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THE TEXAS MILITARY FORCES HISTORY MUSEUM, CAMP MABRY

CAMP MABRY, AUSTIN, TEXAS..A TREASURE
CHEST OF TEXAS WORLD WAR I RECORDS
BY MARY JANE MILLENDER

Located in northwestern Austin, Texas (right off 35 th Street and MoPac) there is a 123year-old army camp called Camp Mabry. And inside Camp Mabry is a dream-come-true
library/archives for genealogists researching their Texas World War I army ancestors.
Dating back to 1892, this old, but still active, 375-acre military camp is the Texas
Military Forces History Museum, a 45,000 square foot building that houses exhibits

dating from the Texas Revolution to the War on Terror, including the Frontier Indian
Battles, World War II, the Korea War, the Cold War, Viet Nam and the Global War on
Terror.
And back in a far corner of this huge museum is an office that has archives that contain
original World War I files.
A staff member in this corner office will pull out cards on all soldiers who joined the
military in Texas during World War I days. In addition to the soldier's name, address,
and serial number, you'll find dates of induction, units, rank, overseas service, and
medical records. They also have cards for Texas female military personnel and Navy and
Marine Corps as well as cards on military deaths and desertions.

LAWRENCE Q. MILLENDER'S WW I FILE CARD

Thousands of World War I records were destroyed in the 1974 National Archives fire in
St. Louis, but military personnel files of Texas soldiers still exist and are stored at
Camp Mabry. If your ancestor served in the Texas National Guard during this time, his
records are on microfilm in the Texas National Guard Building, located on the grounds
near the museum. A helpful member of the staff there will find the film with your data,
show it on his computer and make copies of all your ancestor's records for you. The
charge per copy is minimum.
A card file for members of the 36th Infantry Division in World War II can also be found
at the war museum. And these files include personal military information on all members
of the 36th Division, not just Texans. These cards may just have the soldier's name,
address, service dates and units. Some may have more information on his service.

The Camp Mabry museum's archives include personal memories from 36 th Division
members, World War I journals, field books, over 7000 photographs and personal
scrapbooks.
As Jeff Hunt, director of the Texas Military Forces Museum, states, “No state has a
more fascinating and inspiring history than Texas and nowhere in Texas will you find a
museum that lays out that saga as fully and as dramatically as this museum.” The museum
features many pieces of military equipment, such as jeeps, helicopters, tanks, towed
artillery pieces, self-propelled guns and jet fighters, all displayed along with other war
exhibits, such as Texas Revolution and War Between the States' equipment, to tell the
history of Texas' military forces.
The museum is free. The library and archives are open by appointment for research to
everyone. However, they request that you call (512) 782-5659 to schedule a date/time.

COFFEE: TEXAS BEAN JUICE
REPRINTED FROM STAR OF THE REPUBLIC MUSEUM NOTES

“Whatever else is lacking, there must be coffee, or everything else is out of joint.”
James Osgood Andrew, 1854

Captain John Smith, who founded the Colony of Virginia at Jamestown in
1607, first brought coffee to North America, following his travels in Turkey.
After the Boston Tea Party in 1773, many Americans switched from drinking
tea to coffee, because it was deemed unpatriotic to drink tea. Coffee
became highly prized for its taste and perceived medicinal qualities.
Excluding whiskey, coffee could be considered the national drink of 19 th century Texas,
and was considered a necessity by most Texan families. With a scarcity of fresh
drinking water, coffee was a popular and safe alternative. Texans were known for their
hospitality and the coffee pot was rarely allowed to get cold.
Most meals, no matter what time of day, were comprised of coffee, warm cornbread and
fried bacon, with the serving of coffee being almost ceremonious. Elise Kuckuck Willrich,

whose family settled near La Grange in 1847, wrote, “Oh how slowly did I sip my coffee
and munch my buttered cornbread. Truly it seemed like nectar and ambrosia to me.”
Even in the wild, as soon as travelers found a place to camp for the night, a fire was
kindled to cook coffee. Ferdinand Roemer, a geologist who traveled across Texas from
1845-1847, said that coffee was “always the first and indispensable refreshment in the
Texas wilderness.”
Coffee beans were bought green. Then they were roasted over a fire and ground by
hand. If a coffee mill or grinder wasn't available, the beans were mashed in a bag. One
settler recalled, “Our coffee was tied in a piece of buckskin and beaten upon a rock with
another rock.” The crushed beans were thrown into a pot of boiling water and cooked to
the desired taste. A little cold water, an eggshell, or a rind of salt pork, thrown into the
boiled coffee would settle the grounds. The coffeepot was kept on the fire all day long.
When the pot was close to being empty, most people just added a little more water and a
few more grounds, and boiled it again. Sometimes 1/3 of the pot would be filled with old
grounds.
When coffee became scarce in the mid-19th century, Texas pioneers were willing to pay a
high price for it. Adolphus Sterne wrote in 1842 that coffee was not to be had at any
price in Houston or Galveston. He offered $5 to have some coffee brought to him, but
none was to be found in the “glorious commercial emporium of Texas.”
When real coffee was unavailable, Texans got very creative with their substitutes for
the brew. Dried and roasted sweet potatoes; burnt corn and peas; okra seeds; peanuts;
acorns; roasted cornmeal and sorghum; dry toasted bread crusts; and parched barley,
rye, wheat or dried carrots were all used in place of true coffee. In many cases, the only
resemblance to coffee was the color. If it was boiling hot and brown, it was called
“coffee.” But whatever they were drinking, early Texans savored their coffee and the
brief respite it provided from the everyday hardships they faced.

COLLIERS' STORE IN MUMFORD NOW A MEMORY
So many old, historic Texas buildings are being demolished these days to make room
for new businesses moving into their towns. And recently several structures dating back
to the 1800s were torn down in Mumford, a very small Robertson County community,

located only a few miles from Bryan-College Station. Only 170 local citizens were cited
in the 2010 Federal Census, but within the next few years, that number will grow.
Colliers' General Store, long part of Mumford's history, was the largest building to
disappear recently in Mumford; the post office and the seed store also occupied space in
the general store's large two-story, red brick building that had been a Mumford
landmark since 1913 when it replaced the original building, which was destroyed by fire.
That building probably dated back to the 1860s. The new Colliers' General Store
Building had 13-foot ceilings and wood floors. Its surprise feature for 1913 was a handoperated elevator.

Colliers' General Store was unusual as it was owned by only one family, the BaileyColliers, for over 127 years. In the 1860s, William H. Bailey, an early day postmaster in
Mumford, was probably the first owner of the store and way station there. Later it was
owned by B. B. Bailey, who operated it for a few years until he was killed in a buggy
accident. Mr. Bailey's brother bought the store and operated it with the help of his
son-in-law, Joseph Robert Collier. “J. R.” later bought the general store outright from
his father-in-law and continued as the store's owner for years until 1918 when he sold
the store to more Colliers, his brother J. B. Collier and Judson H. Collier, J. R.'s son.
Judson Collier continued as the general store's proprietor until his death. His daughter,
Frances Collier Foyt, managed the old store and was Mumford's postmistress for 38
years. She died in 2003.
Soon the Colliers' General Store land and surrounding acreage in Mumford will become
Union Pacific's new classification rail yard, which will make this part of Texas and
Mumford a national freight transportation hub. A classification yard sorts rail cars by
destination on separate tracks from inbound trains to make multiple outbound trains.
The outbound trains will then be fueled, inspected and depart for their destinations.

Union Pacific predicts its new proposed structures and rail yard will hire more than 1400
construction workers for a two-year period and about 200 permanent employees to run
the rail yard when it's completed.
And so Mumford, a small Texas town of the past, will soon see a growth spurt in its
economy and an increase in its population. The town will expand and that old, historic
building called Colliers' General Store will just be a memory. It will be missed.

IN MEMORIAM:

JAMES LEROY BOONE

May 15, 1923—October 20, 2015
James Leroy (Jim) Boone Jr. passed away on October 20, 2015 at his apartment in
Watercrest Retirement Community in Bryan, Texas, aged 92.
Jim was born May 15, 1923 to James Leroy Boone and Mora Evelyn Waddell Boone in
Houston, Texas. The family had a farm in Fort Bend County through the 1920s. In his
teenage years, he lived in College Station and in Huntsville as his parents pursued college
and advanced degrees at Texas A&M and Sam Houston State. Jim entered Texas A&M
in 1940, where he was a member of Company E, Signal Corps Branch. He graduated as a
member of the Class of '44 and entered the army following his graduation.
In 1944 and 1945, Jim served in the U.S. Army Signal Corps in New Guinea and the
Philippines. Jim married Lillian Vorpahl of Beasley on May 18, 1944 in Rosenberg, Fort
Bend County, Texas. They lived in Bryan then Laredo, finally moving permanently to
College Station in 1952 where Jim taught and later served as Chair in the Department of
Industrial Education at Texas A&M University until his retirement in 1988. Jim and
Lillian were married for 56 years until Lillian passed away on August 16, 2002. He
married Naomi Shannon of College Station February 1, 2004. Naomi passed away on
June 15, 2004. Jim spent his retirement years pursuing his interests in genealogy,
western swing music, Civil War history, and the history of the now disappeared local
commuter train lines in the Brazos Valley.

Attention Genealogists: Have you ever heard this advice/warning?
“Remember, as far as everyone knows, we're a nice, normal family.”

LOST: A GRAVE IN GALVESTON, TEXAS
BY MARY JANE MILLENDER

I began researching our Garrison-Millender family trees shortly after Jack and I moved
to College Station in 2002. Since that first headlong plunge into genealogy I have
occasionally misplaced a few old pictures or once in a while misfiled a death certificate,
but I've never lost a family headstone. At least not until this past summer in Galveston,
Texas in the Old City Cemetery on Broadway.
James Madison Seymour, Jack's great, great grandfather, died in 1839 and his fourfoot high headstone not only withstood the full force of the devastating 1900 Hurricane
that claimed over 6000 lives in Galveston, but survived smaller Texas coast hurricanes
along with the shelling of Galveston by Union ships, including the
famous USS Harriet Lane, during the Civil War. But I lost the
monument one hot, humid, breeze-less, 98-degree day in Galveston
in August, 2015.
About two years ago, Jack and I discovered, thanks to early
records at Galveston's Rosenberg Library, that Seymour, his great,
great grandfather, was one of the early businessmen in Galveston.
He arrived by ship in 1837 from New York City, but only lived for
ten years before his death in 1847. Records show that James M.
Seymour was buried in Galveston in Old City Cemetery, the only
cemetery that existed in the late 1840s in that area. Further
SEYMOUR GRAVE 2013
research at the Rosenberg Library also proved that Seymour built
the first Tremont Hotel in Galveston, a small, wood-framed, two-story structure. We
visited the old City Cemetery, a cemetery that always “caught my eye” as a child on my
family's many trips to West Beach, and searched for Seymour's grave. Would it still be
identifiable after all these years since James died of yellow fever in 1847?
I was so excited to actually find a relative (by marriage) buried there that I failed to

photograph all sides of the Jame Seymour headstone before we , thrilled at our
discovery, decided to drive to the Tremont Hotel (and its beautiful bar) to salute Jack's
great great grandfather with a glass of wine.
Back in College Station and after more hours researching the Seymour family, we
realized that Seymour's two sons, both born in Galveston, had died young and were
buried in the same plot as James. So back to Galveston this past summer to photograph
all four sides of the Seymour headstone on my iPad. We stayed too long at the
Rosenberg Library this time and arrived at City Cemetery late, about 4 p.m. We walked
up and down all the many sidewalks in that old cemetery, but we could not find the
Seymour grave site. Hot and tired, we decided we should go to the Tremont Hotel for a
glass of wine to soothe our disappointment: It didn't really work so back to College
Station.
After studying my 2013 photograph (which I had forgotten to take with us to
Galveston), I saw an old mausoleum in the background behind the Seymour grave marker
so back to Galveston to try again, but this time with more proof to the grave's location.
Looked for that mausoleum, our best clue to finding our lost grave. No more, “I think it's
over there in that area near Broadway.”
We found the mausoleum easily then we found James
Madison Seymour's headstone! There it was, right in front
of the mausoleum. However, sometime over the past 168
years since Seymour's death, the top 2-foot tall
decorative top had fallen off and disappeared. It was
somehow found in the months between our first and second
visits and someone had placed it back where it originally
sat so many years ago. It changed its appearance.
However, the old headstone is complete once again and
except for the large scar between the bottom and top
parts, looks very close to the way it did in 1847, but not
the way it looked in 2013!
SEYMOUR GRAVE-2015

Has this ever happened to you? Yes? Frustrating, isn't it? I forgot to add that “Yes,” we
did return once again to the Tremont Hotel, but this time it was to toast James Madison
Seymour's repaired..and found...headstone!
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GENEALOGY RESEARCH:
That's what I'm doing when I don't know what I'm doing!

NOTE: The USS Harriet Lane Was Mentioned in the Story Above.

SO WHO WAS HARRIET LANE?
In 1863 Confederate forces overwhelmed the USS Harriet Lane as it tried to invade
Galveston. It was a very important victory for the South. The men in gray captured the
ship, a cutter in the U.S. Navy since the beginning of the War between the States in
1861. After the battle, the Confederates evaded the Union blockade and sailed the
Harriet Lane to Havana, Cuba, where she sat out the remaining days of the Civil War.

So who was the namesake of the USS Harriet Lane?

HARRIET LANE

The ship's namesake was Harriet Lane, the niece of James Buchanan,
the 15th President of the United States. Harriet was born in 1830 in
Mercersburg, Pennsylvania; her mother was Buchanan's sister. By the
age of nine, Harriet was an orphan and her Uncle James became her
legal guardian. In 1854 she joined her uncle in London where he was
the U.S. Minister to the Court of St. James. When Buchanan, who was
single, was elected President in 1857, Harriet Lane served as First
Lady in Washington until Lincoln moved into the White House in 1861.

MY GENEALOGY TRAILS
BY HENRY HANSON

After about three years researching my great grandfather,
Gabriel Presley Starkey, I leaned the old toot had lied to us
when he said he was a Confederate veteran. But I did learn
that it was his father, Marion Benjamin Starkey, my great,
great grandfather, was the one who had served in the

Confederate Army. This allowed me to join the Sons of the Confederate Veterans.
Each year the Sons of Confederate Veterans flag veterans' graves in April; we all meet
on a Saturday in the Bryan City Cemetery, where most of the local Confederate veterans
are buried. After flagging all the veteran graves in the Bryan cemetery, we take our
extra flags and fan out all over Brazos County to place flags on the graves of
Confederate veterans buried in other cemeteries.
Each year I would choose Section Three in the Bryan City Cemetery because the more I
became familiar with that section, the faster I would find the veterans on the list. My
interest became aroused each time I flagged Isom Palmer. Probably because of his name.
Not a common name.
A time would come when I learned that Isom Palmer was the son of Martin
Parmer/Palmer, a notorious character who led the Fredonian Rebellion around
Nacogdoches in December, 1826.
Colonel Martin Palmer and a small army of colonists entered Nacogdoches and arrested
Jose Antonio Sepulveda, the commander of the small Mexican garrison stationed there.
Sepulveda and others were charged with oppression and corruption, but given their
freedom if they left the Nacogdoches area. Some historians regard the Fredonian
Rebellion as the beginning of the Texas Revolution.
In 1836 Martin Palmer was appointed a delegate from San Augustine County to the
Convention at Washington on the Brazos. He was one of the 59 signers of the Texas
Declaration of Independence. I learned that Martin Palmer married at least four times
and had a total of 23 children before he died in 1850.
During my Palmer research, I also found that Matilda, one of Martin's daughters, was
the g.g.g. grandmother of two friends who graduated from high school with me in 1962.

Now how crazy is that?

MARY IFKOVITZ OF WISCONSIN---Part II
BY JERRY MARKOWICH

When we last visited Mary (Ramblings' Fall, 2015) she had graduated from Division High

School and was living on 9th Street in Milwaukee with her mother Regina, her Aunt Rose
(known to the family as Big Unchie), her sister Pauline and her husband Pete and son
George (known to the family as Sonny), and her niece—another Regina.
A little more about the home on 9th Street. It was purchased about 1922 from a school
principal. A two-story home with basement totaling less than 1600 square feet. The main
floor consisted of two small bedrooms, a formal living room, dining room, a parlor (home
of Polly the parrot), and a kitchen that was added to the home, Best estimate is that the
home was built prior to 1896—the house was equipped with illuminating gas jets—when
the Milwaukee Light Company was formed and brought electricity into area homes.
Upstairs was the bathroom (very basic—sink, tub, commode) and two more small
bedrooms. The staircase was very tight. The basement provided space for the coal-fired
furnace, washing area, a commode (pull chain to flush), and a wine cellar (where Andrew
S. committed suicide.)
Mom and her sister Rose (not her Aunt Rose) were dancers. They did lots of folk dances
of the Croatian, Hungarian, Slavic type. They had a bunch of costumes that were made
for their older sister Pauline (along with being a seamstress came stories of ancestors
who sewed for the Hungarian Royalty—maybe, maybe not, but it does explain part of the
history of tailors and seamtresses in the family).
In 1929 Mom graduated from North Division High School and was a “major” in
Stenographic Studies. She also participated in the Christmas Play, Forum, Girls' Club,
Girl Reserves, and Senior Classique. She was an outstanding student. This information is
noted in the high school yearbook.
Mom's first job was with Viking Automatic Sprinkler Company in downtown Milwaukee as
a stenographic/secretary. She typed letters and answered the phone—rather boring
since only a salesman and Mom were in the office. Eventually the office closed. Mom's
next job was with Schifarth Printing, 15 blocks from 9 th and Meinecke. It was here, I
believe, she learned how to create a good church bulletin.
In the early 1930s she met a John Jacob (Jack) Markowich and the rest is history of
the Markowich family. Mary and her sister Rose dated Jack and his friend “Slim” Roland
Rafel. Jack and Mary were motorcycle riders, riding Indians and Harley-Davidsons, both
manufactured in Milwaukee. On the 11th of September, 1933 they became Mister and
Mrs. In 1935 along came Jerry, in 1937 Dave, in 1940 Harry, in 1943 Jackie Merry (born
on 25 December), and in 1950 Mary Margaret. Unfortunately, Jackie died in 1946 about
two months after his second birthday.

After living in Milwaukee all of their lives, Jack and Mary moved to Los Angeles,
California in 1946, about six months after Jackie died. Next stop was Burbank,
California. After living in California for about eight years,
the family moved back to Michigan, although Mom was not
real happy about the move back to “snow country,” but she
made the move.
Through the years, Mom worked as a part-time and fill-in
secretary for several of the foundries where Dad worked.
She also worked as the secretary for most of the churches
where they were members. She prepared the weekly bulletin
and newsletters, using a typewriter. And she was good. She
was also in the habit of wearing hats to church and became
known to many as the ”hat lady.' She did have a wide array
of hats of which “my Mary” still has several.
Mom dearly loved her family. After her boys were married,
the daughters-in-law became her girls. All Mom's sons'
MARY AND JACK MARKOWICH-1933
spouses were warmly welcomed into the family from day one.
She was a strong woman, who had definite opinions about many issues, and we were all
sorry when she and her sisters were at odds with each other through the years. She
had a strong faith, which she lived out in her own special way—devotions every morning,
worked as secretary at Triumphant Cross and every other church she attended. And all
in the family remember her special prayers during the church service! Mom could out
pray all of the preachers I ever knew, both in length and in content.

MARY MARKOWICH-- 1992

Mom was a regular visitor at the nursing home where Dad was prior to his death, and

continued to visit folks there after he died. She took goodies to the staff as well. Much
of her life evolved around church, where most of their friends were members, and much
of their social life revolved around the church. It is appropriate that her and Dad's
ashes are buried at the foot of the cross at Triumphant Cross Lutheran Church in St.
Clair Shores, Michigan.
Mom was also a great cook and we appreciate that, especially now. Her Hungarian Gulosh
was special, made with lots of paprika. And chicken and dumplings were like no other.
She was able to provide good, ample meals (lots of sloppy joes) for us all, and when all of
us were there, it was quite a large group, not an easy task! She fixed all the food, we
didn't provide anything! Oh, Dad also did his share of hamburgers and an occasional
steak or chicken.
Mom was a special lady. Good times eating, visiting, and watching family movies down in
the basement! Good memories! God bless!

GENEALOGY COMPUTER USERS GROUP
BY JERRY MARKOWICH

January 20, 2016 – - - “How to Find Blue Collar Workers”
February 17, 2016- - - “How to Find Property Records to Dig Up Dirt”
March 16, 2016 - - - - ”Ten Years Between Census”

UPCOMING RAMBLER PROGRAMS
BY SHELBY ROWAN

January 27, 2016 – - - To Be Announced
February 24, 2016 - - -To Be Announced
March 23, 2016 - - - - To Be Announced
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