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IMPORTANCE OF VOTING,1930's STYLE
BY MARY JANE MILLENDER

On November 8, 2016, millions of Americans will be eligible to vote in an extremely
important presidential election that will decide which direction our United States
government and its policies will take in the next four to eight years.
How many voters will exercise their valuable citizenship
privilege and actually be among those counted at local polling
stations? How many will find an excuse not to vote, to be too
busy to vote? How many will stay home due to bad weather?
Or car problems? How many will use any excuse to avoid
standing in those long lines? How many will say, “I didn't vote
because I didn't like either candidate”?
The above questions are the perfect lead-off for my story
about another election and about a small, blind, 81 -year-old
East Texas lady who was determined to cast her vote in the
SARAH MANTOOTH

1930 Texas Governor battle. I know her story well as she was
my step-great grandmother, Sarah Dixon Mantooth. And

although she was ill, an invalid and only months from death, she, the daughter of an early
Texas pioneer living in San Augustine, Texas, and the wife of a former private in the
Confederate Army, didn't look for excuses for not exercising her most cherished
Constitutional right: the right to vote. Independent to the day she died, Sarah found
her own way to cast her vote on that cold Lufkin morning in November, 1930. Neither
health issues nor weather conditions could prevent Sarah Mantooth from her mission:
voting for her candidate. Her family tried to discourage her from leaving her home that
morning; a cold, windy day wouldn't help her delicate condition, but she dismissed their
objections. So what did Sarah do?
She picked up her telephone, waited for the operator to speak then called an ambulance
to come to her home while saying to her family, “If there are not enough votes among
able-bodied Texans to win the day, I, an invalid, will help out!” And I guess she did help
out as her candidate, Ross Sterling, was elected governor of Texas on that day in 1930.
Governor Ross Sterling served as governor of Texas until 1932 when he was defeated by
Miriam “Ma” Ferguson after serving only one term. After learning of Sarah Mantooth's
travel by ambulance to a voting booth in Lufkin, Governor Sterling wrote Sarah a letter
thanking her for her vote and praising her for her example. (Too bad she didn't live
longer; maybe Sterling might have won a second term.)
It wasn't until I started researching my maternal grandmother's family that I
discovered Sarah Mantooth's long obituary in a 1931 Lufkin Daily News newspaper.
Reading about that ambulance ride in 1930 was certainly an eye-opener for me and it was
then that I began to fully appreciate this step-great grandmother's courage and spirit.
Also add East Texas determination and hard-headiness to a long list of her attributes.
Sarah Dixon Mantooth was born in June, 1848 in San Augustine County. And lived in that
area until her January 12, 1879 marriage to Calvin Mantooth, my great grandfather, a
widower and father of four young daughters. Sarah was well-educated and was teaching
school in San Augustine at the time of her marriage to Calvin. The newly-married
Mantooths lived in Homer, Angelina County, where Calvin owned a large general store,
selling groceries, clothing, farm supplies and furniture. In the late 1890s Lufkin became
the county seat of Angelina County and the Mantooths moved from Homer to Lufkin for
economic reasons.
Sarah's father was Felix Benedict Dixon, a lawyer, county surveyor and county judge in

San Augustine. From 1862-1865, Judge Dixon served as a captain in the 19 th Texas
Infantry and in the 25th Texas Infantry Regiments.
After the Civil War, both Sarah's father and her future husband had to sign documents
in which they had to apologize to the Federal Government for participating in the War
Between the States as Confederate soldiers. When their apology was accepted, their
voting rights were returned and they also became eligible to hold a public office. As a
teenager during the late 1860s, Sarah knew about those forced apologies and realized at
her young age how important regaining voting privileges had been for Texans...and many
years later she would not forgo this citizenship right, no matter her age, no matter her
declining heath. To her, voting was a privilege to be honored by using it. I wish I had
known Sarah Dixon Mantooth: what strength, what patriotism, what perseverance this
feeble, 81-year-old woman possessed. And today, this step-great granddaughter is so
proud of her “Auntie Sarah” (the name her four step-daughters and grandchildren called
her) for the loyalty she showed to our state and to our country that cold, cloudy day in
November, 1930. (How many voters today would call an ambulance to transport them to
a polling station?)
Sarah Dixon Mantooth died April 24, 1931 in Lufkin, Texas and is buried next to her
husband, Calvin Mantooth, in Glendale Cemetery, Lufkin.

A Pre-2016 Presidential Campaign.........................

.

PICKING A TEXAS PRESIDENT IN 1838
REPRINTED FROM COPANO BAY PRESS' TEXAS READER

Love Sam Houston or hate him, all things political in the Republic of Texas were
measured in terms of him. In fact, Texas politics came in just two flavors: Houston and
anti-Houston. The Houston faction longed and worked for annexation to the United
States, wanted to live amicably with the Indians and wanted the capital to stay put in
Houston. The Anti-Houston faction dreamed of a Texas spanning from the Gulf to
the Pacific, with a capital out west at the edge of the frontier. No Indians need
apply.

MIRABEAU B. LAMAR

Everything was on the line in 1838. The constitution forbade Houston from seeking a
second term; it was an open race. The Anti-Houston candidate was Mirabeau B. Lamar,
cavalry commander at the Battle of San Jacinto and the Republic's first vice-president.
Sam Houston's personally picked standard-bearer was Peter W. Grayson. The Texian
forces at Gonzales had elected him chief of their war council. He was Austin's aide-decamp at the Siege of Bexar and Houston had appointed him the first attorney general of
the Republic.
Now, to say the campaign of 1838 was nasty would be an affront to nastiness. While
Lamar and Grayson were personal friends, their political allies had no regard for the
personal feelings of the candidates. It quickly turned into a slander contest.
Things got so bad, the editors of the Telegraph & Texas Register cried out in type: “For
shame, gentlemen! For shame! Turn back in your mad career! We turn from this revolting
picture in abhorrence and disgust!”
Alas, poor Grayson was unprepared for this. He had suffered through mental illness
during the 1820s, which was only alleviated by removing to Texas and leading a physically
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vigorous life. Now the demons returned. While on his way to Washington D.C. to talk
annexation with the Van Buren administration, Grayson stopped at a boarding house in
Bean Station, Tennessee.
There, on July 8, 1838, he placed his pistol to his right temple. The innkeeper found a
note on the bedside table saying, “I pray you pardon the frightful scene I have made in
your house. You will find money in my pocket-book to defray any necessary expenses.”
.There was also a sealed message for his friends back in Texas, which ended with, “The
last trap to catch my soul and send it to the very hell of torture, was the good feeling of

my friends, urging me to be a candidate for the presidency of Texas! Oh, God!”
But that didn't leave Lamar unopposed, for another Houston man had entered the race
just a week before. James Collinsworth, a signer of the Texas
Declaration of Independence and a man whom Houston proclaimed,
“Bore himself as a chief at San Jacinto.” He was secretary of
state under President Burnet and chief justice of the Republic of
Texas.
Chief Justice Collinsworth celebrated his candidacy with a full
week of hard drinking and vote-seeking in Galveston. On July 11,
1838, he either fell or jumped from a boat into Galveston Bay. It
was assumed by many to be a suicide. Hmm....

JAMES COLLINSWORTH

It

Unopposed, Mirabeau B. Lamar won almost unanimously.
Annexation was put to simmer on a back burner. The Cherokees were driven out of
Texas. And the capital was moved to the new wilderness settlement of Waterloo, soon to
be renamed Austin. (Sam Houston was elected president of Texas once more in 1841.)

WHAT GOT YOU STARTED IN GENEALOGY?
BY HENRY HANSON

I have spent the past 24 years in genealogy research and the quest for finding past
family members has never been quenched: the results keep pouring in. Some of the
reasons for the results are new technology and some reasons are that I have made
friends researching the same names.
Back in the 1990s as part of my job, I was asked to find a cemetery that was located on
land my company had recently purchased. Management did not want the cemetery
damaged during the upcoming construction project, which was about to start. I asked a
rancher who had the grazing rights on this land if he knew the cemetery's location. He
took me to a spot on the banks of a small stream that had no resemblance of a cemetery,
but after raking our boots through vines and leaves, we uncovered a tombstone dated
1852. The name on the tombstone was William B. Armstrong, born December 1857, died

December 1857, an infant boy that belonged to whom?
My wife, who had been researching her family for at least 20 years at that time,
directed me to the U.S. Federal Census and Brazoria County tax records. I learned the
head of the household was George Armstrong, who came to Texas in 1838 from
Tennessee , but returned to Tennessee in 1850 to marry Ann Baugh. The 1870 census
gave me the names of former slaves, which helped me find descendants that were very
helpful in determining the parameters of the cemetery. The next step was to clean off
all the vines and cut a few trees so the area could be fenced.
As I began to trace the Armstrong children, I found that George Armstrong had three
brothers, who came to Texas with their families and settled near the towns of Damon,
Brazoria County and Guy and Richmond in Fort Bend County, Texas.
After a fence was constructed around the Armstrong cemetery, family members of
former slaves were asked to help identify family members buried in the cemetery. Their
list named 27 former slaves and the company then had a granite marker engraved to
identify everyone who was buried at this location in unmarked graves.
The local newspaper printed an article about the cemetery, the Armstrong family, what
we uncovered and what was missing, which spurred a response from a subscriber, who
called the newspaper to say that a tombstone in her grandfather’s barn named one of
the Armstrongs, who had only a foot stone to mark his burial. That April I returned to
retrieve that tombstone, move it to a friend’s house while we waited a response to
whether the company wanted to repair the broken tombstones and set them upright.
During this time I learned from an Armstrong descendant that Emma Mae Armstrong,
one of George and Ann’s daughters, married George Morse Collingsworth Jr., a planter,
civil servant and an early Texas Revolutionary soldier.
George Morse Collingsworth Sr. was born in Mississippi in 1810. He was living in Brazoria
County, Texas in 1832, when he participated in the battle of Velasco. In October, 1835
Collingsworth raised a company of infantry from among the planters around the lower
Colorado for service in the Texas army. With Benjamin Rush Milam, who had just
returned to Texas after escaping from prison in Mexico, these men, numbering about 50,
captured the Mexican garrison at Goliad on October 9, 1835.
Now is there any question that after 24 years, I am still researching?

DID YOU KNOW THIS ABOUT DEAF SMITH?

In 1836, 44 men met in the town of Columbia (now West Columbia), Texas to write laws
to bind together independent citizens of the new Republic of Texas into a “cohesive,
sovereign nation?” Some of the many laws made by this first Texas Congress included
adopting the Republic's official seal, organizing the militia, regulating roads and ferries
and organizing the first Texas Supreme Court.
But these 44 congressmen also included one unusual act: Deaf Smith, Sam Houston's
trusted scout and spy, was granted any house in San Antonio that was to his liking, so
long as the government could find a legal reason to confiscate it!

HELP IS NEEDED FOR THE PRESERVATION OF TEXAS'
HISTORIC MAPS AND DOCUMENTS
Note: The Texas General Land Office, which dates back to 1837, has more than 35.5
million documents and 45, 000 maps in its vast Texas historic collection. No money is
appropriated for GLO's conservation of Texas history; it is entirely funded by grants
and donations.
The following was recently published by GLO in an email asking for help in preserving our
Texas history:

We save Texas history because....
1. Saving bottle caps is boring.

2. ”Come and Take It” would mean nothing otherwise.
3. Nearly one million Texas history students each year are counting on us.
4. Texas historical marker facts have to come from somewhere.
5. The other 49 states need to know.
6. It's important to remember who we are and where we came from.
7. Texans share a bond based on our history.
8. If it happened in Texas, it changed the world.
9. It wouldn't be fair to future generations not to.
10. Without our history, we'd just be Oklahoma (Bless its heart...).
The email that included the above “10 Reasons to Save Texas History” asked for a
donation of only $30, adding that donations, no matter how small, help preserve Texas
history. I contributed because GLO has answered many of my genealogy questions.
Donations may be sent to: Save Texas History, P. O. Box 12873, Austin, TX, 78711.

HENRY HANSON'S GENEALOGY TRAIL
I have written before about Nancy and my interest in Texas A&M Women’s Basketball,
so when the women's 2015-2016 season schedule was published, we were reminded about
the Aggies' home-and-away game contract with Duke University. The 2015 Duke game
was scheduled early in the season on Wednesday, November 18th. The game in North
Carolina always tweaks one of our interests: Nancy and I both have family that left
North Carolina in the 18th century and made stops in other states before eventually
reaching Texas.

Our plans were to include genealogy research on Nancy’s Arrington line in Perquimans
County, North Carolina and because Perquimans County is so close to the Outer Banks,
we thought it might be our only chance to visit there, so we included a stop at Kitty
Hawk and Roanoke Island.
The County seat of Perquimans County is the town of Hertsford. As we drove into
Hertsford, we stopped in the Visitor Center and to our surprise we learned that it also
houses a museum for a local boy who made it big on two major league baseball teams. The
museum was for none other than Jim “Catfish” Hunter, pitcher for the Oakland “A’s” and
the New York Yankees. Catfish Hunter's career was cut short when he died of ALS
September 9, 1999 in Hertsford, Perquimans County, North Carolina.
We next stopped at the Hertsford city library and not only searched deed and probate
records published in book form there, but also photographed the old courthouse before
heading back to Rocky Mount.
After the basketball game we drove to Nashville, Tennessee where the Aggies were
scheduled to play Vanderbilt on Saturday night. Arriving in that area two days early
gave us a chance to visit the library in Franklin, Williamson County, Tennessee where one
of the Arrington lines planted about three generations before leaving for Texas. As a
matter of fact, there were several families that left Williamson County, Tennessee in
route to Brazoria County, Texas.

UPCOMING RAMBLER PROGRAMS
BY SHELBY ROWAN

June 29, 2016 - “Genealogical Research on Archaeological Projects” presented by
Prof. Donny Hamilton
July 27, 2016 – Summer Ramblers' Social Gathering
August 31, 2016 – “Women in the Civil War” presented by Shelby Rowan

GENEALOGY COMPUTER USERS GROUP
BY JERRY MARKOWICH

June 15, 2016 - “Creating a Time-Line for Your Favorite Ancestor”
July 20, 2016 – “The World's Top 10-25 Genealogy Websites”
August 17, 2016 – “What Is a Delayed Birth Certificate And How Can I Get One?
*****************

TRIVIA QUESTION:
Who was called the “Father of Texas Education?”
( Answer on a following page)

MY LIFE IN BAGHDAD
BY VIRGINIA AZIZ

SUNSET IN BAGHDAD

Baghdad often had beautiful sunsets. I guess it was the bright sunlight filtering
through the red dust that almost always hung in the air to some degree. We slept on

the flat rooftops in the summer and when I would go up at the end of the day to spread
out the thin mattresses and prepare the beds, I would look to see if that day provided a
pretty coppery sun as it went down.
My arrival in Baghdad was after dark so my first impression was not one of beautiful
sunsets, but instead one of an unpleasant odor.
Baghdad in 1960 had a limited sewage system and the poor people who lived in mud huts
in some areas used camel and donkey dung for their open fires. The combination of these
two smells was definitely not enhanced by the August heat, which barely abated after
darkness fell. The drive across town from the airport to my brother-in-law Mustafa’s
home eventually took us into a neighborhood where we were clear of the smell, but
throughout the nine years I was there we would still sometimes have to go into or
through parts of town where there would be concentrations of that particular odor.
(Oddly enough, even with these problems, Iraq at the time was one of the Mid East
countries that had a safe water supply approved by the UN World Health Organization.)

SHORJA, CENTRAL SHOPPING AREA IN BAGHDAD

But one smell that was a treat every time was when we went into Shorja, the central suq
(shopping area) of Baghdad. We were paid once a month and at that time we bought our
staples in bulk for the month – rice, sugar, loose tea, cans of tomato paste, soap (bars
for baths and Tide and bars of lye soap for washing clothes), walnuts by the handful, and
any other dry basic food item we needed. From spice vendors we bought a variety of
seasonings, including turmeric, curry, cumin, cinnamon, and a myriad of others.
Remembering the smell of these spices in Shorja will always bring good recollections.
I enjoyed Shorja for other memories as well. I liked the crowds, the hustle and bustle

of a large city, the novelty of items for sale hanging from the eaves of the open front
shops, the foodstuffs displayed in woven baskets with the vendor sitting behind in the
shade bargaining with his customers.
And how did I end up in Baghdad, Iraq, the land of the Fertile Crescent, Babylon,
Scheherazade, Aladdin and his genie?
Well, I married an Iraqi student, who was on a scholarship from the Iraqi government to
the U.S. We met at Louisiana State University in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, where we were
both students.
When I first arrived in Baghdad with our ten month old son, Karim, by necessity we lived
with Rashid’s older brother, Mustafa, Mustafa’s wife Ronak, and their family of seven
children. After graduating from the University, it was necessary for Rashid to fulfill his
scholarship bond from the Iraqi government, which required him to serve the
government two years for each year of the scholarship. The first two years would be in
the Reserve Army as a second lieutenant and the remainder as a civil servant. He left
the States six weeks before I did and registered for military duty. During his initial six
months of training he stayed at the base except for the weekends, which in Iraq is from
noon Thursday to the end of Friday (their holy day). This meant he got home in the late
afternoon on Thursday and left in the afternoon of Friday so I only got to see him for
about 24 hours a week. Other than that time Mustafa was the only one of the family
who spoke any English at all so during the days of the rest of the week I really had no
one to talk to.
In October, two months after my arrival, our daughter J’wan was born. Fortunately, she
chose to come into the world in the pre-dawn hours of a Friday morning while Rashid was
home. Unfortunately, she was born during curfew. During that period, President Abdul
Karim Kassem had declared curfew for several early morning hours every day so he could
drive around and conduct inspections of various projects without being in danger of an
assassination attempt. The penalty for breaking curfew could be anything from jail to
death. But because we had no doctor, no mid-wife, no telephone, and no car, Rashid had
to take the chance to run to the neighbor across the street and ask to use his telephone
to try to get an ambulance and to call a relative, Nasreen, who was a nurse. This was to
no avail because Nasreen couldn’t leave her house and the ambulance refused to come
because the baby had already been born. The neighbor happened to be a police chief in
the area and took it upon himself to drive Rashid to bring a nearby midwife back.
J’wan was about 45 minutes old by the time the midwife arrived. Happily, neither J’wan
nor I had any ill effects of our dramatic experience. I really didn’t have much time

either to be afraid or to worry much about having a baby at home in what was virtually a
strange place. Looking back I can see a comic element to our situation. We had a
bedroom off the family room and the rest of the family slept upstairs. When Rashid
alerted them that the baby was coming, everybody came downstairs. Poor Rashid would
run back and forth between the two rooms, giving them information and trying to figure
out how to get help then back into the bedroom to pat my hand and tell me everything
was okay, then back to the living room, then back to me. . .
So began my new life and the next 8½ years continued to provide learning experiences
and opportunities for a cultural education that I now appreciate.
When I began working on genealogy, I had a lot of information from my parents'
research into our family history. However, there was one question which had perplexed
my father that they had never been able to answer: where was his great grandfather,
John Walter, buried? My sister and I worked around this question for several years
after our parents' deaths--focusing on finding more about John Walter's family and
ancestors, only occasionally touching on the subject of his burial place.
Eventually, after several years we came back to wondering more frequently where this
elusive cemetery might be. In 1900, on the last census for John Walter, he was in the
household of his grandson in Williamson Co., Texas so we were pretty sure he died
between 1900 and 1910. It wasn’t until 1903 that Texas started requiring death
certificates be filed, but there was no death certificate. Did that mean John Walter
had died between the 1900 census and 1903? That narrowed the date down a little more
but we still didn’t have a real clue. Then we remembered some correspondence between
our parents and an elderly aunt of my father’s. In it she said she thought she had heard
the story that John Walter had been buried “somewhere around Thrall” in Williamson
Co. With that as a hint, we began to research as best we could the cemetery rosters in
the area. Still nothing gave us a clue.
Then we decided as a last resort to write the funeral homes in and around Georgetown
where we knew the family had lived for many years. None of them responded so I
decided to call as a follow-up. One of them, which had also been a furniture store, had
been bought out by another funeral home. The records of the original business had
never been found, but the lady who answered the phone offered to look in a “cemetery
book” with listings in the area and found a McVay, b. 1823, d. 1900 buried in the John W.
Hamblen Cemetery in San Gabriel, Milam Co. The dates and the area fit John Walter.
She mailed a copy of the page that also had directions to the cemetery.
With the directions and a map we finally found the location in a cornfield out in the

country near Hare, Texas. Although we couldn’t get to the cemetery itself we felt that
after many years our mystery was solved.
Since that time, we’ve learned that this cemetery has been cleaned and indexed and is
now on Find A Grave.

TRIVIA ANSWER: Mirabeau B. Lamar was

called the “Father of Texas
Education.” While president of the Republic of Texas, Lamar proposed that Congress
establish a system of education in Texas to be endowed by public lands and on January
26, 1839, Congress passed an Act that set aside land for public schools and two
universities. In one of his messages to Congress, Lamar said, “A cultivated individual is
the guardian genius of democracy.”

IT'S SUMMER ANDVACATION-PLANNING TIME.......
So.......what do genealogists do on their dream summer vacations? Go on cruises, sign
up for tours, visit national parks, visit relatives?
Probably not! They're not tourists, they're dedicated
genealogists on a mission to find that missing birth date, trace
their family's migration history, look for burial sites, fill in
those empty spaces on their family tree. So much to find, so
little time.
So where do they go on vacation? State archives, museums, courthouses, libraries and
old cemeteries.

Now that's a dream vacation!
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We're still asking:

