“SPEAK TO THE CHA

Sunday Afternoon
Fraternity Visits
By Emmie Jackson McDonald

The highlight of most of our
week’s pleasure was the eagerly
anticipated visit of the frater-
nities to your’s or a friend's
house—Mary Wade, Mae, Carrie,
Frances, Jo and the rést of our
“‘group” would spend endless
hours on the telephone discussing
whose house would be chosen this
Sunday afternoon. We hurriedly
left our respective sorority
meeting to await what would
hopefully be the fraternity visit.
Can you remember the thrill of
all the cars arriving and the boys
tumbling out? The ‘“old men”
would bring the younger ones
along to introduce them. I
remember Nelson Bryan owned a
beautiful classic Model-T. John
Barton, Nelson, Elmer Davies
and I would crowd in for a drive
to Percy Warner Park. At the fast
clip of probably 10 miles an
hour—of course the trick in those
fun days was to never be obvious-
ly pinned or involved with one
beau. The more the merrier and
was it a great game to play—!
The fraternity visits were
especially interesting because
Yyou not only avoided being tied to
one boy but never to one fraterni-
ty. The dances, hayrides, swim-
ming parties were too much fun
to miss. The visits would last for
a couple of hours, then back home
and study until another glorious
weekend I remember the
realities of Monday morning and
school. The Club House at good
ole W.B. was the meeting place
for us all to share the good times
and sometimes disappointing
times of our weekends. Maybe
we, in those days, lived for one
weekend to the next. We ran in a
group, both male and female,

with a good many activities.

One of the highlights of the fall
was Billy Waller’s annual
possum hunt. There was always a
big barn fire with weiners, and
marshmellows to roast and cokes
and cider to drink. We actually
had the dogs chase a possum
(whether planted or real, it didn’t
matter) because we always treed
our possum.

Also a happy part of these fun-
filled years were the house par-
ties we periodicially al
Deannie Hart Boteler’s family
had a marvelous country house at
Ridgetop. This was a lovely
isolated community 50 or 60 miles
north of Nashville, where many
old Nashville families used to
‘summer’’ ‘many years ago.
Deannie’s house was large and
rambling with a porch all around.
The boys slept in one dormitory
type room and the girls in
another We mainly laughed, ate
and shared a close comradery.
Never was there beer, pot or the
tragic temptations to marr the
happy innoence of those times. As
my life has broadened from the
shelter of love of family and close
friends of these four happy years,
I treasure the opportunity I had
to have “passed this way.” I
know that the close ties we all
established one to another are
everlasting. As our lives have led
us along different paths, I never
cease to be grateful that when op-
portunity brings us together The
ties are still strong and tight! For
this, we are all extremely for-
tunate and I for one am grateful.
P.S. Mrs. Souby would give me
my usual ‘D" in English for poor
sentence structure and grammar
in this.
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We graduated from high school thirty-five yeors
ago—which is very strange, as none of us are that old in our
ownuﬂnds.l’“mﬂnonddnmbru.&my
diungubeom—mnbool,mm.momﬂm.
M,wba'ugloﬂwsodolmmh-mb«pmlmhlm.

dmtmhowsmpm-yﬂnmn.

We have all made other good friends, but we have mever hod

better friends than those God just gave ws. - . .

We k we the of everything (ol worlds). This
authoresses

crossed lines of religion,

schools, neighborhoods, sororities, end interests. And yet
cohesive friendships and memories were formed. Few have
mmmmmm.,m-.dommmam
Erwin Smith, who is the first of us to.leave our earth, and who
muhmmmm‘mmmgmw.

' A ‘Youthful’ Saturday Night Episode

by Mae Elizabeth Caldwell
Saturday was our one big night
out (3o to speak) durng those war

sidered quite racey, (Joan Hamp-
ton’s light blue Packard converti-
ble was the envy of all).

Estates’—all streets being nam-
ed for family, friends and
places—Greeley Drive as in
Horace Greeley—Hickory Valley
Road for the farm where my
grandfather was born—Wilsonia
for my great-grandmether,
Wilson-Price Circle

McMinnville, where my grand-
father often ate Sunday lunch.
Point number 3 was that I had

back to Saturday night. We all
gathered at my house (each get-
ting there the best way they
could). There was no pairing off,
and I had to be sure that there
was enough gas in the Plymouth
to go somehwere exciting—other-
wise I would have had to just stay
home alone with my two younger
sisters, which was a “fate worse

As [ recall, the regulars in the
‘‘group’’ were me (Ma
Caldwell), Mary Winn, Carrie
Proctor, Mary Louise Zamone,
Deanie Hart, Lavinia Jones,
Elmer Davies, Duck Henry,
Neison Bryan, Freddiz Roev,
Bee Hunter, and on rare occa-
sions Emmie Jackson and Mary
Wade. (They usually had dates
with boys that had cars, putting
them in a very enviable position.)
Now for the most daring and
adventurous in the group, the big
Saturday night escapade was to
pile in the Plymouth (at least two-
deep) and drive _
downtown—behind the State
Capitol, and cruise around in the )
Red Light District! Gay Street,
being the most wicked area. This
was terribly thrilling especially if

lucky !
of those “ladies” sitting in an
would wave to us as we passed
zovly by—at which point Duck
Henry would make a dive for the
floor—but I had to ‘keep my cool’

town where “‘everything was go-
ing on” I wonder if any
Yyoungster of a Belle Meade Club
member today would want to go
swimming and eat lunch at
BMCC enough to catch the in-

mance of duty through many bat-
tles. The car was well named as it
served us nobly through the en-
tire war years.

Slumber parties were always
fun. I remember the pretty gran-
we used to have. My
i made me a beauty with a
rolled and whipped eyelet yoke
edged in beading with blue ribbon

i it. one

h

.one of the fraternity or sorority

dances, but I can’t ever
very

at all. That has not changed too
much the kids of today!

by Lavinia Jones Fillebroan
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real squeeze to even get it into the

back of your car because

about five or six crenoline pet-

ticoats to put in first. It always
to

necessary these
monstrosities back and forth for
each fitting because the length
had to be perfect for our e

A personal note I might
add—was my most time-
creation, a white net
appliqued

Bel.leMead:Cotmtry Club. It was
necessary for everyone (males
that is) to know where you were.

cut in on you. Naturally you
(ﬁdn'twantlodnncewiﬂunyone,
no matter how fond of him you
might be, more than a minute!
That was the reason for no-
breaks usually four or five. This
was a big thing too! You usually
filled them with your other cur-
rent boyfriends. Some “‘madly in
love” girlfriends might fill them
with their one true love but that
was very rare for most of us. We
certainly wanted to play the field
and see Nashville—that being
Candyland, the dances and all the
movies!

One other very important
aspect of high school dances was
the Grand March. The officers of
each fraternity were the leaders
and their dates were the reci-
pients of bouquets of roses or
some other exotic flowers which
later were usually pressed bet-
ween two enc, ias for safe-
keeping. Old flowers and old rib-
bons were big dust catchers in
their large cardboard box under
the bed. This box also held other
flower treasures such as cor-
sages received for dances. We all
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hoped for and desperately
wanted the biggest orchid,
whether white or purple. They
were the big status symbol. No
wonder we now usually prefer
smaller flowers

There were many tions
to be made for the big t, like
leaving your hair up as
long as possible—like all day and

night—oh, how horrible to sleep
on those rollers! The second re-
quirement for being *‘gorgeous’
for that special night was to wear
no make-up all day so it would be
very fresh or at least it was a rea

mont it was a little different. We
couldn’t wear make-up to school

Going to and from the dance
was a matter for great planning.
Who would you double-date with?

This was a matter of great im-
portance and your date tried to
please you. You usually double-
dated with one of your good
friends or one of your date’s good
friends

To sum it all up in one impor-
tance sentence, your date really
wasn’t that important—just sc
you got to go to the dance =nd
danced the night away, with all
the males you knew!

Deanie’s house was always
hustling—the family has more
brains and energy! It was a
special treat to be invited there.
Most of us remember Dur:iore
things that happened at e's
than Deanie does! Jo Doubleday
recalls most vividly the mar-
velous meals that were served
there—especially the egg kisses
with peppermint ice cream and
the chocolate sauce passed in a
silver gravy boat by Rosa.
Deanie says she is essentially a
bookkeeper not a book writer—
but does say:

ing the two areas you
lmddmsedmto me. F

1) All I remember about my
birthday party at Mr Fitz Hall’s
private (train) car is that it oc-
curred at sometime during gram-
mar school years. I thought Aunt
Martha might have more vivid
recall, but she was in Boston dur-
ing that era and didn’t even
known it had taken place. It came
about because Elizabeth Hall was
my godmother 1 couldn’t name
one invited guest. I am fascinated
to know who recalled that event.

2) Ridgetop—off the top of my
head, my fondest memories are
entirely family oriented. My im-
pression is that you are seeking
peer group nostalgia. (We did
have a marvelous houseparty
there in the Lindsay home in the
summer of 1942! 16 people, 8 boys
and 8 girls.)

The one item in your letter that
has haunted me is “what a Sun-
day afternoon sorority meeting
was like” A SAP meeting took
piace at cur house on Sunday
afternoon, Dec. 7, 1941. Over 37
years later I am still appalled by
whatever lack of dimension in
our lives—or just provincial obli-
vion—permitted us to meet as
usual two hours after Pear] Har-
bor was announced. Two of our
acquaintances running off and
marrying at an early age caused
more flap in our group than any
national or international happen-
enings. I trust our horizons have
expanded since those days.

Deanie (Lucy Page Hart) Boteler



