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50th Reunion-- Class of 1937
Shades Cahaba High School ,
The Down Tpwn Club, Birmingham, Alabama i
June 6, 1987
Welcoming Speech by Bishop Holliman

Two years ago, George Sorrell and I attended the reunion at Shades Cahaba on Sun~
day afternoon., He and I agreed then and there we should begin planning our 50th
anniversary for the class of '37 to be held two years later in 1987. Two years
would pass rather quickly, we knew, and even though it was 1985, June 1987 would
be upon us in no time at all, We were not exactly sure how we should begin, who
should start and how we'd get organized. I guess we hoped someone else would take
the ball and run with it, but for a year nothing happened that we knew about.

So last July, George phoned me and suggested we begin to plan and organize for
our reunion.-- our Golden Anniversary. If I would send out letters to everyone,
he would do the planning of the program and make all the local arrangements,

I accepted his proposal!

George sent me the names and addresses of all the class members he could find,
Dick Muckleroy helped alot. In late August of last year, my first letter went out,
and in response to that we obtained the addresses of several other members. We
agreed that if the response to our proposed reunion was the least bit encouraging,
we'd go ahead and anndunce the date, time and place, even if no more than 5 or 6
said they would come.

i
Well, I'm proud to tell you your response was encouraging, and your presence here
tonight is overwhelming. To see friends, classmates and teachers we have not

seen in 50 years is almost like a religious experience! It is remarkable, I

think, that out of a class of 52, 50 years later we can have this many meet again,
to capture once more a golden moment of time, to reminisce, and REMEMBER WH3N.,!

Out of the 1937 CLASS we were able to obtain the addresses of 34 members. All but
L responded to our letters or “eorge's telephone calls. Ten of our classmates are
deceased, and we learned that two or three arephysically unable to be with us. We
are indeed fortunate to have this many here and all looking so young and welll

S0. « o Why do we have a 50th reunion? To celebrate the past, I suppose, and to
pay tribute to those folks who helped shape our lives in that long-ago time. It's
almost 50 years to the day that we graduated from Shades Cahaba. I think gradua-
tion nicht was June 9. The opening of school had been delayed #m the previous
September because of the polio epidemic, so we had to go over into June 1937 to
to get in the required days.

Tonight, a half-century after Charles Pugh gave the valedictorian's speech, and
the curtain came down that June night, we have assembled again, and it's approp-
riate that we invoke the memory and love of teachers and classmates who instilled
in us discipline, integrity and the desire to be useful, caring and compassionate
people.

50 years is a long time as we measure life, but we can not forget Mr. J.M. Ward,
our principal, who administered a splendid high school program when teachers,
money and equipment were scarce. Mr. Ward was a gentleman, a scholar and a dedi-
cated educator. . . . There are others we can not forget: Miss ANNIE LOIS BORDERS,
who taught us to appreciate good literaturand to get our English contract in on
timel
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There was Miss Dorothy Young/ the lady with the swept-back hair-do, who coached

our debate team, taught us about our country and its history, and, who, each

week, let us view a magazine called "LIFE" that had just come out the year be-

fore.. . . o And who can forget that loveable, caring, sincere HORTON B. CHAMBLEE,

to whom our 1937 OWL was dedicated, and in whose class I flunked biology. I

might add that dissecting a frog in Mr. Chamblee's class was the nearest thing we

had to sex education in that day.

The 1ist goes on of teachers who developed in us a sense of dignity and worth, and
who helped carve out the course many of us have followed these 50 years. . ee
There was Mr. L.W, Sims, a man of unusual ability who made us see the difference
between an isocoles triamglde and a parallelogram; there was the likeable, person-
able ED YOUNG who organized our Dramatic Club and who told us about our civic
responsibilities and how our government operated. . . . Mrs. Marie Crowley and
World "History. « « Claude Wilson and Sr. I English, . . James Garrett, in whose
class we memorized "All the World's a Stage and Men and Women Merely Players."
Mrs. Clara B. Tatum who spéced up our lives by teaching us to say "Parlez-Vous
Francais." . . . And Coach Piggy Mitchell. . . Who can forget him? He had a voice
like a John Deere tractor, and I was scared to death of him on the Phys Ed field.
But he turned out good football and baseball teams. The Class of '37 was repre-
sented by Clem Mulkey, Robert Rhodes, Clyde Godwin, Clyde Hallman, Bill Cather,
Bruce Myrick, Bob Beason, Charles Flowers, Ed Brannon, Louls Fowler and William
Chapman .

A1l of our teachers left their mark upon us, and as we geeet each other on this
occasion, we are made mindful of what they did for us. . . Grateful for who we
are and what we are because our paths crossed theirs in a Shades Cahaba school
room so long ago. Maybe we did not become all thelTReba Hensley predicted; we
would in her class prophecy in 1937, but, considering our time and place in life,
perhaps we have done as well as we could hope.

They didn't. put labels on people back then, but if they had, we would have been
known as'WW I Babies.' We were just childrén during "The Roaring 20's" and we don't
remember much about those years, The Great Depression left its indelible mark upon
us, and we remember those years very well, Ever since those days, we've been pro-
grammed to work and save and not waste a thing. We were just the right age for
the draft and WW II, Ve survived the New Deal, Ehe Fair Deal and The New Frontier,
and we were still relatively young when John 1,(ennedy said, "Ask not what your
country can do for you." We were moving into middle age when the Civil Rights
movement burst on the scene, when the country exploded with Vietnam, assassina-
tions, the sex revolution and The Great Society. In all of this, we endured the
Flower Generation, rock-and-roll, mini-skirts, hoola-hoops, hippies, preppies

and now Yuppies.

To put things in proper perspective, do you realize that when we finished high
school in 1937 there was no TV, no interstate highways, no Holiday Inns, no
Social Security checks, no air-conditioned houses, no push-button phones, no
stereos, no computers, no frozen foods, no ball-point pens, no Visa Cards, no
drive-in banks, no McDonalds, no nylon hose, no bikini swim suits, no tape re-
corders, and no hair dryers? Penicillin had not been discovered and the Salk
vaccine had not been invented. When folks traveled any distance at all they went
by train, as air travel was in its infancy. If we got a head gche we probably
took an aspirin tablet, but certainly not Tylenol nor Advil,
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In 1937, we had not heard of Medicare, the atom bomb, Pearl Harbor, "ecology"
or acid rain, shopping malls, The Cold War, The Pill, nor the warning that
"Smoking may be hazardous to your health," and no one had thought to say, "Have
a good day, now."

For entertainment in 1937, miniature golf courses and bowling alleys were plentiful
if one had the money to play. Auburn and Alabama did not play each other in
football back then, but we could see Howard College and B'Ham Southern play at
Legion Field Thanksgiving Day. For a nickel we could buy a hamburger at Dunlaps
and an ice cream cone at Pipers...We listened to Bing Crosby on the radio and
"The Hit Parade" on Saturday nights. During the week we also heard Fibber McGee
and Major Bowes Amateur Hour.Some of the songs we fell in love by were, "The
Beautiful Lady in Blue," "Pennys From Heaven," "Deep Purple," and "The Music Goes
Round.and Round and It comes Out dere." . . . Our heroes were FDR, Joe Dimaggio,
Kate Smith and Babe Ruth. . . Movies were in black and white, and on Friday
nights we sat in the balcony at the Alabama Theater, held hands, watched Ginger
Rogers and Fred Astaire dance across the screen, and heard Stan Malotte play the
organ,

There is a special place for each of us. Maybe it's the place where we were born,
the town where we grew up, the street we lived on, or.the church we attended.

It might be the place where we first fell in love. Wherever it is, that special
place is held close to our hearts because it has deep emotional appeal for us.
That "Special Place" is viewed as "Sacred Ground."

In the context of our assembly here tonight, our "Sacred Ground" was Shades
Cahaba. The time itself was "Sacred" because we were living on the "pin-point"
of time. We were too young for there ever to have been a yesterday, and we were
not old enough to envision 50 years of "tomorrow's". 1937 was the time and
Shades Cahaba was the place. . . Sdit was at that sacred time and place that
character was formed, ideals established, and who and what we were to become
largely was settled then and there. . . And 50 years later, we remember, '

I welcome you here tonight as we observe the 50th anniversary of our graduation
from Shades Cahaba, and as we. . look back across the years, on all our hopes and
vanished fears, I hope you will savor the time and place that once was ours,

and be grateful for our heritage. . . mimdful that the measure of success is not in
"what the years have done to us," but rather,”'"What we have done with the years "

Will you stand as we join in a moment of silence in memory of classmates and
teachers who are no longer with us, but whose memory.we cherish and whose
lives we honor because their lives once touched ours.








