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The Tour  
 

 

The boy stepped up on the left pedal of his 10-speed and pushed 

down the slight slope from the garage onto the driveway. 

Throwing his right leg over the slender black bike, he coasted 

quickly down the driveway, and began pumping the pedals for 

all he was worth. He made it around the side of the house and 

out into the street in front of his grandmother‟s new brick house 

on Alecia Page Cove. 

 Early June and the summer stretched out in front of him 

like the interstate in Kansas. The morning air was still cool and 

quiet, and felt good on his face. He thought, “If I can just get 

down to the corner, before I hear him call…” 

 “Jeremiiiiiiah! Come back for just a minute!” 

 “Well, I almost made it,” the boy mumbled. He shook 

his head and thought, “now he‟ll want me to do just one little 

thing before I can leave, but it‟ll turn into four or five little 

things.” He pedaled slowly back into the cove and turned right 

into his grandmother‟s driveway. 

 His dad stood in the front doorway, eating a banana. 

“You need to set the trash out for Granny, please. And make 

your bed, too, while you‟re at it. She‟s coming home from the 

hospital after while and we want the house to look nice for her.” 

 Jeremiah coasted back around the drive to the back of 

the house. He parked his bike in the garage and entered the back 

door. His mom, still in a housecoat, was standing at the sink, 

enjoying a bowl of cereal. “What are you planning for today, 

Jeremiah?” she asked, as she moved to sit down at the kitchen 

table. 
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 “I don‟t know. Not much.” He paused beside his mom to 

look at the front page of the Humboldt paper, stacked along 

with the mail on the table. “I was thinking I might just ride 

around on my bike. Maybe downtown or over to Aunt Inez‟ 

house.” The simple pleasures of bike riding in a small town 

were new to him. And the relatively flat streets of Humboldt 

were a bonus - no steep hills like back home in Alabama. He 

lived in a fair-sized city, Northport, but it adjoined Tuscaloosa, 

a much larger city, and there was hardly anywhere to ride that 

wasn‟t dangerous because of traffic, or too exhausting because 

of the terrain. 

 His dad‟s Tennessee hometown, Humboldt, was just 

right. Once he learned the layout and shortcuts, he found that he 

could get anywhere in town in ten minutes or less. He‟d already 

explored the basics - over across the highway to Cedar Crest 

Hospital to see his grandmother; downtown to cruise the three 

blocks of businesses on Main Street; and out 18
th

 Avenue, down 

past his dad‟s old high school, and around to Elliot Street to see 

his great-aunt, Inez Dunn. He was learning the town pretty 

good, and enjoying his bike more than anytime since he bought 

it three years earlier with matching funds from his folks. 

 And today was going to be another chance to explore. 

Put ten or twenty miles on his new odometer, perhaps meet 

some local kids, and maybe end up swimming at the 

Presgrove‟s pool. Connie Presgrove, an old high school friend 

of his dad‟s, lived around the corner from his grandmother on 

Chere Carol Road, and she had invited him to come swim 

anytime he was in town. Yep, it looked like a fine summer day 

that lay before him. 

 “And don‟t forget to brush those orthodontically-

adjusted and finance-enhanced teeth.” From the bathroom his 

dad‟s voice broke through Jeremiah‟s reverie, just as he finished 

pulling the bedspread up to hide the disheveled sheets and 

pillows.  
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 “Hey, Pop, if you bothered to check my toothbrush, 

you‟d note the bristles are probably still wet from when I was in 

there earlier.”  

His father turned and walked back toward the kitchen. 

“Don‟t try that Opie Taylor trick on me, son. I was watching tv 

when ol‟ Opie used it the first time, about 1960 I think.” 

 Jeremiah shook his head and decided to brush his teeth 

after all. When he walked in to the kitchen, his mom and dad 

were discussing their plans for the day. His mom was heading 

to Jackson later to shop with Aunt Sylvia, his dad‟s sister, who 

lived in nearby Trenton. His dad was going to bring Granny 

home whenever she was released from the hospital. Jeremiah 

was on his own, which was fine with him. 

 He gave his mom a quick kiss goodbye and was out the 

back door, on his bike and down the street before they could 

nail him again. As he turned the corner from Alecia Page on to 

Beau Beth Lane, he slowed down, pedaling easily. There was 

no longer any need to hurry. Safe distance now protected him 

from parental recall. 

 He slowed again at the next corner as he made a right 

turn onto Chalet, heading towards Chere Carol.  As he shifted 

gears in to higher speed his name came to him from close 

behind. A hissing whisper spoke to him, “Jeremiah”. Before he 

could even turn to look, his dad roared by him on an old bicycle 

and left him in what would have been a cloud of dust, had they 

been on a dusty road. 

 With a comfortable lead, his dad slowed down and 

waited for Jeremiah to catch up. “Wanna ride over to the 

hospital and check on Granny?” he asked. 

 “I guess,” Jeremiah said, and nodded.  

 “Then let‟s hang a Rochester here, “ his dad said as he 

turned right onto Chere Carol. After the turn, Jeremiah pulled 

up beside him and asked, “What‟s a „Rochester‟?”  

 “Well,” his dad started, “ a Rochester means a right turn. 

If we were gonna turn left, I would have said, „Hang a Louie‟. 
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He slowed, then stopped his bike for a moment to tie his left 

shoe. “Sometimes yankees might say „hang a Roscoe‟ instead of 

a Rochester, or even use „hang a Ralphie‟. Some folks say if 

„hang a Louie‟ means go left, then „hang a rooie‟ means go 

right.” Dissertation complete, his dad, feeling he had done 

Cheers‟ Cliff Claven proud, remounted his bike to resume their 

ride, but added, as a test, “What do you think you‟d call a U-

turn?” 

 Jeremiah pedaled easily beside, wrinkling his brow in 

thought. Finally it came to him. “‟Hang a U-ie‟?” His dad 

smiled. “I think you‟ve got it.” 

 

                       *** 

 

They pedaled effortlessly along the narrow road. As they 

approached the intersection of where Honeysuckle Lane entered 

Chere Carol from the left, Jeremiah asked his father, “When 

you were a kid, did you ride these same streets?” 

 “You bet. Things were pretty much the same around this 

neighborhood, except behind us, where Chere Carol disappears 

over that hill going towards the cemetery, the road used to end 

there at the crest of the hill. There was an old farm house on the 

left, where there used to be a dairy farm. I could ride my bike 

from the backyard where Granny used to live on the highway, 

out onto Ward Drive, turn left on Honeysuckle Lane and come 

down to this corner. Most of these houses were around here 

then. One of the school‟s second grade teachers, Mrs. 

Nicholson, used to live right here on the corner, across from 

John Hale‟s house. 

“And along the right side of this street, where Connie 

lives now, there was an old farm where some of the Byrd family 

lived.” Pointing to where the Presgrove house stood, his dad 

explained how an old farmhouse used to stand there, with the 

barn and barnyard off to the right, where Connie and Tom had 

setup a volleyball court on the empty lot. “Further to the right of 
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the vacant lot is John Hale‟s house, at the corner of Chalet 

Place. He was a couple of years behind me in school.” 

His dad made a turn onto Honeysuckle and said, “Let‟s 

ride down this way for a minute, and I‟ll show you how I rode 

my bike to here from Granny‟s old house on the highway.” 

 Soon, he pointed out a small brick house along the right 

side of the lane, saying that was where one of his first 

girlfriends lived. “And up here on the left, see that large brick 

house with white columns on the hill? That‟s where my dentist, 

Dr. Stallings, lives. They built that in 1960 or ‟61, about the 

same time that Jeanne‟s folks were building a little further 

down.” His dad didn‟t mention it but thought to himself: The 

size of Dr. Stallings‟ house is probably directly proportional to 

the number of cavities I had as a kid.  

“Along the right here, you‟ll see Ward Drive, “ he said 

to Jeremiah. “It‟s a dead end that stops at the back of the field 

next to my old house. And that‟s how I used to get from my 

yard back over to Honeysuckle and Chere Carol.” They turned 

and retraced their ride back down to Chere Carol, and turned 

left towards the highway.  

As they coasted down Chere Carol, Jeremiah listened to 

him explain about where another old farm house used to stand, 

also on the right side of the road, nearly to the highway. “Seems 

like more of the Byrd family lived in that place, too. Tolbert 

Byrd. I guess they all were related. Anyway, I remember one 

Christmas night, back about 1972 I think, Tolbert‟s brother 

went crazy, and shot and killed him and his wife. Seems like the 

brother must have had some tough times during World War II 

that affected his mind.” His dad was silent for a moment, 

remembering those days. Then he turned to Jeremiah. “Dark 

intrigue, huh? Right in my own neighborhood. It was pretty 

fascinating stuff back then.” 

 They pedaled quickly across the wide highway, and up 

into the hospital parking lot. Leaving their bikes leaning against 

the backside of the building, they entered through a side door. 
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Jeremiah‟s grandmother was sitting on the edge of her bed in 

her room, slipping on her shoes with an extra-long shoe horn. 

“Are you ready to go home, Granny?” Jeremiah asked, giving 

her a hug. 

 “After while, I guess, Jeremiah. The doctor has to 

release me first.” She stood with the help of her walker, and 

moved over to sit in a chair near her window, which looked out 

across a small field to a wooded area behind the hospital. She 

was feeling pretty good since she knew she was getting to go 

home for the first time since her hip surgery, more than three 

weeks earlier. 

Jeremiah listened as his dad told her that they were 

going to ride around town on their bikes for a while, and he‟d 

be back to pick her up before lunch. After saying their 

goodbyes, the two of them went back outside to the rear of the 

hospital where they had left their bikes. He followed his dad as 

they walked their bikes towards a small group of trees behind 

the hospital. Pointing towards a huge old oak tree, he said, “We 

had our first grapevine in that furthermost old tree over there at 

the edge of the woods, and right where we‟re standing now was 

a little dirt trail that ran under this oak here. The trail opened 

into a big field, where the hospital is located now.” His dad 

grew quiet for a moment as he looked around. “Boy! It‟s all 

changed so much since I was a fifth-grader playing in these 

woods.” 

They pushed their bikes across a ditch overgrown with 

tall weeds and into the field behind some houses and the 

Catholic Church.  His father told him of digging forts in the 

edge of the field, of baseball games on the more level part, and 

of the grapevine they had swung on, along the back border of 

the field. 

They guided their bikes up through the backyard of the 

Castleman‟s house and onto the paved driveway. “Janice 

Heermans lived here where Lena and Garrett Castleman are 

now, and Laura Lyn Stone lived next door on the right. There 
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were a lot of kids my age in the neighborhood then. Cathey 

Mitchell - you know Cathey Jones, right? She lived across the 

highway, just above Granny‟s old house. Above her was Billy 

Grubbs, and below Granny‟s, just beyond what used to be an 

empty field, was Jimmy Ward‟s house.” Pushing their bikes, 

they walked up to the end of the driveway, and paused there 

while Jeremiah‟s dad continued, “And down to the left, on this 

side of the highway, where Jeanne Little lives now, was the 

Bradford family with their two sons. Roger Harbin lived at the 

bottom of the hill. Across from Roger were Jack Ramsey and 

Charles Rosenfielder.” 

They stood for a minute or so at the end of the 

Castleman driveway, looking across the highway at the „old 

Pyron homestead‟. Finally Ronnie said, “Mom and dad built 

that house in the summer of 1946 after dad came home from the 

service. I think they were moved in by the time Sylvia had her 

first birthday, on October 31. Sometime in the early „50s, they 

add the breezeway and carport. Then, in the early „70s, they 

added that room on the left side to make it their new bedroom.” 

This seemed to interest Jeremiah somewhat, as least it was a 

little more interesting than hearing all that other stuff about his 

dad‟s early childhood.  

“Hey,” said his dad, interrupting his thoughts. “You 

wanna run down and see Jeanne for a minute before we ride 

into town?” 

“Sure,” answered Jeremiah. He always liked visiting 

Jeanne. He knew she was a special friend of his dad‟s, and he 

considered her a special friend of his, too. They coasted down 

the edge of the highway to the Little driveway and turned in. 

After parking their bikes at the edge of the porch, they 

walked up to the sliding glass door that served as the entrance to 

Jeanne‟s sitting room. His dad tapped on the door as they 

entered, and saying, “Hello, are you accepting drop-in company 

today?” 
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Jeanne was seated in her chair and Cathey Jones was 

standing along side of her. Cathey had finished giving Jeanne a 

big hug and they were just saying their goodbyes. Cathey‟s eyes 

brightened up when she turned and saw Ron and Jeremiah walk 

in. “Hey, guys! Two of my favorite people!” She walked over 

and put her arms around them both. 

They all said their hellos, but before they could start 

chatting and catching up on any news, Cathey said she had to 

get home. She explained she was about to head down to 

Memphis and check on her folks. 

“But I want you two to come out and see Ted and I 

while you are in town. Jeremiah, we still have a fishing pole 

with your name on it, and the fish in the pond are just 

swimming around waiting on you.” 

After waving and giving Jeanne a wink, she headed out 

the door and onto the porch. Ron and Jeremiah said goodbye to 

her and promised to try and get out to see her soon. 

Turning back towards Jeanne, they walked over and 

both gave her a little hug. His dad sat on the edge of the bed and 

Jeremiah perched in a nearby chair. Jeanne‟s smile was brilliant 

as she asked them to update her on any news. She knew Ron‟s 

mother had been in the hospital for hip surgery, and she wanted 

to know how her re-hab was going. 

As Ron brought her up-to-date on his mom‟s condition, 

Jeremiah‟s eyes wondered around the room, taking in all of 

Jeanne‟s personal touches, what-nots, and family pictures. He 

studied the large painting of Jeanne and Stan‟s daughter on the 

back wall, and remembered how his dad had claimed it looked 

so much like Jeanne when she was a young girl. He turned his 

attention back to Jeanne and was once again amazed at how 

much life and interest she was able to put in her facial 

expressions as she talked with his dad. He knew she had been 

stricken is MS many years before, and though it restricted her 

movements, it didn‟t seem to limit her friendliness and general 

demeanor. 
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While he was studying her, she turned her attention to 

him and asked what was going on in his life. He did his best to 

make his drab life seem interesting. He told her he was looking 

forward to settling in to a new school, Science Hill, in Johnson 

City, and what courses he‟d be taking in the fall. She knew all 

the right questions to ask, and made him feel that her learning 

about his plans were just about the most important thing in her 

life.  

For a moment, she turned back to his dad, and asked 

him if he‟d mind fetching her a glass of ice water from the 

kitchen. Ron sprung from his seat and said, “You bet!” and left 

on his errand. 

Before he was even out of the room, Jeanne turned to 

Jeremiah, and asked him to pull his chair up a little closer to 

her. After he had done so, she spoke softly to him, saying, “You 

know, Jeremiah, I‟ve been friends with your father for a long 

time, more than thirty years. But for some reason I don‟t 

understand, I feel just as close to you as I do to him.” She 

paused for a moment, and seemed to be gathering her thoughts. 

Then she went on. “It‟s like I‟ve known you since I was a little 

girl. Does that make any sense at all to you?” 

Jeremiah didn‟t know what to think, or even worse, 

what to say. He had seen Jeanne many times over his young 

life. He had always enjoyed walking down to visit her whenever 

he visited his grandmother. As he looked at her now, he saw a 

fragile little lady, probably in her early forties, but she seemed 

so small, possibly because of her long illness, that she appeared 

almost child-like. And her smooth complexion only served to 

compliment her diminutive stature. If he didn‟t know better, he 

would have thought her to be about twenty years old. 

He wasn‟t sure how to respond to her question, but he 

knew she was awaiting his answer. “Well,” he began somewhat 

awkwardly, “I have known you for almost my whole life, all 

thirteen years of it, and I feel like you are one of the most 



 10 

special friends I‟ve ever had, but as far as having known you 

before…” He shook his head and was speechless. 

She smiled warmly at him and nodded slowly. “One last 

thing,” she said. “I don‟t have much feeling in my hands 

anymore, but would mind putting your hand on mine for a 

moment?” 

He reached across the space between them, placing his 

hand on hers. Her skin was very smooth, and somewhat cool to 

the touch. He rested his hand across hers for a moment, and 

then, as his dad came back in from the kitchen, he gave her 

hand a little squeeze and released it. He looked up to see her 

shining face as she said, “God bless you, Jeremiah.” 

They soon said their farewells and made their hugs. His 

dad always seemed to get a little teary whenever they left 

Jeanne‟s room. As they mounted their bikes and pedaled up the 

drive, his dad said, “You know, Jeremiah, it seems that many 

times when I go visit certain shut-ins, or folks with life-

changing illnesses, I try to be a blessing to them, and hope that I 

can be a little ray of sunshine for them. But there are a few 

people, just like Jeanne Little, who turn the tables on me. And 

whenever I leave them, it‟s like I’m the one receiving the 

blessing.” He looked at him and said, “Do you know what I 

mean, Jeremiah?” 

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “I know exactly what you 

mean.” 

 

                                  *** 

 

They rode their bikes quietly up the hill, lost in their 

own thoughts. Jeremiah was still wondering about that 

conversation with Jeanne. What did she mean about having 

known him before? Did her illness make her more aware or 

sensitive to different things? He filed that away as something to 

think about later. 
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As they pulled even with his grandmother‟s old house, 

the mood changed, and his dad slipped back in to the „let‟s 

continue the tour‟ thing, saying, “There were a lot of my 

classmates out on this side of town. Called ourselves „the 

Jackson Highway gang‟. He pointed across the highway at the 

concrete culvert on the ditch in front of Jeremiah‟s 

grandmother‟s old house. “We‟d sit out under the street light on 

summer nights, just to watch the cars go by. We talked about 

playing „kick-the-can‟, or „why don‟t we get some old clothes 

and make a dummy to scare the traffic with?‟ As we got older, 

we‟d listen to deejay Dick Biondi announcing the hits on WLS 

out of Chicago with transistor radios. We played with Janice 

Heerman‟s Ouija board, or complained about our school 

teachers, or talked about „who likes who‟.” 

Jeremiah thought his dad reminisced a lot about the old 

days, and knew he was particularly prone to it whenever they 

visited Humboldt. But that‟s all right, he thought, since he only 

listened to about half of it anyway. Let the old man dream. 

Deep in the old days, his dad was continuing the 

monologue as they pulled into the driveway of Sacred Heart 

Catholic Church and coasted around to the back: “We used to 

ride our bikes a lot back here behind the church. It was the 

biggest, flattest place around to ride. And we played a lot of 

basketball here, too. When I was in the ninth or tenth grade, my 

girlfriend, Kathy Sedberry, would sit over there on those back 

steps of the church school, watching me shoot free throws for 

„yankee dimes‟.” 

This last part interested Jeremiah. “What‟s a „yankee 

dime‟?” 

His dad smiled and took off quickly, back around 

toward the front of the church, turning on to the highway in the 

direction of downtown. Jeremiah caught up with him near the 

big mansion on the right and asked again about „yankee dimes‟. 

“Kisses, my boy,” responded his dad, doing his best 

impersonation of W. C. Fields. He then went on to tell of 
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adventures in the woods behind the old Campbell house, of 

climbing trees and playing army with friends. 

They turned left and coasted along Honeysuckle Lane. 

Within a few hundred feet, his dad pointed to the wooded 

fencerow along the left of the street. “That area was once 

covered with honeysuckle vines. Must have been millions of 

them. This whole part of the road was the best smelling place in 

town, outside of Granny‟s kitchen, that is.” Jeremiah looked at 

where his dad was indicating, but saw only one or two stray 

vines. 

His dad pointed out the large house on the right where 

Jeanne Jones Little grew up. “Her folks built this place about 

1960 or early ‟61. They were one of those great families where 

every kid in town felt welcomed. Had a recreation room right 

over there,” he said pointing to the left side of the house, 

“where we played ping pong and shot pool. I can still remember 

a neat party they had here one night, when I was about a 

sophomore.” 

They turned and pedaled back up towards Main Street. 

After crossing the highway they pedaled up 28
th

 Avenue. 

Jeremiah listened (again) as his father once more related the 

story of the Doberman Pinschers that roamed the orchard 

behind the big house off to their left, and how they had charged 

down the hill to chase him when he was a youngster. “I learned 

real fast to dismount on the opposite side of my bike, and keep 

it between me and the dogs, til I was clear of the area.” 

 Further up 28
th

, his dad pointed to the first two houses 

on the right, where good friends Jimmy Richardson and Nancy 

McGee had lived. “Some time about 1960, the lake behind their 

houses froze over during a big snow storm, school was 

dismissed and we sledded and skated all over that lake. 

Remember me showing you where the lake was, last time we 

visited Jack Smithey?” 

 They bicycled down Mitchell Street. Jeremiah learned 

where his dad was born, at the old St Mary‟s Hospital, now a 
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nursing home, and how he and his friend David Mathis, who 

lived across the street from St Mary‟s, had biked all around the 

hospital and adjoining Bailey Park. 

 For the next hour they pedaled around town, enjoying 

the early summer‟s day, often waving at old friends that his 

father had once known. Out on 22
nd

 Avenue they passed a dry 

cleaning business that occupied the old Dairy Bar building; they 

drove on by the old hosiery mill, and then the newspaper and 

cable tv office. Just past a small motel on the right of the road, 

his dad pointed out where the 1960s high school hangout, the 

Ramble Inn, used to be, and across the street, Chief‟s, the haunt 

of the kids a decade earlier. Just past Chief‟s was the old skating 

rink, site of many birthday parties of the younger kids. “The 

parents of one my classmates, Jimmy Dudley, operated that 

place,” said his dad. He went on to point out another building. 

“That barber shop was once the Dairy Queen. Elvis made a 

surprise appearance in the late „50s.” 

 Leaving the rest of 22
nd

 behind them, they headed back 

towards town. Across from Bailey Park they stopped to look 

around the old Brown Shoe Factory building. His dad looked 

pensive for a few moments, then said, “If it hadn‟t been for the 

shoe factory, my mom and dad would never have met…” He 

paused before adding, “and you and I wouldn‟t be here.” 

“How‟s that?” Jeremiah asked. 

 “Well, my mom was raised in West Plains, Missouri, as 

you know, and came here after she finished high school in 1934. 

She was visiting her sister Pauline and brother-in-law Harry 

Smith who were living here in Humboldt. Uncle Harry was a 

supervisor here when it was called the O‟Donnell Shoe Factory. 

Mom worked there for a while and met dad, who was just back 

from several months in the CCC at a camp near McKenzie. He 

had just started working in Harry‟s department. They dated for a 

while and then married, in November 1935. So,” he continued, 

“if there hadn‟t been a shoe factory, mom and dad would never 

have met, Sylvia and I wouldn‟t have been born, and you, 
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Jeremiah, would still be floating around in Babyland 

somewhere.” His dad paused to collect his thoughts, then said, 

“And, to develop that idea further, I wonder who was the city 

official that first brought up the idea in some long-ago council 

meeting of trying to recruit the shoe company to come build 

their factory here in Humboldt. That was the guy who was 

ultimately responsible for mom and dad ever getting together. 

Serendipity.” 

 Jeremiah pondered his dad as his dad pondered the 

serendipity thing.  
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2 

Seeing the City 

 

 

When they were both through pondering, they pedaled down 

Osborne Street. As they circled around the back of Main Street 

Elementary School, his father told him grade school stories 

about teachers, recess, and playing in the school yard before it 

was paved.  

At Osborne and 17
th

, in front of a large white house, 

Ronnie showed him where he was first assigned 4
th

 grade duties 

as a patrol boy, working with one of the local policemen to help 

get the school children across the street safely. Pointing across 

the schoolyard towards 18
th

 Avenue, he said “There used to be a 

little neighborhood store across the street where kids could stop 

in after school for candy. Near the store was Alice Jackson‟s 

piano studio, where Sylvia played in recitals.” He paused in his 

recitation, and then went on: “I remember sometime about the 

3
rd

 or 4
th

 grade, smack in the middle of recess and right in the 

front yard of that building, two big dogs got into a fight that 

went on forever. We always thought that one of them must have 

had rabies or something.” 

 They followed 17th down to Main Street and turned 

right towards downtown. Three blocks later they stopped in 

Peoples Furniture for a few minutes to see Harry Davidson, who 

had taken Jeremiah‟s granddad‟s place there in 1974. Harry was 

glad to see Jeremiah again, and reminded him what an 

interesting fellow Pony Pyron had been. Harry led them out the 

door at the rear of the store, and onto the back porch, where the 

delivery truck was backed in to the loading dock. He pointed to 

a big slab of concrete lying over to the side. “Pony ‟67” was 
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etched in the slab. “A keepsake from your granddad,” Harry 

told Jeremiah. 

 They walked back through the store and went out the 

front door, saying their goodbyes to Harry. Once outside, 

Ronnie turned right and walked over to the front corner of 

Peoples where it joined the adjacent business. “Come over here 

for a minute, Jeremiah,” his dad said. “I remember sometime in 

the early 1960s there was still an old penny weight –and-fortune 

machine that stood right here. It was broken, and probably 

hadn‟t been used in years. Anyway, someone must have 

bumped up against it, and dislodged it from its base. Dad 

noticed it and Thomas and I got to go through all those 

hundreds of old pennies for our coin collections.” 

 They mounted their bikes and coasted down the 

sidewalk and around the corner onto 14
th

, passing Gibson 

Hardware. They waved a friendly hello to the owner, Gibby, 

and his assistant Dan Thurbush, who were standing in the 

doorway. Soon they were back on Main, pausing at the Plaza 

Theater. His dad pointed out the doorway to the right of the 

ticket booth. “That was the old „colored‟ entrance to the theater 

when I was a kid. It probably hasn‟t been in use in twenty-five 

years.” On the left side of the theater he showed Jeremiah where 

Brasfield‟s Jewelry Store was connected to the Plaza. 

“Sometime in the early ‟60s, Mr. Brasfield moved their 

business up to the middle of the next block,” he told him.  They 

walked their bikes down the sidewalk to the old city hall 

building, where they re-crossed Main.  

They stopped briefly in front of a drug store on the 

corner of Main and 13
th

.  As they peered in the window of 

McClaren Drug, his dad said, “This used to be Taylor Drug 

Store in the 1950s and „60s. They had this huge marble soda 

fountain down the length of this side wall. Took it out during 

integration days.” Jeremiah wanted to ask why, but his father 

was already coasting further on down the street.  



 17 

 They passed Stuart‟s ladies shop as his dad reminded 

him that Bernie and Frieda Shepard had owned it for many 

years until their recent deaths. At the next building he told 

Jeremiah that it used to be Ben Franklin‟s Five and Dime store, 

adding it was “a pretty neat place for a kid with a quarter.” 

Next, he showed Jeremiah where Jack Smithey had had his 

men‟s shop. “Jack Smithey closed his store about eight years 

ago,” his dad reminded him. Nearby he told him about where 

City Drug had operated, in keen competition with Taylor‟s drug 

store. 

 At the corner of 14
th

 and Main, they crossed Main again, 

as his dad continued the monologue of Humboldt‟s downtown 

history. They paused on the opposite corner and his dad pointed 

up at the side of Peoples‟ second story. He asked Jeremiah if he 

could make out the words painted on the old brick wall. 

Jeremiah cocked his head first one way and then the other, 

trying to make sense of the faded lettering. “Looks like 

something about „refreshment‟,” he finally said. “What is it?” 

 “I‟m not sure either, Jeremiah. I‟ve been trying to figure 

it out for years.” As he nodded just across the street towards 

Strasbergs, he told him about some of the Main Street 

personalities of those long-ago and bygone days that he 

remembered from his youth. “An old gentleman named Leon 

Chastain used to operate a peanut and popcorn stand on the 

sidewalk there on Saturdays, either at Strasbergs or across the 

street at Rogers Jewelry. Then there was a guy named Woodrow 

Millard who helped out at Hunt Funeral Home. Another guy 

was old Jesse Martin, a crippled old black man who used to 

push a make-shift wheelbarrow up and down Main Street, 

collecting or selling junk.” His dad paused to look up and down 

the street, like he was thinking he might see one of these 

characters. 

“Another interesting fellow was Max Luckey, who was 

in and out of the stores all the time, telling the latest news of fire 

department or police activity, sorta like Woodrow Millard. Oh 
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yeah, there was old Mr. Joe Bass, the mailman on Main Street 

from the early 1930s. When he retired several years ago, all the 

downtown merchants chipped in and bought him a fishing boat 

and trailer.” He looked at Jeremiah for a minute and said, “You 

know, Jeremiah, those were great days back then. Everyone 

knew everyone else, and seemed much kinder and gentler to 

each other than most folks today.” 

 He shook his head as if that thought made him 

extremely sad, but then his spirits picked up, and, smiling, 

added, “Of course, one of the most interesting personalities on 

Main Street was your granddad, Pony Pyron. When he retired 

from Peoples in March, 1974, all the businessmen up and down 

the street put posters in their storefronts, congratulating him for 

his forty year career on Main. One of the funniest was Jack 

Smithey‟s: „Good Luck Pony. Poor Mary.‟” 

 Jeremiah, after politely listening to this reverie, pushed 

off down the hill on 14
th

, his eyes on the pool hall down on 

Burrow Street. “Which should be try, dad? A game of pool, or 

checking in the discount shoe stores for mom and Aunt Sylvia? 

I vote for pool.” 

 “Neither, Jeremiah. Mom and Sylvia are in Jackson this 

morning, and we can pass on pool. There‟s entirely too much 

smoke in there for your pink lungs.” 

 “Come on dad. I‟ll hold my breath,” he said as he pulled 

to a stop on the corner. His dad came up beside him. “You 

remember Bernie and Frieda Shepard‟s ladies‟ store across the 

street there? That used to be a bar and pool hall, too. CC 

Burgess operated it. Called it „CC‟s. My uncles Ovie Pyron and 

Louie Dunn played lots of dominoes behind those walls once 

upon a time.” Pointing across Burrow he showed him where an 

old family friend named Bessie Telleton had a small café. “And 

right here on this corner, set back off the street, was an old 

streetcar diner. I remember dad and me eating there several 

times at lunch, when I worked down at the store in the summer 

of 1961.” 



 19 

 The narrative continued as they struggled to pedal up the 

grade on Burrow Street. Behind the library, he pointed out to 

Jeremiah that his mom used to work in the back part of that 

building. “Mom worked for the state employment security 

office there, before the office moved out to Central Avenue and 

the library made that part a children‟s section.” As they turned 

the corner onto 16
th

, his dad pointed through the glass doors of 

the library and told him, once again, about how he attended his 

first rock and roll dance in there in the big room, when it was 

the just the war memorial building. I‟ve got a picture of me 

somewhere, fast dancing with Nancy Nelson, with Andy 

Thompson and Nancy McGee bopping in the background. I 

think it was 1958.” Great, dad. Hmmmmmm. 

 They biked on out Main Street, his dad rattling on about 

experiences growing up in the „50s, Jeremiah, nodding now and 

then, and even asking a occasional question. At 19
th

, as they 

turned towards the cemetery, his dad told him about how his 

parents used to rent the rear apartment in Bobby Bells‟ white, 

wood frame house over on the left side of the road. “They 

leased rooms from an old retired Methodist minister and his 

wife from 1937 until late 1942, just before dad was drafted in to 

the war.” 

They pedaled down 19
th

 and pulled to a stop at the 

corner of McKnight Street. “I wanted to ride out to Rose Hill 

with you, check on dad‟s grave and show you „suicide hill‟, but 

it‟s getting late and I need to head back and get the car to pick 

up mother at the hospital.” They turned left on McKnight as he 

added, “Maybe we can get out there later. I‟d like to show you 

some of the older grave markers. One or two date back to 

1872.” Sure, dad. Right. 

 About midway down McKnight, his dad showed him a 

small house on the left where Bernie and Frieda had lived back 

in the mid-60s. As they turned right on Forest his dad pointed 

back up behind them, towards the other end of Forest, and told 

Jeremiah that the Shepards had also lived up there on the left, 
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before they had moved to the house on McKnight. Turning their 

attention to the road ahead, they started up „heartbreak hill‟ 

towards Chere Carol Road. At the intersection, his dad pointed 

to the right, over the flowerbed and split rail fence into the ditch 

that led down to the cemetery. “That used to be an old roadbed 

a hundred years ago. It wasn‟t as grown up in weeds when I was 

a kid, as it is now. A lot of us use to play down in that gully.” 

 They paused for a few minutes to get their breath, then 

pushed on up the hill, and turned left on to Le Latta Lane. When 

they hit Chalet, Jeremiah wasn‟t quite ready to head home. His 

dad turned towards the house, but stopped and turned around. 

“Use that fancy watch on you wrist and I want you back in time 

for lunch. Where you going anyway?” 

“I was going to ride over to Aunt Inez‟ for a few 

minutes and maybe stop by a store or something.” He slowly 

started pedaling up towards Chere Carol. 

“Do you have any money?” his dad asked. 

“I‟ve got all that back-allowance money ya‟ll gave me in 

my billfold.” 

“Jeremiah!” his dad answered. “That‟s almost fifty 

bucks. You don‟t need to be carrying all that around.” 

Almost up to the corner, Jeremiah shouted back , “I 

know. I‟ll put it away when I get back to Granny‟s.” He turned 

left and started up the slight hill on Chere Carol. 

His dad yelled to him once again, “Be back for lunch!” 

Then he shook his head and started pedaling on to his mother‟s 

house. The last thing he heard Jeremiah shout back to him was, 

“I‟ll be back in time!” 

Neither father nor son knew how true those words 

would be. 
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3 

Through the Split-Rail Fence 

 

 

Breezing down the steep Chere Carol hill, Jeremiah opened his 

mouth and turned his dead sideways, against the wind, to make 

a low whistling sound. He moved his lips around to change the 

pitch of the tone. When he almost hit a car coming from the 

opposite direction, he decided to forego the whistling concert 

and concentrate on driving safer and living longer. 

 At the bottom of the hill, he stopped to watch carpenters 

working on a new house off to the right on Hamilton Lane, next 

door to Connie Presgrove‟s parents‟ house. Soon, he pedaled on 

up Chere Carol, adjusting his bike‟s gears to help pull the grade 

more easily. He was back up to speed as he approached the 

corner at Forest Drive. He slowed slightly as he saw a blue car 

speeding up the hill on Forest and beginning a turn toward him 

on Chere Carol. 

 His planning may have allowed him to get around the 

blue one sufficiently, but when a bright red car suddenly 

screeched to a halt off his left, coming from Le Latta Lane, it 

startled him. His bike glanced off the blue car and he angled 

towards the flowerbed at the edge of the road. 

 When his bike hit the curb, he went airborne, striking 

the top board of the split-rail fence hard with his left shoulder. 

The rail luckily gave way, and his body followed it to the 

ground behind the fence. For an instance, just before he hit the 

earth, he thought, “Hey, my shoulder hurts some, but other than 

that, I think I made it.” A split second later his head struck 

something hard beneath the green vines, and he passed out. 

 

*** 
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He could hear voices before he could see anything. 

“Hey, boy, you okay?” “Hey, boy!” 

 His eyes opened slowly, and he looked up into the 

canopy of green branches and partial blue sky. Man, did his 

head hurt! 

 Again, “Hey, boy! You okay?” 

Jeremiah rolled his head and worked his shoulders 

around. He seemed to still be in one piece. He turned towards 

the voices and saw two small boys, some years younger than 

himself. They were well above him, standing up near the edge 

of the road, looking down at him. Evidently when he tumbled to 

the ground, he must have rolled down the bank into the old 

roadbed. 

He climbed back up the slope and brushed himself off. 

“Are you all right?” one of the boys asked. 

Jeremiah rubbed a knot on the back of his head and 

massaged his left shoulder. His shoulder was feeling better, but 

his head sure was hurting. “I guess so.” As he walked over to 

his bike, which lay at the side of the road, the boys followed 

him closely. 

They watched him stand the bike up and check it over. 

Their eyes didn‟t miss a thing as he adjusted the buttons on his 

LED odometer. “Where you get that bike, boy? It looks 

so…different.” 

“Where I live in Alabama, everybody rides them.” He 

dusted off his shorts and shirt. “Did you guys see the car that 

ran me off the road?” 

“Nope. We were just heading down to our fort and saw 

you laying there.” 

Jeremiah threw a leg over his bike, and sat there, 

rubbing the knot on his head. “Thanks for checking on me. 

What‟s ya‟ll‟s names anyway?” 
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One boy spoke for both. “I‟m Paul McCord and I‟m 

nine and a half years old. That‟s Sammy Harris, and we‟ll be in 

the fifth grade when school starts back again.” 

Sammy said, “We live down this road, across from each 

other. What‟s your name?” 

“Jeremiah Pyron, and I‟m in Humboldt with my folks, 

visiting my grandmother. I was going for a little bike ride, but I 

think I might go back home and take an aspirin, and let my 

mom check out this bump. I think I bounced off this fence and 

hit my head on something.” The knot felt like it was getting 

bigger as he stood there talking. 

Paul said, “What fence?” 

“This split-rail fence behind the flower bed.” He turned 

to show them, but the flowers and fence were no longer there. 

He looked up and down the road but couldn‟t see them 

anywhere. Paul and Sammy looked at each other, and then back 

at Jeremiah. 

“Well, I don‟t know where they went to, but I bounced 

off a blue car into the curb, and into a flower bed – that‟s 

supposed to be RIGHT HERE! – hit this fence and went over 

it.” He then noticed that the road had no curbing, and didn‟t 

look near as wide as it did before. Suddenly, he started feeling 

sick. 

“I think I‟d better head back to my grandmother‟s. 

Thanks for the help. Maybe I‟ll see you later.” 

The two young boys walked down the bank to the old 

roadbed to play in their fort. Jeremiah took a deep breath and 

started back down Chere Carol, feeling somewhat queasy. 

Maybe it was just his headache bothering him, but the road 

sorta looked different. Fewer houses, more open fields, too, than 

he‟d noticed before. 

He was pumping his pedals so much as he started up the 

last hill, that he failed to notice that the road to the left, 

Hamilton Lane, where he‟d stopped a short time earlier to watch 

the builders, was no longer there. 
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As he topped the hill and coasted down towards the right 

turn onto Chalet, he couldn‟t believe his eyes. There was no 

Chalet Place. As far as he could see to the right side of the road, 

there were only fields, dotted with occasional trees along the 

fencerows. His pounding head told him something more was 

wrong than just a simple knot on his head. 

The house with a mailbox marked „Thorton‟ was the last 

place on the right side of the road as he coasted down Chere 

Carol. Further along on the right was a barnyard and barn, 

standing well back from the road. And just past the barn, near 

where Honeysuckle Lane joined Chere Carol, was an old farm 

house surrounded, nearly hidden, by overgrown shrubbery and 

trees. 

He coasted on down Chere Carol Road. The houses on 

the left side of the street were much as he remembered them, 

except the trees seemed smaller and the houses, a little newer. 

But along the right, there was only a tall, overgrown bank, small 

clusters of trees, and farmland. 

Before he reached Jackson Highway, he stopped in front 

of another old farmhouse on the right side of the road. His head, 

aching more than ever from the bump, throbbed unmercifully. A 

lump the size of a golf ball stuck in his throat as he read the 

name painted in rough letters on the mailbox: „Byrd‟. 

Something was wrong, terribly wrong. He wanted to see 

his mom and dad very badly, right this minute. 

He raced his bike back up the hill, stopping in front of 

what should have been John Hale‟s house, where Chalet should 

have entered Chere Carol. Nothing. Not even the hint of a road. 

He didn‟t understand. Was he dreaming? What was wrong? 

Okay, another deep breath. Well, if he couldn‟t get to 

Granny‟s house, maybe he should try Aunt Inez‟. He hurried 

down Honeysuckle Lane. The street seemed much smaller than 

he remembered, and there were several empty lots he hadn‟t 

noticed before. On a hill to the left, halfway down Honeysuckle, 

a huge brick home with tall, white columns, overlooked the 
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neighborhood. A moving truck was parked in front, and men 

were carrying furniture in through the front door. 

Further along, the Jones‟ house on the left, where his 

dad had spoken of playing ping pong and pool, also looked 

practically brand new, with sparse landscaping just beginning to 

take hold around the foundation. The houses that should have 

been just past the Jones‟ house were not there, but Jeremiah 

hardly noticed, because just at that point along the lane, he was 

hit by the overpowering fragrance of thousands of honeysuckles 

in bloom. The air was saturated with the sweet smell of the 

vine, and it was only as he neared the highway did the aroma 

begin to lessen. 

He sprang across the highway, barely missing a bright 

red ‟57 Chevy zooming towards town with a little old lady 

behind the wheel. He thought, “What a classic! And preserved 

so well.” As he started up the hill on 28
th

, he noticed that though 

the Campbell house on the right seemed the way he 

remembered it, the big white house on the left was barely 

visible through the brush. On that left side of the street there 

was a six foot bank, covered in tall grass. Above the rise he 

could see scores of peach trees, a small orchard. 

As he slowed to look closer, he heard the muffled bark 

of what surely most be a giant dog. The barking grew louder, 

and closer, very quickly. He accelerated, slipping the bike into a 

lower gear, and moved rapidly up the small hill in front of him. 

Looking back, he saw a large, but skinny, black and brown dog, 

standing at the edge of the trees.  It was almost immediately 

joined by a second, similar-looking dog, their fangs bared, 

growling threateningly. He headed towards Mitchell Street, 

making a mental note not to return this way, no matter what. 

A left on Mitchell soon took him down past the nursing 

home, except out front was a large white wrought-iron sign, 

proclaiming it as St Mary‟s Hospital, Humboldt, Tennessee. 

And just below, in a clearing in Bailey Park, was a large 

circular wading pool that he couldn‟t remember seeing before. 
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It was somewhere along Mitchell Street that Jeremiah 

began to get a notion of what was happening, or what had 

happened. Perhaps it was seeing only older style cars on the 

streets, ones that had to be 1940s or „50s models; maybe it was 

the missing streets, or the empty lots where once he had seen 

houses; but whatever gave him earlier pause to thing the 

unthinkable, the St Mary‟s hospital sign clinched it.  

He must have been time warped back into the past, or at 

least he was dreaming he was in the past. But he wasn‟t inclined 

to really think it was a dream, cause never, never, in his life had 

he experienced a dream in which he thought he was dreaming. 

But it couldn‟t possibly be real. He and his dad often 

talked of time travel, even as recently as yesterday, his father 

was saying he would love to go back in time – to the 1950s, or 

the 1870s, or back to the Roman era. 

Well, I beat him to it, thought Jeremiah. Great! Now 

what? And how to get back to the present? Can I get back to the 

present? 

He turned right onto 22
nd

 Avenue, continuing on to 

Inez‟, simply because he didn‟t know what else to do. To no 

surprise, this part of town was different, too. There was a busy 

row of businesses on the left – a five and dime, a drug store, a 

bakery and a barbershop. Below them was some kind of market, 

busy with shoppers, with the name „Baggett‟s‟ over the 

entrances. All up and down the avenue there were gas stations, 

real gas stations, and not just the convenience store kind. And 

gas was 18 cents a gallon. Phew! 

On the spur of the moment, he pulled into a station on 

the right across from Baggett‟s. He pretended to check the air in 

his front tire, then parked his bike on the kickstand and walked 

slowly inside. The busy men paid him no notice, He ambled 

over to the counter and looked at the large calendar hanging on 

the wall behind the attendant. 

The image of a pretty red-headed girl in a one-piece 

bathing suit smiled down at him from the calendar. The man 
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behind the counter saw his eyes getting big as saucers and said 

with a laugh, „Hey, son. You‟re too young to handle what 

you‟re seeing on that calendar!” The other men near the 

doorway laughed too. 

Jeremiah‟s face turned pale as he turned to move 

outside. “You‟re more right than you know,” he said softly. But 

it wasn‟t the girl‟s picture that had affected him; it was the 

calendar‟s date. It was June, 1961. 

He mounted his bike in a mindless daze and rode off 

down the street. He turned left into the parking lot of the Dairy 

Bar. He knew it would be a drycleaners in thirty-three more 

years, but right now it seemed to be a very popular place. He 

rolled closer to read the menu in the window. Hamburgers were 

twenty-five cents, banana splits were forty cents, and large soft 

drinks were a dime. Well, at least the fifty bucks in his billfold 

would feed him for a long time at these prices. As long, that is, 

as he didn‟t get arrested for passing phony currency with bills 

dated 1991. 

He biked on over to Elliot Street, and on the way, 

planned what he could possibly say to his dad‟s aunt, without 

putting her into cardiac arrest. 

He had no trouble finding the house, 2110 Elliot, but it 

sure looked different. The drive was gravel instead of concrete, 

there was no carport, and only a small, screened-in back porch 

was visible at the back. The den at the rear of the house where 

he had sat on his many visits there had not yet been added. And 

the house had some type of pale green siding. 

There was no car in the driveway. He stopped his bike at 

the foot of the front steps. A short, elderly woman, no doubt 

well into her eighties, stood looking out through the screen of 

the storm door, watching him. “Hidee”, she said, greeting him. 

Jeremiah said hello and asked if Inez Dunn was home. 

The small woman shook her head and told him, no, she‟s at 

work, over to the shoe factory. He wasn‟t quite sure how to 

proceed, so he turned and started to push his bike back towards 
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the street. He wasn‟t positive, but he figured that little lady was 

Inez‟ mom, his own great-grandmother, Granny Pyron. 

He told her maybe he‟d come back later. 

“Come back anytime. Bye-bye.” She turned back into 

the living room and was gone. 

Amazing! He thought as he pedaled back towards 22
nd

. 

My dad would probably give anything in the world to talk to 

that little woman for five minutes, to ask her about her parents 

and stuff, yet I had the chance and blew it. He shook his head, 

then remembered his injury and reached up to gingerly touch 

the knot. The pain had eased quite a bit, considering all the 

brain activity that had been generated lately, but realistically, he 

didn‟t think things would get better anytime soon. 

He took 22
nd

 down towards Main, and paused in front of 

the Brown Shoe factory. A few workers were near the open 

doorways, taking a quick smoke break and watching the traffic. 

For a moment he considered going in and asking for Inez. 

Finally, he decided against it. What could she possibly do to 

help? He stared across the street at the old Civil War statue, the 

one that he and his dad had climbed many times on visits to 

Humboldt. Jeremiah knew that if he allowed himself to, he 

could become wistful, thinking about missing his folks, and 

how was he ever gonna get out of this situation and back to a 

normal life. He took a deep breath, mounted his bike and 

continued down 22
nd

 Avenue. 
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                                4 

“Ask Dad. He knows.” 
 

 

He crossed the street and pedaled towards the building where he 

remembered seeing a gun shop, near the grocery store, and just 

across 22
nd

 from Osborne. In place of the gun store stood the 

Humboldt Motel. Around at the back, a sign announced that the 

pool was open to the public – rates, thirty-five cents for twelve 

and under; adults, fifty cents. He could hear splashing and 

laughter from behind the fence. He got off his bike and pushed 

it past the motel, and up the slight grade to the side of the large 

white mansion that faced Main Street. 

 He walked through the gateway in the white board fence 

and stood looking at the huge old house for a moment. It 

seemed like years ago that his dad had pulled their car up to this 

same gate, and told him that Humboldt‟s first mayor had built 

this house in the1860s. Unbelievably, it had only been the day 

before, when they had stopped for a few things at the adjacent 

supermarket. 

 It may have been yesterday, but it really won‟t happen 

for at least thirty-three more years, he thought. He shook his 

head, mounted his trusty bike and rode down the mansion‟s 

long gravel driveway toward Main. 

 He pedaled across the road, turned left and rode up onto 

the sidewalk. He decided he wasn‟t quite up to trying the pedal 

up this hill, ten-speed or not, so he dismounted again and 

pushed the bike along side of him. At the top of the hill, where 

the sidewalk gave out to simple curbing, he parked his bike and 

sat in the shade of some maple trees, in front of a nice old white 

house with an inviting front porch. 
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 What to do? He shook his head. He thought briefly of 

the sign he‟d once seen in “It‟s a Wonderful Life”. Young 

George Bailey had paused to read it in the drug store where he 

worked. It said „Ask Dad. He knows.‟ 

 Right. If only he could. 

 He decided he needed to think this thing through, and 

he‟d have to do it by himself. If he told anyone, not only would 

they think he was crazy, there was also the chance he might 

mess up something. He remembered that the professor in „Back 

to the Future‟ had told Michael J. Fox not to do anything that 

might affect history. 

 First, he didn‟t know how long he‟d be stuck in 1961; 

perhaps only a few more minutes, maybe a few days, or even 

for the rest of his…NO! Don‟t even think it! 

 Well, he had some money – that would help, although 

he‟d have to be careful that no one noticed the dates on his bills 

and coins. Secondly, he‟d need a place to stay, a place to sleep 

at night. He could afford a motel room, probably. He‟d noticed 

the Tyler Towers Motel sign said rooms were $6. But he‟d go 

through his money pretty quickly that way. He‟d better find 

someone to stay with. 

 For the next few minutes, he ran through the names of 

the people he‟d known in Humboldt. He had discounted most of 

them for different reasons, when he happened to remember his 

dad talking about how family friends Bernie and Frieda Shepard 

often kept other people‟s children for extended periods. Like 

when the family was moving away, and their son or daughter 

wanted to finish out the school year in Humboldt. His dad said 

that had happened several times over the years. 

 Jeremiah filed that information away in the back of his 

mind for later use. 

 Lastly, he‟d have to come up with a philosophy – how 

did he view all of this that was going on? There was really no 

sense in worrying or being upset. For now, he was here. His 

head was feeling a little better, but he was starting to get a little 
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hungry and thirsty. He had money to buy a change of clothes 

and a toothbrush if he needed to. He had transportation, and he 

knew his way around town. 

 Well, I guess I should just set my mind to enjoy it. Have 

fun and get to know some people. For a moment he considered 

taking notes or keeping a journal, in case he could figure out a 

way to go back to 1994. Then the movie rights and book deals 

alone would be worth a fortune. Not to mention the talk show 

circuit and possible commercial endorsements. 

 But then he decided the writing thing was too much like 

homework, so he dropped the idea. 

 He looked over at his bike and decided he might ought 

to give it a once over for maintenance, so he pulled out a 

wrench from the tool storage bag tucked up under the seat and 

started tightening loose nuts. His bike was almost three years 

old and he had learned early on that a little regular checking 

over was a good idea for long-term care. While he was at it, he 

decided to remove the drink bottle holder that was attached to 

the vertical crossbar. If he left it there, it might raise too many 

questions about exactly what kind of bike he was riding, and 

from which decade. After he was finished, he stowed the bottle 

mount and wrench back in the tool bag. Okay, what‟s next? He 

thought.  

Well, before I embarrass myself, I‟d better go find out 

what day this is, and maybe grab a quarter hamburger and 

shake. Then, I think I‟ll go look up little Ronnie Pyron. 

 He rode back out to the Dairy Bar and got something to 

eat. Then he went downtown to see if any of the banks had 

electronic marques with date, time and temperature scrolls. 

 No such luck, naturally. But when he stopped outside 

Peoples Bank next to City Drug on Main, he had an idea. He 

parked his bike out front and went into the crowded bank. He 

quickly stepped up beside a line of people at a teller‟s window 

and observed a small flip calendar at the teller‟s cage. Thursday, 

June 8. He checked the clock on the wall against the time on 
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this high-tech watch that Uncle Jim and Aunt Louise had given 

him and noticed it concurred, right down to the minute. 

Amazing. In his trip back in time, he had not lost a minute. 

 He considered putting the fancy watch in his pocket, so 

as not to generate too many questions, but finally decided his 

vanity needed the watch and the bike to come across as extra 

cool to the kids he was going to meet. 

 Then he pedaled out Main Street and around the curve 

on the Jackson Highway. He was about to find out what kind of 

a kid his father was. “This could be interesting,” he said aloud. 

“Verrrrry interesting.” 
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                                       5 

Making New Friends 
 

 

Jeremiah knew where to find his grandmother‟s house in 1961. 

He had visited it many times between his birth in 1980 and 

when she had moved from it to her new house in 1993. He 

knew that one of his dad‟s best friends, Cathey Jones, had lived 

next door to his grandmother‟s house during their school days, 

too.  His heartbeat quickened slightly as he pedaled around the 

curve and past the Catholic Church. He slowed down as he 

approached Cathey‟s house on the right. There were several 

kids in the front yard and on the porch steps. He studied them 

intently as he coasted by. He didn‟t think he recognized his dad 

among them, so he turned his attention to his granny‟s house 

next door and turned into the gravel drive. 

 A girl was seated in a white metal glider on the 

breezeway. An orange boy‟s bike was parked in front of the 

porch in the grass. The house looked basically the same as he 

remembered it, except the trees and shrubs were much different. 

 A small magnolia tree grew about where the driveway‟s 

turnaround should be, and there was no concrete patio behind 

the breezeway – only a white picnic table standing in the grass 

between the house and a fair-sized tree. He recognized the tree 

immediately. He knew in future years, a rope with a tire swing 

would hang from one of the limbs. His cousins Billy and David 

would play on the swing in the 1970s, as would he in the 1980s. 

 He turned his attention from the backyard to the girl in 

the glider. She looked up from her magazine as Jeremiah pulled 

up to the edge of the porch. She offered a friendly „hello‟ and 

waited for him to speak. 
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 Jeremiah took a deep breath and tried out his story. “Can 

you tell me where the Bob Jones family lives? It‟s supposed to 

be somewhere out this way towards Jackson.” 

 The girl shook her head and said she didn‟t know them. 

“Do they have any kids?” she asked. 

 “Well, they‟ve got a son, Chris, about my age, and a 

little daughter about two or three years old. They moved here 

from Alabama about six months ago. Does that help?” Jeremiah 

crossed his fingers for the white lie, and for luck, that there 

wasn‟t a Bob Jones family with fifty miles. His old friend Chris 

and his folks were still living two hundred and forty miles, and 

thirty-three years, south, in Northport, Alabama. 

 “No, not really, but my brother‟s about your age and he 

might know them.” She got up and went to the screen door and 

yelled inside. “Ronnie, come out here a minute.” She walked 

back towards the glider and picked up the magazine. 

 Jeremiah studied her features when she wasn‟t looking. 

Yeah, she sorta looked like the childhood pictures he‟d seen of 

his aunt, but somehow, real life just looks different than 

photographs. 

 Her light-brown hair was medium-length, about to the 

middle of the back of her neck. She was wearing a print blouse 

and some kind of tight-legged slacks that came to the middle of 

her lower leg. Sorta weird looking, he thought. She had on 

black and white shoes and thick white socks, and she was 

wearing glasses. As she sat back down she smiled at him. They 

both turned around as the screen door opened, and Jeremiah‟s 

father walked out. Only thirteen years old, but his father just the 

same. 

 Jeremiah would have known him anywhere. His hair 

looked curlier, and he didn‟t have a five o‟clock shadow on his 

chin, but other than that, it was his dad, all right. Wearing black 

tennis shoes, faded blue jeans and the cuffs rolled up, and a 

plain white tee-shirt neatly tucked into his waist, the boy walked 

over to the glider and sat on one of the arms. 
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 Sylvia said, “He‟s looking for someone,” and let 

Jeremiah explain again. When Ronnie said he couldn‟t help 

either, Jeremiah moved on to the next stage of his plan. 

 “Think I can have a glass of water? I‟ve been riding 

around a long time and I‟m getting sorta thirsty.” 

 “Sure. Come on in. My name‟s Ronnie and this is my 

sister, Sylvia. Sorry we can‟t help you find the Jones family. 

After you get a drink, we‟ll walk next door, over to Cathey‟s 

house. Maybe some of the kids there will know them. 

 “Thanks. My name is Jeremiah.” He initiated a friendly 

handshake, and thought, Boy! Was he glad that the use of last 

names didn‟t come up. 

 He followed his dad inside, stealing glances all around 

the living room and kitchen. He couldn‟t believe it looked so 

similar to what he remembered seeing for years when he visited 

his Granny in this very house. There was no wall-to-wall carpet 

in the living room, just a large oval rug on the hardwood floor, 

but the pictures, lamps, tables and mirror over the mantle 

looked much the same. 

 He even drank water from a medium-sized glass 

withhold cars on it, one that he was sure he had used before. 

When they went back outside, Sylvia was just getting into a car 

with another young girl at the wheel. She told them she was 

going with Jere Kay to see some other girl, and she‟d be back 

after while. “Don‟t tell mother, if she calls,” she instructed 

Ronnie. 

  

*** 

 

 As they walked next door, Jeremiah noticed that Ronnie 

was almost two inches taller than him, although Jeremiah 

outweighed him by several pounds. The light spot of hair on the 

back right side of his dad‟s head was much more noticeable 

since he didn‟t have any gray. He looked just like the many 

pictures he‟d seen of his dad as a boy, but in person, it was sorta 
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strange. Jeremiah thought Ronnie looked like a combination of 

Aunt Sylvia, cousin Billy, Granny and his older self. He took in 

a deep breath as he adjusted to seeing his dad in this light. 

 Next door at Cathey‟s, they went through the same song 

and dance about the fake Jones family, then his dad introduced 

him around. He met Cathey Mitchell, who would actually 

become a Jones one day, and let him fish in her catfish pond. He 

met her brother, Mike, who was tossing around a whiffle ball 

with Jimmy Ward and Billy Grubbs. Jeremiah could tell they 

were older than his dad and the others. Jimmy lived down 

below Ronnie‟s house, just past an empty field. Billy lived in 

the house just above Cathey. 

 Another girl was Janice Heermans, who was sitting on 

the porch steps with Cathey and one other girl. They were 

looking through a school year book with a big goat on the 

cover. Jeremiah recognized the other girl right away. It was 

Jeanne Little, his dad‟s friend from across and down the street 

from Granny‟s old house on Jackson Highway. Both Jeanne and 

Cathey were even easier to recognize than his dad. 

 Jeanne said, “I‟m a Jones, but I don‟t think I‟ve ever 

heard of a Bob or Chris Jones.” 

 “They moved up here a few months ago from my 

hometown in Alabama. Maybe Chris goes to some school other 

than Humboldt.” Jeremiah was ready to change the subject. 

 Ronnie asked him where he lived and who he was 

visiting in Humboldt. 

 “We live in Northport, next to Tuscaloosa. Ever hear of 

it?” 

 “I‟ve heard about Tuscaloosa in an old Marx Brothers 

movie,” his dad responded. 

 “I‟m up here with my folks visiting some of our family. 

Not sure now long we‟ll stay.” Jeremiah noticed the girls were 

starting to whisper to each other as they eyed his black nylon 

shorts and his embroidered, hi-tech T-shirt. Mike and Billy 
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knelt down to look closer at his Air Nike tennis shoes. His 

watch caught Jimmy‟s attention. 

 He could feel the questions were about to start. Quickly, 

he punched Ronnie on the arm and said, “Hey, could you give 

me a quick bike tour around town?” 

 Ronnie turned back towards his house. “Sure. Let‟s go 

get our bikes.” 

 They said so long to everyone and walked back over to 

Ronnie‟s. As they were about to pedal off, Ronnie asked him 

where he got such a neat bike. He‟d never seen one like it. 

 Jeremiah told him most everyone in his neighborhood 

had one sort of like it, and some, even fancier. 

 Ronnie went on. “And your clothes and stuff, they sure 

look like a different style than what everybody around here 

wears. Are your folks rich or something?” 

 “Not likely, pilgrim,” Jeremiah answered in his best 

John Wayne drawl. “My dad‟s just about as average as, well, as 

you are.” He smiled to himself as he said it. “But it does seem 

that everyone I‟ve met here wears about the same thing – solid 

color tee-shirts, plain Bermuda shorts or jeans. I guess 

Northport‟s on the leading edge of the fashion industry, huh?” 

 As they pedaled out onto the highway and turned 

towards town, Ronnie asked, “Where would you like to go? 

Anything you wanna see?” 

 “I don‟t know. You want to ride downtown?” 

 “Sure. I‟ll show you where I‟m going to work this 

summer. My dad‟s giving me a few days off, but starting 

Saturday, I‟ll be working at his furniture store til school starts in 

the fall.”  

 Ronnie fell back behind Jeremiah‟s bike, in order to 

watch him shift years and operate the hand brakes. “You think 

maybe I can ride your bike later?” He pulled up beside him as 

they topped Hamilton Hill. 
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 “You bet,” Jeremiah answered. “Be glad to show you 

how it works. You have a job anywhere last summer? How old 

do you have to be to work?” 

 “Probably fifteen or sixteen for a regular job. But since 

my dad is the boss, he can hire me when he wants to. The last 

few summers I‟ve mowed about three or four yards in the 

neighborhood for spending money. But three bucks a yard is 

pretty cheap. I‟ve already worked down at the store for the last 

couple of Christmas Eves, un-boxing tables and chairs, and 

sweeping and dusting, and stuff, so this summer he‟s gonna pay 

me thirty dollars a week.” 

 After they passed the traffic light at 22
nd

, they pedaled 

up onto the sidewalk in front of old Dr. Stallings‟ house, Ronnie 

talking, all the way. 
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                                       6 

Downtown and Out in the Country 

 
 
“One of my dad‟s delivery men quit recently, so I‟ll get to go 

out on deliveries with Orvil this summer. I‟ll be in the 9
th

 grade 

this fall, fourteen years old in September. How old are you, 

Jeremiah?” he asked as they approached the front of the 

elementary school on Main. 

 “I just finished eighth grade, too. I‟ll be fourteen on the 

Fourth of July.” Jeremiah figured he didn‟t need to belabor his 

holiday birthday with Ronnie, even though he knew that 

virtually everyone in the whole United States celebrated the day 

of his birth. “Do ya‟ll shoot fireworks on the Fourth?” 

 “Well, pretty much all around the Fourth, before and 

after, until we run out of firecrackers. On the Fourth, all the 

scouts have a big barbecue out at Scoutland for the public. I 

guess I‟ll miss it this summer, if I‟m down at the store. I can‟t 

remember if dad closes up on that day or not.” 

 As they passed along Main in front of the elementary 

school, Ronnie pointed out where he used to be a patrol boy, 

down behind the school on 17
th

, in front of Jesse Hill Ford‟s 

house. He told Jeremiah what little he knew about the local 

author, then said, “Ford‟s autographing his book, “The 

Mountains of Gilead”, at the newspaper office today. Then he‟s 

taking his family to Norway for a few years. His wife‟s a sixth 

grade teacher here.” 

 At 16
th

 and Main they stopped in front of the Esso gas 

station. Jeremiah noticed again how cheap the gas was – 19 

cents a gallon at this station, and the attendants were washing 

car windows and putting air in the tires. Ronnie pointed out 
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across Main Street to a construction site next to the Chevrolet 

dealership. 

 “They‟re building a new two story telephone office over 

there on the corner. There was a picture in the paper last week 

of a pecan tree they had to cut down. Old Mr. Adams had 

planted it there sixty years ago.” Ever the historian, Jeremiah 

thought. 

 They crossed Central Avenue at the Sinclair station and 

the Presbyterian Church, then pedaled slowly down the 

sidewalk to stop in front of the theater, where they paused to 

look at the „coming soon‟ posters. After a minute of studying 

the brightly colored cards, Ronnie said, “ Picnic is supposed to 

be a real steamy picture.” Other posters were of Elmer Gantry, 

Sword of Sherwood Forest (with Robin Hood), and Battle at 

Bloody Beach. Ronnie said he sure liked those war movies with 

Audie Murphy. 

 He pointed across the street. “That‟s my dad‟s store. 

He‟s been selling furniture there since it was called Hunt 

Brothers Furniture, back in the mid-1930s.” They continued on 

down the sidewalk towards the railroad tracks. After crossing 

13
th

, they parked their bikes and entered Merchants State Bank, 

just to look around. They did the same at the next building, the 

old Hotel Humboldt. Jeremiah had never been in such an old 

style lobby. Everything in the hotel seemed dated. Back outside, 

they coasted down past City Hall, then crossed and came back 

up the other side of the street. 

 About midway though the second block, they pulled up 

in front of a men‟s store, where a bald-headed man was 

standing in the doorway. “Mr. Smithey, this is a new friend of 

mine, Jeremiah. Mr. Smithey used to work over across the street 

at Baum‟s Department Store, but just opened this place a few 

weeks ago, about the first of March.” Jeremiah reached out to 

shake hands with the man he‟d known all his life. 

 “How are you, Jeremiah? Are ya‟ll taking the downtown 

tour?” Jeremiah though Jack Smithey looked a lot younger than 
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he did in 1994, but he was still easy enough to recognize, much 

more so than his dad and Aunt Sylvia had been. I guess kids-to-

adults change a lot, but adults-to-adults just look a little older, 

he thought. 

 “Yes, sir. Ronnie‟s showing me around. Say, you‟re not 

a fisherman are you? I mean, you look like you like to eat a lot 

of fish.” Jeremiah, feeling a little bold, had decided what‟s the 

use of knowing lots of things if you can‟t have a little fun with 

the information. 

 Jack smiled in surprise. “Well, you‟re a pretty sharp 

young man, Jeremiah. Lois and I do eat a little fish now and 

then. How‟d you know?” 

 “Professional secret.” He started pedaling on, hoping 

Ronnie would follow. “Nice to meet you, sir.” 

 Ronnie caught up to him as they passed Peoples Bank 

and Western Auto. A lady at the door of the Western Auto 

spoke to Ronnie as they passed. “Hey, Mrs. Jones,” Ronnie 

answered. 

 Then he asked Jeremiah if he wanted a soda or 

something at City Drug. They parked their bikes out front next 

to the parking meters. A big policeman on a three-wheeled 

motorcycle was writing a parking ticket for a green station 

wagon. “Hey, Mac!” yelled Ronnie. The cop said hello back at 

them and waved. 

 As they went through the door and into the drug store, 

Ronnie told him that the motorcycle cop was the policeman he 

worked with in the fourth grade as a patrol boy. His name was 

Mac McCollum, and even the kids got to call him „Mac‟. 

 They walked past aisles and counters offering perfumes, 

assorted gifts and miscellaneous medical items. Then the aisles 

opened up to a little seating area with small round tables and 

fancy chairs. Jeremiah had never seen such a neat marble soda 

fountain counter before, except in “It‟s a Wonderful Life”. He 

said, “This is nice, “ to his friend. Ronnie shrugged,  “Oh, it‟s 
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okay, but you ought to see the one up at Taylor Drug Store. I 

think it‟s way better. What do you want to…” 

 “Hey! Ronnie!” someone yelled from one of the tables. 

They turned to see who had spoken, and his dad recognized 

three boys sitting nearby. They walked over and Ronnie 

introduced them to Jeremiah. “This is Hal Fisher and his 

younger brothers, John and Jim. Hal and I are in the same class 

in school. Fellas, this is Jeremiah, a new friend who‟s visiting in 

Humboldt. I‟m just showing him around town a little.” 

 Jeremiah spoke to the boys as he and his dad pulled up 

chairs to join them. He ordered a coke float while his dad asked 

for a dish of vanilla ice cream. Hal and Ronnie began talking 

about what was happening among some of their friends, and 

John and Jim returned to enjoying their sundaes. Hal mentioned 

that he would probably help out some down at his dad‟s Chevy 

dealership this summer, and Ronnie told him that he was going 

work down at Peoples. As Jeremiah listened to the 

conversations, his eyes wandered around the drug store. He 

couldn‟t get over the shiny chrome holders that held the paper 

drink cups. He enjoyed looking at all the “Coca Cola” signs 

decorating the walls, and the other sights and sounds of the old 

drug store. It looked like something out of an old fifties movie. 

He almost expected Michael J. Fox to come in and order a Tab 

or a Pepsi Free. 

 While they sat there visiting, a few other friends of 

Ronnie and Hal drifted in and out of the drug store. One girl, 

who came in alone, spoke to them as she order a cherry coke to 

go. Ronnie introduced her as another classmate, Mary Jane 

Brasfield. She chatted briefly with them while she waited on her 

drink.  She soon left, saying she had to get back down the street 

to her dad‟s jewelry store. A few minutes later two other girls 

came in and browsed the aisles. When they got back to the 

tables, Ronnie told them who Jeremiah was, and introduced 

them as Karen Horner and Nancy McGee. “Karen‟s dad works 

down at the store with my dad,” he explained, “and Nancy‟s 



 43 

father is the manager of the phone company. We all go to 

church together.” 

 Karen and Nancy sat down in two of the chairs, and 

although they didn‟t order anything, they stayed quite a while, 

just catching up on the news around town, and talking about 

summer plans. They both mentioned they were planning to go 

to church camp again this summer. “I‟m working at the store, 

starting in a few days,” Ronnie said, “so I guess I‟ll just skip 

camp this time. I‟ve been every summer since 5
th

 grade.”  

 A little while later, the fellow behind the counter, Leon 

Antwine, wandered over and mentioned that the pharmacist had 

cleared his throat a couple of times and looked in their 

direction. They took the hint and started getting up from the 

tables and chairs they were occupying. The girls said their 

goodbyes and headed out the door to continue their shopping. 

Hal and his brothers walked outside with Ronnie and Jeremiah 

and paused on the sidewalk to talk another minute or two. 

Jeremiah noticed John and Jim were checking out his bike and 

its fancy gizmos. Before they could start asking questions about 

it, he said, “Hey, Ronnie, guess we‟d better get going if we‟re 

going to stop by and see your dad for a few minutes.” Ronnie 

agreed, and they headed down the street, saying goodbye to the 

Fishers as they rolled away on their bikes. “I enjoyed meeting 

all your friends,” Jeremiah said. “Thanks for introducing me 

around.” 

 “No sweat, G.I.” answered his dad. 

 As they bicycled past Strasbergs, Ronnie waved and 

spoke to a short man standing in the doorway. “Hey, Mr. 

Shepard.” The man returned the greeting and smiled at 

Jeremiah. As they started across the street, Ronnie spoke up, 

“Hey! Hang a Louie here,” and started a quick left turn down 

the sidewalk. Jeremiah thought, boy! I‟m glad I know what a 

Louie is. Maybe I‟ll get a chance later to see if he knows was a 

„U-ie‟ is. 



 44 

 On the corner across the street, Jeremiah spotted an old 

fella with a popcorn stand. “Is that Leon?” he asked Ronnie. 

 “Yeah, but how did you know that?” He stopped 

abruptly and looked into Jeremiah‟s face. “And how did you 

know that about Jack Smithey‟s being a big fisherman? Is there 

something you‟re not telling me?” 

 “Volumes, my boy, volumes,” answered Jeremiah, 

doing a poor W.C. Fields impression. When Jeremiah saw a 

barber‟s poll on the opposite side of the street, he crossed over 

and Ronnie followed. He stopped and looked in through the 

open doorway. Two barbers, three chairs. It almost looked like 

Floyd‟s barbershop on the Andy Griffith Show. 

 Further down the street, they passed the hardware store 

Jeremiah had seen before. A quick look through the open 

doorway revealed the rear aisle was just as messy as it had been 

when he and his dad had visited there on earlier trips to 

Humboldt.  Below the store was an old movie theater, all closed 

up, its ticket window streaked with dusty and dried remains of 

pieces of scotch tape. “That used to be the Rex Theater,” 

Ronnie told him. “I think it went out of business about ten years 

ago.” 

 Below the theater was a dry cleaners store, then an old 

house, with a couple of elderly ladies sitting on the porch. 

Ronnie waved to them as he turned right into the alley. “That‟s 

Dr. Oursler‟s clinic on the left, here,” he showed Jeremiah. “My 

family and I use Dr. Barker for our doctor. His office is up 

ahead on the left, facing Central. I‟ve always thought it was 

kinda unusual, you know, to have two doctors‟ offices back to 

back like this. I remember going in Oursler‟s a long time ago to 

visit Nancy Nelson, when she had her tonsils taken out. She had 

them on a table next to the bed, in a jar. She had to stay over 

night in the clinic and everything.” 

 They turned right again and bicycled up to the back of 

Peoples Furniture. They parked their parks and went in through 

the open backdoor. 
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*** 

 

 The rear of the store looked very much like it did during 

the many other times Jeremiah had been there. Empty boxes 

were piled in the trash bin out back, the freight elevator had a 

few pieces of furniture on it, and there were some kitchen chairs 

in various states of assembly in the work area near the tool 

bench. 

 Ronnie introduced him to the middle-aged man putting a 

chair together. “Jeremiah, this is Orvil Wharton, who gets to 

work with me starting Saturday. Orvil, This here‟s Jeremiah.” 

 Jeremiah stuck his hand out to shake with Orvil. He said 

hello to the man, and, smiling, asked “You think this kid‟s 

really gonna be much help to you?” 

 Orvil laughed and whispered, “Probably not, but he‟s 

the boss‟s son, so…” He shrugged and went back to assembling 

the chair. The boys walked on up to the middle of the store. The 

office area was against the wall on the right. A tall counter and 

aisle separated it from a long row of recliners on the left. A 

woman sat at the desk writing out a receipt for an older, 

redheaded lady of somewhat heavyset appearance who was 

standing at the tall counter. 

 Ronnie eased up behind the lady with the bright red hair 

and whispered loudly, “Hello, Miss Maude.” She turned quickly 

and saw Ronnie and Jeremiah standing there. She returned the 

greeting with a big smile and a most friendly face. 

 Ronnie then introduced Jeremiah to her, and then to 

Mildred Freeman, the bookkeeper behind the desk. After Miss 

Maude visited with the boys for a minute or two, she walked up 

to the front door and spoke to a man standing there with a 

customer. As the customer left, the man began kidding and 

joking with her, and she was laughing aloud when she went out 

the open doorway and onto the sidewalk. 
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 Jeremiah walked with Ronnie back behind the counter to 

visit with Mildred. They sat down and Ronnie told her what all 

they had been doing. Ronnie pointed to the man standing at the 

front door speaking to some passersby and said that was his 

father. They watched as he said bye to the folks and headed 

back down the aisle, and came and stood at the counter. 

 Ronnie introduced Jeremiah and briefly told his dad 

about how they‟d met. Jeremiah was fascinated to meet his 

grandfather for the first time. Pony had died four years before 

Jeremiah was born, so he knew him only from pictures and 

stories. This was the best treat so far, in his adventure back in 

time. 

  His grandfather wasn‟t familiar with the Jones family 

either. “I think I know most of the folks hereabouts, but I don‟t‟ 

recall having met them before,” he said. 

 Jeremiah looked at Ronnie and tried to think fast. “Well, 

they haven‟t been here that long…” 

 “Hey, Pony, you want me to go on and take that table 

and lamp out to the Young‟s at Fruitland?” Orvil had walked up 

and was standing at the end of the counter, flipping through the 

outgoing delivery file. Jeremiah breathed a sign of relief for the 

distraction. 

 “Yeah, might as well go on out.” He turned to the boys 

and asked if they wanted to ride out with Orvil. They looked at 

each other quickly and answered “Yes sir!” in unison. As they 

started towards the rear of the store, they met another salesman 

coming down the stairs with a customer. Ronnie introduced 

Jeremiah to Thomas Horner, saying that this was Karen‟s 

daddy. 

 Jeremiah kinda made the connection that this was 

Annabelle‟s husband. Annabelle Horner was another good 

friend of his grandmother, and also attended the same church. 

Jeremiah had often visited her house on Osborne Street, where 

she lived next door to his dad‟s Uncle Ovie and Aunt Gladys 

Pyron. They visited for a moment while Orvil went on back to 
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the loading dock. Thomas kidded Ronnie about starting work 

soon, then moved on up to the front of the store with his 

customer. “He‟s going to help me get a coin collection started 

next week,” Ronnie said of Thomas. 

 Orvil already had the table secured in the back of the 

truck. They went around to the passenger side, and Ronnie 

yelled “Shotgun!” and held open the door for Jeremiah to get in 

first. Then Ronnie climbed in and held the lamp on the 

floorboard, between his legs, hanging his right arm out the 

window. No a/c, thought Jeremiah. 

 They drove out Central Avenue, towards where 

Jeremiah knew that Walmart and the fast food places would one 

day be located. After they passed the J. Hungerford Smith 

factory on the right side of the highway, there were only fields 

along that side of the road. A little further up on the left was a 

bowling alley. 

 The road was two-lane all the way to Fruitland. Once 

there, they turned left, crossed a railroad track, and headed out 

into the country. Orvil made two or three turns on gravel roads 

before they pulled into the drive of an old farmhouse. 

 Orvil got the table out of the back of the truck, and 

Ronnie carried the lamp up to the door and knocked as Jeremiah 

followed along. A nice elderly lady let the three of them in and 

showed them were to place the table and lamp. “I got most of 

my furniture from Pony Pyron, you known.” She proudly 

pointed out her living room and dining room suites that came 

from Peoples. 

 Back out at the truck, Ronnie asked Jeremiah if he 

wanted to ride back to town in the back. They sat down at the 

trailing edge of the bed and swung their legs freely in the 

breeze, as Orvil drove them into Humboldt. They stopped at the 

Shell gas station on Central after they crossed the railroad 

tracks, and Orvil bought them both a Coke. 

 Jeremiah couldn‟t get over all the old cars and trucks he 

was seeing. Some seemed they must be from back in the 1930s. 



 48 

On the way back to Peoples, he even saw a team of mules 

pulling a wagon through the city streets. 

Back at the store, they didn‟t bother going inside to 

check in with Ronnie‟s dad. They just told Orvil bye and got on 

their bikes and coasted down the alley. “You want to see where 

my mom works? It‟s just around the corner.” 

 Jeremiah said, “Let me see if I can find it. Sometimes 

I‟m psychic.” He pedaled on to Central and then towards Main 

with Ronnie in trail. 

 “Sometimes you‟re WHAT?” 

 “Psychic. You know. ESP and all that stuff. Know the 

unknowable, and see the unseeable.” Then he turned right on 

Main and pedaled down the sidewalk in front of Meriwethers 

Furniture. Just before they reached Peoples, Ronnie stopped to 

speak to another businessman in the doorway of a business with 

the sign of „P & S Drug Store‟.  

 His dad introduced him to a somewhat rotund man with 

a happy face. “Strawberry, this is my friend, Jeremiah, who‟s 

visiting Humboldt for a few days. Jeremiah, this is Strawberry 

Cook. He manages the store here and he goes to the Christian 

Church with us.” Strawberry and Jeremiah shook hands and 

said hello. From inside the store came another hello, and the 

pharmacist, Winston Smith, came out to meet Jeremiah and say 

hello to Ronnie. 

 After leaving them on the sidewalk in front of the drug 

store, they mounted their bikes and rolled on down past 

Peoples. Ronnie slowed down to let Jeremiah take the lead. 



 49 

 

 

7 

Finally, A Game of Pool 
 

 
Jeremiah pedaled down Main, crossed the street and made a left 

turn onto 14
th

. They coasted down the hill towards Burrow, then 

stopped at the corner in front of the pool hall that would one day 

be another of Bernie and Frieda‟s ladies‟ shops. “You ever go in 

here and play pool?” 

 Ronnie laughed. “Not hardly. I think you have to be 

older, twenty-one or something, to go in there.” He stopped 

laughing when Jeremiah parked his bike and went in the door. 

 “Wait! You can‟t go in there!” But he was talking to 

himself, cause Jeremiah had already disappeared inside. 

Reluctantly, he followed him in, after he looked up and down 

the street to make sure no one was watching. 

 It was dark and smoky inside. When his eyes adjusted, 

he saw his new friend talking to a man behind the bar. He stood 

near the door and looked around til Jeremiah walked back over 

and joined him. “Looks like all the tables are full, huh? Guess 

we can head on out.” He didn‟t mention that the guy had told 

him to beat it. 

 As they turned toward the door, Ronnie heard someone 

call his name. Over against the wall, several older men were 

sitting at a table. His Uncle Ovie was holding up a hand at him. 

As they walked over to the table, Jeremiah noticed his dad‟s 

Uncle Louie standing there with another man, watching Ovie 

and the others play dominoes. 

 Jeremiah recognized his great-uncle, Louie Dunn, right 

off. He was quite a bit heavier, but still looked the same. He 

thought he recognized Pony‟s brother, Ovie Pyron, too, but it 
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was hard to tell if it was because he actually remembered him, 

or because he‟s seen his picture so many times in his dad‟s 

photo albums. Ovie had died when Jeremiah was about three. 

Ronnie introduced them and Jeremiah shook their hands. 

 Ovie said he was taking a break from selling life 

insurance. Louie said he was on his way to install a storm door, 

and had just stopped off for a bottle of pop. They chatted a few 

minutes, then the boys headed out. Over his shoulder, Ronnie 

told them not to tell his dad he had been in the place. As they 

left, they could hear Ovie and Louie talking about going fishing 

Saturday. 

 Back out on the sidewalk, they mounted their bikes and 

Jeremiah led Ronnie up Burrow Street, holding his hand to his 

forehead, like he was concentrating really hard. “I think your 

mom works near here, in a brick building, close to a place with 

lots of books.” 

 “Sure, pal, just keep on guessing,” nodded Ronnie. 

 They pulled up along side the back of the War Memorial 

Building, and Jeremiah climbed off his bike, waved his arm 

towards the door leading into the Tennessee Employment 

Security office and proclaimed “Voila!” grandly. Ronnie turned 

his head away slightly, narrowed his eyes, and said, “How‟d 

you know where my momma worked?” 

 Jeremiah laughed, pushed open the door and said, “You 

told me, mon ami. Don‟t you remember? No? Well, perhaps it 

was in another life.” 

 Ronnie scratched his head and squinted his eyes at 

Jeremiah, then followed him in. They stood at the counter and 

spoke to the other employees seated at their individual desks, 

until his mother noticed them. She got up from her desk and 

walked over to them. Ronnie introduced Jeremiah as a new 

friend. 

 Jeremiah thought his grandmother looked awfully 

young. He‟d already figured that she‟d be in her mid-forties. 

She was an attractive lady who looked only a little older than 
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his mom. She was friendly as she said hello. They visited for a 

few minutes, then one of the men told her she had a phone call, 

so she said bye as she returned to her desk. “Ya‟ll be careful on 

those bikes.” The boys went back outside to the sidewalk. 

 “Where to now?” Ronnie asked him. 

 Jeremiah wasn‟t sure. He thought he‟d like to get by and 

see his dad‟s Aunt Inez soon, cause he didn‟t know just when 

he‟d get flashed back to 1994, and there were some other places 

he wanted to see, too. 

 “Do you have any little league ball fields here? Do you 

play little league?” Jeremiah thought this might get him over in 

Inez‟ neighborhood. 

 “No, I don‟t play, except sandlot ball. Sometimes we get 

up a game in the field between my house and Jimmy Ward‟s. 

But we can ride over to Elliot Street, where the ball fields are.” 

He led Jeremiah around in front of the Humboldt Public Library 

and up to Main. At the corner, Jeremiah looked over to the left 

to the Esso station. Again, he shook his head at amazement to 

see the attendants still pumping gas and checking under the 

hoods of cars. Ronnie noticed his looking and asked what was 

so interesting. “That‟s just Roger Sanders‟ and Boone 

Humphreys‟ gas station.” Jeremiah just shrugged and pushed 

on. They turned right and pedaled easily across the wide street 

and onto the sidewalk. 

Down past the elementary school, they turned left on 

18
th

. Several blocks later, when they got out to the high school, 

they turned right on Ferrell and pedaled along in front of the 

school. “That‟s where I go to school. The junior high building is 

in back of this one that you see. Guess I‟ll be graduating from 

here in about four years, if I‟m lucky.” He shook his head 

slowly and said, “You know, I came up here from the Main 

Street school three years ago, and it seems like yesterday. To 

me, it seems like time sure does fly by.” 

 You ain‟t just whistling Dixie, thought Jeremiah. You 

ought to see how fast it goes backwards! 
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 Past the high school, they turned left on 20th and headed 

down to Elliot Street, passing the gym and football field on the 

way. They made a right on Elliot and pedaled slowly up the 

slight grade towards the top of the hill. They paused there and 

Ronnie pointed to all the baseball fields in front of them. “They 

have the carnival for the Strawberry Festival here at the ball 

fields for a week every year in May. Pretty neat.” 

 Jeremiah feigned interest in the area for a minute or two, 

then asked, “Is there any place around here to get a drink of 

water?” He knew Ronnie‟s aunt lived within a stone‟s throw of 

where they had stopped. 

 “Sure. You asked just in time. My aunt and uncle live in 

this little green house right there. You met my Uncle Louie at 

the pool hall a little while ago. My Grandmother Pyron lives 

with them. Come on.” They coasted down the hill and into the 

gravel drive. They parked their bikes near the front door. 

 Ronnie knocked at the door as they walked in, yelling 

Hello. Is anyone home? They heard a friendly “Come in” from 

the back, and walked into the kitchen. The little lady Jeremiah 

had seen earlier was seated at the kitchen table shucking corn 

off the cob with a small paring knife. Jeremiah easily 

recognized his dad‟s Aunt Inez, standing at the sink with a 

dishrag in her hands. She looked just like he imagined she 

would look in her forties. And awfully friendly. 

 After Ronnie introduced him to both of them, Jeremiah 

told them he was just visiting from Alabama and Ronnie was 

nice enough to show him around. Inez fixed them glasses of ice 

water, and they sat down at the table and talked for a few 

minutes. 

 Jeremiah asked Ronnie‟s grandmother if she was born in 

Humboldt. She took a pinch of brown powder from a small can 

and put it behind her lip. “No sir,” she answered, “I was born 

and raised in McNairy County, near Leapwood.” 

 Inez volunteered that they had come up to Humboldt in 

1924 and had been there ever since. Jeremiah asked his great-
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grandmother who she was before she married into the Pyron 

family. 

 She looked out the kitchen window before she answered. 

“I was born on a cold January day in 1876. There were five of 

us kids, but one of my little sisters died as a baby. My parents 

were Bob and Eliza Morris. My momma died of a fever when I 

was only eight, and pa was shot and killed by a relative the next 

year.” She paused for a moment, no doubt thinking of those sad 

and difficult days. “Other families raised us.” She went on to 

briefly tell about a family from Henderson, Tennessee that took 

care of her for a few years, until she was old enough to get 

married, in 1894. 

 Jeremiah looked over to see if Ronnie was listening to 

all this, but saw him leafing through a Progressive Farmer 

magazine that was lying on the table. When she finished her 

story, he said, “Ronnie, don‟t you want to listen to this story 

about your grandmother when she was a little girl? When you 

get older, you‟ll wish you knew more, I promise.” 

 Ronnie just shrugged and turned the page in his 

magazine. Inez got up and said, “Looka here. It‟s going on 4:30. 

I gotta get this supper done.” 

 Ronnie closed the magazine and said, “Yeah, we better 

get going, too. You ready, Jeremiah?” He stood up and moved 

to the hallway door. 

 Jeremiah wanted to try to get more information for his 

dad on the Morris family, but saw it was useless right now. 

“Sure,” he said as he stood up. “It was nice to meet you both. 

Maybe I‟ll get to see you again sometime.” He reached out to 

touch his great-grandmother‟s hand, and said, “I enjoyed our 

visit. You need to make that boy sit down sometime and tell 

him all about his family tree.” 

 Mrs. Pyron smiled and nodded her head. As the boys left 

the room, she spoke out, “It was nice to see you again, young 

man.” 
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 At the front door, Ronnie turned to Jeremiah. “Did 

Granny say it was nice to see you again? Why‟d she say that?” 

 Jeremiah walked past him and out the front door. “I 

think she was talking to you, Ron.” 

 “Ronnie.” Said Ronnie. “I don‟t think I like „Ron‟ too 

well.” 

 “Whatever.” Answered Jeremiah. 

 They pedaled over the hill and down past the baseball 

fields. Ronnie asked if he wanted to stop and look around, but 

Jeremiah declined. He‟d seen what he needed to see on Elliot 

Street. 

 “What now my friend?” asked Ronnie. Jeremiah took 

the lead and turned towards town on 22
nd

. “How „bout out 

behind your house on Honeysuckle Lane? I rode down there 

this morning and the smell was fantastic.” 

 As they approached Mitchell, Ronnie started to turn left, 

but Jeremiah coasted over Mitchell Street and into the big 

entrance to Bailey Park, passing under the big arch. “We don‟t 

want to go by way of 28
th

 Street, do we? I mean, I ran into some 

pretty tough dogs there this morning.” He pedaled up towards a 

new-looking recreation building in the middle of the park. 

 “They‟re not so bad, once you learn to sneak by them. 

But sure, let‟s go this way instead.” Ronnie pulled up to a stop. 

“How about letting me ride your bike for a while?” 

 “You bet,” said Jeremiah, and explained the basics to 

him. Ronnie mounted the bike and pedaled around in a big 

circle for a few minutes. When he said he felt comfortable, they 

took the curved park road back to 22
nd

 and went down to Main. 

 Ronnie took the lead as they turned right on Main. 

“Let‟s go downtown and back before I try to pedal this thing up 

Hamilton Hill. I‟d like to get used to it on more level streets.” 

They coasted across 19
th

 and down the slight grade. After 

passing the school and Hunt Funeral home on the right, Ronnie 

noticed a friend walking up ahead. 
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 Susan Lewis, another classmate, seemed to be slowly 

strolling down the sidewalk looking at the large houses shaded 

by huge oaks. They eased up beside her and Ronnie made the 

introductions. Jeremiah noticed she had a camera in her hand. 

This interested him and he asked her what had she been 

shooting. 

 “Well, mother and daddy gave me this new camera for 

my birthday last week, and I‟m just trying it out. I‟ve always 

loved these old homes on this part of Main Street, and I was just 

taking a few pictures of them.” 

Jeremiah knew it was a 35mm camera, one similar to 

what his dad had owned, and so he asked to see it. He looked it 

over for a minute, then stepped back and shot a picture of Susan 

and Ronnie there on the sidewalk. When he handed it back to 

her, she advanced the film, posed Ronnie in front of the Longs‟ 

house and took his picture.  

 “Jeremiah, why don‟t you sit on your bike out at the 

curb, and I‟ll shoot a picture of you with downtown in the 

background.” He did as he was told and as he perched on his 

dad‟s bike, gave her a big smile when she clicked the shutter. 

They chatted for a few more minutes before she crossed the 

street to take pictures of the Johnson house and Dr. Fick‟s 

home. 

 Ronnie turned and headed back towards the school, 

saying, “Well, I guess I‟m ready to try and get this thing up that 

hill.”  They crossed Main at 18
th

 and joined the sidewalk. After 

passing 22
nd

, Jeremiah reminded him how to downshift into 

lower gears. The sidewalk was bumpier in front of Dr. Barker‟s 

house so they eased out onto the edge of the street. Ronnie 

caught on to the shifting with no problem, but Jeremiah, with no 

gearing to assist him, slid off his bike and walked the rest of the 

way up the hill. Ronnie yelled back, “I‟ll wait for you in front of 

Mrs. Hamilton‟s house.” 

 As he pushed the bike up the grade, it crossed his mind 

about Susan and her camera. He wondered what would be on 
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the film when she had it developed. Would his image appear in 

the picture or would she simply have a picture of the bike 

standing by itself? Will film record someone in the state of time 

travel? If so, would his image eventually disappear? He smiled 

to himself, thinking of the possibilities. 

 At the top of the hill, He found Ronnie under the same 

tree where he, himself, had stopped earlier that day. They rested 

in the shade for a while, enjoying the light breeze. Ronnie 

pulled a plastic nametag out of his pocket. It had a short chain 

on it. He twirled it around his finger, and showed it to Jeremiah. 

“Normally, I keep it on my trumpet case, but I had it off this 

morning, playing with it. Guess I forgot to put it back on my 

case.” 

 As they stood up, Ronnie snapped the chain around the 

handlebar of Jeremiah‟s bike. Rested, they coasted down the hill 

and turned right onto Honeysuckle Lane. The fragrance was 

wonderful, and they both stopped and pulled apart a few 

honeysuckles to taste the sweet syrup. “Is there any place to 

play pool around here? Do you know anybody with a pool 

table?” asked Jeremiah, knowingly. 

 “Well, funny you should mention it, but Jeanne Jones, 

one of the girls you met at Cathey‟s, just moved right up here 

on the right and they let kids come and go all the time in their 

rec room. Come on. I‟ll show you.” 

 They pulled around the back of the new brick home and 

went to the door at the far end of the house. As they reached the 

top of the steps, Jeanne opened the door for them from the 

inside, and invited them in. She and Cathey had been sitting on 

a window seat, chatting, but took up their challenge for some 

pool and pingpong. 

 They had a grand time for the next half hour, kidding 

each other about their bad shots, and talking about new songs 

and movies. It seemed the girls like William Holden in Picnic 

and the guys like Robin Hood in Sherwood Forest. Jeremiah 

was surprised they hadn‟t heard of the Beatles, but then he 
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figured maybe he was a year or two early on their days of fame. 

He covered his faux pas by saying maybe the group was just 

popular in Alabama. 

 For a while Jeremiah and his dad teamed against Cathey 

and Jeanne, but soon, they changed sides and Jeremiah 

partnered with Jeanne. They made a great duo, not just at pool 

and pingpong, but it seemed that they had a knack for finishing 

each other‟s sentences. Occasionally, they caught themselves 

stealing glimpses at each other. Jeremiah was enjoying this 

more and more all the time. Maybe I need to figure out how to 

prolong this time-travel adventure, he thought.  He wasn‟t sure, 

but he thought Jeanne was about one year younger than he was. 

 When Cathey said she had to be getting home, Ronnie 

spoke up, too, saying he also had to go. They went through the 

back of the house, and spoke to Jeanne‟s mother in the kitchen. 

In the den, while she stood talking with them, Jeremiah walked 

over to the piano and played with the keys. Jeanne‟s mom 

joined him, asking if he played. 

 Jeremiah smiled as he sat down and buzzed through 

“The Entertainer” ragtime number. He gave it all his 

concentration and it was the best he‟d ever played it. They had 

never heard it before and were duly impressed, both with the 

song and his talent. They praised him lavishly, and he blushed 

and changed the subject. But it made him feel wonderful. 

 Jeanne walked out onto the patio with them, and around 

to the front of the house. At the end of the driveway, Jeremiah 

asked Ronnie, “What are you doing tomorrow?” 

 “A friend‟s coming over about ten and we were going to 

cook some hot dogs back in the woods at the grapevine. Wanna 

come?” 

 “You bet! See you about ten. Do I need to bring 

anything?” 

 “Nope. We‟ll meet you over in the parking lot behind 

the Catholic Church.” He and Cathey started down Honeysuckle 

and turned left on Ward Drive for the short cut home. When 
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they reached the corner of Honeysuckle and Ward Drive, they 

turned back and waved. Jeremiah climbed on his bike and 

Jeanne asked where he was headed. 

 “Oh, my folks are probably looking for me anytime. 

Thanks for the fun time this afternoon. I really enjoyed it.”  He 

gazed at her smiling face and added, “A lot”. He knew he had to 

get going, as the stores downtown would soon be closing, but 

he was having a hard time drawing himself away from his new 

friend.  

They continued to talk for a few minutes, and he sensed 

that she, too, was enjoying the delay. “Do you have a regular 

boyfriend?” he finally got up the nerve to ask her. 

“Well, no, not exactly. There‟s this boy in my class that 

sorta calls me sometimes, but my folks won‟t let me go out on 

dates with anyone. “„When you‟re older,‟ they say.” She had 

rested her hand on his handle bar while they were talking, and 

suddenly she seemed to notice the little nametag and chain that 

was still attached there. She turned the tag over and smiled as 

she read his dad‟s name on it. “Is Ronnie trying to steal your 

bike, or what?” she laughed. 

“Gee, you‟ve got a nice smile.” Did he say that aloud or 

did he just think it?  

She turned her face up to him, and smiled even more 

brightly. Maybe he had said it aloud. He snuck a quick glance at 

his watch and knew he just had to get going. Why is it so 

difficult? He wondered. “Did I mention that I really enjoyed it 

this afternoon?” 

“Yes, you did mention that, Jeremiah. Me, too.” More 

smiling. 

Her hand was still resting on the handlebar. Time for 

boldness, he thought. He reached out and laid his hand softly 

across hers. “You‟re very special, you know.” That was all he 

could manage to come up with. 

“And I think you‟re special, too, Jeremiah. I hope we get 

to see each other again sometime.” 
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He squeezed her hand lightly and said, “I hope so, too.” 

For a split second, some flash of a thought shot through his 

mind. He tried to re-think it, something about Jeanne and 

touching her hand, but before he could grasp it, the thought was 

gone. 

Their hands came apart as he mounted his bike and 

slowly pushed off down the drive. He knew they would get to 

meet again one day in the far-distant future. But he‟d really like 

to see her again on this trip. 

“Come back again soon,” she yelled to him as he turned 

onto Honeysuckle. He glanced over his shoulder and watched 

her as she turned and walked back to the house.  

It was getting close to six when Jeremiah hung a Louie 

on Main and raced back towards town. 
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Above, Jimmy Ward and Billy Grubbs on horseback in the field 

between Jimmy‟s and Ronnie‟s houses about 1961. Ronnie, at 

right, expresses a moment of triumph at not being kicked by the 

horse. Below, the split-rail fence at the corner of Forest Dr. and 

Chere Carol Rd. In the trees behind the fence is an old roadbed 

from Humboldt‟s past. 
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Some of the „Jackson Highway Gang‟: Top left: Billy Grubbs; 

Top Right: Jimmy Ward; Bottom left: Mike Mitchell, 

Cathey‟s older brother; Bottom right: a yearbook shot of Janice 

Heermans. 
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Other characters from the story are at top left, Jeanne Jones, 

and at right: Cathey Mitchell. Bottom: Jeremiah‟s aunt, Sylvia, 

and his dad, Ronnie. Jeanne and Cathey were regulars on the 

1960‟s cheerleading squads and royalty reviews. Sylvia was a 

wonderful aunt to Jeremiah, until her death on May 24, 2008. 
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Top left: Karen Horner. Her father, Thomas, worked with 

Jeremiah‟s grandfather at Peoples Furniture Company. Also 

appearing in the story, top right: Hal Fisher, another classmate 

of Ronnie. Ronnie, Hal and Karen graduated from HHS in 

1965, along with Nancy McGee, Doug Parkey, Susan Lewis 

and Mary Jane Brasfield. Hal‟s brothers, John, at left, and Jim, 

at right, are two years younger. 
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Top left, Doug Parkey accompanies Jeremiah and his dad on 

the hike in the woods. Other supporting characters were top 

right, Nancy McGee; bottom left, Mary Jane Brasfield and 

bottom right, Susan Lewis. Nancy‟s dad, Pete McGee, was 

best friend to Ronnie‟s dad, Pony, for many years. Mary Jane‟s 

dad, Louis Brasfield, a long-time business acquaintance of 

Pony‟s, owned Brasfield‟s Jewelry.  
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Above, at left, Pony Pyron, and at right, Mary and Ronnie in 

1961. In between are Mary‟s brother and his wife, Bus & 

Gladys Barrett. At rear is the „58 Chevy that Ronnie first 

learned to drive. Below, Cathey & Jeanne flank a cheerleading 

squad in the 1960s. From left, Cathey Mitchell, Brenda Billops, 

Kitty Ann Northcott, Jackie Bailey, Linda Morse, and Jeanne 

Jones.           
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Top left, Jeremiah works on the Giant bike he bought with 

matching-funds with his folks. Top right, with his 

grandmother.  Bottom left: His grandmother worked here in the 

1950s and „60s. The TN Employment Security office was on the 

south side of the War Memorial Bldg at 16
th

 & Burrow. That 

portion of the building is now the children‟s wing of the 

Humboldt Public Library. Lower right, Mary Pyron at her 

office desk. 
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Top: The house on Jackson Highway where Ronnie grew up. 

The brick house to the right is Cathey Mitchell‟s. The porch 

beneath her front door was a gathering place for the 

neighborhood crowd. Below: Mary‟s later home on Alecia 

Page. She very much loved her new place, and she always 

enjoyed showing it off to friends and family. Jeremiah‟s 

Grandmother Pyron died on January 7, 1998.
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Top left: Jeremiah with his dad‟s aunt, Inez Dunn, in the den of 

her home at 2110 Elliot Street. Top right: Ronnie and his 

grandmother, Gusty Pyron, beside the same house on Elliot. 

Bottom left: Sylvia and Ronnie in their backyard in the early 

1960s. Bottom right: Jeremiah poses with his dad and 

grandmother in 1994, about the time of the setting of this story. 
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Top left: Bernie and Frieda Shepard, close friends of Pony and 

Mary, provided overnight accommodations to Jeremiah in the 

story. Top right: Jeremiah and his mom, Pam. Below: Pony, 

Thomas Horner and Clovis Richardson at Peoples in the 1950s. 
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                                               8 

A Place to Spend the Night 

 
 
First, he needed to stop in the dollar store on the left, just past 

the Plaza. “White‟s Dollar Store. 8 a.m. til 6 p.m.” said the sign 

on the front door. Boy, he just about didn‟t make it. 

 He walked in at five minutes before closing and bought 

a two-pack of underwear, a pull-over knit shirt, socks, a 

toothbrush and some toothpaste, and a little overnight bag to put 

it all in. He remembered to get a comb as he walked up to the 

check out counter. He paid with a five-dollar bill dated 1988 

and the lady didn‟t even notice. She was looking at the clock on 

the wall, not the date on the money. He got his change and went 

back out to his bike. Briefly he wondered about where that five-

dollar bill would end up over the coming months and years. 

What would people think when they noticed the date? 

 He put everything in the little zip bag, attached it to his 

bike and pedaled around the corner to the Kroger store on 14
th

, 

across the street from Gibson Hardware. He went in and looked 

for some fruit for supper. He liked the prices – bananas for ten 

cents a pound. Apples and oranges were about the same. Stuff 

was really cheap back in the „60s, he thought. 

 He was surprised to see someone he knew at the cash 

register. It was Jimmy Ward, whom he‟d met earlier at 

Cathey‟s. Jimmy gave him a friendly hello and checked him out 

quickly. 

 He pushed his bike back up to Main to look for a phone 

booth with a local directory. He had to look up Bernie and 

Frieda Shepard‟s address. He hoped it would be on a familiar 

street. At the gas station on Main and 16
th

, the phone book 
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showed a B. H. Shepard in the 300 block of Forest. He 

remembered the street because of where it intersected with 

Chere Carol, which was exactly where this whole adventure 

began.  

 Back on his bike, he headed that way. As he ate a 

banana, he reviewed the plan in his head. Shortly, he turned 

down 19
th

 and coasted towards McKnight. There, he took a left 

and pedaled down the hill and up the hill to Forest. He turned 

left and found their house on the left. 319 Forest Drive. He 

climbed off his bike and pushed it around to the back of the 

house.  

 He didn‟t have to worry about ringing the back doorbell. 

They were sitting on the patio enjoying the late afternoon‟s 

cooling temperature. They were seated together on a glider, 

sipping glasses of iced tea. Bernie had an unlit, half-smoked 

cigar between two of his fingers. 

 Jeremiah stopped dead in his tracks as he came upon 

them. His mind went blank, cause he hadn‟t expected to see 

them so quickly. He just stood there, holding the handlebars of 

his bike, staring at them. 

 “Helloooo.” Bernie spoke first. He didn‟t seem surprised 

at all to see Jeremiah standing there. Frieda smiled and said, 

“Well, hello there, young man.” 

 Jeremiah swallowed and got his voice back. “Hello. Are 

you the Shepards?” It was just a rhetorical question. He knew 

them right off. It was getting so he could recognize people he 

had known before, without being thrown off by their looking 

thirty years younger. 

 Bernie answered, “We sure are. And who are you, 

young fellow?” 

 “My name is Jeremiah, and I‟ve sort of got separated 

from my parents today. Someone told me ya‟ll might could 

help.” He crossed his fingers. 

 “We‟d be glad to, Jeremiah.” Frieda made him feel at 

home immediately. “Have a seat and tell us what we can do. 
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Would you like something to eat or drink? We just finished up 

supper and brought our tea out here to enjoy on the patio. The 

birds always sing to us this time of day. If you‟re hungry I‟ve 

got some leftover roast still in there on the dinner table.” She 

had such a sweet voice. 

 Jeremiah sat down on a patio chair and said, no, thank 

you, he‟d just eaten a bite, but might try some tea later. He told 

them his story – his family had been passing through town and 

had stopped for gas and a short rest; he‟d gotten his bike off the 

top of the station wagon for a quick ride around the block; 

they‟d driven on, not noticing his absence, since they had 

several kids filling up the back seat and rear seat of the wagon. 

They story seem to work well in the “Home Alone” movie. He 

hoped the Shepards might buy it, too. 

 “Sure, we can help, son,” volunteered Bernie. “Where 

do you think we might get hold of them?” 

 “Well, the man at the gas station was going to give them 

your phone number, if they happen to call back looking for me. 

But I think it might be a while. They probably didn‟t notice the 

name of the service station, and might not have even paid any 

attention to the name of the town where we stopped. “Besides, 

my dad likes to make lots of miles between stops (no lie there, 

thought Jeremiah) so they might not even notice til well into 

Missouri. We were heading towards St Louis, then Kansas City. 

My dad wanted to stop at Harry Truman‟s home and see if he 

can shake his hand. He likes weird things like that on vacation.” 

Phew! It seemed believable, sorta. He watched their faces for an 

indication. 

 “Well, you just plan to make this your home til we hear 

from them,” Frieda told him. She stood up and walked to the 

backdoor. “Would you like to see your room, or use the 

facilities, maybe?” 

 Bernie walked over to the bike and looked it over 

closely. Jeremiah followed Frieda in before Bernie could ask 

any questions. 
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 Later, he ate some of the pot roast and told them a little 

about himself. He decided to mention that he‟d met Ronnie, and 

that he was going over to spend the day with him tomorrow. He 

didn‟t tell them the same „visiting family and looking for the 

Jones‟ story he‟d used with everyone else. He just hoped the 

Shepards wouldn‟t be comparing notes anytime soon with 

others he‟d met, at least, not until he was outta here. 

 That night they sat around eating popcorn (not the 

microwave kind) and watching (black and white!) tv. He 

showed Frieda the knot on the back of his head, truthfully 

telling her it was from a fall on his bike, and she thought it 

would be okay. Just the same, she had him take a couple of 

aspirin before bed. 

 He told them not to worry about him tomorrow for 

meals or anything, and he‟d see them before dark. 

 “What if we get a call from your folks, son?” asked 

Bernie. 

 “Well, I‟ll be at Ronnie‟s most of the day. You can 

reach me there.” Jeremiah thought they might be a little 

concerned about his lack of worry about re-connecting with his 

parents, but as he laid down on the bed and closed his eyes, all 

thoughts left him and he was deep in a dreamless sleep in 

seconds. 
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9 

Deep in the Woods 
 

 

“Jeremiah, time to get up.” He roused only partially awake, 

without opening his eyes. “You want some breakfast?” 

 It didn‟t sound exactly like his mom, but sleep was still 

clouding his brain, and he dozed off again, unconcerned. A few 

minutes later, he felt someone sit down beside him on the bed 

and shake his shoulder. 

 “How „bout it, young man? You hungry?” 

 Jeremiah slowly opened his eyes, his back to the voice. 

He focused his vision on the opposite wall and didn‟t recognize 

it. He slowly rolled on his back and took in the ceiling and 

headboard of the bed. Nope, not his. He turned fully and looked 

into Frieda‟s face for a good five seconds before he realized 

where he was. 

 “Boy, you were out of it. How do you feel this fine 

morning?” She stood and started for the door. “Some bacon and 

eggs are on the table for you. Bernie‟s already gone to work.” 

She went back down the hall to give him some privacy for 

getting dressed. He pulled on the new shirt he‟d bought the day 

before. It went fine with his black nylon shorts. 

 The breakfast was great, and he even brushed his teeth 

without being urged. As he put down the toothbrush he thought 

how much had happened since he and his dad had the „Opie 

Taylor – tooth brushing talk‟ just twenty-four hours earlier. 

Amazing how far a day will take you, he thought. 

 After helping Frieda cleanup a little around the kitchen, 

he told her he‟d see her before dark, and then went out the 

backdoor. His bike was still sitting there waiting for him. It was 

good to have something familiar. He walked it down the 
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driveway and coasted down Forest as far as possible before he 

had to start pedaling hard up the hill. He turned left on Chere 

Carol and after a minute or so, saw Paul McCord in his yard. 

“Where‟s your friend Sammy?” he asked without slowing 

down. His watch told him it was ten minutes til ten. 

 Paul looked up from the little army men he was playing 

with and said, forlornly, “He left for summer boys camp at 

Columbia Military Academy. He won‟t be back for a long time. 

Can you play with me?” 

 Jeremiah felt a little sorry for him, but yelled back to 

him over his right shoulder, “No, not right now. Maybe later. 

See ya.” 

 Two minutes later he coasted around the back of the 

church and saw Ronnie and another boy parking their bikes. He 

pulled up beside them and put down his kickstand. 

 Ronnie introduced them. “Jeremiah, this is Doug 

Parkey. Doug, this is Jeremiah…., you know, I don‟t think I 

ever caught your last name yesterday. What is it?” 

 “You probably wouldn‟t recognize it, anyway. Ever hear 

of the name Cutshall?” It was his mom‟s maiden name. “So, 

where we headin‟?” 

 Ronnie had a large grocery sack and Doug was carrying 

two canteens of water. “Well, first we‟ll show you the 

grapevine right down here at the edge of the field. Then we‟ll 

go on back further in the woods to another vine and build a fire 

for our hot dogs.” 

 “You ever swing on a grapevine, Jeremiah?” asked 

Doug. 

 “Well, not many grapevines, but my dad hung up a big 

marine rope in a tree behind our house in Northport, and me and 

my friends have used it for years.” He took one of the canteens 

from Doug, in order to help share the load. 

 “Ronnie had a little accident last winter back in the 

woods at one of the vines. He was holding on to a limb above 

his head, and swung his feet straight out in front of him to grab 
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a vine. When his body was laid out just about like this,” Doug 

held his arm up parallel with the ground, “the limb above him 

broke.” He turned to Ronnie, saying, “You fell about fifteen feet 

on that one didn‟t you, partner?” 

 Ronnie continued the story. “Yeah, broke my right arm 

just above my wrist. Good thing you were with me that Sunday 

afternoon.” He explained that Doug had made a splint of some 

boards, limbs and shoestrings, and had helped him get back 

home. 

 “Boy! My mom was mad at me for that accident. She 

took us to St Mary‟s hospital, where old Doc Barker set it and 

put it in a cast.” 

 Doug laughed and shook his head, saying, “Yeah, and 

the doctor had the nerve to look at my splint and ask what in the 

world it was. Sorta hurt my feelings.” 

 “Sounds like you guys have a lot of fun together.” 

 Ronnie led them into a small clearing, split by a shallow 

ditch. The opposite bank was a little higher. Hanging over the 

ditch was a thick grapevine. Doug rode it first, then Ronnie. 

They showed Jeremiah where to best grasp it, and how to push 

off to get the best swing. 

 After a while, they moved further back into the woods, 

towards the other vines. At one point, when they passed along 

the edge of a field, Jeremiah could easily see where the future 

hospital would be built. 

 They enjoyed showing him their haunts – the forts, a 

huge ditch bank, the other vines, and especially the site where 

Ronnie broke his arm. Jeremiah suggested, only half seriously, 

that they should put up a marker or something. “Ronnie, you 

might want to bring your son out here some day thirty years 

from now and show it all to him.” 

 They laughed, and headed deeper into the woods. When 

they came out into a big cornfield, Ronnie showed them the 

swollen carcass of a pig that had been dead for several days. 

They could see where it had been stabbed numerous times since 
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its demise. Before turning back, they went as far as a deep, 

sandy ditch, ten or fifteen feet deep. Jeremiah figured it was just 

about where the bypass would be in a few years. He looked 

through the trees and could make out were a small motel would 

one day stand, near Mitchell Street on the bypass. 

 They found a good campsite, well away from the dead 

pig, and built a small fire. After they had eaten their hot dogs 

and drank tepid water from their canteens, they sat around for a 

long while, poking sticks in to the fire, as all boys that age are 

wont to do. Some things never change, thought Jeremiah. Boys 

will always love to play with a campfire. Ronnie and Doug 

talked about summer band practice in late August. Ronnie 

played the trumpet, but Doug and Jeremiah were both trombone 

players. “We need Hal here” said Ronnie, “to even up the score 

between long horns and short horns.” 

 They discussed the new president of the country, and 

how he was a Catholic instead of a Protestant. Ronnie and Doug 

had doubts about Kennedy‟s being a good president. Jeremiah 

assured them that being Catholic would probably never even be 

brought up in the elections in years to come. He though JFK 

would end up being one of the most famous presidents. “Mark 

my words,” he told them, seriously. 

 “This is my last day of freedom, fellas,” Ronnie 

reminded them. “Tomorrow I join the ranks of the working 

man.” They passed around the last canteen and toasted to his 

thirty dollars a week. 
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10 

Granny’s Cooking 

 
 
It was late afternoon by the time they made their way back to 

their bikes at the church parking lot. Doug headed for home, 

and Ronnie asked Jeremiah to go over to his house for a while. 

“Can you stay for supper? My mom said it was okay. I asked 

her last night.” 

 Jeremiah gladly accepted. He was hoping for a chance to 

eat some of his grandmother‟s cooking, and to see a little more 

of his granddad and Aunt Sylvia. 

 “Don‟t you have to check with your folks or 

something?” Ronnie couldn‟t believe the independence this kid 

had. “Naw, it‟ll be okay.” 

 At supper, Jeremiah was delighted. His grandmother had 

fixed a cheese-covered, hamburger casserole that was near-

famous in his family. With cornbread, coleslaw and iced tea, it 

tasted exactly the same as if his mom had prepared it. 

 “You know, my mom cooks this same casserole, same 

recipe and everything,” he told them. Ronnie‟s mom was 

surprised to hear this. “Where did she get the recipe?” she 

asked, curiously. 

 Jeremiah smiled. “Oh, she got it from my dad‟s mom. 

It‟s my dad‟s favorite meal. And my mom cooks it just like my 

grandmother does.” He smiled again. If they only knew. 

 After supper Sylvia went out on a date, and they moved 

into the living room for some TV. During the commercials of 

„Rawhide‟, Ronnie‟s dad and mom discussed the upcoming 

family vacation to Washington, D.C. Ronnie asked if Jeremiah 
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had ever been there, and where did his family usually go on 

summer trips. 

 Jeremiah was fascinated that all of them sat through all 

the commercials, without channel surfing to see what else was 

on. Then he remembered that he had time-warped into a period 

when most homes didn‟t have a remote.  He shelved this line of 

thought and got back into the conversation. “Yes, we went to 

Washington about three years ago. My dad was a page there 

when he was a high school senior, and he wanted me to see 

where all he had been.” 

 This seemed to interest Ronnie‟s dad. “I‟m kind of 

hoping we can get our congressman, Fats Everett, to take 

Ronnie as a page some day.” Ronnie looked up, surprised by 

this bit of news. “That‟s the first I‟ve heard of that,” he said. 

 “Well,” his dad continued, “I was going to talk to Fats 

about it while we‟re up there this summer. You might like it, 

you know.” 

 Ronnie didn‟t seem too sure about it. 

 Jeremiah went on. “My dad likes it out west, and we‟ve 

taken several trips out there – to the Grand Canyon, to 

Yellowstone, and to LA and San Francisco last summer. 

 Pony was interested in the trips west. “I‟ve been out to 

Colorado several years, deer hunting.” 

 Jeremiah‟s foot started towards his mouth. “We were 

mostly in southern Colorado, around Trinidad, Durango and 

Mesa Verda. We never got up around Craig and Steamboat 

Springs.” Foot firmly in mouth. 

 Pony frowned. “How did you know we hunted around 

Craig and Steamboat Springs?” 

 “Uhhhhh, I don‟t know. I guess I read somewhere that 

Craig was a popular place for deer hunting.” There was no way 

he could tell them of the old home movies he‟d seen of his 

granddad out west in Steamboat Springs with all his old hunting 

buddies. 
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 Pony seemed to accept the explanation, but Ronnie‟s 

face still showed a quizzical expression through the next few 

minutes of „Rawhide‟. “I‟ve already seen this episode, 

Jeremiah,” Ronnie said, at the next commercial, “And „Route 

66‟ is next, and it‟s probably a re-run, too. Why don‟t we go 

outside for a while?” 

They went out to sit on the porch, but once outside, they 

walked up the drive and sat on the culvert at the edge of the 

highway. They talked for a while about what they wanted to do 

when they grew up. 

 Ronnie was thinking about law school or being an FBI 

agent. Jeremiah wasn‟t too sure. It had come to mind this 

afternoon that if he had paid more attention to business news in 

the 1990s, he could drop a few hints to Ronnie and his folks 

about what stocks to invest in, in the stock market. Then, 

perhaps Jeremiah would have been born into a rich family, and 

wouldn‟t have to actually worry about what career he‟d be 

going in to. 

 But perhaps that was messing around too much with 

history. He decided he‟d better drop it. “You ever think about 

flying or being an air traffic controller?” He looked at his dad as 

he asked the question. 

 “Nope, never been in an airplane, but I‟d sure like to go 

flying sometime. My cousin, Betty, in Missouri, is married to 

one of those air traffic controllers, but it really doesn‟t do too 

much for me. I think I‟d like law, or even history, better.” 

 They were quiet for a while, just watching the few 

freight trucks and cars go by. Jeremiah asked him if he and his 

buddies ever made a dummy and played with it out around the 

highway. Ronnie told him they had to give that up a year or two 

earlier, after they threw one out of a tree at the front of Lori 

Stone‟s yard. A Greyhound bus driver ran over it, screeched to a 

stop in front of the Catholic Church, and backed down the hill 

to check it out. When he opened the bus door and saw it was 
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only a dummy, he said aloud to any kids he figured were close 

by, that it BETTER NOT happen again! 

 “That was the end of our dummy-in-the-road careers,” 

added Ronnie. Jeremiah got brave. “You ever think about time 

travel, Ronnie?” 

 “Sure do. I‟d love to be able to hop in a time machine 

like Rod Taylor did in the H.G. Wells movie. Maybe go back to 

the cowboy days. Or maybe go back and meet Davy Crockett or 

Daniel Boone. Course, I don‟t think I‟d want to be at the Alamo 

with Davy. How „bout you? When would you travel to?” 

 Jeremiah smiled. “Well, it‟d be sorta neat to go back to 

when my dad was a young boy, and visit with him, and get to 

see all his family. My granddad died before I was born, so I 

never got to know him.” He looked at Ronnie straight in the eye 

for his reaction. 

 “Yeah, I guess that would be neat. My granddaddy 

Pyron died in 1918, when my dad was only five. That would be 

cool to go back to McNairy County about then and see all my 

dad‟s family. And once I‟m back there, maybe travel up to 

Missouri and see my mom‟s family, too. Yeah, I think I‟d like 

that.” 

 Just when Jeremiah was about to ask Ronnie if he 

thought it would really ever be possible, and maybe even go 

further, and drop a few hints, they were interrupted by the 

voices of two girls who were coming from the dark shadows in 

the drive across the road. 

 Moments later, Cathey Mitchell and Janice Heermans 

walked across the highway. Janice had a board game under her 

arm. After they said hello, Janice asked if they wanted to play 

OUIJA? 

 For the next hour they had a great time, laughing and 

kidding each other about the questions and answers they were 

getting from the board. While they were in the mystical mood, 

Jeremiah dared to drop a few hints about things to come – 

presidential assassinations, a terrible war in Southeast Asia, 
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hippies, and ideas for great movies like ET and Starwars. They 

contributed their own predictions, and were really getting into 

the spirit, but every once in a while, Jeremiah caught Ronnie 

staring at him intently. 

 After a while the girls left, and Jeremiah and his dad 

walked back to the porch. Jeremiah stuck his head in the side 

door and thanked everyone for supper. 

 As he was getting on his bike, Ronnie looked at him 

quietly for a minute, then grabbed the middle part of the 

handlebars on Jeremiah‟s bike, and said, “Who are you?” 

 Jeremiah was taken aback. He swallowed and said 

calmly, “Jeremiah. I told you before.” 

 “Who are you, really, and where did you come from?” 

Ronnie held more firmly to the handlebars, pressing him for an 

answer. “You know way too many things about my family, and 

about the people in this town. How did you know all this stuff? 

And what‟s with all these predictions you were making a little 

while ago? It‟s almost like you know what‟s gonna happen.” 

 Jeremiah looked at his father as seconds ticked by. He 

had to decide something of great importance in the blink of an 

eye. “Look, I gotta get back. I‟ll see you tomorrow, okay?” He 

pulled away so quickly that Ronnie had to release his grip from 

the bike. 

 “I work tomorrow, down at the store.” 

 “Well, I‟ll stop by there and see you. Good night.” He 

rode off towards the Shepards, leaving Ronnie standing in the 

driveway. He didn‟t know what or how much to tell him. 

Maybe after he‟d slept on it, he would know what to do. 

 On the quiet ride back towards Forest Drive, Jeremiah 

wondered briefly, if there was a chance, maybe he should try to 

get up to Fall Branch, in east Tennessee and check in on his 

mom‟s childhood. He figured she‟d be about nine years old, and 

his Aunt Patty would be just a toddler. Maybe he could 

somehow get over to southern Missouri and see his 
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grandmother‟s family, up in West Plains. He would love to 

meet Ronnie‟s other grandparents. 

 He filed these thoughts away in the back of his mind. 

He‟d have to see how long this adventure turned out to be. But 

something had begun nagging at him during that last 

conversation with Ronnie, and his subconscious seemed to be 

telling him that things would be coming to a head soon. 

 On the spur of the moment, on his way back to Bernie 

and Frieda‟s place, he swung by Jeanne‟s house on 

Honeysuckle, whispering “Good night” to her as he soundlessly 

coasted by in the shadows. 
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11 

Nice Dream 
 

 

The next morning when he got up, Frieda gave him his own 

shirt back, all clean and fresh. He put it on, and left the other 

one there in the bedroom, along with the rest of the things he‟d 

bought at the dollar store. 

 He had awakened with an odd feeling. It was nothing he 

could define, but it left him with a tightness in his chest and a 

slight dizziness in his head. It was like riding on a merry-go-

round that was just ever-so faintly out of balance. It was quite 

windy outside, and he remembered that he had woken up 

several times during the night when the branches of trees near 

the house had flapped against his bedroom windowpane. 

 Before he left the Shepards, he thanked them again for 

all their hospitality. Bernie didn‟t work on Saturdays, so they 

were both just hanging around the house, enjoying their 

morning coffee. He told them he‟d be downtown, maybe around 

Peoples with Ronnie, in case his folks finally showed up 

looking for him. “If I don‟t get to see you again, I‟ll always 

remember your taking me in. Thank you, again. You‟re awfully 

nice folks.” 

 He hugged Frieda and shook Bernie‟s hand as they said 

their goodbyes. Then he was out the backdoor and once again 

on his bike, coasting down the drive. He noticed the clouds 

seemed to be gathering in the west, and the wind was increasing 

when he turned on McKnight and once again headed towards 

downtown. 

 It was mid-morning, after he grown tired of trying to 

bicycle in the wind, when he ended up at Taylor Pharmacy. As 

he entered the drugstore he remembered how Ronnie had 
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bragged on the beauty of the long marble soda fountain here. He 

perched on a stool and took in all the decorative touches of the 

mirror and lights on the wall behind the counter. A tall, slender 

lady in a matching apron and hat took his order for a coke float. 

After she had served him, she busied herself with the glasses 

and plates in a glassed-in cupboard. 

 He complimented her on how beautiful it all looked in 

the drug store – how it all seemed to fit together so well. She 

said, “You‟d better enjoy it while you can, son, cause Mr. 

Taylor‟s taking it all out of here next week. He‟s been having 

too much trouble with the coloreds wanting to sit here.” She 

wiped down the bar in front of him with a wet rag. 

 “You mean the blacks? What‟s wrong with their 

wanting to sit here?” He was puzzled. He remembered hearing 

something before about how there were sit-ins and stuff in the 

early „60s, but he never really paid much attention. 

 She scowled at him, her hand frozen to the counter in 

mid-swipe. “I don‟t think I‟d be calling them „black‟ if I was 

you. I don‟t think they‟d like it. And Mr. Taylor wouldn‟t like it 

if he heard you saying there‟s nothing wrong with them sittin‟ 

up here with white folks, either. You probably oughta finish 

your float and get outta here.” She turned un-friendly, quickly. 

 He walked out with a bad taste in his mouth. Perhaps 

everything back in his dad‟s time wasn‟t quite so „golden‟ after 

all. 

 The wind on the street was now a constant annoyance. It 

had even blown his bike off its kickstand. He picked it up from 

where it lay on the sidewalk, and looked up at the lowering 

clouds. Then he wandered down towards Peoples and parked 

his bike around back. Inside, Ronnie and Orvil were putting 

some steptables and coffee tables together. Jeremiah helped for 

a while, but then decided to try riding around town a little more. 

 “I‟d sure like to talk to you some more, Jeremiah, about 

what I was asking you about last night,” Ronnie told him. “I eat 

lunch at 12:30. Why don‟t you meet me around the corner on 
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14
th

. Just down the hill on the right, before Burrow Street, is a 

little streetcar diner. Dad and I sometimes eat there when 

mom‟s out of town.” 

 “Sure, I‟ll see you then.” Jeremiah went out the 

backdoor onto the loading platform. The delivery truck was 

backed up to the dock and he noticed the windows were down. 

Glancing up at the menacing clouds, he considered that it might 

be raining shortly. However, he still wanted to take a ride, and 

he was feeling drawn back towards Chere Carol. Somewhere 

deep inside him was a feeling that the answer to this mysterious 

adventure he was caught up in would be found in that part of 

town. 

 He joined Main Street from Central, and as he headed 

east, the wind virtually pushed him along. The clouds had 

grown even more ominous, if that was possible, and the steady 

gusts of wind pressed against the huge trees lining the street, 

leaving the underside of the leaves exposed to the coming 

weather. Storm weather, that meant. 

 Turning at 19
th

, a gust almost turned him over, but he 

caught his balance at the last moment and righted himself. He 

felt he must be crazy to be out riding in this weather, but he 

wanted to check back behind Chere Carol one more time, to try 

and figure a way back to his grandmother‟s house. The wind 

was howling as he struggled up the hill at Forest Drive, as he 

looked off towards the cemetery. The graveyard seemed so 

much smaller than it would be in 1994; so many more deaths to 

come, living people who would be gone over the next few 

years: Ronnie‟s daddy, the Shepards, Thomas Horner, and 

Ronnie‟s grandmother. If this adventure ever ended, would he 

remember meeting them? And if it didn‟t end? 

  

*** 

 

The yellow motorcycle coming off Chere Carol onto Forest 

caught him in mid-thought. It was way over on his side of the 
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street, perhaps pushed there by too much wind for an in-

experience rider to handle. It didn‟t hit him, but to avoid it, he 

had to take the „Paul McCord and Sammy Harris Memorial 

Trail‟ straight down into the old roadbed. Here we go again, he 

thought.  

 Normally on his bike, it would have been no problem to 

follow the wide trail, but he was going awfully fast now. Half 

way down he lost control and went head first over the 

handlebars. He flew a good eight feet, right into the base of a 

giant oak tree. He went out like a light. 

 When he came to, it was almost dark. There was no 

wind, only a deep stillness. He lay there for a while, thinking. 

He didn‟t have to check. Somehow, he knew the magic was 

over. The trail he‟d ridden down was no longer there. Just 

weeds, all the way up the bank, and at the top, a split rail fence, 

with the top rail knocked half way off.  

It was over. Nice dream. And it left him with such a 

mellowed out feeling, almost a longing, to try and get it back. 

Jeanne. I didn‟t get to say goodbye to her. And Ronnie and 

Cathey and all the others. Their youth had been jerked away 

from them, he thought, and they had been thrown directly into 

middle-age. 

Perhaps if he laid here and dozed off, he could get it 

back. Maybe? He considered. But no, he realized. He knew he 

could never get it back, if he were to lay here for a month. It 

was lost. Actually, and more accurately, it had never happened. 

He rubbed the knot on the back of his head. It was a beauty. His 

watch showed 7:22 p.m. He‟d not only missed lunch, but 

probably supper, too. But it didn‟t make much difference, cause 

his dad would no doubt kill him anyway. 

He stood up, aching all over. Probably been lying in that 

same position for hours, he thought. He struggled up the hill 

with his bike, his head pounding. 

At the top were the split rail fence and the flowerbed and 

the road‟s curbing. They hadn‟t been there when he tried to 
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show them to Paul and Sammy. He smiled. Of course, Paul and 

Sammy hadn‟t been there either, he guessed. 

He climbed on his bike and began pedaling towards 

home. He knew the same old houses would be in the same old 

places (he adjusted the odometer on his handlebars); Chalet 

Place would be exactly where it was supposed to be (he re-

adjusted the handlebars‟ rubber grips); his grandmother‟s house 

would be there waiting on him (he moved the little chain with 

the name tag to the left); his folks would be there, probably 

worried sick… 

The little chain with the nametag? His father‟s nametag. 

HIS FATHER’S NAME TAG! He slammed the bike to a stop, 

laying rubber for six feet. He turned the little nametag in his 

hand. “Ronnie Pyron, Humboldt Junior High School Band, 

1961.” 

He smiled. He laughed out loud. His eyes teared up and 

he tried to swallow the lump in his throat. It took several 

seconds. Finally, he remounted his bike and pedaled on, shaking 

his head. 

They weren‟t going to believe him. He knew they 

weren‟t going to believe him. But he‟d try to explain it to them 

anyway. And maybe his dad, just maybe his dad might be 

reminded of two days back when he was a kid, and he had met a 

young boy named Jeremiah. 
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And whatever happened to… 

 

Jeremiah did get back in time for lunch that day, and grew up 

to be a fine young man with wonderful memories of Humboldt. 

Hal Fisher is a retired schoolteacher who still lives in 

Humboldt. 

Doug Parkey is a minister in Brazil, Indiana. 

Susan Lewis died of cancer at the age of 54.  

Karen Horner is a legal secretary in Memphis. 

Nancy McGee is a nurse in Mountain Pine, Arkansas. 

Mary Jane Brasfield married a high school sweetheart and 

lives in the Seattle area. 

Jimmy Ward moved to Jackson and has had a fine career in 

real estate. 

Billy Grubbs followed his dad in the family business and lives 

in Collierville, TN. 

Mike Mitchell is a physician in Bartlett, TN. 

Frieda and Bernie Shepard, friends to a host of people in 

Humboldt, died in 1992 and „94. They are dearly missed. 

Cathey Mitchell married Ted Jones and leads a busy life in 

Humboldt. 

Pony and Mary Pyron died in 1976 and ‟98. The best of 

parents. 

Jan Heermans, longtime travel agent, lived in Lehigh Acres, 

FL. She died on December 9, 2009, as this book was being 

printed. 

Sylvia Pyron, a career teacher and a wonderful sister, died of 

cancer in Trenton, TN on May 24, 2008. 

Jeanne Jones, certainly an angel on earth, became an angel in 

heaven in March 9, 2000. 
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BACK IN TIME 
 

During a summer visit to his grandmother‟s house in the 

small west Tennessee town of Humboldt, a young boy‟s bicycle 

accident and a knot on his head send him reeling through time 

to the bygone days of 1961. In a storyline that smacks of Mark 

Twain‟s A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court, with a 

twist of the 1985 hit movie Back to the Future, he looks in on 

his dad, who is now his contemporary in age. He has a great 

time, seeing a world he has never known, with his best new 

friend – his dad! His adventures are great fun, and the people 

are friendly, but how in the wide world of sports will he ever 

get back to the time from which he started? 

 

 

 

 
Ron Pyron lives in Maryville, TN with his lovely wife Pam. 

Jeremiah, still a kid at heart, lives in Nashville. 
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