SPECIAL TO THE PIONEERS' AND VETERANS' COLUMN


A SHORT SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF J. H. WORTHINGTON, MOBEETIE, TEXAS


(As told by him to his granddaughter Adalee Love)





I was born and raised in Lowndes County, Mississippi sixteen miles north of Columbus, August 2, 1852. When I was seventeen years old, my pa sold out and moved to Crass County, Arkansas fifty miles west of Memphis, Tennessee.


In 1874 my mother died leaving my brother, my self and four sisters.  My oldest sister, Mrs. Hawkins was a widow with one child.  She kept house for us.  In 1876 pa died, and as my brother Tom was in Tennessee, I ran the place.


At the end of two years, he came home and I turned everything over to him, because I had lost my health and I started out to find a more healthful climate.  He said he would go the first five miles with me.  At the end of five miles I was so weak, he wouldn't let me go any further without some one with me.  I got a young man by the name of George Williams to be my companion.  After five days travel horseback, we stopped at (no name provided) and ask for a night's lodging at a house.  When the man came to the door I found to my surprise and pleasure it was William Thompson, a man I had known in Mississippi.  That night he told me if I was seeking health, I had gone far enough.  The next morning I paid my companion off and he returned to his home.


The following spring, I had regained my health and put in a share crop with a man named King.  During this time I made the acquaintance of John Cockerham who had a large family of young folks and I spent many happy hours at their house. My brother and sister kept writing me letters to come back so when my crop was gathered, back I went.  I made a crop here but I began to have chills again. I had a wagon, team and a bed and sugans [cowboy’s bedroll] pa had given me before he died so by the time my fever had cooled, I was on my way back to the place I had been before.  In the meantime one of my sisters and her husband G.W. Sturke had moved to this place so I went to them.


A few days later I struck a man who was wanting to move and he didn't care where so I told him what I had and made a quick trade of my crop for his and moved in as quick as he moved out.  This place was a small distance from my sister and as I didn't like to batch, I took my meals with them and slept in my own cabin.


When my crop was ready I gathered it.  I think I had four or five bales of cotton, a nice bin of corn and three fat hogs.  One Saturday evening while gathering my last bale of cotton, I began to wonder what my next move would be.  It suddenly struck me that I could get married and settle down cheaper than to keep traveling.  I was twenty five years of age.


The next morning I told my sister that I was thinking of getting married.  She asked "Who to?" and I said "One of John Cockerhams' girls, Mattie." She said "You sure can't beat it the world over. When will it be?" I said, "I don't know yet, I am going down there to see her this afternoon about it." She replied, "Well you sure enough don't know then do you." 


After noon I went down to Cockerhams and tied up at the front gate. I saw Mattie in the dining room reading a Redbook.  I want to say right here that I thought I could get just any girl and there were lots of them and the most of them were pretty self-conceited, I guess.  I went on in the house and told her to put down her book and listen to me for I had something very important to tell her.  She asked me what it was and this is what I said, "Had you heard that I am going to get married?"


She said, "Law no, who to?"


Then I said, "You, what are you going to say?"


Well she was dumbfounded for a while then she finally said, "Well if you are in earnest I'll study about it." "Mattie", I said, "You have known me all your life and I've known you just as long". "When do you want me to marry you?" she asked. "Just as soon as you can get ready" I told her. So we fixed the date for ten days off, then I went to tackle the old lady but she ran so next I tackled the old man and he wanted to fight. But I told him to keep his shirt on that we weren't going to run away.


I told Mattie that I would be back the next Sunday afternoon and so I was.  We made out a list of a few housekeeping things and I told her I would be back Wednesday evening about sundown with Judge Shaw and our license and if there were any objections we would just marry out there in the road.  I was a little late but I got there just the same and everything went off nice and smooth and we spent our first night with the old folks, but went to our cabin the next morning early.


Our crop was laid by so there was nothing to do now but plan for the future, as after three weeks of planning and studying, my wife told me to go find a place that I could buy and pay for so on Monday morning I set out.  Five days later I found a place ten miles north of Salem, the county seat of Fulton County, Arkansas.  It was a little valley about eighty acres of deeded land with about five acres enclosed by a hip high fence.  It had a cabin made of logs with a puncheon floor.  I got my deed and started home.  It was a distance of about fifty miles but I made it by sundown.  My wife met me at the gate and after a short greeting I showed her the deed and she said, "Lets get started as quick as we can." So in a few days we were on our way.  When we arrived she laughed and said "Well it's just like you said, not much of a home but we can make one of it." And we did.


After staying here eight or nine years, saving up a little money and having quite a lot of stock, we decided we deserved something better than this so we sold out and started west.  We now had five children, Zora, Oliver, Minnie, Delma and Henry. We stopped in Baxter County on account of bad weather and stayed here long enough to make and gather a crop, then started on again not knowing where but after a year of starting and stopping we drove into Paul's Valley, Oklahoma, the prettiest country I had ever seen.  Corn, corn, corn, at fifteen cents a bushel.  We thought we had found the garden spot of the world and decided to settle here.  I started hunting a place and after a week’s hard riding I found a place on Beef Creek, now Maysville, Oklahoma.


It was a hundred acres of land with just a log cabin but it was the best we could do.  It was this or nothing. We lived there three years. During this time our oldest two children died and our sixth one, Charles, was born. My wife’s health got bad so my brother Tom who was living at Cisco, Texas advised me to move there for her health.  This was in August 1892.  I sold my crop to my landlord and moved to Cisco.  Here I put in a stock of groceries and did fairly well.  In September our seventh child, Ruth, was born and my wife kept failing in health until she passed away December 18, 1892, leaving me with five helpless babies, the oldest eight years and the youngest ten weeks old and a stock of groceries and I couldn't take care of either of them.  I tried to sell out but couldn't find a buyer so on the eighteenth of March 1893, I turned my stock of groceries worth about $1600 and $800 of accounts over to my brother and started back to the Indian Territory with my children. (A few weeks later the store was blown away in a cyclone.)


I arrived at Paul's Valley at the dead hour of midnight and was met by old friends Mr. and Mrs. William Barnett and Mr. and Mrs. Jake Harmon of Maysville.  We spent the rest of the night at Harmons and loaded out the next morning for the old Dave May's ranch on Beef Creek where Maysville now stands.  I met many old friends here and we stayed with the Barnetts for three months then an old friend E.R. Spear and wife made me a proposition to keep my oldest boy and girl, Henry and Minnie, food and clothe and school them for twelve months and made arrangements for another friend one of their renters Felix Anderson and wife to keep the two smaller children Delma, and Charlie, at a small cost.  The Barnetts were keeping Baby Ruth, now six months old.


Mr. Spear was planning a trip to Canada and I was to take care of the ranch.  He was gone four months and when he came back I was out of a job.  So I contracted to work for John Props.  I worked eight months and this barely kept my children and myself up.  I was just wondering if I could ever have a home and my children with me any more, when one day he made me a proposition while we were hauling wheat to the granary.  My team was fat and my wagon new and I was using a good-looking set of harness of his.  He looked all this over and said, "Worthington this outfit looks awful good to me.  I'll give you that set of forty dollar harness if you will marry that widow up on the hill and keep your children with you again." He was speaking of the widow of Will Arendell who had a small girl, Ethel.  I took him up on his proposition and in a few days we were in Lexington, eating dinner at the home of some friends named Wallace and I told them about our trade. Mrs. Wallace said she would cook a big wedding supper. After dinner their son-in-law, Bob Grimm went with me up to see the judge who was an old friend of mine.  He said he would get the license and perform the ceremony for two and half and his supper.  On August 2, 1894 Mary Arendall, nee Mary Smallwood, and I were married.


I had a contract to haul brick, sand and rock for a city block in Lexington so my family and I lived there until the last of December, then we went back to the Mays ranch where Mr. Props and I started in to farm on a large scale.  I lost everything I had but stayed there nine years then came the Indian Allotment and we had to move, so we moved to the L.L. Hawk place several miles up the Wichita River.  This was a good move and I made lots of money and many friends.  We now had four more children, Jack, Virgie, and Frank and Fred, twin boys.


Some of my older children were now married and one of my son-in-laws L.W. Love and my self decided to come to Wheeler County, Texas and buy ourselves a home so we bought a section of land which lays two miles north of Mobeetie.  Here our baby boy was born, Hugh.  I have lived here twenty-seven years, some years I have made good and some I haven't.


All my children are married but one of the twins, Frank.  He has been taking care of Mary and I for several years.  Hugh and his wife and little girl are here with us now.  I am not able to farm much now as he is running the place.  Fred, the other twin is in Tucumcari, N.M.  Ruth (Mrs. H.W. Hale) is near Clovis, N.M. Henry died in France, Jack lives at Jericho, Texas, Delma (Mrs. J. E. Tate) lives in Mesa, Wash.  My stepdaughter Ethel (Mrs. R.L. Baley) lives in Spearman, Virgie (Mrs. J.J. Lamphier) lives in Quannah.


Charlie lives in Glasier, Texas and Minnie (Mrs. L.W. Love) lives here in Mobeetie.


I have ten children living, twenty-seven grand children and nine great grandchildren.  I will be Eighty-three years old the second of next August and I can still tend my garden, truck patch, shave myself, and read without glasses.





�
James Henry Worthington (1852) dictated this sketch to his granddaughter Adalee Edna Love, for use in an article in the Pioneers and Veterans Column, probably in Mobeetie, Texas about 1936.





A note attached to bottom of original letter states "When he died he had14 Great grandchildren."


	





Note by Gene Love, GGGrandson of J. H. Worthington:





Another article believed to be the one used in the "Column" states that James' "pa" was Robert of Irish-English descent and his mother was Irish.  There were 6 children, four girls and two boys;





Thomas Jefferson 


Adran (sister) married a Hawkins who died in the Civil War


Mary married W. G. Warner


Laura 


Anna  (1841)


James Henry  (1852) 





James mar. (1) Martha Ada "Mattie" Cockerham


	Zora Bell (or Mary B.)


	Oliver Thomas (or Thomas Oliver) 


	Minnie Lee mar. Len Walker Love


	Aney May (or Anna Lee) 


	Delmer Ada (Female) mar J. E. Tate


	Henry Forest


	Charles Jonathan


	Ruth Edna mar. H. W. Hale





James mar. (2) Mary Smallwood


	Jack


	Virgie (Female) mar. J.J. Lamphier


	Frank (twin)


	Fred (twin)


	Hugh


	Ethel (stepdaughter) mar. R.L. Baley


