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gowns and their long white kid
gloves. Our mothers scurried
around in the big room and saw
that each of their charges was
most presentable. Annie, who
worked at the club so many years
was on hand with her patient
smile, her pins and her will-
ingness to aid any unforeseen
pitfalls. At eight sharp we came.
down into the entrance hall and
bedazzled our dates. Maclin had
on his V.M.I. uniform, and I
thought he was the handsomest
man I'd ever seen. Dutifully, we
started to the immediate night of
the foyer, and began speaking to
the assembled ‘‘chaperones’
Each of us had invited our
parents, our aunts, uncles, and
special friends to the dance. The
chairs went all the way into the
ballroom to the big Pallette. Then
all the way down the other side.
And they were not vacated until
quite near the end of the dance.
After we spoke then we danced a
little. Mr. Francis Craig and his
orchestra played for this par-
ty—and many others. We all
adored him and his singer then,
who Bob Lamm. It was alright to
dance—as long as we had spoken
to the guests first. But, things
went promptly—and the time
came to “‘line up”’ for the presen-
tation. The boys went over to the
outside on the porch and we went
into a hall way back behind the
kitchen. When all the girls were
lined up—according to rank and
age—the big moment came. Mr.
Craig played, “A pretty girl is
like a melody’ for the presenta-
tion. I remember thinking ‘‘thank
goodness, Emmie is president.”
She had to go out first. A beautiful
girl—in a gorgeous pink
dress—with John Barton, as 1
remember. Then, it was my turn.
Mother had said, *hold your
shoulders smile,” but
she need not have been worried.
This was just what we'd waited
for—our big moment! When
called “Miss Mary Wade”, I
thought ‘‘what fun!” and stoed
absolutely elated in the frame of
the pallette. I never understood
people being nervous because it
just seemed like such a lark te
me! Then an announcer said,
“and her escort Cadet Maclin
Davis, Jr.” So we met and went
to the other end of the
ballroom—where we joined Em-
mie and John and awaited the
other members. Time flew—and
so did all the other
mechanics—the grand mar-
ch—the S.A.P. no-break—the
senior no-break. When “‘Mr.
Craig” played ‘‘Good night
Ladies”—at the stroke of mid-
night, we were physically tired.
We had danced for three of the
four hours of the party. My coat
was another special thing. A
beautiful white velveleen cape
with aqua velveteen lining that
Aunt Sadie Underwood, my
grandmother’s sister, had made
for me. I put it on and went out-
side thinking then—as 1 do
now—that was the most fun party
I'd ever been to. We must have
gone to Mary Louise Zanone's to
spend the night, as we frequently
did. That part is hazy. But I do
remember going home finally the
next day in Daddy’s Model-A
Ford (a fun car he used to save on
gasoline) holding my white net
dress and the many starched pet-
ticoats! ¥

Some Personal Memories
Of My Other

Special Friends: A
Carolyn Southgate Sartor—We
always had fun at Carolyn’s Here
father (Mr. Donald Southgate)
had designed the most wonderful
family home on Clarendon
Avenue. Our spend-the-night par-

ties there were special because
the Southgate girls were always
into mischief and Mrs. Southgate
(Miss Lazinka) had a tolerant
and expansive disposition. We all
loved Carolyn’s Aunt Josephine
Farrell, too.

Mary Belle Maddin Mit-
chell—Moved off of Ellendale out
into the country in.Williamson
County. With the big family of the
John Maddins, and the- strict
discipline they enforced, we were
always glad to be with Mary
Belle, but preferred for her to
come in town! She said she laved
to come and would often ride the
interrurban in Franklin Road and
then catch a city bus out to some
friend or some kins. The Maddins
always generously entertained
for many age groups. My favorite
parties of theirs were the after-

noon ‘‘tea-dances” at Hethe
Aays. =5t - A
Mary shonldgn

high school friends. ;
Woride says she had no

seriousness about the war—until
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it from making ‘“‘baa-baa-baa”
4 during a communion ser-
vice. Martha whi d, “Is that
the Lamb of God?”’ We, of course,
got the giggles and were severely
reprimanded by Mrs. Malone. A
delicious mortifying experience!
Mary Williams Gast amd
Margaret Bell Massey—I loved
those girls- ‘‘Willie’” and

with the Stumb twins. Mary
Stumb Farrar and Jessie Stumb
Wemyss were unique—they were
twins! Not identical—but still a
pair. They did not necessarily
double date, but you always know
'd both be where the action
was. Their mother “Miss Verdi

Lee’ kept a mightly watchful eye
on her girls—and we ail
respected the wishes of Mr and
Mrs. Andrew Stumb! Their big
old house on Fairfax was the site
of beautiful formal teas and lots

§

the person I loved the most was

Court Apartment on
21st at Pierce. She came in each
morning happy—cooked on a big
gas stove—and kept abreast of all
our comings and goings.
Whenever Carrie Proctor

coming she knew to put “Flip”,
the great white Persian in- a
closet—as Carrie had a terrible
allergy to cats! Nellie knew
everything—and kept smiling
and laughing. I can hear that
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Frank Garrison and Bobby

 Henderson there—with our crew
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suecessful gatherings,
allowed us to have a *‘scrap iron”
and members of the

Bebe Sims was 50 honored. Mrs.
Joe Fenn (who later became Mrs.
Mimi Binkley) was our art
teacher, and friend. We gathered
bundreds of empty tin cans dur-
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period. What a group—I think of
John Barton, Nelson Bryan,
O'Neal Clayton, B.K. Hibbett,
Jr., Charlie Hamilton, Ward
Dewitt, Jr.,, Duck Henry, Edgar
Derryberry, Mac Davis, Freddie
Rowe, Mackie Whiteman, Fance
Berry, John Butterfield, Jimmy
Manier, Elmer Davies, Bee
Hunter, Punk Stroud, Billy
Killebrew, Eddie Hailey, Bobby
Henderson, Carr Payne, George
Mayfield, Harvey Kirkpatrick,
Billy Cooper, Eddie Demoss, Mac
Gant, Tommy Temple, Bill
Crawford, Jimmy Stevens, Harr-
ington Braerly, Beverly Douglas.

for the boys to go through high
school and into college im-

. .mediately. As our ‘“crowd”

, we to meet
friends of our families who had
come to Vanderbilt in the fall of
1943. That was the changing of
the guards indeed. Any slack in
our social life was picked up and
most of us were allowed to go to
“Vanderbilt Parties.” How inno-
cent they were—in

—but what fun. One of

Jackson and I were both given,
by our parents, a trip to The God-
chaux Ranch in Grand Lake, Col-
orado. The trip was the bridge
between our high school and our
college. John Barton, Paul
Johnson from Cha , Jean
Carter from Chattanooga,
Charlie Sanders, Jane Lawrence,
Emmie, Frank and I rode the
train from here to Chicago and
met the senior Godchaux’s. Then
we rode a marvelous domed train
through the west to Colorado and
a week at the })elutif':: rlajnch
Our departure from nion
Station was like so many other
leavings for camp—but yet it was
different. Many of our friends
came down to tell us good-bye.
All of us were dressed to the teeth
for traveling. I had a blue linen
suit, and a hat! We were careful-
ly turned over to the conduc-
tor—who was asked to take care
of us—and he did. We all went to
our compartments under his wat-
chful eye. Daringly, we sneaked
out and gathered in one compart-
ment, a roomette with two fold-
down beds. We sat on the beds
and started playing a game call-
ed ‘‘gossip’’—where everyone
told what they knmew about
there.

I remember being enthralled
with the fact that the college peo-
ple knew anything about Emmie
and me—but in the midst of this

boys in the room with the girls?”
Well, they had better leave im-
mediately. .and they did. So,
we began our glorious

i i but ready to
regroup later!

Strangely, 1 began to
spend a great deal more time at
Nennie and Uncle Joe's at 2415
Vanderbilt Place the summer
after we graduated (that would
be in June of 1944). Summer
School at Vauderbilt had -com-
menced—and so many boys were
there trying to get in as much
schooling as possible before they
were drafted. A group of
freshmen moved in a house next
to Dean Davidson’s house on 24th
that June. As I was out
“walking”—I met a group of new
students, A.O. Archie, Gus
‘Henley, “Coon” Kelley and Bar-
rett _Sutton from Forsythe,

Now, therein lies another book!
Mary Terecia Wade Sutton



