This oral history is a compilation of submissions by Robert Theus Hill III and Libby Sartain.  Ms. Sartain is conducting genealogical research on the Hill and Hubbard families.   

Oral History Hill Family

Robert Theus Hill was the eldest son of Abram Wiley Hill and Eveline Elizabeth Hubbard.  He was a student at the Bastrop Military Institute and at Rutersville College.

He enlisted at the age of 20 in Company D of the 8th Texas Calvary, known as Terry’s Texas Rangers.  He was a second sergeant.  His name is listed as Bob Hill.

He was captured and exchanged and then captured again and confined to the prison at Rock Hill, Illinois.  There he suffered every discomfort of cold and hunger that can be imagined.  After the war was over and the other men had returned home, he was given up for dead by all but his mother.  She said, “No Bobby is not dead, I feel he is alive.”

Then a rumor reached them that he was not dead.  Mr. Wylie Hill rode up to John Caldwell’s home to tell his son’s sweetheart, Lou Caldwell, what they had heard, for he knew her heart was aching over her sweetheart’s absence.

But months lengthened into almost a year and he had not returned.  One day the family was at dinner and Mrs. Hill jumped up suddenly from the table exclaiming “Bobby has come!”  Everyone looked at her like she had gone mad with worry, when the front door opened and in he walked.  His mother had recognized the sound of his footsteps across that big front porch at “Ancient Oaks” as only a mother can do.
He had been released from prison; sick, weak and with no money.  It had taken him months to make his way home.

He and Lou Caldwell were married in October 1865.  He was steward of the Methodist Church in Austin for many years and was a farmer and a stock-man on a large scale.

Walter Hubbard Hill was my grandfather.  He died in his sleep in the family home on Gaston Avenue in Dallas.  Walter had a reputation as a hard drinking man and my Dad seem to take little pride in that saying his nickname had been “Whiskey Hill”.

Walter worked in many different professions in his lifetime.  He tried ranching near Childress on what was reputed to be land granted to Abram Wiley Hill for his service in the Texas Revolution at the Battle of San Jacinto.  The early 1900’s were hard on ranchers and to make ends meet he ran one of the first auto garages in the Childress area.  He also ran bus tours to the Garden of the Gods in the summers.

In the 1920’s he moved to the Dallas suburb of Oak Cliff.  He worked as a security guard on the railroad.  

The story is that he tried to break up an illegal poker game and got into a fight with a drunken Texas Ranger.  Rangers in those days were not up to the caliber of today’s Rangers.  The fight spilled out onto the train platform in Marshall, Texas where the train had stopped to take on passengers.

The Ranger went for his pistol, but being drunk was not very fast.  Walter, a crack shot, pulled his pistol first and shot the Ranger dead.  An inquest was held and Walter was no-billed and the shooting ruled justified.

Walter would later become a security guard for the Federal Reserve System and acted as a cash courier to banks.  Sometimes, he would take my Dad (Robert Theus Hill II), then just a boy, along for cover.  His reasoning was who would suspect a man and a boy would be carrying tens of thousands of dollars in cash.  My grandmother, of course, had a shrieking fit when she found out.

About this time Walter was used by the banks as an appraiser and apparently gained some reputation in that capacity.  He also sold ranches and after years of struggling to stay ahead of the bill collector, he made his big score.

He sold a large chunk of the XIT Ranch and made a huge commission.  He won a law suit against him from another agent and he was set.  He built a huge Prairie style home at 4934 Gaston Avenue in Dallas and another over looking Palacios Bay on the Gulf of Mexico.  He retired to a life of quail hunting, fishing and drinking.

Walter and my grandmother, Gertrude (Nonnie), apparently never got along too well.  So now that he could afford it, he lived in Palacios while she and the kids lived in Dallas.  I think he had some sort of a heart problem and returned to Dallas in late 1944.  He died in his sleep a few months later.

Walter had been a unique individual and his children did not fall far from the tree.

Walter married Gertrude North on Aril 20, 1901 in Childress, Texas and they had six children.  She was born September 25, 1882 in Concrete, Texas (DeWitt County) and died on August 12, 1945 in Alexandria, Louisiana.  She had gone there to live with her daughter, Aunt Toddy, when she was too old to live alone in that big old house on Gaston Avenue.  They are both buried at Restland Cemetery in Dallas. 
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