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Ahhhh, welcome August, the final month  

before the “ber’s”.   

This magazine is to recognize those who give to the community who 

typically don’t get recognized for giving to the community.   It is with 

great honor we pay tribute to a man some know as the 35th       

Commissioner of Agriculture for the State of Tennessee, Commis-

sioner, Deputy Commissioner, Tennessean, Mr. Oliver…, son, broth-

er, husband, Uncle Terry, Daddy, and Poppa..., Mr. “You have a 

Friend in Me” Terry J. Oliver.   Enjoy pages 4 thru 6. 

The Dresden Football team along with many other volunteers      

responded to a call for help from the North West Economic Develop-

ment Center packing and distributing 100’s of food boxes.   

Did you know… One Hundred Years ago this August 18th in 1920 

American women achieved the right to vote thanks in part to a    

Tennessee legislator with a very influential mother.   

Be sure you, family, friends and neighbors are counted on the 2020 

CENSUS.  Visit www.my2020census.gov  As always, thank you for 

reading this magazine and supporting our local small businesses 

within.  Without them, this magazine would not be possible.    

                       

                   - Larry & family 
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Thank you volunteers!  Co-workers, children / family members, Weakley 
County Young Professionals, Weakley CO. Covid-19 Volunteer Task Force, 
retired Policeman, his wife, a lot of retirees and a few Volunteers walked 
off the streets and helped pack hundreds of boxes of food! 

It has been a blessing to have all these wonderful people to Help! The 
Commodities for each family are two 100 pound boxes, a small box and a 
bag of food.  

The “Drive Thru” with Football players help pack cars and the deliveries 
are made from the Frat house to Cowboy Church!  Thank you volunteers! 
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You’ve Got a Friend in Me  
By Melissa Oliver Overton      

                   
Recently, I found myself going through a 

whirlwind of emotions, decisions, and trying 
to figure out how to walk through an unex-
pected and insurmountable amount of 
grief. Since July 4, I have had some time 
to reflect and learn more about the man that I called “Daddy,” but 
many simply called friend – Terry Oliver. 

It’s funny how I went through life looking up to my Daddy, then 
find out, through stories of others that many admired him as well.  
Like me, their lives were made better because they knew him and 

became his friend.  

Terry Oliver held many titles in the 79 years that he was here with us: 
Commissioner, Deputy Commissioner, Tennessean, Mr. Oliver… but the 

ones he loved to hear the most were son, brother, husband, Uncle Terry, 
Daddy, and Poppa.  Family was everything to my Daddy.  But reflecting on 

his life, he pretty much treated everyone like family.  That extended family 
called him FRIEND, a title that perhaps best described him.   

As I stood at the front of the Dresden First Baptist Church, friends of my Daddy offered 
heartfelt condolences for my loss and they shared with me their love and respect for their 

friend, Terry Oliver.  I heard story after story, and I quickly realized that I was not the only one hurting.  I was offered love and sympathy, 
then I found myself offering condolences to his friends, who were grieving as well.   

As the day went on and the service began, there was a phrase that was repeated several times… “Terry Oliver had friends, because he 
was a friend.”  I really thought about that each time I heard Judge Tommy Moore say it.  It was probably the most profound statement I 
heard that day.   

My Daddy was a friend because he listened intently. He advised when he thought you were ready to hear it. He made you feel and know 
that you were valued, and he made an effort to speak to everyone in the room. He visited with many people throughout the day.  He 
laughed with you, held you accountable, and respected you no matter your age, race, religion, or even political view.  

Don’t get me wrong, he did not always agree with you, but he would always listen to your side. If it was best for you both to simply agree 
to disagree, then he would respectfully move on.  That certainly did not mean you were no longer friends. 

When it was time for us to leave the church, the phrase “Terry Oliver had friends, because he was a friend” was proven to be absolutely 
true.  As I walked to my car, I saw from afar the most precious sight that I later learned was created in love by many, including Lindsey 
Parham, Ben Moore, and Matt Carroll.  

There, in the extreme southern heat, stood several young Weakley County FFA members proudly holding their school flags, the American 
flag, and the Tennessee state flag.  I was in awe of their show of respect for a man they probably did not even know well.  But there they 
were, sweating in their FFA blue corduroy jackets and sharp dress attire, honoring a local farmer.  My family was blown away and my 
Daddy would have thought this show of respect as the greatest honor of his life.   

While my focus was on our future leaders, my emotions weren’t ready for what was just ahead.  My view suddenly became more breath-
taking than a West Tennessee sunset, more exciting than a tied ball game with 4 seconds left, and completely outlined in my Daddy’s 
favorite color… John Deere green (which is tied with Dresden black & gold, UTM blue & orange, Cardinal red, and Tennessee orange)! 
Yes, this view was the reason we often remind others to “thank a farmer.”   

Now let me Now let me be clear: thanking a farmer is 
easy… being a farmer is hard. Farming is filled with long, 
hot days where your success can literally depend on the 
weather.  Where you can spend frustrating hours trying 
to fix equipment that just broke, and then find yourself 
having to work on it again and again. Where your hands 
are calloused from milking, feeding, driving, planting, 
and harvesting. Where you miss supper with your fami-
ly, but there’s always a plate waiting for you in the mi-
crowave.  And where the next day you proudly get up 
before the sun comes up to do it all over again! 
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So, when I saw the sea of tractors, farm equipment, and hardworking farming families 
taking a break from their busy workday to honor one of their own, it was definitely a 
sight for my sore (tear filled) eyes!! My broken heart began to fill with the most unex-
pected flood of love and support.  There are really no words to express the peace I felt 
as I smiled, knowing smiles were in abundance not only in the vehicles behind me, but 
also shining down from Heaven on all of us too.  

Our country has been thrown into a great amount of distress and divide, mostly by our 
own hands and against our own neighbors. But on July 7, 2020, I was reminded that good is still very much alive and well. While I was selfish-
ly grateful for the respect that was shown for my Daddy, I was also beyond thankful that so many others traveling through my small 
hometown were able to witness this great tribute.  I am hopeful that those who may have been having a bad day were positively changed by 
unexpectedly seeing 55 massive pieces of farm equipment perfectly positioned by their humble and kind neighbors.   Those families standing 
beside these vehicles may have appeared small in stature, but they sure were giants in heart and soul!    

No matter what road you traveled to become a friend of Terry Oliver’s, I humbly ask that you continue down 
that road and pay that friendship forward.  While his professional accolades brought us so much pride, his real 
legacy is how he made you and I feel.  So whatever lesson he taught you, share it with your young, im-
pressionable children.  Whatever encouraging words he said as he patted you on the back after a tough game, 
pass it along to another growing athlete.  Whatever professional advice he gave you, use it to mentor a young 
farmer, entrepreneur, or politician.   The way he made you feel by talking to you in a crowded room, firmly 
shaking your hand, or simply taking time to check in on you and visit for a bit… pay it forward!!!  

Let us all strive to leave this world a little more like Terry Oliver did- doing the little things that don’t cost a 

thing. Let’s pay it forward so others always know… you’ve got a friend in me! 

 

 

By Katelyn Morris, granddaughter 

When I was in middle school, I was select-
ed to be the sixth-grade representative on 
the football homecoming court. It was my 
first homecoming, and I’m sure in my 
twelve-year-old mind, I considered it to be 
one of the most important nights of my 
life. That evening, right before I had to line 
up for the homecoming festivities, my 
mom called me over to the sidelines. With 
tears in her eyes, she said, “Look who’s 
here.” I looked up, and there was my Pop-
pa. I think I was too naïve to realize how 
grand of a gesture it was at the time, but I 
did know he had never missed any event in 
my life. All I thought was, of course Poppa 
was going to be there.  

Now, I understand how special it was. Pop-
pa was deputy commissioner of agriculture 
at the time. Still in his nice work clothes, he 
had left Nashville to be there. He traveled 
two and a half hours, in the middle of the 
week, to watch me walk across a football 
field.  No one knew he was coming. We all 
would have understood if he could not 
have made the trip, but he showed up any-
way. I can’t recall what was said or much 
else about the “big night,” but those details 
are not important. Poppa was there, and 
that is what I will always remember.  

Years later, I graduated with my Masters 
from Poppa’s beloved UTM. It was my third 
graduation in seven years, so I stressed to 

family 
mem- bers 
that there was really 
no need in attending. 
My parents and brother were 
my only family who came, or so I 
thought. That even- ing, we celebrated 
Christmas with the Oliver family. “Well 
there’s my graduate,” Poppa said with a 
smile. He gave me a big hug and told me 
how proud he was of me. He then cracked 
a joke about how far back I was seated at 
the ceremony. I stepped back from his em-
brace, turned my head to the side, and 
asked, “How’d you know that?” All he did 
was grin. With tears in my eyes, I hugged 
him even tighter, and thanked him for be-
ing there, wondering how I ever expected 
any less.  

Like my first homecoming, Poppa had to 
make special arrangements to be at my 
graduation. It was a morning ceremony in 
mid-December, the busiest time of the 
year. He had other responsibilities to tend 
to, and no one expected him to come. He 
showed up anyway - without a word, with-
out our knowing, without a single photo of 
proof. 

This is what I will remember the most: Pop-
pa always showed up. To this day, I cannot 
think of a single event in my life or that of 
my family that he missed. He never needed 
to be the center of attention. Making his 
presence known was not important. Just 
being there was enough for him, and it was 
everything to us. When I think of him, I see 
him leaning against the wall at my cousins’ 
basketball games. I picture him in a chair in 
the corner, out of the way, taking in a fami-
ly birthday party. I see him standing at 
Thanksgiving and Christmas, patiently 
waiting until every other family member 
made their plate. He was always there.  

I realize that many admire Terry Oliver for 
his professional achievements; they are 
numerous, beyond impressive, and some-
thing to aspire to. What I look up to, 
though, was his consistency in my life and 
those he loved. He did not have to tell me 
to be there for those you cared about; he 
showed me. That is what makes me most 
proud to call him my Poppa. 

 

 



By Lakin Overton, granddaughter  

Through my eyes I have always seen my Poppa 

as the head of the Oliver’s. I have always looked 

up to him as a role model (and literally).  He 

was always standing in the doorway of the gym 

watching me at my home basketball games, at 

all the Oliver family gatherings, and I could al-

ways find him in the crowd at every event I par-

ticipated. I love him so much and miss him eve-

ry day.  I know he is up in Heaven still proudly 

watching and supporting me, like he has my 

whole life. 

By Greg Ray, nephew  

The above picture is a personal favorite pho-
to of Terry (right) the first-born child of my 
grandfather, T.J. Oliver (left). I’m not certain 
of the date this photo was taken, I believe by 
a photographer for the State of TN, but 
guessing sometime in the 1990s.  

I would love to know what they were discuss-
ing. Perhaps it was yield, perhaps wheat pric-
es, perhaps which field was next.  Regardless, 
it was likely all business.   

Some see two aging men and an aging com-
bine.  I see God-given love of family, mutual 
respect, hope, faith, patience, perseverance, 
endurance.  Intelligence, hard work, service, 
success.  Integrity.  Character.  Wisdom.  

My Uncle Terry placed his faith in the 
Lord, meant it when he said “‘til death do us 
part,” and loved, mentored and served not 
only his family, but countless others.  His was 
certainly a life well-lived.  

 

 

Daddy’s:  Girls love their daddy’s.  Daddy is the first word we say, and they are the first man we love 

From Hwy. 22 and 119 Mooney Street in Dresden to Como Hwy. in Gleason; they provided a Home and 
built our Families 

Sometimes we walk like them, we talk like them, we have their personality 

They teach us-they taught us right from wrong, how to love and respect people, a work ethic, and 
about faith and hope 

They tell us stories about their childhood, and gave us Our cherished childhood memories 

They helped build a community-a place where we play(ed), serve(d), love 

They gave us a love for Sports (particularly Basketball), providing opportunity,  supporting us in every 
way  

They gave us a gift-Thank you Terry “Snake” Oliver and Tom C. Harris for your gift of Friendship. 
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I'm the third grandchild of TJ and Louise    
Oliver and the 2nd nephew of Terry Oliver 
with his brothers Johnny, David, and Paul.   
 

All those uncles reprimanded us nieces and 
nephews from time to time, usually not with 
words but with a facial expression. Uncle  
Terry did it best. He could make a face and 
raise an index finger that said " you're acting 
stupidly or disrespectfully" without saying a 
word. He also loved us all equally and was 
always interested in what we were up to at 
school or hobbies.  I have too many memories 
to share from those early years.   
 

My favorite memory of my Uncle Terry is in 
recent years.  It's was one of the 4th of July 
Oliver celebrations. I think 2018. Somehow 
my older brother Greg and I wound up in a 
truck with Uncle Terry and Uncle Johnny.   We 
took a driving tour.   We went past Ms. June 
Meador's house and visited the grave sites of 
the first Oliver’s to settle in the area. Next 

stop was another genealogy lesson at another 
cemetery that I'd driven by hundreds of times, 
never knowing that I had long gone relatives 
in.  We visited the Olivet church grounds 
where my mother married and all of our fami-
ly had worshipped at one point in time.   
 

I thought I knew pretty much every back road 
in the area from driving  Papaw (TJ) 
around after his heart surgery. I was 12 or 
13!  Anyway, we wound up at Mount Pleasant 
and we saw some more graves of our         
relatives. Before leaving Uncle Terry directed 
Greg and me to a headstone. It was 
his.  Always the planner, he had taken care of 
this so others wouldn't be burdened with 
choices.  It was beautiful. 
 

I wasn't able to travel for his funeral due to 
personal health concerns but I was at peace 
knowing exactly where he would be laid to his 
final rest and where my Aunt Marsha will join 
him when her time comes.     
 

I'm very thankful for having an Uncle Terry!    

 

By Stacy Harris Painter & Lisa Harris Curry with Sincere Love, Friendship and Sympathy 

By Grant Oliver Ray, nephew 



The Players for Prevention Scramble was a HUGE success 

raising $5,387!  “Thank you” sponsors, all who made this 

fundraiser possible and a special “Thank you” to Persim-

mons Hills Golf Course.  First Place was awarded to      

Michael Long, Kyle Lutz, David McNatt and Aubrey 

Bynum (also pictured Cliff McWherter, Amber Whitten 

and Jackson Kelly).   A special “Thank you” to these first 

place winners for donating their winnings back to the  

center! 

2nd Place:  Kaeden Kelso, Kellan Kelso, 

Kent Kelso & Keaton Kelso 

3rd Place:  Rodger Leake, Tanner Hensley, 

Keith Smith & Jimie Dixon 

Barrett Belote - Longest Drive 

Butch Parkins - Closest to the Pin 

The Circles of Hope Telethon will be Sunday, August 

16th. Telethon is a way for you to support the center by becoming 
a Partner with Carl ($10 a month), a Super Hero ($25 a month), or 
a Life Saver ($50 a month). Mark your calendars for August 16th 
from 1 pm - 5 pm. Donations can be made now at the link be-
low. When you click on the Donate button, don't forget to select 
Weakley or Obion County to donate to the Weakley/Obion Carl 
Perkins Center!  

https://carlperkinscenter.org/get-involved/fundraising-events/
circles-of-hope-telethon/  

https://weakleycountychamber.us3.list-manage.com/track/click?u=ad9111dae290c12660597c8b8&id=3ef3502be6&e=0f37215a27
https://weakleycountychamber.us3.list-manage.com/track/click?u=ad9111dae290c12660597c8b8&id=3ef3502be6&e=0f37215a27
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The Mother Who Saved Suffrage: Passing 

Minutes after Tennessee ratified the 19th Amendment, essentially 
ending American women’s decades-long quest for the right to vote, a 
young man with a red rose pinned to his lapel fled to the attic of the 
state capitol and camped out there until the maddening crowds 
downstairs dispersed. Some say he crept onto a third-floor ledge to 
escape an angry mob of anti-suffragist lawmakers threatening to 
rough him up. 
 
The date was August 18, 1920, and the man was Harry Burn, a 24-
year-old representative from East Tennessee who two years earlier 
had become the youngest member of the state legislature. The red 
rose signified his opposition to the proposed 19th Amendment to the 
U.S. Constitution, which stated that “[t]he right of citizens of the 
United States to vote shall not be denied or abridged by the United 
States or by any State on account of sex.” By the summer of 1920, 35 
states had ratified the measure, bringing it one vote short of the re-
quired 36. In Tennessee, it had sailed through the Senate but stalled 
in the House of Representatives, prompting thousands of pro- and 
anti-suffrage activists to descend upon Nashville. If Burn and his col-
leagues voted in its favor, the 19th Amendment would pass the final 
hurdle on its way to adoption. 
 
After weeks of intense lobbying and debate within the Tennessee 
legislature, a motion to table the amendment was defeated with a 48
-48 tie. The speaker called the measure to a ratification vote. To the 
dismay of the many suffragists who had packed into the capitol with 
their yellow roses, sashes and signs, it seemed certain that the final 
roll call would maintain the deadlock. But that morning, Harry Burn—
who until that time had fallen squarely in the anti-suffrage camp—
received a note from his mother, Phoebe Ensminger Burn, known to 
her family and friends as Miss Febb. In it, she had written, “Hurrah, 
and vote for suffrage! Don’t keep them in doubt. I notice some of the 

speeches against. They were bitter. I have been watching to see how 
you stood, but have not noticed anything yet.” She ended the missive 
with a rousing endorsement of the great suffragist leader Carrie 
Chapman Catt, imploring her son to “be a good boy and help Mrs. 
Catt put the ‘rat’ in ratification.” 
 
Still sporting his red boutonniere but clutching his mother’s letter, 
Burn said “aye” so quickly that it took his fellow legislators a few mo-
ments to register his unexpected response. With that single syllable 
he extended the vote to the women of America and ended half a 
century of tireless campaigning by generations of suffragists, includ-
ing Susan B. Anthony, Alice Paul, Lucy Burns and, of course, Mrs. 
Catt. (“To get the word ‘male’ in effect out of the Constitution cost 
the women of this country 52 years of pauseless campaign,” Catt 
wrote in her 1923 book, “Woman Suffrage and Politics.”) He also 
invoked the fury of his red rose-carrying peers while presumably 
avoiding that of his mother—which may very well have been the 
more daunting of the two. 
 
The next day, Burn defended his last-minute reversal in a speech to 
the assembly. For the first time, he publicly expressed his personal 
support of universal suffrage, declaring, “I believe we had a moral 
and legal right to ratify.” But he also made no secret of Miss Febb’s 
influence—and her crucial role in the story of women’s rights in the 
United States. “I know that a mother’s advice is always safest for 
her boy to follow,” he explained, “and my mother wanted 
me to vote for ratification.” 

BY: JENNIE COHEN @  https://www.history.com/news/the-mother-who-saved-suffrage-

passing-the-19th-amendment  

https://www.history.com/topics/womens-history/19th-amendment-1
https://www.history.com/topics/womens-history/the-fight-for-womens-suffrage
https://www.history.com/author/jennie-cohen
https://www.history.com/news/the-mother-who-saved-suffrage-passing-the-19th-amendment
https://www.history.com/news/the-mother-who-saved-suffrage-passing-the-19th-amendment





