
Currently, my office hours at the Parchman House are Tuesday and Thursday
from 8 a.m. until noon.  You may also contact me at

903-537-4760 any time and leave a voicemail.  I would be happy to return
your call!

Thank you again for your commitment to FCHA.  We look forward to seeing
you soon!

Gail Reed
FCHA Office Manager
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Manager’s Report—By Gail Reed

Hello Friends!
  FCHA’s top priority is guaranteeing the safety of each member of our community, our audiences, our committed
docent team, and their families. As a public institution, we also are mindful of our responsibilities of best public
health practices.
  For these reasons, our museums will remain temporarily closed, and the bi-monthly meetings suspended as we
continue to monitor the challenges posed by the spread of COVID-19.
  Our website offers a robust collection of curatorial and educational information for both adults and children online.
Please stay connected by visiting our website at fchatx.com.
  We thank you for understanding and will keep you updated as Covid-19 restrictions change.
  In other news, Marilyn Kohls left her estate to FCHA and it has been finalized.  We were very fortunate to have
received over $7,000.00 in proceeds from the sale of the contents of her houses, and pending real estate sales will
bring over $200,000.00 to be added to the St. Clair Endowment.
  Great news!  Our Fire Station elevator has been installed and the $17,500.00 bill fully paid, thanks to Hotel/Motel
Funds from the City of Mount Vernon and many gifts.  Thank you for contributing to this fund.
  While my daughter, Robin, and granddaughter, Sarah Grace, were here last week, we walked around the downtown
area.  Sarah Grace noticed the whimsical, historic cut-out characters in front of the Fire Station and Cotton Belt Depot
and wanted to have her picture made. (Photo below)  Next time you’re in town with the kids/grandkids, take them by
one of these locations and make a photo.  They will enjoy it and so will you!
  November marks the beginning of our annual membership renewal campaign.  Thank you to everyone who has
contributed to FCHA over the years and we look forward to having your continued support in the future.  As a non-
profit organization, we rely on your donations for the maintenance of our six properties.  Please fill out the
membership form included in this newsletter and send in your dues today!



From the President’s Pen
B.F. Hicks

My brother John Hicks has submitted his musings covering social life and courtship in the mid-1920’s and his
commentary deals with travel.

A few issues back, we had the journal of James Fanning with his account of his travels; across Tennessee, into
Mississippi, into early Texas and back and forth across Tennessee, Arkansas, and Mississippi and finally settling
just south of present-day Mt. Vernon. All that travel; hard travel; camping in all seasons.

Just this past week, while driving across a pasture to review the proposed placement of interpretive panels in
various portions of the Daphne Prairie Preserve, I’ve puzzled over the time involved in management of the property
by my great-grandfather  on horseback; heck, it was taking me enough time to bounce along in a pick up truck.

And a cousin in South Carolina sent me letters that her family had held since her ancestor had visited his uncle
Enos Harper in the summer of 1848.  The wanderlust of travel.  The young man made it across the south; found
Uncle Enos on his Republic of Texas homestead tract and sent back accounts of life on  the Texas frontier.  The
letters were saved for 150 years and then passed back to give a glimpse of life in what is now Franklin County.
Enos is born in 1793 in Anderson, South Carolina; leaves family and ends up in Wilson County, Tennessee, for a
few years; then on to Missouri and into Texas by 1844.  Was he reporting in to his kindred in South Carolina
during all of those moves; it appears so.

We all have read the accounts of Daniel Boone blazing trails from the Cumberland Gap across Kentucky and into
Tennessee and on to the Missouri Territory.  The wanderlust.  Skipper Steely reports that Daniel Boone’s sister
married a Stout and had entered Spanish Texas by about 1820.  Even the ability to communicate puzzles me; I
think the writers just passed letters on to fellow travelers with the hope that they would eventually reach a
destination.   The ability / the will / to plod on; to travel.

In the Lennox House in Clarksville there are photographs of members of that family on horseback taking in the
mountains.  And we have the Stephensons of Mt. Vernon taking off in a horse-drawn wagon to visit the American
West in about 1905.  And my family has souvenirs from my Hughes great-grandparents taking a Model T up Pike’s
Peak (at  least to a point of catching the cog rail to make it on to the top) in the year 1927.

But the most fascinating story  of travel – at least for me - the account of my orphaned great-grandmother,
Elizabeth Jane Harper,  traveling from Smackover, Arkansas in 1862.  The 12-year-old’s father was off fighting –
an enlisted man who will be killed in 1863.  But his wife and three children are left in Smackover.  Sarah Marshall
and Andrew Harper have left Lancaster, South Carolina in 1859 and settled in Smackover.  War breaks out;
Andrew joins up in the belief shared across the south that he will be home in six months.  Sarah sickens and dies.

The 12-year old and her two younger siblings (boy and girl) leave Smackover; travel about 800 miles and make it
to their paternal grandmother’s home.  That woman’s tombstone in the St. Luke Methodist Cemetery in Lancaster
is the ultimate in a witness stone to the losses of the War.  The large monolith lists all of the woman’s children – six
or eight – the boys are all listed with date of birth and then the date of death and the battle in which they met death.
First Manasses, Gettysburg, Chancellorsville, Franklin.  And the daughters are listed with the names of their
husbands, and then the name and date of the battle where they met death.   Political correctness aside: there is no
doubt of the horror of that war which tore the country apart and left wounds festering to this day when you see that
tomb.

But let’s return to the story of Grandma Kirk.  Elizabeth Jane’s mother has died;  she will bring her parents’ Bible
from Smackover back home to Lancaster.  I asked my friend Paul Benson how she managed to do that.  Paul said:
it was their most precious possession.  She would have held onto that above all else.  What a wonderful testimony
to Christian faith and to family ties.

That Bible was published in 1858 and held a wealth of genealogical and historical entries with births entered
commencing in 1787.  Sarah had entered not only the information relating to her own marriage, husband and
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children but she entered dates for the preceding generation which later qualified a slew of people for membership in
the DAR and other patriotic organizations because Sarah’s entries established the connection between the preceding
generation with parents / patriots who served under Francis Marion in South Carolina and with George Washington
in  Virginia.

Elizabeth Jane made it to South Carolina; lived out the war; married a cousin (John Dickson Kirk) and then
immigrated to Texas in 1877; mother of 11 children;  with 52 grandchildren.  Hundreds of descendants alive today in
Titus and Franklin Counties.  A life of travel, but the travel of that 12 year old; how did she do it.

I met a transportation historian.  Nathanael Means , a colleague of Paul Benson’s – both  professors at the University
of Dallas.  Nathanael  is talking about train service during the Civil War.  So, I ask Nathaniel how Elizabeth Jane
with two younger siblings makes the journey home.  Nathanael and Paul  speculate that some kind soul had to take
them in a wagon; staying in barns.  Or a neighbor in Smackover might have taken them to Little Rock or to
Memphis; there was very little regular or dependable service on trains.  At the Mississippi, they have to ferry  to  the
other side;  hopefully, they catch a train to Nashville; then south toward Atlanta; service into Columbia – capital of
South Carolina; north to Lancaster.  They may have walked most of the route;  depending on the kindness of
strangers.  She held on to that Bible.  I would have thought they might have taken a ship but my historians pointed
out that by 1862, the Confederate ports were blockaded – could not go from New Orleans or Mobile; otherwise,
would have gone down river to New Orleans.

I just drove across Texas to attend a wedding in Austin.  A few hours down and then the same journey back.  I read
the Aikin letters which refer to travel from English in northeastern Red River County to salt works at some natural
salt glades near Tyler (the Confederates boiled down water from the glades to produce salt; locals could purchase it –
a necessity to preserve meat).  Must have taken a wagon a day or more to make the journey – each way.  We
acknowledge the progress of our race;  what progress we have made in overcoming the hardship of travel as we look
to records of our ancestors here over the past two full centuries.

I grew up next door to Agnes Hughes, youngest child of Elizabeth Jane.  Agnes treasured that Bible. She gave it to
her daughter Virgie Beth and Virgie passed it on to me.  The historical association mission statement requires us to
preserve our natural and cultural heritage.  We do the best we can; I am not sure that at the age of 12 I could have
handled the task set out for Elizabeth; a strong girl and a strong woman.

Elizabeth Jane Harper
(1848-1912), married

John Dickson Kirk.
(Photo, circa 1890.)

As a 12-year-old orphan,
she led her siblings back
home to South Carolina.

Also pictured is the Harper
Family Bible.
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Pandemic Ponderings – The Life of Stella Crowder Godwin
By B.F. Hicks

A couple of issues back, we had multiple articles regarding Mt. Vernon High School graduates who were making
their way in physics.  Ozro Covington had gone to the White Sands Missile Range and later worked for NASA – at
the Kennedy Space Center.  Paul Bryant was working on development of the first nuclear-powered submarine.
Charles Rutherford was at MIT working in government programs both to develop SONAR and to develop accuracy
for guided missiles.  And in the past week, Bob McFarland advises me that he was a physics major in college (and
later took that MBA at Harvard).  The articles on the scholars were lifted from newspaper clippings in my family’s
scrapbooks of the 1930’s and 40’s.

An earlier scrapbook entry bothered me.  We will now note it for recognition of the role of women in our local
government.  I grew up hearing my grandmother speak of her friend, Stella Crowder.  In fact, among our family
photographs were several pictures of Stella Crowder.  Later, professionally, Nelva Seay, owner of Franklin County
Abstract, spoke of the work of Stella Crowder.  I never heard reports of any tragedy associated with Stella Crowder
and had thought she lived out a full life as a single woman.

In my determined effort to get organized and file clippings – I was reading along in the scrapbooks.  This one of my
grandfather’s sister, Mae Hughes Milam.  I am actually studying the clippings and so I come to the obituary of one
Mrs. Wora Godwin.  And I realize that I have the sad story of Stella Crowder.

Mrs. Wora Godwin (nee Stella Crowder) daughter of Charles Crowder, died at the Crutcher Hospital on November
25, 1926.  She was born August 5, 1889, and when a small child her mother died.  She was reared into perfect
womanhood in the home of her aunt, Mrs. M.E. Crowder.

Mrs. Godwin was very prominent in the public life of Franklin county, being a very popular teacher in the public
schools, and having held the office of County Clerk from 1918 to 1924 with great efficiency.

She was married to Wora Godwin June 3, 1925.

Since she was 12 years old she has been a faithful member of the Baptist church, and as in all other high and noble
things, she was a leader.  Until the time of her death she has directed an interesting Bible class.  Her strong
perseverance for the highest ideals was an outstanding characteristic.  She leaves a baby girl,“Martha Jane,” to
carry on her lofty purposes.

The funeral services were held at the Baptist church at 1:30 Friday afternoon by Bro. Bradbury.  The songs were
beautifully led by Mrs. A.J. Majors.  Interment was at the Old Saltillo cemetery.  Many of her former pupils assisted
with the beautiful flowers.

The following were pall bearers: Jim Long, Raymond Hill, Roy Smith, Chas. M. Winkle, Tobe Smith, Jack
Stephenson.

Besides the devoted husband she leaves her father, Miss Lizzie Crowder, who was more than a sister to her; also a
sister, Mrs. W.R. Singleton, and two brothers, J. Edgar Crowder of Oklahoma City, Ok., and Alton Crowder of
Galveston.

Years of life here in Franklin County give me a close association with most of the pall bearers.  Our member Jim
Long (McKinney, Texas and developer of Long Acres Subdivision south of Mt. Vernon) is the grandson of the listed
pall bearer.  Raymond Hill had multiple business interests and Tom Ramsay’s offices are now in the Raymond Hill
building.  Roy Smith would later marry my dad’s sister, Ivey, and I knew him well.  Charles M. Winkle was married
to Gladys Wilkinson, paternal aunt of Tom Wilkinson.  Charles and Gladys later settled in Pittsburg.  Jack
Stephenson’s house still stands; older brother of Miss Mary; mentioned in the article on stereoscopes.  I purchased the
Stephenson House after Miss Mary’s death in 1976; my first restoration.
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A review of subsequent obituaries reveals that the baby died within a month.  Stella had married at the age of 35; had
the baby a year later; and was dead within a month.  The baby dies a few weeks later.  The death certificate is not
filed until the year 1927.  Her mother had died when Stella was young; the aunt died in 1918; the father in 1929.
Obituaries of family members report that the Crowder family first comes to Hopkins County in December 1869 and
settles in Hopkins County; this would explain the fact that burials seem to all follow at Old Saltillo.  A life of service
ending in that era when modern medical care might have served to keep mother and child alive.  Alas, some cases of
the Covid19 virus have ended in similar circumstances without the ability in modern medicine to protect its victims.
Nonetheless, a tribute now for this public servant.

Genealogical note:  The 1929 obituary for Charles Crowder, father of Stella Crowder Godwin, reports that he was the
father of seven children: (1) William Robert who died in infancy; (2) Augustus Benjamin who lives in Haskell; (3)
James Edgar of Oklahoma City; (4) Frank Alton of Galveston; (5) Sarah Elizabeth Tinker, Deceased - who had
married Jim Tinker, (6) Nannie Lee Singleton – who was married to W.R. Singleton of Talco; and (7) Stella Mary
Godwin, Deceased – who had married Wora Godwin.  Although Stella Crowder Godwin, public servant and good
woman, may have no surviving descendants, odds are that there are descendants from among her children who can
take pride in the life of this woman, our county clerk in an age when few women held public office.

“Copy of one of the hundreds of documents filed by
Stella Crowder during her years as a deputy county

clerk and later as the County Clerk of Franklin
County.”

5



CREAM CONES AND CARS
By John Hicks

My father’s oldest sister, Ivey, was born to John Marshall and Pauline Ivey Hicks in 1907. She witnessed tremendous
change in the world before she passed away in 1995. Throughout the summer of 1981, over coffee and cake at her
kitchen table, she shared with me memories of her youth. My notes from that series of “interviews” hold a treasure
trove of inspiration and enjoyment.

Aunt Ivey laughed when I asked what she and other students at East Texas State Teacher's College did for
entertainment. As she described “fun” in the 1920s, I’m sure, she meant that I see a stark contrast between her college
days and mine:

"Of course, we walked everywhere. Only one boy in the whole school had a car. His parents lived in Emory and were a
little better off than most. It was the only student's car ever parked on that whole campus while I was there. If we had
dates, we just walked to downtown Commerce and window-shopped. Maybe the boy would have a nickel to spare for a
couple of cream cones, and maybe not . . . But we were happy to live, to be friends, to talk, and to talk some more; for
young people from different places, in those days, had much to say to one another."

Courtship without an automobile . . . Who would have believed it?

Elsewhere, however, even back in Ivey’s home town, the automobile had already brought surprising, as well as
possibly unwanted, changes. The Mt. Vernon Optic Herald, Friday, April 13, 1923, reported passage of a new city
ordinance dealing with reckless driving and excessive noise. The new regulations were to be enforced after the paper’s
publication on May 11; however, chaos on the streets didn’t permit delay. Friday, May 4, the paper reported that the
City Council had met April 24 to deal with the mayhem. Quite specific regulations regarding noise, speed, right-of-
way, signaling of turns, etc., with fines from five to one hundred dollars, were signed by Mayor Wilkinson, to become
effective immediately.

Now, if the reports are to be believed, they reveal an incredible, rapid saturation of the American landscape with
automobiles: The 1925 Texas Almanac reported 718 registered cars in Franklin County - for a population of only
1,212.

According to Aunt Ivey, a flurry of road construction in that time brought us the Jefferson Highway, running east from
Dallas to Mt. Vernon, south along what is now Holbrook Street, and then east along the present path of the north
service road of Interstate 30, at least as far as Winfield, whence it meandered on to Jefferson. Also, the Jim Hogg
Highway ran to Mt. Vernon from the north and then continued south, without the curve that later took its path to the
west of town. Finally, the Bankhead Highway, running east and west through Mt. Vernon, followed the same path as
the Jefferson Highway, described above, but continued to Mt. Pleasant.

About that same time, Joe Gandy, in his often-humorous "Coon Creek" column for our local newspaper, reported on a
neighbor’s mishap: "Goleniver Gilmore went to town in his little tin Lizzie the other day and when he got on the good
roads down close to town a big car passed him and it was running so much faster than he was going he thought his car
had stopped and he jumped out to crank it again and the thing ran off and left him" (March 12, 1920).

What an image! We’ll never really keep up with technology - it’s always out ahead of us, whether our next-door
neighbor’s car or some billionaire’s rocket. But we can enjoy the simple things, ice cream cones, talks with friends,
window-shopping, and quiet walks back home.

ADDENDA: PHOTOS AND A FINAL TWIST
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My aunt, Ivey Hicks Smith, appears in two photos. A college girl of the 1920s in one, she stands by the front porch of
her parents’ home two miles west of Mt. Vernon (Top Left). In another, in 1986, she stands between my wife Mary
and me at a family gathering (Top Right). A third photo shows my great-aunt, Mae Hughes Milam, at the home of her
parents, C.G. and Mary Aikin Hughes, on the Daphne Prairie, six miles northeast of Mt. Vernon. Barn, corral, and
cattle in the background, she leans against the fender of the family’s 1917 Briscoe automobile.  (Bottom Center)

Lastly, this bears telling, as a final twist in our plot: Joe Warren Gandy (1883-1965) kept up his "Coon Creek"
column in the Mt. Vernon Optic Herald for about forty years, beginning in 1915. Cypress Bottom farmer, county
correspondent to the Optic, and state representative from 1939 to 1945, Gandy lost his final bid for state office in
1945, if I remember correctly, due to his foresightful-but-unpopular support for increased regulation of automobile
ownership and usage!
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Extinct Birds
By:  Matt White

I don’t think I am alone in admitting that I have often wondered what this country looked like 150, or even 200,
years ago.  What did the Caddo Indians see and hear when they wandered through the woods and prairies where we
have now built our homes?  What was it about this land that was so attractive to settlers back East who loaded up
and moved to Texas?

Of course these are questions that are hard to answer with certainty.  However, the diaries and letters left behind by a
few of these pioneers can offer clues.  Judging from some of the old accounts that I have read, it is clear that
northeast Texas abounded with birds and wildlife.  Wild Turkeys, Prairie Chickens (often called prairie hens) were
considered extremely numerous and the earliest settlers even witnessed herds of buffalo grazing on the tall grasses in
our area.  Yet, it didn’t take long before the very things that lured these early pioneers began to disappear and some
were even driven to extinction, which means that they have vanished forever.

One especially interesting letter comes from Thomas Howell, who had recently arrived in Clarksville from Virginia.
In a letter home to his father in 1854 he describes hearing and seeing the now extinct Carolina Parakeet near the Red
River.  His encounter came while he and some buddies had gone fishing.

“Birds of all kinds are numerous.  Paroquetes are very numerous; they are beautiful.  We had a glorious little fish-fry
on the first of May on Pine Creek, about six miles from here.  We caught seventy odd perch and other little fish, and
enjoyed ourselves a good deal in cleaning and cooking them.  There were seven of us in all, no ladies of course, we
stayed all day.  The Paroquetes were making their harsh noises in the trees above us, occasionally we would scare a
wild turkey off her nest; sent the partridges helter skelter…”

Every time I read this account I feel a bit jealous that Howell got to see these birds and I never will.  This beautiful
native parrot was once common in the river bottoms and swamps in northeast Texas but was last seen near
Texarkana in 1897.  About the size of a dove, it had a green body.  The males had a yellow and orange head, while
the females were similar though the yellow was restricted to the face.  The female laid her eggs in a cavity high up in
a tree and often in a swamp.  Perhaps this is one of the reasons the eggs were so hard to come by to the collectors
who roamed the woods seeking eggs of all kinds during the 1800s.  These egg collectors were given the somewhat
scientific name of oologists, when in reality they were little more than ravagers of nests – which is why egg
collecting is illegal today.  However, if it weren’t for them, we would know very little about these missing birds.

The sad part of the story is that Carolina Parakeets, as well as Passenger Pigeons, were shot relentlessly by our
ancestors.  Because of them we will never be able to hear the harsh cries of the parakeet, or see the skies darkened
by the pigeons as they descended on the oak trees in northeast Texas to feed on the acorns.  Our only evidence of
these creatures comes from the handful of stuffed birds and old eggs that are in museums.  Although we do not know
where they were collected, the Carolina Parakeet and Passenger Pigeon eggs owned by the Franklin County
Historical Association belong to us.  They are our only way of imagining what this countryside once offered to its
residents.  They are our only links to a past we will never witness.

Matt White lives in Campbell, Texas, on a parcel of prairie passed through his family and teaches at Paris Junior
College. His books Prairie Time and The Birds of Northeast Texas are published by Texas A&M University Press.  White
teaches history on the faculty of Paris Junior College and is a regular and frequent “birder” in Franklin County.

Heath Hen
Extinct since 1932

Carolina Parakeet
Extinct since 1939

Passenger Pigeon
Extinct since 1914
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The Glove Factory
By Taylor Johnston

In the early 1900’s, Franklin County was facing a major population decline because of the lack of industrial based
jobs available. In fact, “in 1958 only fifty-seven laborers of the county’s labor force were employed in
manufacturing” (Hicks, p. 111). However, in 1951, The Wells-Lamont Glove Factory was built and provided
hundreds of industrial job opportunities for the people of Mount Vernon. The Glove Factory was built on the area
that used to serve as the town’s fair grounds. Since then, it has also served as a manufacturing space for several
companies.

In March 2020, my parents, Jon and Crystal Copeland, purchased the vacant property with a goal of reviving the
excitement the building had brought to Mount Vernon in the fifties. Over the past year and a half, my parents have
transformed The Wells-Lamont Glove Factory into a beautiful wedding and event venue. They decided to keep the
iconic name The Glove Factory, because that is what everyone knows the building as.

The Glove Factory Owners, Jon and
Crystal Copeland
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The original building is 28,000 square feet, 18,000 of which serves as the venue space. The deck, which was added
after the original construction, is a breathtaking ceremony/outdoor space nestled twenty feet in the trees. The bride
and groom suites, bathrooms, and catering kitchen now occupy the original office spaces. Crystal wanted to capture
the industrial vibe of the building to create a unique wedding venue uncommon to this area. The original windows
are a major architectural feature that attract and inspire many photographers from all over Texas. My parents
changed several aspects of the factory, but they managed to preserve the building’s architectural integrity at the same
time. The Glove Factory was reimagined to create a unique, industrial space for weddings, parties, and events.

Jon and Crystal bought The Glove Factory in March 2020 and were in a time crunch to make it wedding ready by
October 3rd, for my wedding day. They purchased the property with the mindset that they have four daughters, so
they were bound to get at least four uses out of it. However, the overall response has been overwhelming. Both local
couples and couples from out-of-town have fallen in love with the venue and decided to use it for their special day.
The Glove Factory has over 40 events scheduled with less than a year of booking.
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The remaining 10,000 square feet have been separated from the venue space and transformed into three retail spots
for businesses to lease. One of Jon and Crystal’s goals includes bringing people to enjoy Mount Vernon’s downtown
area. What better way to do this than adding businesses for people to visit? The Johnson Photo Print Studio and The
Loading Dock currently occupy the first two retail spaces. The third spot is currently available.

The Johnson Photo Print Studio is the first business on the left, Suite A. It occupies 1,800 square feet. The studio
was designed by photographer Meghan Johnson. Her business includes a selfie studio, a photo printing lab, and a
space for birthday parties. The Photo Print Studio opened on October 9th. The second business on the left, Suite B, is
The Loading Dock. This space will serve as a local coffee shop and eatery. Brandy Conlon is the business owner. It
will provide a relaxed atmosphere for people to enjoy coffee and meals throughout the day. It will feature a drive
thru option that used to serve as an original loading dock for The Glove Factory, hence the name. It is currently still
under construction with a projected opening date of November 16th. The last space on the left, Suite C, occupies
2,900 square feet and is still under construction and available for rent. The Copeland’s vision for this space is an
anchor restaurant that will have built in catering opportunities next door, a full bar, and possibly rooftop seating.

The large metal building positioned southeast of the main Glove Factory was originally an added storage space.
However, the Copeland’s believe that it has enormous potential. They are currently renovating the building to
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become a second location for their own business, Fireside Corner. The business is currently located on 1099 FM
115. Fireside Corner is a hearth and patio store that has been in operation since 2018. They are looking forward to
expanding their product lines to include window coverings, plumbing fixtures, and lighting.

Our town has very few places for visitors to stay a night or two. With that in mind, my parents have begun building
small cottages on the backside of The Glove Factory. Phase 1 includes six cottages, 4 one-bedroom and 2 two-
bedroom houses each equipped with kitchenettes. The cottages will be designed to mimic the industrial style of The
Glove Factory by incorporating similar color schemes, slanted roofs, and metal accents. An old town gymnasium
used to sit on the area where the cottages are currently being built. When complete, the houses will be established
Airbnb’s for visitors in Mount Vernon. Many couples from distant and surrounding towns have booked The Glove
Factory for their wedding. Unfortunately, this means that guests attending the wedding often drive to Mount Pleasant
or Sulphur Springs to stay in a hotel, and ultimately Mount Vernon misses overnight visitors and tax revenue. The
cottages will provide the option for all visitors to Mount Vernon, including wedding guests, to stay right on The
Glove Factory Property. In the future, Jon plans on utilizing the remaining space to the east to build nine more
cottages.



To preserve the history of such an important building in our town, it was important to Jon and Crystal to keep the
property named The Glove Factory. The Wells-Lamont Glove Factory is a huge piece of Mount Vernon’s history, so
the Copelands wanted the property to forever be known as The Glove Factory. Multiple businesses on the property
will incorporate “The Glove Factory” into their business name. For example, The Loading Dock at The Glove
Factory and Fireside Corner at The Glove Factory will be used. The entire 10 acres and all existing and future
buildings will be known to be “at The Glove Factory.”

My parents have always worked hard to add something special to our unique little town. I am so proud of their work
on The Glove Factory. The entire property will bring more people to Mount Vernon’s downtown area. Every aspect
of property, including the venue, the coffee shop, retail spaces, and the cottages will serve the people of this town. I
think my parents have done and are doing a phenomenal job at transforming an iconic piece of history into a special
piece of the present.

For more details about The Glove Factory wedding venue, visit www.theglovefactorymv.com

References
Hicks, B.F. A Walk-Through Mt. Vernon: A History of Mt. Vernon, TX. 2000.
Photo Credits: Maria Rogers Photography and Taylor Johnston

The Mount Vernon 1948 Tiger football team.

FCHA Website

Our FCHA website is a treasure trove of historical information.

These photos and many more can be found at fchatx.com.

Guy P. Hill and Mitchell brothers in front of G. P. Hill
Hardware (now the Chophouse), circa 1920.
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The Bankhead Highway

Autumn is a time when travelers plan trips to distant cities, but with Covid-19 surging again, many vacation plans
have been put on hold.   An alternative to consider is a weekend driving trip following the route of the Bankhead
Highway.  Part of that transcontinental artery runs right through Franklin County.

The Bankhead Highway was one of the nation’s earliest coast-to-coast highways.  Its beginnings can be traced back
to 1916 when the Bankhead Highway Association was organized to promote the highway’s development.  The
roadway extended from Washington, DC to San Diego, California, by way of Alabama, home of US Senator John H.
Bankhead, a major supporter of the highway.  Its path crossed approximately 850 miles of Texas, passing through
Texarkana, Mount Vernon, Dallas, Fort Worth, Weatherford, Abilene, Big Spring, Midland, Van Horn, and El Paso,
among other communities, and roughly followed US 67 and US 80.

In 2009, the Bankhead Highway was designated a Texas Historic Highway as part of the new state Historic Roads
and Highways Program. Check out Texas Time Travel Tours.  One of their featured mobile tours is the Bankhead
Highway and it will enrich your heritage travel experience, providing galleries of contemporary and historic images,
audio tracks that recount little-known stories, detailed visitation information, and GPS enabled travel maps.

This also guides you on a statewide road trip of the historic highway from Texarkana to El Paso, featuring late night
big band shows at classic hotels of the roaring twenties to the service stations and auto courts that promised freedom
on the open road.

Here in Franklin County, the Bankhead Highway passes in front of Dupree Park and the historic Henry Thruston
home.  Stop, have a picnic at the Lowry Pavilion, walk the 58-acre nature trail and the grounds of the Thruston
house.  You won’t be disappointed.

For more information about the Bankhead Highway in Mount Vernon, go to our website at fchatx.com, click on
Properties/Locations. – Contributed by Gail Reed.

Located at the corner of Main Street and Holbrook Street, the Bolin Station was built in 1926 by the Gulf
Oil Company and was a regular stop for travelers along the Bankhead Highway.



STEREOSCOPES AND OTHER MISCELLANY

Check out the children’s display in the upstairs of the Fire Station.  Note to Members:  if you are touring the museum
AND have a child or children with you or your own inner child surfaces, just release the latch and open the door on
the right hand side of the tall cabinet with kitchen goods.  A child won’t get it if we don’t let them use that egg
beater, or turn the small crank on the coffee meal, or operate the flour sifter.  The tools aren’t particularly valuable;
they were essential furnishings in a kitchen in 1920 and the relevance to today’s electric mixers, blenders, and food
processors becomes evident when you demonstrate the potential uses.  I think there’s even a rug beater (predecessor
to modern vacuums).

We have a jar out with accessible marbles if you want to show how the “shooter” works: - the large marble can be
used to knock smaller marbles out of the circle / field of play.  We want a user friendly museum which serves to
educate children to build pride of place, and to insure a fun experience for visitors.

Now, across from that display case with the kitchen goods, check out the case with children’s toys.  Look at the
stereoscope and the cards.  Most of you will remember view-finders which were color transparencies inserted in a
small plastic case (sort of similar to binoculars) – yes – we have a view-finder in that case also - but from about 1880
to 1920 you’d find a wooden frame which held a removable card.  The card had two images and when moved back
and forth in the stereoscope, the image jelled into 3-D.

Rodney Chadick, local member from Winnsboro, recently donated a box of  about 40 stereoscope cards and a couple
of stereoscopes.  We have a stereoscope in good condition with a few more cards in the Parchman House; catch Gail
Reed and ask for a demonstration – that one is kept with period furnishings in the bedroom.

The stereoscope in the Parchman House came from the Mary Stephenson estate (Miss Mary lived in the house which
still stands on the north side of the tracks, west side of Holbrook Street).  When Miss Mary died in 1976, her niece,
Margaret Stephenson Campbell, gave many items from the home to the historical association.  Remember the frame
is fragile but I am fairly sure that the word “please” would insure Gail allowing you to use the machine itself. In
reflecting on the stereoscope; this was before radio or television and I suspect that it was treasured for family
entertainment but not especially for play; much too delicate.  We’re lucky to have these and now Rodney has gifted
us the cards that really back up the source for the quasi-toy.  The cards are of views in the Rocky Mountains; of city
streets, elephants and other exotic animals, and public monuments.  The views are educational in nature and would
have served as a family leisure activity, along with a piano and parlor organ, or a book for reading, in a time long
before the advent of electric lighting or the digital age. Come check out the new acquisitions.
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LIFE ON THE FARM

By  Ray Loyd Johnson  with input by Billy Jordan and Jo Ann Sides Turner
(1997- Reprinted with permission from REFLECTIVE RAYS by Ray Loyd Johnson)

During my days growing up, most Franklin County kids had exposure to some degree of farm life.  For many, it was
their whole being except for school, church and a big day on Saturday in Mount Vernon, which always included the
Joy Theatre. I did my share of working the vegetable patch, but I was never cut off from town. Even when we lived
out by the Denton Community and had a variety of field duties, I knew daily town life, going to the barbershop with
Pete each school morning. In the summer when kids on the school bus route were literally grounded, doing all kinds of
farm work, I was within the beckoning call of a double-dip ice cream cone. Therefore, I asked two former
schoolmates, Billy Jordan and JoAnn Sides Turner, to provide a capsule of farm life during their early years.

The Morris Jordan family lived four miles southwest of Mount Vernon in the Brushy Community, now fronting on
Interstate 30; but, back then, it was down a narrow road through the sticks.  Looking north from the Jordan homeplace,
you now see 18-wheelers where you used to spot wild critters.  The 150- acre Jordan farm has been in the family for
more than a hundred years.  When Billy was growing up, it was a typical and diversified family operation.  Each
family member had daily jobs as a way of life and did those without being reminded.  Main crops were goobers
(peanuts), corn, and a little cotton.  As with all farm families, the vegetable garden provided fresh eats during warm
months and pressure cooker canned goods in the winter.  People raised peas, beans, tomatoes, potatoes, cabbage,
onions, radishes, turnips, collards, and more. Some had fruit trees. Plus, hogs and chickens provided meat. Family
social hour was a peanut parching in winter and home-made ice cream in summer. Electricity came after World War II
in the Brushy community.

About 20 cows were milked by hand back before the high-tech Grade A dairies we know today came to Franklin
County. The Jordan family (parents Morris and Lelia; kids Frances, Billy Morris, and Jack) went to town in their
wagon. However, the wagon was not their only way to get to town because they lived on Ross Elliott's route. On
Saturday, Ross drove through the community, picking up families in the school bus he owned. In 1949, the Jordan
family purchased a new pickup and the outside world came closer to the farm. Farm life was changing by 1949. Soon
a new industry would open in Mount Vernon that would take Morris and Lelia away from full-time farm work. Billy
had no idea that within a few years he would be using his contagious smile, pleasing manner and a shocking pink Ford
to captivate the girls. Nor did he know in 1949 about an ill-fated cucumber growing venture with me as teenagers
during a drought year that would leave his boss at the grocery store with unfilled customer orders and me with a
lifetime aversion to cucumbers.

Growing up, I heard about George Sides and his farm. The Barbershop Sitters said it was the biggest cotton operation
around. I visualized a big plantation with a stately columned home and rows of white boles as far as the eye could see.
Peacocks strutting.  At Tittle Brothers store, I heard day workers say, "I wants to work for Mr. Sides." And then there
was JoAnn! That line in the song "Wolverton Mountain" goes "Clifton Clowers has a pretty young daughter," Let me
tell you---George Sides had the prettiest daughter ever! JoAnn's personality matched her beauty. In high school, she
was Miss Mount Vernon High School, Football Sweetheart, District FHA President and the dream girl of every boy in
study hall. But on the farm, girls worked in the fields same as boys. JoAnn and sister Melba chopped cotton in the
summer (that's getting the grass out) and picked cotton in fall after school pulling a big sack. Those girls came from
farming ancestors. Their great-grandparents Cloninger were farming in Franklin County a hundred years ago.

The Sides farm was 420 acres, carved out of the vast Hughes Ranch in northeast Franklin County on Daphne Prairie.
JoAnn actually witnessed Hughes Ranch cattle drives right down the unpaved road in front of the Sides home, just like
in the Old West---being herded to a big corral for truck loading or creosote dipping in a vat. George Sides was a very
innovative farmer, adopting new ways of doing before others did. And he knew how to treat people. Some farmers
picked up cotton pickers in town each day---whoever was available. But George left nothing to happenstance. He had
an understanding with Albert Fountain that his kinfolk would do the picking and Albert would be in charge of them.
Each day during picking season, George transported them to and from the field, made stops at the Tittle store,
furnished cotton sacks, paid them daily and provided other amenities. Thus, just recently did I learn the meaning of "I
wants to work for Mr. Sides."
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When George and Winnie became very elderly and went to the nursing home, some of the children of their former
field hands were working there. Mr. and Mrs. Sides received the very best care from people who remembered their
kindness many years ago. We reap what we sow! During their farming days, the Sides reaped what they had sowed in
the field and, at the end, also in life. Like so many people raised in Franklin County, JoAnn and husband George
Turner (a Mount Vernon High School athletic star in the 1950's) have returned to their roots after living in Dallas for
40 years. Today their home is in the middle of the old cotton field.

Franklin County was built on an agricultural base. JoAnn and Billy and thousands more learned valuable lessons of
life on the farm.

DUPREE PARK

Autumn is a wonderful time to get out to Dupree
Park and take a walk through the 57-acre nature
trail.  The foliage is beautiful and the weather is
perfect!

Gail Reed’s daughter and granddaughter, Robin
and Sarah Grace Simmons,  did just that on their
visit to Mt. Vernon in October.

Billy Jordan, standing with his parents and brother and sister.
Photo circa 1948.
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A Story - Remembering Bill Meek

It was sometime during the late 1930’s and my Mom and Dad (Lois (Mattingly) and Roger  Joe Banks), were living
in the Flora Bluff Community which was located some 3 miles northeast of Mt. Vernon in Franklin County and this
was before I was born.  In the Community-proper was a schoolhouse and community church.  The community church
was non-denominational with first and then another church pastor of either the Baptist or Methodist denomination.

Every once in awhile the church would present a play in order to meet expenses, one expense mostly consisted of
kerosene-oil burning lamps spaced on the walls around the one large room.

At the time the church was sponsoring a play with a young schoolteacher by the name of William B. (Bill) Meek, as
director.  It is remembered by some that Bill was a teacher at the time at the local community school located across
the road, but it is not known for sure that this was the case.  During the spring one year, selection of actors and
rehearsals for the play were well underway.

But there was another recurring expense. Since the one large meeting room was heated with burning wood there was
the chore to keep wood in the building to burn in the several pot-bellied stoves.  So, while wood was often donated by
the members there was sometimes a need to purchase it.

One time, late in the week-day during rehearsals a severe storm with lots of thunder and lightning came up, as it
seemed often to do in the community on the hill where my parents lived.  And, a couple of the play-actors, Roger and
Lois Banks, were wondering how they could make it over to the community church house during the storm for the
usual weekly rehearsal.  Appearing at their home in his personal automobile, was the play director, Bill Meek. He had
imagined the hardship of the couple to make it through the storm for the rehearsal and took action accordingly.    The
play turned out to be a huge success.  Sometime later Bill left teaching school and went on to be a prominent
businessman in the town of Mt Vernon.

One time when Bill was operating a cotton gin in the southeast Mt. Vernon business district, for some reason my dad
delivered a truck load of picked cotton to the gin after dark one night and Bill, who was operating the weight scale
house, offered me a sandwich.  Apparently, Ms. Melba Meek, Bill’s first wife, would make sandwiches for the crew
at the gin during work-nights. I declined the offer but have never forgotten that Bill, sensing that I must have been
very hungry, made the offer anyway.

Another memory of Bill also occurred after he had become a prominent businessman in Mt. Vernon.  And, it was a
beautiful October afternoon in the fall of 1955 when I was participating in high school football practice, that we heard
the town fire alarm sound then we saw thick black smoke rising from the town business district.  Later, during the
practice we heard that the town cotton gin had burned, and as we headed home down Holbrook Street across the
railroad tracks, we could see still-smoldering wreckage scattered around, next to the railroad track, of the former
cotton gin site.

In the coming weeks, many of the local cotton-farmers discussed the organization of a “Cotton-gin Co-op” but this
enterprise later died away when Bill Meek reported that he had plans to re-build the gin.  And, this was later done on
a location just west of the County courthouse.  This re-built gin had a grand opening during the following year in
which Bill had served “fried-chicken” dinners to all who attended.

I chanced to talk to Bill some years later in about 1980 after he had retired from the cotton-ginning business, and had
become the County Judge of Franklin County.  This meeting happened at the annual County Judges and
Commissioners Association conference hosted each year by Texas A&M University at College Station, Texas.  I was
at the time a field engineer working out of the maintenance operations division for the Texas Department of
Transportation (TxDOT), and had been invited to give a talk on bridge maintenance at the Conference.  And, Bill
very well remembered at the time, the play and being its director, at Flora Bluff Community Church back in late
1930’s.

Ralph K.  Banks
September 2021
Austin, TX



Top Row:  Hoffman Moore, Secretary; L.D. Lowry, Jr., J.B. Meredith,
David Stinson

Bottom Row:  Roy Smith, President, Bill Meek, Finlay Moore
1954

Thank you City of Mount Vernon
and

Franklin County Commissioners

for your continued support of FCHA

We appreciate all you do for us!
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A COUSIN’S TRIBUTE

Robert Sterling Long
Sept. 6, 1952 – February 12, 2021

By Diane E. Hill

“Robert always said that a gentleman was welcomed anywhere and he personified a Southern Gentleman always
greeting you with a smile and a compliment, often bearing thoughtful gifts, always full of stories, both entertaining,
making you laugh, and serious, making you realize how well and culturally informed he was.”

This memory that a friend posted on Facebook was, indeed, the Robert Sterling Long I knew.

And that smile.  What I remember best is that smile.  I first saw it when I was five and he was a three-year-old
toddling in to our Grandmother Paralee Long’s farmhouse.  She had a gaggle of grandchildren, and Robert was right
in the middle in age.  Even then, Robert’s smile was a mixture of pure joy and confidence and that never changed.

It was from our Grandmother Paralee Long and his Grandmother Nona Williams that Robert Sterling learned to love
history.  From Paralee Cates Long, Robert learned where his second great-grandfather James Long had built his cabin
when the family came from Tennessee to Texas in 1845.  She showed him the stone that had been the first doorstep of
that cabin, and they examined together the 1798 Long Family Bible that she guarded with her life.  In time, Robert
became the guardian of that bible.

From his Grandmother Nona Williams, he learned the history of Winfield and Grey Rock where he grew up.  He
learned about the four family lines he descended from: Suggs, Simpsons, Carpenters and Williams and their part in
settling Franklin County.  And he learned to tell the truth about history, no matter how painful that might be.

As well as having a passion for history, Robert Sterling grew to be the most cultured person I have ever known.  It
started in his childhood with music.  His mother Dorothy Mae Williams Long was a piano teacher.  She taught Robert
to play beautifully and gave him an enduring love for all forms of music.

In his teen-age years, he started to love literature, and he became an avid reader.  He majored in literature and taught it
at the college level.

After college, his love of words led him to the work of editing newspapers in Pittsburg, Mount Pleasant and
Winnsboro.  Later, he edited a gas and oil trade journal.

In his mature years, Robert’s passion turned to art.  He was a constant visitor to the Menil gallery in Houston, The
Dallas Museum of Art, The Meadows Museum at Southern Methodist University, and The Kimball Museum in Fort
Worth.

And Robert loved to cook, particularly with his sister Reba and his best friend Bill Hicks.

When Robert traveled for either work or pleasure, his friends would get post cards from California, Italy, France and
Ireland.

For most of his life, Robert planned writing a book about the people he had known, the stories he’d heard, the history
of Northeast Texas and the families he came from.  It would have been a wonderful book, and he had just started it
when he caught Covid.  He was such a determined person I expected him to recover.  But he didn’t.

What is true for me about Robert’s passing is that I miss him every day and I will miss him for the rest of my life.
But Robert should have the final word.  The following is a Facebook post sent out September 7, 2020:

“Dear folks, friends, family, cousins, family-by-choice – Thank you for helping me celebrate my birthday.  Each of
you made me feel special and made me feel humbled and exhilarated.  The years and experience keep coming
thankfully made even better by experiencing them with you.  Best wishes to each and every one.”



Memorials & Honorariums

Donated By:     In Memory Of:

Jaime Bennett     Tom Wilkinson
                                          Jeanne Pamplin       Robert Long

Donated By:     In Honor Of:

              BF Hicks                   Jerald & Mary Lou Mowery

Robert Sterling Long
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LIBBY HARRISON MILTON
(1934-2020)

Fresh Apple Cake

1-¼ sticks of oleo (melted)
2 C sugar
2 eggs (lightly beaten)
(Combine above in large mixing bowl)

(Sift dry ingredients and then add to the egg mixture)
Stir in 4 apples – cored, peeled, sliced thin; Add ¾ C chopped pecans; Stir / mix only enough to combine.

Heat oven to 300F. Grease and flour a tube cake pan or bundt pan. Pour in cake batter.  Bake at 300 for first 15
minutes.  Turn heat to 350 and continue baking for 45 minutes until toothpick insert comes out clean. Let cake rest
for 30 minutes.  Invert the cake onto a cake plate

Optional glaze: Combine ¾ C sugar; ½ C evaporated milk; 1 stick of butter in small saucepan and set over
medium heat; Cook for about 3 minutes.  Pour/drizzle over cake.  (Re-heat if necessary to attain consistency for
glaze).
Can be served with fresh whipped cream or vanilla ice cream.

Libby Milton, public servant, died November 25, 2020.  Libby Ruth Harrison was born to William Ernest and
Hadie Craig Harrison in Blue Springs, Mississippi, on August 10, 1934.  She died November 25, 2020, at the age
of 86.  She was preceded in death by her husband, Ronald E. Milton.  They were married 60 years.   Libby and
Ron had three children, all of whom survive:   Karla Haynes and husband, Gary, of McKinney, Texas,  Ruth Ann
Beagle of Justin, Texas, and Allen Milton of Bentonville, Arkansas.  She was the proud grandmother of six and
great-grandmother to three.

Libby served as a minister’s wife in Indianapolis, Indiana, and Tulsa, Oklahoma, while she and Ron grew their
family.  Soon after moving to Dallas in 1971, she completed her degree and enjoyed a 19 year career as an
Operations Manager for AT&T.

Libby and Ron purchased the Gill House on Leftwich Street; restored the home and proceeded to become active in
the life of Mt. Vernon.  Libby was a member of the Shakespeare Club, West New Hope United Methodist Church,
and served Mount Vernon as a City Council member.  She kept an immaculate home and enjoyed entertaining
friends and family.  Whether at church or a social event, Libby always greeted people with a warm smile and a
kind word.  Ron was active in the Rotary Club, church, and served terms as both president and as director of the
Franklin County Historical Association.

Libby had a keen eye for color.  Her own home and yard were sources of rich and pleasing color.  She served on
the design committee for the city’s landmark commission and consulted with many property owners regarding
architectural details and color choices appropriate to the time period involved at a time when Mt. Vernon applied
for the state and national recognition now held.

After Ron’s death in 2015, Libby moved to a retirement facility in McKinney to be closer to her children.  Ron
was a great-nephew of the humorist Joe Patillo; and took great pride in his kinship and descent from many early
families of Franklin County.

The Arrington family of Mt. Vernon was held in such esteem by a generation quickly passing in our county.
During a visit before Ron moved to Mt. Vernon, his mother (Evelyn Ivey Milton) was standing in front of
Edwards; Margaret Stephenson Campbell chanced by and commented that she resembled the Arringtons (and
Evelyn took great pride in admitting to the kinship).

2 C flour
½ tsp salt
1 tsp each nutmeg and soda
2 tsp cinnamon
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For the last year of her life, Libby lived in isolation.  Her
daughter, Karla, could arrange for the delivery of a soda and
they would visit through a window or other partition set up by
the facility.  This photo shows Karla’s reflection as she
snapped the shot of her mother enjoying her drink.  This photo
will also serve as a reminder of the grim period we have
faced.  Despite all precautions, Libby did contract Covid19
and was one more victim of the pandemic.

A couple of decades later, Jimmy Jack Stone took note of the same continuing resemblance when he encountered
Ron’s daughter, Karla Haynes, in an aisle at Brookshire’s:  “You are an Arrington.”  Parallel descendants and kin,
Galts, Hicks, and Ivey, all proud of the life of service of  Libby Harrison Milton.

Business Development in Mount Vernon
By Gail Reed

  As I look around town, it’s wonderful to see our downtown plaza area continuing to grow and evolve.  On the north
side, Lindsey Bliss has restored a one of the historic buildings, and reopened as Dirt and Diamonds, a small-town
boutique, with apparel, home goods and gifts.  Next door, Recycled Renaissance continues to thrive, building custom
home furniture pieces.
  The Glove Factory, located at 201 East Dallas Street, is a 13,000 square foot event venue newly renovated by the
Copeland family.  You’ll find their story in this edition of the newsletter.
  Glammiez has relocated to the east side of the square, offering women’s clothing as well as fresh flowers for any
occasion.  A few doors down, Blade and Shade, has opened as an eyebrow sculpting business, and Eclectic Circus as
a new antique store.  Step across the street and you’ll find one-of-a-kind treasures at The Emporium on Lower Main.
  Just west of the square, Blue Moon Junk-Tion, has many items from bygone days, while Gallery on Main showcases
work from local artisans, as well as Birdie’s, a boutique with a large selection of women’s clothing and accessories.
  Feeling hungry?  Mount Vernon is booming with several downtown restaurants.  M. L. Edwards serves delicious
soups, salads and sandwiches and makes the best coffee anywhere around.  Steve-O’s Pizza & Pub continues to
satisfy with a variety of Italian dishes and the Bean family at 5-B Burgers makes some of the best hamburgers in
town.  Behind Alliance Bank, Milano’s Pizza serves several types of pizzas and salads, buffet-style.
  Sally’s City Café recently opened on the south side of the square, offering a wide range of items on her breakfast
and lunch menu.  If you’re in the mood for a steak, try out Chophouse on Bankhead.  Other choices include sweet
chili-glazed Chilean sea bass, or smoked salmon, paired with a beverage from Neat Bar.
  Make a point to check out these businesses the next time you’re in town!

Love where  you live

SHOP LOCAL

EAT LOCAL

SPEND LOCAL
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Peggy and Charles Lowry
Submitted by Gail Reed (Based on a Compilation of Published Obituaries)

Our organization lost two long-time members during this publishing cycle.  As we go to press, I note also
that former board members Barbara Norris and Darwin McGill have also died.

At this time, our tribute is to the lives of Peggy Watson Lowry (died September 27, 2021) and Charles
Lewis Lowry (died October 8, 2021).

Services were held for Peggy on Saturday, October 2, 2021, at the First United Methodist Church in Mt.
Vernon and two weeks later, the same church served for Charles’ services.

Peggy was born on June 1, 1932, to Roy James and Una Mary (Johnson) Watson in Duncan, Oklahoma.  In
1950 she graduated from New London High School in New London, Texas.  She attended Texas Christian
University, and met fellow student Charles Lewis Lowry of Mt.  Vernon.  They married June 6, 1951, in
Palmer, Texas.  After Charles graduated in 1952 they moved to Mt. Vernon where they commenced a
lifetime of service for their family, their church and for this community.

Peggy served as the director of the Miss Mt. Vernon Pageant, where her positive influence on young women
of the community is still felt today.  For more than 30 years she was an active member of the Franklin
County Chamber of Commerce, including service as president.  She served several terms on the Mt. Vernon
City Council and one term as Mayor Pro Tem.  She also served on the Franklin County Library Board,
Franklin County Hospital Board, East Texas Medical Center Advisory Board, Northeast Texas Community
College Foundation Board, and the Franklin County Youth Recreation Board.  She was a member of the
Daughters of the American Revolution.

Peggy followed Irene St. Clair in the early 1950’s as organist at the First United Methodist Church of Mount
Vernon.  She would continue in that capacity for a remarkable 56 years; faithfully at the church providing
music for the congregation and also playing for countless weddings, funerals and special programs over that
term.

Charles Lewis Lowry died October 8, 2021, just one week shy of his 91st birthday.   Charles was born
October 15, 1930, to L.D. Lowry, Jr. and Frances Fayrine (Hickman) Lowry.  In 1948 he graduated as
Valedictorian from Mt. Vernon High School and then attended Texas Christian University on a football
scholarship.

Charles was the epitome of the term “Pillar of the Community.”  He loved Mt. Vernon and Franklin County
and spent nearly 70 years in active public service.
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He served as a School Board Trustee for the Mt. Vernon ISD for more than two decades.  He served several
terms as board president and served as president of the Texas Association of School Boards.

He served several terms on the Mt. Vernon City Council, and was active for many years in numerous civic
organizations, including the Mt. Vernon Rotary Club, the Franklin County Chamber of Commerce, the
Franklin County Industrial Foundation, and the Mt. Vernon Economic Development Corporation -- having
served as president of each.

Charles and Peggy were both named Paul Harris Fellows of the Mt. Vernon Rotary Club; an award given in
memory of Paul Harris, founder of Rotary International, and awarded to individuals who “place public
service above self.”  Charles was the longest-tenured member of the Mt. Vernon Rotary Club at the time of
his death.  He served for 45 years as a director of First National Bank of Mt. Vernon and as president of the
Southwest Home Furnishings Association, a trade association covering multiple states.

Charles served as president of the Franklin County Youth Baseball Association and lead the association to
completion of the baseball stadium now serving the school baseball program.  He served as a founder and
president of the Catfish Winners Scholarship Fund, an organization of former players under the legendary
Catfish Smith in the 1940s and 50s and now makes annual scholarship awards to Mt. Vernon High School
graduates.  He served as a mentor for the Leaders of Tomorrow program at Mt. Vernon High School.
Charles was faithful in church attending, held many church offices, and supported Peggy in her position.
He worked in the family business – Lowry’s on Main Street – for his adult working life.  Charles was a
modest man but his community service and activism was not unnoticed:  in 1990, he was inducted into the
Franklin County Hall of Fame; in 1995, he was Franklin County Man of the Year; and 2009, he was
inducted into the Mt. Vernon Schools – League of Honor.

Charles and Peggy Lowry made significant and important contributions to the life of this community.  They
will be missed. They are survived by their daughter, Lisa Lowry of Mt. Vernon; son Brad Lowry and wife,
Cari Lowry of Argyle, Texas; and son Stan Lowry and wife, Jill Lowry of Mt. Vernon; seven grandchildren
and two great-grandchildren.

Historical Marker Dedication

The Texas Historical Commission will hold a marker dedication ceremony for Savannah Cemetery and father and
son, James Titus and Andrew Jackson Titus on Saturday, November 13, 2021, at 2 p.m., at Savannah Cemetery.

Directions to Savannah Cemetery:  If you are traveling east on US 82 when you reach the Annona city limits, you
will turn right and go south on Farm Road 44.  You will travel through town.  You will travel 4.5 miles from
Highway 82 to Farm Road 1701.  You can only turn left or to the east at this point.  In two miles you will see a sign
reading Savannah Cemetery.  Turn right on CR 4405 and go south for .4 miles.  On the left will be a cattle guard and
overhead metal sign for the cemetery entrance.  You will turn into the gate and travel .3 miles.  Savannah Cemetery
will be on the left.  There is ample parking on the grass outside the cemetery.

If you are traveling west on US 82 when you reach the Avery city limits, turn left or south on Dallas Avenue.  It will
curve to the right and become Texas Street.  Turn left on Farm Road 911 and you will be going south through the old
downtown.  You will travel 1.5 miles until you see Farm Road 1701.  You will turn right and go west for 4.5 miles
until you see the Savannah Cemetery sign.  Turn left and go south on CR 4405.  You will travel .4 miles until you see
a cattle guard and overhead metal sign for the cemetery entrance.  You will turn left and travel .3 miles.  The
cemetery will be on the left.

Note:  If you are using Google Maps to the cemetery it shows CR 4405 as CR 4406.  CR 4405 is correct.



New Nature Trails at Pure Hope Ranch

Each trail is a little over ½ mile long. Birders and hikers can learn about various birds and their habitats, diets and
range areas along the Water’s Edge, Forrest and Meadow Trails. Holly worked with Cornell Lab to obtain actual
photos of birds on each panel, along with her own whimsical artwork describing fun facts of each featured bird. She
incorporated QR codes on each panel where Birders can use their cell phones to hear the call of each bird or watch
an interactive video of babies in a nest or see a wood duck named Toby.   Holly hand-made a giant “Measure Your
Wingspan” display for hikers to see how their human wingspan measures up against various other birds.

In addition to the interpretive panels she recruited help from the Pure Hope staff and interns in decorating and
installing six bluebird boxes built and donated by local nest builder, Jerald Mowry.  These nest boxes can be seen
along the Meadow Trail where bluebirds love to nest.  Baby bluebirds were born in the new nest boxes this past
season!

Holly also received a generous grant for wildflower seeds from the Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center.  The
Pure Hope women participated in planting a meadow of wildflower seeds, native to our area of Texas.

In October the grand opening was held in the newly constructed heart-shaped garden with a pergola that contains
bird footprints, a trail map table and a nice place to take a break on the bench under the shade of a pergola.

Holly couldn’t have completed such a momentous project without the support of so many people:
Parents, Jeff and Leslie Wilcox; Grandparents, Bob and Donna McFarland; Pure Hope Foundation staff
Girl Scout Leader – Linda Walker; Cliff Shackelford – Texas Parks and Wildlife non-game Ornithologist
Matt White – Texas Naturalist; B.F. Hicks and FCHA Board; Grants from St. Clair Endowment Scholarship, Jack
Linger Explorer Group, and Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center

The Pure Hope Ranch is working on next steps to be able to share Holly’s vision and project with the public. We are
proud to have such a wonderful place to appreciate Nature.

Thanks to Girl Scout, Holly Wilcox, there are three new
nature trails in Franklin County.

Although she resides in Durham, North Carolina, Holly
chose Franklin County/Mount Vernon for her Girl Scout
Gold Award because of her family connections here and
her love of our community.

The Gold Award is the highest award achievable in Girl
Scouts.

Holly began envisioning the project in 2020, spending the
summer of 2021 at her grandparent’s house, north of
Mount Vernon, and with the help from FCHA and the
Harris & Irene Endowment Scholarship, began installation
of her creation at the Ranch.

Learning from a graphic artist who worked with her
mother at Duke University in Durham, Holly quickly
became an expert at designing 13 professional
interpretative panels to install on three separate trails she
designed at Pure Hope Ranch.
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FCHA members Jerald and Mary Lou Mowery and Gail Reed visited the Mount Vernon Elementary School and
read Mary Brooke Casad's Bluebonnet Visits Mount Vernon to the first grade class.

Thank you first grade teachers for welcoming us!  What fun we had interacting with the students!

REMEMBER ::

OUR MEMBERSHIP RENEWAL CAMPAIGN

IS IN FULL SWING.

Fill out the included Membership Form.

Join our organization or  renew your membership today.  Become a part of our efforts to
“preserve our natural and cultural heritage!”
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Love’s Plans Major Expansion in Mount Vernon
Submitted by Bob McFarland, Franklin County Industrial Foundation President

The Industrial Foundation has signed a contract to sell 30 acres of the Triangle Property to Love’s for $250,000.  The
Triangle Property is located on the I-30 north access road.  It is bordered by the Spur on the east and Gadlin Street on
the west.  Love’s is planning to spend $20 million on their expansion.  They will demolish the current travel stop and
build a new travel stop that is twice as big and will have the more contemporary look that that Love’s is now using.

Love’s will use the rest of the property to build a luxury RV Park that will accommodate 100 RVs.  Their target
market is people traveling from northern states to the Texas Gulf coast that need a place to stay overnight.  Stays will
be limited to a few nights.

Love’s is already one of the top 5 in property taxes paid to the City.  The expansion will likely boost Love’s to #1 on
the  property tax roles. The City’s sales tax income will also get a boost.

A factor that influenced the size of the Love’s commitment is the New Market Tax Credit (NMTC).  The NMTC is a
Federal income tax credit intended to encourage investment in low income, rural communities.  Any business that
spends more than $5 million in new investment inside the Mount Vernon city limits qualifies for the credit.  On a $20
million investment the tax credit will save Love’s about $3 million.

The Industrial Foundation will retain 10 acres on the I-30 access road. The 10 acres will be developed to bring new
businesses to our City.



2022

MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
Franklin County Historical Association

P. O. Box 289
Mount Vernon, TX  75457

903-537-4760

Memberships are based on the calendar year.
Members joining mid-year will receive all publications for that year.

Name_______________________________________________   Class of Membership & Dues:

Address_____________________________________________            Individual—$15.00

City, State, Zip________________________________________           Family—$25.00

Phone:_______________________________________________          Patron—$50.00

Email: _______________________________________________          Sponsor—$100.00

I would like to receive my newsletter via email.  Check here. _____

Indicate your membership class and mail your dues check to:
FCHA, P.O. Box 289, Mt. Vernon, TX  75457

2022 DUES

Please fill in the above contact information.  Circle membership class.

Dues for 2022 (Includes subscription to bi-monthly newsletter)           $__________

Special tax deductible contribution for operations and maintenance:    $__________

Special contributions may be designated as memorials or honorariums.  Please list the name of the person
memorialized or honored, and the name and address of the receipt for notice of your donation:

In Memory/In Honor of: __________________________________________________

Notice to: ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________________

               Total Enclosed:   $________________

We need volunteers!  Could you work an occasional four-hour shift at one of our museums or a few hours
in the office?  _______Yes, call me to schedule.  Phone # _______________________


