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It’s Not About Me   by Woodson J. Savage III 

This narrative is about my family history…I am now 74 years old.  I figure if I am ever going to get around 

to documenting my family history…I had better get started soon!   So here goes… 

I am going to start at the beginning (my beginning).  I 

came into this world on August 15, 1944 at 

approximately 10:30 PM (my mom must have had a 

“long day”).  Unlike most folks now days, I was born 

at home (509 East Market Street, Bolivar Tennessee).  

The attending physician was Dr. B.F. McAnulty* and 

his wife who was a nurse and Rosa Randolph (a 

colored neighbor down the street) assisted in the 

delivery.   

When I popped out on the scene, my parents got a much bigger surprise than they were expecting…you 

see I was born with a cleft lip and palette.   Well what are the odds you say…well actually the odds are 

about six babies in 10,000 will be born with one or both impairments.   Bolivar’s population in 1944 was 

only about 1,800 people with two red lights in town…one of them blinking!   So, at a day and a half of 

age, I got my first automobile ride to the Baptist Hospital in Memphis, TN (about 60 miles away) where I 

would spend the next 30 days of my existence.   

         

Baby Book Notes from my mother:  On August the 17th 1944, Woody was carried to the Baptist Hospital 

in Memphis.  On August 25th his lip was operated on by Dr. Cleveland.  August 30th the stiches were 

taken out and September the 15th we brought him home from the hospital.  On May 31st, 1946, Woody 

had his palette operation by Dr. Cleveland; he was in the hospital for five days.  On May 20th, 1947, 

Woody had a nose operation and a 2nd operation on his lip by Dr. Cleveland; he was in the Baptist 

Hospital for six days.  On April 1st, 1949 he had his nose reopened and an opening in his palette closed; 

he was in the hospital for 7 days.  Note:  All together, I would have at least 12 surgeries by the time I was 

14 years old. 

*The doctor bill for my home birth was $63…I have the bill to prove it!  Compare that to about $10,000 or 

more for a typical hospital delivery in 2017.   
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Savage History Plaque for Woody Savage (Age 25) … Audrey Savage – Christmas 1969 

–––  
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We do not control where we were born, whether we had two loving parents who could/would take care 
of our every need and make sure we got the education we needed to be successful in life as adults; we 
don’t get to choose our race, creed or color, intellect or health or life expectancy; the best we can hope 
for is to do the best we can with what we have been given.  
 
I was lucky…I was born to two loving parents in a small rural community (Bolivar, TN) in West 
Tennessee.  My father was a young lawyer just starting out and my mother was a housewife.  As this 
story unfolds, you will learn more about my parents and their history but for now…suffice to say, they 
had modest means.  My father’s parents, Woodson J. Savage Sr. and Nina Campbell Savage had a nice 
home on seven acres just north of the Bolivar School House.   
 
So, I was told, my parents eloped and got married by a Justice of the Peace in Hernando, MS in 1941.  
They had their honeymoon in Biloxi, MS and New Orleans, LA.  As I recall, my father borrowed a car and 
had all of $49 for their honeymoon trip.  As this was during World War II, my father had been called up 
for the draft on several occasions, so he had difficulty beginning a private legal practice due to the 
uncertainly of pending military service; he had a skin condition that ultimately kept him from serving in 
the Army.   After their brief honeymoon, they returned to Bolivar where they would move-in with his 
parents.  I assume when mother became pregnant with me that my grandfather probably thought that 
three generations under ONE ROOF was at least one generation too many!  My grandfather retired from 
W. J. Savage & Company Hardware business in 1944.  He owned a small house in East Bolivar that he 
had purchased for $7,500.  He gave it to my father and mother before I was born.  That would become 
our only residence; my dad is the only man that I know that NEVER had a rent payment or a mortgage 
payment his entire life!  My dad added on to the home twice, built a garage and a little shop/utility 
building but I spent my entire youth there – from birth to going away to college. 
 

The Savage History Plaque on the facing page made for me by my mother (she made one for my younger 

brother, Ken as well) was given to me when I was 25 years old in 1969.  I will identify a few of the 

elements depicted on this plaque but you will learn more about these folks later in this story. 

• May 14, 1892 (Savage & Emerson Letterhead):  Giles Monroe Savage writing a note to his son, Woodson J. 

Savage, Sr. at Union University in Jackson, TN. 

• June 27, 1894:  Woodson J. Savage, Sr. sends a love note to his future wife Nina Campbell 

• Giles Monroe Savage (Woodson’s father) to T.P. Campbell (Nina’s father) - a bill for $8.00 for a pair of 

hunting boots 

• December 30, 1876: Tax Receipt to Giles Monroe Savage from his father J.C. (Jefferson Casey) Savage who 

was a Hardeman County Trustee at the time. 

• The Bolivar Courthouse – built in 1868 following the Civil War 

• Early 1900’s color ad for W. J. Savage & Co.  – Hardware, Queensware, Stoves, etc. 

• March 22, 1874: Giles Monroe Savage sends a love note to his future wife, Laura Robertson, Compliments 

of G. M. Savage to Miss Laura and solicits the pleasure of accompanying her to church tonight. 

• Kenneth Eugene Savage … my brother’ high school business card 

• C. Eugene Savage (my father’s older brother by ten years) – he was an Architect/Designer and had offices 

in Chicago, IL early in his career 

• September 26, 1944 - Dr. B.F. McAnulty’s $63.00 bill for my birth 

• My business card at Westinghouse Semiconductor in Youngwood, PA when I was 25 years old! 

• My father’s letterhead as Attorney-at-Law in Bolivar, TN 
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You can expect many more diversions as I dig into our family history because as the older I got…the 

more I realized that I had been born into a most interesting family tree.   

Now … back to my beginning.  We did not have 

digital photographs back in this day and time … you 

shot pictures with a Kodak camera and sent the 

film off to some remote city for developing and 

making prints…usually a two to four-week process.  

Here is my first photo taken October 8th, 1944 on 

the front steps of our home in Bolivar, TN.   

 

 

More to be added here later… 
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Segregation in the South 

The Civil Rights Act of 1964 ended all state and local laws allowing segregation.  I graduated from Central 

High School in Bolivar in 1962 and I graduated from the University of Tennessee at Knoxville with a 

degree in Engineering Physics in 1966.  Essentially, my entire schooling was in a segregated 

environment…as a child, I did not really know or understand what integration was all about. 

Rose Randolph was a very dear friend to me; she was the “colored” lady that helped bring me into this 

world.  She lived up the street from me at 436 Market Street (directly across from what used to be 

Emerson’s Grocery/Gas station).  As a young kid, I would often go up there and visit her and play with 

the little “colored kids” next door.   Her daughter Seretha was the lady mentioned elsewhere who 

worked at the Baptist Hospital in Memphis (my lifeline to the kitchen when I was in the Memphis 

hospital).  Seretha had a daughter, Evie Lee, often called Della Lee.  As a small boy, I did not understand 

their relationships to each other… I just knew them as my friends! 

I cannot recall if Rose had “indoor plumbing” at the time.  I do recall that the Bolivar Beare,  

Ice and Coal Company would deliver a block of ice to her side porch where she had an old 

wood refrigerator; you used to post a card in your window or door to let the ice company 

know when you needed some more ice! 

One day I was sitting at her kitchen table eating some hot biscuits with butter and molasses.  Out of 

nowhere, I popped up with a question … Rose how come when you come to my house that you always 

use the side door or the back door but never come in the front door.  She politely replied that is just 

how it is.  But I exclaimed when I am at your house, I come in the front door, the side door and the back 

door.  And when you eat at our house, YOU eat at the kitchen table instead of in the dining room with 

us.  You see Rose did not have a dining room table…I was eating with her at her kitchen table.   

Later, when I walked home, I asked my mom … why is it when Rose comes to our house for a visit that 

she never uses the front door?  My mom sort of “hemmed and hawed” searching for a meaningful 

response but one was not forthcoming.  That night, I posed the SAME question to my father (the lawyer) 

but I did not get a very good explanation then either.  Of course, I soon forgot about this discussion and 

moved on with my life.    

One day, Rose and I were rocking in her swing on her front porch and Della Lee came running up to the 

house and said she had to go to the bathroom.  She worked at Clinton Cleaners over a mile away from 

her home where she walked to and from her job every day.  I asked her WHY she came all the way home 

to go to the bathroom.  She said that the bathroom at the Dry Cleaners was for “Whites Only”.  Being 

the “know-it-all” kid that I could be, I said why didn’t you use the Colored Restroom in the Courthouse 

two blocks away from the Dry Cleaners?  She replied that it was filthy and unfit to use…I reckoned that 

she was right because the White Men’s Restroom was not very well-maintained either!  In any case, 

Della Lee essentially had to take off an HOUR from work with “NO PAY” so she could use a suitable 

restroom.   This is what we called “separate but equal “in the day!   P.S. At least, Rose DID use our 

bathroom when she visited our home. 

The Bolivar Courthouse had separate water fountains for “White Only” and “Colored Only” in those 

days.  One day I happened to be in the hallway and no one was around so I walked over to the “Colored 

Only” porcelain fountain and took a drink … much to my surprise, it had the same warm, putrid water 
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coming out of it as the “White Only” faucet.  I reckoned “Separate but Equal” was “really true” in this 

case! 

When I was about 8 years old, Rose’s granddaughter, Della Lee was getting married.  Their family was all 

excited, of course, in preparation for her wedding.  I had never been to 

a wedding before and Rose knew I wanted to go so she invited me.  I 

got permission from my parents to go to the wedding with Rose and her 

family.  What a treat…I got to ride to the wedding with the bride’s 

family and sit up front in the family pew and everything.  When I got 

home from the wedding, my parents naturally inquired about my 

adventure.  I said it was great but that there was nobody there but a 

bunch of “black people” and that I was the only white person there 

except for one other guy who just had one arm!   My parents broke out 

laughing at me because the “one-armed man” was none other than 

Lorenzo Miller, the principal of the Bolivar Industrial School.  In those 

days we referred to “light-skinned colored folks” as mulatto.  

Remarkably, many years later, my brother Ken and my father attended a celebration for Lorenzo Miller 

honoring his 100th birthday at the Bolivar Central High School where I had graduated. 

But to continue the story, Della Lee married this young lawyer named Odell Horton.  

My father told me that Odell had gone around to several of the lawyers in Bolivar 

asking them where he should begin his law practice.  They all advised him to go to 

Memphis where he could hopefully get a better start with his career.  And that he 

did … Odell Horton would go on to become the first black federal judge and 

assistant U.S. attorney in Tennessee since Reconstruction.  He was appointed to that post by President 

Jimmy Carter.  On May 2, 2007, the "Clifford Davis Federal Building" in Memphis, Tennessee was 

designated the "Clifford Davis and Odell Horton Federal Building" in honor of Judge Odell Horton, Sr.  

While I never really followed Odell Horton’s career closely…I do know ONE thing … the best decision he 

ever made in his lifetime was marrying Della Lee! 

Evie Randolph Horton, 82, of Memphis died on September 12, 2013; her husband Judge Odell Horton 

preceded her in death.  About a year or so before she died, I (out of the blue) decided to look her up and 

call her.  We must have talked for a half an hour… while I had not seen her since the 1960’s, it was like 

yesterday.  She had spent an illustrious career teaching in the Memphis School system and she was 

married to Odell Horton for 52 years before his death in 2006; she is buried at Elmwood Cemetery.  It 

was ironic that she said she lived in Chickasaw Gardens as I was so happy for her; she came a long way 

from 436 Market Street in Bolivar, TN … and I know of no one who was more deserving! 

My first stop when I came home to Bolivar, TN for the Christmas holidays in 1972 was to take my new 

bride, Janet, to meet Rose.  Whenever I think of the word “humility”, I picture Rose and Della Lee; 

despite all the inequities in the world around us, we enjoyed a “colorless”, caring relationship 

throughout our lives. 
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My Kindergarten Days… 

Yes…Bolivar had a Kindergarten School.  Miss Elizabeth Ingram operated the school in the basement of 

her antebellum home in Bolivar, TN.  I entered Kindergarten at 

age 4 on September 16, 1948; at the age of 4 years and one 

month … I was speaking French – 

“merci” = thank you! 

I still have all my Kindergarten 

report cards…incidentally, back 

then, it cost $5.00 per month to 

attend Miss Ingram’s Kindergarten.  

Here is a video clip on You Tube of 

our 1949 Kindergarten class playing at recess; Miss Ingram is pictured at the 

end of this clip.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SJyZ4385m7k 

Each day when we entered Kindergarten, the boys 

had to “bow” and the girls had to “curtsey”.  Each kid 

would bring a piece of fruit from home for recess.  

Miss Ingram would slice up the fruit and serve it to 

us on a tray.  I think Miss Ingram must have been a 

vegetarian because we never did get but a couple of 

slices of fruit for recess each day!   

Each year we held a public recital at year 

end…this picture was taken in 1949 … I am the 

“middle soldier”!  This production was entitled 

“Dancing through Storyland” and had over 50 

children singing and dancing and acting in this 

performance. 

Yes…I did graduate from Kindergarten!   

Miss Ingram was a concert violinist in the Jackson TN Symphony Orchestra, lived to be 100 years old and 

though blind in her final years…was as “sharp as a tack”!   

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SJyZ4385m7k
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More Pre-school Activities… 

Here we are in Mrs. Cobb’s yard 

(two blocks from my Grandparent’s 

home in Bolivar).  We are having an 

Easter Egg Hunt … it is April 6, 1947. 

Pictured in the foreground from left 

to right are James Ernest Mitchell, 

Tommy Stallings, my mother, me, 

Kay Boyd and Mike and Nancy 

Butler.  In the background are some 

of the mothers all dressed up in 

their Sunday’s finest outfits! 

Here is another YouTube video of 

Ricky Reynold’s Birthday Party in the 

early 1950’s … see if you can spot 

me among the 20 or so 

rambunctious kids!  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XbRkqjvfCJw     These video clips were converted from 8mm film 

strips that were originally recorded by Mrs. Eloise Reynolds – Ricky Reynold’s mother.  

 One advantage of being born and raised in a small town is that 

“everything” makes the local newspaper!  Here is a complete 

detailed “writeup” of my sixth birthday party. 

See…the bigger the party…the more presents you get! 

 

First Outings: 

• Memphis Zoo – May 18th, 1947 

• Bolivar Circus – September 11th, 1948 

• Beach – Summer 1948 

• Bus Ride – Roundtrip to Memphis - March 1949 

• Car Ride – Memphis Hospital – August 17th, 1944 

• Boat Ride – Hatchie River – Spring 1947 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XbRkqjvfCJw
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My Formal School Years… 

I finally made it to 1st Grade.  Miss Lucy Black was my 1st grade teacher; she was a small, petite lady 

weighing no more than about 80 lbs.  She was probably one of the smartest teachers I ever had; I was 

told once that Miss Black only lacked doing her thesis on having her PhD!   She had tutored me privately 

at home when I was 4 or 5 to help me with my speech impediment.  There is still a street in Bolivar 

where she used to live named after her.  You see in my day teachers were special! 

It may be of no surprise to those who know me…but I was not the best acting kid in the classroom.  I 

remember in the 1st grade a couple of incidents where I was “no match” for Miss Black’s psychology.  

One day at the end of recess, another kid and I decided not to return to the classroom.  Of course, Miss 

Black saw us hiding and simply ignored us and ushered the other kids into the classroom.  Probably, 

about ten minutes later we showed up at the classroom door as we were “bored” with nothing better to 

do.  On another occasion, Betty Smith and I got in trouble for doing something, and she told us we had 

to spend time in the closet.  Now understand that this coat closet had a window to the outside and it 

was where all the kids who brought their lunch kept their lunch sacks.  Well, Betty was hungry, so she 

started going through each kid’s lunch bag to see what treats she could find.  I didn’t have any interest in 

that because I knew I was going to my Grandparent’s house next door for my lunch! 

Mr. Mecoy Ross was our Elementary School principal; I got to know him extremely well.  I was never a 

“bad” kid, but I always seemed to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.   

• One day another kid and I had a girl’s sweater and we were tossing it back and forth in the room 

playing keep away and the other kid ducked as I threw the sweater and it went out of the 

second-floor open window.   

• Kids used to get fruit (orange or apple) as part of their lunch and they would bring it back to the 

classroom to eat at afternoon recess.  Well, I took this girl’s orange and was throwing it up and 

down in the air and it landed in the hanging light fixture in the classroom…well wouldn’t you 

know it…Mr. Ross was walking by the room just when the orange landed on the light fixture.  He 

gave me one “dirty look” and said that orange had better be out of that light fixture before class 

started back up.  After he left, I got a broom and knocked it out of there.  

• In the third or fourth grade, we had a substitute teacher one afternoon.  She asked the class 

what the regular teacher did with us during a part of the afternoon and I chimed in that she let 

us play checkers!  Of course, all the kids in the classroom went right along with my “story”.  The 

next day when the regular teacher returned and found out what had happened, seven of us got 

to visit the principal’s office.  Our punishment was that we had to forgo recess and had to play 

checkers in front of Mr. Ross’s office for an entire week!  Not to be outdone, on the first day of 

our punishment, I walked into Mr. Ross’s office and asked him how he expected us to play 

checkers with seven people?  He said that I could “referee” the first game! 

• In the old days, the principal’s role was more than just discipline…every kid in the school had to 

go before the principal (one on one) and recite their multiplication tables.  Most kids only had to 

endure Mr. Ross for five days a week, but “lucky me” I got him for six days a week because his 

family like mine happened to be Methodists.  Now, while we did not exactly have assigned 

seats, somehow, the Rosses always seemed to sit in the pew in front of the Savages.  Every 

Sunday, he would turn around and smile at me “like a Cheshire cat”.   I was always afraid that he 
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was going to tell my parents what I had been up to the prior school week because a spanking at 

school usually meant another one at home! 

• For some reason, when I reached Mrs. Rhodes sixth grade class, I had “mellowed out” 

somewhat and began to take my classroom work more seriously.  That is not to say, I still had 

some “conduct” issues.   Betty Smith and I usually had a contest going for “Who could talk TOO 

MUCH”!   Mrs. Rhodes had a card on the wall with Green Light and Red Light on it.  When the 

card was turned over to display the RED LIGHT … there was to be NO TALKING in the classroom.  

Well Betty failed that test hands down…but for a boy, I was not too far behind her.  Our 

punishment was usually writing an essay or writing “I talk too much in class” a couple of 

hundred times! 

So here is a listing of my teachers by grade level …  

• 1st Grade – Miss Lucy Black 

• 2nd Grade – Miss Jean Ross 

• 3rd Grade – Mrs. Bernice Wardlow 

• 4th Grade – Mrs. Bernice Naylor 

• 5th Grade – Mrs. Julia Alphin 

• 6th Grade – Mrs. Helen Rhodes 

• 7th Grade – Mrs. Bishop 

• 8th Grade – Miss Elizabeth Harwood (English, Spelling, Arithmetic); Mrs. Bishop (Tennessee 

History); Mr. Wilson (Health/Phys Ed); Mr. Woods (Science); Mr. Bartlett (Agriculture) 

• 9th Grade – Mr. Thomas Jacobs (English I); Mr. Wilson (Phys Ed); Mrs. Rebecca Vaughan (Algebra 

I); Mrs. Landis Ross (Latin I); Mr. Long (General Science); Hess/Vaughan (Home Room) 

• 10th Grade – Miss Elta Dorris (English II); Mrs. Rebecca Vaughan (Algebra II); Mr. Chumney 

(Biology); Miss Landis Ross (Latin II); Mr. Thomas Jacobs (Economics/Driver’s Education); Mr. 

Wilson (Phys Ed); Hess/Vaughan (Home Room) 

• 11th Grade -- Miss Elta Dorris (English III); Mrs. Rebecca Vaughan (Plane Geometry); Mr. 

Chumney (Chemistry); Mr. Rhodes (Ancient History); Miss Mattie Hess (Typing); Mr. Wilson 

(Phys Ed); Hess/Vaughan (Home Room) 

• 12th Grade -- Mrs. Rebecca Vaughan (Solid Geometry/Trigonometry); Mr. Chumney (Physics); 

Mr. Rhodes (English IV); Mrs. Oma Dixon (U.S. History); Mr. Wilson (Phys Ed); Hess/Vaughan 

(Home Room) 

Milton R. Basden was my principal from 7th grade through high school.  I only had one “run-in” with him 

(literally…I ran into him as I was speeding down the hall as I was late to my next class).  Miss Hess was 

one of my home room teachers as well as my typing teacher.  Typing was one of the best skills I acquired 

in High School, but one day I left class without putting the cover back on my typewriter.  Miss Hess 

walked all the way down the hall to my math class…got me out of class and made me go back and put 

the cover on the typewriter.  In another incident, I was in home room (which was in the cafeteria before 

1st period classes); I was leaning back in my chair when Miss Hess abruptly asked me how many legs did 

my chair have?  Being the sarcastic person that I am … I replied TWO!   And she said, well you can STAND 

UP ON YOUR TWO THEN!  Fortunately, about that time, the bell rang for the classes to begin.   
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Pictured Left to Right:  Miss Hess (Home room and Typing); Mrs. Vaughan (Math); Mr. Jacobs (Econ and 

Drivers’ Education); Mrs. Dixon (American History); Miss Elta Dorris (English / Newspaper Sponsor); Mr. 

Rhodes (English); Mrs. Ross (Latin) and Mr. Chumney (Science). 

Note:  Miss Elta Dorris taught my father, me and later would teach my younger brother Ken.  You knew 

the “eight parts of speech” when you left her class.   
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Pictured Left to Right:  Miss Harwood (8th Grade); Mrs. Bishop (7th Grade); Mr. Bartlett (Agriculture); 

Mrs. Durrett (Librarian/Study Hall); Mr. Wilson (Physical Education/Health); Mr. Milton Basden - 

Principal  
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My elementary school years (grades one thru six) were an interesting time in my life.  I rode Bus #4 to 

and from school every day; we were the last passengers picked up (Shearon’s store across the street 

from my house at 509 East Market Street) in the morning on the way to school and the first passengers 

dropped off in the evening on the way home.  Mr. Keller was our bus driver…I owe him my life (literally) 

as one day when the bus stopped to let us out, I nonchalantly walked across the front of the bus toward 

my home.  An oncoming car did not notice that the bus was stopped (with its stop sign out); had it not 

been for Mr. Keller hitting his bus horn and alerting the oncoming driver, I would not be here today 

writing this story.   

My grandparent’s home was just behind the 1899 Elementary School Building.  It was the same school 

building that my father and my uncle Gene and my aunt Eb had attended.  I called my Grandmother - 

Nina (her name was Nina Campbell Savage) and I called my Grandfather - Papa (his name was Woodson 

J. Savage, Sr.; he was born in 1876); my father was Woodson J. Savage, Jr. (born in 1914), I became 

Woodson J. Savage, III (born in 1944) and later at some future date there would be a Woodson J. 

Savage, IV (born in 1978).  Since my grandparents lived next door to the school, I had the luxury of 

eating lunch five days a week with them for all six years of my Elementary School.  When I was in the 

sixth grade, my younger brother Ken was in the 1st grade so we BOTH ate lunch at our grandparent’s 

house; only problem was I ate at 11:30 and Ken ate at 12 noon, so my grandparents had to eat TWICE a 

day for lunch that year!   

My grandparents were very lucky in that they had 

the services of Belp (Bessie Trice) who was a cook 

and did some light housekeeping.  She worked for 

them for over 39 years … sun, rain, sleet or snow, 

she walked over two miles to and from work each 

day…seven days a week.  She prepared breakfast 

and lunch.  She would prepare one chicken three 

different ways just for one meal … she made 

excellent pies.  It goes without saying that I was 

spoiled rotten; all I had to do was say can we have 

cherry pie tomorrow and it would magically appear.  

When I had to go to high school, I refused to eat the 

cafeteria food and my mother had to pack my lunch 

for me for the next six years!   On Saturdays, I would 

sometimes ride my bicycle over to my grandparents 

to see what they were having for lunch…then I 

would decide whether to stay there or go back home 

for lunch! 

Note:  Meals were Breakfast, Lunch (Dinner) and Supper.  The main daily meal was always at lunch time.  

My father was a lawyer; his office was located about a block beyond the courthouse…about a mile from 

our home.  He walked to and from work six days a week and would always walk home for lunch as well.  

Our first family car was a used black 1949 Ford purchased in the mid-50’s.   
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My Extracurricular Activities… 

Until after I was 14 years old, most of my summers consisted of “recovering” from an annual surgery so I 

did not really participate much in sports activities, but I did participate in many other activities growing 

up.  Here are some of the activities and hobbies that I enjoyed during my youth: 

• Crowned King of Halloween Carnival at the Bolivar Community House – 1955 

• 1st Place Grammar School Essay Contest Winner “What an Industry Means to My Community” 

sponsored by Bolivar Chamber of Commerce in 1956 

• Joined Methodist Church and was baptized on Easter Sunday, April 1st, 1956 

• Sixth Grade Popularity Contest … I was named “Best All Around” Boy in 1956; I got edged out by 

Mike Lax for the “Most Mischievous” Boy 

• Cub Scouts – Wolf, Bear, Lion, Webelos  

• Boy Scouts – Tenderfoot, 2nd Class, 1st Class, Star; Den Leader for Cub 

Scouts 

• Boy Scouts – God and Country Award (1961) 

• Junior Class – Parliamentarian  

• Beta Club Honor Society - 1959-1962 

• 2nd Place in State V.F.W. Auxiliary Essay Contest – Law and the Free 

Citizen - 1961 

• Co-editor of School Newspaper “Central Hi-Lites” – 1961-1962 

• C.H.S. Election for City/County Offices for a Day – Woody Savage was 

elected Mayor –1962 

• Journalism Award given to Woodson Savage – 1962 High School 

Graduation 

• Who’s Who Contest – Most Initiative – Woody Savage – 1962 

• Other School Activities – Booster Club (9th grade); Future Teachers of 

America (9th/10th/11th); Beta Club (9th/10th/11th); Journalism Club 

(11th/12th), Central Hi-Lites Staff 11th/12th) 

 

 

Left:  Working on 

School Paper 

Right:  Carolyn 

Jernigan and I – 

“Most Initiative”  

Rev. Mulroy – God & Country Award            

Methodist Church – Bolivar, TN 

Award 
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The 4-H Club was by far my most enjoyable activity of my childhood.  In 

fact, I was involved in 4-H activities from the 4th grade all the way 

through college where I was a member of the Collegiate 4-H Club.  

Among the projects, I participated in were Citizenship, Farm Home 

Electric, Junior Leadership, Safety, Handicraft, Public Speaking, 

Personality Improvement, Health, Entomology, Home Improvement, 

Career Exploration, Recreation, Automotive and Gardening.  I worked 

very closely with Mr. Knepp, our Hardeman County Assistant County 

Agent, who oversaw 4-H activities for boys; I spent over 500 hours per 

year making project visits, giving demonstrations and talks to fellow 

4-H club members.   

My greatest honor was winning both the West Tennessee District and the State of Tennessee 4-H 

Citizenship contest in 1962.  At the state level, I received a scholarship to the National 4-H Citizenship 

Short Course in Washington, D.C.   Sherry Moncier and I were the only two delegates from Tennessee.  

Our field trips included visits to the Capitol, White House, Senate Office Building, House of 

Representatives Office Building, Jefferson Memorial, Lincoln Memorial, Washington Monument, Tombs 

of the Unknown Soldiers, Iwo Jima Statue, National Archives, Supreme Court Building, Library of 

Congress, Smithsonian Institute, Pan American Union and a boat trip to Mount Vernon.  While at the 

Capitol, Sherry Moncier and I met Senator Estes Kefauver and Congressman Tom Murray.   

Left Photo:  Sherry and I pictured with Lonnie Safley, 

assistant to the president of the Tennessee Farm 

Bureau.  Picture taken in Nashville at 4-H Congress 

after we had both been named winners of the State 

Citizenship Contest. 

Right Photo:  Sherry and I with Tennessee U.S. Senator 

Estes Kefauver at his office in Washington, D.C. 

 

 

4-H Awards and Recognition 

• 1958 – Scholarship to State 4-H Club Congress 

in Nashville, TN 

• 1959 & 1960 – Outstanding 4-H Club Boy in 

Hardeman County 

• 1959 & 1960 – Scholarship to State 4-H 

Conservation Camp in McMinnville, TN 

• 1961 – Member of 4-H Club All-Stars 

• 1961 – Scholarship to 4-H Club Roundup at the 

University of Tennessee - Knoxville, TN 

• 1961 – Received 4-H Vol State Award 

• 1962 – Won District and State Citizenship 

Contest – Scholarship to Washington, DC             

1961 4-H All-Stars:  Rich Emerson, James Ernest Mitchell, 

Ricky Reynolds, Woody Savage, Camille Sammons, Bettye 

Kinney and Jeanette Sammons 

Mr. Knepp – 4-H Club Agent – Bolivar, TN 

Award 
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My Hobbies… 

I have always had numerous hobbies to keep me busy.  Here are some of those activities: 

• 1st Place Blue Ribbon at Hardeman County Fair for my Coin 

and Stamp Collection – 1951-1955, 1961 (they discontinued 

the contest in 1956-1960)  

• Eb and Horace traveled the world and worked overseas in 

China, India, Pakistan, etc.; they used to bring me foreign bills 

and coins from the various countries they visited.  My foreign 

coin collection has bills and coins from 42 different countries 

all framed for display. 

• “The South Shall Rise Again” – Today, Confederate 

money is worth more than its face value…worth more 

than our U.S. money.  Mrs. Hudson in Bolivar, TN was 

the wife of B.V. Hudson, owner of Hudson Drugstore; 

she was about 100 years old when she gave me my 

first Confederate Bill – a $20 bill with picture of 

Tennessee State Capital (the bill was in mint condition 

and has never ever been folded).  I purchased the 

$500 Confederate bill from an antique shop in 

Mississippi for about $15; I saw one at the Las Vegas 

Pawn Shop for about $600!   Someone in Bolivar 

found a bunch of old Confederate Money (Mississippi 

Central Railroad bills) in the Bolivar Courthouse (burned during the Civil War and rebuilt in 1868) 

and gave them to my father for me…there are about 50 of them.  Incidentally, the $100 bill 

depicts Lucy Hawkins from LaGrange, TN (1st woman to ever appear on a bill printed in the U.S.); 

she was the wife of the Governor of South Carolina. 

• My grandfather’s hobby was woodworking.  The first project he ever tackled was building a 

rowboat … he made six of them!  He had them stored in the barn.  The garage was his wood 

working shop as they did not own any cars.  When Papa made something…he made lots of 

them; we always said he made six times too many!  He made all types of items out of wood but 

one of his specialties was making “lazy susans”.  He taught me a lot about woodworking.  Today, 

my son has his original woodworking tools in Atlanta, GA.  Papa lost part of two fingers on the 

table saw and planer; it can be a dangerous hobby if you are not careful.  Papa would take a 

piece of lumber even if it had a “knot hole” in it and use it, but not me … I would find the best 

board in the pile of lumber for whatever I was working on.  One time I decided to “clean up” his 

shop … I swept out the piles of sawdust, sorted all his patterns, rearranged all his hand tools and 

stacks of lumber, etc.  He got so upset with me because he could no longer find anything … he 

did not talk to me for a week! 

Three generations of Woodson Savages pictured on the next page:  Jr, III, Sr on left photo; right 

photo is me pictured with some of my wood working projects … I still use the bookcase today in 

my office! 
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• My father’s hobby was weaving.  Out of the blue, he ordered a big four harness floor loom from 

Canada.  He really enjoyed this hobby as he made numerous coverlets, placemats, etc.  He 

would buy his thread in bulk and sometimes his selection of colors was not the best!  I used to 

help him string the loom; I wove a few little items, but it was not my favorite thing to do as it 

was too redundant for me.   

 

 
 

• I did learn to cane split bottom chairs as we always had old antiques that needed repairing. 

• My family used to go “antiquing” on weekends.  We would drive around out in the country side 

in Hardeman County and go up to any old house, knock on the door (if they were not sitting out 

on their front porch), and ask them if they had any “old stuff to sell”.  Usually, we would mention 

a coffee grinder or dough tray or something simply to get the conversation started.  It was 

remarkable what people would have that they inherited from their parents, uncles, etc.  We 

picked up many of our antiques in this manner:  kitchen cupboard, chairs, corner cupboard, 

bedside tables, glassware, etc.  It was a fun thing to do as it was almost like a treasure hunt.  

Usually, if they did not have anything themselves, they would say that “so and so” down the 

road might have what you are looking for…and we would head off to our next stop!  You would 

not try this adventure in this day and time…you would probably get shot.  Occasionally, 

somebody would tell us that they used to have “such and such” but they sold it to an old lady 

and her son about 30 years ago; unbeknownst to them the persons they were talking about were 
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my grandmother, Nina, and her oldest son, Gene!  An acorn does not fall too far from the 

tree…that is where my father got his start in antiquing.   

• I always enjoyed hunting; my grandfather had a single shot 22 rifle (which I have now) and as a 

boy I bought a 20-gauge shotgun at a gun store in Memphis.  I used to shoot squirrels at my 

grandparent’s house in Bolivar; I used the rifle because the shotgun made too much noise and 

the police station was just two blocks away from their home (it was against the law to fire a gun 

inside the city limits).  The squirrels were doing damage to their house, so I was simply being a 

good Samaritan by getting rid of them.  I would give the squirrels I killed to Belp, and she would 

take them home for her dinner!  

 

My Transportation 

Somebody gave me a pair of roller skates; we did not have any sidewalks near our home, but when I 

finally tried using them, I quickly determined that this means of transportation was NOT for me.    

• At age 12, I got a bicycle for Christmas.   

• At age 14, I got a Harley Davidson Hummer 125 for Christmas!   Now, it was a 3rd hand used 

motorcycle but it was one of the most fun experiences of my youth.  I could drive it to school 

and around town.  I would even go as far as Hornsby, TN (9 miles away) to get gas at Jernigan’s 

Gulf station (29 9/10 cents per gallon).  Mr. Knepp, our 4-H leader, even painted a Woody 

Woodpecker image on both sides of the gas tank.  I even mounted a wood box I made to the 

back of the motorcycle luggage rack, so I could haul stuff.  

• At age 16, I graduated to a car … 1955 blue Ford; I paid $450 for it.  I remember taking it to Earl 

Schieb in Memphis and getting their $29.95 paint job!  I even got an Insurance Discount for 

taking our High School Driver’s Education Course.  Mr. Thomas Jacobs was our Driver’s 

Education instructor at Central High School.  He would sit in the front passenger seat and one 

student would be the driver and three other students would be sitting in the rear seats.  

Whenever a student driver would do something wrong (which was frequently) … Mr. Jacobs 

would yell out “Mr. Savage … you are going to kill us all” in his British Hickory Valley, TN accent! 
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Some Reflections on my surgical experiences 

In total, I would eventually by the age of 14 have 12 surgeries.   

• In the old days, they used “ether” to put you to sleep and it smelled horrible (like old model 

airplane glue).  I could not stand the “smell” so I never put together model airplanes and such.   

• One time the hospital anesthesiologist almost “killed me” in prep for an operation because they 

gave me too much ether. 

• Once, when waking up from an operation, I asked my mom for Coca Cola.  She gave me a “sip” 

and it went down my throat and reached my stomach but immediately came right back up 

again!  But the feeling was so refreshing that I told her I wanted more Coca-Cola anyway! 

• I never enjoyed going to the hospital as the first thing they would do upon arrival would be to 

“draw your blood” … not a great way to greet you!   All my surgeries but one was conducted at 

the Baptist Hospital in Memphis, TN.  

• But I had a special connection at the hospital…Rosa Randolph’s daughter Seretha worked in the 

kitchen at Baptist Hospital…she would bring me lemonade or milk shakes when I was a patient.  

Because they were always operating on my lip or palette, I was usually on a liquid diet!   If you 

got a milk shake from the hospital, they would put a “raw egg” in it because in those days, they 

thought that was healthy for you!  Once I showed up at the hospital for an operation and I found 

out Seretha was on vacation, and I threw a fit…wanted to go home.  Finally, my parents took me 

downstairs to the Drug Store soda fountain (in my pajamas) so I could get a REAL MILK SHAKE! 

• In the early days, I used to have “wheel chair races” in the hospital hallway with other kid 

patients. 

• On one occasion, I was in the hospital getting ready for my surgery, but it got cancelled because 

Dr. Cleveland, my original plastic surgeon, died the night before my scheduled surgery.  

• Dr. McCarthy Demere later became my plastic surgeon; he was a brilliant surgeon and was the 

first person I ever met that I considered a “perfectionist”.  I remember one of my last surgeries 

(without ether), he gave me shots to deaden the area where he was cutting.  However, the 

shots hurt as much as the cutting.  He told me to tell him if I could feel any pain.  Midway in the 

procedure, I hollered out; Dr. Demere said I told you to tell me if you were feeling any pain.  I 

told him I was trying to decide which hurt worse – the cutting or the shot to “deaden the pain”! 

• After a nose surgery, I had to get my nose repacked with gauze ever so often.  So, to avoid 

having to go back to Memphis to Dr. Demere every week, he said my local doctor could do it.  

Problem was Dr. McAnulty’s gauze was too stiff and coarse and it hurt when he tried to insert it 

into my nose.  So, on my next visit to Dr. Demere, I told him to give me some of his softer and 

lighter weight gauze for Dr. McAnulty to repack my nose with next time (and he did)!  

• Dr. Demere’s office visits were usually quite lengthy as he always seemed to have a very busy 

schedule; we would usually get to his office by 2 PM but it might be 4 or 4:30 before we would 

get to see him.  One day we were back in one of his examining rooms and I was reading his 

various diplomas on the wall.  I mentioned to my parents that maybe I should consider 

becoming a doctor since I spent so much time visiting them.  Dr. Demere walked in the room at 

about the same moment when my father replied to me that he could not afford to send me to 

Medical School.   Dr. Demere piped up and said if Woody wants to be a Doctor, I will pay for his 

education and he can pay me back after he gets established as he will make plenty of money.  
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Dr. Demere was not joking…he was serious in his offer.  I thanked him profusely but insisted that 

I could not stand the “smell of ether” and that I would be looking for a different career path! 

• Dr. Demere was NOT only a plastic surgeon but in his spare time he became a renowned lawyer.  

I asked him once didn’t he have enough to do as a doctor without being a lawyer too!  Later, I 

would find out that Dr. Demere wrote the definition of death that is used by our U.S. Court 

systems today. 

• Little Known Facts … Shelby County Sheriff Bill Morris during the booking, arrest, transporting, 

and incarceration of James Earl Ray in 1968 for the assassination of Martin Luther King, Jr.  -- 

"Until he was in the state prison system, he was my guy," says Morris. "My job was to see he 

was secure, that he maintained his health, had proper legal counsel, and all the Constitution 

requires. Plus!" Once within the heavily secured perimeter at the air base, Morris boarded the 

plane with an FBI agent and with Dr. McCarthy Demere, a renowned local plastic surgeon and 

professor of medicine and law, who would administer a quick strip search of Ray after the sheriff 

read him his rights.   

 

MCCARTHY DEMERE SR. (1918-2001) 
  
McCarthy Demere Sr. (1918-2001) was born in Memphis, 

Tennessee, in 1918. He married and divorced Ruth Mary Pidgeon, 
whose family was one of the first bottlers of Coca-Cola. The 
children of McCarthy and Ruth Mary Demere are McCarthy 
Demere, Jr. (b. 1954), Michael Demere (b. 1965), Patrick 
McLean Demere (b. 1966), Marie Demere Tackett Conn (b. 1968), 
and James Pidgeon Demere (b. 1970). 

  
 McCarthy Demere was both a physician with a specialty in 

Plastic Surgery and a lawyer. He graduated Magna Cum Laude 
from Southwestern at Memphis with a B.S. in Biology, received his 
M.D. from the University of Tennessee, and his J.D. from the 
University of Memphis. He became a Fellow of the American 
College of Surgeons. 

 
During World War II, McCarthy Demere received the Croix de Guerre of Luxembourg for 

service as Chief Consultant in Plastic Surgery when he was a Major in the United States Army during 
the Battle of the Bulge. The Luxembourg War Cross was bestowed to members of the Allied Forces 
who liberated Luxembourg from German occupation. The Luxembourg War Cross was one of the 
rarest of foreign decorations to be bestowed upon allied troops due to the small number of combat 
operations which took place in Luxembourg 

An article that appeared in the Memphis newspaper in 1993 entitled “McCarthy Demere, An 
Artist In Flesh Grabs Hold Of Life, Looks It In The Face” describes Dr. Demere and his life: 

  
His impact on the city is hard to gauge, but it’s safe to say that for 42 years Dr. 

McCarthy Demere has been changing the faces of Memphis. As a Plastic Surgeon and 
General Surgeon, Demere’s most famous patients have included James Earl Ray, Carmen 

http://encyclopedia.thefreedictionary.com/Germany
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Miranda and Marguerite Piazza. An Eagle Scout and former scoutmaster, Demere has 42 
merit badges, and almost anything the badges don’t cover his other interests might. 

He has a law degree and taught law part time for 16 years at Memphis State 
University. 

As chairman of the Law and Medicine Committee of the American Bar Association 
in 1975, he used committee findings to write a definition of death (“irreversible cessation of 
total brain function”), which replaced earlier definitions in every state except Massachusetts.  
[This definition of irreversible cessation of total brain function aided in transplant surgery as well as allowed 
doctors to remove brain-dead patients from life-support machines without the threat of legal action.] 

When former U.S. Surgeon General C. Everett Koop left office in 1989, Demere 
was recommended by seven senators and eight representatives as successor. He went to 
Washington for interviews but did not get the job. Between medicine and law, Demere often 
commuted to California, where he once was an amateur formula-car race driver ... he is 
gentleman farmer and breeder of “mediocre” Black Angus cattle. 

His mother, a former teacher and lawyer, had encouraged him to study law because 
most doctors don’t understand business. His father was an electrical engineer, but Demere 
says he knew early on he wanted to be a plastic surgeon. 

As one of the last surgeons to leave Europe at the end of World War II, Demere 
became chief consultant in plastic surgery in the European theater of operations. He 
completed training at Barnes Hospital in St. Louis. 

While several international celebrities have turned to him, Demere declines to discuss 
most of them, although he does confess to a nose job on actress Carmen Miranda who died 
in 1955. “Someone had injected paraffin into her nose down in Argentina and it looked like 
a big blob.” 

He didn’t perform surgery on James Earl Ray [the assassin of Martin Luther King 
Jr.], but, as a reserve deputy sheriff, Demere served as Ray’s Memphis doctor when Ray was 
transferred to Memphis after his 1968 arrest in England. 
  
Dr. Demere died in Memphis on October 30, 2001 and is buried in Calvary Cemetery there. 
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Some Interesting People I have met… 
 
At age 74, I have met a lot of people...but Joe 
Fick is probably one of the most unusual 
individuals one could imagine.  He lived on a 
small farm on a dirt road about five miles from 
the small community of Hickory Valley, TN.  Joe 
practiced "GREEN LIVING" about 50+ years 
before the term was ever invented.  I don't ever 
recall what he did for a living as he lived off the 
land.   He had a large garden, raised goats for 
goat's milk; his wife, Emmy, baked bread and 
made everything from scratch.  The only running 
water was in the kitchen sink.  The bathroom 
was a "two-holer" about 100 yards from the 
house ... I always carried a flashlight at night 
"looking for snakes"; they had a Sears catalog in 
the outhouse (it wasn't for reading!).  There was 
a rain barrel in the corner of the house to catch 
rain coming off the roof...your bath was a 
sponge bath in the kitchen with hot water 
heated on the stove.  And, oh yes, the 
entertainment was a large old battery radio in 
the living room. 
 Emmy Lou Avent’s father was James 
Monroe Avent – a key figure in the Ames 
Planation and the National Bird Dog Field Trials.  
It was rumored that when Joe and Emmy got married that he thought she was wealthy and she thought 
he was wealthy but then they found out neither one of them were!  They lived about five miles from 
downtown Hickory Valley, Tennessee and walked to and from there as they never owned a car while I 
knew them.  There was a Grocery van that came by once or twice a week where they would purchase 
their “bulk groceries” that were too heavy to carry by hand.  Likewise, a mobile library van would come 
by weekly, so you could check out or request certain books for reading.  
 Emmy was a great cook, but when she served cakes and pies for dessert she would always cut 
them into “very thin slices”.  So as a standing joke, we would always refer to her slices as “an Avent 
slice”.  If I did not want much to eat, I would simply request an “Avent slice”.   At her house when I 
wanted a piece of cake, I would request two or three “Avent Slices” please!   
          I don't recall what Joe's formal education consisted of...I assume he graduated from High School in 
Detroit, MI or somewhere...but beyond that, he was "self-taught".   Joe was an avid reader and he kept 
up with all current events via the radio and newspapers.  He did not get many visitors...but he loved to 
debate with anyone on ANY subject ... it did not make any difference what the subject was...religion, 
politics, abortion, you name it ... he could discuss it.  But what was rather remarkable about him is that 
he would gladly "debate" EITHER SIDE of the issue.   He did not care whether you were for it or against it 
... he could take the opposing position and more than hold his own in any discussion.  That is where I 
learned a most important lesson in life … learn BOTH sides of an issue equally well regardless of what 
your own opinion might be! 
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           Joe liked to write letters to the editor in the Memphis papers ... Memphis Commercial Appeal and 
the Memphis Press Scimitar often published his epistles!  It is from him that I learned the value of 
looking at all sides of an issue and doing "due diligence" before forming my own opinion on a subject.  I 

owe him for that bit of knowledge...it has 
served me well.   Joe never lived to see 
the advent of the personal computer and 
the Internet...but if he had ... he would be 
blogging away today! 
 In later life, Joe and Emmy moved to 
Memphis and bought a small duplex 
house on Jefferson Avenue near Poplar 
and McLean.  They mainly did “pet dog 
sitting” for folks as they were always fond 
of animals and they rented out the other 
side of their home for extra income.   
 Joe always had an unusual sense of 

humor.  Above is a card that he wrote “Warning Thieves Not to Steal from Him” … he posted this card in 
his home!   
 
Emma Lou Avent Fick’s father was James Monroe Avent of TN (1859-1936).  He is pictured here with one 

of his world champion dogs 'Momoney'. 

James M. Avent was a well-known trainer of champion 

bird dogs and was nicknamed "the Fox of Hickory Valley” 

as described in the March 3, 1930 issue of Time Magazine. 

James Monroe Avent along with Hobart Ames, was 

responsible for establishing the National Bird Dog 

Championship in Hardeman County. The bird dog trials 

continue to be held annually at the Ames Plantation in 

Grand Junction. Both Avent and some of the dogs he 

trained were notable enough to be placed in the Field Trial 

Hall of Fame -- Tennessee Historical Commission Website, 

2002, National Register of Historic Places. 

The story goes that the manner of his death was as 

follows: J. M. Avent at age 76 wanted to go fox hunting but 

had pneumonia. The doctor said he would die if he went. 

Avent said, "I would rather go fox hunting and die than 

stay at home." So, he went ... and died. 

Note:  I will forever be indebted to Emmy and Joe as they took in my mother and her brother when they 

were both teenagers.  That is where my dad met my mother and they, of course, later married. 
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My Best Friend’s Dad Was Killed… 

Billy Cox was one of my best friends.  We were in school together 

for all 12 years.  We both attended the University of Tennessee – 

Knoxville at the same time.   We even ended up working in the 

same city – Pittsburgh, PA upon graduation from college.  He lived 

across the street from me when this tragic event unfolded.  I can 

still remember hearing the announcement on the radio…I was 

playing in the living room of our home at 509 East Market Street 

when the news bulletin was broadcast.  We were both just seven 

years old when it happened…Billy’s father was killed by a fugitive 

being transported back to prison.   

 

 

 

Transport Officer 

William Lonnie Cox 

Tennessee Department of Correction, Tennessee 
 

End of Watch: Friday, November 9, 1951 
 

Transportation Officer William Cox (age 40) was shot and killed by a fugitive he was returning to 

Tennessee's Brushy Mountain Prison in Petros. Joe Blevins, a records clerk at the prison, who was with 

Officer Cox was also killed. 

 

The 22-year-old suspect, serving a three year sentence for receiving stolen property, had escaped 

from the prison three weeks earlier. Two days later he was recaptured in Louisville, Kentucky.  

 

Officer Cox and Clerk Blevins had stopped with their prisoner at a restaurant near Somerset, 

Kentucky, for lunch. The handcuffs were removed from the prisoner to permit him to eat. As the three 

were eating the suspect suddenly snatched Officer Cox's revolver from his holster and opened fire, 

killing Officer Cox instantly and fatally wounding Clerk Blevins. The suspect fled in Officer Cox's car 

and abandoned it five miles away in Shafter. The next day he walked into the Somerset Police 

Department and gave himself up. 

 

The suspect was convicted of two counts of murder. He died at the Kentucky State Prison in Eddyville 

July 2, 1962. 

  

https://www.odmp.org/agency/3909-tennessee-department-of-correction-tennessee
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But the story is not over.  We grew up together…we went to the same orthodontist in Memphis, TN.  

Sometimes we would ride to and from Memphis together for our appointments.  One time, the night 

before we had both been to the movies (Luez Theatre in Bolivar).  Neither one of us could pass up the 

nickel bag of popcorn even though we were strictly prohibited from eating it because we were both 

wearing braces.   The next day at the orthodontist office, Dr. Smith found a kernel of popcorn in Billy’s 

braces.  And Billy blurted out, well Woody ate popcorn too!  I just did a better job of brushing my teeth! 

In High School, Billy and his mom lived directly across from the Bolivar Central High School so he could 

easily walk to school.  We were both involved in the school paper; Billy was very upset when I was going 

to be named editor of the school newspaper so I spoke with the class sponsor, Miss Elta Dorris, to see if 

they would agree to naming us both as co-editors (which they did).  My personal interest was not in 

being named editor, but I simply wanted the job of running the paper.   

At college, Billy lived at Tyson House – the Episcopal Church student center … it was a block or two from 

the Melrose Hall dormitory where I resided.  We did not see too much of each other at UT as we were 

just running in different circles.   

Later, when I took a job with Westinghouse in Western Pennsylvania, I learned that Billy was working for 

Stouffer’s Restaurant chain in Pittsburgh (and Cleveland, OH).  Stouffer’s was a great restaurant; their 

main location was on Penn Avenue and they had a location in Oakland near the University of Pittsburgh 

where I would sometimes eat.  Billy gave me a grand tour of the Penn Avenue Kitchen one time.   

At the time, Billy was living in an apartment in the Mt. Lebanon section of Pittsburgh, he called me one 

day while I was at work in a frantic tone asking me for a loan.  In those days, I was only making about 

$600 a month … I offered him $200 … he said that would not be enough that he had to get out of town 

fast.  I never heard from him again … he simply disappeared off the face of the earth.   I don’t know if he 

had gotten into trouble with the mob, loan shark or what … I contacted relatives and others (his mom 

had died) but never got a satisfactory answer as to his whereabouts.  Years later, I even spoke with our 

classmates at our 50th High School Reunion and no one had any recollection of ever hearing from him.  

He simply disappeared into oblivion … so sad.   
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More Doctors 

If having more operations were not enough, I had to go to an orthodontist for braces on my teeth as 

well.  I did this from about 2nd grade through my freshman year in College.   Dr. Doyle J. Smith was my 

orthodontist; he was a very nice man.  He began his career as a shoe salesman at a retail shoe store in 

Memphis and worked his way thru dental school as I recall.   

He was a very good doctor and had a very successful practice on Madison Avenue in Memphis.  I even 

recall him posing in a picture with the famous entertainer, Eddie Cantor.  For those who do not know 

who Eddie Cantor was…here is a YouTube clip:  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sxVy2YtT7xU&index=6&list=PLRU6OJkqWohG_3DR3VTUM2Or4bTRKXuUw 

Dr. Smith usually charged $25/visit (once a month); I recall my father getting a special rate of $15.  

When I went away to college, Dr. Smith referred me to a dentist in Knoxville to have a partial plate 

made.  However, having done this, the partial never really fit correctly.  When I told Dr. Smith of this, he 

had impressions made himself and had a new partial created for me…and he gave it to me at NO 

CHARGE!   You would not find a kinder man … unfortunately, he was apparently mugged outside of his 

office in 1972 and died several weeks later at age 58 from the incident.  You can read his wife’s suit 

against the Life Insurance Company here:   

Metropolitan Life Ins. Co. v. Smith 

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, Interstate Life and Accident Insurance Company, Fidelity Mutual 
Life Insurance Company and Jefferson Standard Life Insurance Company, Petitioners, v. Christine SMITH, 
Individually and Co-Executor of the Estate of Dr. Doyle J. Smith, Deceased, et al., Respondents. 

Supreme Court of Tennessee.   August 1, 1977. 

Dale Woodall, G. Wynn Smith, Robert M. Johnson, Susan Callison, Memphis, for petitioners; Canada, Russell & 
Turner, Cobb, Edwards, Hamlet, Nichol & Woodall, Memphis, of counsel. 

D. Jack Smith, Jr., J.N. Raines, Lucius E. Burch, Memphis, for respondents; Dann, Blackburn, Smith & Goldin, Burch, 
Porter & Johnson, Memphis, of counsel. 

OPINION   HARBISON, Justice. 

Respondents sued four life insurance companies seeking double indemnity benefits for the alleged 
accidental death of the insured, Dr. Doyle J. Smith. The ordinary *124 life benefits under each policy have 
been paid. 

Respondents demanded a jury, but at the conclusion of their evidence in chief, the trial judge directed a verdict for the 
insurance carriers. The Court of Appeals reversed and remanded for a new trial, and this Court granted certiorari. 

Although the Court of Appeals considered that legal questions were presented as to the interpretation of the policy 
provisions, we regard the issue primarily as one of the sufficiency of the evidence. The case presents a frequently 
litigated fact situation, where an insured suffering from an advanced disease sustains accidental injury by trauma and 
thereafter dies.  The policies provide double indemnity for death resulting from accidental means, exclusive of all 
other causes and independently of pre-existing disease. 

There is no serious dispute about the known facts, nor have conflicting expert opinions been offered. The only 
question is whether a submissible jury issue was presented. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sxVy2YtT7xU&index=6&list=PLRU6OJkqWohG_3DR3VTUM2Or4bTRKXuUw
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The insured, Dr. Doyle J. Smith, was 58 years of age at the time of his death. He had been actively engaged in 
Memphis as an orthodontist for many years. In 1961 he suffered a myocardial infarction and continued intermittently 
to have chest pains for the remainder of his life. He resumed his professional and other business activities after about 
four weeks, however, and was not again hospitalized for suspected heart disease until December 29, 1971. At that 
time, he was complaining of chest pains and he remained hospitalized until January 8, 1972. Extensive tests were 
made in the hospital, and his attending physician testified that there was no evidence of a recent or further myocardial 
infarction. He concluded that Dr. Smith probably suffered from coronary insufficiency or from a hiatal hernia. The 
insured was discharged on medications designed to relieve either condition, including nitroglycerin and 
anticoagulants. 

Dr. Smith returned to the practice of his profession for the next two weeks. He was seen twice in that period by his 
physician for chest pain, and again the doctor felt that this was due either to coronary insufficiency or to hiatal hernia. 

On the evening of Sunday, January 23, 1972, Dr. Smith sustained a traumatic injury to his head while he was 
in or near his office. His wife testified that he had left his home on Sunday afternoon to visit his mother and was 
then planning to go to his office, as he frequently did. She did not hear from him again until very late on Sunday 
evening, when he returned home after midnight. Mrs. Smith had no discussion with him on that evening concerning 
any injury. When his business manager, Mrs. Nelson, opened the office early on Monday, January 24, 1972, 
however, she discovered blood in and around his office and washroom. Later Dr. Smith told her that he had fallen 
and struck his head on a credenza behind his desk. During the week he made statements to other persons that he 
had been hit over the head, and on the evening of Friday, January 28, 1972 he stated to a witness that he had been 
struck in the parking lot. Dr. Smith thought that some boys who frequented the area had probably attacked him, but 
he made no complaint to the police, nor was any official investigation made of the incident until after his death. 

Dr. Smith worked in his office on Monday, January 24 and during the next two days. He remained at home on 
Thursday but came to his office on Friday. He was seeing patients during the week, but he frequently complained of 
headache. On Wednesday night, he called the office of his doctor to ask for medication for relief of head and neck 
pain. A remedy was prescribed by telephone. On Friday he sent to his physician's office for some medication for 
headache. Dr. Smith did not actually see a physician after his head injury until he was carried to the emergency room 
of the hospital late on the evening of Friday, January 28. At that time, he was complaining of neck pain and severe 
chest pains. He was placed in the coronary care unit and treated during the next day for congestive heart failure. His 
attending physician did not examine his head or attempt to determine the extent of the head injury, apparently, until 
late on Saturday evening. Because the patient's condition steadily deteriorated during the evening of January 29, his 
physician concluded that he could be suffering from internal bleeding or from increased intracranial pressure. He 
sought consultation from a neurosurgeon, but before an arteriogram could be made, the patient died. 

At autopsy, Dr. Smith was found to be suffering from severe, advanced arteriosclerosis, to such an extent that one 
coronary artery was totally blocked, and the other had sixty to eighty per cent blockage. The autopsy also revealed 
that the patient had "mild to moderate" subarachnoid hemorrhage in the occipital area, due to the accident which had 
occurred on January 23. There was also a laceration and hemorrhaging into the skin of the scalp. 

There were objections at the trial to some of the lay testimony, but questions of admissibility are not presented on this 
appeal. It is not contended that the lay evidence alone established a prima facie case, under the policy provisions. As 
in most cases of this nature, the cause of death and the relationship between death, the accident and pre-existing 
disease had to be established by expert testimony. 

The only expert witness who testified was the attending physician, Dr. George Nichopoulos.*  He was examined at 
length by counsel for all parties. His professional opinion was that the traumatic injury sustained by Dr. Smith on 
January 23 was the "predominant cause of death," but throughout his testimony he stated that the advanced coronary 
artery disease was also a causative factor in producing death. He testified that a combination of the traumatic injury 
and the underlying disease produced death and that in his opinion neither, acting without the other, would have been 
fatal. 

In response to questions by counsel for the insurance companies, Dr. Nichopoulos testified that the coronary artery 
disease and myocardial fibrosis from which the insured was suffering "contributed directly" to his death and that he 
presumed that without these pre-existing diseases, Dr. Smith probably would not have died. He further testified that 
the diseases from which Dr. Smith was suffering "indirectly" caused his death. In response to questions by counsel 
for the respondents, on redirect examination, Dr. Nichopoulos testified that the pre-existing disease played a "less 
than concurrent" role in his death, but "between secondary and concomitant, somewhere in there." 
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The insured expired from congestive heart failure, resulting from a build-up of fluid or blood in the lungs. Dr. 
Nichopoulos testified that the head injury, through either pain or internal bleeding, could have triggered or set in 
motion this congestive heart failure. However, he testified that the advanced arteriosclerosis in the coronary arteries 
was the "main thing", from the standpoint of underlying disease, which contributed to the congestion. The autopsy 
revealed that the patient was suffering from a number of other chronic conditions or diseases, such as gout and a 
liver disease, but it is not contended that any of these conditions actively caused or contributed immediately to his 
death. 

In reviewing the record, the Court of Appeals concluded that "there was testimony from which a finder of fact could 
have found that pre-existing diseases did contribute in some degree to the death of Dr. Smith." 

Our review not only confirms this conclusion, but we are unable to find any material evidence from which a finder of 
fact could conclude that the pre-existing diseases did not contribute in an active and measurable degree to the death, 
or that death would have occurred had the coronary artery disease not been a substantial causative factor. Under 
these circumstances, we are of the opinion that the insurance carriers are not liable under the terms of their 
contracts. 

*Does the name Dr. George Nichopoulos ring a bell?   Dr. George Nichopoulos was for many years Elvis 

Presley’s personal physician; known as “Dr Nick”, he prescribed more than 10,000 doses of sedatives, 

stimulants and narcotics to Presley in the final eight months of the singer’s life but insisted that his 

aim had been to restrain his patient’s vast appetite for drugs. 

 

  



 
29 

 

My College Years 

Selecting a college was a “no-brainer” for me.  I grew up going to 4-H Club camp most every summer at 

U.T. Martin which was the West Tennessee branch of the University of Tennessee.  I attended 4-H 

Roundup at the University’s main campus in Knoxville.  My father attended the University of Tennessee 

at Knoxville where he got his Doctor of Law degree.  U.T. was the main state University in Tennessee.  

The 4-H Club was part of the University’s infrastructure; Andy Holt, the President of U.T., was a speaker 

at several 4-H Club events so it was a natural thing for me to do plus they had a good engineering 

department.   

Since I was good at math and science, it was only natural that I would consider being an “engineer” even 

though I knew almost nothing about the field of engineering.   I spent one day in high school on a career 

day adventure with an engineer from TGT (Tennessee Gas Transmission Company); my only other 

knowledge was that I knew that an engineer drove the freight train that passed by my grandparents’ 

home every day at noon time!  What more do you need to know at age 18? 

Somewhere in my upbringing, I knew that my goal in life was to 1) go to college 2) get a job and 3) earn 

a living by being self-sufficient (in that order).  I was very fortunate in that my father paid for my college 

education and that someday I would enter the workforce debt-free.  That may have been part of the 

reason that my dating in high school and college was someone limited because in the back of my 

mind…it had been instilled in me that my priority in life was to get an education and a job BEFORE I 

thought about marriage and children!  

My father paid for my education…I think it cost him about $1,100 per year for four years.  When I began 

school, UTK was on the quarter system and later they switched over to semesters.  My budget was very 

simple … $20 per week.  I would spend $2 per day for food leaving me $6 per week to splurge on extras.  

I ate two meals a day … lunch and dinner.   Sunday lunch and most dinners were eaten at the Sophronia 

Strong Cafeteria (known as Sophie’s); it would serve U.T. students for over 80 years before its closure a 

few years ago; it was located on the ground floor of one of the girl’s dormitories.  Dinners were about $1 

to $1.25 including dessert.   For lunch, a cheeseburger at the Tennessean Diner was 30 cents; Krystal 

hamburgers were 12 cents each and their lemon ice box pie was 20 cents! 

In the 1960’s personalized bank checks were not in common use; people would use a counter check and 

fill in the NAME of the BANK from which they were withdrawing money.  Well, at the time, we had two 

banks in Bolivar, TN – Bank of Bolivar and the Hardeman County Savings Bank.  I don’t remember today 

which bank was the one I was using at the time, but by accident, I wrote a check for $20 on the WRONG 

bank!  Interestingly, the local Bolivar bank HONORED the check; the bank president simply stopped my 

father on the street and said your son (Woody) must have written this check on the wrong bank but we 

honored it.  My dad, of course, handed him $20 to cover the “insufficient funds” check!   Try that today 

and see what happens?  We don’t appreciate the value of living in a small town where everyone knows 

everyone else…and they look out for each other! 

To make a long story short, I did graduate from the University of Tennessee at Knoxville in four years 

with a degree in Engineering Physics.  I took a high of 20 quarter hours in one term and usually had 

about 18 credit hours per term.  I elected to go to summer school after my Junior year was completed so 
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I could lighten my education load to only 12 credit hours per term.  As you read further, you will 

discover what I was doing on campus besides studying… 

While I owned a blue 1955 Ford, it remained parked in our yard in Bolivar for my first two years of 

college.  The first few trips to UTK was by train…I think I boarded the train in Grand Junction, TN (south 

of Bolivar in Hardeman County) at 5:30 PM and rode all night to Knoxville, TN until about 8:30 AM the 

next morning (train went through four states MS, AL, GA and back into TN); one-way fee was about $11.  

While the train accommodated passengers…they did not go out of their way to do so.  I recall one 

Christmas break going back to Knoxville and we were herded through the one or two passenger coach 

cars into the baggage car where we road all night.  Some of the riders were even sitting on a coffin for 

part of their journey back to school!  When we arrived in Knoxville at the train station, you would then 

take a cab to the University or “hitch a ride” with another student who had a car for hire.   

New Melrose Hall was about a 9-story dormitory for men that had recently opened on campus.  I recall 

staying with a roommate on the 1st floor not far from the main lobby.  Here are a couple of pictures of 

me in our dorm room.   

To be continued… 
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Putting Your Customers’ Needs First … A Fifty-Year Journey 

Much of my professional career is coverer in my 90-page self-published book so I will not attempt to 

repeat it here.  You can read this book online at this link:  https://cld.bz/Aqnifuu 

 

 

More to come as time permits… 

I plan to write separate histories on various family members for the 

SAVAGE FAMILY TREE! 

https://cld.bz/Aqnifuu

