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On occasions, The Holmes Handbook presents a disputable piece of important history in the true light as to how it actually occurred in a particular time and place.  Contrary to other account The Handbook is only interested in presenting the irrefutable facts of truth as they happened.  One such account is listed below:

Shortly before dawn, In Tupelo, Mississippi, on January 8, 1935, in a small two-room house, Gladys Presley gave birth to their first son, Elvis Aaron Presley.  Actually, he was one of two, as he had a brother, Jesse, who was stillborn.  It is believed that Elvis out suspected him in the womb.  Vernon, a proud papa, said to Gladys, “Let’s name him Joe.  Joe has a nice ring to it.  I mean, one day he just might be a famous electrician, or truck driver.  Joe Presley, I like it.”  Gladys wanted to name him Pete.  Soon, the new parents were into a heated argument, even though the baby was only hours old. It was about this time that a black woman, who was the assistant midwife, lost her temper.  She had been running errands all night long and the squabbling only fueled her temper. It was get this, get that, go here, go there. Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and screamed at the top of her lungs, “HELL VIS ERRAND!”  She was trying to say, “To hell with this errand”, but because she had a speech impediment and because of her fatigue, it sounded like “El-vis-Aa-ron.”  Gladys shot straight up in her bed and proclaimed, “Yep, that’s it, Elvis!  Elvis Aaron!”  

Later that morning, many friends and family members came by to see young Elvis.  It was remarked by many that he was the only baby they could ever recall being born in Tupelo with a full set of sideburns.  One close friend remarked, “Is something wrong with his leg?  Look at the way that he’s twisting it all over the crib.” By now, it was time to dress the baby.  Gladys had spent many weeks sewing baby outfits for the expected child.  Although she had many garments available at her disposal, her favorite was a star-studded, bell bottomed, white jump suit with the collar sticking straight up.  No sooner was the jump suit on that the crowd witnessed his first hip swivel. 

Weeks and months passed.  Young Elvis did a lot of mumbling, but never made a sound that resembled a word until one morning when Vernon was eating a doughnut and playing asked young Elvis if he wanted a bite.  It was then that Elvis uttered his very first word.  He replied, “A-huh-huh.”  Elvis ate his first of many yet to come doughnuts that morning.  When Elvis was two, he got his first puppy.  The puppy had a name tag that read Shep.  He was supposed to be named “Ship” but, because of a typo, the name was misspelled.  Elvis and Shep frolicked and played day by day as the years passed.  They were inseparable.  One day, Elvis sat Shep down and said to Shep “You know, man, I mean dog, you know, I, uh, I just wanta, you know man, oops, say that, you know, that I, uh, uh, like you a lot, you know man, but……………but you ain’t nothing but a hound dog.”

By now, Elvis was old enough for his parents to recognize that he was musically inclined.  Gladys had recently bought an old piccolo at a neighborhood yard sale and brought it home in hopes of encouraging Elvis to take it up.  Soon, Elvis was tooting away on the piccolo.  After weeks of practice he could play the first three notes of  “Mary had a Little Lamb.”  What Elvis didn’t know at the time was that Vernon had been saving money for many months in order to buy him the instrument that would catapult him into fame, well almost.  He had planned on giving it to him for Christmas.  On Christmas morning, Vernon watched anxiously as Elvis tore into the wrapping.  After the paper had cleared the air, Elvis fixed his eyes on the new shinny musical instrument that Vernon had worked so hard for and saved to buy.  Elvis screamed, “Oh my God!” Gladys came running into the room from the back of the house and tripped and fell right on top of it.  Vernon got excited and started jumping up and down.  There it lay, just waiting to be played, Elvis’ brand spanking new instrument, a tuba.  Gladys said, “What in the hell is that?”  Elvis joined in by saying, “Uh, I don’t know man, but it might just be the biggest trumpet I’ve ever seen.”  It appears that Vernon had grandeur visions of Elvis one day playing and marching in the high school band, the Tupelo Tartoes.

Elvis spent many a day standing in front of a mirror, holding his tuba while trying to sing and wiggle.  He could sense that something wasn’t right, but he couldn’t put his finger on it.  With the tuba on a strap, he would jerk his greased haired head back, swivel his hips, and at the same time send his right leg into an explosive series of uncontrollable circular jerky movements while trying to swing the tuba around to his back.  No matter how hard he practiced, the desired image was eluding him. The tuba was soon traded in on a guitar as Elvis’ tuba playing never got off the ground.  Each time that he made a note, the tone resembled more of an elephant fart as opposed to a musical tone.  Although the tuba did not have an impact on his later famous career, musically, it did help shape one of his characteristics with regard to style. Because the mouthpiece was so large, Elvis’ small lips would shake, rattle and roll around inside.  This is believed to be the reason for Elvis’ signature “lip curl.” This is known in medical terms as tubatatiaitis, or more commonly known as “tuba lips.”

Elvis finally mastered the necessary moves, not with the tuba, but with the guitar.  He propelled into stardom with the help of a man he met along the way, Sergeant Parker.  Parker was only a sergeant at the time because he had not completed OCS.  He later became known as Colonel Parker, and because of his clever military skills, he advised, molded, and managed Elvis into stardom, making him “The King.”
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