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SOMETIMES THE MILITARY GETS IT RIGHT
BY KIM FELDMAN

Today I'm known as Kim Feldman. I began life as Kathryn Ann Morse (Kathy). At 19, I married
my high school sweetheart, Stephen L. Haight, and the Army. I remained Kathy Haight to both
our families, but became Kim to my new friends. Steve died in 1985 and in 1988 I married Roger
G. Feldman.
As mentioned, when I married Steve, I also married the Army. It was a good life. I'd always
wanted to see places outside of my home town of Muskegon, MI, and the Army provided many
opportunities to see new and exciting places.
On October 31, 1959, Steve, our 10-month-old son, Steven, and I boarded a ship in San
Francisco and headed for two years in Okinawa, my first time out of the U.S. This wasn't a
vacation cruise. As we entered our cabin, there was a paper on one of
the unmade bottom bunks. The paper gave locations and schedules for
picking up clean bedding, returning used, picking up baby food, canned
milk, paper diapers, and the location and schedule of the laundry
facility, where we would do our own laundry.

STEVEN HAIGHT

When Steve received his orders, I had mixed emotions. On Dec. 7,
1941, I had sworn that I would never go near Japan. However, at the
end of WWII, Okinawa had been taken away from Japan and was
governed by an American Administrator. I would get an introduction to
Japanese life without having to actually be in Japan. We lived in
military quarters and had a live-in maid, Emiko. With time on my hands
I got a job.

Steve was an E-5 Sergeant as we arrived on Okinawa, but he had a
Reserve Commission as First Lieutenant. After about 2 1/2 years, his commission was suddenly
activated. A week later, Steve came home and announced that we had orders to leave Okinawa.

My assumption was that meant a return to somewhere in the U.S., and I asked excitedly,
“Where are we going?” His response nearly stopped my heart. We were headed to Chitose,
Hokkaido, Japan for three years. For five days I agonized about what to do. On the fifth day, I
looked in a mirror and said to myself, “You've been sad and crying for days now and you still
have two options: Go with your husband as an Army wife should or return to the States with
Steven and live alone for three years.”
Our family left Okinawa by military aircraft in the late afternoon around the middle of
February, 1962. Our first night in Japan was in a guest house on Yokota Air Base, near Tokyo.
When we left Okinawa, the temperature had been in the high 70's-low 80's; it was in the 40's
when we landed at Yokota. The next morning, we hit the Base Exchange to get cold-weather
clothes for all of us. Later that day we boarded a military aircraft for Chitose. It was minus 30
degrees when we landed and it would be minus 50 degrees before morning.

HOKKAIDO, JAPAN

The first night in Chitose was spent in a guest house again because our assigned quarters were
still being made ready. The next morning, Steven opened the refrigerator, turned toward me
and asked for something in Japanese! I asked him to repeat what he wanted and he did—in
Japanese. Steven was barely three years old by this time; he spoke limited English and neither
Steve nor I spoke any Japanese. Somehow we had failed to recognize that if Steven was in the
care of a basically non-English speaking person most of his waking hours, he probably wasn't
going to have a very large vocabulary in English. That day I inquired of a neighbor if there was a
Post nursery. She advised that the Post was very small and since everyone had maids, there was
no nursery. I did learn that the Post had a private kindergarten, but they didn't accept children
under five years of age. I met the teacher, explained our problem, and begged her to at least
try Steven out.

Our fourth morning in Chitose, I walked Steven to the school. I helped him remove all his heavy
clothing and boots and put them on racks in the hallway. I opened the kindergarten door,
nodded to the teacher, pushed Steven in, closed the door, and cried all the way home. Steven
spent part of the morning crying in school. He would have to take the school bus home and an
older neighbor boy would help him know when to get off. The way I introduced Steven to school
might sound cruel to some people, but I understood him and knew he would be able to adjust in a
couple of days. The second day he was already responding to directions he had heard the day
before. By the end of the week, he was speaking English comfortable at his grade level.
As a family we took a two-day trip to Akan National Park in S.E. Hokkaido, where the Ainu
people lived. The park was not well-known and the occupants had apparently never seen an
American child. Since his native tongue was Japanese, Steven understood what they were
saying. The Ainu religion was animalistic; they worshipped many animals and birds. The primary
animal of worship was the Hokkaido black bear. This community had a two-year old cub. On a
long chain, the cub loved to sit on a large tree stump near one of the huts, which were used in
the summer. When we had been in the area about ten minutes, I suddenly realized that Steven
wasn't with us. Frantically I began looking for him. An old man smilingly motioned to a hut about
a block behind us. There was the bear, sitting on his stomp and standing in front of the bear
was Steven, handing Ritz crackers up to the bear's mouth. My mind began racing, but I finally
realized that if the bear sensed panic, he might harm Steven. Somehow I managed to walk back
to the hut and just stand there. Many of the local people had crowded around the hut; they
were watching, smiling, talking and handing Steven more food to feed the bear. Finally, they
handed Steven a bottle of water; the bear sat up and took the bottle out of Steven's hand with
both of his large paws. At that point, I managed to make the old man understand that I wanted
to take Steven with me. He said something to the crowd and motioned to Steven to go with me.
Most of the crowd touched Steven's hair, patted him on the back. I don't know what they were
saying to him, but Steven did, and he smiled and bowed to them.
When I decided to accompany Steve to Japan, I had made up my mind that if it took all three
years, I would find something good about the place; I didn't intend to waste those years of my
life being miserable. I didn't want to work in Chitose and I only wanted a maid for two days a
week so there would be time with Steven and freedom to learn some new things.
There was a flower-arranging group which I joined, ending up receiving a basic Teaching
Certificate. We also had a monthly Japanese/American Officers' Wives cooking group. One in
our group was Japanese and she acted as our translator. We'd go to a Japanese home, learn how
to fix a common Japanese meal then the next month we'd go to an American home and cook a
common American meal using local ingredients.
On Post was a Special Services woman, who arranged travel around Hokkaido for the troops. I
received her permission to take Steven with me on day trips when school was out; we traveled
all over Hokkaido, actually being the only dependents who did. Steven became the troops'
mascot on these trips; they'd play games with him on the bus and carry him on their shoulders
on walks.
The three years in Chitose were wonderful. You know,sometimes the military gets it right!
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Genealogy Quote: “I trace my family
history so I will know who to blame!”

Who is this man and where did he go to school in Texas?
(Answer on Page 7)

MY GENEALOGY TRAILS

BY HENRY HANSON

Back in 2002, I had not been researching my family very long, probably less than a year, when
my wife received a phone call from Carol, her baby sister in Missouri. She had fallen in love and
was planning a short wedding and wanted Nancy and me to attend.
Nancy, the oldest sibling in the family, wanted to go to the wedding because it was her baby
sister and their mother had passed away only five years earlier in 1997. Nancy felt she needed
to be there to bless the event.
Nancy said she didn’t want to drive 12 hours for a short, 30-minute wedding then turn around
and drive another 12 hours back home. I suggested that maybe we should include some other
sites to visit. Nancy asked me to be more specific and I suggested we drive to Lawrenceburg,
Tennessee and try to obtain a copy of my great grandfather’s (Jobe Clayton) marriage
certificate. We could then circle around to St. Louis then down to Salem and back to Texas.

I had copied a page out of a book in the Conroe library on early Tennessee marriages. It
informed me that the Archives in Lawrenceburg, Lawrence County, Tennessee had the original
certificates. Another book that I copied stated that John William Clayton, my great
grandfather, and his wife, Nancy Blackard, were buried in the Old Flippo Cemetery, in Lawrence
County, Tennessee.
Nancy has always liked to travel so she made some reservations and we told Carol we would be
there. We left College Station on one of our regular routes, leaving Brazos County, heading east
on Highway 21 to Nacogdoches, Highway 59 to Marshall and Interstate 20 to Alabama. At
Birmingham we took Interstate 65 to Decatur then left the interstate on Highway 72 to
Florence, Alabama and then Highway 43 to Lawrenceburg.
According to the directions that I copied from the book in the Conroe library, the Archives
building was located on 218 North Military Drive, but when we arrived on Military Drive the only
building at 218 was the Post Office. After making the block about three of four times, I parked
and went into the Post Office and they told me the Archives was in the basement. The entrance
was on the right.
I went back to the car and told Nancy to get what she needed and I got my genealogy attaché
filled with all the things that Mary Cooper recommended. Mary would have been proud.
I knocked on the Archives' steel door and proceeded to enter when I was met by a lady by the
name of Kathy Neidergesses. Kathy asked me what she could do to help me and I asked her if
the Archives had the marriage certificate of Jobe Stanfill Clayton and Rachel Jackson Curtis.
Kathy walked over to a shelf, pulled the binder for the “C’s”, read off a certificate number and
walked into the vault. She pulled the certificate, slapped it down on the copier and asked me if
I wanted copies of both sides.
When Kathy learned I was a descendant of John William (Flat River) Clayton, she began to pull
out a vertical file on the Clayton Family and to copy everything I set aside. Within the first
hour, a lady walked in the door and Katy greeted her by saying, “Lila, come in and meet you
cousin from Texas; he's here working on your family.”
First order of business was to learn the great grandmother we resided from because John
William Clayton had married twice. He had nine children by his first wife, Rachel Crews, who
died in 1820 in Person County, North Carolina. John remarried in Person County to Nancy
Blackard; they had seven children. Their first child was born in Person County before they
decided to move to Lawrence County, Tennessee.
Lila came of the eldest son by the first wife and I came off the youngest son of the second
wife, Nancy Blackard. Lila and I exchanged several questions while Kathy kept pulling documents
and copying those I had set aside. I stopped Kathy from pulling more documents as we had plans
to visit the Old Flippo Cemetery. I asked Lila if the directions I had found in the Lawrence
County Cemetery book were accurate. She and Kathy looked at each other and said it had been

a long time since they had visited that cemetery. But Lila said, “Let me call my sister, Ruby. She
lives in that area.”
Lila called Ruby, but Lila had a difficult time following Ruby's directions. Ruby then suggested
that we come to her house and we'd all drive to the cemetery. So Nancy and I followed Lila out
to the country where Ruby was waiting for us. We then followed Lila down a country road until
we came to a locked gate.
Ruby started crawling over this locked metal gate. She was about ten years older and I'm in my
60's. I walked over to the fence and found two strands of barbed wire that were loose. I
stepped on the lower one and pulled the other one up enough that everyone could crawl through.
Ruby led us up a hill where the terrain flattened out and you could see a grove of trees. Once
we arrived at the grove, which was about a half mile from where we crawled through the fence,
you could see scattered local natural rock tombstones with names that had been carved into the
rock with a chisel and hammer. A very primitive burial marker, but still a proper burial
headstone. I never would have found this cemetery without Lila and Ruby.
We bid our goodbyes and thanked Lila and Ruby for all their help. We followed them back to
Ruby’s, picked up Highway 46 back to Memphis, crossed the Mississippi River, turned on
Interstate 55, headed to St. Louis where we arrived about midnight. The next morning, we got
dressed for Carol’s wedding and drove to Salem, Missouri.
We made the wedding and after cake and punch, we headed toward Oklahoma on Interstate 44.
The trip back to Texas was a breeze because we had plenty to talk about. Nancy kept asking me
questions about the Clayton family and we had a short laugh every time we tried to describe
how Ruby was trying to crawl across that locked gate.

Answer to Question on Page 6: General Douglas MacArthur
General Douglas MacArthur was enrolled in West Texas Military Academy in
San Antonio, Texas in 1893 at the age of 13. MacArthur’s father, Colonel (later
General) Arthur MacArthur was briefly assigned to Fort Sam Houston in San
Antonio prior to his move to New Mexico to protect settlers and railroad
workers from an Indian “menace.” However, Douglas remained at West Texas
Military Academy until he graduated in 1897. In his earlier years, MacArthur
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Accepted at West Point in 1898, Douglas MacArthur continued his academic excellence, his love
of the military, and graduated at the top of his West Point class in 1903.
West Texas Military Academy opened in 1893 with only twelve students, but within a year its
enrollment had increased to 49. The first buildings were located on Government Hill, which
overlooked Fort Sam Houston, his father’s post in 1893. Drill and athletics were on the fort’s
parade ground and the students wore gray uniforms patterned after West Point. The academy
outgrew its original location and in 1910 moved to a larger site in Alamo Heights. In 1926 West
Texas Military Academy became Texas Military Institute (“TMI”) and that remains its name in
2016.
Enrollment increased over the years and once again in TMI’s history, it was time to find a
location that could accommodate its future growth. In 1989 TMI relocated one more time; they
built their new school on 55 acres northwest of San Antonio near the old Camp Bullis and today
this 123-year-old military school still occupies this acreage.

Did you know...that only two fathers and their sons have been
awarded Medals of Honor?... General Arthur MacArthur and his son,
General Douglas MacArthur, and President Theodore Roosevelt and
his son, General Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. Now you know.

GENEALOGY COMPUTER USERS GROUP
BY JERRY MARKOWICH

Sept. 21, 2016- “How to Look and Find Books in FamilySearch.org (and Other Places)”
Oct. 19, 2016– “Google Drive for Genealogists/Family History Buffs”
Nov. 16, 2016– “How to Find Family Information Using the Red Book, Everton & Others”

UPCOMING RAMBLER PROGRAMS
BY RICH AND CAROL BOIVIE

Sept 28, 2016 – “Newspaper Websites” by Carri Taplin
Oct.2016 - “Sharing Information to Break Down Brick Walls” by Natasha Perkins
November, 2016 – Genealogy Computer Users Group and Rambler Program will be combined
on November 16, 2016.

OLD DIARY RECOUNTS SHELLING OF GALVESTON,1863
BY MARY JANE MILLENDER

While researching family names in the Rosenberg Library in Galveston, I asked the librarian if
she had vertical files containing correspondence from either the Labadie or Seymour families
within the 1850-1860s time frame. Dr. Nicholas D. Labadie was the surgeon appointed by Sam
Houston to serve with the Texians on their way to San Jacinto in 1836. (Note: In the famous
painting of the wounded Sam Houston interviewing Santa Anna following the battle at San
Jacinto, Dr. Labadie has been identified as the man sitting on a small stool near the general.)
After Texas won its independence, Houston asked Dr. Labadie to move to Galveston as the
island (at that time, Galveston was the largest city in Texas) was in desperate need of a
physician. And after the move and following the death of his second wife, Dr. Labadie married
Julia Ann Seymour, Jack Millender’s great, great, great aunt.
One of the files placed on our table at the library was filled with pages from the diary of
Cecelia Labadie, the 24-year-old daughter of Dr. Labadie with his first wife. The quoted diary
page briefly describes a day in January,1863 when Galveston was under daily shelling from
Federal blockade ships anchored near Galveston’s east beach. Earlier, on January 1st, two
cotton-clad paddlewheelers, the “CS Bayou City” and the “CS Neptune,” attacked several Union
blockade ships in Galveston’s harbor near 32nd Street. “Neptune” was lost, but Texas

sharpshooters aboard the “Bayou City” not only rammed and captured the “Harriet Lane”
following a fierce battle, but sank another ship in the Federal fleet. The blockade was over and
Confederate supplies could, for a few days, be delivered once again to needy citizens and
soldiers. However, more Union ships soon returned and re-established the blockade.

Thursday, January 29,1863
(Note: Cecelia did not use paragraph spacing in her diary.)

“A beautiful day it is today, everything quiet this morning, took my sewing and was busily
engaged with it. Lottie (Cecelia’s older sister) went downtown. 11 O’clock. Hark! The booming of
cannon. Three gunboats and the “Brooklyn” moving abreast of the town, engaging our forts.
Three, four, five, six, at last our men return their fire. There! One of our shots the first from
the “Forlorn Hope” fell very near two gunboats. I can see the water splash on their decks.
Nearer they come, two have passed the South battery (near where the old Murdock Bath House
was). We respond again. Lottie and the rest have left. Women and children flying every which
way. Soldiers guarding the houses from housebreakers. I am left here all alone, waiting for Mrs.
Barstow (her husband worked as Dr. Labadie’s pharmacist). Yet I feel no fear. The shell does
not come fast---Another shot from our “Forlorn Hope” and strikes the “Brooklyn”---she wheels
around---it must have hit very near here. 12 O’clock. Firing still going on, Mr. Barstow has come,
tells me to go away. I hurry and collect a few things together and start. Mr. B. with his dray.
Hark! A shell coming through the air. There, it has burst in that house just head of me, on
Broadway. I went and examined the place---it went through the floor, underneath the house and
then burst over by the Depot. No one was living in the house. I kept on to the Graveyard and
found Lottie and the rest. We rambled around the graves for a while. After spending an hour in
no very pleasant manner we concluded to return home, as the firing has ceased. We are hungry
and worn out. After eating a hearty dinner, we felt better. I wonder how long we will be quiet

now? Commander Bell (Union naval officer) does not intend that we go on peaceably (sic) with
our works. Well, night draws near. We at least can sleep in peace.”

MEEKS (MICKEY) O. RICE
BY HENRY HANSON

YOAKUM: Meeks "Mickey" O. Rice, age 87, the son of Eugene and Dora Owen Rice, passed away
on Tuesday, April 2, 2013. Born on July 17, 1925 in Yoakum, Texas, Mickey served in the
Merchant Marines during WWII. He worked for the Southern Pacific Railroad for 20 years and
then owned and operated Rice Electric Co. until his retirement in 1990.
Mickey and his wife, Dorothy, were neighbors to Durwood and Lena Rae Baker, aunt and uncle to
my wife, Nancy. As mentioned in the obituary, Mickey was the son of Eugene Herman and Dora
Owen Rice; his grandparents were William Henry Rice and Mary Elizabeth Karl. Parents and
grandparents are buried in Oak Grove Cemetery, Yoakum, Lavaca County, Texas.
William Henry Rice was the son of Oliver Hugh Rice and Adeline Prudence Courtney. Oliver was
born 1 August 1830 in Ohio, near Steubenville, to Thomas McClure Rice and Elizabeth Wilson.
His parents heard the war news coming from Texas as did everyone in Ohio. Sam Houston,
commander-in-chief of the Army of Texas, sent out a proclamation to all citizens of the U.S.:
“To all who will enlist for two years, or during the war, a bounty of $24.00 and 800 acres of
land will be given. “
It was said that there was no adventure that could be compared to it, none that so stirred the
imagination as leaving behind all that was known and familiar and striking out on a primitive road
for the unknown, a destination lurid with the colors of myth and legend.

Thomas McClure and Elizabeth Wilson left Ohio in June, 1836 and joined their
wagon to a caravan also headed to Texas. Also making the journey to Texas were the McClures’
four children: James, age 11; Mary, age 7; Oliver, age 6, and William, age 1. By the time Thomas
M. Rice reached Texas, it was an independent republic and fighting the Mexican army was over.
Rice received his free land grant in Fort Bend County in 1836 and there he built a log cabin for
his family, similar to the one his father had built in Ohio. Thomas Rice is listed in the June,
1840 census of Texas as living in Fort Bend County. In the fall of 1841, the Rice family moved to

the Cuero area (Gonzales County at that time, but present day De Witt County). Thomas
Richard Rice, was born in Cuero in February of 1842, but the Rice family maintained ownership
of their land in Fort Bend County for a while.
During this time, Texas was struggling in its effort to define its southern
boundaries. On the morning of September 11, 1842, a Mexican Army,
commanded by Gen. Adrian Woll, captured San Antonio, Texas in a lightning
fast move. However, couriers spread news of the invasion rapidly to the
former DeWitt Colony settlements of Seguin, Gonzales and the Lavaca River
as well as into the settlements on the Colorado and Brazos Rivers via
GENERAL WOLL

couriers, who had escaped imprisonment.

On September 18, Colonel Mathew Caldwell sent a force of Texas Rangers, headed by Captain
John C. (Jack) Hays, to draw the Mexicans toward the battlefield he had chosen. Capt. Nicholas
Mosby Dawson showed up with 53 Texas Minutemen, who attacked Woll's rear guard troops.
Dawson was trying to join Caldwell, but was at a tactical disadvantage and outnumbered. He and
his men were soon placed on the defensive and defeated. Out of a group of 53 men, 35 were
left dead on the ground, three escaped, and 15 were taken prisoner. Thomas McClure Rice, who
died that day, was buried on Monday, September 19, 1842, in the grove where he had fallen.
The bodies of Nicholas Dawson and his men were buried on the grove’s prairie.
A delegation of men from Fayette County brought the remains of Captain Dawson and his men
from their burial site near Salado Creek to the La Grange Court House six years later. On the
sixth anniversary of the Dawson Massacre in 1848, in the presence of Sam Houston and a great
concourse of dignitaries and citizens from all over Texas, the remains of these patriots and the
remains of the men killed in the failed Mier Expedition (the “black bean” massacre) were given a
military burial in a cement vault high on Monument Hill, a site selected for its grandeur, one mile
south of LaGrange.

MONUMENT HILL CEMENT VAULT WITH NAMES OF HEROES

THE BASIC RULES FOR CLOTHESLINES:
(You do remember what clotheslines are, don’t you? If not, better skip this.)

1. You had to hang the socks by the toes---NOT the top.
2. You hung pants by the BOTTOM/CUFFS---NOT the waistbands.
3. You had to WASH the clothesline before hanging any clothes. Wash the entire length
of line with a damp cloth around the lines.
4. You had to hang the clothes in a certain order, and always hang ”whites” with “whites,”
and hang them first.
5. You NEVER hung a shirt by the shoulders…always by the tail.
6. Wash day on a Monday! NEVER hang clothes on the weekend or on the Sabbath, for
Heaven’s sake!
7. Hang the sheets and towels on the OUTSIDE lines so you could hide your
“unmentionables” in the middle (perverts & busybodies, y’know!)
8. It didn’t matter if it was sub-zero weather--clothes would “freeze-dry.”
9. ALWAYS gather the clothes pins when taking down dry clothes! Pins left on the lines
were “tacky!”
10. If you were efficient, you would line the clothes up so that each item did not need
two pins, but shared one of the clothes pins with the next washed item.
11. Clothes off the line before dinner time, neatly folded in the clothes basket, and ready
to be ironed.
12. IRONED??? Well, that’s a whole different subject for (maybe) a future issue!!!

Cemetery Epitaph: Here lies an atheist, all dressed up,
And no place to go.
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