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     This is my story, some 70 years in the 
making.  I did not have much to say about it 
and no one asked me, but I was born on 
June 11, 1949 at 509 East Market Street in 
Bolivar, Tennessee.  If you have read my 
brother’s biography first, you might see a 
few similarities, but not much more.  We 
had the same parents, same relatives, and 
house.  Our parents were Woodson Jasper 
Savage, Jr. (b. December 13, 1914 ~ d. 
January 5, 2006) and Audrey Downer 
Schott Savage (b. February 7, 1921 ~ d. 
June 19, 2004).  I guess my story started 
when my father met my mother.  Dad was a 
local boy, born and raised in Bolivar.  His 
nickname was “Little Booty”, my grandfather 
“Papa” was “Big Booty”, but I never heard anyone call him that.  Mom called Dad 
“Booty” for short.  Then they met, Mom was living in the county, (Hickory Valley, TN) but 
she sure was not a local girl.  She was born in Charleston, West Virginia.  Her parents 
were both born and raised in western New York state.  Mom’s mother Vera Mary La 
Salle (b. August 3, 1899 ~ d. November 27, 1923) was born in Croghan, New York, 
while my grandfather, Lewis Elon Downer (b. February 6, 1897 ~ d. January 8, 1970) 
was born and raised in Ellisburg, New York.  Grandma Vera, died when mother was 
only 2 years old and “Son” Lewis Elon Downer, Jr. just a few months old.  
     My dad used to say, the only family history, he was mostly interested in were 
grandparents and maybe great - grandparents.  Just people he could relate with.  Any 
others were just mostly names on a page.  But those names are what made us each 
unique and different.  My mother understood that, this is why she made it a lifelong 
search to find her roots.  She always felt she didn’t have any.  She did a great job, too, 
without the use of computers, web sites, and DNA databases.  She read all she could 
about searching records and wrote many letters over the years to different ones to help 
in her search.  Her research is what we still use today to go by.  
      I guess when Mom lost her mother at such an early age, and while she and her 
brother, Lewis Elon Downer, Jr were passed around from family member to family 
member.  She felt she really did not  have any roots to claim her own.  Finally, while 
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living back in New York state, she was adopted 
by her Aunt Rena (Lewis Downer, Sr. 's sister) 
and newly married uncle Mandy Schott 
(pictured).  They now moved to Albuquerque, 
New Mexico as her new father worked for the 
railroad.  When mom was 16, her adopted 
parents divorced and Rena did not want to 
continue to raise kids.  So Rena decided to put 
mother and her little brother, Lewis Jr. (Son) on 

a train and sent them both to Chicago and back to their “natural 
father”, Lewis Downer, Sr.  Now, Lewis Downer, Sr was in the 
process of getting married at this time to a young lady, just a 
few years older than my mother, and she also wanted no part 
of raising kids.  The new wife’s father stepped up and said he 
(Joe Fick) and his wife (Emy Avent Fick)(pictured) would take 
the kids with them back to Hickory Valley, Tennessee and finish 
raising them.  Sometime later, Dad met Mom.  My parents got 
married in May 1941.  Dad had finished 6 years of schooling at 
the University of Tennessee in Knoxville with a Doctorate of 
Law Degree, but he could be called up to serve in World War II 
at any time.  Dad was now working in the family store, W. J. Savage & Co.  The 

hardware store sold everything from horseshoes to fine 
China.  Due to the war, no one wanted an attorney that might 
not be around to finish their law case in court, dad just 
stayed in the store.  He was called up 4 times to serve, but 
was sent back home each time.  A skin condition kept him 
out of the service, but 
not our civil service. 
He served at home.  
      My brother, Woody 
came along while the 
war was still going on. 
Woody was born 

August 15, 1944, while Mom and Dad were still 
living with my grandparents.  My grandfather 
“Papa” decided that his 2 story house wasn’t big 
enough for them and a new crying baby, so he 
gave dad a small rental house he owned at 509 
East Market Street.  Mom, Dad and Woody 
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moved in and Papa had his peace and quiet once again.  Dad finally got to start his law 
practice as mom stayed home to care for Woody.  Woody was born with a cleft palate 
and needed extra care.  Just as the family was getting settled and things seemed normal 
again, I came along a few years later on June 11, 1949.  I came just in time for my dad’s 
parents 53rd wedding anniversary.  I was a present to them both.  Grandparents 
Woodson J. Savage, Sr and Nina Eveline Campbell Savage were married on the same 
day in 1896.  As most of us do, I don’t remember a lot about my earliest years.  We 
were just a normal family, I thought just like most of my other friends.  I remember mom 
stayed home to raise the family, while Dad worked hard at his law practice.  Mom was 
always busy with housework, cooking, sewing, and such.  She liked making birthday 
cakes and parties for us.  Once, I remember for a birthday, we had a circus theme. 
Mom made a mane for our cat to wear like a lion, and she used nail polish to put dots 
on a frog to make him more exotic, and many more things like that.  Christmas, Easter, 
and other holidays were all special, too. 
     My brother, bless him, endured 12 operations by the age of 14.  He, I know was in 
much pain and missed out on a lot of fun and mischief, that I got into growing up.  He 
had to always be careful not to injure his face, so no fighting or rough housing was 
allowed.  He had too much time to just sit and do nothing, so he spent more time on his 
studies.  Woody was a very good student, making it even worse it seemed for me for I 
was just an average student, that did not like to study much.  Teachers would say, “Why 
can’t you be more like your brother?  He is smart and makes A’s.”  I guess I picked up 
some “inherited genes” that Woody did not get.  If you look back in our family tree, you 
will see some of those “other inherited genes” at work. 
     At about age 5, a young friend of mine, Ricky Moore, (age 4) and I were playing in 
the “OFF LIMITS” lumber yard next to my house.  There is where we could climb up on 
stacks of lumber, and you could see a long way off.  One day, we could see something 
way off through the woods and hear strange, faint music in the air.  It was a circus that 
had come to town, and they were putting up tents and playing loud music over 
speakers.  Well, Ricky and I took off to see what was going on.  We decided to join the 
circus.  The foreman saw us and gave us a big pale of water with a dipper to take 
around to the men working on the tents.  We became “circus waterboys”.  We would 
each hold one side of the bucket and go around to all the men and let them have water. 
At noon that day, the foreman gave us each hotdogs and drinks.  It was fun, until we 
saw Ricky’s dad drive up in his shiny new car.  Now Ricky’s dad did not drive a regular 
car, his car was a Tennessee Highway Patrol car.  His dad was a patrolman and he had 
been looking ALL OVER for us.  We both got spankings, but it still makes a great story. 
I think we even got to go to the circus for free.  So it was worth it all.  We laughed about 
that for years.  Back then in the 1950s, it was still an innocent time, unlike now when all 
you hear on the news is murder and stolen kids.  
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     When I was about 8, my brother would ride me on his 
bicycle.  Finally, one day while at my grandparents’ 
house, we were riding Woody’s bicycle with me on the 
back.  Well, he finally let me try steering and sit in front, 
while Woody sat on the seat behind me.  I remember 
seeing our silhouettes in the sunshine, racing along 
beside us on the ground.  Then, the next time I looked, it 
was only me in the silhouette.  I was free on my own, 
driving and paddling as hard as I could.  It took me 
another 30 years to slow down some...  That Christmas, 
I got my first bicycle, a “Schwinn Tornado”.  From that 

day forward only rain or food could get me home on time.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
     Of course my mom and Ricky Moore’s mother became Cub Scout den mothers. 
Holding weekly meetings at each others homes and helping all the kids to get merit 
badges and patches.  It was great learning to cook, tie knots and camp out.  I got my 
“Order of the Arrow Award” but by the time I got old enough for Boys Scouts, the troop 
was not doing so well.  While, I got a few merit badges and awards, Woody had 
received his “God and Country Award” and made Star scout.  Woody was also in the 
4-H Club, so I did too, I followed right in his footsteps.  Jack Knepp was assistant 
County Agent and over the 4-H program.  I still remember his old green pickup truck. 
He would take Woody and me along on trips out in the county to visit farmers and check 
on crop yields and such.  Mr. Knepp, took the time it took to keep us both busy doing 
4-H related chores.  Mr. Knepp even charted Indian mounds in the county.  Woody and 
I, both earned a lot of medals and trips through 4-H.  Woody even worked at their 
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summer camp in Milan, Tennessee.  One time at a 4-H judging contest at the Mid-South 
Fair in Memphis, Mr. Knepp took me aside and 
said they were one man short for the team 
“Cattle Judging Contest”.  In two minutes time, 
Mr. Knepp explained what the “perfect cow” 
should look like.  Well, our team won that day, 
and I was the overall high scorer for all the teams 
in the Mid-South.  Another time, Mr. Knepp took 
several of us kids to a forestry contest.  One kid, 
Kenneth Howell (pictured on right with me) was a 
big ‘ol country boy, we were paired for the 2 man 

crosscut log sawing contest.  Kenneth told me just hang on, we are going to win this 
award.  He pushed and drugged me and that saw so fast and hard, it looked like a 
machine driven saw mill.  We won!  You should have seen Kenneth that day, as he 
caught the “greased pig” in that contest, too!!!  
     Growing up in a small town in a rural area, was perfect for me growing up.  We 
swam in ponds, camped, fished, and did about all we wanted to do.  We really did have 
good teachers back then, that really tried to teach you not just from the book, but from 
their hearts too.  Bolivar was a lot like ''Mayberry'' on the old TV show.  I did not know 
everyone, but everyone knew me.  It is still the same way today, I still don’t know 
everyone, but almost all know me.  I remember, everyone asking me who is your father 
or grandfather; now they ask who is your son or daughter?  I find myself asking the 
same questions.  Kids rarely got into trouble with the law, as Bolivar only had three 
policemen, two worked days and one at night and two Highway Patrolmen for the whole 
county.  On Halloween night, Ricky Moore’s dad, the Highway Patrolman, would 
confiscate fireworks from kids, and the next day take Ricky and me to the city dump and 
shoot them all off.  He would let us shoot his gun at rats, too.  That was fun.  It was May, 
1959 when, T. W. Moore took Ricky and me on a call to a train wreck in Saulsbury, TN. 
I remember train cars overturned with produce and shipping containers busted open.  I 
think half the county got free shoes that day, along with carrots and other goods.  Later, 
when radar guns first came out, Patrolman T.W. Moore would sometimes clock us on 
the drag bridge outside of town on Sain Road.  
     Also in 1959, I dealt with death for the first time.  A close school mate, Billy Hines 
was accidently shot by his brother and died.  In a couple more years later, another 
classmate, Bill Young would drown on the flooded Hatchie River while canoeing.  
     One of the nicest Christmas I could remember as a kid was 1962, when I had a note 
in my Christmas stocking with a map.  On the map was an “X”.  I followed the map to 
that site and found another map with another “X”.  This took me to a couple more sites 
all with “X” and more maps, until I ended up in my grandfather’s woodworking shop at 
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his house.  I opened the door and sitting 
there was a pretty red Sears All-State 
motorcycle.  The only problem was, this was 
the only “WHITE CHRISTMAS” we ever had 
in Bolivar.  So, I was grounded until the 
snow was ALL gone.  I loved that motorcycle 
and even took some old saddle bags that 
belong  to my grandfather and had them 
customized to fit behind the seat.  I was 
“Cool”.  Bill Troutt (pictured) was the first 
brave enough to ride on the back.  I rode it 
for a couple of years, until I could get a car. 
Later, I would have a couple of more 
motorcycles, and would ride on and off road 

until my late 40s.  For years, my first wife had the family car or van, while I had a 
motorcycle to get around on rain or shine.  Sometimes, I still miss riding, but not on cold 
rainy days. 
     Family trips to see relatives and historical sites and homes were almost a yearly 
thing once Woody and I were old enough to travel well.  That did not keep us from 

fighting in the back seat on long trips.  The 
family made several trips to our Uncle Gene’s 
house in Raleigh, NC & his beach house (left) 
in Morehead City with side trips to 
Williamsburg, Monticello and other interesting 
sites.  We made trips to Florida, to see 
Grandma Irwin (mother’s adopted mother) and 
her husband Paul Irwin and other relatives, 
too.   Dad’s sister, my Aunt Eb (Savage) and 
her husband Horace Holmes had a glass 
house in the middle of an orange grove on a 
lake near Ocklawaha, Florida.  We got to help 
pick orange dog caterpillar worms from the 
orange trees and ride Horace’s tractor.  This 
was the perfect place for kids to explore, like 
Silver Springs, FL, where the old Tarzan 
movies and Sea Hunt tv shows were made. 

Disney World would come a little later.  Mom and Dad always tried to add something 
special to our trips that we would learn more about our country.  
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     Our longest trip was to Los Angeles, CA to see my 
grandfather, mother’s father, Louis Elon Downer, Sr. 
(pictured)  On the way, we made several stops that one 
day, I would repeat with my son, Gene.  Places like the 
Painted Desert, Petrified Forest, Grand Canyon, 
Albuquerque, and more.  But my first trip to see my 
grandfather, that I have never spoken to or met, was 
really strange.  Louis Elon Downer and 3rd or 4th wife 
Jennie with her two kids, about the same age as Woody 
and me.  After about two days there, Dad got us up at 
5:00 in the morning to beat the LA rush hour traffic and 
come home.  Only problem, the traffic is always bad in 
LA.  But we made it out, ok.  I don’t think Dad ever quit 
telling about the traffic out there and Woody and I never 
made it to Disneyland.  
     My first real job besides picking cotton on Bill Troutt’s 
father’s farm was at Motor Parts and Bearing in Bolivar.  It was located behind the Luez 
theater.  My pay was $1.15 an hour.  I stocked the parts, waited on customers and 
delivered parts around town, driving an old WWII jeep painted yellow and black.  I 
worked there trying to support my 1958 Ford, which I wrecked and later blew the engine 
up.  But it was a learning experience, that sometimes took me awhile to sink in.  I 
graduated from high school with little interest in going to college.  
 By this time, our country was in a 

full scale war with Vietnam.  The war 
getting worse and with the Army draft 
was on for kids like me, so on July 21, 
1967, I joined the U.S. Coast Guard.  I 
had my 10 week boot camp training at 
Cape May, NJ.  What awakening to the 
real world, that was.  I wasn’t at a kid’s 
camp anymore, this was the real deal. 
On October 1,1967, just out of boot 
camp, I married my childhood girlfriend, 

Janelle Young.  I figured, I might be safer being married and I would have a steady job, 
too.  Little did I know, the Coast Guard was also guarding Vietnam’s coast and rivers 
too.  My pay figured out to be about 25 cents an hour for 24 hour duty.  But, somehow 
we made it from payday to payday.  Sometimes with a little left over.  I met friends there 
that would continue to be friends my whole life.  Some are gone now and I really miss 
them.  
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     I was stationed on three ships in the U.S. Coast Guard and all were different types of 
service.  It was October 10, 1967, a day I will never forget. Eighteen years old, just 
married (Janelle) ten days and out of Cape May, NJ boot camp 14 days; reporting 
aboard my first ship, the U.S. C. G. Cutter Sebago, a 255’ white ocean going ship.  I 
was nervous to say the least. I had been through a lot in the past few months and 
thought I was ready for anything. I came aboard in the shipyards in Baltimore, MD. The 
ship looked rough with red lead paint everywhere, with sailors sandblasting and air paint 
scrapers running. My first thoughts were what a mess this place is. 
     My first meeting with First Class Boatswain Mate (BM1) Dykes was not a good one. 
He was on the way to a funeral; his lead seaman had died in a car accident.  I seem to 
be in his way as he told the new lead seaman, Crabtree, "Show him his bunk and put 
him to work." 
     Now, I wish I could remember all the names, because some of the faces I will never 
forget. After a couple of weeks on the deck force, I was told to report to the galley, as a 
mess cook.  I worked there for a month or two while in Baltimore and later as the Chief's 
Mess Cook for a long time after that.  It wasn't a great job, but I got every night liberty 
and extra money from the Chiefs as tips.  Chief Landgraff was nice, sold me his old 
'shark skin' whites and gabardine blues uniforms cheap, I still have them.  I was really 
small then. I did spend a lot of time on the deck force painting, cleaning, and standing 
watches, and all.  I never advanced, as they never could find the written course I took or 
find me that school that they promised me.  I even passed the Engineer’s test to get off 
the deck force, but they would not transfer me.  (I found out at a ship’s reunion that my 
paperwork was all lost due to orders from one of Dykes’ buddies.) 

     I made three weather patrols 
(Ocean Station Charlie & two 
Ocean Station Echo patrols).  From 
1940 through 1977 the Coast 
Guard did weather patrols in the 
Atlantic Ocean before there were 
weather satellites.  My first patrol 
was in the North Atlantic near 
Greenland in the winter time.  Cold 
was not the word for it.  Ice clung to 
the ship’s superstructure.  We also 
guided airplanes and ships with 

their directions for their courses before GPS was invented.  The ship would remain on 
station to make weather observations and to provide navigation, communication, and 
search-and-rescue services.  I also made a trip to Guantanamo Bay, Cuba for underway 
training drills, but the things I remember most fondly were the ports we stopped in. 
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Seeing Boston, New York and while in Argentina, Newfoundland, the big fight at the 
Non-Commissioned Officer’s club there.  After the fight there the ship was not 
welcomed back there again, as we had done over $5,000 in damage to the club.  In and 
out of Bermuda four times, I got to know a few locals.  On my second Echo patrol a 
local showed several of us Coasties around the whole island.  He even took us to see 
the hit singing group "The Shirelles" in a club there. 
We got to meet them and they sat with us between 
shows.  In Cuba, I remember the night we all heard, 
"Man your battle stations, this is not a drill!"  A 
Russian freighter was trying to head into the bay, 
and we fired a warning shot with our 5” cannon that 
night to stop it.  I thought we startedwere going to 
start WWIII.  In Jamaica, we got into the Playboy 
Club.  Capt Goodwin and several of the officers were 
there.  I knew they were going and asked him if I 
could come.  He agreed since he had a 'Playboy 
Key'.  A couple of us wore our dress uniforms, as 
you had to have a uniform or dress coat and tie. 
Singer, Lou Rawls was there performing.  The 'Bunnies' paid us extra attention, since 
we were all in our uniforms.  What a night to remember. 
     BM1 Dykes and I had our differences and all came to a head while in Cuba.  Dykes 
had beaten me with witnesses present, but they were afraid to testify on my behalf. 
Letters to and from U.S. Senator Al Gore and U.S. Senator Ray Blanton put the 
investigation into motion, and BM 1 Dykes came to me begging me to drop my charges 
against him.  I reluctantly did as he wanted, and Dykes was transferred.  I also asked to 
be transferred off the ship as it was to leave for Vietnam, soon.  I had hopes for duty in 
New Orleans, but got the ship next door, the U.S. Coast Guard Cutter Cape York, a 
smaller 95’ search and rescue ship.  BM1 Dykes had been transferred there just weeks 
before.  I waited until 11:59 PM that night to report to him there, as we both knew this 
was not going to be a fun tour of duty.  As things went, we sat down that night and 
talked for a long time, and both decided to put things in the past and became friends.  I 
haven't heard from him or most of the Sebago guys, I was stationed with. I hope they all 
had a good life. That next year the U.S.C.G. Cutter Cape York was moved to Florida 
and its crew was reassigned.  I got assigned to a buoy tender, the U.S Coast Guard 
Cutter Blackthorn out of Mobile, AL.  I stayed there for over two years and still have 
friends from it that I keep up with.  U.S.C.G.Cutter Blackthorn (WLB-391) was a 180-foot 
seagoing buoy tender which sank in 1980 in a collision near the Tampa Bay Sunshine 
Skyway Bridge, resulting in 23 crew member fatalities. 
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     While stationed in Mobile, Janelle and I, had a son, Gene.  Kenneth Eugene Savage, 
Jr was born March 1,1971.  I was a proud PAPA.  I served my four years and in 1971, I 
returned to Tennessee.  I told my friends, I will put an anchor on the hood of my car and 
drive north, until someone asks me what that was.  Then, I knew I would be far enough 
away from the water.  But, I never really got the love of the sea out of me.  I still miss it.  
    The older I get, the harder it is to remember all the bad times. The days away from 
home and family, and all the “extra hours” I worked.  The cold and hot weather, we 
worked in, rough seas, the dangerous conditions, and everyone being sea sick.  Now it 
is just easier to remember those days, just as it should be, "The good old days." 
     I found myself back in Bolivar, TN, living at my grandmother’s house (Nina’s) until it 
was sold.  I wish I could have bought it, but at age 22 with no money or job, that was 
impossible.  I moved to Jackson, Tennessee and found work in the factory.  But that did 
not last long.  
     Life has a way of making you wish for tomorrow, and at the same time wonder what 
happened to yesterday.  I soon was working for Wilson’s Outdoor Equipment, a boat 
dealer in Jackson, TN.  Well, it was kinda like being on the water, again.  I found new 
friends that would learn to scuba dive with me.  I had learned to dive while living in 
Mobile.  We all would go diving about every weekend in the lakes, rivers, and rock 
quarries around the Mid-South and all the way to FL.  Over the years, I dove not only in 
Florida, but Mexico, Honduras, and most of the Virgin Islands.  I would use my “GI Bill” 
to learn diesel mechanics for a new trade.  I worked at Leasco Truck Rental for almost 
25 years in the same shop.  While the company changed hands a couple of times, it 
finally ended up as Penske Truck Leasing.   In the mid 1990s Janelle and I got into 
multi-level marketing with a new company Excel Communications.  We found some 
success there, and when a newer company National Communication Network, started 
up along the same line, we joined it and became part owners of the company.  The 
company did not grow as fast as we hoped, so later in Henderson, TN, I opened a 
cellular store along with the long 
distance phone service.  I did well with 
this, but not with our marriage.  
     I divorced Janelle in 1998, and shortly 
afterward met Debbie.  On November 
23rd,  Thanksgiving Day in 2000, Debra 
Mosley Arthur became my wife.  Debbie 
is a registered nurse, with the State of 
TN and is very supportive of my activities 
that keep me busy.  With Debbie, I got a 
whole new set of in-laws and a step - 
daughter and her extended family, too.  
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     I am now "retired" but still active in the community.  I was a past president of our 
county's chapter of the Association for the Preservation of Tennessee Antiquities 
(APTA) and was regional vice~president of the statewide APTA organization where for 
over 8 years, I was curator for two properties, The Little Courthouse Museum (1824) 
and The Pillars (1828).  The museum is the oldest "active" log courthouse in America, 
and The Pillars is the first brick home in the county, belonging to one of our town's 
founding fathers.  Our own home is old too, 1898, but one of the newer houses on my 
block.  
     Also, through a promotion of an exhibit we had at The Little Courthouse Museum 
from the Smithsonian, I started and still host a weekly "Music on the Square" event. 
What was to be a one month music event on Friday nights, has now lasted 12 years 
(2019) going every Friday night from May through October with monthly gospel events. 
If you go to Youtube.com and search for "Music on the Square, Bolivar, TN" and see the 
fun time, I get to host each week!  Link here: 
https://www.youtube.com/results?search_query=music+on+the+square+bolivar+tn  
     I have also been busy writing weekly articles for a local newspaper about Bolivar’s 
history.  Doing research for some of the articles is hard at times, but rewarding when 
you find a forgotten treasure and you remind someone of it, and they thank you for 
doing so, or help them to find lost ancestors.  During the 150th Anniversary of the Civil 
War, I wrote articles about the war as in a daily journal.  I have now put them into book 
form, "The Chronological History of the American Civil War from a West Tennessee 
Perspective."  It can be read FREE online at http://www.historicbolivartn.com/  Just look 
for the Civil War Book on the menu or click here: https://cld.bz/tGg9Oae.  The historic 
Bolivar website is by my Woody and myself.  Here we have stored a lot of history about 
our town and Hardeman County.  
     I have received the Governor’s 3 Stars Award for Volunteer of the Year for 
Hardeman County “twice” (2008 & 2017).  
     I am not dead yet, so more may come… ! 

Kenneth (Ken) Eugene Savage, Sr. 
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