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A&M BASEBALL ANNOUNCER IS SIXTH-GENERATION TEXAN
BY HENRY HANSON

I met Scott Clendenin back in 1997, when my wife first purchased season Aggie baseball
tickets in Section 102, Row 5. Scott and his wife were seated in the same section
behind us. From the beginning we recognized the family commitment to Aggie baseball.
When the Aggie baseball
would listen to the games
the other voice on the
that of Scott Clendenin.

team played on the road, we
on the radio, soon learning that
radio along with Dave South, was

On March 1, 2014, leaving
the Bush Library after attending
the Mary Collie Cooper
Lecture, I ran into to Scott on
my way to the Aggie
baseball game. Scott probably
noticed that a sports
jacket was not my normal attire
for baseball and asked me
what the occasion was for the
jacket. I mentioned having attended a genealogy lecture and asked Scott if he had ever
considered family genealogy as something he would be interested in as a hobby? Scott
replied that he already knew his Kuykendall family were early Texas residents before
Texas won its independence from Mexico. What Scott said interested me so I began
researching the Kuykendall family.
Scott Clendenin, Aggie Class of 1989, a 6th generation Texan, was born in Nueces County
to John Cecil Clendenin and Patricia Rice. Scott’s mother, Patricia, was the daughter of

Byron Leroy Rice and Mary Katherine Kuykendall of San Antonio. Mary Katherine's
parents were Joseph Brasillia Kuykendall and Mary Mangum Dilworth.
Joseph was born in McMullen County around Tilden where his family had a large ranch
acquired as bounty land for service during the Texas Revolution.
Joseph's father was James West Kuykendall and his mother was Cora Melissa
Cunningham. James was born in 1854 in Washington County near Old Independence,
where his parents, Brazillia Kuykendall and Louisa West, resided and are buried, though
no one has located their graves to this date.
Brazillia was born in 1829 in Texas, only eight years after his parents arrived from
Kentucky via Arkansas, entering Texas near Nacogdoches, using the La Bahia road (Old
San Antonio Road) and crossing the Brazos River in Washington County around October,
1821 (Brazillia crossed the Brazos River basically in the same area where his great
grandson, Scott, lives today).
Brazillia was the son of Gibson Kuykendall and his wife Martha. Gibson was born in
Kentucky ca. 1802 and was thrust into action soon after arriving in Texas by Stephen F.
Austin. In 1826 militias were formed to drive the Tawakoni Indians,who lived along the
Little Brazos, farther north.
Gibson was part of a group of men from Washington and Austin counties that formed
militia companies in 1836. Gibson was elected Captain of Company E, First Regiment,
under Edward Burleson during the battle of San Jacinto.
Gibson Kuykendall died in 1861. At that time, Gibson's estate inventory listed several
thousand acres in Washington and Burleson Counties. His grave has never been found.
Six generations born in Texas. Three generations made it a Republic and started a cattle
industry, an industry that probably identifies what Texas stands for more than any
industry other than oil.
So if you listen to a radio broadcast of an Aggie baseball game and you hear Scott
Clendenin describe “it's a routine ground ball in the hole and a runner's rounding third,
the runner will easily score the go-ahead run,” know for a fact that the life and pioneer
times of his Kuykendall family were anything but routine and easy. But also remember
their sacrifices enabled their descendant Scott to call play-by-play in Aggie baseball
games.

TOMBSTONE TIME:
He had no money in the end,
But with many a whiskey,
And many a wife,
He really did enjoy his life!

WHO READS THE NEWSLETTER?
BY HENRY HANSON

I wrote an article in the June 2011 edition of the TRR newsletter entitled Census
Review to draw attention to the common error of
misspelling surnames in the Federal Census. The surname
that I was writing about was “Gernand” and I said that it
was spelled in the 1850 census as “Gorment” and in the
1860 census as “Gammott.”
As a result of this article, I have received two emails in
the last two months concerning the Gernand family. The
first email was from a lady who lived in Galveston and she
was researching the old Sanborn Fire Insurance Maps showing the street where she
lived. She noticed that Sanborn had gone back in the 1899 maps and inserted a red
cross on residencies where some one had drowned during the 1900 Galveston hurricane.
This lady recognized a drowned family that lived on her street in 1900: a woman named
Emma Fredericksen and her three children; the youngest children were 7-day-old twin
boys.
She wrote to thank me for the article and to tell me how it helped her solve the
genealogy information about the Emma Fredericksen family, even though she was not a
member of the Gernand family.
The second email was a Gernand relative. Mary Gernand, born in 1849 in Galveston,

married Mangus Habermehl in 1869 in that city. Mangus died in 1899 and Mary died in
1927; both died on the Habermehl farm, which was located near the Lynchburg Ferry in
Harris County and the San Jacinto Battleground. Both Mangus and Mary were buried in
the family cemetery on their farm.

An interesting note: The State of Texas bought the Habermehl farm prior to 1936 and
erected a monument to commemorate the Battle of San Jacinto and the
battleground, but designed the north end of the monument's reflection pool
(the monument and pool wee completed in 1939) so that it wouldn't disturb
the Habermehl Cemetery.
The second email also asked for Gernand genealogy and family contacts with
genealogy information.
This “Who Reads the Newsletter” article should bring home a couple of
ideas common to genealogy research. First, it should be apparent that
genealogy researchers are gleaning information from articles written in the Rambler
newsletter. Second, you, as a member of TRR, have the opportunity to read the
newsletter shortly after it is posted on the website. Third, you are missing a great
opportunity for breaking down your own brick walls if you have not submitted a query for
our newsletter. Other genealogists are making use of our website to find this
information. Join them.

HOW I WON THE BATTLE OF SAN JACINTO
By Ulysses the Mule/as Told by Clarita Buie
(Reprinted from Historic Matagorda County, Vol I, pp. 201-203)

My name is Ulysses. I’m a piebald farm mule. And at the age of 14 1/2 years, I won the
battle of San Jacinto and freed Texas from Mexico. Here’s how I did it.
My army career began just five days before the end of Texas’ War for independence.
During the Runaway Scrape (when word that the Mexicans were winning the war sent
settlers scurrying for the Sabine River), almost every large animal which could walk,
creep or crawl was put to carrying refugees. My master saddled me up and loaded me
with all the family treasures he could tie on. Then Le Roy, the 15-year-old who usually
drove me before the plow, hopped on my back.
“Haddup, ‘ar, yew!” he shouted with a kick. I stood fast. He whacked my rump with a
willow branch and dug his heels into my sides. I stood still, my tail flicking a fly from my
left flank with studied unconcern.
We mules have our dignity, you know. Due to certain circumstances beyond our control

we miss out on some of life’s satisfactions. It is not our lot to see offspring cavorting
off into the future as we near the end of our active years, and romance, alas, passes us
by. Yet we mules have our sense of pride. In one respect a mule is master of his fate.
At the time of the Runaway Scrape I stood on my dignity, and stood, and stood and
stood. Finally Le Roy and his family abandoned me with a few departing kicks and some
words I’d rather not repeat here. That’s how I happened to be standing along in the
pasture on the morning after my master’s departure, the only unattached steed between
San Felipe de Austin and Raccoon Creek.
Early on the morning of April 16, 1836, I looked up to see the
mud-covered Texas Army passing by, retreating from forces
led by Gen. Santa Anna, the president of Mexico. As the
tired, dirty men plodded through torrential rain and ankledeep Texas mud on the Harrisburg Road, a tall, lean soldier
spied me. I was eyeing the motley crew from around the
corner of the barn and assessing the condition of the horses
and the possible presence of oats in their supply train.
The thin soldier broke into a run when he saw me and approached with his belt in his
hand. This he placed around my neck and led me back to the procession of retreating
men. My former owners would have stared in disbelief at how docilely I followed, but the
truth is I had gotten pretty hungry since they left and not a little bored. I’d never been
in the military, and even this dilapidated bunch on the run promised some excitement.
His first sight of me, I learned later, brought great joy to my new master. He was John
Duncan of Moseley Baker’s Company of Burleson’s First Regiment of Texas Volunteers.
Now, if there is anything a 48-year-old farmer would rather not do than ride a mule, it’s
walk. That John Duncan had done for a whole week. Ever since his trusty mare had
stepped in a pot hole and broken her leg, he had slogged and waded through the thick,
black, sucking mud. Because of the Runaway Scrape, he had searched in vain for another
mount. By the time he discovered me, I looked every bit as good to him as Gen. Houston’s
white stallion.
That’s how I happened to be part of the Texas army five days later when Gen. Houston
began readying his forces on a point of land between Trinity Bay and Cedar Bayou for his
first offensive action of the war. At 3:30, when his commanding officer gave the signal,
John put the saddle on my back, but I puffed out my sides to prevent his tightening the
girth. How many soldiers, I ask you, would ever become heroes if they had to set forth
to battle in a corset. I puffed and John pulled. Finally, he gave me a sharp punch in the
ribs, catching me completely by surprise. With a jerk he tightened the girth and leaped
into the stirrups, shortly before Gen. Houston lifted his sword to signal attack.
A young soldier with a fife, accompanied by another on a drum, burst forth with a tune.

The Irish love song “Come to the Bower” hardly had a martial ring, but it was the only
song both fellows knew.
The other mounted Texans advanced from the woods and rode slowly across the sloping
plain. John and I did not advance. After the insult I had just moments before, I was
exercising my prerogative. As Gen. Houston on the white stallion, followed by the other
horses and riders, began to leave us behind, John grew increasingly impatient. He dug his
spurs into my side. I moved not an inch. He slapped my flank with the blunt side of his
sword. I sank my hoofs harder into the turf. I could feel him tremble with frustration as the
broke into a string of curses. He turned in the saddle as he beat me with a branch. I stood there
smiling as only a mule can smile when he knows he is having the last word.
The foot soldiers were crowding by us and jeering as they paused to point. I suspect one of the
approaching soldiers must have been a farm lad, perhaps with a long-standing grudge against
mules.
Suddenly, I leaped into the air as the point of a bayonet connected with my backside. If there is
one thing less open to persuasion than a mule standing still, it is one who has been startled into
motion. I took off. We passed the infantry, leaving a few scattered bottom-upwards across the
plain. We passed the surprised cavalry. Far behind we left the bearer of the white silk flag
embroidered with a rather lumpish figure of Liberty. Lastly, we out distanced our astonished
commander-in-chief, who shouted, “Hold your fire, men! Hold Your fire!
John still clung desperately to my back, shouting and cussing and tugging at the reins, as I sailed
through the air, swifter than any thoroughbred. We hit the Mexican lines a good 75 yards ahead
of the rest of the Texas Army.
The Mexicans were having their afternoon siesta, never dreaming that the Texans would dare to
turn and attack them.
Before the drowsing Mexican sentinel could sound the alarm, I was upon them. Still wild from my
recent shock, I cleared a brigade of pack-saddles with a single bound. Snorting and braying, I
knocked over Mexican tents and sent men and equipment flying.
Modesty prevents my saying I won the battle singlehanded, but by the time the rest of the Texas Army
reached the camp, I had the Mexicans so demoralized
that, at best, only mopping up operations were left.
Through the pungent smoke I could see gray-clad
figures rushing to and fro, clothing awry, grabbing for
weapons. Some managed to reach their stacked rifles
and attempt some sort of orderly retreat. One
Mexican general rallied a few soldiers about a field piece, but they were quickly dispatched by
Bowie knives. Santa Anna himself ran from his tent yelling at everyone to lie down, then vaulted
onto a black horse and disappeared.
We killed 630 of the enemy that day, wounded 208 and took 730 prisoners. The battle itself
lasted barely more than a quarter of an hour, although the pursuit and capture continued

through the following day. But what, we all wondered, had become of the black horse and its
rider?
Near sundown of the next day, a patrol returned with more prisoners. One of them, a bedraggled
little man in a blue cotton smock and red felt slippers, caused a sensation.
“El Presidente! El Presidente!” the Mexicans cried, grabbing off their hats.
“I am Gen. Antonio Lopez de Santa Anna, president of Mexico, commander-in-chief of the army
of operations. I place myself at the disposal of the brave Gen. Houston,” he said.
And, thus, Texas gained her independence. Although the true story of my feat was whispered
among the soldiers and, I am sure, will be told among their descendants for generations, the
history books may well ignore me altogether. Such is the fate of us mules.
John and I, despite our earlier misunderstanding, became firm friends and I will have a home for
the rest of my days on his ranch. He always tells me, as he pats the light blotch on one side of
my neck, that if the true story were known to all, the flag of Texas would bear—in place of a
white star on its field of blue—a piebald mule.

INHERITED TREASURES/KEEPSAKES
BY MARY JANE MILLENDER

NOTE: The editorial staff (O.K., that's Henry and Mary Jane) want to include an “Inherited
Treasures/Keepsales” column in future issues of the Texas Ramblers' newsletter, but we need you, our
members, to send us your own personal stories, with or without photos. The more our membership participates,
the more interesting our quarterly newsletter will be. Help us achieve our goal. All of us, including our website
visitors, will benefit from your participation.

Have any interesting treasures/keepsakes? But aren't all family keepsakes interesting?
(Especially the “inherited” stories behind each one of them.) I have four family treasures that
were passed on to me: my great grandmother's pearl, diamond and gold brooch, two Eastlake
parlor chairs and a small, Eastlake marble top table. And I love each one of them.
I'll start with the brooch: My grandmother always told me
her mother left this piece of antique jewelry to her as she
was the older surviving daughter (at the that time, my
grandmother had only one surviving sister). Thanks to time
spent researching the Mantooth family (my grandmother's
father was Calvin Mantooth of Lufkin, Texas), I found that
the brooch was actually given as a gift to my grandmother's
step-mother when she and my widowed great grandfather
married in 1879. My grandmother's mother died in 1878 after giving birth to
her fifth daughter. Later after reading an old, badly faded letter found in a family book, I
learned that my grandmother's half brother actually retrieved the brooch from another close
relative following his own mother's death and then gave it to my grandmother, his favorite

sister.
No matter which brooch story is correct makes no difference to my remembering how it looked
when my grandmother then my mother wore it. Pleasant memories. And now I have this lovely
brooch and, to honor my late grandmother, I wore it on my wedding gown as my “something old”
58 years ago! Hopefully, the granddaughter who will someday inherit it, will treasure it as much
as I do. And maybe she, too, will wear it on her wedding dress. I hope so.
My two Eastlake chairs were in my great grandfather's home in Lufkin, Texas for many years.
When my mother inherited them, my father re-glued the legs and my mother spent World War
II days needlepointing replacement covers for them. Remembering those 1940's days, I can still
see my mother with a chair cover on her lap as she slowly filled in a needlepoint pattern on a
cover, a process that was never fast. Any visitors to our house during those days were invited
to add a few stitches, scenes which I can remember each time I dust these chairs. I love having
my great grandfather's furniture in our home; however, if you've ever sat in a Victorian parlor
chair then you know how uncomfortable it is! During those long-ago days, women couldn't slouch,
cross their legs or their ankles when sitting and this parlor chair was well-designed to prevent
such “unlady-like sitting!” And it was successful. Very successful!
My third inherited family treasure is my marble-topped table, which served as my great
grandfather's bedside table. My great grandfather owned a general store in East Texas
beginning in the 1870's and continuing into the early 1900's, selling everything from food to
clothes to feed to furniture. And this lovely old table was one he included in his annual
supply/home furnishings order from New York City in the 1870's and picked up in Galveston
after it was shipped from the East Coast. My Eastlake parlor chairs and this Eastlake table were
specifically ordered for his own home. Many years later, they were included in his estate
following his death in 1922.
Now, let's read about your inherited treasures. Take a few minutes, jot down their history, and
send it to us for publication in a future Ramblers' Ramblings. We need your stories!

The Texas Research Ramblers says THANK YOU to those who have sent in articles, but we
need more. Submitters always get a byline.
We would especially like to have articles and input on the following:
Share your unique genealogical "how to" online findings for a one-sentence "I discovered
how to...." column.
News items or information pertaining to TRR about members, trips, and special activities or
items of particular interest to members.

Review of a book you found interesting or helpful about genealogy or DNA, such as books
found at the library genealogy section.
"Ask TRR" or send in a"query" if there is a research puzzle you have been unable to solve.

The

newsletter is published in March, June, September and December. Deadlines for
articles are March 15, June 15, September 15, and December 15.

WHAT EVERY STAGECOACH TRAVELER SHOULD KNOW
Reprinted from the OMAHA HERALD, OCT 3, 1877

The best seat inside a stage is the one next to the driver. Even if you have a tendency
to seasickness when riding backwards, you'll get over it and will get less jolts and
jostling. Don't let any “slyelph” trade you for his mid seat.
In cold weather, don't ride with tight-fitting boots, shoes or gloves. When the driver
asks you to get off and walk, do so without grumbling; he won't request it unless
absolutely necessary. If the team runs away—sit still and take your choices. If you
jump, nine out of ten times you will get hurt.

In very cold weather, abstain
entirely from liquor when on the road because you will freeze twice as quickly under its
influence. Don't growl at the food received at the station; stage companies generally
provide the best they can get.
Don't keep the stagecoach waiting. Don't smoke a strong pipe inside the coach—don't
spit on the leeward side.
If you have anything to drink in a bottle, pass it around. Procure your stimulants before
starting as “ranch” (stage depot) whiskey is not “nectar.”

Don't lag at the wash basin. Don't grease your hair because travel is dusty. Don't
imagine for a moment that you are going on a picnic. Expect annoyances, discomfort and
some hardships. Don't swear or lop over on neighbors when sleeping. Take small change
to pay expenses. Never shoot on the road as the noise might frighten the horses. Don't
discuss politics or religion. Don't point out where murders have been committed
especially if there are women passengers.

UPCOMING RAMBLER PROGRAMS
BY SHEBLY ROWAN

July 30, 2014 -Voting for New Officers plus “Skeletons in Your Closet”
August 27, 2014 –“Buffalo Soldiers & More” by Eddie Harrison
September 24, 2014 –“Finding Native American Ancestors” by Marjorie Lowe

GENEALOGY COMPUTER USERS' GROUPS
BY JERRY MARKOWICH

July 16, 2014 – Social Media, Face Book, Pin Interest
August 20, 2014 –Family Search
September 17, 2014 –Keeping Your Computer Safe

PLEDGER MAN DIES AT UNBELIEVEABLE AGE OF 114 YEARS
Reprinted fromThe Matagorda County Tribune, Nov. 20, 1940

A story to strain the imagination of “Ripley’s Believe It or Not" was brought to the
Tribune office this morning by County Clerk D. B. "Jack" Hinton, concerning the death of
a Matagorda County resident. The black man, Henry Thompson of Pledger, just 20 miles

from Bay City, died Sept. 5, 1940, at Pledger at the almost unbelievable age of 114
years.
While this fact of extreme age alone is enough to make headline news, the cause of his
death makes the story definitely in the “Believe It Or Not" class. The aged man died
from eating hard-fried eggs!
The ancient was born in Alabama on Sept. 9, 1826, and was a long-time resident of
Texas. When still a young man it is reported that the man was a slave of John Quincy
Adams, sixth president of the United States.
The imagination staggers at contemplating the span of years and the events through
which this man had lived. Wars were fought and nations made and dismembered.
automobiles, airplanes, electricity, radio and all the modern inventions were still in the
very earliest experimental stage when he was an old man, at an age greater than the
majority of people attain. Through all the turmoil and change of over a century, when
men were being slaughtered in wars, dying from epidemics and accidents; for noble
causes and for ignoble ones, this man lived to meet his death, after over a century from
eating hard-fried eggs!
Only life itself could produce a story like this! The Tribune received this story so long
after the actual death of Henry Thompson because the record of his death was not filed
in the County Clerk's office until today. Justice of Peace J. S. Mack of Pledger signed
the certificate of death.
IN LIFE, A DOG CHASES ITS TAIL, BUT A GENEALOGIST
CHASES A TALE!
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