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     Alice Leona Holwell Sartain  
                      1910 

FUNERAL NOTICE 
 

Services will be held over the Remains of 
MR. and MRS. HENRY SARTAIN 

at the Presbyterian Church 
Monday, October 7, 1940 

                    old Presbyterian Church                              At 3:00 p.m. 
 

The original of this funeral card for great-great-Aunt Alice and her husband, Henry, surfaced in my family 
documents.  There are other documents and information on the tragic death of this couple.  Perhaps someday I 
will combine them all into one story, but, for now, family members have all prior information and can add this 
to the individual stories.  (Sartain is pronounced Sar' tən.) 
 
Alice was the aunt of Minnie Nadine Holwell Moore, Sallie Marie Holwell Moore, Raymond Virgil Holwell, 
Sr., and Willard Henry Holwell.  She was the daughter of James Holwell and Mary Louisa Desdemona White 
Holwell Jenkins and was the sister of my great-grandmother, Mary Louisa Desdemona Holwell Holwell.   Alice 
was born in Warrensburg, Missouri where she taught in one-room schoolhouses in Bates County, Missouri until 
marrying Henry, also from Missouri, and moving to White Sulphur Springs, Montana.  
 
Following is the obituary from the White Sulphur Springs, Montana newspaper telling of their tragic car 
accident:    
 
"Mishap Victims Laid at Rest Mr., Mrs. Sartain Funeral Held   WHITE SULPHUR SPRINGS,  Oct. 12.--
(Special)--Funeral services were held Monday afternoon from the Presbyterian Church, with the Rev. Gerald 
Fitzgerald officiating for Mr. and Mrs. Henry Sartain, who died as the results of an automobile accident near 
Maxwell, Neb., Oct. 4. Mr. and Mrs. Sartain left here about 10 days ago on a vacation trip to Nebraska and 
Missouri to visit relatives. Tuesday they had a head-on collision near Maxwell, Neb. Both were taken to a. 
hospital near there. Death occurred the following day. Alice Holwell was born at Warrensburg, Mo., on March 



12, 1872. She taught school at Adrian, Mo., for 10 years. She later became organizer of the Parent-Teacher 
Association in Oklahoma, Kansas, Michigan and Missouri. In 1916 she was married to Henry Sartain at Adrian, 
Mo., and they moved directly to Montana, where they made their home since then. Mrs. Sartain is survived by 
one sister, Mrs. Mary L. Holwell of Colorado Springs, Colo,; a niece, Mrs. P. Moore of Colorado Springs, and 
two nephews, Willard Holwell of Colorado Springs and Raymond Holwell of Denver. Mr. Sartain was born at 
Butler, Mo., May 12, 1B75. As a young man he worked in Billings as stationary engineer before coming to 
White, Sulphur to work on the Ringling railroad between White Sulphur and Ringling. He worked 11 years as 
fireman and engineer on that railroad. From 1935 to 1940 he served as water commissioner of White Sulphur. 
He is survived by three sisters, Mrs. Minnie Jackson of Kansas City, Mrs. Delia Enos, also of Kansas City, and 
Mrs. Jewell Reeder of Los Angeles." 
 
The accident in Nebraska occurred when Alice and Henry were driving back to Missouri to visit relatives.  They 
were then going to return via Colorado Springs to visit other relatives.  Henry attempted to pass a car, crashing 
head-on into an oncoming car.  The woman in the other car was also killed.  
 
                               Henry and Alice in Montana~~~ 

                           

 
 

 



Show me your cemeteries, and I will tell you what kinds of people you have. 

                     ~~~Benjamin Franklin 
 
 
Alice and Henry are buried in Mayn Cemetery in White Sulphur Springs.  The grave on the left below is that of 
Alice's brother, John Logan Holwell, who followed Alice to White Sulphur Springs.  He died in 1934.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

Old cemeteries, veiled in mist, 

Attract the genealogists, 

Whose aim it is to document 

Relationships and each event. 

 

Ancestors lie in ancient graves, 

Some marked by frieze and architrave, 

While other plots are empty, bare 

Of stones to indicate who is there. 

 

At times, a line of epitaph 

Evokes a somewhat rueful laugh. 

You can’t erase a granite slab; 

Some dates are wrong, and that is sad. 

 

For those who travel far to trace 

Their roots depend on such a place. 

“Oh, woe is me!” they cry. “Forsooth! 

Will someone please provide the truth?” 

 

         Alberta Y. Haught 

 


