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    I am watching with 
disgusted resignation the 
construction of a new 
Home Depot at the edge 
of Bastrop in what used 
to be a lovely pasture full 
of horses.  Over the past 
few years I’ve watched 
the fields that used to 
hold vast golden waves of 
maize become a recrea-
tional park and a new 
campus of the Del Valle 
High School.  There are 
three new subdivisions 
that are carving up large 
chunks of former farm 
land between Bastrop and 
Austin.  I’ve seen some of 
the houses and I’m here 
to tell you, I’m at a loss to 
explain how the land has 
been “improved”. 

Spring in the 
country 

Spring has sprung! 
The grass is riz. 
I wonder where 
Them boidies is? 
.                ....unknown author 
 
    A good number of 
them are hanging out on 
our back deck in Bastrop.  
We have cardinals, chick-
adees, titmice, a finch or 
two, wrens, and mocking-
birds showing up at our 
feeders.  We also have 
been adopted by a large 
flock of crows who have 
learned to watch for me 
and my sack of stale 
bread. 
    I love spring.  My fav-
orite time of the day right 
now is about 5:00 PM 
when I take the dogs for a 
stroll out in the pines that 
surround the house.  I 
love the sounds and I love 
the smells.  Not even my 
itchy eyes, that I’ve de-
cided are a result of the 
clouds of pine pollen 
floating around, can kill 
my enthusiasm for spring.  
I was born this time of 
year, when bluebonnets 

and Indian blankets are 
their thickest.  Getting 
older is no fun, but at 
least I have the vivid 
colors, the birdsongs and 
the scent of wisteria and 
mountain laurel to dis-
tract me. 
    We come from a long 
line of farming stock.  In 
fact, with few exceptions, 
almost all the census 
records I have read for 
our family prior to 1920 
list the occupation of 
head of house as 
“farmer”.  I consider that 
my love of  nature is as 
inherited as my brown 
hair.  (Some of you may 
remember when it was 
brown.) 
    Here is where I confess 
what probably won’t 
surprise anyone that 
knows me—I am an avid 
environmentalist.  It’s not 
that I’m resistent to 
progress, but I think we 
are in danger of losing an 
important aspect of our 
heritage.  That is, the 
beauty of the land that 
drew our ancestors to this 
part of the world in the 
first place. 

  Well, there’s no stand-
ing in the way of progress 
and I’m sure I will see 
more of our ancestors’ 
land fall to the bulldozers.  
But  I think we should 
sometimes stop and re-
member the way it was. 
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    Which is a long-
winded way of introduc-
ing a guest article by 
brother David on that 
very subject. 
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In the Sixties 

by David Wilcoxen 
 
“This here’s the billy-ard 
[billiard] room.  We ain’t 
sure, but we think that critter 
on the wall must be a billy-
ard.” 
....Jed Clampett, touring his 
new Beverly Hills mansion 
 
    In the sixties there was 
a noticeable trend in the 
entertainment media to 
ridicule rural people and 
their old-fashioned ways. 
Situation comedies like 
The Beverly Hillbillies 
derided the remnants of 
America’s pioneer begin-
nings to often hilarious 
effect. As we became a 
nation of urban Space Age 
sophisticates, we could 
afford to profess embar-
rassment or at least 
amusement regarding our 
quaint and backward 
origins.  
    After all, building a life 
on the frontier and de-
pending on animals and 
green growing things for 
one’s very existence 
seemed so undignified 
compared to the modern 
lifestyle we would surely 
enjoy in the next century, 
when the family of 2001 
would hop in their space-
car on a whim and dine at 
fancy restaurants on the 
Moon. 
    That new century has 
begun on an uncertain and 

fearful note. We don’t find 
as much comfort in our 
advanced society as we 
hoped; indeed, many of 
those advances have made 
us more vulnerable than 
ever.  
    This situation is espec-
ially perplexing to those of 
us who were small child-
ren in the sixties watching 
those situation comedies, 
equally spellbound by the 
Gemini and Apollo mis-
sions on TV.  We never 
doubted that science and 
technology would dissolve 
all of humanity’s prob-
lems like a spoonful of 
Tang. It’s been hard for 
one-time future astronauts 
like me to swallow this 
simple truth: Techno-
logical marvels won’t 
necessarily make our lives 
better. The latest time-
saving devices paradox-
ically fail to expand our 
free time; they only com-
press our lives into smaller 
and faster circles of frene-
tic activity. Instant com-
munication seems only to 
bring us more bad news, 
all at once, with 24-hour 
coverage. 

 
 

Page 2 

    At times I gaze through 
a glass wall in my office 
building in downtown 
Austin, and try to imagine 
what my grandparents and 
great-grandparents would 
think of the life I lead…if 
they could make anything 
of it at all. Could they 

fathom that I spend my 
days sitting at a desk be-
fore a computer screen, 
quarantined from the fresh 
air by that glass panel, 
tapping at a keyboard in 
conversation with people 
(and machines) all over 
the continent? What sense 
would it make to them 
when at day’s end I strap 
into an air-conditioned 
metal box and merge with 
a noisy, blinking river of 
similar metal boxes, head-
ing home? Many adjec-
tives come to mind when I 
think of these aspects of 
modern life in the 21st 
century, but dignified isn’t 
at the top of the list. 
    Of course it isn’t all 
bad, and we can point to 
many accomplishments 
with justified pride. (Just 
one example: Despite its 
faults I don’t think any of 
us would trade modern 
medicine for the 19th 
century version.) None of 
the advantages we enjoy 
today, however, makes us 
more noble or more ad-
mirable than our fore-
bears. A rich inheritance is 
not the heir’s success 
story. All that we enjoy 
has been built on the 
foundation of their hard 
work and, now that our 
once unquestionably rosy 
future has become less 
certain, we might remem-
ber to look backward now 
and then with admiration. 
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    Outside my glass wall 
and over the horizon, 
perhaps thirty miles away, 
are some of the fields 
those ancestors plowed 
long ago--the places 
where they drew water 
and gathered firewood, 
and the places were they 
lie buried, many in for-
gotten and unmarked 
depressions in the earth. 
From my high-tech perch 
it can be tempting to think 
of these people as having 
led simpler lives, but they 
deserve more credit than 
that. 
    The briefest glance 
through the records hints 
at stories of hard living 
behind those names, as in 
the case of five-month-old 
twins who died of dysen-
tery a few weeks apart. 
Those stricken parents 
would have found no 
comfort comparing their 
“simple” lives with ours. 
There were failed crops, 
illnesses, injuries, and 
wars. Complications of 
life for which no human 
being can ever be pre-
pared. 
    We’re fortunate to have 
so many family photo-
graphs from long ago. 
Without exception those 
weathered and lined faces 
reveal cleverness, wit and 
determination. In their 
sturdy  physical presence 
we can sense a resolute 
acceptance of whatever 

the world cares to throw at 
them.  

Did you know? 
    In the days preceding 
the Great Depression, 
Nettie Mason’s two sons, 
Charlie and Albert Rose, 
spent several months on a 
road trip around the 
western United States.  
When money ran short, 
they would stop and work 
for awhile before moving 
on to the next leg of their 
trip.  I’ve often thought it 
would be fun to do exactly 
that. 

    That is to say, dignity. 
    We look back with ad-
miration, but not without 
hope for our own futures. I 
like to think we’re salted 
with some of their quali-
ties, embedded deeply as 
the minerals in our bones. 
We have that blessing 
from them. It’s their gift to 
us, and God knows we 
need it. 

    I have been asked by 
several cousins where 
Charlie’s & Albert’s father 
Charles Jefferson Rose is 
buried.  I wish I knew.  
Word has it that he may 
be buried in a cemetery in 
the vicinity of Kyle.  The 
only time my grand-
mother spoke to me on 
this subject, she men-
tioned visiting the grave 
with her mother.  There 
was no marker, just the 
decorative top of a lamp to 
mark the place.  Charles 
died before the State of 
Texas began to maintain 
death records, so there is 
no death certificate to give 
a clue. 

 

 
Horace Hodge 

at the Trigg Ranch 
 

     Maybe there are under-
taker records or some yet-
to-be-published cemetery 
records that will event-
ually give the answer.  If 
any of my readers out 
there has any information, 
please pass it along. 

Burl Mason 
 

 
 

Nettie Mason with 
son Charlie Rose 
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    The older you get, the 
better you realize you 
were. 
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Uncle Mack 
 
    I recently picked up a 
copy of the Sayersville 
Historial Association Bul-
letin, a local historical 
society magazine, and was 
pleasantly surprised to 
find an article included on 
Hezekiah Madison Mob-
ley, older brother of our 
Joseph Mobley.  (I’m not 
the only Mobley research-
er buzzing around Bas-
trop, I guess.) A few weeks 
ago, I responded to a 
posting on an Internet 
message board and e-met 
another cousin in Uncle 
Mack’s line who descends 
from Mack’s son John 
Henry.  Of course, I’ve 
been corresponding and 
relying on cousin Maxine 
Alcorn for quite some 
time.  She descends from 
Mack’s daughter Frances 
Jane. 
    Thanks to Maxine, I 
have a picture of Uncle 
Mack and his wife Sarah.  
She also sent the following 
news article, from an 
unknown source, pub-
lished about 1919.  Keep in 
mind as you read that 
although Mack began his 
military career in Com-
pany D of the 41st Georgia 
Regiment, he later trans-
ferred to Co. A, 12th 
Georgia Battalion Artillery 
where he served alongside 
brother Joseph.  (Brother 
Andrew also served in Co. 
A, 12th Battalion.  He died 
June 9, 1863, in Savan-

nah.)  Try to imagine what 
it must have been like to 
be in Appomattox during 
Lee’s surrender. 
 

 
Hezekiah & Sarah Mobley 

 
In Forty-First Georgia 
Regiment. 
    Living in his own little home 
at McDade, Tex., Uncle Mack 
Mobley is passing in peace and 
quietude the closing years of an 
honorable and useful life, loved 
and trusted by all who know 
him. 
    Uncle Mack is now in his 
87th year, having been born 
Nov. 26, 1832, in Coweta 
County, Georgia, where he 
grew to the years of manhood. 
    In 1854 he became a member 
of the old Macedonia Baptist 
Church, near his home.  Here, 
later in the same year, he was 
married and lived till the 
coming of the great civil war, 
when he, in August, 1862, 
enlisted in the confederate 
army, Forty-First Georgia 
Regiment, Colonel Charley 
McDaniel. 
    This regiment was assigned 
to the Tennessee Army and 
Uncle Mack saw service at 
Perryville, Ky., and then at 

Vicksburg, Miss., where, with 
Pemberton's whole army, he 
became a prisoner of war.  
After his parole he returned to 
his home.  Having remained 
with his family some four 
months, he again joined the 
army, or rather his regiment, in 
time to take part in the great 
battles of Missionary Ridge and 
Chattanooga. 
    Soon afterward he was, by 
his own request, transferred to 
the Army of Virginia and came 
under the great Lee, and was 
with him on through all the 
conflicts that marked the 
closing of the war. 
    At Petersburg his regiment 
was ordered to charge and clear 
the enemy from some forts 
directly in their front.  One of 
these forts was taken and some 
seventy or more, including 
Uncle Mack, were assigned to 
occupy and man it. But the 
enemy in neighboring forts had 
the range of this one, and for an 
hour and more these brave 
fellows were exposed to a 
perfect rain of shells. Working 
their own guns to the best 
advantage possible, they fought 
the enemy, awaiting the order to 
fall back, and Uncle Mack says 
they did more than that--they 
prayed to God. 
    When the order at last came 
it was few of them that were 
left to profit by it.  Later under 
a flag of truce Uncle Mack saw 
200 of his brave regiment 
carried back across the line for 
burial, while many others had 
been wounded. 
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    Uncle Mack was at 
Appomattox when the close 
came, saw Grant as he rode out 
to arrange the terms of 
surrender, rejoiced with the 
others that the end had come, 
and with a heart full of hope 
and of gladness started on the 
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long, weary tramp to his 
Georgia home. 

    When Mack, Sarah and 
their ten children made 
the move to Texas in 1882, 
they followed in the path 
of Mack’s younger brother 
Joseph to Bastrop County.  
Joseph and wife Mary 
Caroline had moved from 
Georgia to Texas about 
1870.   

    At the Macedonia 
Baptist Church cemetery 
are buried Mack’s and 
Joseph’s father Reason 
Mobley, and Joseph’s  
mother and father-in-law, 
John and Amanda (Rice) 
Morgan.  Also buried at 
Macedonia are Joseph’s 
brother-in-law Edward 
Morgan and his sister-in-
law Catherine Morgan. 

    In 1882 Uncle Mack came 
with his family to Texas, 
joining here his brother, Joe 
Mobley, who had come on 
some years earlier.  Settling in 
Bastrop County, the family 
have made their home here ever 
since. 
    Even during the trying 
experiences of his war days, 
Uncle Mack maintained the 
integrity of his religion, and 
among his neighbors and 
friends since his coming to 
Texas he has so lived that all 
the people believe in him and in 
the religion with which he has 
been sustained as he has come 
down through the trying scenes 
of life and the battles he has 
met along the way. 

    Sarah died in 1895.  In 
the 1900, 1910 and 1920 
censuses, Mack is listed in 
the home of his son Joe.  
On July 16, 1913, at the 
age of 80, Mack made 
application and was 
granted a Confederate 
Pension from the State of 
Texas. 

    It is through Uncle 
Mack’s family that we find 
ourselves related to 
several old Bastrop 
County family lines.   
Granddaughters by son 
John Henry married into 
the lines of Cottle, 
Turnipseed and Dunbar.     Death came to Uncle 

Mack on May 20, 1924.  
The certificate of phy-
sician states that he died 
of a general break down 
from old age and that he 
had suffered from chronic 
bronchitis for many years.  
He was buried beside 
Sarah in the Oak Hill 
Cemetery, near McDade. 

    Mack’s and Joseph’s 
uncle Matthew Dunkin 
married the widow of 
their brother Stephen and 
also moved to Bastrop 
County, settling in the 
McDade area.  Matthew 
was one of the first to 
produce McDade pottery. 

    Cheerful and happy, he 
awaits the call to the reward of 
those who were faithful. 

–J.H. Gillaspy, McDade, Tx 
****** 

    The article in the 
Sayersville Bulletin adds 
the information that Mack 
was in the hospital at the 
time he witnessed General 
Grant on his way to 
arrange the terms of 
surrender.  It also relates 
that when Mack made it 
home, he found his stock 
gone and the farm in 
ruins. 

     
Additional Mobley  
trivia 
 
   The news article relating  
Mack Mobley’s military 
history mentions that 
Mack was a member of the 
old Macedonia Baptist 
Church.  The original 
Macedonia Baptist was 
the first church in Coweta 
County, founded in 1827 
and located near Newnan, 
the county seat.  It was at 
Macedonia that Joseph 
Mobley was ordained as a 
minister. 

   Hezekiah Madison Mob-
ley was born November 
26, 1832, in Coweta 
County, Georgia, the 
oldest son of Reason 
Mobley and Lucretia 
Dunkin.  Coweta County is 
about 30 miles southwest 
of Atlanta.  He married 
Sarah Jane Jones there on 
November 9, 1854. 
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    Matthew and Frances 
had a true May-December 
relationship, with a 
difference in their ages of 
about 40 years.  In 
November of 1881, 
Matthew was adjudged by 
the Bastrop Courts to be 
of unsound mind and was 
committed to the State 
Asylum in Austin for 
restraint and treatment.  
How much time he spent 
there is not clear, but it is 
known that just prior to 
his death he wandered off 
in the woods near his 
home, became lost and 
apparently died of expo-
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Cowboy Cookies sure.  His body was 

discovered much later. 
 
    Cut up dates, sprinkle 
with soda.  Pour water 
over dates.  Cool tho-
roughly. 

 
 1 cup butter, softened 
He’s a Poet. 1 teaspoon vanilla 
And now we all know it! 1 cup sugar 

    Cream shortening and 
sugar.  Add salt and 
vanilla.  Then add flour, 
alternately with the date 
mixture. 

    This family is growing 
writers on all fronts.  
Cousin Gene O’Quinn in 
our Mason line has joined 
the ranks of cowboy poets.  
You can find samples of 
his poems at his website, 
members.tripod.com/gene_ 
oquinn/ or at www.cowboy 
poetry.com/geneoquinn.htm 
Drop by either site for a 
healthy dose of down home 
cowboy rhymin’. 

1 cup packed brown sugar 
2 eggs 
2 cups flour 
1 teaspoon baking soda 
½  teaspoon baking 

    Bake 1¼ hours at 350°.     powder 
½ teaspoon salt  
2 cups oats  
6-oz. semi-sweet   
    chocolate chips And, finally, 
½ -1 cup chopped pecans  
     I’ve been getting good 

reaction to my website, 
including comments from 
distant cousins who have 
found me through the 
Bastrop County Usgenweb 
site.  If you haven’t 
stopped by for a visit, 
please do.  And while 
you’re there, sign the 
guestbook and let me 
know what you think.  It’s 
still a work in progress, so 
things will be added on a 
regular basis.   

    Combine flour, baking 
soda, baking powder and 
salt.  Set aside. 

 

 

    Cream butter, vanilla 
and both sugars.  Add 
eggs and beat until light 
and fluffy.  Slowly add dry 
ingredients to the sugar 
mixture and mix well.  
    Add oats, chocolate 
chips and pecans.  Dough 
will be stiff. 

    Speaking of cowboys, I 
happened across this 
picture in my collection of 
my mother playing Calam-
ity Jane.  The chaps were 
originally owned by her 
grandfather Burl Mason. 

    Drop by tablespoonful 
onto greased cookie sheet, 
about 2 inches apart.  
Bake 12-15 minutes at 
350°. 

    As always, if there are 
other members of your 
family that you would like 
me to add to my mailing 
list, drop me a line at 137 
Briar Forest Drive, 
Bastrop, TX 78602, or 
send an email to 
Lwilcoxen@austin.rr.com. 

 
    Makes about 6 dozen 
cookies. 

 

 
 
Aunt Fay’s Date Loaf 
1 package dates 

 2 cups boiling water 
 2 teaspoons baking soda 
 3¼  cups flour 

2 tablespoons shortening 
2 cups sugar 
½ teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon vanilla Nettie Hodge 
1 cup pecans Honky Tonk Angel 1949 
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