
M 
ontgomerians [Jettôs home-

town and where she was 

born] were among the first 

to watch ñThe Last Ride.ò  

 The stars, members of the crew 

and Jett and Keith were among the celeb-

rities who showed up at the Montgomery 

Performing Arts Centre on Oct. 20 for a 

preview showing of the film about Hank 

Williamsô final days. 

 The Duo, stars Henry Thomas 

and Jesse James, screenwriter Howard 

Klausner, music composer Benji Gaither 

[son of Nashville greats Bill and Gloria 

Gaither] and producer [and Montgomery 

native] Rodney Stone were at the recep-

tion before  the  preview showing. After 

the preview showing that evening the 

film was shown in limited release at 7 

theaters across the country, including The 

Rave in Montgomery, on the 21st. It will 

go into wide release in January. 

 Good friend Alabama Travel & 

Tourism Director Lee Sentell said having 

the celebrity studded preview in Mont-

gomery was a boon for Alabamaôs tour-

ism.  ñThis will generate a lot of conver-

sation about Hank and encourage people 

to come to the museums in Montgomery, 

Georgiana, and Tuscumbia to learn more 

about Americaôs greatest country leg-

end,ò said Sentell.  

  If you are really into The Great 

One, there is much to see in Montgom-

ery.  The baby blue 1952 Caddy in which 

he died is right across the street in a local 

museum.  The Elite Caf®, where Jettôs 

dad performed four days before he died is 

nearby, as is the City Hall Municipal 

Auditorium where some 25,000 mourners  

showed up on a snowy Sunday afternoon 

for his funeral.  There is a life sized statue  

facing across Perry Street to the site of 

his last rites.  And, of course, nearby is 

the Oakwood Cemetery where Hank is 

buried ð next to Audrey, the wife he 

twice divorced.  Keith says he would 

come out of his grave if someone buried 

him next to his ex-wife, to whom he re-

fers as ñThe Plaintiff.ò The grave of Hank 

attracts more tourists than anything else 

in Alabama.  Now, thatôs saying some-

thing. 

 Back to the movieðthe filmôs 

publicist Tim Jackson said the idea for 

the film started with screenplay writers 

Dub Cornett and Klausner, who wrote the 

screenplay for Clint Eastwoodôs ñSpace 

Cowboys.ò  Klausner gave a copy of the 

script to his friend Gaither who shared it 

with his friend, the filmôs director, Harry 

Thomason, best known for directing such 

TV hits as ñEvening Shadeò and 

ñDesigning Women.ò 

 Williams is played by Thomas, 

who despite being in films such as ñDear 

John,ò ñGangs of New York,ò and 

ñLegends of the Fallò is still best known 

by many as the child star of ñE.T.ò Jesse 

James was also a child star in ñAs Good 

as it Gets,ò before starring in movies such 

as ñBlow.ò ñJumper,ò and ñThe Butterfly 

Effect,ò plays the driver. 

 Kaley Cuoco, who could not 

attend, is best know for starring in the TV 

series ñThe Big Bang.ò  What stole the 

show for Keith, thoô, was the 1953 baby 

blue Caddy convertible the state has ac-

quired for Hank Williams PR and which 

was sitting in the lobby. Oh, Jett fears he 

thinks he must have this car at some 

point.  Back to business.  Sentell gave 

primary credit to our very own Jettster, 

who has 4 songs on the soundtrack, for 

bringing this event to Montgomery. 
Much of the above is credited to a fine article in the 

ñMy Turnò 
by Jett Williams  

W 
hat a quarter we have 

had closing out last 

year!  We went to Chi-

cago to promote the 

latest release by Time Life of the previ-

ously unknown songs my dad recorded; 

we went to Shreveport and put on a sold 

out show in tribute to The Great One 

[Hank] and heralding the release of the 

movie The Last Ride; we went to Mont-

gomery to promote the movie; we filmed 

4 segments for the soon to be released 

Larry Black produced Family Reunion 

runaway success entitled ñSecond Gen-

erations;ò  we went pheasant hunting 

in South Dakota and did two shows 

benefitting the Sheriffs Association 

there; I did a show for ROPE here in 

Nashville; I was the Grand Marshal, 

once again, in the Dauphin Isl. AL 

Christmas parade;  I shot two bucks on 

our property with a muzzle loader [my 

first time using one]; I did media blitzes 

for the new release in Tampa and for 

the CMA in Nashville; I slugged away 

at my weekly SiriusXM radio show; and 

we went to DC for meetings with Time 

Life on new initiatives and follow up 

ideas. 

 In addition to all that, George 

Jones and I went in search of the miss-

ing child of their housekeeper [and 

found him] ð weôll explain.  And I got 

to do something Ray Scott  [BASS Mas-

ters] and I have been trying to do for 

two years ð go fishing at his world 

renown facility.  Keith and I were 

guests of he and his delightful wife 

Susan.  Of course I closed out the year 

with the Opry and hosting the ET Mid-

night Jamboree.  Sit back; enjoy. Jett 
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F 
our days before Montgomeryôs 

film premier of ñThe Last Rideò 

the Duo, along with Jeremy Par-

sons, the young artist you have 

read about here and whom they manage, 

were in Shreveport, LA for an event 

slammed together in record time by pro-

ducers and dear buddies Maggie and Al-

ton Warwick in collaboration with Harry 

Thomason and the movie folks.  It was a 

tribute to Hank and a celebration of his 

career and association with the Louisiana 

Hayride, now owned by the Warwicks. 

 The show was at a magnificent 

old theatre ð the Strand ð and it was a 

full house.  The show was in two ñActsò 

the first being a medley of The Great 

Oneôs music by some 10 artists, including 

Maggie.  The second half of the show was 

all about ñThe Last Rideò and Jett singing 

a couple of Hank classics following Jer-

emy Parsons singing a hit song he wrote 

entitled ñThe Night Hank Williams Died.ò 

 Then we got to the movie folks 

but they werenôt meetinô and greetin,ô 

they were on stage singing.  Henry Tho-

mas [who plays Hank] sang with the band.  

Benji Gaither did an acoustic set with 

Tony Ramey.  Somewhere in here, Henry 

and Jesse James talk about Hank with 

Maggie.  The show closed with Jett lead-

ing the cast and audience with a sing-a-

long of JAMBALAYA & I SAW THE 

LIGHT. 

 By golly that about did it!  The 

folks that made the event a full house 

were sure glad they did.  And the actors 

and other movie folks seemed to have a 

grand time ð the Duo certainly did. 

 Reviewing the event, Elaine 

Etheridge of KWKH said: ñThe event was 

held with fanfare, kicking off a new era 

for the legendary show that began the ca-

reers of legends, Hank Williams,, Elvis 

Presley, Johnny Cash, Johnny Horton, 

Carl Perkins, Faron Young, Jim Reeves, 

Slim Whitman, and many others.  Al-

though it was held on the anniversary of 

Elvisô first performance on the Hayride,, 

the music was mostly Hankôs.  His daugh-

ter, Jett Williams ...brought back the 

memories of her fatherôs music. 

 ñJett told me that she was the 

ñYvonneò in Jambalaya and that her 

mother was singing ñI Canôt Help it if Iôm 

Still in Love with You,ò when she was 

born. All you had to do was see and hear 

her to know she belongs to Hank.ò 

 One of the highpoints for the 

Duo was meeting and spending time with 

Louisianaôs Lt. Governor, Jay Dardenne, 

who presented a proclamation to the 

movie folks and Jett proclaiming October 

16th LOUISIANA HAYRIDE CELE-

BRATION OF HANK WILLIAMSô 

DAY. In it he states, in part: 

 ñHank Williams became the first 

star of the world-famous Louisiana Hay-

ride stage and radio show, and resided in 

Shreveport through the years of 1948-

1952, and 

 Hank Williams created the gene-

sis of a music revolution at the Louisiana 

Hayride that changed the world, blending 

roots of American country and blues mu-

sic that open the pathway for acceptance 

of the phenomenal sounds of Elvis 

Presley, Jonny Cash, Carl Perkins, Johnny 

Horton and countless other artists and 

musicians.ò 

 Great job well done, Maggie & 

Louisiana Hayride Celebrates Hank  

 

Chicago, the Drake Hotel & Bookbinderôs Red Snapper Soup 

B 
ack in the day when Jett and 

Keith were hustling around 

from his law office in DC to 

just about anywhere trying to 

keep enough clients in the net to finance 

Jettôs 9 year legal saga, they found them-

selves in Philadelphia for a meeting with 

a potential client.  While Keith was doing 

his legal thing, Jett went off exploring 

and found the Liberty Bell and all manner 

of other historic things, including Book-

binderôs Restaurant, which has been in 

operation since Ben Franklin was in dia-

pers. 

 To celebrate the new client, and 

after she had shown Keith the many 

things she had discovered, they went to 

Bookbinderôs for dinner.  Their specialty 

was Red Snapper Soup, and it was out of 

this world.  Now, that is prologue to the 

Duo going to Chicago on a media blitz 

promoting the new CD.  They stayed at 

the historic Drake Hotel and ate in their 

restaurant the specialty of which was 

Bookbinderôs Red Snapper Soup. They 

hadnôt seen it anywhere since Philly 27 

years earlier ð so they ordered it, of 

course. It was out of this world. 

 In fact, it was so out of this 

world that Jett and Keith got enthused and 

wanted to make it themselves ð a culi-

nary extravaganza; just the two of them 

cooking at the cabin in the woods.  Keith 

conned the chef out of the recipe.  It ap-

peared hugely complicated and with 

enough ingredients to explain why a cup 

cost so much and a bowl a Kingôs ran-

som.  But they were excited as they are 

sometimes prone to be and within several 

weeks the game was afoot.  Some of the 

ingredients they had never heard of and 

they knew they would have to go to an  

upscale grocery store closer to Nashville 

to get the goods.  Well, they did and with 

the assistance of half the employees of the 

store they found what was called for. 

 It was a shocker when the tab for 

all the ñstuffò was well over $100 ð for 

%$#@ soup.  They tried to make them-

selves feel better by reminding them-

selves they had bought enough ingredi-

ents to make a wash tub of this ñmake 

your tongue slap your brains outò soup. 

 Well, the day finally came and 

the Dynamic Duo took all the goods to 

the cabin in the woods and set about the 

preparation of Bookbinderôs Red Snapper 

Soup.  They chopped, minced, and such 

like.  In the course of going through the 

steps they decided it was really alcohol 

soupð2 cups of chardonnay; two cups of 

cooking sherry with a dollop added upon 

serving. 

 Time to sit down and partake of 

their creation, the result of hours of work.  

It was awful.  ñThey wouldnôt feed this to 

prisonersðif they did, they wouldnôt eat 

it,ò said the Jettster.  Keith thought of 

Charles Dickens: More gruel, sir? 

Yuck!!! And they had 30 bowls more. To 

&^%% with Bookbinderôs Red Snapper 

Soup ð open Progresso!Ʈ 
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S 
ome folks are larger than life.  

Ray Scott, who singlehandedly 

turned bass fishing into a multi-

billion dollar industry, is such a 

person.  Jett got one of his first promo-

tional free plastic tackle boxes when she 

was a puppy.  But until a couple of years 

ago she had never met him. In Alabama, 

and world wide, he is as legendary to bass 

fishing as the Bear was to Alabama foot-

ball. 

 He started out selling burial poli-

cies [ña nickel cheaper and a foot deeperò] 

when he was a kid.  He hit his lick when he  

founded the Bass Angler Sportsman Soci-

ety in 1968.  Better known as B.A.S.S., he 

grew its membership to over 600,000.   

Ray created tournaments, circuits and was 

to bass fishing what Bill France was to  

NASCAR. 

 He obviously loves fishing ð but 

he also loves Hank Williams.  So when 

Jerry Kyser told him a year or so ago that 

he had become close to Jett and Keith and 

that Jett was in town to film ñThe Willò for 

the Discovery Channel everybody wanted 

to get together for lunch.  Kyser salvaged 

downtown Montgomery and is a mover 

and shaker in the soon to be Hank Museum 

and Hankôs Place Restaurant & Bar 

[working with the Duo]. 

 They gathered together at Dream-

land BBQ [an AL institution] and it was 

love at first sight between Ray & Jett.  

They talked and talked, while Keith and 

Jerry kinda just looked at each other and 

them while  trying to take it all in.  It went 

on so long that Keith had to excuse himself 

to go meet with the camera crew for the 

filming, with the assurance that Ray would 

bring Jett straight away to the Renaissance 

Hotel for the shoot.  ñNo problem,ò said 

Ray.  ñSee you in a minute,ò proffered Jett. 

Straight away my patootie. Keith and the 

crew were set up and ready.  No Jett.  

Keith called the restaurant, which was only 

a block away.  ñThey left 20 minutes ago,ò 

said someone. 

 An hour went by and no Jett.  Ray 

Scott had slap kidnapped her.  He took her 

to Chrisô hot dog restaurant ð a Mont-

gomery institution and a place The Great 

One [Hank] used to frequent in the day.  

Then he took her to see where his mom 

had a restaurant and Miss Lilly had a 

boarding house above, where Hank lived 

when the family first moved from Georgi-

ana to Montgomery. 

 They just had themselves a big 

time, while the camera crew and Keith 

were sweating bullets.  They finally 

showed up, with hot dogs as if nothing was 

going on.  Then the cameras rolled on the 

filming of ñThe Will.ò 

 After that, Ray would call Keith 

and Jett and just insist that they come 

down to his bass fishing resort in Hope 

Hull, AL.  Now, this place is world re-

nowned and the main lake on the property 

was designated by one of the major indus-

try publications as the best bass fishing 

lake in North America.  Well, this went 

back and forth, was scheduled, rescheduled  

and jaw boned to death.  But Ray was in-

sistent and Jett was salivating. Of course 

the Duo has been so busy with their vari-

ous initiatives that someone was gonna 

have to say, ñenough already, if we are 

going to do it, letôs do it.ò 

 But it wasnôt easy.  Jett was in 

Alabama as the Grand Marshal of the 

Christmas parade on Dauphin Island 

[second year in a row] on Saturday, De-

cember 3rd.  They drove all night to get 

home in the wee hours of Sunday morning 

on the 4th; had Monday the 5th in the of-

fice; and left for the Scott manse on Tues-

day the 6th.  They left at the crack of dawn 

so Jett could fish that afternoon.  There 

was, however, a problem ð the weather 

forecast was horrid:  rain, wind, cold. 

 We, however, know the Jettster:  

damn the weather, full steam ahead.  She 

and her overqualified guide Jim Liner hit it 

off and to the water they took, after a 

bunch of introductions and visiting.  Jim is 

the Trophy Bass Retreat Lodge Manager 

and Resident Biologist and he knows ex-

actly what he is doing.  Letôs give you a 

little history on this place.  Ray Scott got it 

going in 1968, when he built the 60 acre 

lake.  We mentioned folks come from 

around the world to fish here.  Some seri-

ous VIPôs visit, as well ð such as Presi-

dents George Herbert Walker Bush and 

George W. Bush, both of whom have been 

there numerous times.  Bush #41 picked 

Ray Scott to be his Alabama campaign 

manager in 1980, and, as president, he 

would take refuge with his buddy Ray at 

the bass retreat.  So, there are facilities, 

high platforms and such like that were con-

structed for the Secret Service security 

detail.  As you readers know, Keith was 

National Director of Democrats for Reagan 

Bush, so they had a lot to talk about from 

the day.  Near the lodge is the Bush cabin 

where the two presidents stayed.  Ray and 

his staff cleared the entire facility of other 

guests ð so Keith and Jett were the only 

guests.  And he gave them the Bush cabin 

for their quarters. 

 That first afternoon, other than 

freezing to death,  Jett and  Jim caught 2 

nice bass.  That evening the Duo met the 

indomitable Susan Scott for the first time 

and it was love at first sight.  Such a de-

lightful outgoing spirit.  Susan fixed a culi-

nary extravaganza for supper and the visit-

ing was rampant. It truly was a gathering 

of eagles.  The legend and the legacy just 

had a blast.  Ray is a prankster and youôve 

got to keep a step ahead of him, or you are 

in trouble.  And he is always into some-

thing.  After selling B.A.S.S., he and two 

sons formed The Whitetail Institute, which 

developed and markets seed for planting 

on deer plots that would grow horns on a 

rock.  Hugely successful.  Keith and Jett 

have been using it for years ð long before 

they met Ray Scott. 

 The second day and the first full 

day of fishing boded ill at the beginning of 

the morning.  White caps in the lake; howl-

ing wind; and a wind chill factor well be-

low freezing and this is central Alabama 

ð not TN or SD!  Nobody thought the fish 

would bite but the Jettster said Iôve got 24 

hours, so lets fish.  And they caught 25 and 

10 got away.  Wow!  That night saw an-

other culinary extravaganza this time pre-

pared by a grandson chef.  A few guests 

were invited ð Jerry Kyser, mentioned 

earlier and the daughter of the late mayor 

of Montgomery Emory Folmer and her 

hubby were there.  Folmer was also one of 

those ñlarger than lifeò folks and his 

daughter a delight. Lies were told; pranks 

were played.  It was grand.  Next morning 

Jett and Jim caught 4 beauties, then it was 

time to bring her home.  Goodbyes were 

said to Jim Liner, Jim Kientz [Exec. Direc-

Ray Scott &  Jett: A Legend & A Legacy  
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T 
hat is not our 

headline but 

the headline 

of a press 

release put out by Marty 

Martel, President of 

R.O.P.E., heralding 

Jettôs appearance at the Sunday dinner 

where she performed of Dec. 4th. 

 Lets back up a bit.  You long time 

readers know that R.O.P.E. [Reunion of 

Professional Entertainers], while open to 

the public, is more of an insider deal de-

signed to be a vehicle for those in the busi-

ness to get together and socialize.  So if 

you perform there you are playing for your 

peers, which can sometimes be harrowing. 

Jett did the annual big show year before 

last and looked out and saw among the 

luminaries the likes of Kitty Wells, Lilô 

Jimmy, Bill Anderson, Helen Cornelius 

and a herd of other Brahman in the indus-

try, it gave her pause.  Now, Keith and Jett 

are in love with Leslie Elliott, executive 

director of the deal, and her hubby Uncle 

Ron Elliott, one of the best steel players in 

the business.  So when Leslie asked Keith 

if Jett would perform at the function on 

Dec. 4th, there was only one answerð

òyes.ò  In fact, as you read elsewhere the 

Duo drove all night from Dauphine Isl. AL 

to make the show. 

 The R.O.P.E. band is the best 

there is, so Jett was in her comfort zoneð

Willie Rainsford-piano, Bill ñWhiteshoesò 

Johnson-guitar, David Russell-Fiddle, Ron 

Elliott-steel guitar, Dena ñTequilaò John-

son-drums, and Larry Barnes-bass. As 

Martel wrote, What a super group of musi-

cians.  On this day with Jett they were 

really super awesome. I know them person-

ally, and I have always known how great 

they are, but Sunday they played special, 

and I am sure that Jett Williams had some-

thing to do with their playing. 

 Hereôs what else the Prez wrote: 

Jett Williams made a special guest appear-

ance at the December 4th R.O.P.E. Dinner 

at John Aôs Restaurant.  This was not just 

a special appearance, it was a lesson in the 

history of country music.  Jett gave a great 

account of her birth, her Dad Hank Wil-

liamsô legacy, and her continued success in 

her own career which includes a plate 

filled with more projects to keep her busy 

for months to come, with book, movie, sev-

eral projects that she discussed with me 

that will be released to the public shortly.  

She sounded awesome, and she has 

changed her show in some wayðnot sure 

of exactly how, all I know is that she was 

fabulous this past Sunday, and all in atten-

dance let her know with a standing ovation 

at the end of her performance, and I add, 

well-deserved. 

 Jett made this R.O.P.E. a special 

event, and we thank her for taking time out 

of her busy schedule to join us for a super 

performance.  Also, thanks to her hubby 

Keith for also being with us.  Keith has not 

been feeling well  with the flu bug, but he 

was by Jettôs side as always is, supporting 

all that she does. R.O.P.E. is proud to have 

Jett & Keith as members of our organiza-

tion, and we were fortunate to have one of 

the greatest names in country music give of 

her time to perform what is missing in our 

industry ð real traditional country music.  

Her show was filled with Hank Williams 

music, Christmas Music, Patriotic Music, 

and a great song that she had just written 

(Jett Williamsô Music), which I think that 

she performed first for our R.O.P.E. audi-

ence.  Her bloodline is of thoroughbred 

status and she showed the reason why she 

so successfully carries on the Williams 

name.  And now the legacy continues with 

Jett presenting the music that she has writ-

ten.  I would say that writing is ñin her 

blood.ò 

 During Jettôs performance, she 

asked Uncle Ron Elliott to play an instru-

mental version of ñAmericaò which he did 

to a standing ovation.  Congrats to Ron on 

an awesome job.  Jett Williams the enter-

tainer gave testimony to what country mu-

sic is and should be by sharing stories that 

many in attendance never knew.  What a 

great day it was ðthanks to all.ò 

 Thank you Marty Martel!  And 

thanks for having us, R.O.P.E.  How much 

better can it get?  Heck, letôs do it again.Ʈ 

 

R.O.P.E.ôS DECEMBER 4 DINNER 
JETT WILLIAMS SPECIAL GUEST  

APPEARANCE  
MEMBERS WITNESSED HISTORY ON STAGE 

 

ñShe sounded awesome, and 
she has changed her show -
not sure how, but she was  
fabulouséò 

Lilô Hank, A Puppy At 13, Has To Be Put Down ð A Sad Day!!  
You really long time readers recall that a central figure in the Duoôs life for years [and this newsletter, for that matter ð he had his 

own column] was Hank The Security Dog.  He was a Red Wolf puppy Jett and Keith found in the barn, raised and took on the road 

with them for a zillion years.  Smartest dog either of them had ever known.  Keith said he expected the critter to start writing memos 

to him.  Good buddy Leroy Van Dyke fell in love with Hank TSD and wanted puppies, so he landed on a red boarder collie as a mate 

and the deed was done, resulting in 5 pups born on the day of Jettô first scholarship benefit concert in her Macon County, TN.  The 

three the Duo took were named Van Dyke, Lil Hank, Lil Miss BJ [ñBaby Jettò which is how Jett was referred to in the early papers 

when she was fresh born].  The day that Hank TSD had to be put down was cataclysmic.  Keith says heôd as soon kill a bad man as a 

good dog.  Well, the last official act of Hank TSD was to bite the vet trying to put him down.  But they had his pups for years.  Re-

ferred to to this day as ñthe puppies,ò they are far from it.  And the first to go was Lil Hank.  He had congestive heart failure and was 

swelling up with fluid.  He spent his last hour licking Keithôs face incessantly.  Then it was done and he is buried next to his dad, in 

the family cemetery.  It was a sad, sad day.  They say if you go to heaven when you pass, you will reunite with all the dogs you loved. 
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I 
t has become an annual tradition for 

the Duo to head to the pheasant hunt-

ing capitol  of the country ð Free-

man, SD.  They join Jim Ed Brown, 

Jimmy Fortune and Larry Cordle  and 

board a bus to Freeman where they hunt, 

generally freeze to death, and do shows 

benefitting the South Dakota Sheriffôs As-

sociation ð for the kids.  This year Jimmy 

was flying in and riding back with the rest 

of the crowd, which also included Bill, 

Dale, Ben [who put the shows together], 

and dear buddy Lee Gillock [financial ad-

viser]. 

 The only issue is that it is a 22 

hour ride each way, and thatôs a long time 

straight thru on a perfect bus, and the one 

this year was far from perfect.  In fact, it 

was damn near broke down ð with a tire 

that was/had delaminated and went 

thumpty thump for 44 hours.  None of the 

pros on board [with millions of bus hours 

between them] thought it would make it to 

St. Louis, let alone the whole trip. 

 They pulled out on Sunday, Octo-

ber 23rd and returned the following Sun-

day. When they finally got there [Sioux 

Falls, where they were staying] it was too 

late to hunt or do much of anything.  So 

several went and hung out in a mall, of all 

things.  But, one thing for sure, if you get 

Jim Ed, Larry, Jimmy, Jett and Keith to-

gether you are going to laugh your @## 

off.  It is one one liner after another and all 

great fun.  Regarding their accommoda-

tions, it looked not unlike a project housing 

unit and the Duoôs room smelled like a 

septic tank.  But it had heat and electricity, 

which was enough.  I nc ide n ta l l y , 

dear buddy Beau Harmon of Arkansas, 

who owned a Prevost bus already out there 

due to some convoluted machinations, flew 

in and joined the fun.  

 Tuesday they hunted various 

properties with a Jim Ed fan, Mike, to no 

avail.  His mother kinda got this deal going 

some years ago and in the past they have 

been grandfathered in for some ñfaceò 

time.  Birds or not.  The event staggered 

along until the local sheriff Byron Nogel-

meier took an active interest and then it 

benefitted the young hunters and began to 

raise money for various charities. 

 On Wednesday, the principals ð 

no germs, fans, or groupies ð repaired to 

the fine Bill & Peggy Werdelôs Turkey 

Creek facility.  There were birds every-

where.  The shootists had a ball, and some 

good eats,  too.  By the way our Jettster 

could not miss ð she was using a youth 

model .20 gauge pump Keith got her years 

ago.  She thought it was better for her since 

it was lighter and easier to carry all day 

and the shorter stock came up quick and 

clean to her shoulder. Now this was fun 

and what it was all about ð and not frigid 

cold, either.  Then the whole deal relocated 

to Redfield, SD to do a show for the Sher-

iffôs Association there ð and two particu-

lar sheriffs in particular.   

 They went hunting there, as well, 

and it was a ball ð lots of birds.  But one 

of the highpoints was this young man with 

a 1946 Piper Cub plane, powered by a 100 

hp Continental engine.  Keith watched as 

he buzzed them, and noticed these big bal-

loon tires on it.  He later learned that this 

allowed the pilot to land it just anywhere 

and he did.  After buzzing Jett. Jim Ed, 

Jimmy and Larry, and others, he just 

landed in a field and taxied up to one of 

their transport vehicles.  Everybody 

thought that was too cool.  Then he would 

take off and then he would come back to 

the field.  Heck, watching him have his 

wing thing was more fun than the hunt. 

 It got better.  When the herd 

moved to a warehouse in town to clean the 

downed birds, here comes the Piper Cub, 

landing on Main Street [only street] at 

which time he makes himself known and 

offers rides to Jett and the guys.  The seat-

ing configuration is pilot in front and one 

passenger behind him.  Keith visited with 

him and learned his qualifications were off 

the charts, so off his beloved Jett went with 

this stranger.  Keith is nuts about security 

and Jett risk taking, but he had watched 

this guy all day and figured if the engine 

quit he could coast it down literally any-

where.  Of course, running into a wire was 

another issue.   

 They chased deer, toured the 

country side and had a ball.  So did Jimmy, 

Larry, and Lee Gillock. Adult kids doing 

something new and neat. 

 The show was Friday night and it 

was SRO.  This year, for the first time, the 

artists were backed by a band, and a good 

one at that.  In the past, Jim Ed, Jett, Larry 

and Jimmy did an acoustic show, which 

was great but necessarily lacked the punch 

of a band backed performance.  It was su-

perb. 

 After the show, they had to drive 

back to Freeman so as to be able to hunt 

with the kids ð part of the deal and it 

works like a pup suckin.ô  The youngsters 

love and will never forget it.  Jett went 

with one group in one direction and Keith 

and local artist and friend, Ray Kelly, 

headed to another facility that they are 

partial to, to watch the kids do their pheas-

ant thing.  

 Then there was the show that Sat-

urday night in the school auditorium.  It 

was standing room only and would have 

knocked you out.  The crowd loved it. 

 After the show, the Duo, along 

with the rest of the crowd, headed back to 

Nashville.  There were two buses on the 

return trip.  Jim Ed set himself up in the 

bus Beau then owned.  Jett, Keith and oth-

ers stuck with the thumpy thump bus since 

it had bunks.  Twenty-two hours is a long 

time and a week is a long time to be gone. 

 By the way, the South Dakota 

Sheriffôs Association was formed in 1953. 

Its founder wanted to form a committee of 

Sheriffs to share ideas and work together 

toward common law enforcement goals in 

their state. Over the years it has evolved 

into a tremendous organization that moni-

tors law enforcement issues and the legis-

lature. 

 The SDSA provides scholarships 

to criminal justice/law enforcement stu-

dents.  But the high point for the Duo and 

others is to go out hunting with these first 

time youth hunters.  The celebrity hunt (the 

stars mentoring the youth) is their reward 

for having completed the hunterôs safety 

course, and many are so nervous they can 

hardly load a gun.  By the end of the day, 

however, they have got it down. It is a 

great program and very rewarding.Ʈ 

Letôs Go To SD Pheasant Hunting 

 

The young crop dustinô pilot 
just landed the vintage 1946 
Piper Cub in the middle of 
Main Street and gave rides.  
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Q 
uestions have always swirled 

around the death of Jettôs dad ð 

a death the Duo has been investi-

gating for years.   

 We are going to share with you 

some of the copy we have used recently on 

Jettôs SIRIUS/XM radio show.  This past 

year the show has focused exclusively on 

the previously unreleased Hank recordings 

the ownership of which Keith won for Jett 

and Hank, Jr. after 8 years of litigation.  

Once unencumbered, these 144 plus songs 

became the subject of a partnership be-

tween the Duo and TimeLife ð for which 

Jett got a Grammy nomination last year.  

This is going to be a long and special fea-

ture on the anniversary of Hankôs death so 

sit back. We hope you enjoy and ponder. 

 Jett speaking: 

 We have been, for the last several 

weeks, tracking Dad on the journey that 

led to the death of a 29 year old,  a coro-

nerôs inquest on New Yearsô day in Oak 

Hill West Virginia and a funeral in Mont-

gomery Alabama 4 days later, followed by 

me being born before the sun came up on 

January 6th.   

 Well, letôs go back to the mystery 

theatre saga of my dadôs death.  You can 

probably tell we are leading up to some-

thing here.  Youôll just have to stay tuned 

over the weeks to have us share it with you.  

For now, I will continue to point out the 

contradictions, lies and misinformation 

Keith and I have found swirling around the 

death of Americaôs first superstar.  Keith 

spent a year re-interviewing everyone I 

had talked to between 1980 and 1984 

[when I met him and asked him to help 

me].  By the way, he said I was like a 

Memorex commercial ï I would tell him 

what someone told me several years ear-

lier, then he would interview them and, 

according to Keith, they said to him ex-

actly what I said they told me ï no more 

and no less ï and no more informative.  

But having been around him for decades, I 

guess a lawyer expects a client seeking 

help to  maximize the upside of their story 

and minimize the downside ï or they avoid 

the underbelly of their perception of their 

situation entirely. 

 Then he and I spent years investi-

gating the circumstances of my conception 

and birth and suing the heck out of every-

body. 

In the process of investigating my story he 

could not help but investigate any and all 

things related to Hank Jr., Charles Carr, 

the death of my dad, Wesley Rose, Roy 

Acuff and a crooked lawyer or two in 

Montgomery, AL. 

 He knew more about all of them 

than they did before he was done.  He 

laughs and says every suitor should spend 

3 years investigating his soon to be --

meant to be --aligned with the stars wife 

before marrying her.  That might not be a 

bad idea on both sides of the equation, if 

you think about it.  Before we were done, I 

also knew more about him and his past 

than I wanted to know without getting too 

scared.  Maybe thatôs why it has lasted 25 

years which, he says, isnôt nearly long 

enough. 

 Anyway, back to the rolling po-

tential crime sceneéas in a blue Caddy 

rollinô up toward West Virginia which as 

we have pointed out was the wrong way to 

get to Canton, OHIO.  Recall, dad and 

Carr got on a plane in hopes of getting to 

Charleston.  Carr thinks they were going 

to Canton, but they were trying to get to 

Charleston ï seems like that would be hard 

to confuse, but so be it, at this point. 

 The plane had to return to Knox-

ville since Charleston was socked in.  They 

went to the hotel and a doctor came.  And 

it would seem that dad had some issues 

getting out of the hotel and into the car for 

the wrong way drive to Canton.   

 One of the few documents regard-

ing the trip is the report of State Highway 

Patrolman Swan Kitts regarding the inci-

dents in and around Blaine, Tennessee.  

This is pretty much of a smoking gun docu-

ment. The original was allegedly lost in the 

Union County Courthouse fire, but Keith 

got his hands on a copy and it makes for 

an interesting read. 

 Kitts spoke to hotel personnel 

and others as part of his investigation and 

while Carr and others have refuted the 

official report it cannot be ignored in the 

reconstruction of the events of the time 

between 10:45 PM on December 31st and 

the early morning hours of January 1st, 

1953. 

 Letôs get back on the road with 

Hank and the kid driver.  It seems Charles 

Carr took to driving wildly for some rea-

son and pulled out to pass next to the Sky-

way Drive Inn signðabout at the dividing 

line between Knox and Grange Counties.  

Carr was on Rutledge Pike and his erratic 

behavior caught the attention of Officer 

Kitts, who pulled him over and got him to 

the Justice of the Peace in Blaine, Tennes-

see where he was fined. 

 Reluctantly, Kitts let them go on 

up the road ï and THEM  is the interesting 

point.  Kitts insists that there was a soldier 

in the Caddy when Carr was stopped.  

Kitts also mentions that Hank was covered 

with an overcoat and does not mention the 

blanket that Hank had been covered with 

when he and Carr left the Knoxville hotel. 

 Now, if you were the soldier on 

the last ride with a superstar, would you 

not have come forward and written a book 

or gone on THE VIEW or some such?  

Unless you were A.W.O.L. or some other 

hanky panky was afoot.  Maybe he was 

covered with the blanket on the floor board 

of the car and reappeared only when he 

realized it was only a speeding ticket re-

sulting in a fine. 

 For whatever reasons, when the 

Caddy arrived in Bristol the mysterious 

soldier appears not to have been in the car. 

Now, consider this.  Several witnesses have 

stated that Hankôs car was spotted parked 

at a roadside park somewhere north of 

Rutledge.  Why? And why so soon after the 

encounter with the police?  Is that where 

we lost the mysterious soldier?  Or did 

something major happen there? 

 How did Hank get the bruises on 

his face?   Kitts shined a flashlight on 

Hank and didnôt mention bruises.  If he 

had, wouldnôt he have pursued it when he 

stopped Carr?  A 17 year old in a new 

Caddy with a superstar in a snow storm on 

New Yearôs eve.  Give me a break!! 

 Someone said dad was in a fight 

before they left Montgomery.  But Braxton 

Schuffert visited Hank right before the trip 

Was Hankôs Death a Homicide? 

 

Jettôs SIRIUS/XM Radio Show 
is smokinô.  And raising some 
very interesting  issues.  
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fell out of the bed in Knoxville and got 

bruised ï based on the autopsy, as I said 

earlier, it would have had to be a three 

story bed with a concrete floor over which 

dad was dragged. 

 At least we have Carr saying the 

ñbruisesò occurred after they left Mont-

gomery.  But Kitts didnôt see them or didnôt 

note them in his report and he seems to 

have been pretty meticulous.  

 

 We have been roaring down the 

lonesome strip of highway taking him from 

Montgomery to his rendezvous with death 

ï at the age of 29.  As you know, he was 

pronounced dead in Oak Hill, West Vir-

ginia on January 1st, 1953 ï he was buried 

in Montgomery on the 4th and I was born 

before the sun came up on the 6th.  My 

birth mother, BOBBIE JETT, lived with my 

grandmother at my dadôs insistence for at 

least the last trimester of her pregnancy. 

But while she was doing that, Dad was 

trying to get to first Charleston, West Vir-

ginia for a show on New Yearôs eve and 

then Canton, Ohio for a show on New 

Yearôs day. 

 These shows were important to 

him.  He had agreed to go back on the 

Opry in February and knew these shows 

were significant and folks were watching.  

He was hammered by bad press and ru-

mors about his unreliability; he had sur-

vived a failed back operation at Vander-

bilt; he had survived his second divorce 

from overbearing, overpowering, over in-

truding Audrey; he was living with his 

overbearing, overpowering, over intruding 

mother; he had had a snit fit and married, 

for all the wrong reasons, a child bride 

from Bossier City ï not once, not twice, but 

three times.  Then he threw her out right 

before Christmas. 

 On top of all of that, I was about 

to come out of the oven and the oven was 

in the same house with the rest of these 

dysfunctional folks. Now, all of that was 

pretty complicated and would probably 

drive a teetotaler to drink ï which dad was 

NOT. 

 So with this swirl of mess going 

on in and about grandmaôs boarding 

house, Hank set off on his last journey.  

Within days a man would become a legend 

and a kid driver would get way in over his 

head. 

 We have, as you know, been 

tracking dad on the journey that led to the 

death of a 29 year old.  Letôs get back on 

the road with Charles Carr, the 17 year 

old driver, and my dad, the superstar, as 

they attempted to get first to Charleston, 

West Virginia and then Canton, Ohio. 

 Recall that  Carr got stopped for 

erratic driving and went before a Justice of 

the Peace in Blaine, Tennessee.  State 

Trooper Swan Kitts stopped him and 

hauled him in.  With Carr was a mysteri-

ous soldier who hid under a blanket while 

the Trooper did his police thing, and then 

vanished into the late night, in the snow 

storm, in the bitter coldðnever to be heard 

from again. 

 Now, does that make any sense??  

But hang on ï it gets still more confusingï 

as youôll see . 

 Why all the lying, bruising, bat-

tering, misinformation, non information 

and just plain stupid contradictory state-

ments--- could it be because there is no 

statute of limitations on certain crimes?  

Or is it because no one has ever subjected 

the folks involved and/or their recollec-

tions, now decades old, to the harsh glare 

of public scrutiny?  Or is it kind of like 

what President Gerald Ford told my hus-

band decades ago:  ñWe can never let the 

public know what really happened in Dal-

laséò  This Edgar Allen Poe tale from the 

crypt doesnôt compare to a possible con-

spiracy to kill a sitting president, but it 

sure was important to the players involved 

and it is still being talked about. 

 Letôs go back to being Sherlock 

Holmes and questioning just everything. 

Carr says they left the hotel in Knoxville  

about 10:45 PM. There is speculation that 

dad was dead when taken to the car for the 

rest of the journey.  Carr has him in a 

wheel chair and functional.  Others arenôt 

sure.   According to manager AV Bamford, 

he told Carr or Hank to get a relief driver.  

It doesnôt seem they had done that by the 

time they got to Bristol.  Now, this issue is 

critical and totally confusing and contra-

dictory.   

 Carr has dad alive when they 

made a stop for gas and food in Bluefield 

or Bristol ï he doesnôt know which.  Ac-

cording to Carr, ñIf he was dead, it was a 

dead man walking around in Bluefield or 

Bristol when we stopped later.ò  Carr has 

repeatedly said ñI remember Hank got out 

to stretch his legs, and I asked him if he 

wanted a sandwich or something and he 

said, óNo I just want to get some sleep.ôò  

Kind of hard to be comfortable with the 

fact Carr couldnôt remember whether it 

was Bluefield or Bristol ï 92 miles apart-- 

but thatôs allegedly his story. 

 It has been stated that there were 

two stops and Carr seems sure dad was 

alive at both stops.  That position advances 

his theory of why he didnôt do something 

earlier with a dead man other than wait 

until the next morning in Oak Hill, when he 

showed up with a dead man, who hap-

pened to be my father. 

 Our investigation determined that 

either Dad or Carr went in to recruit a 

relief driver in Bluefield ï a cab driver 

named Donald Surface who had just gotten 

off duty.  Keith and I found out his identity 

in our investigations and it would appear 

to call into question Carrôs version that 

there was no such relief driver. 

 So if my dad was alive when he 

should have been dead, according to some, 

and this theory was advanced by Carré he 

must have done so to cover his predica-

ment that he didnôt know dad was dead, 

even though he did, and he was stuck with 

a stiffening body and didnôt know where to 

go from there. 

 Another scenario to a questioning 

mind is that Carr and Surface knew Hank 

was dead and had to drive his corpse 

around half the night to pull into Oak Hill 

at first light and set up the cover that they 

just discovered he was dead.   

 Yet another scenario is that some-

thing bad happened to dad between Bristol 

and Oak Hill [156 miles] or between Blue-

field and Oak Hill ï 64 miles. 

 Why not start with a time line and 

see if, perhaps, it took longer to get to Oak 

Hill from Bristol than it should have. 

 So if my dad was alive when he 

should have been dead, then what hap-

pened to the man stretching his legs and 

not wanting a sandwich between that al-

leged conversation and a corpse delivered 

The Night Hank Died,  feature cont.  
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in a baby blue Cadillac  to a Pure Oil Fill-

ing Station in Oak Hill, West Virginia by a 

nervous driver and his new side kick Don-

ald Surface ï the pick up relief driver de-

nied by some. 

 Now, to further scramble my 

brain cells, -- and weôll come back to this ï 

why would someone in Oak Hill close to 

the investigation of the death of Hank Wil-

liams want to meet Keith and me in the 

middle of the night to tell us my dadôs 

death, in his opinion,  was a homicide?  

Why would someone else close to the deal 

tell me the same thing?  Why would some-

one in the autopsy room tell Keith the same 

thing? 

 Weôll slide back into this --- I feel 

like Fox Newséwe report --- you decide. 

 Let me be clear, Keith and I are 

not now prepared to say what happened 

and who did what to whom when and 

where.  But we cannot ignore the questions 

raised by what we have been told, and 

what our investigation has raised. 

 What we are prepared to say for 

the record is that something definitely is 

NOT right.  It never has been.  So weôll 

keep proddinô and investigatinô.  Keithôs 

on it and you couldnôt stop him with a bull-

dozer. 

 As you know we are at the cross 

roads of WHAT HAPPENED TO HANK, 

IF HE DIDNôT DIE OF NATURAL 

CAUSES AT 29 YEARS OLD and WHO 

DID WHAT and WHY??? 

 It has been suggested that Carr 

entered the BURGER BAR in Bristol.  This 

is one of the places Carr says Hank was 

stretching his legs and such like.  After 

getting something to eat, the Caddy rolled 

on to Bluefield.  By now they were on 

Highway 19 North.  The time is evidently 

somewhere between 2:30 and 3:00 AM ï 

the driver has made it some 92 miles and is 

exhausted.  The weather was a persistent 

mix of rain and show and was probably 

pulling tight on the 17 year old. 

 As Carr drove through Bluefield, 

West Virginia, he noticed a small diner 

that was open.  It was north of the town 

and on the right side of the road.  The 

diner sat at the far end of a long building 

and there was an alley beside it.  There 

was also a cabstand next to the diner.  Ac-

cording to Carr, he passed the diner then 

realized it was open and made a u-turn, 

parking across from it on the left side of 

the road. 

 Carr says he went in and encoun-

tered waitress Hazel Schultz.  He explained 

his exhausted situation and asked for a 

lead on a relief driver.  Hazel pointed him 

to Donald Surface, a cab driver who had 

just gotten off duty. 

 Others have said, rightly or 

wrongly, that Dad went in the diner, said 

his young driver was exhausted and asleep 

in the Caddy.  And he needed a relief 

driver.  Hazel, in this version, pointed dad 

to Surface, who was sitting in a booth or at 

a table.  Hank had a beer or two while they 

visited and hired him to join the excursion 

to Canton. We donôt know which version is 

correct. 

 But Surface, who had a wife and 

kids no doubt jumped at the deal for $50 

and a return bus ticket ï New Years Day or 

not.  Donald Surface was 17 years old, as 

was Carr --- talk about the blind leading 

the blind. 

 Whoever hired Surface, it seems, 

being a local, he suggested that Highway 3 

was a better way to go to CHARLESTON, 

but remember Charleston was history and 

Canton was the destination. 

 By now, our time line suggests it 

was close to 4:30 AM.  Surface was driving 

and they crossed the Bluestone River at 

Spanishburg.  Now, where the heck did 

they think there were going ð I donôt 

knowé..but 64 miles from there was Oak 

Hill where dad  ended up dead. 

 Lets recap for a moment, since 

this does get somewhat complicate  As we 

said, we have a 17 year old driver of a new 

Cadillac, on New Yearôs Eve, with a hitch-

hiker that vanished, then with a relief 

driver that he denies ever existed, trying to 

get to Charleston when they were supposed 

to be going to Canton, Ohio. And then 

there was the Highway Patrolman, the 

magistrate, and the waitress, who maintain 

that my dad was alive or dead when they 

allegedly saw him.  Factor in a detective 

who was denied the ability to investigate, a 

blood sample that turned up negative for 

alcohol or drugs, a bruised and battered 

body, and you have yourself an Agatha 

Christy mystery. 

 According to some historians, the 

relief driver DONALD SURFACE was at 

the wheel as they traveled into Beckley, 

where they were to have taken Highway 3 

West.  Surface missed the turn but didnôt 

realize it until he was out of town.  He 

ended up in Mount Hope and stopped at a 

service station.  Carr was asleep, as was, 

according to legend, my dad.  Surface was 

trying to recover on his mistake and was 

seeking an alternative route to Highway 3. 

 Carr was asleep; Surface was 

lost; the car needed gas; so he, according 

to legend, tried to first raise Carr for gas 

money, then Hank.  The owner of the sta-

tion, watching all the activity, suggested to 

Surface that he had a problem and there 

was a hospital up the road. 

 According to a cousin of Surface, 

after the fact, Don Surface was concerned 

that my dad was only wearing a t-shirt 

when he tried to wake him.  He was also 

concerned about the bruise on Hankôs 

forehead, which was very noticeable.  Ac-

cording to Surface, at the time, it was as if 

he had been dragged. 

 Now, this does not jive with the 

version of the driver ï Charles Carr.  Ac-

cording to witnesses, Carr recalls  that he 

discovered ñhe had a problemò when he 

looked in the rearview mirror and noticed 

that the blanket had slipped off Hank.  Al-

legedly, he told one interviewer that he 

pulled off to the side of the road and when 

he reached back to replace the blanket he 

noticed that dadôs hand was ñcold and 

stiff.ò 

 He made no mention of Donald 

Surface being in the car. 

  Carr allegedly told the same in-

terviewer that he stopped at a ñlittle cut 

rate stationò six miles outside of Oak Hill.  

An ñelderly manò sitting by a gas heater 

inside the station came out to talk with 

him.  It was he, according to Carr, that 

told him he might have a problem and gave 

him directions to the hospital. 

 In still another contradictory ac-

counté a West Virginia publication re-

lated Carrôs version of the facts regarding 

finding my dead dad as follows:   

 ñSometime around 6:30 a.m. Wil-

liamsô flashy Cadillac wheeled into the 

The Night Hank Died, feature continued...  
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into the Skyline Drive-in, a simple cinder 

block restaurant located in Hilltop, two 

miles south of Oak Hill. 

 After stretching his legs and using 

the restroom, he remembers going to check 

on Hank, who was reclining in the back 

seat and had been dozing fitfully for most 

of the journey .. and he recalls .. or did at 

the time é  that  the overcoat and blanket 

that had been covering Hank had slipped 

off.  When he pulled the covering back up, 

he noticed that dadôs  

hand was stiff and cold. 

 Thatôs when, according to Carr, 

the proprietor suggested he had a problem 

and gave him directions to the hospital. 

 It does seem that Carr headed 

directly to Oak Hill, looking for the hospi-

tal.  He landed at a Pure Oil filling station  

at the edge of town to get directions and 

spoke with manager Pete Burdette.  Evi-

dently, Deputy Sheriff Howard Janney es-

corted the car to the hospital in Oak Hill 

after Officer Orris Stamey called him to 

the gas station. 

 Other versions have Surface and 

Carr at the Skyline Diner seeking direc-

tions to the hospital in Oak Hill.    One 

observer has Carr and Surface parking 

across the street from Burdettôs station, 

walking over to relate their situation. 

 Now, I donôt know the answers, 

but I can sure raise the questions.  Actu-

ally, the questions raise themselves. 

 Recall that Carr was going the 

right  way to the cancelled show,  but the 

wrong way to the Canton, Ohio  New 

Yearôs day show, picked up a hitchhiking 

soldier, got stopped and fined for erratic 

driving, got entangled with a relief driver 

known to no one, and pulled into Oak Hill, 

West Virginia with a very dead Hank Wil-

liams ïwhere the nonexistent relief driver 

had an aunt and therefore a way back to 

Bluefield. 

  The coronerôs inquest was held on 

New Yearôs Day.  Investigators tried to 

investigate but were shut down; blood was 

analyzed and came back clean; and the 

vultures gathered. 

 But letôs backtrack a bit.  Like 

every detail after their arrival in Knoxville, 

exactly how Carr discovered dad dead in 

the back seat of the car is muddled.  It 

would be six miles down the road before 

the death would be officially confirmed.  

That would be a very long 6 miles for two 

17 year old kids in a new Cadillac with a 

dead man. 

 When the blue Caddy pulled into 

the hospital emergency room entrance the 

saga was far from over.    Janney and two 

orderlies carried the body of my dad into 

the building. 

 Then it gets really confusing.  

Hankôs child bride of several months é. 

Billie Jean éthe one he evidently sent 

home within days of the marriageé ar-

rived there with her father and brother ï 

smelling money, no doubt.  My grand-

mother arrived and met up with Toby Mar-

shal who had been waiting in Charleston. . 

Heôs the quack doctor who did his best to 

kill dad with chlorohydrate and whatever 

else.  By the way, why was he there; who 

called him; why did they call him; when 

did they call him; why was he in Charles-

ton when no one else could get there be-

cause of the weather;  in fact why was any-

one in or near Charleston since the show 

was cancelled and dad was supposed to be 

on his way to Canton? 

 Anyhow, the entourage left Oak 

Hill at 4:30 pm, give or take and Hank 

arrived home for the last time the next 

morning at 7:00 AM.  Grandma was alleg-

edly in the Caddy with the Carrs ï 

Charlesô dad had come up with grandma. 

And my dad was in a hearse.  

 Now, while I suppose there were a 

bunch of folks who wanted to put a wrap 

on the Oak Hill deal, such was not going to 

be the case.  Murderous doctors that were-

nôt doctors were in places they shouldnôt 

have been.  Drivers with amnesia.  Missing 

hitch hikers. Ex wives seeing a dead cash 

cow.  New child brides with pushy parents 

moving in to see what was there. 

 Couple that with the coronerôs 

inquest folks that didnôt have a clue.  And 

they werenôt about to address why dad 

had physical trauma way beyond a 17 

year oldsô recollection of Hank falling out 

of a bed in a Knoxville hotel.  How would 

that get you a very hard kick to the groin?  

Or perhaps strangle marks around 

Hankôs neck? And who was responsible 

for the bruised and busted body parts? 

The funeral was an extravaganza.  It was 

the ultimate country show. 

 Well, by the time the last shovel of 

dirt was piled on his grave, the villains 

were on and about their criminalityðyou 

have to ask yourself how can there be vil-

lains over a 29 year old.  But there cer-

tainly were. 

 Keith and I figured it out pretty 

quickly.  Others didnôt want to admit it, but 

the courts forced them to.  One book writer 

referred to me as THE AFTERMATH.  I 

kind of like it. 

 Hereôs what was going on .  When 

my dad died at 29 ï or was a victim of a 

homicide ï there were legions of vultures 

at the ready. The fraud doctor, Toby Mar-

shal, sendta bill to the estate for contribut-

ing to death by medication of my father ï

thatôs chutzpah ï He skated on 

thaté.Audrey was all over the deal be-

cause she wanted to be the bereaved 

widow ï Mrs. Hank Williams.  The prob-

lem was, she wasnôt. 

 Hank had divorced her twice and 

married Billie Jean, very publically.  So 

she had to get rid of Billy Jean, and did for 

a few thousand dollars. Audreyôs other 

obsession was my half brother, Randall 

Hank Williams.  She wanted him to be 

ñheir to the throne.ò But there was a prob-

lem é. me.  My Grandmother was insistent 

on adopting me consistent with the pre-

birth custody contract signed by dad.  Now 

she was doing it for the right reasons; her 

lawyer was doing it for the wrong reasons 

because under Alabama law at the time 

[my case changed it] if you were adopted 

you couldnôt inherit.\ 
 So, before momma even has me, I 

am the subject of a bunch of thieves that 

made a career on trying to beat a dead 

man and a baby.  I donôt think so.  They 

werenôt too happy when it was done, ei-

ther.  Keith got torqued and I got even. 
 Now, there is some food for 

thought.  Keith and Jett have identified and 

interviewed witnesses, retraced timelines 

and routes.  They have ended up with 

enough questions to choke a horse.  And 

they have ended up with the answer, which 

will be shared in good time.  For now, this 

food for thought on the anniversary of the 

day of Hankôs death.Ʈ 

The Night Hank Died, feature cont..  
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 Larry Black has achieved fame 

and fortune with his ñFamily Reunionò 

series on RFD TV.  Years ago he did a 

segment on the children of the stars, enti-

tled ñSecond Generation.ò  It was a huge 

success and aired over and over.  In fact 

we believe it still occasionally airs.  Jett 

was on that with all manner of folks and 

the late Merle Kilgore [Jr.s manager].  

The banter between the two was great.  

Since then Black has gone on to create 

ñLarryôs Diner,ò which is a runaway suc-

cess, while continuing his Family Reun-

ion. 

 In that context, dear buddy Robyn 

Young [son of Faron] suggested to Larry 

it was time to do another one featuring 

the ñsecond generation.ò  Larry allowed 

as how that was a swell idea and the die 

was cast.   The rehearsal was October 

18th and 4 segments were filmed on Oc-

tober 19th.  Talk about fun.  It is so rare 

for all the folks to get together, let alone 

with time to visit and catch up with each 

otherôs lives and careers.  

 This yearôs show included Sheb 

Wooleyôs daughter, two Statler Bros sons, 

Charlie Rich, Jr., Jean Shepard, Shelly 

West, Robin Young, Georgette Jones, 

Michael Twitty, Robin Young, and, of 

course, Jett.  We are sure we are missing 

some important folks, and we regret that, 

but no one was taking notes and no list 

was published.  Keep an eye out after the 

first of the year ð this is going to be 

good. 

 Attorney Philip Lyon, Keith and 

Jett went calling on George and Nancy 

Jones, at Nancyôs request, to discuss busi-

ness and such like.  They are sitting in the 

Jones manse [Nestledown Ridge] and are 

just getting along swimmingly.  George, 

Nance, Jett and Keith go back to dirt ð 

to when her book came out and she was 

doing a Nashville book signing.  Keith 

went to get her a soda and when he re-

turned she was on the phone with a zillion 

people in line.  ñWho are you talking to?ò 

queried he.  ñGeorge Jones,ò said she. 

ñThe hell you say,ò countered he.  He was 

having her leave a copy of her book for 

himð but of course.  That led to dinner 

and a show together and all manner of 

stuff. 

 The bunch was just jabbering 

away when the housekeeper ð a delight-

ful mother of one young boy and from 

Mexico.  She came roaring in the room.  

It was the first day of school and her lilô  

son was not on the school bus and the 

school didnôt know where he was.  Panic, 

hysteria, all in Spanish.  Nancy told 

George to go hunt him.  Then it was de-

cided that it was best Jett go with him ð 

so off they went.  When they got to the 

school they walked in singing ñI Canôt 

Help It (If Iôm Still In Love With You).ò  

The place about had a come apart. 

 Long story short ð they found 

the youngster and brought him home.  

Seems the school had put color coded 

wrist bands on the critters so they would 

get on the right bus.  Well, you know who 

got the wrong color band and got on the 

wrong bus and ended up in East Jesus.  

But it had a happy ending and in the end 

was good for a laugh or two.  The school 

is probably still talking about it. 

 Keith, Jett, Leroy Van Dyke and 

his wife Gladys go back eons. You long 

time readers recall Leroy saw Hank TSD 

and had to have pups out of him [earlier 

story re: putting down Lil Hank].  He and 

Keith talk several times a week ð some-

times every day.  They talk about politics, 

the music business, the music mafia, the 

young artists and about anything on their 

minds.  We think it is because they both 

live out in the country and relish the op-

portunity to talk to high watt light bulbs. 

 Anyhow, Leroy has been hugely 

active in the International Entertainment 

Buyers Association [I.E.B.A.].  This year 

the organization had the good judgment 

to tap LVD for induction into their Hall 

of Fame.  Leroy got to pick whom he 

wanted to induct him, and chose Keith. 

 Good choice.  Keith thinks so 

highly of Leroy that by the time he got 

finished extolling his virtues, accomplish-

ments, tenacity, integrity, Missouri bull-

headedness, loyalty, feistiness and sense 

of fairness and justice, you would have 

thought he should be Canonized.  Actu-

ally, upon reflection, perhaps he should 

be. 

 Leroyôs kids were in the audience, 

as was anybody who is anyone in this 

crazy business.  It was a very special 

honor for Keith and he appreciated the 

opportunity to participate in the honoring 

of one of the truly great artists in the mu-

sic business.  Congrats, again LVD. 

 Dauphin Island, AL is one of the 

best kept secrets in the state. It is sparsely 

populated and absolutely gorgeous.  Keith 

went there for the first time last year 

when Jett judged the beauty pageant and 

was the Grand Marshal in the Christmas 

parade.  Lordy, he had been all over Gulf 

Shores for years, as well as most of the 

rest of the state before and with Jett. 

 Jett, on the other hand, when she 

was living in Mobile, would grab a buddy 

or two and go fishing on Dauphin Island 

every day.  It is only about 30 minutes 

from Mobile and was a quick run with an 

instant and sustaining reward.  She loved 

sharing it with Keith, and he appreciated 

it.  So, when she was invited back it was a 

ñmust do.ò  There was one problem, they 

would have to drive all night after the 

Saturday parade to get back to Nashville 

for her R.O.P.E. show at noon on Sunday. 

Not to worry.  This is, after all, what we 

do. 

 Other than the indigenous die 

hard year round residents, the place was 

vacant [no tourists] and this was a good 

thing.  This deal is put together, expertly, 

we might add, by long, long time friend 

Mary Strickland.  She and her hubby 

Wayne go back to dirt with Jett, so it is a 

love fest. 

 Now, most folks will tell you that 

a beauty pageant is a win/loss deal.  For 

every winner there are 15 angry parents 

and disappointed lil gals who didnôt win.  

Jett didnôt judge this year since she did 

last year.  But she was the celebrity guest 

at it. 

 The next day she led the parade, 

throwing beads and moon pies at the 

hordes that showed up.  This year was 

Tall Tales & Short Stories in the JettLife  
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Sally OôDonnell, hubby Bob (a favorite 

of Keithôs ), and two of Sallyôs girl 

friends came and stayed for the whole 

deal.  Another good thing was that the 

Duo stopped at Wentzelôs Oyster House 

before crossing to the island and O.D.ôd 

on gumbo.  Then they had the local fish 

market put together the finest cooler of 

crab meat, oysters and shrimp you ever 

saw to take back to TN.  And on the way 

out they stopped again at Wentzelôs and 

got 1/2 gallon of their gumbo to take 

home and an oyster poô boy sandwich for 

Jett to munch on.  Fresh seafood is one of 

the things the Duo misses in the hills of 

TN.  She had it all the time in Mobile and 

they had it all the time when on the ship 

in DC. 

 Thatôs OK ð theyôll just keep 

going back to Dauphin Island!  

 Many of you have commented 

that lately the Jettster seems to be every-

where.  There is a reason ð she is.  For 

example, as part of the CMA deal, ace 

publicist and dear friend Janet Bozeman 

set up the following, all of which were 

recorded on Monday, November 7th:  

WKMK -FM (NYC/NJ); WBBS-FM 

(SYRACUSE); KSD-FM (ST LOUIS); 

WOGI-FM (PITTSBURGH);WGGY-FM 

(SCRANTON); WPAP-FM (PANAMA 

CITY); WPKX-FM (SPRINGFIELD); 

KWOF-FM (DENVER); KEGA-FM 

(SALT LAKE CITY); WQMX -FM 

(AKRON); RAM COUNTRY MUSIC; 

RENEGADE RADIO NASHVILLE; 

RISE UP (SYNDICATED); NASH-

VILLE MUSIC MINUTE 

(SYNDICATED);  AND ST JUDES. 

 Back to ñsheôs everywhere,ò an-

other reason is the wild success of her 

Sirius XM radio show on Willieôs Place 

and entitled last year ñHank Williams: 

Inside The Box.ò  Last year was all about 

Hank and the previously unreleased songs 

Jett and Keith put out in partnership with 

TimeLifeðthe project that got her a 

Grammy nomination.   

 Well, SiriusXM is renewing her 

contract for another year.  You see, she is 

everywhere!  And lovinô every minute of 

it. 

 Duck Head is a quality brand of 

apparel that goes back to right after the 

Civil War.  Everybody in the country was 

raised on them.  And they sponsored a pre

-Opry show hosted by Hank where he 

coined the phrase, when referring to their 

bib overalls:  Duck Heads Wear Like 

Iron.   So weôre dealing with a Williams/

Duck Head nexus that goes back 60+ 

years. 

 Duck Head started in Nashville in 

1865, making overalls and pants out of 

old Civil War tent material [so we guess 

the product was tough as nails].  Then 

Duck Head made all the khakis for WWI 

and WWII.  Well, a Virginian recently 

acquired the brand and the inventory and 

they are hard at revitalizing and reintro-

ducing the brand.  Actually, there are 

strategically placed bill boards around the 

country as we write. 

 Since Duck Head has shamelessly 

used The Great One [Hank] in their 

promo, it occurred to new ownership/

management:  ñWhat we need is an asso-

ciation with a Williams ð No, what we 

need is an association with Jett Wil-

liams.ò  So a call was made and out the 

movers and shakers came to the Duoôs 

complex.  It was ñlikeò at first sight and a 

marriage made in heaven.  So keep your 

eyes open when  you see Duck Head 

emerge, the Jettsters likely to be right 

there.  Whatôs in a name?  Just everything 

and Duck Head and Williams are a couple 

of heavy hitting brands. 

 You readers know that next to 

entertaining, Jett best loves fishing and 

hunting.  She sits on ready for deer season 

every year.  And it just gets better and bet-

ter on the property of the Duo since ace 

farm manager Jason Moore [who is a hunt-

ing fanatic] tends to minerals, food plots 

and such like.  Also they pay careful atten-

tion to what gets harvested and by whom.  

All the neighbors, seeing the racks coming 

off Jett and Keithôs property finally get it.  

Donôt kill little racked bucks ð leave them 

alone and they will grow up to be big boys 

with big racks. 

 What Jett and Keith finally got is 

that if they engaged in muzzle loading ri-

fles they got a jump on the season and ex-

tended it several weeks.  Well, Jett had 

never shot a muzzle loader, until this year.  

On November 7th she nailed an 9 point 

buck, followed on the 11th with an 11 

point big boy.  Sheôs made for muzzle 

loading since she is such a crack shot she 

doesnôt need but one. 

 It did not break the Duoôs hearts 

at all when TimeLife suggested they come 

to DC to visit, eat lobster at one their col-

lective places and plot marketing strategies 

for the coming year.  The head of TimeLife 

had introduced them to one of the best kept 

hotel secrets in DC, the Mansion on O 

Street, NW.  It is an eclectic museum of 

music and antiques; doesnôt advertise; and 

youôre anonymous ð if anyone calls, you 

do not exist.  You fix your own breakfast 

in this magnificent row house.  And just all 

the rockers and others stay there when in 

town.  In fact, on their first trip Arlo Guth-

rie poured Keith his first cup of coffee of 

the day.  It has hidden passages, book 

cases that swing open leading to hidey hole 

rooms and run by a true renaissance lady, 

known only as ñHò and her husband Ted. 

 While taking a walk, Keith & Jett 

noticed an attractive young lady carrying a 

dogðhe commented on the dog and she 

responded.  In three minutes Jett estab-

lished that Elizabeth was from Alabama 

and went to the University.  The Duo was 

invited for drinks with her and her friend, 

who turned out to be about Keithôs age.  

Friend Paul owns a string of restaurants in 

DC and it didnôt take long for them to real-

ize they know and knew all of the same 

folks ð the movers, the shakers, the good, 

the bad and the ugly.  We think this might 

be a budding relationship.  After drinks at a 

Paul owned  restaurant, it was lobsters with 

TimeLife and meetings the next day.  

Great fun. 

P.S. Needless to say, Jett closed out the 

year with an Opry appearance & E.T.ôs 

Tall Tales & Short Stories in the JettLife  

 

© 2012 AdJett Productions, Inc., P.O. Box 177, Hartsville, TN  37074 

CMA Media Blitz  

Speaking of Being Everywhere:  
Jettôs Sirius XM Radio Show 

Duck Head & Jett Hook Up: Hang On  

Itôs Deer Season, Again 

Down Memory Lane ðBack to DC  



Thatôs all for now, folks.  See you down the road or in the next  publication!!   

Love ya, Jett 

Hawkshaw Hawkins, Jr.,  Jett & Charlie Rich, Jr.  
At Larry Blackô Family Generations Filming 

Jett Cutting Up @ CMA 
Music Interviews Nov. 7th  

Keith, Jesse James. Jett & Henry Thomas @ Shreveport  Event  

November 9th, 2011  

Host Bill & Jett In SD  Jett & Jimmy Fortune Backstage, SD  

Marty Martel & Jett @ R.O.P.E., Dec. 4, 
2011    Photo by Jerry Overcast  
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