DR. FRANK M. BASS

6023 HIGH PLACE CIRCLE
DALLAS, TEXAS 75240
TELEPHONE 214-385-9147

November 18, 1986

Olivia de Vaux
905 E. lMorgan Avenue
Cuero, Texas 7795L

Dear Olivia:

I have enclosed two copies of Daddy's memoirs,
You can pass one of them along to Kent. I have
mailed copies to Jimmy, lilton and Kenny.

I hope vou have been feeling better.

I imagine the air conditioner has been fixed

and returned by now. I doubt that you will
need it in the near future, but it would be nice
to have it available.

Have vou neoeded the heat yet? Ve have had a cold
spell here, but it has warmed up again now.

Let us hear.

Love,

&n»«ﬁ;

Frank
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INTRODUCTION

These are the memoirs of my father, F. Myron Bass, Sr. They
vere vwritten at the request of his grandson, Douglas W, Bass, but
relatives and many of his friends have requested copies., Others,
especially those interested in certain facets of life in small towns
in Texas during the twentieth century, may find them interesting reading.

My father wvas a small-town man, He disliked cities and tended to
be somewhat suspicious of psople who lived in them. He was interested
in people, and he wanted to know his neighbors. He had many friends,
and he had the respect of everyone who knew.him, He died on June 2, 1986,
and at his funeral the sanctuary of the First United Methodist Church in
Cuero, Texas, was filled to capacity.

My father was born on June 29, 1901, in Alvarado, Texas, but my
grandparents moved to Athens, Texas, when he was a year old, Much of
his youth was spent in Jefferson, Texas, but he also lived briefly in
Yoakum and Kenedy, He graduated from high school in Jefferson in 1917
and entered Southwestern University in Georgetown. In 1919 he interrupted
his studies at Southwestern to work in a bank in Wichita Falls during the
Burkburnett oil boom, saving his money so that he could complete his
college studies, He returned to Southwestern in the fall of 1920, and in
the spring term of 1921 he met my mother there. They were both in the
senior class of 1922,

My father lived i{n Cuero, Texas, for sixty-four years. He was a
Christian gentleman,

Frank M, Bass, Jr.




I REMEMBER

Yes, I remember. But where does memory reslly begin? Until I was
nearing my teens I thought 1 remembered things that happened in the Spanishe
American War, That happened before I was born, Perhaps people were still
talking about the sinking of the Battleship Maine, Teddy Roosevelt's Rough
Riders, etc., when I was small and that msde me think I remembered them,

I do remember seeing arwy rifles from that war being sold by the store
vhere my father worked., I suppose that was around 1905 to 1908, It was
the Perkins Brothers Store in Athens, Texas, The guns vere in a basket or
similar container on the sidewalk in front of the store., They seemed very
long to me, and they had sharpe-pointed detachable bayonets that fitted on
the front of the barrel., My recollection is that they were sold for just
three or four dollars.

For many years I thought I remembered being left in a church at night
after everyone else had gone home and being very frightened. But my mother
told me before she died that it never happened. I suppose it was a bad
dream that seemed so real that it stayed with me,

The first house that I definitely recall living in was a small house,
three or four rooms, I think, on the south side of Athens, about four or
five blocks from the store vhers my father worked, Between that house and
downtown was & house vhere a family named Murph lived., Olivia was born in
that house when I was four years old; but my memory of that occasion is
very vague. In later years I was told she almost arrived before the doctor
got there to deliver her. I have a dim recollection of something exciting
happening, but a picture of Tennie Mae dashing in is the only one by mind
has retained, They lived north of the store=-possibly ten blocks from
where we lived, We had no telephone, and I have no idea how she heard of
the emergency. She was about eleven at the time,

There is a very vague picture of & house we lived in prior to that one,
It sust have been east of that one a few blocks, but in the same vicinity,
A schoolhouse, an ice plant, and a family named Mobley are associated with
that dim pemory, I have no picture of how it looked in my mind, Ve moved
to Athens from Alvarado, where I was born, when I was a year old, I have
been told. And I was told we lived in seven houses in the seven years
that we lived in Athens. This vague recollection must be of the fourth
house ve lived in there because I definitely remember three othersesthe
one where Olivia was born and two others.

Shortly after Olivia was born we moved into a house just north of
where the Murph family lived, There were three boys in the Murph family,
One vas named Mike, one was called YD, and the third one I don't recall,
Mike was about my age, nearly five, at that time. We both wore dresses with
lacy collars and had long blond curls. I can't remember resenting it too
much, so I suppose all boys of that age were dressed like that at that time.
Later on, Mamma had a large framed picture of me in the dress and curls, and
Leon dressed very mannishly, hanging in our parlor., I would get very angry
when people would come in and ask who that little girl was with Leon,




The house north of the Murph's was bigger than the one where Olivia
vas born, I remember that at one time we even rented out a room to a lady,
The entry was into a hallway, The room that the lady rented was on the left
of the hall, We must have had at least three rooms on the right of the hall,
One night we wers startled by screams coming from the lady's room, I have
a vivid picture of Papa in his long white nightshirt running out in the hall
holding an oil lamp above his head. The house had no screens on the windows,
Someone had reached through the open window, grabbed the woman's arm, and
nearly frightened her to death, There is another sharp picture of an event
that happened in the hall of that house. It is of an oil lamp suddenly
flaring up with flames above the chimmey, and of Papa snatching it up and
hurling it out the door. It probably would have exploded and burned the
house if he had not acted quickly., We had a garden at that place too, It
seemed to cover a whole block to me because Leon often hitched me to a
garden plow when we were assigned to till it., Later when I visited Athens
I saw it was about 30 by 50 feet.

It was while we were living in this house that Mamma took Leon, me,
and Babysister Olivia to visit her parents in Oklahoma, They lived on a
farm near Hobart. The farm was on land that the government opened up for
settlement around the turn of the century, Grandfather’s name was Thomas A,
Cotter. Grandmother was Frances Elizabeth (Palmer) Cotter, They had lived
in or near Alvarado when Mamma and Papas married. I recall their saying
Mamma was attending Midlothian College, near Alvarado, when they ran away to
get married; and that Mamma told them later she had gone fishing and caught
a Bass, Papa had lived with his brother, John, when he first came to
Alvarado, and there are many tales of the practical jokes Uncle John pulled
on him, One, or both, of them was employed by a Mistrot dry goods store
and associated with Joe and Sam Perkins who later owned a chain of stores.
Papa had come to Athens to work for the Perkins store, which Uncle John
managed, when [ wag around a year old,

The morning we were supposed to take the train from Athens to Hobart,
the alaon clock failed o go off, Fortunately about 30 minutes before train

. time I rolled out of bed and hit the floor with a loud bump, I distinctly

recall the haste and excitement of getting to the depot on time,

When we got to Hobart it was night, Grandpa Cotter met us at the
station with a vagon pulled by a team of horses. The farm must have been
several miles from town. The country was as flat as a dining table, It
vas bright moonlight and there were millﬁons of lightning bugs as far as the
eye could see in every direction,

Iwo or three recollections about the farm, One is of a little red
wagon that Grandpa gave Leon and me to play with, We pulled it out to
the field one morning where they were cutting alfalfa and loading it on a
wagon with high sideboards, Mamma's youngest brother, a teenager at the
time, stepped up on the little red wagon to get In the big wagon, The
little one collapsed, Grandpa's temper flared, He picked up the strapping
teenager, threw him across the wagon, and spanked the seat of his pants
very briskly. Another picture in my mind is of the first tractor I ever




sav, It was a steame-driven affair and almost as big as a locomotive,
When I first saw it they were using it to drive a machine that was
thrashing wheat, The grain was coming out a chute and going into a wagon,
The straw was going onto a huge pile. On top of that pile of straw was
the tallest man I have ever seen, I thought he was a giant, They told me
it wvas Uncle Barton Grosclose, who had married Mamma's sister Myrtle. I
believe they said he was just seven feet tall, but [ remember he had to
stoop to get through most doors. A very frightening experience happened
one day vhen we went into Hobart. A big Indian man dressed in a blanket
wvas pushing a baby buggy down the sidewalk, When he passed us he reached
down, picked me up, and sat me in the buggy, When he did, he said in a
kind of grunt, “"Give baby ride, give baby ride,” He meant no harm, but

I don't know of any time in my life that I was more terrified, We had
heard so many tales about Indians kidnapping and scalping people. I had
never seen an Indian before, so it gave me a real scare,

So many things begin to crowd into my memory now that I can see that
if I write them all down the "World could not contain them.,” Let me
mention just one more that happened before we moved into the next house
in Athens, I had been to the store where Papa worked and was walking
home, Someone had given me a penny and I was elated. When [ tried to
spend it, a man in one store told me very gruffly that a penny wouldn't
buy anything, I vent out the door and down the street sobbing and with
tears streaming down my face, Another man, who called me "Skeeter,” asked
what was the matter and soothed my feelings by selling me a stick of
chewing gum. He was my friend for life and restored my trust in humanity,
I suppose he called me "Skeeter” because I was very small for my age.

The next, and the last, house we lived in in Athens was in what I sup-
pose vas a little more affluent section. It was up on a slight hill in
what I think was the northeast section of town., None of the houses we
lived in had running water or bathrooms in the house., Water came from a
well in the yard, All had outdoor toilets. None had electricity or
phones, This last house was across from a private school, or kindergarten,
where I went to school my first year.

Athens, I agsume, was a town of about 2,000, It was the county seat
of Henderson County. The business section was built around a square with
the county courthouse at the center., There was no pavement and no cars,
Streets were deep sand. I can still feel them burning my feet as [ raced
across. them in my bare feet, There was a railroad--possibly two., One was
the Cotton Belt, A new Methodist church building was built while we lived
there. It was a very ornate brick building with multiple gables, The ,
Sunday School rooms were separated from the sanctuary by a huge (it seems
to me) curtain which rolled up, something on the order of the top of a
rolltop desk. I can recall that it made quite a noise when it was rolled
ups The picture of the church we attended hefores that one was built is
quite vague in my mind, It seems to have been a one-room white weathere
board structure with a steeple of some kind located somewhere near the
first two houses I have described,




The sandy soil around Athens was great watermelon and peach country, also
black-eyed peas. Packing sheds bought peaches from the farmers and shipped
them out in railroad cars, I think I remember someone saying that 40 care
loads a day were sometimes shipped., Uncle John lived on a street leading
to the packing house, and I can remember seeing long lines of horse-drawn
wagons wajiting their turn to unload. Beautiful elberta peaches that were
just right for local use were culled out because they would not keep until
they reached market, Memory brings to mind the figure of 25¢ a bushel that
Papa said he paid for the many bushels he brought home for canning, preserve-
ing, pickling and jellye-making. The peelings were used to make jelly., I
also recall that Papa once bought a barrel of shelled peas from a farmer
when the market became glutted, It seems to me that we had black-eyed peas
for breakfast, dinner, and supper for years, I was delighted when weevils
finally made them inedible, and I have never taken much delight in blacke
eyed peas since,

Miss Ida Dellils is the name that comes to mind as the teacher of the
first school I attended., It was not strictly a kindergarten., I can recall
bigger children, perhaps up to sixthegrade ages. I must have had the
equivalent of a first-grade curriculum because I went on to the second
grade in public school the next year., Two or three incidents from this
first year of school come to mind. One was when I wet my pants one day
because [ was too timid to raise my hand and ask to be excused, Another
was caused by my playing with some kitchen matches which I had hidden in
my pocket, Rubbing them together caused them to light. A lot of excitement
ensued, Another happened when an older boy fell out of a tree onto a
picket fence. One of the pickets impaled his testicles, I can still hear
his screams ringing in my ear., That is the only recollection I have of the
event so I suppose there was no tragic outcome,

It was in this last house that I referred to that another sister was

born. She was named Mattie Pearl, Mattie for Mamma and Pearl for Uncle
John's wife,

Somevhere along the line we had acquired Dolly, a pretty little
Jersey milkcow, I think it was before we moved into this last house in
Athens, because of an incident that occurred when Leon tried to milk her,
Mamma was the only one in the family that could milk. One cold, sloppy
vinter day Mamma was sick with a fever and Papa told Leon, before he rushed
off to work, that he would have to try to milk the cow, Since it was cold
Mamma told him to take some warm water to wash the teats before he milked,
He took boiling hot water from the tea kettle., When he splashed it on
Dolly’s bag she objected violently, kicked him over in the mud and manure
of the cow lot and proceeded to tramp on him a few times. I don't think
he made any further efforts to milk her, and don't remember who did. Dolly
was still with us when we moved to Jefferson. I can recall helping to load
her in the boxcar with the rest of our household goods for the trip.

Before that move, however, I had one more school year in Athens,

My teacher that year was a Miss Parker. Unfortunately for me she lived
right next to the private school across the street from us, I say



unfortunate because she caught me disobeying Mamma one bright spring
morning. Boys wore knickerbockers and black cotton stockings that came
above the knees, and cumbersome leather shoes. Several boys had quit
vwearing their shoes and stockings when the weather got warm, but Mamma
ingisted that I still wear mine, On the way to school I took them off,
hid them under a culvert, and proceeded to school barefooted, The
moment I stepped in the door Miss Parker demanded to know where my
shoes were, She had seen me leave home with them on and I was denied
the delight of wiggling my toes in barefoot freedom, But Miss Parker
was very thoughtful to me. [ was so small that my feet would not reach
the floor from the second-grade desks, She brought a box for me to
put my feet on so they would not dangle in the air all day. But her
kindness brought on a lot of grief for me, Out of jealousy, other boys
would hide it. Maybe it was just to tease me, Whatever the reason, in

spite of my lilliputian size, I would fly into a gargantuan rage, and
many fights resulted,




JEFFERSON 1

We moved to Jefferson in the summer of 1909, Papa was to manage
a Perkins Brothers dry goods store similar to the one he had worked in as
a clerk in Athens. The store was on a side street, but between the main
business street and the post office, There was no mail delivery so
everyone went to Che post office almost every day., My first job for pay
was at this store. I delivered packages, washed windows, and helped sweep
the store and sidewalk, My legs were too short to reach the pedals of
the bicycle that I used for deliveries so I rode on one side with one
leg stuck between the bars to reach the other pedal, Packages were tied
to the seat and handlebars. [ was paid $1.25 per week during the summer
months and felt very well off,

Jefferson is an old historical town which was one of the two
biggest cities in Texas in pre-railroad days. Galveston, which is a
gulf port, vied with Jefferson for top place in population, Jefferson
was a river port and wag the farthest inland that river boats could
travel from the Gulf of Mexico. They traveled up the Red River from
the Mississippi to Caddo Lake and up Big Cypress Bayou to Jefferson.
Freight was transported to and from the port and inland places by wagon,
I was told that Grandpa Cotter often brought his produce from a farm near
where Fort Worth is now situated to Jefferson,.sold the produce, bought
his supplies in Jefferson, and carried them back home in the wagon,
There were long lines of wagons waiting to get into Jefferson, and it
often took three days for your turn to come to cross the bridge after
getting in sight of town. I don't remember Grandpa Cotter's ever

telling me that himself, but it is part of my recollection no matter
how it got thers,

When railrosads started to enter Texas from the northeast, Jefferson
authorities antagonized them, They had steamboats. Who needed railroads?
A famous railroad tycoon wrote on the register at the old Excelsior Hotel
there: "The end of Jefferson, Texas. I'll see grass growing in your
streets.” It almost happened too., The railroad circled the outskirts
of Jefferson, went on to Marshall, built a roundhouse and shops there.
This created quite a bit of growth for Marshall, Very scon after that,
the tycoon used political influence to get a logjam removed from the
river, claiming it was causing the flooding of valuable farmland. The
removal made the water too shallow for the steamboats, and Jefferson's
bubble of importance burst,

In 1909 Jefferson had a population, I would estimate, of 1,500, but
there were many signs of its former grandeur. Brick walls of many
buildings gutted by fire still stood, Many of them had trees of cone
siderable size growing within them, Quite a few abandoned brick buildings
still stood along the river front, We were told that many owners had set
fire to their own buildings to collect insurance when they realized that
business prospects for Jefferson had died. It was said that fire insurance




was still hard to get, and expensive, forty vears after the disaster
struck, But there were many interesting old homes--some built by slave
laborj -and an outstanding old courthouse still stood nearly a mile

from the center of the business district,

The people were extremely friendly and hospitable. I remember
Mamma saying that at least a hundred of them came to call on her in
the first week or ten days we were there. The public school was less
than a block from where we lived and the Methodist Church about two
blocks, The streets were mostly red clay and sand, The house we rented
Was on a hillside with the street excavated several feet below the
sidewalk level,

The house in Jefferson was rented from a Mr, Spellings, who lived
next door, He was an officer in the Rogers National Bank., His wife
was a Rogers, and they had a daughter about the age of Leon. Her name
vas Carrie Mayberry., We considered them rich., The house ve lived in
was probably built in the nineteenth century but was in very good repair,
It was an L-shaped house with one room on the side toward town and four
in a row on the other side, There was a small front porch overlooking
the street and a long back porch all along the inside of the L in the
back, It had no running water or indoor plumbing and no electricity,
but it had a well on the back porch right next to the kitchen door.
This was quite a luxury as it saved carrying water from a well in the
yard. We could draw a tub of clear, cold water out of the well on
Saturday morning, let it sit in the sun all day, and drag it into the
kitchen for a nice warm bath that night,

This house had a back yard that was big enough for a garden and a
lot for Dolly. They put in sewer lines while we were in Jefferson, but
we had no indoor plumbing and still used an outdoor toilet, We did get
electric lights while we lived there, I remember crawling around in
the attic with a man named Jim Sullivan as he strung the black wires
on porcelain posts, bored a hole in the middle of the celling of each
room, and attached a drop light in each room. The cord of this light
was two wires with green insulation, braided together, There was a
brass socket on the end with a black switch that turned the light off
and on., There were no outlets other than these in the middle of each
room, but they were marvelous to us, Of course, we still had to keep
oil lamps around for service was not too dependable. Breakdowns occurred
frequently. The first appliance I remember was an electric fron, but I
believe it was at the store, Mamma's irons were heated on the stove and
alternated as they cooled off., The store had lights (before they got
@lectricity) that were similar to Colemen lanterns we have today, but
operated off a central system. It consisted of a tank that held
gasoline and a hand pump to provide air pressure., Pipes about the size
of vacuumscleaner wands carried the gas throughout the store. They
had to be lighted individually and were quite a bit of trouble, but

they made a bright light that was much better -than the electric lights
of that day,




When school started that fall, I was in the third grade, All grades
met in one building, It was called the market place and I suppose that
was wvhat it was in Jefferson's glory days, There was an suditorium on the
first floor, but nearly all the classrooms were on the second floor. -

My teacher, Miss Cinnie Preston, taught the second and third grades in
the same room, I remember her as a tiny little woman who would Jump

up and down and clap her hands together when she got exasperated with
the children. One class was supposed to study while the other one was
reciting, The one being inatructed would sit on long benches in the
front of the room and return to double desks when the lesson was over

to study for the next class, I was still so tiny I could get by with
murder. One day when we were having our lesson, the boy next to me

stood up (as required) to answer a question., While he was standing I
innocently held my pencil upright in the place where he had been sitting.
When he finished the answer he flopped down hard on the point of the
pencil, and immediately jumped into the air screaming, The teacher asked
him vhat in the world he wag yelling about, and he said, "Myron stuck his

pencil up me,” She scolded him and told him to sit down and be quiet,
"You know he didn't mean to."

It was during this year that I decided that I wanted to join the
church., We had been going to Sunday School regularly. I don't remember
the teacher but the superintendent was a Mr, Dave Smith with snow white
hair. There were two doors and two aisles in the old Jefferson church
(which by the way is still in use), The thing I remember is his marching
us in one door, down one aisle, and up the other as we carried Christian
and American flags singing "Onward Christian Soldiers.”

In the spring of 1910 while I was still in the third grade an

evangelistic team came to town for a union revival meeting, It was

held in the second floor above a cotton warehouse--a room that was much
bigger than any church auditorium in town, In fact it was later remodeled
and was serving as a fairly large hotel. The evangelist was Lockett Adair,
a very large man who must have weighed at least 250 pounds; and there was

a professional song leader., The services were well attended and were

very emotional with the old-time fiery hell and brimstone type of preaching.
One night when he called for those who wanted to be saved to come to the
altar, [ went, They took my name and said they would give it to my pastor,
who would arrange for me to join the church, On the Sunday after the

r evival the Methodist Minister called out the names of Methodists who had
given their names for membership and gave them the vows of the church. My
name was not called, I was just eight years old and so small I suppose

they thought I was too little to know what I was doing. But, shy as I was,
I went up to the preacher after church and told him I was supposed to join
too. He looked a little surprised but said they would sure take me in

the next Sunday. There were no confirmation classes or training that I

ever heard of then; but the next Sunday he called me forward and gave me
the vows,

The next fall I was in a room where the teacher taught the fourth and
fifth grades. Miss Lena Mosely was the teacher, The death of a boy who




