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Family Reunion this Year
A tentative date has been set for
Saturday May 29th on Memorial Day
Weekend for our next family reunion.

I’m not sure yet of the location, but
hopefully at the same park as before. I
can’t book it until March, so I’ll have to
let you know for sure where it will be.
Check at www.coxok.com for updates.

So please start thinking in that direction
and try to be there!

Have a Favorite Memory?
Know any old family stories?
If you’d like to contribute a story from
way-back-when, just email, call or write
me and I’ll make sure it gets published

in the family newsletter.

I could also use more stories for my
book!

Newsletters: Want more?
I now have more time and am consider-
ing putting these publications together
and sending them out twice a year. To
do that, I would need your help:

  • STORIES from each and everyone...
photos too. Several of our writers in
this issue wrote their own stories and
emailed them to me. Others told me
their tale and I wrote it for them.
Either way works fine.

  • DONATIONS To put these publications
in the mail does incur some costs.
I’ll happily put them together — I
just ask your help with the printing,
envelopes, labels, and postage.

  • FEEDBACK  So what are your wishes?
Want a couple of these a year? Just
one? Want them to go to folks
besides just the aunts, uncles, and
cousins? Please let me know.

Reunion 2004, Newsletters, and Other Stuff

Our Uncles: Can you match up the uncles with the various occupations, skills,
or vocations they had. Some had more than one. Answers on page 8.

CARL

CHARLIE

CLIFFORD

FLOYD

GENE

JIM

KENNETH

MELBRA

ROY

a.___________________Military (Army, Navy, etc)

b.___________________Carpenter
c. ___________________Doodlebugger
d.___________________Farmer
e.___________________Fishing
f. ___________________Glazier
g.___________________Insurance Sales
h ___________________Pharmacy Delivery
i. ___________________Plumber
j. ___________________Police/Security

A Family Newletter February 2004
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AT DARRELL  & EUNICE ’S

SATURDAY OCTOBER 25, 2003

Halloween
Family Fun!
We gorged on hotdogs and
burgers. Then did  some
serious visiting. We enjoyed
it so much, we met for
breakfast the next morning.

Darrell and Eunice now have this
annual event down to a fine art.
The invitations said 4:00 and I got
there right on the dot! Already
several folks had arrived, the
patties and wieners were already
sizzling on the grill, and the party
was on it’s way.

Mom made it up from Ardmore
to attend. Loyce, Ronnie and new
bride, Denna, drove in from
Arkansas. Bessie Starbuck drove
down from Oklahoma City ...

Those Dangerous Aunts
BY SHIRLEY

This is a true story — even the names
have not been changed to protect the
embarrassed. I was around five or six
and the whole family was at our
grandparent’s house near Macomb
on a summer Sunday afternoon.

The men had gone fishing, hunting,
or to do some other ‘manly’ thing and
the women were in the house. We
cousins were in an old wagon singing
Gene Autry’s “Give me land, lottsa
land ‘neath starry skies above... don’t
fence me in,” while Darrell, our
fearless leader, drove the imaginary
horses. I climbed down to go to the
outhouse and had just sat down when
a huge snake crawled out. Well, there
just wasn’t room for the two of us. I
ran screaming, “Snake! Snake!”

It was a real Norman Rockwell
moment: The Sons of the Pioneers
still in the wagon with their eyes big
as saucers. The outhouse door wide
open and me with my underwear
around my ankles. A snake probably
as scared as I was. Then this army of
women emerges with shovels, hoes,
and axes—coming to the rescue.
There’s nothing like a bunch of angry
Davenport women (God Bless ‘em!).

They were hitting and hollering, “Get
him.” Wham. “Get him!” Wham.
And I was hollering, “Kill him, kill
him,” which by the way is still my
motto for snakes. They sliced, diced,
filleted, and minced that snake and
then they buried him in different
holes just in case he tried to resur-
rect himself — they thought of ev-
erything!

I just want to thank all my precious
aunts and uncles for the happy and
loving memories of childhood.
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A Confession of
Domino Duplicity
BY DONALD

I remember  playing dominoes every
now and then at the house where
Grandmother Davenport lived just
down east of where Dink lived on
Cedar Lane. I don’t remember any
electricity but I do remember the
kerosene lamps. We played moon by
the light of those lamps.

What was interesting that I have
kept to myself all of these years is
that Uncle Roy and whoever was his
partner would get upset with me for
always getting the double six. My
Dad, Clifford, and I would partner
against Uncle Roy and whomever
was playing — maybe Darrell.

I always chose to sit with my back
to the front door, the reason being
the kerosene lamp was between
Daddy and Uncle Roy’s shoulders.
Guess what? That lamp illiminated
the dominoes and every little mark
on them. I could read that double
six and several other dominoes from
across the room.

Everybody took moon serious
except me. I tried not to look but the
Devil made me do it. Hah! I was
never asked to be the first player to
sit at a table to play moon because
there was something suspicious
about me.

It was only with the kerosene lamp
that I could tell which domino was
which. I didn’t win any more or less
but I sure kept it lively. I still laugh
about that to this day.

Anyone for a game of Moon?

she’s amazing! Now 91-years-
young, she still drives most
anywhere her fancy takes her.
Way to go, Bessie!

I’m not sure just how many were
there but it was a houseful.
Eunice had made a huge pot of
chili and Darrell smoked a
platterful of hamburgers and
hotdogs. The rest of us brought
trimmings and lots of neat
desserts.

After we fed our faces, we
drifted into two factions: the
Sooner fans huddled in front of
the television, and in the kitchen
were those of us interested in
pursuing our family history.

The Sooners beat Colorado and
I got some wonderful
information for my book.

A neat evening and
 a great  get-together!
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The DavenportsThe DavenportsThe DavenportsThe DavenportsThe Davenports

Great Grandmother Meridian Alice
(Allie) Alexander who married George

William Davenport in 1881.

1918 Arthur and May Davenport
with four of their children: Grandma
May is holding Ethel. Left: Carl, Roy,

Charlie

1941 Great Grandfather
George William and
Grandfather Arthur

Family Stories Lead to Book About Ancestors
I set out to jot down notes about my childhood which led to
gathering stories about our family. As I heard tale after tale, I
became mesmerized hearing what our parents, grandparents,
and ancestors had gone through... lived through. Such
fascinating stories must be preserved and passed on.

The picture above is of 1939 vintage. Our families were constantly getting together and
fortunately there were a lot of avid photographers always snapping shots. I’m not sure who
took this one, but am betting it was Dad since he’s not in it.

With that in mind, I made calls to a
couple of aunts asking about things
that happened when they and my dad
were kids. Their childhood stories
were delightful — many of them I’d
never heard before.

I was hooked. The more stories I
heard, the more I wanted to know
about what had gone on back in those
good old days. I called cousins ... then
distant cousins. I sent emails. I
contacted family genealogists to get
the low-down on our ancestors.

William helped me with the
Upchurch background and some
fantastic photos. Phyllis came to my
rescue on the Davenports. She has a
great collection of data for both sides
of our family and has been most
gracious in sharing it.

BY MAE

Last September, I started writing
down information about my life; the
goal being a book for my kids.

Progressing right along, I decided to
include stories about mom and dad,
where they’d lived and grown up, and
things that had happened. For hours,
Mom described her childhood and
recalled episodes and events. Her
albums held a bounty of old photos.

Then I remembered that my kids had
known their Great Grandmother
Davenport. So I delved into these
grand-parent’s history! How neat it
would be to include all their
birthdates since they’d all been born
in the 1800s, but I didn’t have the
exact dates. And I wondered if there
were any old stories about them.
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The UpchurchesThe UpchurchesThe UpchurchesThe UpchurchesThe Upchurches

Late 1800s. L to R: Will Upchurch and wife Nancy with son Little John in front of them;
Jane, Charles Wesley and wife, Julina (seated) with (our Grandmother) MARY MAY in front

of them; Maggie and child seated, Rutherford, John, and Bowman kneeling.

Bessie Starbuck  retraced
happenings from the era when she,
Charlie, and dad were kids. I spent
some wonderful hours at her home
looking through her vast array of
photos and hearing her reminisce.

Annie recalled some stories and let
me peruse her photo albums. By
phone, Ethel related events from
when they were growing up; those

Charles Wesley Upchurch and Julina
Perrine, parents of Grandmother
Mary May Upchurch Davenport.

About 1907 Grandmother May
when she was about 15.

Charlie Upchurch taken shortly
after Julina died in 1912.

Did you know . . .
The first Davenport in America was
Richard, born 1642 in England?

The first Upchur ch in America,
Michael, came from England in 1649?

G-Grandfather George William  had
five wives? And his final years were
spent living with a ‘lady of the evening’
in a house of ill-repute?

INTERESTING, HUH?

stories were added. Loyce supplied
dates and names I was missing. When
she came to the Halloween party, she
brought an assortment of old papers
and photos. Great stuff!

I’m having a ball with this project
though it looks like it’ll be some time
before I finish. My simple original
task has become a massive under-
taking, albeit one of which I’ll be
proud when it’s finished.

I’ll also have copies of the ancestral
parts available for anyone who’d like
to read about our family background.

On of my most favorite finds: 1913, Charlie
standing and Carl looks to be maybe 7 or 8
months old.
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Back when our kids were quite
small, Clifford and I lived in town
while Edna and Melbra lived out
east on Highway 9. Several days
a week I was either at Edna’s
house or she at mine while the
guys were at work. We’d get
together and yak away the entire
day about something or other.

One time when I ventured out to
Edna’s we were having just a
wonderful day talking and
laughing as only two sisters can
do. Noontime came and she
stirred up a skillet of okra, green
tomatoes, and hot peppers. She
was such a wonderful cook and
this was one of her specialities
and one of my favorites. It makes
my mouth water just to think
about it.

Anyway, that afternoon we got a
case of the giggles where just
about any and everything we said
was hilarious. Then, wouldn’t you

Trips Out of Town Were
Rare — But Treasured
BY DARRELL

I remember when we were living
on the farm during the late forties,
there were many memories made
when kinfolks came to visit.
However, there were very few times
we could get away to go visiting as
it was difficult for Dad and Mother
to plan to be gone overnight.

There were cows to milk twice
daily, calves to care for, hogs and
chickens to be fed twice a day, and
eggs to be gathered. We depended
on the income from those eggs and
cream separated from the milk
which we took to market every
week. I know it wasn’t easy for Dad
to care for a wife, two kids, go to
school, farm, buy feed and seed —
all on just $91 a month.

Oh but those were wonderful trips
to Ardmore to see the kinfolks. It
seems Uncle Carl and Uncle
Charlie were always ready to go to
Lake Murray and fish all night.
Some-times I would lie in someone
else’s boat in the boathouse, put my
fishing pole between my toes and
drift off to sleep with the rocking
of the boat. I never cared whether a
fish bit or not.

The next day we cousins would
play as hard as we could to make
up for lost time before my family
had to return to Norman, back to
the farm.

Those two or three trips a year to
Ardmore made great memories of
pure gold and still warm me today.
As I write this, it seems I can still
hear Dad’s silly laugh and Carl’s
chuckle, and see Charlie’s dry grin
when something funny was said.

A fun Afternoon & A Case of the Giggles BY ANN

know it, some poor ole  salesman
happened by. We decided to egg
him on and kept asking questions
about whatever it was he was
peddling. We were having a great
time at his expense.

I to this day don’t remember what
he was selling, but the point was
we were having a hilarious time
taunting him. Poor guy. He kept
answering our questions and we
were nearly hysterical by this
time; tears running down our
cheeks.

Finally he leaned back and told
us that he could tell by our eyes
that we were being mischievous
and that no one could put
anything over on us. Of course
that just tickled us more. After he
left, we had another bout of the
giggles and  then I went on home.

A wonderful afternoon and a
warm and loving memory.

These photos were taken at Ann’s house in November 1996 when Edna
came to visit. I had forgotten about them until Ann asked me to make
reprints. I thought they were so neat that everyone might like to see them.
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Christmas Eve BY FLOYD

Every Christmas Eve when I was little,
we went to Grandma’s house. It was
about 1948 that we loaded the car with
gifts and baked goodies mom had
made, and headed north.

Grandma lived several miles down this
red-dirt road and as we turned off  the
highway, we discovered it was muddy
with big deep ruts due to recent rains.
Dad got in the ruts and we were
moving right along and doing OK until
another car came along. When we
moved over to let it by, we slid into
the ditch.

We were dressed in our best clothes
so we had to sit in the stranded car
while dad walked all the way down to
Grandma’s house for help. Some-one
there had a pickup and using a rope,
pulled us out.

We joyfully joined the throng in
grandma’s little house. All the aunts
(who by the way are the best cooks
anywhere) brought food and we
feasted on the abundance. We were
laughing and just enjoying each other
to the fullest. Of course, we kids had
just one thought in mind: Santa.

After dinner, we were playing when
there came a knock on the door. The
house became absolutely still and I
think each of us kid’s eyes got big as
saucers. Could it be? Is it? Santa
Claus? Someone opened the door and
there sat these two huge white bags
full of gifts. Santa hadn’t been able to
stay, but he hadn’t forget us. How
exciting and thrilling!

Looking back I realize those white
bags were actually flour sacks filled
with gifts our parents had brought.
And probably the reason Santa didn’t
make an appearance was because no
one had a Santa suit! What delightful
memories— engraved forever in my
heart and mind.

Mexican Fiesta Memories BY LOYCE

Gone are the days, (and the
clubhouse) but the memories live
on of the great family get-
togethers at Chickasaw Lake
Club.

These were held twice a year, the
first weekend in April, and the last
weekend in October. Each party
had a different theme and most
folks dressed for the part.

One that I enjoyed very much was
the Mexican Fiesta! Oh! the
colorful costumes. Nina had made

her’s and Carl’s, and they were
outstanding. Darrell and Eunice
also came up with great originals.

Of course, Mexican food was the
delight of all. This was the party
where the “bellyball” was
introduced and that was a blast to
watch Roy and Bessie, Carl, and
even Uncle Lute making all those
weird gyrations.

I think most of the family was
present for this party. With all the
pictures and thoughts, these times
will live on and on.

TO SEE PHOTOS OF OTHER FAMIL Y GET-TOGETHERS AND REUNIONS,
GO TO WWW .COXOK .COM
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I N   M E M O R I A M

A U N T S  &  U N C L E S

      CHARLIE 1911–1957       CARL 1913–2002   ROY 1915–2003 EDNA 1922–2003

CLIFFORD 1912–1961

MELBRA 1917–1961
GENE 1921–1985

JIM 1922–1995

BESSIE 1914–2003

Our Uncles: answers to quiz on front
Military (Army, Navy, etc): Roy, Clifford, Gene
Carpenter: Clifford, Jim, Melbra
Doodlebugger: Carl, Roy, Kenneth
Farmer: Roy, Floyd, Melbra
Fishing: All of them, I think, except maybe Melbra
Glazier: Charlie, Carl, Kennth
Insurance Sales: Floyd
Pharmacy Delivery: Charlie, Carl, Roy
Plumber: Gene
Police/Security: Kenneth, Jim

This is accurate as best Darrell, Eunice, and I could
remember. If we missed someone, please let us know!

Plan now to attend the Reunion
over Memorial Day Weekend.

Complete information on page one of this publication.

We want to see you!


