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Researching the past for future generations

Dear Readers,

T want to take this opportunity to ask our long-time members to help us with some AGS
history. Inez Eppright and I want to put together an AGS scrapbook, and we would like
to include stories from early members. Does this sound a little like what we ask our
great-aunts and granddads to do when we start doing a family history? Well, if it works
-for families, it ought to work for organizations. Give me a call at 512-453-1117 if you’d
like to talk about some of the early days and help us document what AGS and its
members have done over the years. Before you know it, we’ll be celebrating our 50™
anniversary.

2005 will be a great year to attend regular membership meetings. So much is
happening! Take a look on page 178 at the programs Harold Hudnall and his hard-
working committee members have planned for us, including an all-day workshop on
April 30. And that same committee has planned low-cost genealogy classes for the
spring and for the fall — see page 161 for some of those details. So if you haven’t made
it to a monthly meeting lately, come on out and join us for some story-swapping —
maybe you’ll meet a new cousin.

If you have something for the March Quarterly, please let me know. I haven’t
left much time between the two issues, have I? And don’t forget that the June issue is
our annual Member Issue. Your research, your stories, your people — and they don’t
have to be from Travis County. As always, I’d love to hear from you if you have
suggestions, comments, ideas for records you’d like to see.

Alana Moehring Mallard
Editor

Publication Title: Austin Genealogical Society Quarterly
ISSN: 1543-8547
Issue Number: 4(2004) issue Date: December 2004
Frequency: Four Issues Per Year
Organization Name and Address: Austin Genealogical Society
c/o Alana Mallard, editor, 3310 Hancock Dr., Austin TX 78731
Internet Web Site: www.AustinTxGenSoc.otg
AGS is a not-for-profit organization chartered by the State of Texas

Unless otherwise mentioned, material copyrighted by Austin Genealogical Society
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Family Patterns
By Lorrie Foster Henderson, AGS, Austin, Texas

It would be an unusual family that did not have a certain number of apparent coincidences, some
of which are downright eerie. The one I will be describing in subsequent paragraphs came about
with no planning; perhaps some urging in the “subconscious mind,” but just seemed to happen
and were observed by me in the past few years. How about your family?

My first example is of my mother’s brother, Volnie Sanky Bair, and my younger brother,
Arthur Lynn Foster, the latter only realizing the similarities after Uncle “Tiny” died in 1989,
when I pointed them out.

Volney S. Bair Arthur L. Foster
Bom in Iowa, lived in Wisconsin -Bom in Iowa, lived in Wisconsin
Married Freda (York) Married Freda (Dollar)
Second daughter named Nancy Third daughter named Nancy
Sister was middle child between boys Sister was middle child between boys
Youngest child in family Youngest child in family
Work related to dairy industry Work related to dairy industry
Nicknamed “Tiny” Brother-in-law nicknamed “Tiny”
Raised on farm in Iowa Spent years on uncle’s farm in lowa
Had three daughters, then one son, total Had three daughters, then one son, total
Bom, reared Methodist, left denomination Born, reared Methodist, left denomination
Too young for WWI Too young for WWII, later joined Navy
Sister married and moved to Texas Sister married and moved to Texas
Died of cancer Fighting cancer

My second example is of myself, and a first cousin, once removed, who was only four
years older than 1. We were both born in small towns in lowa and attended small colleges there.
We both joined the WAVES in WWII and were assigned to California stations. We married
service men connected with the sea: I to a U.S. Navy man, she to an Australian Merchant
Marine. We both married in San Francisco County. Doctor dubbed our son a “Pullman baby,”
meaning conceived on our honeymoon; same with her son. We each went with our grooms to
places far from home and family: I to Texas, she a little farther, to Australia. That last is another
whole adventure story. A couple of years after our sons were born, we each had daughters,
although I had only the two, and she had a couple more. :

I never met Mary Wheat Sandilands (see reference to her in Peter Flagg Maxson’s review
of my book, “Sheaves of Wheat,” in the September 2004 quarterly). I was able to talk to her on
the phone a few years ago when visiting another cousin to whom she was very close and have
regular correspondence with two of her children, especially her son, since her death. One other
“coincidence” is that she was cremated, which has been my wish plan for many years.

My third example is one in which the subconscious may have played a part; it seems like
more than mere coincidence, especially since this article is being written on Halloween and the
deaths and burials occurred mostly on Oct. 27 and 29.
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My greatgrandmother, Elizabeth A. “Betty Ann” Lucas Lindsey died on Oct. 27, 1884,
and was buried on Oct. 29. Her daughter, my grandmother, Alice Lindsey Bair, died on Oct. 27,
1936, and was buried on Oct. 29. Alice’s husband, my grandfather, Henry Bair, died on Oct. 29,
1949, and was buried on Nov. 1, 13 years and three days after his wife. Their son, my uncle
Russell L. Bair, died Oct. 27, 1971, and was buried on Oct. 29. That’s three generations of 27s
and 28s. Not quite fitting this pattern but close enough is my father, Floyd Percy Foster, who
died on Oct. 15, 1928, and was buried on Oct. 19.

How do you like that for a Halloween story? But maybe the spell has been broken: my
oldest granddaughter, Lara Janell Herrin Raesz, was born on Oct. 30, 1978.

There is one more example: weddings. Both my grandfathers were named William
Henry, although my paternal grandfather (Foster) was called “Will” or “Bill,” while my maternal
grandfather was called “Henry.” Both sets married on Dec. 28, although five years apart. My
husband and I married on Sept. 15, 1945, in the chapel at the Treasure Island Naval Base in San
Francisco Bay, while our son-in-law’s parents, Jewell Janell Palmquist and Howard Frederick
Herrin, were married in Austin at the First Methodist Church on the very same date. When our
daughter and her fiancée planned their wedding, they were not aware of all this, and just
happened to plan their wedding on Sept. 15, 1972, the only available date for the church, the
minister, etc.

What kind of patterns-do you have in your family? Probably something similar — some
happy, some sad, some strange, just like these examples from my family.

Garter Belts
By Lorrie Foster Henderson, AGS, Austin, Texas

No, I don’t mean the kind possibly worn by Marlene Deitrich in some of her more risqué roles.
I’m talking about what my generation of kids wore in wintertime in the Midwest, where it could
easily be 15° below zero, and girls didn’t wear blue jeans or other kinds of pants to school. The
“Greatest Generation” girls put on long underwear with long arms and legs, then a sort of
hamess that was called a “garter belt.”

My brother wore these too, you understand, even though they wore pants. Of course my
older brother was still of the “knickers™ generation, so the pants didn’t cover much below the
knee. This kind of garter belt was more like a harness, with a strap around the waist, then straps
attached to it when over each shoulder, and a strap went across the middle of the back and one
across the chest. The garters attached at the waist.

After the “long johns” came the long stockings. There was an art to putting those on over
the long legs of the underwear. At the ankle, one formed a sort of pleat or dart with the excess
white knit fabric and held it neatly in place while rolling up the long stocking over it, which then
was held in place by the snapped garter. It wasn’t until about my sophomore high school year
that a type of pants for girls were permitted in school — “snow pants” — and we no longer had to
struggle with long underwear, long stockings and garter belts of the harness type.
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The past gives way to progress
By Marilyn Dunnahoo McLeod, Jan. 20, 2004

The farm lies on the south side of Austin between Interstate 35 and Cullen Lane on the east and
west with Slaughter Lane making up its northern border and Turk Lane on the south. Tt was the
family land. It was where my father was born in 1904. On the southern tip is the tree my father
played in as a boy: a huge live oak that bends itself over close to the ground as if to encourage a
young boy to climb up.

If each of us could turn the clock ahead 100 years in time, would we ever guess the
changes that would come about in.our world? It’s changing so quickly I doubt we would
recognize it. When Thomas and Louisa Gatlin Matthews came to Travis County, Texas, from
Mississippi in. 1851 and lived out their lives here on their farm just south of the city of Austin,
shopping malls, gasoline stations and drive through restaurants. were not part of the world they
knew. They traveled by horse and wagon, got their water from the well, had corn on the cob only
if they grew it and a new dress entailed hours of hand stitching, cutting and fitting, 1.ife was
difficult, inconvenient by our standards, and harsh but they knew no different and took each day
in stride.

You say where is all this talk go'mg‘? What has this past ta do with today — how da they
relate? Well, in this case the past got in the way of progress in our modern-day world and some
changes had to be made.

When Louisa Matthews died in 1864, her daughter Sue in 1854 and Thomas Matthews in
1885, each was buried in turn on their farm with the thought in mind that they would never be
disturbed. They were carefully and lovingly prepared for their funerals by family and friends.
who had shared their lives with them, placed in wooden coffins and buried six feet down in the
ground as was the custom then. A tall, pointed tombstone (known as a needlepoint stone) was
placed on the spot.to mark it for posterity and we, the family whao came after, visited the site to
reminisce and recount the family lore that had been passed down to us.

Progress changes things to be sure, and the old Matthews farm, which had been out of the
family’s hands for many years, was purchased by Wal-Mart Corporation in. 2003 to be developed
into a super center the likes of which the deceased Matthews would not be able to envision.

Endeavor Real Estate, the developer of the land who sold the parcel to. Wal-Mart, knew
of the graves of the Matthews on the property and they put the gears in motion to locate them.
Endeavor hired SWCA Environmental Consultants, a local firm, to do the actual work, which
would be performed by a degreed archaeologist by the name of Kerri Barile. After Kerri located -
the graves, the bodies were to be exhumed and reinterred.

In the process of checking the deed informatian on the property, Kerri noted the.
Dunnahoo surname on some of the legal papers and did a search on the Internet for the family.
Victoria Dunnahoo Daywood’s article about Rufus Pierce Dunnahoo was posted on the Internet
and.this led Kerri to Victoria. A meeting was arranged for the two in Victoria’s home in Elgin in
October 2003. Victoria, and her brother Steve Dunnahoo who grew up near the property, were
able to supply Kerni with the details she needed to pinpoint the graves location and begin the
delicate process of exhumation. Not only was the developer going to exhume the hodies, but he
was also going to pay for their reinterment at the family cemetery in Manchaca.

154



Austin Genealogical Society Quarterly Volume 45, Number 4 December 2004

And so began the event that we record here for the history of the family to note and pass
on. How many families have the opportunity to turn back time; to touch the nails of their great
great-grandfather’s coffin; to view the scanty remains that the years had left.

News went out to the family who lived close by. Victoria and her husband Richard
Daywood, Steve and Marilynn Dunnahoo and Tim Dunnahoo of Round Rock and myself joined
together in our enthusiasm for the project paying visits to the “dig” as it progressed. My son, Bob
McLeod, dropped by the project one day with a digital camera to take pictures to share with out-
of-town family. Tim’s son, Blake, who like his father thoroughly enjoys the family history, made
a school report of the project for his class.

Recovering from back surgery, Victoria’s love of the family genealogy sustained her as
she spent the entire day of December 10 in the cold watching with love and great interest as they
located the bodies of our dear Matthews kin. Her husband Richard was also bitten by the
archaeology bug, and he enjoyed participating in the event as well.

Dan Schallau of Harrells Funeral Home was on site during the three days it took for
exhumation to collect the remains and return them to the funeral home where they were placed in
individually wrapped boxes. There they remained until January 20, 2004, when they were placed
in a small white casket and lowered into the ground in Live Oak Cemetery in Manchaca, Texas,
after a short, informal family dedication. The casket was placed in the northwest corner of the
Dunnahoo/Matthews plot at the cemetery, a few feet away from their original headstone, which
had been placed there for safe keeping in the late 1960°s by Seth Dunnahoo.

In the midst of this historic event, the Internet played matchmaker yet again bringing us
in contact with new relatives from the line of Louisa Gatlin Matthews. On December 7, 2003,
Floy Matthews Walden sent me an e-mail identifying Louisa Gatlin Matthews as her great-great
aunt. I informed Floy of the exhumation and planned reinterment dedication and she and her
husband, Myrl, plus yet a new cousin, Mark W. Matthews of Canyon Lake, joined our family for
the ceremony at Live Oak Cemetery.

And so history wrote a new chapter today as we added Thomas, Louisa and Sue to the
family plot. They should be there for eternity this time. . . . . no more moving or disturbing of
their bones. . . .-. they’re surrounded by loved ones.

Harrells Funeral Home set up a tent and chairs and a podium for the ceremony and
Victoria recounted the Matthews history while I read a scripture and poem about family to a
small gathering of relatives. Victoria’s granddaughter, Heaven Love, read a poem for the event,
which was quite impressive for one so young. Heaven was touched by the fact that Sue died at
her exact same age of 8 so there was a bond between them.

The entire family is indebted to Endeavor Real Estate, Kerri Barile and Dan Schallau for
their sensitivity and professionalism in the relocation of our Matthews relatives. Kerri went out
of her way to keep us informed of each and every step of the process, e-mailing numerous notes
to keep us updated. The event was truly a gift to the family.

Paid your 2005 membership fees?
Renew your AGS membership now
See forms on page 177
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Christmas Memories, Circa 1937-1945

By John C. Miller, Austin, AGS

My mother came from a large family, four brothers and two sisters. It was tradition that the
family would gather at Diboll, a small sawmill town in East Texas, for the special holidays —
Easter, Thanksgiving and Christmas. Some of my best memories are of those family gatherings.
Grandad would have his estimated time of arrival for each family. He would start watching for
them at his estimated time and would do some pacing on the front porch if they were late.
Naturally, all those already there would come out to greet the newest arrival. There was a lot of
love in the family, and being together meant a lot. _

The Christmas tree was in the living room in front of a window. As each family arrived,
their presents were put under the tree. By the time the last family arrived there was a huge pile of
gifts touching the lower branches of the tree, since each family brought gifts for each person.
Sometimes, people didn’t get all the presents wrapped before they arrived, so between meals the
dining room became Santa’s workshop for wrapping. A person would close the door and act very
secretive about the gifts they were wrapping, perhaps teasing someone with “Don’t come in,
Mary Jane. I’m wrapping your present.” Usually, after considerable joking and discussion, we
would get to open one present on Christmas Eve.

Naturally, there would be the early Santa Claus wake-up by the children. After breakfast
we would have the Christmas tree. There would be lots of ooohs and aaahs, thank-you’s, look
what I got, as packages were opened. And in the spirit of family fun there might be an
elaborately wrapped package with a “joke” gift inside. There were even some revolving gifts
(white elephants) that were rewrapped each year and given to someone else. I remember a set of
old mounted antlers that went around for four or five years. Judy, my sister, reminded me of
Aunt Dooley’s pair of salt and pepper shakers that everyone kept “giving” back to her.

The dining room was quite large, maybe 12 x 16, with a table to match. When everyone
was home it was necessary to add a card table at the end to accommodate the 11 adults and seven
grandkids. Later, there were even two separate tables for the grandkids. Before meals, Grandad
gave the blessing. It was always the same sweet words: “Our Heavenly Father, we thank Thee
for the many blessings. Forgive us of our sins, take these nourishments and use them for the
goodness of our bodies. We ask 1n Thy name. Amen.”

Lilly, the maid who worked for my grandparents, would memorize a Bible verse while
she was cooking the dinner, as in the noon meal. Her Bible was open on the table or over the
sink, and she would be prepared to share her daily scripture with us when the meal was ready.
Lilly would stand in the doorway between the kitchen and dining room during Grandad’s
blessing, and we would keep our head bowed as she recited her scripture. One time, Mom told
Lilly, in jest, “cut it short, ‘cause we’re hungry.” Lilly’s Bible verse, in response: “Jesus wept.”

My dad sat at Grandad’s right and got the “honor” of carving the turkey. He was the first
son-in-law as well as being more dexterous with the carving than Grandad. The Christmas feast
would include two kinds of dressing — cornbread and light bread — sweet potatoes with
marshmallows, mashed potatoes, large bowls of gravy — both giblet and plain - several
vegetables, Waldorf salad, fruit salad, hot biscuits and rolls or cornbread, with two or three pies
and cakes for desert. Lilly and the women would work a good part of the morning preparing the
meal, having a grand time catching up on events and gossip. There was a lot of banter and talk
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during the meal. 1 got the traditional drumstick from the turkey until I learned that there were
other and better pieces. These times of togetherness still evoke strong feelings of good times and
what family is all about.

A traditional Christmas activity was fireworks. Grandad would get a really large supply
through the company drugstore since he was the pharmacist and manager. There would be boxes
of Roman candles, skyrockets, sparklers for the kids and firecrackers — both large and small.
Maybe we would have fireworks a couple of nights. Some of the men, Bill or Bob or Jack
Douglas would get out in the “street,” actually a dirt road that had been sprayed with oil to keep
the dust down, and shoot the sky rockets over the railroad tracks into a large open area. The rest
of us stayed safely behind the wooden picket fence. Everyone except small children got to do
Roman candles, but all the kids got to do sparklers.

One of my sentimental memories is Christmas Eve, 1947. During the Christmas holidays
1 was working for the U.S. Post Office in Houston sorting parcel post packages. My shift was
from late afternoon until we got all the packages sorted. Because it was Christmas Eve, we
stopped work at 11 p.m. I walked over to the bus station and caught the next bus to Diboll,
maybe midnight or 1 a.m. I had a “fancy” portable radio and took it on the bus. It had an antenna
that I stuck on the bus window, and I was able to pick up some of the stronger radio stations.
Naturally, they were playing Christmas carols. I had a special feeling of serenity and warmth
from hearing those carols and thought that others on the bus, through the music, were also
having special feelings as they traveled to their families for Christmas. When the bus got to
Diboll, I asked the driver to let me off on the highway, which was closer to the house than the
bus station. It was a cold clear night with thousands of bright twinkling stars. I walked the half-
mile to the house, slipped in quietly (they didn’t bother to lock the doors in small towns in those
days) and the “cooling board” bed was reserved and waiting for me.

This next is one of our family’s oral traditions passed down from generation to generation.

Memories of “Christmas Gift”
By John C. Miller, Austin, AGS

From my Agee roots are many wonderful memories of family Christmases in the small east Texas town
of Diboll, deep in the piney woods. One of these is the statement or greeting of “Christmas Gift” on
Christmas Day. It has been around forever and in my family it is still in use though with my Agee
cousins. It is a serious ritual. But have you head it before? Do you know the origin of our saying? What
does it mean? Recently, I learned there is a story in which “Christmas Gift” is used. First time I’d ever
known that it occurs 1n print.

To explain, Carolyn and [ were at a small party recently. The host was reading a few stories for
our entertainment. Let me share with you the lines that brought me straight up in my chair when I heard
them:

Before the little boy went into the big house, Uncle Remus laid his rough hand tenderly on the
child’s shoulder, and remarked, in a confidential tone:

“Honey, you mus’ git up soon Chris’'mus mawnin’ en oen de do’; kase I'm gwineter bounce in on
Marse John en Miss Sally, en holler Chris'mus gif” des like I useter endurin’ de frmin’ days fo’ de war,
w'en ole Miss wuz ‘live.”
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The reading, in old Deep South negro dialect, was from “Uncle Remus, His Songs and
His Sayings,” by Joel Chandler Harris, Grossett & Dunlap, New York, Copyright 1908, 1921.

Later, I asked the group, about a dozen, mostly older folks, if they knew about
“Christmas Gift.” Not one single person had heard the expression. But apparently, it was used
pre-Civil war "cause of the reference in the story to “farmin’ days fo de war.” At church on
Sunday, I asked the same question to a small group and one woman did know about “Christmas
Gift.” She grew up on a farm in Georgia during the Depression. She explained that since they
were so poor and had no money at Christmas for gifts, they just wished each other a “Christmas
Gift” and maybe in good years, gave an apple or orange.

1 shared the written story with family via e-mail, boldly announcing “CHRISTMAS
GIFT” in caps, 16-point type, with the notation “GOTCHA YOU” meaning that [ was the first
to wish them a Christmas Gift. To be first to wish another a “Christmas Gift” is part of the fun in
our tradition but to be official, the greeting can only be used for a first meeting on Christmas
Day. Perhaps it is only in our tradition, but occasionally someone will jump the gun using
“Christmas Eve Gift” on the day before Christmas.

Here are some of the replies I’ve received to my email.

From sister Judy Julia: “I enjoyed the Uncle Remus excerpt. Yes, I was surprised with the
source. You said that it was a token of love and yet, growing up, I always thought that the first to
say CG was the one that got a gift from the other person. I always associated it with Sweetie (the
colored maid). It is interesting how a child interprets something that they see without an
explanation from anyone.”

From cousin Julie: “I’m glad to know we were correct in our assumption as to how this
started. No gifts to give except an expression of love.”

From a friend: “That was charming, and I had not heard it before, although I always
loved the Uncle Remus stories, as did my children.”

So, a bit early but CHRISTMAS GIFT to y’all.

(Editor’s Note: John’s “Christmas Gift” was early indeed. I'm the one who'’s late getting this
issue out. I'll do better in March.)

It’s ali about you in june

Get your family stories, pedigrees, ancestor charts and family worksheets
ready. The June AGS Quarterly is all yours. Your stories — no matter. where your
ancestors came from. No Texas connection? No problem. In our annual
Member Issue we hear about ancestors from all over.

Send in your submission by mid-May — e-mail alanasuzy@earthlink.net,
mail Alana Moehring Mallard, 3310 Hancock Dr., Austin, Texas 78731, or
hand it to me at our March 22 monthly meeting or April 30 workshop. As a guide;
each member has two pages, family members have four pages.

Call me at 453-1117 if you have any questions.
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