Hail to the Hall

by

Eyes Right

Sneads Ferry, NC.    Sitting in Connecticut, Jerome and Linda Gundrum had a vision: a root beer palace based on Jerome’s obsession, collecting old root beer signs.  He had a ton of them.  Now all he needed was a monument on which to erect them.

Enter Sneads Ferry, North Carolina.  It is the classic old southeast coast fishing village gone a touch modern.  There are still the shrimp boats going out daily, and many of the locals still make a living in some way connected to the fishing business.  But much of the current economy is based on tourists coming to the nearby beaches, such as Topsail Island.  Tourists bring money and big appetites following a day of sun and beach.  So Sneads Ferry has also been the home to several very local seafood restaurants featuring more fried seafood than a human can contemplate.

Jerome and Linda saw Sneads Ferry from a different perspective.  There was an old deserted gas station on Hale Point Road, in walking distance from several of the seafood restaurants.  So they bought it, moved from Connecticut with Jerome’s overflowing collection of signs.  They soon started to convert the gas station into their root beer palace.

After considerable renovation and even more labor of love, Dr. Root Beer’s Hall of Foam opened for business last week.  That’s the name, Dr. Root Beer’s Hall of Foam.  There is even a great sign in front  

Root Beer Drinkers Parking Only 

Violators Will Be Mugged

The menu, as you might expect, revolves around root beer.  Of course, the house root  beer on tap is Jerome’s own secret recipe.  He will give no hints.  But he will gladly give you a sample in a small cup, because he knows that you will be hooked.  The star of the menu is the root beer float, an unimaginably frothy concoction for which nations might go to war.  It is that good.

Jerome’s old signs all around the walls of the interior of the Hall of Foam paint the picture of the glory years of root beer, before the colas commandeered the soft drink market.  Interestingly, the dominant marketing phrase on many of the signs contains the phrase, “Old Fashioned.”   Just some of the brands, for example, which pitched their product as “Old Fashioned” were Belfast, Mason, Kemp’s, Lash’s (“It’s pure”), Yankee Doodle, Howell’s, Nesbitt’s, Frostie, and Linco.  There were maybe 50 other signs for different old brands of root beer, many selling for 5 cents.  Some of my favorites were Triple XXX  (Makes Thirst a Joy), Ma’s (The Kind That Mother Used to Make), Dr. Swett’s Early American (Rich in Dextrose), Filbert’s (When You’re Thirsty), and the one I grew up drinking, Barq’s (It’s Good).

Much of the history of soft drinks in America revolves around local root beers.  If you had sugar, carbonated water, and sassafras or sarsaparilla, you were in business.  Jerome’s Hall of Foam is a shrine to those earlier times of such simple joys.  Stop by if you happen to be near Sneads Ferry.

I thought you might like to know.

