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Kenneth Bodkins
Announces Candidacy 

for Alamo Mayor
Dear Voters of the Town of Alamo: 

I am announcing my candidacy 
for Mayor of the Town of Alamo. 
I have lived in Alamo for 42 years, 
owned and operated a small busi-
ness here for 35 years, and served 
as a volunteer fi reman for 15 years. 
My wife, Stephanie, and I together 
have 5 children and 6 grandchildren 
with the 7th due before Election 
Day. 

I have served as an Alderman for 
the Town for the past 4 years and 
would be honored to represent the 
citizens as Mayor. During the 4 
years of my Alderman term, I was 
instrumental in obtaining the new 

lighting for our ballfi elds, hiring ad-
ditional police offi cers, and the pav-
ing of many of our streets. 

If elected, my goals are: to lower 
the citizens property taxes; clean-
up and make repairs to our Town’s 
parks; obtain grants to continue 
the growth of our Town; and help 
keep our Alamo City School system 
thriving for the next generation of 
citizens of the Town of Alamo.

I would appreciate your consider-
ation for Mayor during early voting 
April 12-26 and Election Day May 
1. 

Kenneth Bodkins

Paid for by candidate
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One Million People Fully Vaccinated 
Against COVID-19 in Tennessee

Tennessee has reached a vaccina-
tion landmark of one million Tennes-
seans being fully vaccinated against 
COVID-19. Approximately 22 percent 
have received at least one dose.

‘’We celebrate this milestone and 
expect to see this number increase as 
vaccine is more widely available,” 
said Tennessee Health Commissioner 
Lisa Piercey, MD, MBA, FAAP. “The 
hard work and dedication of our local 
health departments and statewide vac-
cine partners have helped us reach this 
signifi cant moment in our fi ght against 
COVID-19.”

Continued Focus on Equity and 
Underserved Populations

Tennessee is committed to ensure eq-
uity in its COVID-19 Vaccination Plan. 
TDH has been working with commu-
nity partners, faith leaders, and health 
care advocates to help empower and 
inform underserved populations across 
the state. Over half of Tennesseans over 
the age of 60 have received their fi rst 
dose, and nearly two-thirds of those 
over age 70 have received their fi rst 
does. Meanwhile, over the past month, 
Tennessee’s Hispanic population re-
ceiving at least one dose has increased 
from 3.9 percent to 12.9 percent and 
Tennessee’s Black population receiving 
at least one dose has increased from 5 
percent to 15 percent.

“We are encouraged that Tennes-
see is increasing uptake particularly 
among our elderly, minority and under-
served populations,” said Piercey. “At 
this point in the vaccine roll out, we 
are committed to access for everyone 
if they choose to receive a vaccine in 
a health department, a pharmacy, or a 
provider’s offi ce.”

Highest County Vaccine 
Administration

The following counties have the high-
est vaccine administration per 100,000 
population in Tennessee. Three of these 
counties, Unicoi, Hancock, and Madi-
son, are among Tennessee’s 35 counties 

with highest Social Vulnerability Index 
values, indicating they may struggle to 
recover from adversity. These 35 coun-
ties are provided additional doses of 
COVID-19 vaccines, beyond their pop-
ulation-based allocation, so those coun-
ties could move through the State’s eli-
gibility phases more quickly and protect 
their high-risk communities.

Highest Doses/100K Population
Unicoi  33,186
Trousdale 32,706
Hancock 32,122
Moore 27,194
Madison 26,312
Marshall 25,548
Monroe 25,179
Henry 24,959
Sullivan 24,611
Pickett 24,590

Schedule Your Vaccination 
Appointment

Find vaccination providers in your 
area by visiting VaccineFinder.org. 
Tennessee county health departments 
across the state currently have appoint-
ments available for COVID-19 vacci-
nation. Book an appointment with your 
county health department at COVID19.
tn.gov. Those who need help scheduling 
a COVID-19 vaccination appointment 
with their local health department may 

call the TDH vaccine support line at 
866-442-5301. Transportation resourc-
es are available when appointments are 
booked online or via phone.

TDH reminds all Tennesseans to re-
main vigilant to prevent the addition-
al spread of COVID-19. In addition 
to vaccination, wearing a face mask, 
maintaining social distance and getting 
tested when exposed or sick are critical 
to controlling the pandemic.

Tennessee’s COVID-19 Vaccination 
Plan is available online at www.tn.gov/
content/dam/tn/health/documents/
cedep/novel-coronavirus/COVID-19_
Vaccination_Plan.pdf. Find answers 
to frequently asked questions about 
COVID-19 vaccination at https://
covid19.tn.gov/data/faqs/.

The mission of the Tennessee Depart-
ment of Health is to protect, promote 
and improve the health and prosperity 
of people in Tennessee. TDH has fa-
cilities in all 95 counties and provides 
direct services for more than one in 
fi ve Tennesseans annually as well as 
indirect services for everyone in the 
state, including emergency response to 
health threats, licensure of health pro-
fessionals, regulation of health care fa-
cilities and inspection of food service 
establishments. Learn more about TDH 
services and programs at www.tn.gov/
health. 

“We celebrate this milestone and expect to 
see this number increase as vaccine is more 
widely available. The hard work and dedication of 
our local health departments and statewide vaccine 
partners have helped us reach this signifi cant 
moment in our fi ght against COVID-19.”

Tennessee Health Commissioner Lisa Piercey 
MD, MBA, FAAP
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The Color of Music at Alamo Elementary

5th grade winners for the Color of Music4th Grade winners in the Color of Music Contest

3rd Grade winners in the Color of Music contest2nd grade winners for the Color of Music

1st Grade winners of the Color of Music contest Kindergarten winners of the Color of Music contest

The K-5 students at Alamo City 
School celebrated “Music in our 
School” month in March. Each 
class listened to the music of three 
great composers. (K-1) “Nutcrack-

er” by Tchovisky (2-3) “Peter & the 
Wolf” by ProKofi ev & “Carnival of 
the Animals” by St.Saens. Pictured 
are the 12 fi nalists in the Color of 
Music contest.
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An Amazing Journey
BY JUDY POSTON

judyposton1963@gmail.com
 Cacie Jo McNeill, Lexie 

Beaird, and Kennedy Henning 
– they are all friends, all fi fth 
graders, and all students at Mau-
ry City Elementary School. They 
share another attribute in com-
mon as well – they each, not only 
participate in, but THRIVE in 
competitive cheer. 

 Lexie was just three years old 
when she began tumbling, Casie 
Jo only four. Kennedy started 
gymnastics at age fi ve. Later, 
when she and her mom learned 
about Arrow Athletics, Kennedy 
became involved with competi-
tive cheer there. Lexie and Cacie 
Jo work with other young girls 
at Jackson Elite Allstars (Jack-
son Cheer Company) to form a 
competitive cheer team. This is 
the fi rst year for all three to com-
pete in this sport. However, each 
are determined it will not be their 
last. 

 Kennedy prepares for compe-
tition by practicing with her team 
twice each week. Lexie and Cacie 
Jo ride together to their weekly 
practices. One girl’s parents drives 
them to Jackson. The other’s par-
ents are there to pick them up 

when they wrap up 
their work-outs.

 Intricate routines 
include tumbling, 
back fl ips, and hand 
stands. The girls 
learn stunts that daz-
zle their audiences. 
There are creative 
dance routines in-
volved and the for-
mation of an impres-
sive human pyramid. 
Long hours are ded-
icated to practice. 
Careful focus and 
attention to detail 
is demanded. Sweat 
and hard work are 
poured into getting it 
just right. Is it worth 
it? “Totally,” say the 
three participates. 
“All the hard work,” 
they say, “pays off!”

 The girls describe 
an added bonus, “You 
meet a lot of new peo-
ple. Bonds of friend-
ship that last forever 
are created.” And the icing on the 
cake? The three girls agree, “It 
would have to be learning new 
skills and going to new places.”

 One of those new places on 
a recent weekend was Louis-
ville, Kentucky, where the girls 
spent a fun and exciting week-

end taking part in the 
Cheer Derby National 
Championship held at 
the city’s convention 
center. There was so 
much to see, and hear, 
and do – so many new 
experiences.

 For the three friends, 
it was “cool” seeing 
all the other teams’ 
uniforms. Kennedy’s 
own team colors are 
red, black, and gold 
while Lexie and Cacie 
Jo wear black, gold, 
and white. Kennedy 
noted that she met a 
team who had jour-
neyed from Ohio. She 
tells she met teams 
from other states as 
well. The girls, from 
Tennessee, had the 
opportunity to watch 
other teams perform 
– including teams 
made up of girls much 
younger than them-
selves as well as teams 

of older girls. Each were given a 
neat erasable board for participat-
ing and all had the chance to pur-
chase a variety of cheer items.

Kennedy Henning, participating in competitive cheer 
in Louisville, Kentucky
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 As with anything these days, 
the girls and their families had to 
remain mindful of the pandem-
ic. The girls wore masks when 
they were not performing. While 
performing, they removed the 
masks and tucked them into the 
sleeves of their costumes out of 
sight. 

 When the winners were post-
ed, Kennedy learned her team 
had earned fi rst place within 
their age and skill leveled cat-
egories. What excitement! The 
team’s members received jack-
ets to mark their special accom-
plishment. Her parents, Kelsie 
and Latoya Henning share, “It’s 
been amazing watching Kenne-
dy do what she loves. When she 
gets on stage, her personality 
shines bright. We are so proud 
of our sweet girl and her team.”

 Following the trip to Louis-
ville, for Kennedy, other com-
petitions took place in Memphis 
as well as Jackson, Mississippi. 
A competition at Orange Beach, 

in Alabama is scheduled for the 
month of April. Lexie and Ca-
cie Jo’s team have also traveled 
to Mississippi and Alabama for 
competitions. Their season start-
ed in November and offi cially 
ended in February. 

 The girls have the opportunity 
to continue in competitive cheer 
through out middle and high 
school. The confi dence and the 
poise they learn will infl uence 
every area of their lives both 
now and in the future.

 For Lexie, Cacie Jo, and Ken-
nedy, their families are proud 
of their accomplishments and 
excited to see what their future 
holds as they continue their 
amazing journey both in compe-
tition cheer AND in life.

Photo at right:
Lexie Beaird, right, and 
Cacie Jo McNeil in Louisville, 
Kentucky, for a cheer derby 
performance.
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Lights Camera Fashion 
to Benefi t St. Jude

Lights Camera Fashion show is put together by Jenna King, owner of 
My Best Friend Jenna. All proceeds go to St. Jude. Over the years this 
organization has raised hundreds of thousands of dollars.  The show is set 
for April 29th, at 6 pm. 

One of the many participants in Lights Camera Fashion is Jackie Her-
nandez, a junior at Crockett County High School. Jackie hosted a winter 
formal with the help of the other LCF models from Crockett, sold school 
spirit shirts, and has reached out to many people in her community asking 
for St. Jude donations. Jackie has proven to be a wonderful cheerleader to 
her peers and fellow models, helping to bring out the best in one another. 
MBFJ is honored to have Jackie Hernandez represent LCF for St Jude 
Children’s Research Hospital.

Help St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital continue to lead the way 
the world understands, treats and defeats childhood cancer and other 
life-threatening diseases.

Your fundraising efforts help ensure that families never receive a bill 
from St. Jude for treatment, travel, housing or food — because all a family 
should worry about is helping their child live.

For more information, please visit My Best Friend Jenna on Facebook.

Jackie Hernandez, a junior at Crockett County High School, is one of 
the many participants in Lights Camera Fashion. The event will be 
held on April 29 at the Carl Perkins Civic Center in Jackson.
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At the front of our songbook, there 
is a touching song titled “What Will 
You Do With Jesus?” The lyrics be-
gin

“Jesus is standing in Pilate’s hall,

Friendless, forsaken, betrayed by 
all;

Hearken! What meaneth the sudden 
call?

What will you do with Jesus?”

 Judas demonstrated his answer 
to this question: “Then one of the 
twelve, called Judas Iscariot, went 
unto the chief priests, And said unto 
them, What will ye give me, and 
I will deliver Him unto you? And 
they covenanted with him for thirty 
pieces of silver. And from that time 
he sought opportunity to betray 
Him” [Matthew 26:14-16]. Is that 
what you would do with Jesus? Be-
tray Him? 

 Peter swore that he would even 
die with Jesus, but: “Now Peter sat 
outside in the courtyard. And a ser-
vant girl came to him, saying, ‘You 
also were with Jesus of Galilee.’ 
But he denied it before them all, 
saying, ‘I do not know what you are 
saying.’ And when he had gone out 
to the gateway, another girl saw him 

and said to those who were there, 
‘This fellow also was with Jesus of 
Nazareth.’ But again he denied with 
an oath, ‘I do not know the Man!’ 
And a little later those who stood by 
came up and said to Peter, ‘Surely 
you also are one of them, for your 
speech betrays you.’ Then he be-
gan to curse and swear, saying, ‘I 
do not know the Man!’ Immediate-
ly a rooster crowed. And Peter re-
membered the word of Jesus who 
had said to him, ‘Before the roost-
er crows, you will deny Me three 
times.’ So he went out and wept bit-
terly” [Matthew 26:69-75]. He de-
nied Jesus – not just once, but three 
times! Is that what you would do 
with Jesus? Deny Him?

 Paul, serving Jesus Christ, wrote 
to Timothy about his situation: “Do 
thy diligence to come shortly unto 
me: For Demas hath forsaken me, 
having loved this present world, 
and is departed unto Thessalonica; 
Crescens to Galatia, Titus unto Dal-
matia” [2 Timothy 4:9-10]. Demas 
had forsaken him! Is this what you 
would do with Jesus? Forsake Him?

 Luke records a situation that 
developed with Barnabas, Paul, 
and Mark. “And Barnabas deter-
mined to take with them John, 
whose surname was Mark. But 
Paul thought not good to take him 
with them, who departed from them 

from Pamphylia, and went not with 
them to the work” [Acts 15:37-38]. 
Mark had deserted the work of Je-
sus Christ. Is this what you would 
do with Jesus? Desert Him? Fortu-
nately, Mark decided that was not 
what he really wanted to do with 
Jesus; he changed. “Only Luke is 
with me. Take Mark, and bring him 
with thee: for he is profi table to me 
for the ministry” [2 Timothy 4:11]. 
Hopefully, that is what you would 
do with Jesus. 

 Peter decided that he wanted no 
longer to deny Jesus. On the Day 
of Pentecost, AD 33, he told the 
assembled crowd how to be saved 
from their sins: “But Peter, stand-
ing up with the eleven, lifted up his 
voice, and said unto them, Ye men 
of Judaea, and all ye that dwell at 

Jerusalem, be this known unto you, 
and hearken to my words…” [Acts 
2:14]. Again, hopefully, this is what 
you would do with Jesus. Consider 
the refrain of the song:

“What will you do with Jesus?

Neutral you cannot be;

Someday your heart will be asking.

‘What will He do with me?’”

Charles Yawn
Romans 16:16
church of Christ at Crossroads
Visit us at 2118 Johnsons Grove Rd., 
Bells, TN.
or at www.coccrossroadsrd.com

God’s Word is Truth

It is now published as a paperback!  Available since 
Monday 22 March 2021 from Amazon Books.
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Joy in the 
Journey

BY JUDY POSTON
judyposton1963@gmail.com

 “On the day I was born, nobody 
was home, but my grandpa and me. 
My mama and daddy were across 
the way picking peas...” And so be-
gan an enjoyable Saturday morning 
that, completely unnoticed, turned 
into afternoon, the latter as wet and 
rainy as the former, yet, indoors, 
the day was brightened as story-
teller, Bobby Jack Stallcup, spun 
tales of local culture, the days of 
his youth, and the times of his life.

 Bobby was born on what is now 
Spence Road. As was often the case 
then, he tells, the road had a dual 
surface - mud in the winter, dust in 
the summer. He started his school-
ing at Helen’s Bluff and graduat-
ed from Friendship High School. 
In between, he attended school at 
Halls when a part of the school was 
located on the old air base.

 One day, the school received a 
visit from a former student who 
went on to become a Golden 
Gloves Champion. He allowed the 

boys to put on gloves and spar with 
him. “You’re pretty good,” he told 
Bobby. “You just need some teach-
ing.”

 Many favorite childhood mem-
ories revolve around Bobby’s Un-
cle Skelton, who once owned Espy 
Park, and his Aunt Sybil. Bobby 
can still see, in his mind, the pitch-
fork, their friend, Mr. Brewer, used 
for spearing the pork shoulders for 
barbecuing for the popular 4th of 
July picnics at the park. The couple 
loved the little boy dearly. They 
delighted in spoiling him. Bobby 
tells, “If I had asked for an air-
plane, we would have been going 
to get it.” 

 Bobby’s uncle and aunt operated 
a country store. One day a sales-
man opened his catalog fi lled with 
merchandise for them to browse 
from and choose items they wanted 
to sell in their store. Bobby, just a 
little tyke, jumped up onto a chair 
so he could see, too. The salesman 
promptly and sternly instructed 
him to get down. Just as quickly, 

Sybil closed the book, “We won’t 
be needing anything today,” she 
curtly told him. A few days later, 
Bobby’s mother was ready to place 
an order from the catalog. Aunt 
Sybil explained to her that there 
would be no orders placed from 
the salesman. “He embarrassed our 
boy,” she told her. 

 Buck White’s Store sat across 
from the Church of Christ at Chest-
nut Bluff. It was well-known as 
the gathering place for those who 
loved to play “Rook.” No money 
ever exchanged hands. No gam-
bling took place. “Bragging rights 
was the trophy earned by the win-
ner.” It was a rite of passage for a 
young person to be reckoned good 

enough to play with the older, more 
experienced players. Others would 
crowd around to see your hand, and 
if you made, what they considered, 
a foolish move, you might feel 
an onlooker’s knee knock against 
your own as a friendly urge to be 
more careful. 

 Not far from an area known 
as Happy Hollow, near to where 
Bobby grew up, was a cemetery. 
Some folks said the area was 
haunted. Bobby and some of his 
friends helped the cemetery and 
nearby area along with its reputa-
tion. The mischievous boys would 
stretch a plow-line across the road 
and cover it with a sheet. When a 
car would near the area, the boys 

Bobby Jack and Betty Stallcup, Bobby’s favorite picture of the couple
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would pull the plow-line taunt 
making the sheet rise in the air. 
The boys learned to use the same 
method for creating the effect of a 
ghost fl uttering in a tree. At other 
times, they stood a row of lit birth-
day candles across the road. The 
boys would watch from their near-
by hiding place atop a high, steep 
bank as puzzled passersby would 
apply their brakes at the eerie 
sight, ponder the view before them 
for a moment, eyes widened, hearts 
racing, and then move on quickly. 
One driver who halted his vehicle 
was the exception. Having stopped 
his car, he staggered out, leaving 
his wife in the car, determined to 
solve the mystery before him. 

 Emboldened from having too 
much liquor, and ignoring his 
wife’s frantic pleas to get back in 
the car, the man kept at it until he 
discovered the kids and decided 
he would give the boys a “whip-
ping” to teach them a lesson. As 
he climbed the bank to where they 
were, all the boys took off running 
except Bobby and friend, Bobby 
Richardson. Each picked up a fi ve 
gallon bucket fi lled with water that 
the boys had prepared earlier. No 
sooner had the man reached the top 
of the bank than one bucket of wa-
ter hit him in the face. The other 
hit at his feet. The force knocked 
him backwards where there was 
nothing but air and gravity to catch 
him. Bobby recalls the man’s fi n-
gernails frantically digging into 
the bank, trying to prevent his 
downward slide as he helplessly 
descended the hard way to rock 
bottom. As he limped back to his 

car, more sober than before, 
with dirt and mud, grass 
and leaves, twigs and debris 
clinging to his skin, hair, and 
clothes, his wife, clearly out-
done with his shenanigans, 
instructed him, in a voice 
that allowed for no arguing, 
to get in the trunk, so as not 
to ruin the car’s interior. She 
drove home, and the legend 
continued. 

 A neighbor, Mr. Hall, lived 
nearby in a tar-paper shack. 
Bobby recalls the biggest 
gun he had ever seen sitting 
on two nails, also the biggest 
he’d ever seen, driven into the wall 
above Mr. Hall’s bed. On one oc-
casion when the neighbor stopped 
by the Stallcup home to visit, Bob-
by’s mother told the older man that 
the family had extra milk that they 
usually had to throw out to the pigs 
every couple of days as they could 
not use it before it ruined. She wan-
dered if Mr. Hall would like her to 
save the milk for him. He let her 
know he would be glad to get it, 
but there was something else that 
would mean even more to him. He 
pointed to the copy of The Com-
mercial Appeal lying on the porch 
swing beside Bobby’s dad, who re-
ligiously read the paper every day. 
The family began saving their ex-
tra milk AND their daily papers to 
share with their friend.

 Bobby lived one year of his 
childhood in the home of his Un-
cle Skelton and Aunt Sybil. He 
remembers the lonesome whistle 
of a train that came through Halls 
between 4:00 and 4:20 each day. 

Folks could set their clocks by it. 
There was an old gate on which he 
could scramble up just high enough 
to look through its slats, where he

could watch the train come click-
ety clack down the tracks. From 
his perch, he would see a man 
kick out a sack of mail. A man 
would be waiting beside the track 
to pick it up. Another man’s arm 
would reach out from the train, 
as it slowed just a might, to grab 
the sack of mail that still another 
beside the tracks would lift up for 
him. Bobby’s view allowed him 
to see inside the dining car where 
the train’s passengers sipped an 
afternoon cup of coffee or nib-
bled on a sandwich. The train was 
called, “The City Of New Orle-
ans,” the same train later made fa-
mous by songwriter, Arlo Guthrie. 

 One day while stopping to play 
at the tracks on his way home from 
school, Bobby almost got run over 
by a train that was suddenly upon 
him before he knew it, it’s loud 

rumbles startling him as the 
noise vibrated through his 
body. Bobby stayed safe, 
but the rushing air of the 
train caught his math home-
work, lifting it higher than 
his arms could reach, carry-
ing it away, never to be seen 
again. It wasn’t the “dog ate 
my homework” story that the 
teacher got, but one just as 
hard to swallow. 

 As a boy, Bobby and his 
family attended Lebanon 
Methodist Church. Today, 
his parents are buried in the 
cemetery there. Then, his 

mother played the piano for the 
congregation’s joyful singing. Her 
parents had given her a pump or-
gan. Family, friends, and neigh-
bors often gathered in the family’s 
home to sing, accompanied by 
Bobby’s mom. 

 It was a hot night in August, a 
time always set aside for a church 
revival meeting, that “something 
moved him to walk down the 
aisle.” Bobby was only nine or ten 
at the time. He had talked to his fa-
ther only a short time earlier about 
joining the church. His dad had 
told him it was something he would 
need to work out on his own. Soon 
after he was baptized. He recalls 
that some twelve to fourteen kids 
joined the church at the same time 
he did.

 At Friendship High School, 
Bobby was active in the FFA, serv-
ing as vice-president and president 
of the organization and, also, pres-
ident of the sub-district.

 One day, his dad sent him to 

Home on the Road for Bobby and Betty - 
from its cab, they got to see America, and got 
paid for it.
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Stallings Implements, in Halls, to 
order a tractor part. When the part 
came in, he installed it. The folks 
at the implement store inquired as 
to who changed out the parts on the 
tractor. Upon learning that Bobby 
did the work, their question was, 
“How did you get the seat off ?” 
“I didn’t take it off,” was his re-
ply. “That’s impossible,” they said. 
“The tractor could not be repaired 
without taking the seat off to get 
to the part,” or so they thought... 
Stallings Implements hired Bobby 
to work for them. He stayed at the 
job for thirty days before going to 
work for PPG, Pittsburgh Glass 
Company, in Memphis, where 
he stayed for a couple of years, 
maneuvering his Harley through 
Memphis traffi c to and from work 
each day. 

 By this time, Bobby had mar-
ried. He and wife Carolyn were 
expecting their fi rst child and were 
coming to the realization they did 
not want to raise their family in the 
hustle and bustle of the big city’s 
environment. Bobby spoke with 
his father-in-law, Harry Parks, 
about becoming a partner in his 
farming business. Harry welcomed 
the prospect with open arms. Bob-
by and Carolyn’s oldest daughter, 
Renee, was born in Memphis. Soon 
after her birth, the young family 
made the move to Friendship. In 
time, daughter Tina’s birth com-
pleted the family. Harry and Bob-
by, at one time, combined, had 300 
head of cattle and 78 brood sows. 
They started out with a square hay 
baler and, later, purchased a round 
hay baler.

 Tragedy struck the family. Car-
olyn, taking a trip to visit a rela-
tive in the hospital, was killed in 
an automobile accident. She was 
only 29. Her death hit the entire 
community hard. They grieved the 
loss along with Bobby and their 
family. Bobby and his two little 
girls moved into his in-laws’ home. 
Harry and Peg helped raise Renee 
and Tina. They lived with the girls’ 
grandparents for three years. 

 Following a second marriage 
that ended in divorce, Bobby tells 
he married his best friend. Betty, a 
native of Halls, worked, until her 
retirement, for the Bank of Friend-
ship.

 Active in the Jaycees, Bobby en-
tered a speaking contest. He won at 
both district and state levels. This 
was prior to his and Betty’s mar-
rying. 

 It was in the month of July that 
Bobby began to consider retiring 
from the farming business. He re-
alized that the tractors and equip-
ment sitting in his shed were near-
ing the age where they would soon 

need replacing. Upon fi nishing his 
crop that year, he paid off his bills. 
Next, he and Betty talked it over. 
“You decide,” she said. “I’m work-
ing at the bank. We can put food 
on the table.” Bobby sold his cows. 
He paid his debts and still had some 
money left over. One night, soon 
after, he phoned his in-laws to let 
them know he was on his way over 
to talk with them. Peg met him 
at the door. “What’s wrong,” she 

asked. “Always when 
you come over to talk 
at night, something is 
wrong.” Harry agreed 
with the decision not 
to go in debt in or-
der to purchase new 
equipment. Harry rent-
ed his own farm out to 
Harold Parks. He now 
wanted to rent Bob-
by’s farm for his own 
cattle. Bobby agreed. 

 The year was 1988. 
Bobby had no cows or 

hogs to see to each day. He pur-
chased a Commodore 64 Comput-
er, which he not only mastered, but 
he began writing computer pro-
grams. He put together a resume 
and got out his three piece suit.

 It wasn’t long before Bobby 
was hired as a car salesman for 
used cars. Dealerships he would 
work with included Moody Wad-
dley, Donnie Hatcher, and Delta 
Auto Sales. He and a partner put in 
their own dealership in Dyersburg 
on the bypass. Picking up vehicles 
out-of-state after the lot closed in 
the afternoon meant getting home 
at 1:30 – 2:00 in the wee hours 

of the morning, only to sleep a 
few short hours, rise, and do it all 
again. Bobby was more than grate-
ful when a buyer came along want-
ing to invest in the business, taking 
it off his hands.

 There was one job Bobby had 
always had a yearning to do even 
though he knew little about the 
actual ins and outs of the busi-
ness. He went to see friend Tom-
my Walker. He asked Tommy, 
“How much would you charge to 
teach me how to drive an eighteen 
wheeler?” Tommy’s response was, 
“Let’s go!” Bobby had driven a 
truck once before. As it turned out, 
he was only a little rusty on the 
shifting part. After a little practice, 
Tommy told him, “You’ve got it!” 
Soon Bobby had his CDL license. 
He was ready to hit the road.

 Bobby was riding with anoth-
er driver to see how everything 
worked when Tommy called. He 
was in need of a driver. He asked 
Bobby to start the following morn-
ing. His fi rst trip was to Thibodaux, 
Louisiana.

 For his second trip, Bobby was 
scheduled to go out west. He in-
quired of his wife, “Betty, how 
would you like to see Oregon?” As 
it turned out, she was more than 
agreeable to the trip. Now Bobby 
and Betty were not only husband 
and wife, they had become busi-
ness partners as well, green horns 
though they were. Bobby sat behind 
the steering wheel. Betty navigated. 
The trip to Oregon would be their 
initiation into their new career. 

 Just before they reached the 
town of Biggs, Oregon, was a place 

A painting by Bobby Jack Stallcup
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known as Cabbage Hill. At one end 
of Cabbage Hill was a fi fteen percent 
grade that went on for fi ve miles. A 
truck pulling three trailers would be 
forced to unhitch one, carry the oth-
er two over the hill, unhitch those 
two, and double back for the one 
left on the other side. While care-
fully descending the steep moun-
tain grade, the loud, deep blast of 
a horn alerted them to an impatient 
trucker barreling past them. As they 
neared the end of their descent, blue 
lights off to the side caught their at-
tention. They smiled and waved at 
the trucker who had sped past them 
just moments before... and kept on 
truckin’.

 Later, on the trip, Bobby was 
surprised by what he thought was 
a large white bird that fl ew across, 
in front of his truck’s windshield. 
Soon there was another bird, then 
another and another. He then real-
ized there were no birds, but huge 
fl akes of snow falling at such a 
rapid pace that within fi fteen min-
utes, six inches of snow had ac-
cumulated on the ground. Bobby 
wondered if he should pull over, 
but afraid of taking the chance 
of getting hit by another vehicle 
should he stop, he kept going. 
Over the CB radio came another 
trucker’s voice. It seems the truck-
er thought Bobby was doing good 
and felt the safest thing he could 
do was to just keep following him. 
Bobby and Betty grinned at one 
another as they realized the poor 
trucker, looking to them for safety 
and guidance, had no idea he was 
following a couple of green horns. 
Then, suddenly, just as quick as 

the snow storm had begun, it was 
over. They had driven out of it. It 
was just as if someone had drawn 
a line, and they had crossed over 
it.

 Bobby and Betty spent a year 
traveling the highways of Amer-
ica. From New Hampshire to 
the state of Washington – it was 
a chance to journey “from sea to 
shining sea,” and get paid for it. 
Many times the anthem of the 
trucker, they learned, is “Hurry up 
and wait.” The trucker must be at 
a certain place at a certain time. 
However, many times the load 
is not ready, and sometime the 
trucker can literally wait all day, 
before everything is loaded up and 
ready to go. Because of an inner 
ear condition that could cause her 
to pass out at a moment’s notice, 
Betty never drove, but continued 
to serve as “Bobby’s GPS,” read-
ing maps and giving directions. 
On layovers at home, she cooked, 
preparing delicious dishes for 
them to picnic on in the cab of 
their big truck. When they did fi -
nally lay their heads down on the 
pillows in their own bed at home 
on Parks Road, they found it dif-
fi cult to fall asleep, so used were 
they to being lulled to sleep by the 
vibrations of their rig. Trucking 
was an experience neither Bobby 
or Betty would take anything for.

 As soon as Bobby was off the 
road, a friend offered him the 
opportunity to return to the used 
car business. He obliged. As his 
retirement from this occupation 
drew near, a friend, he had gone to 
school with who worked for Vol-

unteer Trucking, stopped in. After 
a conversation with his friend, 
Bobby decided to put in an ap-
plication with Volunteer. Soon he 
was driving for them. One morn-
ing, he pulled into a dock crowded 
with people applauding and cheer-
ing his arrival. His directions had 
been fi rm and specifi c – he HAD 
to arrive with his cargo by 7:30 
that morning, which he did. Why 
was his arrival a cause for such 
celebration? His truck carried 
only a small parcel compared to 
what might have fi t in his trailer. 
Yet in that parcel were emblems 
to be attached to that fi rm’s prod-
ucts. If Bobby had not made the 
trip on time, the workers, those 
applauding and cheering, would 
have been sent home for the day, 
thus losing a day’s work – just one 
testimony to the truth – America 
needs its truckers. For a period of 
time, Bobby would continue to 
work part-time carrying loads for 
Nick Spry, who works his farm at 
Chestnut Bluff.

 At Friendship Baptist, when of-
fered the opportunity by his dear 
friend, Tony Holland, Bobby part-
nered with Tony to pioneer a new 
Sunday school class for couples, 
with the two men sharing teaching 
duties. Later, Bobby would move 
to Parrish Chapel to teach a class, 
but would then return to Friend-
ship Baptist where he would teach 
the same class as before, only this 
time partnered with Terry Harris. 
Another venture, that he would 
undertake with Tony would be 
singing bass with a gospel quartet 
started by Tony. 

 In addition to speaking and 
teaching, Bobby is a writer and a 
painter. His art hangs in his home, 
a testimony to his love for the 
outdoors. One of his stories is in-
cluded in this issue of the Crock-
ett Rocket. It is a story in which 
he explores a mystery connected 
to his family’s long-ago neighbor, 
Mr. Hall, who they gifted with 
their extra milk and Commercial 
Appeals. 

 Today, Betty’s daughter lives 
nearby. Bobby’s daughter, Renee, 
and husband live in Russellville, 
Arkansas, while daughter Tina is 
a teacher in Mississippi. Mela-
nie, his daughter from his second 
marriage, resides in Tiptonville. 
Bobby misses terribly his dear 
friends, Tony Holland and Har-
old Parks since they have passed 
away. Betty describes Bobby as 
a man of many talents, who has 
also learned his way around the 
kitchen pretty well as the two can 
together in the summer as well as 
prepare meals together.

 Bobby tells that he is a “jack-
of-all-trades, master of none,” but 
those who know him best would 
beg to differ. Some might even call 
him a Renaissance man, which by 
defi nition is “a person with many 
talents or areas of knowledge.” 
What is next on Bobby’s agen-
da? To use a term I learned from 
our day together, “just hide and 
watch” as Bobby and Betty keep 
on truckin’ together down life’s 
highway. Though they may take 
the curves a might slower these 
days, they continue to fi nd much 
joy in the journey. 
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Thank You, Mr. Tony!
On Friday, March 5, Alamo City School celebrated Maintenance Worker 

Appreciation Day. Mr. Tony Thomas is so special to our school family. He 
goes above and beyond for all our students and staff. He is truly our MVP! 
Thank you Mr. Tony for taking care of our school!
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Who Was Mr. Hall?
BY BOBBY JACK STALLCUP
   The road that we all travel called 

“Life” has many interesting twists and 
turns. On some occasions one would 
relate life to an 8 lane Interstate, oth-
ers just a 2 lane, still others as coun-
try roads and yes, even those almost 
invisible trails in a great woods, some 
barely a path. As we travel life’s road 
we see, hear, feel, smell and touch 
many things, all of which are stored in 
permanent fi les in a fi le system called 
our brains. From time to time, we in-
tentionally open these fi les. On other 
occasions we can’t even fi nd the fi le 
cabinet much less the drawer or fi le 
folder. On other occasions they open 
by themselves. This is about one of 
those moments when a fi le opened by 
itself. No, it is more than a moment. 
More similar to a detective’s very, very 
old cold case. And, yes this is for real. 
The actual dates are a bit foggy after 
some seventy or so years. The events 
are for real though. The date was 
somewhere between 1944 to 1947. 
I suppose when you are only 6 to 9 
years old there are a lot of things that 
just don’t make a lot of sense to you. 
So, you simply fi le them in that system 
previously eluded to and go on about 
other things of greater interest to that 
still developing brain. When you live 
out in the boondocks, you don’t see 
or hear much of the things that people 
living in towns and cities do. Howev-
er some things just don’t seem right 
even to a 6 to 9 year old kid. Granted, 
I was around people more than some 
others, being partially raised at a place 
of business that was for the most part 
everything from a home, farm man-
agement center, tractor and implement 
dealership, grocery store, community 
gathering place, bar, news center and, 
knowing my “Uncle Skelton,” most 
anything legal that would produce 
revenue. I heard the “News” from the 
great news people of that day, Gabriel 
Heater, Edward R. Murrow and Wal-
ter Winchell. From actual WWII Sol-
diers and from adults just talking. I had 

an inkling of what was going on. The 
war was winding down, won’t be long 
etc. “The War” was the major topic. 
Somehow I learned to observe people 
and their actions. At the time, I didn’t 
realize that, that was what I was doing, 
observing. All things didn’t come to 
light on this incident till many, many 
years later. Really, all things have yet 
to have any light at all shed on them. 
Oh, I thought about it off and on, but 
not like in the years of 2012 and 2013. 
So much so, that I began to, for lack of 
a better terminology, “to investigate.” 
First the evidence, as it were, the way I 
remembered it. Perhaps you can make 
some logic or sense from this story.

 The location of these events are at 
9/10 of a mile south from Chestnut 
Bluff on what is now Spence Road. 
Just across a creek bridge on the left 
going South. Which happens to be 
1/10 of a mile North of where we lived 
but on the opposite side of the road. If 
you go there look closely or you may 
miss it. Nothing there now, but under-
growth, saplings, weeds, bushes and 
probably lots of snakes, chiggers, ticks 
and mosquitoes. However, in my mind 
I can still see it as it was back then.

 Daddy and I were going somewhere 
early one morning. He may have been 
taking me to school, I am not sure 
about this though as it could have been 
a bit earlier time frame. I went to Hel-
en’s Bluff Elementary School for a 
while and also to Halls until the sev-
enth grade. The remainder of my edu-
cation was at Friendship High School. 
Correction book learning. I got an 
education in life after graduation. 
This would then date the year to ear-
ly 1945. The school has gone the way 
of the Forked Deer River backwaters. 
The school was about two miles or so 
from home. And, NO it wasn’t uphill 
both ways. As we were coming near 
the creek bridge headed North on the 
right side of the road there was a truck 
parked on the side very close to the 
road ditch. There were 3 men across 
the road ditch. Nothing or anyone was 

supposed to have been there. I remem-
ber one as being large and having on 
bib overalls. I can’t recall the others’ 
description. “Daddy what are those 
men doing ?” “Well, son I don’t know. 
I’ll have to fi nd out.” End of that con-
versation . When my Dad didn’t elabo-
rate on a matter, he either didn’t know 
or it was something that I was not sup-
posed to know. I got a lot of those as I 
was a pretty nosy kid. Returning home, 
there seemed to be a part of some kind 
of framework. It looked like a skele-
ton all made with 2x4s. “What did you 
fi nd out?” “ Nothing.” Again end of 
conversation. Perhaps in about a week 
there was a building, of sorts. I didn’t 
know dimensions back then but prob-
ably about 14 by 16 or 16 by 18 feet, 
not very large. The outside was cov-
ered with rough sawn lumber and then 
tar paper. As best as I could tell, two 
layers of the tar paper. I observed the 
daily progress of this construction site. 
Tar paper is similar to today’s roofi ng 
underlayment. Dad said it was to help 
insulate the building, whatever that 
meant. There were no windows at all 
in this little building and it had 2 doors 
which were on the west wall and the 
East wall. About 6 or 7 feet from the 
North wall. Strange to me then as well 
as now, if both doors were open you 
could see through the house. Of course 
there was a roof, but it didn’t have a 
large pitch to it and was covered with 
tin . What was this going to be? Could 
be a stable for mules, horses, cows, 
sheep. No, there were no sheep around 
Chestnut Bluff back then. Only prob-
lem was there wasn’t a fence. Scratch 
all of the above.

 My question was answered some-
time later. Coming home from school 
there was an older looking man out-
side the house about mid way of the 
West wall, the side nearest to the road, 
making some sort of adjustment or 
nailing something to the building. I 
don’t know what he was doing, but 
he was doing something. Can’t say 
what for sure. He threw up his hand, 

a Southern hello as it were. He was 
a tall man. He wore khaki pants and 
some sort of jacket. He had a funny 
looking hat on his head and his gray 
hair protruded from underneath. A 
good bit longer than was the style in 
and around Chestnut Bluff in that day 
and time. No one from here ever wore 
their hair that long. Not until Elvis 
came along. And then, only us young 
juvenile delinquents, as some peo-
ple called us. Over several weeks we 
continued to travel up and down the 
road and sometime he would be seen 
him, sometimes not. At some point in 
time, there was a well dug North of the 
shack and about half way to the creek. 
Spring came and the doors were open 
to the man’s home or shack and one 
could see through the house. I thought 
this odd. I never missed a chance to 
look. I was able to determine there was 
a medium sized wood or coal burning 
laundry stove, straight back chair. I 
couldn’t see anymore cause Daddy 
wouldn’t slow down. My goodness, 
he was running 25 miles per hour on 
that dirt road. Need to explain here. 
At that time in history this road had a 
dual surface. It was either dust or mud, 
depending on the weather. I had a fi rst 
hand knowledge of ruts, especially in 
the winter months. I learned later in 
life that sometime life becomes a rut 
and sometime you just have to stop, 
turn your wheels, and get out of the 
rut you are in. The same way my Dad 
would get out of those ruts for smooth-
er and faster travel.

 One afternoon coming home from 
somewhere I had been, and Dad had 
come and picked me up, he told me he 
had met our neighbor today. WOW! 
Tell me about it. “He was walking from 
the Bluff with a small bag of stuff and 
I stopped and asked him if he would 
like a ride. He thanked me and got in. I 
told him my name and he told me his. 
(At this point in time, all I remember 
now was a Mr. Hall). He said they 
chatted a bit while riding and in the 
road as he was getting out.” This is a 
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Southern country folks tradition, stop-
ping and caring on a conversation on a 
public road. True Southerners actually 
stop in the middle of the road. Country 
road had very little traffi c back then. 
Many problems and business ventures 
have been solved sitting on the tailgate 
of a pickup truck. I once knew a fam-
ily who settled a fairly large estate in 
such a manner. No lawyer, no paper, 
just talk and negotiating. After a bit, 
he came on home. We would pass and 
repass, smile and wave. Sometime he 
would hitch a ride with us to the store. 
I don’t ever remember him going to 
Halls with us except to the doctor. Or 
for that mater any where else. Later 
this caused me to ask myself ques-
tions as to why. Anyway, summer was 
soon upon us. We would pass by and 
he would be sitting on the North side 
of the house in the shade with what 
is know today as a tank top. It was an 
undershirt back then, and those ever 
present khaki pants. A bit later on, he 
would be reading a newspaper that we 
had given him.

 I had a dog named Felix. Felix was 
the reason I got to go into his home. 
One afternoon I couldn’t fi nd him 
and, being concerned, asked Daddy 
to help me look for him. Reluctantly 
he agreed. We walked down the road 
towards the creek as that is the way 
here of late he would go. We were 
walking and calling as we neared his 
house. Mr. Hall yelled, “Mr. Jack. 
Your son’s dog is in here with me. 
Come on in and set a spell.” Reluc-
tantly we entered his home. The fl oor 
was dirt. well packed and hardly any 
dust at all. The stove was in the mid-
dle of the North wall resting on several 
bricks to gain height. It appeared that 
at some point in time something was 
kept under the stove, as the dirt there 
was slick as if something was moved 
under and taken from under the stove. 
Would have required several of these 
movements to have made the soil so 
slick. There were a few pots, pans, 
and cooking utensils on a makeshift 
shelf. A small square table was near 
the East door with a plate turned bot-
tom upwards. There was a shelf with a 
bucket for water with a dipper in it and 
a pan for washing ones hands. I guess 
dishes and a bath too. The mate to the 
chair by the door was sitting bedside 
the table and there was another larger 

overstuffed looking well worn cloth 
chair. There were glass jugs fi lled with 
what appeared to be sugar, fl our and 
other cooking stuff. Guess the jugs 
kept out the bugs and mice. The bed 
sat in the center of the South wall and 
piles of cloth bags between the West 
wall and the bed. They were not bur-
lap but more like the material that 
dad covered the wagon with, tarpau-
lin looking but were more of a dingy 
white color. There was boxes and pa-
per bags on the South wall with a very 
large shotgun resting on 2 very large 
nails just above the pillows by about 
2 feet. The bed was nothing more than 
a box spring and a mattress resting on 
several concrete blocks with some sort 
of blankets and coverings. There was 
stuff poking from beneath the bed too. 
The house had an attic. At least a set 
of boards nailed to the wall indicated 
that it was to be used to get up into the 
attic. A cover was over the ceiling so 
you couldn’t see if anything was up 
there or not. We talked, and later in the 
conversation he explained to me just 
how smart my dog was.  He said he 
had a small garden upon the clay at the 
top of the bank that ran a partial way 
behind the house. “ Garden upon the 
Clay?” We would have said on the hill. 
He said that the chickens would go up 
to the garden and scratch and that Fe-
lix would go fetch them down. Dogs 
at the Bluff don’t fetch things down. 
They go get them. I guess I looked 
like I doubted him. It was his wording 
that puzzled me and not the mentality 
of my dog. He said it just like if you 
and I were talking “Felix, I believe 
those pesky chicken are in my gar-
den. Would you go fetch them down 
for me?” People, that dog got up and 
started running up the hill, he called to 
him. “Now Felix don’t run them.” He 
stopped and started walking. I know 
it is crazy. How long had this been 
going on? So Felix played between 
both places. When I was home, for the 
most of the time he was home. When I 
was at school I guess he was part time 
home and part time at Mr. Hall’s place.

 At some point in time, Mr. Hall 
walked up to our house. It was near 
dark and was cooler that time of the 
day. He was invited to come on up to 
the porch and sit in the swing with Dad 
and they talked. I played and listened. 
Mama came from out of the house af-

ter cleaning up from supper and said. 
“ Mr. Hall, we have some extra milk 
about every other day, usually about 
a quart. If you like, you may have it. 
We throw it out as it won’t keep much 
longer in this heat.” “Thank you, Mrs. 
Stallcup. Thank you very much. I 
surely do want the milk.” With a pause 
and a questioning look on his face, 
he continued. “ If it isn’t a problem, 
would you share The Commercial Ap-
peal newspaper also. I see you have 2 
here by us on the swing that are sever-
al days old.” Hmm. “Yes sir, you are 
welcome to them. We will start saving 
them for you.” “Mr. Jack, I have failed 
to keep up with current events in the 
last few months and I surely do appre-
ciate you letting me catch up. Sort of 
been out of touch with reality of sorts.” 
“Why is that Mr. Hall?” my Daddy 
asked. “ Oh, just something of my own 
making.” Dad didn’t push the issue. If 
Dad ever knew anymore, he never told 
us. So almost every evening he would 
come and set a while, discuss the war, 
political issues and other things going 
on in the world. Main reason for the 
visit, The Commercial Appeal news-
paper. I think the milk was secondary. 
Some of the things he talked about, 
you got the feeling that he had been 
there. He knew exactly where some of 
those places were. He made this state-
ment several times. “Jack, Don’t trust 
them Rhooshins.” Meaning Russians.

 In retrospect, he knew something 
we didn’t, because some of the things 
he said came to fruition, a Commu-
nistic dictatorship, the Iron Curtain, as 
well as the Cold War. He also indicat-
ed that it was Stalin’s desire to rule the 
World. He further indicated that Stalin 
was ruthless and coldhearted, with no 
regard for human life. He spoke a dif-
ferent type of English than us. More 
like it had been learned. This never 
occurred to me back then. Notice the 
pronunciation of Russians. The things 
that he knew and talked about were 
not acquired by living in another tar 
paper shack somewhere else. Why 
was he here? Why, in of all places on 
the earth, Chestnut Bluff? Why was 
such intelligence wasted….. or had it 
been? Nothing fi t. Looking back some 
seventy years later, it still doesn’t fi t. 
Not when I tell you about the property 
where he lived and how this little maze 
gets woven into what I think today 

would be a governmental undercover 
thing. That is, if it had of happened in 
the last few years. This occurred some 
seventy or so years ago, give or take 
a few. Had it of been today, it would 
have CIA or FBI or maybe even DHS 
written all over it. Or could even be the 
U.S. Marshals Witness Protection Pro-
gram. Things like that never happened 
back then…….. or did they? Well, cer-
tainly not around Chestnut Bluff. Naa, 
nothing there but cotton, corn, farmers, 
and an Army Air Corps Base a short 
distance away. That too would soon 
be history. Nothing to show it ever ex-
isted except several acres of concrete 
runways, out of date hangars, and a 
few other dated buildings and short 
brick smokestacks. No one knows 
or, at least anyone that will tell any-
way, where all the silverware, plates 
and other items too costly to transport 
are buried. No one will talk about the 
grave sites of all of those Thompson 
Sub Machine Guns or those Army 45 
cal. semi automatic pistols either. All 
neatly wrapped in Cosmolene and 
packed as if to ship to some other war 
zone somewhere in the world. I heard 
they were buried with a dragline some 
seventy fi ve to one hundred feet down 
in the ground. The person telling me 
this has long since been dead and bur-
ied. We were in a bar at the time so 
that’s just talk… I guess. He did go on 
to say, if he told me the location and 
‘they’ (whoever they were) found out, 
we would both be in a place where no 
one else would hear us. I took that to 
mean underground, as in a grave like 
the weapons.  This tells us about the 
time, the place, and the people. But, 
where is this all going? Honestly, I 
don’t have a clue. Well maybe a the-
ory, but that is it. Was he a Criminal? 
A Spy? If so for whom, us or them, 
whomever them are. A never do well? 
Just an old man down on his luck? 
Who paid for the building? Whose 
property was the shack built on? How 
did he live, no job, no visible source 
of income? And on and on and on… ?

 Okay, let’s review what we have 
here, or as the detectives say. “What 
do we know?” We have a older man, 
probably in his 60s, in the late 1940s, 
living in a community, county, and a 
state in which he has no known fam-
ily, close fi ends, acquaintances and 
no known political ties, employment, 
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or religious connections to anyone or 
anything in the community, or even in 
surrounding communities, towns or 
cities, at least not public knowledge 
to any of us locals anyway. I used the 
word, “living,” rather loosely. Living 
in a two door, tar paper shack with a 
dirt fl oor and very limited amenities of 
life would not be my choice of a way 
to live. I guess he did have the essen-
tials of life as far as that goes in food, 
clothing and shelter.

 He is living in a dirt fl oor, tar pa-
per shack, no electricity, no running 
water . He shows no visible means of 
support. At some point in time he indi-
cated that he had a brother somewhere 
in Ohio. It was later on, over a period 
of some time, before he made this dis-
closure, I think, just prior to becoming 
ill. He was fairly clean and had ade-
quate clothes, given the historical time 
frame, nothing patched or torn, most-
ly khaki pants, which was the dress 
of most of the working people in the 
day. Jeans had not as yet come to the 
forefront as work garments or social 
accepted casual wear either, not at the 
Bluff anyway. It was khakis and/or 

bib overalls. I never saw him in over-
alls. His shirts were clean, not wrinkle 
free, but acceptable. Did see him on 
an occasion or two in dress pants. Re-
member one pair was a medium color 
gray, with some sort of pattern in the 
cloth itself and not printed or woven. 
The pants appeared to be similar to 
a pair of woolen pants that a strange 
man who came to my uncle’s store one 
time wore, without the pattern. Never 
saw the man again. Someone made the 
remark, “strange looking britches.”

 Why such an interest in the war, for-
eign countries, and politics? After all, 
it was a war that was winding down. 
For all practical thinking, it was over. 
Though nothing had been agreed to in 
writing. The shooting in Europe had 
stopped. Why the concerns over Rus-
sia and his interpretation of their plans 
for the future? He had a very negative 
attitude towards Russia. “Should have 
turned Patton loose on them. To late 
now, though.” It was too late as Pat-
ton died, or was murdered, depending 
on who you believe, as the results of 
an auto accident. It was like he could 
have written a book on Europe, Russia 

and Germany. Given, he was far from 
being of average intelligence. He prob-
ably could have or maybe had already 
written a book or some sort of paper… 
Looking back, I would say that En-
glish was his second language. As he 
spoke near perfect English. No “aints” 
or “ya’lls” “you’s guys” and the like. 
A very smart man living a peasant’s 
lifestyle.  Why here in this particular 
place at this point in time? At Chest-
nut Bluff ? What did this community 
have that could be benefi cial to him or 
someone else he represented…? Only 
one thing comes to my mind, the Dy-
ersburg Army Base at Halls, TN. Was 
that the connection? Could it have 
been the cotton, corn, hogs or cattle? 
No way. Or was there even a connec-
tion to anything at all? The only visible 
thing that would be considered close 
ties to the DAAB was a gasoline pow-
ered electric generator that was parked 
over a road ditch on a temporary mini 
bridge of sorts, about half a mile from 
the Halls - Friendship Road. Or 4/10 
of a mile from his home, more or less. 
This generator was run when the B17s 
were fl ying for night training or planes 

landing at night. There was a string of 
light pointing the way to the base. Lots 
of times there was a “blackout” for the 
citizens. But then, the war was wind-
ing down and the Base would soon 
be history, as of November 30, 1945. 
Interesting side note here, our house 
was directly in line with the runways. 
The planes just needed to become air-
borne and gain elevation and, in about 
4 air miles, a B17 would be almost 
directly overhead. Only knew this af-
ter Googling DAAB recently. Then 
comes the question, on whose prop-
erty was this humble place of abode 
built ? Here is where it gets even more 
complicated. But before going there 
let’s fi nish with our neighbor, Mr. Hall.  
He continued to pick up the paper and 
milk. Sometime he would come on a 
daily basis. Other times, he would take 
a couple of days. As it turned winter, 
he would not come into the house and 
talk, but would stand at or just inside 
the door, but only briefl y. When it 
would turn warm enough to talk out-
side, he would do so with Dad on the 
porch or while Daddy was doing the 
feeding chores at the barn or working 
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on something outside. Once they were 
sitting on buckets and talking in the 
hallway of the barn, a cold late winter 
or early spring rain was slowly fall-
ing. Wonder why not talk in the warm 
house by the stove? My feet got cold 
and I went inside. They could have 
discussed the past history of Hitler, 
Germany, Stalin, Russia, Truman, Ei-
senhower, Omar Bradley , or Patton, 
just as easily in the warmth of a good 
fi re in the living room. Still seems odd, 
not going inside

 After a while, he came to our house 
and asked Daddy to take him to a doc-
tor. He took him to Halls to Dr. Olds. 
He would get better for a while, and 
then back to being sick again. This 
continued for some time. I don’t know 
when the decision was made or who, 
if anyone, advised him on making it. 
He asked Daddy to take him to The 
County Farm, a pre-nursing home fa-
cility for elderly and disabled people. 
Some were able to work, others not so. 
It was almost a self contained facili-
ty of sorts, in that they grew most of 
their own food and meat, not uncom-
mon back then. (See County Farm in 
Crockett County Library.)

 I remember being along when he 
was taken to the County Farm. He 
wore a gray suit with a white shirt but 
no tie. I had never seen this before, 
him in a suit. He looked good in the 
suit. It wasn’t the scroungy looking 
gray pants mentioned earlier. He didn’t 
look well health wise. Something was 
wrong and he, as well as the rest of us, 
knew it. He carried a large bag, back 
then it was called a suit case, and a cou-
ple of smaller ones and medium sized 
paper sacks. When we drove up to the 
front, there were people sitting on the 
elevated porch and the steps, others to 
the sides and back of the house were 
working. There was a windmill on the 
right side of the large house. I liked 
that. When we stopped, he just sat for 
a bit, looking out the windshield of 
the truck, and then he turned to Dad 
and said, “Industrious looking bunch, 
aren’t they,” as he waved his arm and 
hand in the direction of the people 
sitting on the porch and steps. Dad 
helped him get his belongings inside, 
while I watched the windmill, and a 
man with a team of mules doing what-
ever. I never got out of the truck.

 A month or so later, we got word that 
Mr. Hall had passed away. Someone, 

in the community who had a telephone 
and had his brother’s phone number, 
called him. Back in the day, a long dis-
tance phone call was rare. It cost extra 
money to make such a call even if you 
had a phone. We did not. He said that 
he was unable to attend and did not 
have funds to pay for a funeral – we 
were just to do the best we could. He 
was buried at South Fork Baptist Cem-
etery, I suppose, at a cost to the county. 
Daddy was displeased with the casket 
and burial, but we didn’t have funds to 
provide anything better at that point in 
time. Mama said that was the way he 
would have wanted it, given his life 
style. Guess she was right.

 Timed passed. I grew older but 
would pass the shack almost every day 
even when school was out ,and I was 
making a hand on the farm. The mem-
ory on occasion was rekindled. Then 
we move about a mile away to another 
farm my folks bought. (had running 
water, lights, and the whole 9 yards, 
my very own room.) I only passed 
by the shack, occasionally, while go-
ing back to do farm work on the other 
farm. I graduated and moved to Mem-
phis. Mr. Hall was rarely thought of 
any more. Then there was a marriage , 
a family and my life. My folks passing 
away, Uncle Skelton and Aunt Sybil 
also. The mind just didn’t go back to 
that fi le in that drawer in my brain any 
more. I suppose I was to0 busy fi lling 
my brain with more fi les and folders . 
Later on, it was fi lling those fi les was 
interest rates on loans and the cost of 
farming, notes due, cattle and hogs 
getting out, rooting in the neighbor’s 
yard, along with a lot more fi les and 
sub fi les. Over time there was the loss 
of my wife in an auto accident. She 
was 29. I remarried and 16 years later 
we divorced. Then afterwards, there 
were those ruts that I mentioned ear-
lier. Notice the plural of rut meaning, 
more than one. As I said previously, I 
later retired and things began to bug 
me about all this. I started to check 
here, there, ask this person, check 
public records, nothing. Anyone that 
knew anything had now passed on, 
too. Some had dementia and you were 
afraid to even bring the subject up 
to them. No telling what else would 
come out to the light. I asked people 
my age that lived in the community. 
They remembered a shack, but not the 
man. And so it went. I knew I hadn’t 

dreamed all this and I thought I could 
decipher this mystery.  So I started 
back at the beginning, the shack. Who 
owned the property it was built on? 
SUPRISE ! The person that previous-
ly owned the property had a loan with 
a Government backed lender and the 
deed stated the meets and bounds for 
that farm. This deed shows a triangle 
block of land East of the road, yet still 
within the property description, with 
perhaps 2 or 3 acres, with a creek run-
ning through it, and a narrow neck 
probably 20 feet wide at the narrow-
est point running across the road from 
our property line, which was the center 
of the road. One had to cross a deep 
ditch either way you went to get into 
it to farm it. Just South of the creek is 
where the shack would be built. But 
not now, hold on.  The man sold the 
property and moved away. The tax re-
cords, as well as the deeds description, 
indicate that this little piece of land 
was not included in the later deed. This 
is public record and available for all to 
view. That property again was backed 
by a government loan. People moved 
in, but were not the owners as the farm 
was rented. Sometime around this time 
is when 3 strange men built a tar paper 
shack. When fi nished, Mr. Hall moved 
in and somebody dug a well. The well 
had the side post, a post across the top 
that held a pulley, attached to a well 
bucket by a new rope. Our well had a 
very worn rope. I guess that is the rea-
son this bit of information stands out. 
Question, who builds something on 
someone else’s property, not without 
some sort of legal agreement? None 
was ever found in writing or ever ver-
bally admitted. “As other people now 
have legal deeds and titles, those doc-
uments, even if they existed, would 
have been declared null and void years 
and years ago. If nothing else by vir-
tue of the delinquent taxes, actually at 
the time the person residing there was 
declared deceased.” End quote. Name 
withheld. Well, well, another brick 
wall.

 As I indicated earlier Mr. Hall died 
and the place became overrun with 
weeds, grass, and who knows what 
else over a period of time . I assumed 
the shack fell to the ground and dete-
riorated as no one lived there or kept 
it repaired. Or it may have been torn 
down, or even burned, but by whom? 
For what reason? I have no clue as to 

the contents of the shack either. Dad 
had checked at some point in time, 
soon after his death, and said there 
was nothing in there. Everything 
gone, pots, pans, bed, stove, chairs, 
that strange looking shotgun above the 
bed, gone. Where? Who took it? Dad 
thinks people carried it off a piece at 
a time. Not so fast, Dad. The price it 
would have brought as scrap would 
hardly have been worth the effort. The 
cast iron stove was probably the only 
thing of value. I don’t know anyone 
that would have slept on that bed. I’m 
sure, by then, it was the Waldorf-As-
toria for all the possums, coons, squir-
rels, mice, snakes, spiders and who 
knows what else.

 Several years go by, and fi nally a 
neighbor inquires of all the people join-
ing the property, if they own it. He even 
asked several other people whom he 
thought would know, including some 
of the local bankers. No one owned it 
or knew who did, and some indicated 
they didn’t care. No one had an interest 
in the small piece of ground that for all 
practical purposes just held the world 
together. A creek runs through it and 
it’s wet on one end and the other end 
has too high of a hill to farm and then 
it gets too narrow. Guess it wasn’t too 
steep to grow a garden. It had at one 
time, in the past anyway. He told me 
that while in Alamo on other business, 
he went to the tax offi ce on a whim 
and had them check the property as to 
who owned it.  Here is where it gets 
interesting again. He said that upon his 
inquiry into the ownership of the prop-
erty the tax people looked at maps, in 
documents, and in fi les, pulled older 
tax maps from somewhere in storage. 
They made several trips up and down 
the courthouse hall to the Records of 
Deeds and Records of Deeds did the 
same thing to and from that offi ce. 
Several trips to the Tax Offi ce, back to 
the Records of Deeds, back and forth, 
and, fi nally, after a couple of hours and 
some phone calls to whom he nev-
er knew, but supposed it to be either 
lawyers or the State of Tennessee, he 
was told that they could not ascertain 
as to whom the documented own-
er was or is. Their last listing of this 
parcel of land was in the deed of the 
people who sold the farm and moved 
away. The current owners do not have 
this property in their deed nor in the 
bill of sale for the property. However, 
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the taxes had not been paid in several 
years, I believe he said, since the time 
of the last sale. How did they know if 
it wasn’t on record as being separate? 
However, given the fact that the tax-
es were delinquent for so many years 
he was told he could own it with a 
free and clear deed for $50.00, which 
would barely cover the back taxes. He 
bought it and tried to work it a couple 
of years. Crops either drowned out 
from the creek overfl owing, or the hill 
part burned up from lack of rain. It is 
overgrown in weeds and brush today ( 
in the year of 2014) and has been for 
years.

 Was Mr. Hall just an older man 
down on his luck and this place just 
popped up out of a jack-in-the-box? 
How did he pay for it, or did he? 
Was he just a hobo on a train coming 
through Halls, who decided to get off 
and walk a bit? I think not. What en-
ticed him to build his nest here? Was 
Mr. Hall connected in some way with 
The Air Base? The Government? Was 
he a specialist in some fi eld that, on 
an occasion, may require his expertise 
and a speedy exit? The Base was a city 
unto itself. In the last phase of train-

ing DAAB was home to some 7,700 
crew men. It had one thing that fueled 
the entire operation and caused the 
Base to be built in the fi rst place and 
that was the B17 Bomber. That and 
the proper training and instructions on 
how to fl y such a plane. This was the 
sole purpose of DAAB, instructions 
and training, well, as far as us civilians 
knew about anyway, an airplane with 
several large guns, a payload for a lot 
of bombs, and, of course, the Norden 
Bomb sights, top secret, classifi ed 
piece of equipment. It was rigged so 
if the plane was to go down the bomb 
sight would blow up. There was also 
other ways of destroying the bomb 
sight beyond recognition. This was to 
keep the enemies from gaining access 
and copying it. The Norden was near 
perfect for accuracy. They were re-
moved and placed in a locked safe in 
a bunker when the planes were not in 
service. People with a security clear-
ance were the only ones who knew the 
combination to the safe, which I was 
told was changed on a regular sched-
ule, always guarded by armed soldiers. 
Could this have been it ? Doubtful.

 What then? Was he a defector or a 

scientist from some foreign country. 
Don’t think it was Russia as he ap-
peared to detest Russians. Who then? 
Was he a U.S. Spy, back then known 
as OSS? Was he involved in some-
thing like witness protection is today? 
Or a defector from some other govern-
ment? Why here, why not New York 
City or Rio de Janeiro or even within 
the city limits of Halls, Alamo, Mau-
ry City? There would have been street 
lights, groceries and supplies, close 
by, indoor plumbing, running hot and 
cold water, paved streets and on and 
on. Was he hiding from something 
or someone? Was he organized crime 
or hiding from organized crime? Was 
he watching something or someone? 
Was he an observer for the U.S. gov-
ernment? What was there to observe? 
B17s taking off and landing, which 
would soon cease.

 What? Why would a deed have 
part of the property left out when the 
property sold? Did the new owners 
know this? Even if the ground was 
of no signifi cant value, wouldn’t you 
have wanted it? Did our Government 
do this? Did he have “a special place” 
arraigned for him by the government 

for services rendered? Apparently this 
was a lifestyle of his choosing? Here, 
in the Chestnut Bluff community as 
opposed to New York City, Chicago or 
anywhere else in the world. Perhaps a 
similarity of his younger life in some 
far off country, growing up, and,be-
fore becoming involved in or with, or 
a part of whatever it was that we don‘t 
know. Had he lived the so-called good 
life and was disgusted with it? Was he 
trying out Henry David Thoreau’s the-
ory?

 Now check this out, stranger still. 
NO record of him being at the Old 
Folks Home exists at all, NO death 
certifi cate, NO burial records from 
3 funeral homes that operated in the 
area at that time, NO record of his 
burial at South Fork Church, NO 
records of anything from anywhere 
from any time period. With only a 
last name he can’t be found in the 
Army records. Then there are the 
Navy, Marines, Coast Guard, and 
Air Force, which was then the Army 
Air Corps, and there was the base 
at Halls. If he had been an agent in 
O.S.S., he surely can’t be found, 
unless the powers that be decide, 
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“Okay here he is.” That probably 
isn’t going to happen either. Even 
if that was indeed his real name. 
Why? The only death records of 
people named Hall were all with lo-
cal addresses and from known fami-
lies with a history of being residents 
of Crockett County. Since this was 
not in a 10 year cycle of the census, 
he doesn’t show up there. So where 
did he come from, why was he here 
and what was his purpose for being 
here, if there was, indeed, a purpose 
at all?

 One more minor point. He did 
not have a mailbox. That is such a 
small and insignifi cant thing, you 
say. Think about that one and con-
clude what you will. To me, it says, 
“I won’t be receiving any mail as 
for all practical purposes I don’t 
exist.” Does this not eliminate any 
fi nancial assistance coming from 
the government or for that matter 
anyone else?  I liked the old gen-
tleman. He was very interesting to 
listen to, but he has created a mys-
tery that I feel is unsolvable. I don’t 
like unsolved things, especially 
mysteries. This was, or is a real live 
down-home, knock-on-your-door, 
true mystery. I suppose over time 
and my memory, some of the dates 
may seem out of sync, but the fact 
remains whatever the date, correct 
or not, that this actually took place.

 My honest thought about Mr. 
Hall is he had something to do with 
the military or government or both. 
Perhaps a secret OSS agent (now 
CIA). Perhaps, some foreign coun-
try had put a price on his head. He 
was hiding out, as it was close to a 
military instillation, and he could 
have been called back into service 

(whatever that was) very quickly. 
A landing strip, railroad, and bus 
terminals stood nearby. Perhaps 
someone was keeping Hall under 
wraps in the event that Russia be-
gan to rattle the sword a little loud-
er and his, unknown to us, exper-
tise was needed. He had predicted 
the cold war and the Iron Curtain, 
The take-over of all surrounding 
small nations. Or was he a defector 
from somewhere to the U.S? What 
if he had helped to build the atomic 
bomb, and knew information that 
did not need to be known by cer-
tain people, or worked on the Ger-
man version which almost came to 
fruition just before the war ended. 
Our country does strange things the 
likes of which would cause us to 
become paranoid if we only knew 
a part of them. Some can be found 
in out of the way places if one only 
knew where to look, or what fre-
quency to listen to on some olive 
drab colored radios. Is it safer not to 
know? Perhaps this is the answer to 
the Mr. Hall story, some things we 
just don’t need to know. After all. 
that was seventy years ago. How 
signifi cant is that now? Or rephras-
ing ,what effect did this person and 
certain, unknown to us, events in 
his life have on the way things are 
today, be that positive or negative?

 Most of us Americans want to 
feel protected and safe, we just 
don’t want to know how. Until 
someone like Ed Snowden opens 
a door for us to have a brief peek 
through, which gets slammed right 
back closed by the powers that be. 
For that very brief moment and 
look inside that room, we didn’t 
like what we saw and heard. The 

question still remains in that how 
much of your privacy and freedom 
will you give up to keep from being 
in the same condition of Nazi Ger-
many previous to WWII? Or is that 
what caused those conditions, the 
wanting to feel safe and protected. 
Here, give us your weapons as we 
can better protect you than can you 
yourself. We see how that worked 
out in Germany, Russia, Italy, Ja-
pan, China and on and on.

 Did Mr. Hall spend his life fi ght-
ing for justice and then live in less 
than desirable conditions in his old 
age so that some could have free-
dom and live a better life. Or had 
he fought against justice for some 
country? I don’t know. Unless 
someone from within our govern-
ment calls me with information, I 
will probably never know. I really 
don’t think that will ever happen. If 
there are classifi ed documents and/
or secret data pertaining to Mr. Hall. 
they are all buried so deep in some 
underground cave out in New Mex-
ico or Colorado or Idaho that they 
will never be found. That is until the 

right person, with enough stars on 
his or her lapel, or the right political 
person wants them found.

 I still want to know the entire sto-
ry concerning Mr. Hall. Was he just 
an older man down on his luck, or a 
cloak and dagger espionage James 
Bond type story. What I would re-
ally like to know: is there, has there 
ever been, or is there still something 
buried in the area of his shack on 
this weed, brush and snake infest-
ed little plot of Crockett County 
land. Would a dug well have been 
a good hiding place for something 
if it didn’t deteriorate or rot? Then 
there was the garden area. Dig-
gings would have gone unnoticed. 
Whatever it was, did anything leave 
with the stove and other items of 
Mr. Hall’s house. Some things may 
have been dumped in the Forked 
Deer River, while others may be 
somewhere in a room or place pro-
viding safe storage until such time, 
if ever, a need shall arise for what-
ever it was or is. So many questions 
and possibilities and all without an-
swers or documentation. 
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Cub Scout Pinewood Derby Fun
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Gibson EMC Members Celebrate 
Successful Year at 84th Meeting

Gibson Electric Membership Corporation 
hosted a crowd of members April 1 at its 84th 
Annual Members’ Meeting on the grounds of 
Obion County Central High School in Troy. For 
the safety of members and employees, the meet-
ing was held in a drive-through format.

Members drove through registration where 
they were presented a gift, pre-packaged snacks 
and bottled water. They were told where to tune 
their radios to participate in the meeting and di-
rected to parking spaces facing the stage.

During the business meeting, Board Chairman 
Steve Sanders welcomed the members and intro-
duced the board members, including the newly 
elected Jim Turner of Yorkville, Tennessee and 
Bruce Kimbell of Clinton, Kentucky. Turner rep-
resents members in District 4, the position for-
merly held by the late Larry Hicks; and Kimbell 
represents members in District 12, the position 
formerly held by Lilly Kimbell who gracious-
ly and capably served out the term of her late 
husband, David Kimbell. Sanders also recog-
nized the valuable contributions of three dedi-
cated board members who passed away during 

the past year – Don Leathers, Larry Hicks and 
David Kimbell. 

Dan Rodamaker, President and CEO of Gibson 
EMC and Gibson Connect encouraged attendees 

to read through the 2020 Annual Report to learn 
about the co-op’s accomplishments during the 
past year.

“We have connected more than 8,000 homes 
and businesses to high-speed internet, and we’re 
on track to provide access to all of our members 
by mid-2023,” he said. 

Rodamaker told the crowd that the co-op has 
been applying for and has been awarded about 
$7.5 million in grants in Tennessee. “We hope 
that we also will be successful in Kentucky with 
grant applications in 2021,” he said. 

Rodamaker announced that very recently Gib-
son EMC had been awarded a 50% matching 
grant of $1.38 million for the Rives and Hop-In 
areas of Southwest Obion County. “We applaud 
and very much appreciate the support our fed-
eral, state and local leadership have provided,” 
he said. “Gig speed broadband service is truly 
a game changer for our members and commu-
nities.”

Gibson EMC offi cials said the cooperative 
hopes to return to its normal in-person meeting 
format next year.

Gibson EMC and Gibson Connect Board 
Chairman Steve Sanders welcomed members, 
introduced board members and recognized 
Lilly Kimbell, David Kimbell, Larry Hicks 
and Don Leathers for their valuable service 
on the board.

Gibson EMC employees welcomed and registered members at Gibson 
EMC’s 84th Annual Members’ Meeting.

Dan Rodamaker, President and CEO of Gibson EMC and Gibson 
Connect delivered his annual report to members, highlighting the 
progress made in building its broadband network.
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CROCKETT COUNTY ELECTION COMMISSION 
235 E. CHURCH STREET 

ALAMO, TN 38001 
731-696-5965 /FAX 731-696-4977 

CROCKETTVOTE@CROCKETTNET.COM 
WWW.CROCKETTVOTE.COM 

ELECTION NOTICE 
MAY 1, 2021 

MUNICIPAL ELECTION 
POLLS OPEN AT 8 A.M. CLOSE AT 7 P.M. 

EARLY VOTING BEGINS APRIL 12- APRIL 26, 2021 
HOURS: 

MONDAY, TUESDAY, THURSDAY, FRIDAY, SATURDAY 
9:00 AM - 12:00 NOON 

WEDNESDAY  
**EXTENDED HOURS 3:00 PM – 6:00 PM** 

 
 

VOTING ABSENTEE BY-MAIL 
MUNICIPAL ELECTION 

MAY 1, 2021 
 

Crockett County voters who wish to request a ballot that will enable them to vote by mail must 
request the ballot in writing.  Prepared forms may be picked up at the Election Office or the 
required information may be on a sheet of paper.  The request can be mailed or faxed to the 
Crockett County Election Commission, 235 E. Church St, Alamo, Tennessee 38001.  The fax 
number is (731) 696-4977.   
 
The request must include the reason for request, voter’s Social Security number, voter’s date of 
birth, address of the voter’s residence, date and name of the election requesting to vote, address 
where ballot is to be mailed, and signature of the voter.   
 
The request may serve as an application if the voter has included the required information.  The 
last day a written request for absentee ballot application may be received by the Crockett County 
Election Commission is April 24, 2021.  In order to qualify for an absentee by-mail ballot, 
voters must have either registered in person or, when applying to vote by-mail, voters must have 
voted at least one time after registering.  
 
 
 
 
Reasons for voting absentee by-mail: 
 

1. PERSONS OUTSIDE OF COUNTY DURING EARLY VOTING & ELECTION 
DAY 

2. STUDENTS AND SPOUSES OUTSIDE OF COUNTY 
3. PERMANENT ABSENTEE VOTING REGISTER OR RESIDENTS OF CERTAIN 

INSTITUTIONS 
4. JURORS 
5. PERSONS OVER 60 – PERSONS HOSPITALIZED, ILL OR DISABLED 
6. CANDIDATES FOR OFFICE 
7. ELECTION OFFICIALS – ELECTION COMMISSION MEMBERS OR 

EMPLOYEES 
8. OBSERVANCE OF A RELIGIOUS HOLIDAY 
9. PERSONS POSSESSING A VALID COMMERCIAL DRIVER’S LICENSE (OR 

SPOUSE OF A PERSON POSSESSING A CDL) OR HAVE A 
TRANSPORTATION WORKER IDENTIFICATION CREDENTIAL (TWIC) AND 
WILL BE OUT OF COUNTY EARLY VOTING & ELECTION DAY (MUST 
INCLUDE COPY OF CDL OR SPOUSE’S CDL OR TWIC CARD) 

 
CROCKETT COUNTY ELECTION COMMISSION 

Ruste Via, Chairman; Tiffany Nance, Secretary; Ralph Carnell, Andy Cole,  
Kevin Ellison 

Laney Tucker, Administrator of Elections     
 

** Reminder:  A State of Tennessee or Federal issued ID is required 
to vote during Early Voting and on Election Day. 

** The Absentee Counting Board will meet in the Election Office at 
3:00 PM on Election Day. 

 
ELECTION DAY - POLLING PRECINCTS 

 
ALAMO:      UMC Activity Bldg., 80 N. Johnson St., Alamo, TN 38001 
BELLS:   Bells City Hall, 12984 Hwy 79, Bells, TN 38006 
FRIENDSHIP:     United Methodist Church, 201 W. Depot St., Friendship, TN 38034 
GADSDEN:  Gadsden Community Center, 229 High St., Gadsden, TN 38334 
MAURY CITY:   MC First Baptist Church, 374 N. Broadway, Maury City, TN 38050 
 

Precinct: 01-01 Friendship  Activation: 01-Inside City  Page: 1

OFFICIAL BALLOT
MUNICIPAL ELECTION

CITY OF FRIENDSHIP
CROCKETT COUNTY, TN

MAY 1, 2021
=========== ===========

01 Friendship
Inside City

=========== ===========

 MAYOR
 CITY OF FRIENDSHIP

 Vote For One (1)

CASEY BURNETT

WRITE-IN

 ALDERMAN
 CITY OF FRIENDSHIP

 Vote For Four (4)

RICKEY ANGE

TOMMY CRAWFORD

BOBBY L GARRETT

JOHN MARVIN

ROBERT (JACKIE) PERRY

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Precinct: 03-03 Maury City  Activation: 01-Inside Town  Page: 1

OFFICIAL BALLOT
MUNICIPAL ELECTION

TOWN OF MAURY CITY
CROCKETT COUNTY, TN

MAY 1, 2021
=========== ===========

03 Maury City
Inside Town

=========== ===========

 MAYOR
 TOWN OF MAURY CITY

 Vote For One (1)

RAYCE CASTELLAW

LAUREN McLAUGHLIN

WRITE-IN

 ALDERMAN
 TOWN OF MAURY CITY

 Vote For Five (5)

BRIAN COOK

LETHA JOHNSON

ROBERT MANSFIELD

ERICA LATRIC NANCE

BOBBY WELLS

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Precinct: 07-07 Alamo  Activation: 01-Inside Town  Page: 1

OFFICIAL BALLOT
MUNICIPAL ELECTION

TOWN OF ALAMO
CROCKETT COUNTY, TN

MAY 1, 2021
=========== ===========

07 Alamo
Inside Town

=========== ===========

 MAYOR
 TOWN OF ALAMO

 Vote For One (1)

KENNETH L BODKINS

JOHN AVERY EMISON

WRITE-IN

 ALDERMAN
 TOWN OF ALAMO

 Vote For Four (4)

PAUL B. CONLEY IV

JIM KNOX

MICHAEL MOORE

PATE RANDALL

JOHN REDDICK

BRAD YORK

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Ballot Continues on Next Page

 SCHOOL BOARD
 TOWN OF ALAMO

 Vote For Five (5)

PATRICK CONLEY

LAWRENCE HARDEN

SHANNON HAYNES

CHARLIE MOORE

JORDAN SPRAGGINS

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Precinct: 10-10 Bells  Activation: 01-Inside City  Page: 1

OFFICIAL BALLOT
MUNICIPAL ELECTION

CITY OF BELLS
CROCKETT COUNTY, TN

MAY 1, 2021
=========== ===========

10 Bells
Inside City

=========== ===========

 MAYOR
 CITY OF BELLS
 Vote For One (1)

ERIC JORDAN

WRITE-IN

 ALDERMAN
 CITY OF BELLS
 Vote For Five (5)

DABNEY LONG

ALICE F. McDEARMAN

LEE OVERTON

RICKY PENDER

BOB PIGUE

JOHN PIGUE

SCOTTY RUNIONS

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Ballot Continues on Next Page

 SCHOOL BOARD
 CITY OF BELLS
 Vote For Five (5)

GARY EMISON

CHARLOTTE GAINES

BILL VAN DEN BOSCH

MARK WADE

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

Precinct: 12-12 Gadsden  Activation: 01-Inside Town  Page: 1

OFFICIAL BALLOT
MUNICIPAL ELECTION

TOWN OF GADSDEN
CROCKETT COUNTY, TN

MAY 1, 2021
=========== ===========

12 Gadsden
Inside Town

=========== ===========

 MAYOR
 TOWN OF GADSDEN

 Vote For One (1)

RANDY S. SMITH

WRITE-IN

 ALDERMAN
 TOWN OF GADSDEN

 Vote For Four (4)

CHRISTOPHER BURSE

JOSH LEGIONS

GARY A. MATHIS

CONNIE ROBINSON

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN

WRITE-IN
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Death Notice
Pattie Sue Jordan

March 26, 1938 - January 31, 2021

Funeral services for Mrs. Pattie Smart 
Jordan, 82, were held on Wednesday, Feb-
ruary 3, 2021 with Josh Simmons offi ci-
ating.

Mrs. Jordan passed away January 31, 
2021 in her home. She was born March 
26, 1938 to the late John and Anna Bell 
Smart. In addition to her parents, she was 
preceded in death by her son, Ricky Jordan; two sisters, Bet-
ty Nearn, Vera Hampton; and two brothers, Earl Smart, Louis 
Smart.

Survivors include her husband of 66 years, Harlon Jordan; 
three daughters, Linda Leggett and husband, Gene, Mary May-
fi eld and husband, Keith, Becky Hearn and husband, Rog-
er; two granddaughters, Angi Mathenia and husband, Chris, 
Cassey Haley and husband, Daniel; fi ve great-grandchildren, 
Lilly Baggett, Will Baggett, Grayson Mathenia, Tyler Mathe-
nia, Brody Haley; and two sisters, Sandy Bushart, and Kather-
ine Wallace.

Pallbearers for the service were Junior Jordan, Eric Jordan, 
Chris Mathenia, Donnie Hampton, Wayne Bolding, Brian 
Breedloves.

Ronk Funeral Home had charge of the services.
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