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Hello friends of FCHA!
The summer days are long and hot, yet FCHA has been busy maintaining our properties.  The next time you’re in

town, you’ll notice a spiffed-up version of the Cotton Belt Depot.  The building has a new roof, the exterior power-
washed and new steps have been added at the front entrance.

The Parchman House Visitor’s Center has a fresh coat of exterior paint and we are in the process of moving the
log cabin from that location to the Depot property where it will be more visible.

Behind the Fire Station, small cedar trees that have struggled to survive after the 2020 snowstorm were removed,
offering a much more appealing aesthetic to the grounds.

As you know from your personal experience, repairs and maintenance are costly, and keeping these old buildings
in good shape is a constant financial struggle.  We do appreciate everyone for contributing to our organization with
membership dues and special donations.

Scottish poet Alexander Smith once said, “I go into my library and all history unrolls before me.”  As someone
who loves history, this quote really speaks to me.  I feel the same way every time I walk into one of our museums.
Our 1894 Cotton Belt Depot transports us back to a time when agriculture dominated our county and farmers would
bring their vegetable and fruit crops to the train station to be shipped all over the country.  The train was a vital and
fast mode of transportation for anyone traveling to and from Mount Vernon.

In the Fire Station, our local hometown football hero, Don Meredith, comes to life in videos and various
memorabilia from his time growing up in Mount Vernon, to his days at SMU, then as the first Dallas Cowboy and
announcing for ABC sports.

Upstairs, FCHA has the privilege of showcasing one of the largest butterfly and bird egg collections in the
United States.  James Harry Smith’s one-of-a-kind carvings are on display, including his beautiful and uniquely
shaped violins.

FCHA MEETING

Place:  Freight Room, 1894 Railroad Depot

Time:  10:00 a.m. - Coffee / 10:30 a.m. - Program / 11:30 a.m. - Sandwiches & Cookies

Program:  The Importance of Rail Transportation:  A Lesson in American Life
Presented by Eugene Hauptmann, Rail Historian, Wylie, Texas

Hosts:  FCHA Directors
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Ken Greer (not shown) introduced members of the Highland Terrace Baptist Church of Greenville to the Don
Meredith Exhibit.

  We have wonderful museums where our local history unfolds before us.  FCHA hopes you will take advantage of
the opportunity to learn Mount Vernon’s story.  Bring the kids, visiting relatives, or just come alone!  Tours may be
arranged by appointment on weekdays by calling 903-57-4760 or 903-537-2264, and we are open every Saturday
from 10 a.m. until 3 p.m.            Have a great summer!

Mayor of Mount Vernon, Brady Hyman, along with Dan
Hoke and Joel Dihle, welcome members of the Highland
Terrace Baptist Church of Greenville.

Joel Dihle explains procecedures in the blacksmith
shop.

As you work your way around the room, you will see artifacts from various indigenous native Americans.  We
look at their way of life and see how they were able to thrive in our area over 100 years ago.

This spring and summer we have enjoyed touring many large and small groups. We had a group of 35 church
members from the Highland Terrace Baptist Church of Greenville here on June 12, 2022 and I share my photos from
the tour.



3

Meeting Notice – July 23, 2022
10:00 a.m. – Coffee; 10:30 a.m. – Program:

The Importance of Rail Transportation: A Lesson in American Life.
Eugene Hauptmann, Rail Historian, Wylie, Texas.

Sandwiches and Cookies - 11:30 a.m.
Hosts – Historical Association Directors. Freight Room, 1894 Railroad Depot.

Eugene D. Hauptmann is a retired arson investigator and navy veteran of Desert Storm.
He is currently a Director of the Wylie Historical Society and Chairman of the Building Advisory

Board. He is also a Vice-Chair for the 10-year master plan for future growth of Wylie, Texas.
Eugene says: “I grew up with a passion for railroad passenger trains, Civil War History and Classic

Cars, the United States Navy, and the Old West. My passions and my Christian faith were instilled by
my maternal grandmother. These passions and my heritage have made my life enjoyable.”

PRESIDENTIAL MUSINGS:

MEETING EUGENE HAUPTMANN

On Thursday, April 21, 2022 – Gail Reed was asked to tour a church group from Daingerfield through the
Meredith Exhibit in the Fire Station Museum and  Eugene Hauptmann and a group from Wylie, Texas wanted to
tour the 1894 Railroad Depot.

Gail takes the church group, and I meet the Railroad group.  What an enthusiastic group! Retired fire fighters.
 Gene Hauptmann asks about the original location of the depot.  First visitor to ever have me walk down to the
original location; we do.  Mind you, this is April; it is still cool enough; very pleasant morning.  He asks if we still
have loading platforms in place.  I never gave any thought to a loading platform;  we are down at the tracks; he
walks over to a concrete loading platform.  Wow, history comes alive!

Gail has concluded with her tour group and she pulls up in front of the depot, spies us at the tracks and walks
up.  We are both impressed with Mr. Hauptmann’s knowledge and find ourselves simultaneously asking him about
coming and speaking to our group.

And now we have him coming on Saturday morning, July 23.  Come meet Gene Hauptmann; hear his report on
the importance of the railroad across Texas and the singular importance for the life of this community a century
ago.   Program at 10:30 and food and fellowship at 11:30 a.m.  My kinsman, Jabez Galt, said that we should
invest our time in education and entertainment; you’ll have a bit of both.  Come for an enjoyable Saturday
experience!!



Editor’s Introduction:  FCHA supporters and friends – Tom and Sandy Tower - come by often to see what we have
going on in the museum.  I think they rely on the US Postal Service, and we are an easy stop when they have come
into town from their home a few miles northwest of Mt. Vernon.  I’m always out to get a recipe, especially one with
family ties, and I asked Tom if his mother had a special recipe, something that they were perhaps still using.  Tom
and Sandy both responded immediately that the outstanding recipe would be his mother’s “5 Flavor Cake”  They
have shared the recipe; try it; you won’t be disappointed:

Deloria Tower’s
5 FLAVOR CAKE RECIPE

2 sticks butter         1 tsp coconut extract
        1/2 cup Crisco         1 tsp rum extract

3 cups sugar         1 tsp butter extract
5 eggs           1 tsp lemon extract
3 cups flour          1 tsp vanilla extract

 1 cup milk          1 tsp baking powder

Cream butter, Crisco and sugar until light and fluffy.  Add well-beaten eggs.  Combine flour and baking powder.
Alternate flour mixture and milk and add to mixture.  Stir in flavorings.  Bake in tube pan at 350 degrees for 1-1/2
hours.  Add glaze.  Then cool in pan 10 minutes.  Note: We use a Bundt pan.
Glaze:
1 cup sugar, ½ cup water, 1 tsp of each of the 5 flavorings, 1 tsp almond flavoring
Combine in heavy pan.  Bring to boil.  Stir until sugar is melted.  Boil 1 minute.  Pour over hot cake in pan.

Family background:
Tom Tower is the son of W. Thomas Tower and Martha Deloria Jumper Tower.  W. Thomas Tower was born in

1924 in Franklin County to George Tower and Willie Elliott Tower.   His mother died when he was four years old;
his father remarried and  had several other children.  Thomas served in the US Armed Force in Europe during World
War II, returned home and married Martha Deloria Jumper of Franklin County in 1946.

W. Thomas Tower worked as an electrician for 53 years.  He spent 33 years as a SWEPCO employee and then
worked as an independent contractor.  At the time of his death in July 1999 he was still working full-time and had
both of his grandsons (then college students) home for the summer,  living with him and working as his assistants.
Grandson Sam is an engineer in Austin and Grandson John is a patent and trademark attorney living in Dallas.

Deloria was office manager at Teague Chevrolet for over 22 years; she died in 2003.  She was the daughter of
Hubert Samuel Jumper and Mary Lois Pryor Jumper.  She had four brothers, Jerry Jumper, Sam Jumper, Jr., Howard
Jumper, and Don Jumper, all of whom survived her.

Our County Commissioner Larkin Jumper is the son of her brother, Sam Jumper, Jr.  The Tower, Jumper, Elliott
and Pryor families all have a legacy extending more than a century in this county; a legacy of service to community
and country; we are better for their lives here and we are better for the sharing of Deloria’s recipe.
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THE PARCHMAN HOUSE

FCHA has had our Headquarters repainted since the last newsletter was released.
The house looks bright and beautiful; check it out!

THE SEAY LOG CABIN

We are moving the Seay Log Cabin from the Parchman House grounds to the Depot grounds for more public
visibility.  It will join the Martin family cabin.

By the next newsletter you will see the transformed cabin with a new historic marker in place, giving a public
explanation of the status.



6

THE TRAIN DEPOT

After about 20 years our roof at the depot was unraveling. Thanks to a grant from the St. Clair Family Endowment,
we now have a new roof; and we must also note that Sanchez Roofing gave us a generous discount on the charges.

Below are pictures of the roof installation in June 2022.
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SUMMER READING PROGRAM

For the second year, the FCHA sponsored the picnic for the Franklin County Library’s summer reading program.
About 40 students and adults attended the picnic on June 24, 2022; and enjoyed

pizza, water and ice pops in the Lowry Pavilion.
Students were all provided a guide to the Dupree Park Nature Trail and most students and some parents completed
the entire 1.3 mile hike. Costs for the event and the cost for the nature trail guides was sponsored by the St. Clair

Family endowment, an endowment created by Jimmy St. Clair in memory of his mother and father,
Harris and Irene St. Clair.

Mr. St. Clair is a 1958 graduate of Mt. Vernon High School.
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SCHOOLS IN MT. VERNON, TEXAS
By John Hicks

In a recent newsletter I indulged in nostalgia regarding the mostly-vanished community schools of Franklin County.
I'll focus here on school buildings in the town of Mt. Vernon. I hope the images and commentary prompt enjoyable
recollections connected to some of the structures and, too, stir fond memories of classroom teachers who touched our
lives inside those walls.

The 1893 Franklin Institute

The Franklin Institute was our town's first public school, built in 1893 on what is now the south parking lot of First
Baptist Church, on the east side of Kaufman Street, facing west. In the photo you'll see a horse and buggy beside the
ornate structure.

The 1910 and 1928 Mt. Vernon Schools

In 1910 the Franklin Institute building was demolished, and a new building was constructed on the same site. In the
photo you'll see a two-story brick building, its front entry marked by four columns and a decorative structure at the
roof line.

In 1928 a new two-story edifice on the west side of Kaufman Street, facing east, became our high school. In the
photo, it's marked by straight lines and a flat roof, as well as by a windowless expanse to each side of the entry. Note
the interesting, rectangular pattern of light and dark brick.

On completion of this 1928 high school building, the 1910 building became the home of grades 1-8. After
construction of the 1941 high school building, the 1910 and 1928 buildings were both used for the growing number
of students in grades 1-8.

When I shared these photos on Facebook a few years ago, I mentioned that I didn't know what had eventually
become of the 1910 building. Then Fannie Stretcher shared her memory of hearing F.D.R. give his famous "Day
That Will Live in Infamy" speech on December 8, 1941, the day after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, in her
fourth-grade classroom in the 1910 building. Furthermore, Sue Stevens recalled her classes in that building; and she
said it was demolished in 1950. Its former site became a school playground and, much later, what is now the parking
lot south of the First Baptist Church building.
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Some of you, as children, may have roughhoused on that hard and grassless playground in the 1950s and early 1960s.
Perhaps you suffered, as I did, cuts and scrapes on chips of brick and mortar left from the 1950 demolition. Classmates
and I made numerous visits to the principal's office for swabs of Mercurochrome applied to our knees and elbows. We
called the now-banned, reddish disinfectant "monkey blood." I suppose we boys found that moniker appealing. I do
remember its strong acrid-sweet smell.

I attended grades 1-8 in the 1928 building and have a significant memory, somewhat like that of Mrs. Stretcher, of
a national trauma: November 22, 1963, some classmates and I were playing outside to the south of the building when
we heard someone shout, with peculiar urgency and emotional tenor, from the second-floor window of Sixth-Grade
Teacher Mathus Black’s homeroom. Called inside, we heard that President Kennedy and Governor Connally had been
shot in Dallas. (That stays with me, as does Vice-Principal Rick Flanagan's announcement at my classroom door the
morning of September 11, 2001. I was teaching Spanish in the current Mt. Vernon High School building when the
Twin Towers fell.)

Well, the 1928 building was simply abandoned as the 1967-1968 school year began and we moved out to
Highway 37. Then, about five years later it suffered fire damage throughout the interior and was razed, with the
exception of a free-standing cafeteria, which had survived the fire.

Think of a colonial home with the kitchen housed in an outbuilding to stop a cooking fire from spreading to the
house. Perhaps it was this precaution that left the cafeteria unattached and, in a reversal of architectural intent, saved
from a spreading conflagration.

New owners of the property remade the cafeteria into a dwelling and built two new houses where the old school
and its playground had served generations of children.

The 1941 High School

In 1941, district trustees oversaw construction of a new high school building on the west side of Holbrook Street,
facing east. An image from the 1956 Tiger Annual shows the building at its best, with the high school's student body
gathered before it. The building housed a gym with bleachers on one side and a stage on the other; so it also served
as an auditorium and performance hall. Many of us still remember basketball games, PTA programs, Halloween
carnivals, band performances, and other school and community assemblies held there.

The school district abandoned this building in 1967, other owners have used the building for storage and
shipping.
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The 1967 School Campus

For the 1967-1968 school year, all grades moved to buildings at the present site on Highway 37 South. Over the
past fifty-four years, the school district has added numerous facilities to a sprawling campus. The picture seen here,
showing the west facade of the original high school building, comes from Denson Construction Company's full-page
advertisement in the 1968 Tiger Annual. A note from the student body was printed below the photograph. From
1893 to the present day, the same words could express an appropriate sentiment:

"We, the students of Mt. Vernon, wish to thank the townspeople for the foresight they have had in planning for
these excellent facilities to further a better educational program for Franklin County."

Editor’s Introduction: Russell Martin III, a Mt.
Pleasant native, now head of the DeGoyler History
Library at SMU, chanced on a Mt. Vernon
document:  A Dallas company’s invoice to J.C.
Blocker of Mt. Vernon, Texas dated August 19,
1895 for barrels of Schlitz beer, Old Sledge
whiskey, flasks, corks, etc. etc.

Russ admits that the invoice is hard to read (we
reproduce the image) but the original very clearly
designates our town with the merchant ordering
from “Scruggs & Scruggs, wholesale liquor
dealers.” The quantity would indicate that the
shipments had to be delivered by rail.

National Prohibition would put an end to this
sort of business within a few years.

Our newsletter is reaching far and wide and we
appreciate the contributions from readers such as
Mr. Martin.
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Editor’s Introduction:  In 1998 , Sam Findley of Franklin County, submitted some “memories” written by his mother,
who was, at that time 95-1/2 years old.  Mother and son have both now passed on, and we publish Sam’s introduction
to his mother’s work along with her articles.  Her comments about the syrup mill are timely.  Dan Hoke has turned in
an order for 2,000 stalks of purple and red ribbon cane to be crushed at our local syrup mill (on the Depot grounds)
for production during Country Fest on October 8 of this year.

GRACE FINDLEY MEMORIES

Introduction

Grace Findley, my mother, was born in Franklin County on 21 March 1903, the 10th of 13 children of William
Jacob and Rosa Hayes Merrill.  Her mother and father, together with some of her older siblings, came from Alabama
to East Texas and Franklin County in the 1890s.

Grace Findley’s life has spanned almost all of the 20th Century.  In the 1980s she wrote down many of her
memories of early day life in Franklin County as well as many of her favorite poems, Bible verses, family history, etc.
in a little notebook.  It is from this book that I have selected and transcribed some of the items she had handscribed
therein.  I have not made grammatical corrections to her text because I wanted to maintain her own style of writing.
At the time of my preparing this booklet, Grace Findley is 95-1/2 years old.

Sam Findley
Mt. Vernon, Texas
15 August 1998

SCHOOL LUNCHES

We carried our lunch to school in a bucket.  We did not have a small bucket, so two of us carried ours together.  A
few of the children had small Rex Jelly buckets.  Our folks never bought jelly.  I was embarrassed to carry that big
bucket.  What did we carry? – Home cured meat, bacon, ham, sausage, baked sweet potatoes, dried fruit, pie, tea
cakes and biscuits or cornbread.  Sometimes we would poke a hole in a biscuit and pour syrup in.  We would call that
a “syrup hole”.  Mother always rolled out her cake dough and cut it with a knife into large pieces; somehow I always
wished I could have had a round tea cake like some of the other kids had.

PAPA’S BASKETS

Papa would cut a white oak tree on White Oak creek north of town and cut it in 8 or 10 feet lengths, bring them
home and put them in the pool until he was ready to make a basket.  I can just see him take his knife and cut these
logs in thin strips 1 or 1-1/2 inches wide.  Then he put them back into the water until he was ready to use them.  He
would weave these strips into a basket that would hold two or three bushels.  These baskets would be used on the
farm for picking peas, holding cotton, corn, etc.

THE SYRUP MILL

The syrup mill was a fun thing to us kids, but it was a work thing for our father.  Mr. Henry Clay Armstrong grew
sugar cane and Papa helped make the syrup.  He didn’t get money for his work but took syrup instead.  Two big
upright cylinders on the syrup mill squeezed the juice out of the cane which ran into a barrel and then into a big pan
with a fire beneath to cook the syrup.  A horse pulled a shaft around as someone put cane in the cylinders to make
juice.  The juice was boiled in the large flat pans, skimmed and when done went into jugs.  In later years it was put in
buckets.  I loved to drink the sweet juice.  Sometimes we would walk behind the horse to keep it moving around.
Breakfast at our home was always biscuits, gravy, butter, syrup, and sausage, ham or bacon.  There is not any syrup
like they used to make any more.
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Editor’s Introduction: John L. Bradberry of Sulphur Springs is a long-time member of the FCHA.  John will complete
50 years as an employee of Grocery Supply Company in Sulphur Springs later this fall.  During his years at Grocery
Supply, he was also an active pilot and he prepared a report on lighted aeronautical beacons.  One of those beacons
was at Saltillo - less than ten miles west of Mt. Vernon.  John submitted his article and we run it for your education
and enjoyment.

TOUCHED BY A BEACON
by John L. Bradberry

I became interested in lighted aeronautical beacons when I was about five years old.  We lived on what was
known as Bell Hill a little over a mile southwest of the city of Sulphur Springs (the present location of an Elementary
School).  From there, the beacon at the Sulphur Springs Airport a little over a mile and a half on the northwest side of
town was clearly visible.  That is no longer possible, however, due to trees that have grown in the area over the years
that now obstruct the view.

The Sulphur Springs Airport Beacon was also visible from SH-19 (Cooper Highway).  When we would visit
relatives in the Hatchetville and Old Tarrant Communities in the northeastern part of Hopkins county at night, I would
always beg Daddy to take us by the airport so I could see the beacon up close.  It was not that easy since at that time,
Loop 301 and Airport Road (as we now know them) did not exist.  To get to the airport, you typically had to turn off
of Church Street onto Park Street and over to 7th Street (which at that time was not even paved) that would take you
out to the airport.

Occasionally, Daddy would indulge me, however.  He would say, “I don’t see what’s so special about it.  It’s just
a light up there turning around and around.”  I’d say, “Yeah, but I want to see it.”  I would sit there looking at it
totally mesmerized for as long as Daddy and Mother would stay.

Years later, many times while heading home at night in my Cessna 120, Luscombe T-8F, or Piper PA-20, I would
strain my eyes, as well as my neck, to catch the flash of light from that same beacon.  It was indeed a welcome sight
because I always had a more comfortable feeling once having made visual contact with it.

What a sight that must have been seventy years ago, cruising along on a clear, dark night watching a string of
beacons and course lights denoting the different airways and  flashing their identifiers.  Remember, in those days,
there was virtually no electricity in the rural areas.  Hence, the landscape was not cluttered with lights from farm
houses, let alone all the “guard lights” that everyone seems to have today.  The cities and towns were also smaller and
had fewer lights.  There was less traffic on the roads and highways.  When the sun went down, it got dark!  Visibility
was also better due to less air pollution.

The Sulphur Springs Airport Beacon was located on top of a hill on the eastern boundary of the airport where the
Federal Government once operated a Weather Station and a Fan Marker Beacon (radio navigational aid).  The airport
beacon was to have been moved there from Saltillo, sixteen miles east, which was the site of an intermediate landing
field located on the northeastern edge of town during the thirties.  There were two beacons in Saltillo.  One on the
airfield and also an airway beacon located about a quarter mile west of Saltillo on the south side of U. S. Highway 67.
The Sulphur Springs beacon probably came from the airfield since a 1940 Aeronautical Sectional Chart shows only
the airway beacon and no airfield in Saltillo and the Sulphur Springs Airport with a beacon.
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In a conversation with Barbara Bell McCarley in October of 1999, Barbara said her family moved to 1008 North
Davis Street in January, 1939 when she was 2 years old where she grew up.  She still resides there.  Her bedroom was
in the front of the house on the southwest corner.  She fondly remembers going to sleep many a night watching the
airport beacon.  Barbara said during WWII, although blackout curtains were not required, citizens were cautioned to
curtail the emission of light from their homes.  If any light was used outside, it was to be blue.  The airport beacon
was the only light allowed and it might have to be turned off.  They were told if they ever saw the beacon turned off,
to use extra caution.

Frat Davis, who did two tours of duty at the Weather Station at the Sulphur Springs Airport, said it was a “secured
facility” during WWII with those working there carrying firearms.  One spring night in 1944 during one of those
tours, Frat helped a B-24 that was lost in a storm and running out of fuel, locate the airfield.  Forty-six years later,
Gordon T. Hatcher, the gunner-photographer on that airplane, came through Sulphur Springs and stopped by the
News-Telegram.  Unfortunately, he did not know or remember Frat’s name and no one there knew Frat was involved,
so the two were not able to get together.

In later years, the Federal Aviation Agency used it as a Maintenance Engineering Branch, Airways Technical
Field Office to maintain VOR’s (Very high frequency Omnidirectional Range) (an electronic navigational aid which
replaced the Four Course Radio Range that had been in use since the late 1920’s) at Sulphur Springs, Paris, Quitman,
and later Tyler.  The Sulphur Springs VOR was and is still located approximately 4.5 statute miles northeast of the
Sulphur Springs Airport in the Mount Sterling community.  The Sulphur Springs VOR is actually a VORTAC which
means it has TACAN (Tactical Air Navigation) capability.  TACAN is used strictly by the military.  Prior to the
closing of the office in 1966, Walter Halmontaller was Airway Facility Chief with Wayne Scharber, Laddie Filak, and
Gene Bailey, technicians.  During that time, the buildings and grounds were immaculately maintained.  The buildings
were painted white.  The St. Augustine lawn was manicured and landscaped with memosa trees.

When the FAA closed the facility in 1966, the government turned the buildings over to the City.  At least one of
the airport managers lived in the main office building for awhile.  After the airport terminal building was relocated
down nearer the runway in 1970, the buildings became vacant and were allowed to run down and the area became
overgrown with vegetation.  The City auctioned off the buildings, including the building that set at the base of the
beacon and contained the controls for the beacon as well as runway lighting (airfield boundary lighting prior to there
being a runway, and T. L. Sanderson bought
them.  After having not moved them in a year, the City auctioned them off again and T. L. bought them a second time.
This time he moved them to an undisclosed location.

Several years later (in 2000) while flying in the area, I discovered the buildings sitting on a lot in Como ten miles
southeast of Sulphur Springs.  I went back and talked to a lady by the name of Rita Brock who was living in the main
office building at the time.  She said her daddy and T. L. had been friends and when her daddy died, she and her
brothers inherited them.  Ms. Brock was agreeable to relinquish the beacon building in exchange for another building
to use for storage.

Since the beacon was of 1930’s vintage, the motor and gears had long lost their reliability.  The responsibility for
maintenance had passed from the federal government to the City. During the 60’s, local pilots who had an interest in
its continued operation performed much of the maintenance.  The motor was replaced with one on the outside of the
gearbox housing using a belt drive instead of gears.  An arm about two-thirds up the tower extended out about eight to
ten feet on the north side.  A mast was attached to the arm for a windsock.  Access to the windsock was via a catwalk
along the arm.  Even though the mast would swing upward allowing easier replacement of the windsock and light
bulb, it was still a rather precarious task.  The light in the windsock had not worked in years, something of a personal
pet peeve.  I repaired the wiring, replaced the light socket, and kept the bulbs changed for a time.  I can remember
being out on the catwalk changing a bulb one night in freezing rain.  I was much younger, then.

There was also a Coast & Geodetic Survey Bench mark in the ground between the tower and the airport boundary
fence.

In 1989, during the construction of a new runway and installation of a complete new airport lighting system, the
beacon was sold to the City of Mount Pleasant for their airport and was replaced with a new beacon on top of a pole
(beacon on a stick) down near the terminal building.  This new location was at a much lower elevation than the one on
the hill at the eastern boundary of the airport and significantly reduced the range of its visibility.  What should have
been done was to have replaced the old beacon head with a new one on the old tower and left it where it was.  The
City continued to allow the area on top of the hill to grow up in weeds and brush.  When the City finally decided to
clean up the place, a bulldozer took out the bench mark before I could save it.  I never found it after that.
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In September, 1999, I confirmed with Assistant City Manager Mike Hall of Mount Pleasant that they were going
to build a new airport and I knew they would be getting a new beacon.  I began trying to get the Hopkins County
Historical Society interested in getting our old beacon back as well as the building and restoring them.  However, the
Historical Society had no interest in them because they said they were not old enough.  In January, 2002, I finally
persuaded Roger Elliott to persuade Sulphur Springs City Manager Marc Maxwell to contact the Mount Pleasant City
Manager regarding getting our beacon back.  Marc Maxwell did talk to the Assistant City Manager in Mount Pleasant
who told him they were getting a new beacon for their new airport, but they planned to keep the (OUR) beacon for
display purposes.  In November, 2011, Danny Goggans found out our beacon (the head) was sitting in a hangar at the
new Mt. Pleasant Municipal Airport and they no longer wanted it.  People from Mt. Pleasant hauled it back up here.
The beacon has been restored and is on display near the Airport Terminal Building.

In September, 2003, the “beacon on a stick” was moved to the top of the hill to within a few feet of the site of the
original beacon.  Although the beacon is not on a “real” tower and the City has done something to it to make it rotate
much faster than the standard 12-15 rpm, at least it is back on the hill where it belongs.

OTHER HOPKINS COUNTY BEACONS
The Saltillo Beacons

As previously stated, Saltillo had two beacons at one time.  One was at the site of a lighted intermediate
landing field located on the northeastern edge of town during the thirties.  The field was on the Dallas-Louisville
Airway which was one section of the Southern Transcontinental Airway from Los Angeles to New York.  In 1931,
the United States Government leased one hundred acres from Minnow Sparks for ten years at $5.00 per acre for the
field.  There, the Bureau of Air Commerce maintained an Airway Communication Station on a 24-hour basis with a
full complement of radio operators.  The station was equipped with a Perforator-Automatic Transmitter Distributor on
the Airway Teletype network.  The station was the tape record station for the Fort Worth-Washington Teletype
Circuit and monitored the Fort Worth and Texarkana Radio beam as well as Waco, Tulsa, and Forth Worth Airway
Broadcast hourly.

Darwin McGill, who was raised in Saltillo, remembers a small plane landing at the field, one day, and the entire
second grade marched across the road to look at it.  It was the first airplane he ever touched.

Robert Cowser, raised south of Saltillo, said when he and his brother, R. L., would visit the Griggs family in
Saltillo  (1942-43), they would play in their back yard after dark.  One game they would play was to dodge the
rotating beam from the beacon.  “We would hide behind parked cars or well houses until the beam moved past the
Griggs’ yard.”  John Ott was an employee at the Saltillo Airfield and would give children helium filled balloons when
they would visit the facility.  Robert remembers him and R. L. taking the balloons home and letting them float against
the ceiling of their bedroom.

Joe Ben Combs, who grew up in the Greenwood community about 6 miles from Saltillo in the late 30’s, recalls
seeing the beacon at Saltillo, also.  Joe Ben said the airfield had been shut down by the time they moved to Saltillo in
1942.  He said he rode his horse to school one day when he was a sophomore in high school.  During recess, a plane
landed at the former airfield.  He mounted up, rode over and gave the pilot a ride into town.  The pilot said he would
be flying to Sulphur Springs later that afternoon for fuel and offered for Joe Ben to go with him.  Joe Ben readily
accepted since he had never even been close to an airplane, let alone ridden in one.  He recalls them buzzing some
people bailing hay and touching down on the highway.  “It was a thrill of a lifetime,” said Joe Ben.

Thomas Minter, who also grew up in Saltillo, gives us the following picture of local aviation during those
days:  Every once in a while some aviator would grace our town by landing his trainer nearby. It always seemed to be
near dusk or on some rainy, overcast day. And no matter what time of day it was, or
what the weather was like, it seemed like everyone in town rushed to the site of the landing. I don't know how so
many people knew a plane had landed or was going to, but they did. I guess in the same way ants know when you
have thrown some bread out into the yard.

The strange thing about these landings was they were never near the beacon with the cow pasture air strip, but
they were always near the beacon near the highway Even I, a boy, knew this was not a good place for a airplane to
land. I hunted rabbits there all the time, and it had a lot of gullies and remnants of old barbed wire fences. It is miracle
that some wayward pilot didn't destroy his plane . . . and himself.

After a plane had landed and everyone had gathered around it, the pilot, would climb out of the cockpit, with a
packed parachute dangling about a foot below his rear end, and step onto the wing.  By the time he had set foot on the
ground some grownup would rush forward to confer with him. After some animated conversation between the two,
the pilot would climb back into the plane and wave. He would then gun the engine and start moving for the takeoff.
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When he did that, the tall prairie grass would lay flat in a sort of twirling motion. Once the plane got into the air, it
wasn't long before all you could see was its lights, which you watched until they faded away. You always wondered
what it was like for the pilot flying the plane and where he was headed.

Also during the early war years, a couple of fellows landed a small plane on the dirt road about a third of a mile
southeast of town near the Methodist church. I don't think they had anything to do with the military or the war effort,
but it caught everyone's attention because it fit with the times. The plane sat in a yard near the church for a long time
with various parts being removed from it. Apparently they were working on it. Eventually they completed what they
were doing, for they attempted a takeoff on the same road they brought the plane in on. The upshot was they crashed,
actually ground looped the plane, on their takeoff run. No one was hurt or killed, and their plight soon faded from the
public consciousness.

An article in the August 30, 1935 edition of the Hopkins County Echo provided by Rita Adams states:  Saturday,
August 24, at 2:50 p.m. a U. S. Army ambulance plane arrived at the Saltillo landing field with Col. Huttle, U. S.
Army Medical Corps, for Sergt. Browning’s little daughter, who had taken seriously ill while visiting relatives in this
county at Pickton.  The plane took off at 3:55 p.m. with Mrs. Browning and her daughter for Randolph Field in San
Antonio, where the child was entered in Govt. Hospital at Fort Sam Houston.  Sergt. Browning left for Randolph
Field via automobile.  This was the first instance of the kind at Saltillo landing field, so is important locally.
       The other Saltillo beacon, an airway beacon, was located about a quarter mile west of town on the south side of
U. S. Highway 67.

The Rockdale Beacon

We also used to visit the Long family who lived on County Road 1102 south of Sulphur Springs off Arbala
Road.  I can remember seeing [at night] the airway beacon at Rockdale a few times and passing by it with Mother
and Daddy one Sunday afternoon.  Many years later, I finally found the location of that beacon . . . approximately 5
miles southwest of Sulphur Springs on a hill on County Road 1109.  All that remains is four pieces of metal sticking
up out of the ground where they sawed-off the tower several years ago.  In 1935 when he was 18, E. L. Froneberger
helped build the Rockdale Beacon, the Cash Beacon (south of Greenville), and worked on one at Saltillo.  For several
years, he was caretaker of the Rockdale Beacon.  He said the main problem they had was young boys stealing
gasoline from the generators.

An article in the December 4, 1931 edition of the Commerce Weekly Farm Journal provided by Pam White
states:  Many Commerce people wondered Friday night when they for the first time noticed a revolving shaft of light
which appeared at intervals to the southeast of the city.  Due to the weather the shaft was more noticeable than on
other nights, and showed at about one-minute intervals.    The shaft of light comes from an airplane beacon that is
located near Cumby which lights the way for planes that are scheduled for night service.  A number of these beacons
are located at intervals along the line of travel in this district from Dallas to Saltillo, it having been stated that the
government is establishing an extensive plant at Saltillo, Texas.

The Crush Beacon

Another airway beacon was located approximately 4.5 miles east of Sulphur Springs in the vicinity of County
Road 2310.  I do not remember ever seeing this beacon, but I intend to search for its exact location and any remains.

The Cumby Beacon

There was also a beacon located approximately 7 miles southwest of Cumby.  However, this beacon was actually
in Hunt County.



Editor’s Comments: Our member, Mark Olinger, trolls the web for interesting historical materials.  He has sent a
photograph of a group of people (a young soldier and some civilians) checking in for their ration allotments during
World War II.

Iris Baumgardner, who died during the pandemic, told a great story in her “On The Homefront” presentation to
local high school history students.  She once got in line and ended up with canned beets.  Everything was rationed;
she saw the line and she got in it.  In our archives we hold many ration cards issued in Franklin County during the
war years.

Of special interest is that a local Mt. Vernon High School graduate was head of the War Price Administration
under the Roosevelt Administration - one of the seven Brooks brothers; all of whom achieved significant career status
after completing their background in the excellent school system of this community.
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HAPPENING ON MAIN STREET

Welcome to Downtown Mount Vernon!
My name is Annetta Hamilton and I’m the new Main Street Manager for the City of Mount Vernon.

In April, Main Street hosted a Food and Wine Festival that was successful.  Visitors came from different parts of
the United States.  Visitors were able to sample different wines from area wineries.  Also, a map was given to each
visitor showcasing the different businesses downtown.  This map also showed the participating businesses that offered
food samples and retail coupons.

In May for Preservation Month, Main Street prepared a quiz of 25 questions. The quiz contained questions
centering on historical people, places, and things in the downtown area. This quiz was administered by Amanda
Harper, a seventh grade teacher at Mount Vernon ISD.  According to Mrs. Harper, research for the answers took two
days for the students to complete.

From May to September, a Farmer’s Market is on every Saturday of the month.  The Farmer’s Market has
everything from baked goods, handcraft items, produce, etc.  You never know what you’re going to find!

Main Street is currently preparing for other activities centered around the downtown area.  We hope to have a big
event in October.  We will also be assisting with other civic groups with their activities.

For information on what’s going on for the Main Street area, you can follow us on Facebook at Mount Vernon
Main Street Alliance.

Memorials & Honorariums

Donated By: In Honor Of:

Dorothy Lynn Brooks         Brooks & Penn Families

Nancy Bolduc           Craig Harvey

Mary Lou & Jerald Mowery        Richard Howell

B.F. Hicks            Richard Howell

B.F. Hicks            Harold Shelton
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Editor’s Introduction:  Anne Evetts of Clarksville is an avid historian; long-time member of the Red River Historical
Society and a distant relative to many families in Franklin County.  Anne’s maternal grandmother was a Grant and the
Grant genealogy shows that family with kindred settling at Gray Rock in the 1840’s.  Anne and I share a common
ancestor who is buried at Old Halesboro; not far north of the Franklin County line.  Polly Grant is born in 1797 and
died in 1877; her son Stephen Grant (a citizen of the Republic of Texas);  - Stephen marries a Dickson and is related
to Martha Hare, with Martha’s son Mark now living at Bogata – and only about five miles from the cemetery where
his ancestors lie.  The information was compiled in 1963.  Anne took handwritten notes and transcribed them recently,
and now we have community histories for communities lying just across the Sulphur River with families in our county
having many ties to the people living on the other side of Sulphur.  The information was recorded by Iva Lassiter
Hooker in 1963; note that the people providing the information were 78 years of age at that time.  Here is Anne’s
transcription:

HALESBORO

THE FOLLOWING INFORMATION WAS FURNISHED ME BY MRS. JOHN HOBBS, OF HALESBORO, AND
C.E. DAVIS OF BOGATA, BOTH NATIVES OF HALESBORO, AND BOTH 78 YEARS OF AGE.

Halesboro is located on a part of a grant of land taken out by J.C. Hale in the 1840s. Nothing is known of the Hale
family, but the community was located on the old Paris-Jefferson road. The community flourished in an early day as
freighters were passing through almost daily, going to and from Jefferson with all sorts of merchandise. The first
general store was built by J.C. Hughes. Mr. Hughes ran this store many years and had as his clerk a man by the name
of F.F. Marable. Mr. Hughes finally moved the store to Deport, and Mr. Marable worked for him for a time, but
finally went to Clarksville where he went into business for himself.

W.M. Cofield came from Georgia to Mt. Vernon after the war. He lived a few years there and then moved with
his family to Halesboro, establishing a cabinet shop in the late 1870s. He made coffins, wagons, furniture, and just
about everything else in that line that citizens needed. Mrs. John Hobbs has a dining table that is about 90 years old,
made of solid walnut, and is built with a revolving small table on top of the regular table, that Mr. Cofield made for
her parents, and it is still in use.

Other businesses flourished such as: barbershop, blacksmith shop, dry goods store, grocery stores, and later years
Dr. V.D. Craddock established a drugstore. There were also two gins at one time.

A one-teacher school was built in the early 1880s, and at one time there were over 100 pupils in this school. In the
early 1930s a 3-teacher school was built but later was consolidated with the Morris Chapel School.

One peculiar thing about the early history of Halesboro was that they had two Methodist congregations; one was
the Protestant Methodist, and the other was the Methodist Episcopal Church South. No other denominations in an
early day. Circuit riders came through and preached for the members. They would have revivals in the summertime
under brush arbors. On one occasion a very funny thing happened, perpetrated by the “juvenile delinquents”. People
would come to the revival, from miles around, in wagons. Mothers would put their children to sleep in the back of the
wagons before going to the arbor. One night these young boys switched children from one wagon to another without
waking the babies. After services were over, parents got into their respective wagons and drove home full of that “old
time religion” after a joyous service. When they got home and started to take their small fry out of the wagon, a loud
cry went up”. “This is not my baby!” It took almost all night to get the children back to their respective homes.

Another peculiar thing about the early day Halesboro history is that so many doctors went there and practiced.
There was Dr. Stevens, Dr. Spradling, Dr Chas, Burris, Dr Kelly, Dr. Jenks Fulbright, Dr. Craddock the last one, Dr.
she, Dr. I.W. Teague, Dr. T.T. Turner, also Dr. Van Dyke. Dr. Turner went to El  Paso in an early day, was very
successful and built a mansion of a home on Montana Street. He died there a few years ago and his widow, who was
formerly Miss Lucy Goldberg, lived longer.

In addition to the ones above mentioned, other early day settlers were: the Allens, Davis, Thompsons, Grants,
Jeffus, Terrells, Cheshire’s, Roach, and Marcus Skein. Mr. Skein came in 1872 from Tennessee after the war, having
served in the confederacy, and married Miss Dallas Roach. Her father had given her some cattle. She took care of
them, sold them, and bought 60 acres of land at $2.00 an acre with her money. After she married, her husband cut logs
off the land and built them a house and barn, and they lived on this land many years. Mrs. John Hobbs, their daughter,
owns the land today and she is giving it to her great-grandson, which will make five generations that have owned it.

W.A. Davis, father of C.E. Davis, came to Halesboro in the early 1850s from Tennessee. His mother was
Sarah Bates. His grandfather Bates went to the Civil War from Halesboro and never came back and they
never heard anything about him again.
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George W. Hobbs came from Missouri in the 1870s and settled at Glendale first, then moved to Halesboro. He had
three sons: Marion, John and Con. They all married and lived all their lives on farms within hollering distance of each
other in the neighborhood.

Mr. Albert Thomson built the first gin and also ran a freight business, took cotton to Jefferson and brought back
merchandise. Andrew Dawson came in the late 1870s and also ran a gin. Later he put in a distillery and made liquor,
did a big business until he was closed down by the State after a law was passed prohibiting the making thereof. He
had a lot of whiskey on hand stored in big barrels in a warehouse when he went out of business. Someone crawled
under the floor where it was stored, bored holes through the floor and into the barrels, and stole all the whiskey before
Mr. Dawson was aware of what had happened. Mr. Dawson also ran a syrup mill, and a flour mill.

Mr. Searight Steveson was another old settler who went to the civil war from the community. He came back and
was a large landowner and farmer.

Mr. Marcus Skein gave land to build a Methodist Episcopal Church South on it and the church was used for a
long time by the congregation. But now it is a Union Church, used mostly by the Holiness congregation.

Some of the later day merchants were: Bud Cogbill, Will Seals, John Nix, Jim Cheshire, Albert Steveson,
George Ward, Pat Patton, Phillip Hobbs being the last one to run the store which was discontinued many
years ago.

T. Theo Thompson, member of the legislature from Red River county in 1911 and 12 was a son of Albert
Thompson, above mentioned, was born and reared at Halesboro.

Joe Ferrell Hobbs, famous Texas artist, who is now with the art department of Bradley University at Peoria,
Illinois, was born at Halesboro, and is a grandson of Mrs. John Hobbs who still lives there in the house where she was
born 78 years ago.

There was a two-story Masonic temple built in an early day, and the present Deport Lodge came from there. The
lower floor was used as a church.

Many of these pioneer settlers are buried in the old cemetery at Halesboro which is kept up today by descendants
of these hardy people, and a homecoming is celebrated each year to raise money to keep the resting places clean and
their memory fresh in the minds of those who care.

The route of the old Paris-Jefferson Road was changed to come through Deport, Bogata, and on to Mt. Pleasant,
following the general route of old Highway 49. It was then that Halesboro began to decline in population from 400 to
just 7 families today. The main highways missed it and there is no school, no gin, no store, and nothing left to
stimulate growth. It is another settlement that served its day but now has vanished into the past.

Pictured: Polly Grant – buried at Halesboro cemetery
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“MISSING KEYS”
By Dan Hoke

I miss keys.  Used to be, we needed wads of keys on our belt, purse and pockets.  We became enamored to lock-up
everything. Some keys had designated places.  The front door key was usually under a flower pot on the porch.  Car
keys were always in Mama’s purse and the keys to the shop, tractor, truck and storage sheds were hanging on pegs by
the back door.  The kitchen junk drawer also had a layer of keys to the unknown.  In searching for a lost key we
desperately resorted to digging through that junk drawer only to be disappointed.  But we never threw-out those
wayward keys.  After all, “they might,” but never did, fit anything the next time.  It was a cruel irony.

Probably the ancient Egyptians were the first to fashion locks and keys.  They used wood.  That bulky start began
our association with ways for guarding our stuff.  We learned that our things can be so secure they are soon forgotten.
An unexplained absurdity is that later we come across that protected stuff and wish it had been lost or stolen long ago.

So, it may be that keys are the origin of Garage Sales.  They were invented because, in our zeal to use locks, we
secured things we really didn’t want.  Later on, since no one had stolen it; then we were forced to drag it all out to a
front yard sale next Saturday.
  In our time, as locks have changed, keys are disappearing.  Innovations have brought us all manner of securing
possessions from the latching our diaries to electronic locks and entries.  But what didn’t change is how keys still go
missing. We just look for them differently. We often replace searching a room for a missing key, for searching our
memory for a lost combination or password.

The hunt for missing keys will continue, and in surprising ways I might add.  There are two of us at home; so, as
typical Texans, we have two vehicles.  The major difference is the newer auto doesn’t need a key to open or start.  It’s
got a “car fob.”  This gadget has to be in or near the vehicle or it will not – as in never! – start. And the car is aware
whether its “fob” is there on not and it will act accordingly, often resorting to badgering if necessary.

Recently I dropped off Myrna at a store in Sulphur Springs and went for gas over a mile down the road. As the
engine quit at the pump, the car flashed a “You’ve messed-up now!” message accompanied with a nagging tone.  I
realized the car-fob was missing.  It was in the store with Myrna.  I was stuck!  Yeah, I can guess what you are
thinking.  A two mile walk was good for me. Actually, I did regain my composure during the return.

We are told that history repeats itself.  Well I’m not looking forward to a missing key do-over hike, not in this
heat.

Editor’s Note:  Dan Hoke, a native of Austin, was assigned to Mt. Vernon’s Methodist Church in the 1980s and served
the community for a decade.  The compliment:  that Dan and his wife, Myrna, opted to retire back to Mt. Vernon after
his years in ministry.   Both have a history of community service, and Dan promptly took a vacant seat on the FCHA
board of directors after his move home.
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A WORLD WITHOUT NATURE
Matt White

For half a century I’ve been obsessed by a desire to look backward in time across our beloved pastures and woods
to an age when they were unplowed; and the forests which cloaked them uncut—and full of giants whose girth it would
take four of us—arms outstretched—to surround.  I realize this isn’t a desire that everyone shares.

But spending time outdoors, alone, as a boy causes the minds of some to wander and to wonder…What did this
country look like long ago?   What did those early inhabitants experience—the Caddo and other tribes—whose presence
here can still be seen in the arrowheads, the shards of pottery or the nutting stones that erode from banks or get turned
over by the plows? And what about these unplowed prairies?

To come to terms with these questions twenty-five years ago I began searching for remnants—called prairies—
whose soil was never turned upside down, and whose grass-roots were not chopped into pieces.   I will confess that
seeing the flowers that grew there was a huge part of my desire to find what remained.  Once the land got plowed
almost all of the grasses and most of the wildflowers vanished. Walking on these remnants of the old world that
flowered here once was a revelation.  And I realized that I wanted to share those scenes of antiquity with others.

Today it has been estimated that less than one tenth of one percent of these grasslands have not been plowed.  From
the Gulf of Mexico north into Canada and from the crest of the Rockies east to the Mississippi and beyond, perhaps all
the way to the beaches of the Atlantic, America was a land of grasses.  Texas even more so.  Early explorers like Lewis
and Clark were stupefied in their presence.  And so was I.  Even though I knew I was only looking at small fragments
of that once immense landscape I was amazed by wildflowers—and grasses—that I’d never seen anywhere else.
My interest in these prairies struck just as my wife Kristin and I were starting a family—so my journey into this lost
world was confined to northeast Texas.

After an evening outing to one prairie near my home with Natalie, who was then only two years old, she told me
she needed more prairie time.  It was a thought that rattled me at once.

My camera became a way to recover it.   There were purples and pinks, oranges and yellows, greens and blues and
all manner of floral displays arranged by the bees, the butterflies, the sun, the rain.  And there were no two just exactly
alike!    Every single one of them had a unique story to tell.  And they did not always have happy endings.  There were
prairies that had just been plowed… (if only I’d been there sooner).  There were family feuds (more than one), and
stories of loss but there were eager landowners whose desire to conserve what they had was hopeful.

One common thread seemed to emerge over and over.  The land had been set aside by someone as a hay meadow
and cut once, or twice, each year. I realized that these were stories I had to share.

I’ve had most positive letters but three or four letters stand out for their meanness.  One fellow told me God wanted
the prairies plowed.  Another knew the fellow who’d plowed one of the prairie’s I described and promptly quit speaking
to me. But these stories were more than just a single-family history once valued and now fading from memory.
These living resources harbor life that is crucial to us all.  Their continued disappearance is a threat to us too.  Imagine:
A world without bees… without flowers…without pollinators... without birds…   And what about a world without tall
grass?

The natural world is so easy to ignore—or to destroy—in the cyber-realities that we’ve constructed by divorcing
ourselves from nature.

For the last few years a vague feeling of something amiss in our society has been gnawing at many of us.
Could it be that our rejection of nature is having grave—no pun intended—consequences?  What will be the result when
children are not allowed to roam outdoors and to wander and to wonder at an acorn or a bug, a butterfly or a leaf and
instead  are fed a steady diet of flickering light.  When open spaces and parklands are paved over and developed or
destroyed in the name of green energy what will happen to us?  We can destroy nature.  Already we see a collapse in
the bug population which is taking the birds down with it and the butterflies too.
The truth is we all need nature for mental health.   A world paved over with concrete is no substitute.

Editor’s note:  Matt White is a naturalist and historian. He teaches American History at Paris Junior College in
Greenville and lives in an old farmhouse—built in 1916—that was dragged by horses over giant post oak trunks a few
years later so it would be on the newly-constructed Bankhead Highway, the first paved transcontinental route through
the South.   He is the author of Birds of Northeast Texas and Prairie Time and an occasional blogger on
moreprairietime.wordpress.com.   He can be reached at: vernonia628@gmail.com .
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UPDATING SIGNAGE MARKERS

Aren’t we proud of the support of our community?
Ronnie and Misty Davis called our office and advised that they

have purchased the Wilkinson House and asked that we update the marker.
We are happy to do so and proud of historic preservation in our community.

FCHA hosted Pleasant Hill Quilters on  May 14, 2022 in the Mt Vernon Music Hall.

It was an entertaining, informative  program – and about 75 people attended.



23

JON-WAYNE COMPANY

Jon Clinton had left a career with AMPI and opened his own office inside a Billy Campbell’s feed store.  He
worked in refrigeration.  Wayne Morris was born and raised in the Mt. Vernon/Purley area, then moved to Longview
and worked in refrigeration at Thermo Kold for 30 years.  After leaving Thermo Kold, Wayne moved back to the Mt.
Vernon/Purley area in 1978.  Jon and Wayne met at a Christmas party at Franklin National Bank.  From that meeting,
Jon-Wayne Company was established. The official opening date was on April 1, 1983, with Jon Clinton and Wayne
Morris being co-owners.

As the business progressed and grew, their 4,000 square foot building was quickly outgrown and the structure’s
size was doubled.

In 1985 Rodney Newsom joined the sales force and later became a partner with Jon after his step-father, Wayne
Morris, retired.  Again, the building doubled in size to handle the inventory required to keep up with demand.

In 2014, Jon Clinton retired.  After several years of dedicated service, Jasper Scott was rewarded with an
ownership interest for his long-time commitment.  Today, there are three owners in the corporation; Jon’s son, Andy
Clinton, Rodney Newsom and Jasper Scott.

As the markets, products, and technologies have changed, so has the business focus.  Jon-Wayne Company offers
residential and commercial HVAC products including conventional split systems, ductless HVAC, variable refrigerant
flow, indoor air quality and maintenance programs.  Jon-Wayne Company specializes in all phases of residential and
commercial heating, ventilation, and air conditioning, including design, installation, maintenance, warranty and repair.

Our service and installation technicians are NATE (North America Technician of Excellence) certified and receive
ongoing training through manufacturers, vendors, regional and national schools, as well as in-house training.  Our
service technicians are registered under the Texas Department of Licensing.

With a service area of a 30-mile radius, Jon-Wayne Company serves Mt. Vernon, Sulphur Springs, Mt. Pleasant,
Pittsburg, Winnsboro, Lake Cypress Springs, Lake Bob Sandlin, Como, and Pickton.

We have a recipe from Kathy Clinton, wife of Jon Clinton.

Cream Pound Cake

Cream:
1/2 cup Crisco
2 sticks butter
3 cups sugar
Add:
5 eggs, one at  a time
½ cup milk
½ cup Pet milk
3 C flour
½ tsp baking powder
½ tsp salt

Combine flour, baking powder and salt.  Add alternately
with milk until combined.
Add: 1 teaspoon each of coconut, almond and rum
flavorings
Bake at 350 degrees till done, approximately 45 – 60
minutes.
Glaze:
Combine 3/4 cup sugar and 1/3 cup water.  Bring to boil,
add 1 teaspoon each coconut and almond flavoring.  Pour
over cake while still warm.  (Can substitute vanilla
flavoring for almond.)
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BITS AND PIECES RELATING TO SHAKESPEARE
Compiled and Submitted by Jean Pamplin

THE HISTORY OF THE ORIGINAL SHAKESPEARE CLUB
Stratford-Upon-Avon -Oldest Shakespeare Club in existence was formed on the 23 April, 1824. Mr. Thomas

Hynde, host of The Falcon Inn, and “a dozen or more worthy citizens of Stratford,” held a dinner at The Falcon to
commemorate Shakespeare's birthday. Such was the interest and enthusiasm of those attending that they formed The
Shakespeare Club, which quickly achieved a membership of 400 with the Mayor of the day serving as President.  By
1830 they had obtained the patronage of the King and became known as the 'Royal Shakespearean Club'.

SHAKESPEARE'S REFERENCE TO ST. GEORGE
St. George Day also falls on April 23rd, but not in reference to the Shakespeare Club founding date. St. George is

the subject of many legends, including a story that first appeared in the 6th century telling us that St. George rescued a
hapless maid by slaying a fearsome fire-breathing dragon! This is how he is always depicted in pictures. Although once
a very prominent holy day in the Christian calendar, St. George's Day is today celebrated mainly by special parades and
rallies. On this day, the flag of St. George (a red cross on white background) is flown from church towers and many
other buildings.  The rose is St. George's symbol and many Englishmen wear a rose in their lapels to mark the day. The
saint's name was shouted as a battle cry by English knights who fought beneath the red-cross banner of St. George
during the Hundred Years War (1338-1453).
This is immortalized in Shakespeare's play Henry V in the lines:-

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,
Straining upon the start. The game's afoot:
Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge cry
"God for Harry! England and Saint George!"

SHAKESPEARE'S CHILDHOOD
William Shakespeare was born in 1564 (by most authorities).  Today, we call him the greatest poet and dramatist of all
time and all countries. He was a creative child.  His father – John - was an alderman and bailiff of Stratford-on-Avon
and made a living as a butcher, a glover, and general trader.  But, it was his mother he favored most.  Two of the
Shakespeare children were older than he, but even when Will was little, he was creative. When his dad told him he
would have to begin providing, as the others already were, Will didn’t want to yoke up to an oxen, and he didn’t like
kitchen work, so he went to the woods and tried to bring home the bacon, so to speak.  He left town to avoid
prosecution for poaching and in London began acting with the Earl of Leicester’s theatre company.

SHAKESPEARE'S MANY NAMES
Ben Johnson calls him “Sweet Swan of Avon,” also “The applause! Delight! The wonder of our stage!” and says that
“He was not for an age, but for all time.” Milton calls him “Dear son of Memory, great heir of fame.”

To Collins – “The perfect boast of Time.”
To Coleridege “Our myriad-minded Shakespeare”
To Carlyle, “the greatest of intellects”
To Christopher North “the Poet Laureate of the Court of Faery”
To Landor “not our poet, but the world’s”
Dryden said Shakespeare’s magic could not copied be;

Within that circle non durst walk but he. Prologue to the Tempest.

There are thirty-seven plays credited wholly or in part to Shakespeare. They contain 106,007 lines and 814,780 words–
Hamlet is longest with 3,930 lines, Comedy of Errors, the shortest 1,177 lines.  The plays contain 1,277 speaking
characters of whom only 157 are female. The longest part is that of Hamlet  with 11,610 words

There is no way of spelling the dramatist’s name that is certainly “correct” (i.e. as he would himself have spelt it),
because six genuine signatures (three on wills, two on Blackfriars conveyance and mortgage, and one on his deposition
in the suit brought by Stephen Bellot against Christopher Mountjoy) vary, and are very difficult to decipher.  The most
usual modern spelling –Shakespeare.

On the bond that Shakespeare took out for his marriage license the name appears as “Shagspere, On his own
monument –Shakespeare, On the tombs of his wife and daughter –Shakespere.
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A FEW BITS OF LOCAL SHAKESPEARE CLUB HISTORY
I have made notes over the past three decades, jotting down notes regarding the Mt. Vernon Shakespeare Club,

from old news articles.  I would end up with odds and ends of newspapers purchased at local estate sales.  The fact that
Mt. Vernon had both a regular Shakespeare and a “junior” Shakespeare club with memberships in each club exceeding
20 members over the span of the 20th Century was striking for me as a writer.  Programs and activities of both clubs
were reported in the local newspaper and the clubs made a determined effort to promote literary activity in the town.
 Here are some summaries of my research in old newspaper reports:

—The local Shakespeare Club (original “senior” club) - was organized in 1902.
—Jean Hope joined in 1932, began in 1931. The group she joined was the Junior Shakespeare Club. Jean's

  mother was in the Senior Shakespeare Club. In 1980, the clubs were merged.
—The gavel was given to the club by Mrs. Waters Reaves, a local art teacher.  One tap signified come to

order, 2 taps meant rise and 3 taps indicated be seated.
—Mary Lou Stringer was president in 1941.  The club adopted the motto “to thine own self be true and it shall

  follow as the night the day, thou canst not then be false to any man.”
—During WWII, rather than serve food, each member gave 75 cents to buy bonds that were later cashed and

  the money given for the town’s swimming pool.
—In 1953, annual dues were $4 and the club's parade float cost $4.14 for material from Mac's Variety plus

  $.30 for cardboard from the Optic-Herald.

NEW HOURS

Beginning August 1, we will have staff on call Tuesday –Friday – 10 a.m. – 1 p.m. – for museum tours.

AND on Saturdays from 10 a.m. until 3 p.m.  AND at other times by appointment.

Call 903-537-4760 or 537-2264 and let us know how we can accommodate you or your group.

This is a free service in our community; we hope to see you.

Audrey Norman is on duty every Saturday 10 a.m. – 3 p.m.  at the Fire Station Museum
and can also take groups over to the Depot.

Come visit!!
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Editor’s Note:  We were so impressed with the article that ran in the Mount Pleasant Tribune about the Spanish Flu
that we wrote the columnist to ask his permission to run the article in our newsletter.  Mr. Haile replied:  “Sure!” AND
no charge for an historical society (and he says he has never charged when the reprint requests was from a society).
The article appears as “This week in Texas history“ in the February 2-8, 2022  editions of the Mount Pleasant Tribune.
Mr. Haile’s column is – after 38 years – the longest running feature of its kind ever.  We think you’ll enjoy the
coverage; although the subject is all too timely in light of the pandemic we now continue to endure.

SPANISH FLU
OUR ANCESTORS’ PANDEMIC

by Bartee Haile

 Just when Texans started to think the Spanish Flu had finally run its course, on Feb. 4, 1920 the State Health
Department reported 2,514 new cases in the past 24 hours.
 The deadly strain of influenza that caused the worldwide epidemic at the end of the First World War was called the
Spanish Flu because the outbreak in that country that killed eight million in May 1918 received the most attention.  As
a noncombatant, Spain had no wartime censorship.  Interestingly enough, the Spaniards themselves named the scourge
“the French Flu.”
 The Great Pandemic was genuinely global in scope.  The only place on the planet to escape the calamity was a
small island deep in the Amazon jungle.  No one really knows how many lives were lost, but estimates of the
worldwide death toll ranged from 40 to 100 million making the twentieth-century pandemic the deadliest in human
history.

The Spanish Flu struck healthy individuals, usually the young rather than the old, without warning.  In a matter of
hours, victims were too weak to walk and had to take to bed.  Of those that died, the end often came the very next day.
The stricken rarely lingered longer than three days after infection.
 The symptoms were ghastly.  As the lungs failed, victims turned black or blue from lack of oxygen and bled from
the nose, ears and eyes.  And, as one historian wrote, “Patients would writhe from agonizing pain in their joints.”
 Although victims were advised to send for a doctor as soon as they came down with Spanish Flu, there was little a
physician could do when he arrived.  Penicillin would not be discovered until 1928, and it was not until 1943 that an
influenza vaccine became available.
 The first documented case in the United States occurred on Mar. 11, 1918 at Fort Riley, Kansas, when army cook
showed up at sick call with a temperature of 103.  Forty-eight hours later, 522 soldiers were flat on their backs.
 Later that summer, a more virulent form of the Spanish Flu, undoubtedly carried by returning doughboys, hit
Boston.  The sickness spread like wildfire through the crowded cities on the East Coast, killing 800 a day in New York
City, before heading west.
 In the absence of a scientific explanation for the cause and with no cure, hysteria and ignorance filled the void.
One popular theory was that the Spanish Flu was part of a germ-warfare attack by the Germans, while others blamed
cat hair and coal dust.  The long list of useless home remedies included everything from onions and garlic to goose
grease.
 The Surgeon General’s antidote for such nonsense was four basic precautions:  1) “Keep out of crowds.”  2)
“Cover up each cough and sneeze.”  3) “Do not spit on the floor or sidewalk.”  4) “Shun the common drinking cup and
the roller towel in public places.”
 Texans could only wait and hope for the best.  Maybe by some sort of miracle the Spanish Flu would skip the Lone
Star State.  But it didn’t.
 The suspense ended on Sep. 23, 1918 with the first confirmed sightings of the sickness in Williamson, Kaufman
and Bosque counties.  Eleven days later, 35 counties were under siege, and a week after that the number had grown to
77.
 Towns throughout Texas moved quickly to protect the public over the objections of local merchants and skeptics,
who pooh-poohed the danger.  On Oct. 9 alone the following communities closed schools, theaters and other gathering
places:  Lewisville, Plano, Marshall, McKinney, Bonham, Wills Point, Clarksville, Cleburne, Temple, Wichita Falls,
Waxahachie, Houston and Corsicana.
 By late October, the Spanish Flu had reached the Panhandle with the death of the president of Wayland Baptist
College in Plainview on the 28th, and El Paso, where the number of cases neared 5,000 by the 23rd.  On the 29th, the
State Health Department reported 106,978 cases and 2,181 deaths and that was just in the cities.
 Galveston’s response to the worst public health crisis since the yellow fever epidemics of the 1800’s was typical of
most towns.  City officials and the daily newspapers saw panic as the greatest enemy and in their efforts to keep
everybody calm often painted too rosy a picture of a truly grave situation.
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 Any decline in the daily death toll was hailed by politicians and The Daily News as a sign the worst was over.
Carried away by encouraging numbers in early November, the health commissioner lifted the ban on public places
and reopened the schools.
 But this unfounded optimism ignored the fact that the Spanish Flu came in waves and would hang on in Texas
well into 1920.  When the disease returned with a vengeance killing 65 Galvestonians between Nov. 15 and Dec. 15,
the commissioner was forced to shut the city down again.
 The final figures for the United States, nothing more than educated guesses, had one out of every four Americans
stricken by the Spanish Flu and at least half a million fatalities in a population of 105 million.  As for the four and half
million Texans, 30 to 40 percent contracted the disease and five to ten percent of the afflicted perished.  That’s 70,000
dead in the best case and upwards of 175,000 in the worst.

Bartee welcomes your comments and questions at barteehaile@gmail.com or P.O. Box 130011, Spring, TX 77393
and invites you to visit his web site barteehaile.com.

COMMUNITY CALENDAR

Saturday, July 23, 2022
FCHA Meeting with Eugene Hauptmann speaking on The Importance of Rail Transportation

10:30 a.m.  Freight Room, 1894 Railroad Depot

Friday, October 7, 2022
Beverly Brewer Tribute – 5-7 p.m.

October 8, 2022
Franklin County Country Fest – County Square

PHOTO FROM FCHA ARCHIVES:
 One hundred years ago, Railroad Yard, Mount Vernon, Texas - 1921 - Peach Season
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The TUESDAY BOOK CLUB
By Kay Howell

 It was a long, lonely summer.  My two best friends, Nancy Deberry and Little Jesse, had moved away, and I
missed them.  Mother was busy in the kitchen canning peas or tomatoes or whatever the crop of the day was.  Nothing
from Mother’s garden was wasted.  If we didn’t eat it, she canned it.
 I was wandering aimlessly around the backyard, pausing once in a while to watch a big green grasshopper
chomping on a blade of grass or to inspect the newest ant hill. I heard the phone ring, and a couple of minutes later
Mother called from the back door.
 “Come inside,” she said as she held the screen door open.  “Mr. Deberry’s housekeeper said he was really
lonesome since Nancy and her mother moved, and she asked if you could come visit him for a little while.”
 I opened my mouth to protest, but Mother gave me one of those looks and continued.  “She said she had lemonade
and a big sugar cookie waiting for you.”
 Mother knew how much I liked Mattie’s cookies.  “Okay,” I said, just a little reluctantly.  “but what will I talk
about?”
 “Oh, you can ask him about Nancy,” she said as she washed my face.  “Maybe he’ll tell you a story about when
he was a captain in the Navy.”  She selected a dress from the closet and helped me put it on.
 “This is my Sunday dress,” I whined.  “I’m not going to Sunday School.”
 “No, you’re going to a tea party with a nice old gentleman.  When you dress up a little bit, it means you think he’s
special.  That will make him happy,” she said as she brushed my hair.  “I have to stay here and watch what’s on the
stove.  Can you walk down the road to Mr. Deberry’s house by yourself?
 “Sure,” I said, “I’m not a baby.”
 ‘Good.  I have a jar of cream peas for you to take with you.  I just canned them, and they’re still warm, so I put
them in a basket.  Any questions?”
 “Nope,” I said as I picked up the little basket.
 Mattie must have been watching for me because she met me at the bottom of the steps that led up to the big front
porch.  “My, my, Missy Kay,” she exclaimed, “how pretty you look.”  She took my hand and helped me up the steps.
 With the aid of his cane, Mr. Deberry stood up when we entered the living room.  “How nice of you to come for a
visit,” he said as I approached.
“Mommy sent this to you,” I said as I handed the basket to him.
 Mr. Deberry picked up the jar and looked at it.  “Cream peas, my favorite.  Tell your mother thank you.  Look,
Mattie,” he said as he put the jar back in the basket and handed it to her.
 “Yes, sir, you’ll have these for supper tonight for sure.”  She took the basket and left the room.
 Mr. Deberry pointed to a small rocking chair that was sitting next to his chair.  “I think that chair is just your size.
Would you like to try it out?”  He waited until I was seated before he sat down in his easy chair.
 The rocking chair had soft cushions on the back and seat and didn’t even squeak when I rocked in it.  “This chair
is very nice,” I said as I rocked.  “I like it.”
 “Good.  I’m glad you like it.  Now here comes Mattie with something else good.”
 Mattie placed a large tray on the table between us.  She poured lemonade in a small glass for me and something
from a teapot into a cup for Mr. Deberry.  “I made tea for Mr. Deberry because lemonade makes his belly hurt,” she
said as she handed me a big sugar cookie.
 We enjoyed our cookies and drinks and chatted about Nancy.
 Mr. Deberry set his empty teacup on the tray.  “Now tell me about you, Missy Kay.  What do you like to do?”
 I sat back in my chair and thought a minute.  “Well, I like to read books and color in my coloring book.  Papa
gave me a blackboard, and I like to draw on it.  Mama taught me to ‘broider, but I’m not too good at that.”
 “Embroider, you mean?”
I nodded.  “She gave me her thimble that she had when she was a little girl and a sewing basket.   And I try to help
Mommy in the garden and stuff.  But she won’t let me cook ‘cause I can’t reach the stove.”
 “Well, it sounds like your mother is doing a good job.  I can’t help you with the embroidery or cooking, so would
you like to read a book?”
 “Sure.  I really like books.”
 Mattie came in to take the tray away.  “You want me to bring some of Miss Nancy’s books?” she asked.
 “Yes, three or four of the Little Golden Books.  That’s the square ones with the hard covers.”
 “I like Little Golden Books better than funny books, but Mommy says they’re ‘spensive.”
 “They are a little expensive, but they’re more durable than comic books.”
 “What’s ‘durable’?”
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 “That means they last longer.  They have strong covers and better paper.”
 Mattie returned with four books and handed them to Mr. Deberry.
 “Now come over here and tell me which one you’d like for me to read to you.”
 I stood beside his chair and looked at the covers of the books.  “I already know my ABC’s, so not this one,” I said
as I pointed to one of the books.
 “All right.  We’ll put that one aside.  That leaves three.  Which one do you like the most?”
 I hesitated.  “I like The Poky Little Puppy because I like puppies.  But I like kittens, too, and The Color Kittens
would be fun to read.”
 “What about the third book?”
“The New House in the Forest sounds like a good book, but I like kittens and puppies a lot.”
 Mr. Deberry looked at me very hard.  “Missy Kay, how did you know the title of those books?  Can you read?”
 I squirmed a little.  I didn’t want to lie to Mr. Deberry.  “Well, yes, I can read, but it’s a secret, so please don’t tell
Mommy.”
 “Now why don’t you want your mother to know that you can read?  She would be very proud of you.”
 “I’m ‘fraid she’ll quit reading to me if she finds out.  I like for her to read to me.  I get to sit close to her, and
sometimes she even puts her arm around me.  All the rest of the time it’s just work, work, do this, do that.”
 “I think I understand.”  Mr. Deberry paused for a moment and then went on.  “Let’s play ‘what if.’  What if you
went out to the garden to pick blackberries and you got all tangled up in the vines.  They were sticking you and
hurting you, and you couldn’t get out of them.  What would you do?”
 “Holler for Mommy.”
 “Would she come help you?”
 I nodded.  “She helps me a lot.”
 “Yes, she does.  Why does she do that?”
 “So I’ll quit hollering.”
 Mr. Deberry leaned back in his chair and laughed.  “Well, that’s a good answer, but I have a better one.  Do you
think she helps you because she loves you?”
 I looked at him in amazement.  “I never thought of that.”
 “Think about it a minute, and I’ll ask you another ‘what if.’  What if the kitchen stove quit working.  What would
your mother do?”
 “Call the man to come fix it.”
 “The man that fixes stoves isn’t here.  He left town and joined the Army.”
 “Then Papa could fix it.”
 “Your grandfather doesn’t know the stove is broken, and it will soon be time for supper.”
 I thought very hard.  “I guess we’d eat peanut butter sandwiches.”
 My answer made Mr. Deberry smile.  “Do you think your mother might try to fix the stove herself?”
 “I think so.  She knows how to do a lot of stuff.”
 “Okay, let’s say she’s down on her knees behind the stove trying to figure out what’s wrong, and you walk up to
her and ask her to read to you.  Will she stop working on the stove and pay attention to you?”
 “No, she’d probably tell me to go outside and play.”
 “Why would she do that?  We just figured out that she loves you.”
 I put my chin in my hand and thought a long time.  “I guess fixing the stove is more important.”
 “Good.  I think you’re beginning  to understand.  Everyone has things they have to do and things they want to do.
Your mother has a lot of what I call ‘have to’s’ because your father isn’t here to help do things like fix the stove or
weed the garden.  If your mother didn’t do her ‘have to’s’ you wouldn’t have clean clothes or anything to eat.  When
she finishes the ‘have to’s then she can do her ‘want to’s’ like listening to her favorite soap opera or reading to you.
 “Now, that’s pretty hard for a child to understand, but you’re a smart little girl.  You can figure it out.”
 I nodded.  “I guess I never thought about that.”
“Now you have.  I promise I won’t tell your mother that you can read.  So how would you like to sit in my lap and
read to me?”
I was amazed.  “Really?”
“Really.  How about The Poky Little Puppy?  It was one of Nancy’s favorites.”
“Okay.”  I picked up the book, and he lifted me onto his lap and put on his reading glasses.
I opened the book and began to read.  I stumbled on some words, and Mr. Deberry pronounced them for me.  When I
finished, I closed the book and looked up at him.
“That was very good, Missy Kay.  How old are you?”
“I’ll be four my next birthday.”
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“And when will that be?”
“When the trees turn red and yellow.”
Mr. Deberry took off his reading glasses and laid them on the table.  “That would be in the fall, probably October,

about three months from now.  Who taught you how to read?”
“Nobody.  I just know how.  I don’t remember when I couldn’t read.”
“Would you like to visit next Tuesday and read another book?”
“Oh, yes, I’d like that very much.”
“Then I’ll have Mattie call your mother and set it up.  Here’s the book about kittens.  You can take it home and

read it and then bring it back when you visit next week.  The books belong to Nancy, but she said you could borrow
them.”

“That’s very nice.  Tell her thank you.”  I smiled at him.  “I had a wonderful time.”
“So did I, Missy Kay.  I’ll look forward to your visit next week.”

We did visit the next week and many weeks after that.  Mr. Deberry never told my mother that I could read, but she
eventually found out. That’s another story for another time.

AUTHOR’S NOTE:  Little Golden Books were first published and copyrighted in 1942 by Western Publishing
Company, Inc. of Racine, Wisconsin.  The books had hard cardboard covers and gold foil spines and cost 25 cents.
They are now published by Penguin Random House.
The Poky Little Puppy was written by Janette Sebring Lowery and illustrated by Gustof Tenggren.  It was one of the
first books published and was very popular.
The Color Kittens was written by Margaret Wise Brown and illustrated by Alice and Martin Provensen.
The New House in the Forest was written by Lucy Sprague Mitchell and illustrated by Eloise Wilkin.

HORSES, A WAGON, A TRAIN AND THE MILL
By Ralph K. Banks

It was barely light out when Mother came into the room to wake Little Brother and me. We quickly washed our
faces and dressed in front of the warm fire in the fireplace, and  hurried to the kitchen that was filled with the smell of
hot biscuits , ham and eggs, and hot chocolate waiting for us.   We were in for another boyhood adventure that day, for
Dad was letting us ride along with him on that crisp cold fall morning in the middle 1940’s to the feed mill in town.
By the time we had finished the good breakfast, Dad had driven the team and wagon to the front of the house.

The team consisted of a matched pair of brown on white spotted farm draft horses.  One was a gelding we called
“Banjo” that my dad had raised from a new-born colt.  The other was a mare we called “Molly”.
   Loaded on the wagon was a combination of cob corn, stalk sorghum and baled hay destined for grinding and
mixing into feed for the milk cows.  I climbed up onto the wagon seat while mother handed Little Brother up to sit
between Dad and me.  With a click of the tongue and gentle slap of the reins, Dad directed Banjo and Molly down the
driveway onto the road.  The road was hard-surfaced having been a main State highway up until some 10 years before.
The old road actually had its beginnings during Republic days and for the rest of the 1800’s was one of the primary
roads connecting the thriving inland river port of Jefferson and the little frontier towns of Dallas and Fort Worth.  But,
in the great highway construction programs of the late 1930’s the old highway fronting our farm had been bypassed by
a new highway that was located some two miles to the rear of the farm.

Old Banjo and Molly drew the loaded wagon along steadily, their hooves making a rhythmic clop clop clop on the
pavement.  The steel wheels of the wagon made a bell like ringing as the early morning sun rose and warmed the late
fall morning.  Only occasionally was the steady forward movement interrupted by the thump and jolt of a wagon
wheel dropping into a pothole.  The pavement had once been well maintained but with construction of the now
bypassing new highway, it was difficult for the county road crews to keep pace with the potholes that constantly
appeared.

Eventually the hills and curves of the old highway were traversed during our journey that morning, and the loaded
wagon reached the outskirts of town.  The railroad tracks were crossed and a sharp turn to the right brought us to the
feed mill complex that was  located alongside the railroad tracks.  Dad guided the team to a stop with the wagon atop
the underground scales. The weight of the wagon and its load were then read by a clerk inside the scale house, and
after reading the scale the clerk motioned to proceed to the feeding area next to the millhouse.

As Dad began feeding the corn, sorghum stalks and hay into the mill chute, I moved to the back of the wagon to
better watch a steam locomotive and its tender switching cars around on the nearby railroad tracks.  I was intrigued
with this huge machine that constantly gave off smoke and steam, and emitted the loud sounds of the whistle and



clanging bell.  I was so occupied with watching the train that I completely forgot that Dad would be completing the
mill-feeding job and guiding the wagon back to the scales to be reweighed so the proper charge could be made for
the feed mill service.

Consequently, in watching the train I was caught completely unaware when the wagon lurched forward.  I
tumbled out over the tailgate of the wagon and landed with a smack onto the hard concrete pavement. I fell on my
shoulder and head  but fortunately only my feelings were hurt, mostly because of the heavy clothing and thick wool
toboggan  cap my mother had dressed me in for the outing.  I groggily got to my feet and gamely jogged from the
concrete slab along the muddy wagon ruts trying to catch up with the wagon. Shortly my Dad thought to look around
and seeing me chasing behind yelled “whoa” and reined the horses to a stop.  Dad leaped down from the wagon to
check on me and clean some of the mud off my new shoes.  Seeing that I was not hurt Dad then hoisted me up onto
the wagon seat with a mild rebuke that this was where I should have been all along!

I was completely recovered a little while later when we stopped at the grocery store and Dad treated Little
Brother and me to a grape soda pop.  As we headed back home we had to stop at the railroad tracks for the train had
finished switching, and too was headed out of town.  We could clearly hear the “chuff, chuff”, of the mighty steam
locomotive as it labored up the grade in clouds of black smoke that spurted out of the smokestack with each chuff.
Many of the cars were boxcars so we could not see what was in them, but some of the flatcars were loaded with bales
of cotton that I may have watched being hooked up to the train that  same morning.  Other cars carried new farm
tractors and other implements for delivery further down the line, while still others seemed to be carrying road
materials for the highway work that constantly was going on in the area.  And, as the end of the train cleared the
crossing the rear brakeman gave us a wave from his seat in the cupola high up in the red caboose.
    Then, as the loaded wagon rolled out of town toward home, I lay back on the now filled sacks of cattle feed
produced during our trip to the mill that morning, and  gazed up at the clear blue sky enjoying the midday warm fall
sunshine.  I was lulled off to sleep on that day of wonderful childhood memory with the restful sounds of the clop,
clop of the horses hooves on the  pavement, and the chuff, chuff in the distance of the departing  steam locomotive
which was punctuated occasionally by the throaty sound of the steam whistle.  And, I thought……… this is a great
way for a kid to grow up!

AFTERTHOUGHTS:   As to whatever happened to the old road in front of the home place;  well in the early 1950’s
the pavement was completely rehabilitated and the road was designated as a Farm to Market Road.  Then, in the early
1960’s it began  serving as the north frontage road for Interstate Highway 30 just southeast of Mount Vernon.

And the railroad?  Yep, it is still there too, but is in the hands of a railroad utility district which means it still is
operating, but just barely.  Hopefully, with a renewed emphasis on carrying heavy freight (and people too) on the
railroads instead of on the highways, the future of this railroad will become more certain.

Ralph K. Banks, July 2004
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(Published in the Mt. Pleasant Daily Tribune, January 4, 2012)

FROM FCHA ARCHIVES:  Top:  Mount Vernon Rail Yard, 1920.
Right:  Last Mount Vernon Passenger train, 1958.



Membership and Dues Report:

Dues are payable for the calendar year.  Dues paid in the last quarter of a year apply to membership for the following
year.   If you have sent in dues and do not find your name listed, please call our office and we will update our
records!  Thanks all contributors for your support.  As you see from our newsletter, your dues serve the community;
please come on board; pay your dues and let us know if we can add you to our lists for volunteer service.

NEW AND RENEWING MEMBERS
OCTOBER 1, 2021 THROUGH JUNE 30, 2022

Allison, Tommy
Andrews, Joe and Jan
Armstrong, Chuck and Nicki
Ashmore, Lou
Averitt, Ruth
Ballard, James and Christina
Banks, Ralph
Barker, Sue
Bautista, Langdon
Bennoy, Warren and Sue
Benson, Paul and Pam
Birdsong, Sarah
Boatner, John and Julann
Bolduc, Nancy
Bolin, K.A.
Borders, Jason and Elizabeth
Brady, Patrick and Mary
Breard, Michael
Brooks, Dorothy
Brown, Phyllis Kaye
Burgdorf, Theodore
Burnett, Sally Thomas
Campbell, Favi
Canada, Brenda
Cannon, Terry and Sarah
Carr, Greg
Cassidy, Tracy
Cates, Randy
Clark, Craig and Christina
Clark, Jim
Clark, Suzanne Kelley
Coe, Joe and Janet
Coleman, Larry and Nancy
Cooper, Frankie
Copeland, Dr. Kenneth
Craig, Tom
Crow, Lanny and Sandra
Cowser, Robert
Crawford, David and Cindy
Daniel, Sherry
Davis, Gary and Mary Ann
Davis, Misty
Deal, Johanna
Dihle, Joel and Laurie
Divin, Sheryl and Kelly Briley

Dunlap, Perry Ray, Jr.
Easterling, Donald
Eggen, Alexandra
Evetts, Anne
Fite, Keres
Fletcher, Paul and Victoria
Franks, Carolyn
Frazier, Kay
Furman, Jean
Gibbs, Nat Paul and Shirley
Gibson, Hal and Georgia
Green, J.D. and Debi Whitworth
Greer, Ken
Griffith, Michael and LaManda
Hamilton, Kelly and Annetta
Hammond, Jerry and Linda
Hammons, Amy
Hamrick, Richard and Sarah
Hanson, David and Sandra
Harper, Michael and Sharon
Harper, Sue Ann
Harvey, Dr. Edythe
Harvey, Scott
Hauptmann, Eugene
Haynes, Gary and Karla
Helton, Wayne and Debby
Herman, Lauren
Hicks, B.F.
Hicks, Johnny
Hill, Diane
Hoke, Dan and Myrna
Holder, Nora
Howell, Kay
Hubbell, Jerry and Elease
Hudson, Sid and Pat
Hyman, Brad and Stephanie
Jaggers, Ellen
Jancosek, Joe and Jenny Dennis
Jones, Freddie Ray and Alice
Jordan, Dale
Jumper, Elva
Keefe, Sean and Catherine
Kelley, Beverly
Kirk, Earl
Kirk, Kendal and Stephanie
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Kirk, Kendal and Stephanie
Kirk, Kenneth and Linda
LaBella, Julia
Lange, Larry and Mary
Lavender, Jim and Sue
Lewis, Jason and Laura
Lightfoot, Harold and Betty
Lindauer, Jared and Kim
Loftis, Cynthia
Long, Jim and Sara
Lowry, Lisa
Lucid, Dr. Emily
Lunsford, George and Reba
Marshall, Jean Ann
Martin, Russell and Janet
McFarland, Bob and Donna
McGill, Connie
McGrady, Amy
Meek, Jim
Miller, Mark and Ute
Monzingo, Vivian Dennis
Moore, Bennie and Avery
Moses, Linda
Mowery, Jerald and Russell, Mary Lou
Mowrey, Robert and Nancy
Moyers, James CPA
Mueller, Jim
Myers, Helen
Neely, Ruby
Newsom, June
Newsom, Ricky
Newsom, Rodney and Debbie
Newsome, Billy Bert and Mary Jean
Norman, Audrey
Odom, Betty
Overstreet, Mike and Lynn
Palmer, Sharon
Pamplin, Jean and Ed
Rader, Mike and Susan
Reed, Mary Gail
Reed, Michael and Meredith
Richmond, John
Ross, Justin
Rutherford, Charles and Annette
Rutledge, Billy Jack and Sherri
Rutledge, Kim and Lee Dykes

St. Clair, Jimmy
Sanchez, Martin and Kim
Sanders, Robin
Saragusa, Michael and Annette
Schaefer, Derick and Claudia
Schultz, Billy Bryant
Scott, Larry and Yvonne
Scovell, John and Diane
Sears, Kris
Sears, Margaret
Shelton, Glen and Dianna
Shelton, Kathy
Smith, Karen
Smith, Martha
Snapka, Ernie
Sortor, Carolyn
Speaks, Ronald and Regina
Stanley, John
Stempel, Jackie and Judd Scott
Stinson, David
Stinson, Ramona
Stretcher, Gary
Stretcher, Kelly
Stringer, Iona
Stutts, Cindy
Stutts, Peggy
Teague, Carolyn
Tom, Larkin
Tower, Tom and Sandy
Van de Laar, Walter
Van Dieden, Arnie
Vavra, Brent and Eve
Vickers, Rona
Welch, Tommy
Wesson, Hal and Jamie
West, Cody
Winston, William A.
Wright, Patricia Bass
Wright, Steve and Patsy
Yates, Chuck and Marcy
Zachary, Glen and Betty
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2023

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

2023 DUES

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

Dues for 2023 (Includes subscription to 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?  _______If Yes, call 903-537-4760 to schedule a day and time.


