought I would. There was

00 much mail and express and too many stops and too

many travelers. My dream of surprising my family with an
unexpected arrival was fading fast and then, not far out of
Atlanra, the conductor announced that our train would end its
run in Atlanta, it would not go on to Birmingham. It would
be six hours, he said before thered be another one.

What to do now? Time was too precious for a homesick sailor
and I couldn’t wait six hours. At midnight I walked down to
the Greyhound Bus station and bought a ticket and five hours
later, the morning after Christmas, I was home!

My mother and dad were just sitting down.to brcakfas( when
1 walked into the house. Wha a glori

for them and what a happy homeco!

had thought I was on the high seas, d¢ 'ngi) v
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LENT AND EASTER AT
MCKENDREE VILLAGE

As the Christian year moves from

Lent into Easter, the Pastoral Care

Department offers worship and

devotional opportunities for residents,

families and staff. The fourth and fifth
ndays in Lent, worship will be held as

al at 9:00 in the Health Center and at
10:45 in the Chapel.

On PALM SUNDAY, MARCH 16, the faith
community celebrates Jesus triumphal
but humble entry into Jerusalem as we
enter into Holy Week. During the week
before Easter, Holy Week services will

be held at 10:30 in the Chapel on Holy
‘Wednesday, Maundy Thursday and
Good Friday (March 19-21).

On EASTER SUNDAY, the holiest and
most celebrative day in the Church
calendar, worship will be held at 9:00

in the Health Center and at 10:45 in

the Chapel. All persons are welcome to
participate in any or all worship services.
In addition, regular devotionals will
continue to be offered throughout the
campus on Mondays during Lent and on
Easter Monday, March 24th.

May God bless our community during
this holy season of preparation and
celebration as we journey with Christ to
\"\rusa]em and beyond to resurrection.
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HAPPY NEW YEAR!

by Bishop Holliman

I let the New Year, 2008; slip in without
making any new resolutions. Just as

well as I've never kept any that I ever
made anyway. Once I read that “New
Year's Resolutions are like babies crying

in church—they should be carried out
immediately!” The one who said that will
get my vote.

Instead of resolutions I focus on things
that bother me in my old age and things
T 'wish I could do something about. I've
made a list of things I would change if I
could and here it is:

TV news anchor-men who keep saying,
“When we come back.” I'd just as
soon they stay away, most of the time.
And TV weathercasters (is there such

a word?) who talk so fast I can't keep
up with them. I think they get paid by
the number of words they utter, or else
they're afraid the weather will change
before they've finished.

James Russell Lowell penned the
immortal words: “What is so rare as
aday in June.” Well, there are a lot

of words out there today that arent
“immortal” and ought to be put to rest.
Among them: “basically,” “hopefully,”
and “politically correct.” “Awesome” is
another word that gets tossed about too
frequently, especially by sports writers
and political pundits describing the Notre
Dame Football team and the President’s
responsibilities.

Some other things I can do withour: A
telephone voice that says, “This call may
be recorded for quality assurance,” and
TV close-ups of a baseball player with a
wad of tobacco in his mouth.

The other day I read about a politician
who said, “The future is our there in
front of us.” Can you believe that? That
was not only a profound thing to say, it
‘was awesome,

Some other things I worry about: Why
does smoke always “curl” from the
chimney? Can'tit just rise? And why
are hills always “rolling” Can'’t they just
stand there? And have you ever met a
‘misconception: that wasn't “popular”?

“When I was a young lad my heroes were
the Birmingham Barons baseball team.
But now, I've switched my allegiance to
a different breed. My favorites are Matt
Dillon, Andy Taylor, Jed Clampert and
Bear Bryant. And here’s why:

Marshall Dillon kept law and order in
Dodge, and he didn’ let Miss Kitty's
charms interfere with his duties. Sheriff
Andy Taylor was a decent man and he
was loyal to his Deputy, Barney Fife. Jed
Clampett of the Beverly Hillbillies had

a lot of common sense and he didn’ ler
wealth go to his head. And he kept Jethro
in tow. Bear Bryant evidently was a great
motivator, but more than that, he could
beat Auburn and the Vols!

But what do I know about all these things?
I'm the fellow who predicted in 1961 the
“Andy Griffith Show” wouldn’t last—it's
still running after nearly 50 years. I said
pre-packaged meat would not be popular
with housewives. (I've had to eat my
words as well as the mear.) In 1958 I was
sure the Edsel was the car of the future so
I'went out and bought one. (Just a few
more months and I'll have it paid for.)

So here I am. IfI were a Cardinal I could
probably deal with these issues better. But
'm just a lowly Bishop and I do the best I
can..... HAPPY NEW YEAR!

{/"CH, 2008
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