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Today, in 2017, the C. L. Meroney House is owned by the University of Montevallo and,
when this photo was taken, was home to the university Business Office. A photograph
showing how the house looked in 1897 can be found on page 62 of this volume.

MISS ELOISE MERONEY
Associate Professor

Eloise Meroney became a full time mem-
ber of the English faculty at Alabama
College in 1930. She retired in 1965.
Early Meroneys were merchants in Mon-
tevallo. She donated the house she lived
in on Middle Street to the University be-
fore her death in 1996.



An advertisement from a December 1898 edition of the Montevallo News.
The poorly printed text of the ad above reads:

THE HOUSE THAT STARTED GREATER MONTEVALLO.

The house that wants your cotton and your trade.
They carry every thing in high-grade. Dry Goods, Clothing, Shoes, Hardware
and Groceries at price to fit 4/ cent cotton, see us before you buy.

C.L. Meroney & Co.















































































































WHY NOT TRY A CAN?

A big can of fine dessert peaches for 35 cents at
C.L. MERONEY & COMPANY.

Recreated From a 1919 edition of the Montevallo News.

From an 1896 edition of the Montevallo News.




From a 1902 edition of the Shelby Sentinel.

From an 1896 edition of the Montevallo News.



From an 1896 edition of the Montevallo News.

From a 1902 edition of the Shelby Sentinel.




From an 1897 edition of the Shelby Sentinel.

This advertisement for Meroney’s store appeared in the 1910 edition of
the Chiaroscuro, the yearbook of the Alabama Girls’ Industrial School in
Montevallo, Alabama.




In front of Main Dormitory, Alabama Girls Technical Institute, Montevallo, Alabama. Presi-
dent T. W. Palmer’s home in the background. From a Kroell family album circa 1915.

The AGT.I campus around 1915. (Left) students gathered around the sun dial on Main
Quad. Bloch Hall and the president’s home are in the background. (Right) The recently con-

structed Vine Street entrance gate (1915) provided two students dressed in their Sunday
best with an unusual place to perch for the camera.



Eloise Meroney Remembered

The following is the eulogy presented in 1996 by Dr. John B. Lott at Miss Meroney’s funeral.
It is reprinted from the Spring/Summer 1997 issue of the Golson Newsletter, a publication
of the English Department at the University of Montevallo.

In one of the most puzzling passag-
es in Genesis, sandwiched between the
list of Adam’s descendants and the sto-
ry of Noah’s flood, is the statement “In
those days there were giants upon the
earth; they were the heroes of old, people
of renown!” That passage could be applied
to a group of women who were the giants
upon Montevallo’s earth, who were the
heroes of old, the people of renown: Hallie
Farmer, Eva Golson, Sarah Puryear, Lu-
cille Grifhth, Katherine Vickery, Martha
Allen, Lois Ackerly, Bernice Finger, and,
of course, the one who outlasted them all:
Eloise Meroney.

It was my privilege to know and work
with Eloise Meroney for almost for-
ty years, even though I actually came to
know her late in her teaching career. And
yet I had never gotten to know her as well
as I have in the past two years, visiting her
with my wife Sandra, one of her former
students, to get her to reminisce about
the history of the English Department at
the University of Montevallo and about
her personal history — which was so much
a part of the history of both school and
town. Miss Meroney, who wrote a histo-
ry of the town of Montevallo, had vivid
memories of just about everyone who had
ever been associated with the English De-
partment. Earlier in her life she probably
would have been too respectful and reti-
cent to talk freely about personalities — un-
like some of the other ladies I have men-
tioned. But in these latter days she seemed
wllling to open up and speak warmly of
Miss Dilla or in awe of Dr. Dennis. She
would weep upon recalling the sudden
death in 1948 of Dr. Arthur Vaughn, long

time chairman of the department; and

she could laugh about her participation in
Robert Payne’s attempt to make the En-
glish Department more creative and excit-
ing in the 1950s. She could laugh at her-
self as well in other contexts. When she
escorted us to the door on our last visit,
she left her cane behind. She said, “1 don’t
really need it I just use it because it makes
me look distinguished.”

What came through in these conver-
sations was that Eloise Meroney loved
the town of Montevallo, the University,
and the English Department. She was
a loyal and committed citizen who sup-
ported those who worked here, both in
the past and in the present. I will always
be grateful for her support of me when
I suddenly found myself chairman of a de-
partment in which I was the junior mem-
ber. The fact that she gave to the Uni-
versity the house that her beloved father
had built is an indication of that kind of
loyalty. She had returned to Montevallo in
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1930, following the sudden death of her
father, to care for her mother. In all of the
intervening years, she lived in that house,
caring for her mother and later for her sis-
ter. She could give no more valuable a gift
to the University than her own heritage.

Upon hearing of Miss Meroney’s
enthusiastic participation in events at
the Galleria Woods Retirement Home,
Sarah Puryear remarked, “Eloise always
did like organized fun”. And indeed she
did. From her enthusiastic participation in
the literary clubs

citing part was that you could say any-
thing in her class, have any opinion, any
interpretation — provided you could back
it up in the poem, story or whatever. A
friend and I sat on the back row (it was
a big class, which meant over twenty in
those days) and would quietly plot how
we would disagree with each other. Her
eyes would sparkle and that foot would
swing”. When we read her that tribute a
few weeks ago, her eyes sparkled and her
foot swung. Sandra Ward Lott wrote that

“in my first semester

of the 1910s and
1920s to her loy-
al attendance at
alumni gatherings
in the 1980s and
1990s, Eloise was
an involved woman.
She supported the
groups she associat-
ed with and enjoyed
being absorbed in
their activities. On
the last visit I made
to her, with my wife
Sandra and Nor-
man McMillan, to
deliver her copy of
the history of the
English  Depart-

of graduate school,
I realized how sol-
id and up-to-date
Miss Meroney’s in-
struction had been.”

That instruction
was, of course, in
American  Litera-
ture. When we think
of Eloise Meroney
we think of her
American  Litera-
ture course. Oth-
ers might aspire to
teach these works,
but to Eloise’s for-
mer colleagues and
students, they will
always be guests in

ment, only days be-
fore she fell, she
wanted to take us around to be introduced
to other former Montevallo students in
the nursing home. She even insisted on
paying for her copy of the history, because
she wanted to be a part of the depart-
ment’s project.

In that history several of her for-
mer students are quoted. Mary Fran-
ces Tipton, one of her students in the
1950s, wrote, “How exciting it was to be
in Miss Meroney’s class! She didn't sit
behind her desk, but in a chair near the
front row, with her legs crossed and a foot
swinging when she was pleased. The ex-

her territory. She
was a scholar who
loved what she taught. She slipped away
from the scholarly confines of Colum-
bia University to attend performances of
all of the new plays, not because she in-
tended to incorporate the information
into her classes, but because she loved the
theater. One of her favorite authors was
Walt Whitman, the quintessential Ameri-
can poet, the poet of large vision and wide
inclusiveness. 1 would like to close with
a passage — one of her favorites — from
Whitman, the concluding section of his
Song of Mpyself, which could be Eloise’s
song of herself as well: =



The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me,
he complains of my gab and my loitering.

1 too am not a bit tamed, I too am untranslatable,

I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the World.

The last scud of day holds back for me.
1t flings my likeness after the rest and true as any on the shadowd wilds,
1t coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk.

1 depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway sun

1 effuse my flesh in eddies, and drill in lacy jags.

I beguem‘/y myse[f to the dirt to grow from the grass 1 lowe.

If you want me again look for me under your boot-soles,

You will hardly know who I am or what I mean,
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless,
And filter and fibre your blood.

Failing to fetch me at first keep encouraged,
Missing me one place search anotbher,
1 stop somewbhere waiting fbr you.



