
In September, a gentleman by 
the name of  Willem Schmidt, 
who lives in France, discovered a 
dog tag while digging in his 
garden.  The dog tag belonged 
to Willie I. Tubb, who was a 
Coke County native and served 
in World War I.

After conducting some 
research, Willem found a blog 
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My dad, Arthur Milton Tubb, 
was born November 15, 1894, 
in Leon County, Texas, to John 
Lee Tubb and Bettie Beatrice 
West Tubb.  He was one of  
three children.  When he was 
nine years old, the family moved 
to Sanco and later to Robert 
Lee.  When he was a young boy, 
he helped build the Coke 
County Jail here in Robert Lee.  
As a young man, he learned to 
play the guitar; he loved to play 
and sing.

In 1917, during World War I 
he was inducted into the Army 
and transported to Fort Sam 
Houston in San Antonio, along 
with other Coke County men.  
He was inducted with Willie I. 
Tubb and Pammie Landers.  
The three found San Antonio to 
be a very colorful place in 1918.  
They lived in tents and trained 
with whatever was available for 
them.  There was an epidemic 
of  the flu during that time; a lot 
of  men had to be hospitalized 
and many died.

Willie I. Tubb was born to 
George W. Tubb and Sarah J. 
Tubb in 1894.  He grew up in 
Coke County around the Silver 
area.  He attended school there 
and graduated there and went 
to secondary school.  He taught 
school for several years.  In fact, 
he taught some of  the men 
when he was in the service, as 
they had little education.

Pammie Z. Landers was born 
1888 in Thrifty, Brown County, 
Texas, to A. K. and Catherine 
Landers.  He was one of  nine 
children.  Later the Landers 
family moved to a 200 acre farm 
north of  Robert Lee.    They 
became acquainted with other 
families there, and the area later 
became known as the 
Friendship Community.

These three men were good 
friends, and my dad, Arthur, 
was a second cousin to Willie I.  
They were getting ready to be 
shipped out overseas to France 
to help in the war against 
Germany.  My dad, like the 
others, had been equipped with 
all the necessary gear and had 
been trained for war.  Marching 
by foot or riding by horseback in 
the cavalry, my dad, Arthur 
Tubb, was assigned for certain 
duties.

The unit was to leave in a 
matter of  days for Europe.  My 
dad was riding by horseback 
and the pavement was wet.

The horse slid down, falling 
on my dad, causing injury to his 
back.  The doctors’ 
examinations left no alternative 

but to keep my dad from joining 
the unit going overseas, much to 
his disappointment, because he 
wanted to be with his buddies.

Alta Bilbo of  Robert Lee said 
she remembered when the men 
left home to go to war.  She said 
she was 17 years old in 1918, and 
it  was a sad time.  Alta said it 
was hard times and they couldn’t 
buy certain things.  They all got 
together to help in the war
effort.  They rolled bandages to 
send to the Red Cross and 
Salvation Army.  She said there 
was an epidemic of  flu 
everywhere.  Alta told me the 

drug store was owned by Charlie 
Goss, and Dr. Coalson was the 
doctor.  Her husband to be, Alli 
Bilbo, worked in the drug store.

Floy Sawyer, also of  Robert 
Lee said she was 5 years old in 
1918, and times were hard.  She 
said her father was a farmer and 
they had to move a lot because 
of  bad crops.  She said a man 
drove her and her family from 
Indian Creek near Brownwood 
in a large touring car to the train 
station in Brownwood.  They 
went to College Port, Texas, on 
the bay, to try with new crops.

(Continued on page 11)

online created by Willie’s great-
nephew, John Millican, that 
chronicles Willie’s life and 
military career.  John uses his 
blog to honor his great-uncle’s 
memory and to make sure that 
he is not forgotten (the website 
address for the blog is 
www.myunclewillieandworldwar
idiary.blogspot.com).

Willem reached out to John 
and after corresponding, Willem 
mailed the tag to John.  Willem 
also attached a note expressing 
his happiness that this piece of  
family history was back where it 
belonged.

After almost 100 years, 
Willie’s tag was back on Texas 
soil.  


