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ELEANOR MORGAN MONTGOMERY ATUK
knew how to dress. After this small-town Georgia belle married
her college sweetheart, Coca-Cola Bottling Company heir Arthur
L. Monigomery, she moved 1o Atlanta and became one of legendary
Fashion director Sol Kent's top clients at the Rich's Downtown., Her
generous closets filled with designs by the likes of Bill Blass, Oscar
de la Renta, and Norman Norell—several of whom became personal
friends. Blass used to tease the Montgomerys, calling them “Bev-
erly Hillbillies,” because their Peachiree Battle estate had a “cement
pond” where Ellie would host elaborate parties when Blass was in
town for a trunk show.

But toward the end of her life, Ellie’s memories began to fade. She
forgot her decades of service to the Atlanta Speech School, Egleston
Hospital, the Forward Arts Foundation, the American Cancer Soci-
ety, the Cherokee Garden Club. She forgot the Latin names of flowers
she once rattled off with ease and authority. Eventually—her mind
ravaged by Alzheimer's—she even forgot her family's faces.

Ellie's daughter Jeannette Montgomery Barron is a photographer
whose work has appeared in museum collections and magazines
such as Fogue, the New Yorker, and Vandty Fair. When Barron moved
Ellie into an assisted-living facility, she was especially concerned
about her mother's wardrobe. “Going into her closets was her ritual
every moming.” says Barron. “She would go in and visit her clothes
| thought, what is she going to do without that?™ So Barron snapped
a few photographs and gave the portfolio to her mom. Astonishinghy,
the fog abruptly cleared. Ellie began telling stories—of wearing one
gown to the debutante club’s Bal de Salut, or dancing in another &
the Piedmont Driving Club. Barron went back to shoot more.

A minimalist by nature, Barron began to experiment with pat-
terned backgrounds to evoke her mother's more flamboyvant taste
Barron, who lives in Italy, discovered a blue toile in Home that was
identical to one from her childhood bedroom. She experimented with
her mother's paper drawer liners and a bright red tablecloth from the
“21" Club, Ellie's favorite restaurant in New York (see page 70), There
were more visits back to the States, where Ellie would explain each
article’s history. “This is the really good one,” she whispered of the
gold Yves Saint Laurent coat.

In Ellie's last days, the nurses would pull out the scrapbook i
at night when Elle couldn’t sleep. “Sometimes she thought it was)
magazine,” says Barron. “She would turn down the page, saying 1

want that one’ or “That would be good for vou, Jeannette.™

After Ellie passed away at age eighty-four in 2007, Barron showd
the series in venues from Saks Fifth Avenue and Kate Spade stors
to SCAD Atlanta to Jackson Fine Art, where the images will goog
display July 29. But Barron also knew that they needed to be a boog
accompanied by Ellie’s words. S0 __

the project became My Motber's Images and captio
Clothes (Welcome Books, £2.4.05) reproduced with permiss
“Making the book kind of kept From My Mather's Chéle
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really final.” —BETSY RILEY jacksonfincartom

[my mother] alive,” says Barron

complete did Barron comprehend
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, colors each season, |

a shoe, she would buy it in several

used to stare into the walk-in close
-5 ‘ ‘ . I
; she claimed after my father left her for the Playboy Bunny

(yes, that’s right), wondering why she needed all of those
shoes. | remember the look on her face one day when a
salesman at Gueei pronounced, “Madame, you obvious|
do not have a Gucei foot. ™ Boy, was she pissed) :
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' Mama always told me, "Take some
' *mad money” with you on a date. If you
get mad, you can just leave.
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: My mother really loved this Yves Saint :
o Laurent Jacket. It is as light as a feather— you |
:uuld_wcnr it as a spacesuil and also get atan
1 from its refiection. She took such good care of
her clothes: The sleeves were always stulfed
with lissue paper, nothing was put away ' §
without being covered in plastic. | know she
. Must have been keeping them in good sha pe
. for me to have someday,
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