H ank Sm ith p o sed fo r this p hoto by a
w ell-know n p ion eer Southw est photographer,
Erwin E. Smith, abou t 1909. An unknow n artist
drew th e picture below o f Smith as a
young man. At th e bottom is one o f th e
Southw est’s m ost fam ou s landm arks — H ank
Sm ith’s Stone H ouse in Blanco Canyon.
T he Iwuse bu rn ed in recen t years.

By J. Evetts Haley
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Few audacious adventurers on any frontier could
look back upon as colorful a life as Hank Smith,
first settler on the South Plains of Texas. But
“settling down” was a strange turn for him —the
quiet conclusion of a tempestuous career on many
frontiers which the times would have seemed to
deny.
For when Hank Smith moved to the South
Plains, the last of the wild Plains Indians were
being driven onto the reservations; the fantastic
buffalo hide hunt was at its height; tough-fibered
cowmen were moving on to the Plains ranges; and
the lusty village of Fort Griffin was headquarters
for the robust life on the outer edge of northwest
Texas. No other American borderland had sur
passed this in diverse and exciting action or in its
generous quota of hard, determined and danger
ous men.
But Hank Smith was already a veteran of high
adventure with the sober maturity of 42 eventful
years. Thus in 1878 when he pushed out 160 miles
west of Fort Griffin to locate in that lovely, grassgrown valley that looped in gentle lines from the
waters of Catfish Creek to the chalky cliffs of the
caprock on either side to form Blanco Canyon, he
came, not to adventure, but to “settle down.” For
he had traveled a long and zestful road from the
Bavarian village in which he was bom.
Hank Smith’s people had — since 1680 and at
least until the outbreak of the last World War —
lived in the same sturdy, ancestral rock home in
the village of Rossbrunn, Germany, where Heinrich
C. Schmitt was bom, August 15, 1836.
After the death of his father, young Heinrich,
or Henry, was “apprenticed to learn the machinist
trade.” But just two months later, April 16, 1851,

his mother changed his destiny by making this
simple and touching request of the Mayor of
Rossbrunn:
“My minor son, Henry Schmitt, 14K years old —
wants to emigrate to North America with his two
older sisters (where) . . , there is a good fortune
for all three.” The Mayor and council, joined by
the Catholic priest, “the guardian of the poor,”
immediately approved, observing:

Russell, the greatest freighters in the West. He
helped drive one of their bull trains to Fort
Laramie, Wyoming, while still so small that he
had to stand on a water keg to yoke his oxen.
When the work stock were sold at Laramie, he
joined a Mormon cart train of men, women, and
children, pulling a hundred two-wheeled carts by
hand across the mountains and deserts on the
heart-breaking trip to the Great Salt Lake.

“There stands absolutely nothing in the way of
the request of Margareta Schmitt — on the contrary
— it is for the best of these three children.
“The son Henry is a healthy boy, is gifted with
a good brain. He is well recommended. With his
unlimited brain — his outlook is very bright.” And
his sisters were “both truly good workers and of
good character.”
Here again, in humble miniature, was the old
world offering its best — its brains, sinew, and
character to the challenge of freedom — to invig
orate the new.
Henry tarried for a little while near Peru, Ohio,
worked as a sailor until shipwrecked on Lake Erie,
and still, as a boy, headed for that portion of
America that promised only venture arid danger —
he headed for the frontier. In 1852,he joined a
wagon train from Westport; Missouri, over the
Santa Fe Trail to Fort Fillmore, New Mexico, and
thence to Tucson.
Upon returning to Westport he worked with a
surveying expedition in Kansas and Nebraska,
spending the winter ice-bound on an island in the
Missouri, where, he recalled, we “lived on parched
corn and cottonwood bark,” with the Yancton
Sioux all around, “plenty but peaceable.”
The following year he drifted down the river
and took a job herding work oxen for Majors and

He quit them at Provo to drive an ox-team on
to the Mormon capital, and joined another party
overland to San Bernardino, California. After a
job of riding broncs in front of a saloon for the
drinks, he joined another eager expedition search
ing the mountains for gold.
Undecided between the new Gila or Frazer
River diggings, Hank Smith recalled that they
“stuck a shovel in the ground lightly and which
ever way the wind blew it over, that would be the
way the party would go.” It fell toward the Gila
and they struck out — three hundred miles across
the Yuma Desert to the Gila diggings, made up
of “one tent and a lot of brush shanties.” The rich
pay was in the mountains three miles from water.
They had to pack the ore to the river to pan it
out. When the Indians stole their pack animals,
they kept doggedly at the work, each man packing
a hundred pound sack of ore to the river daily.
When these mines played out, Hank Smith
headed east, in 1858, along the route of the Butter
field Southern Mail, just then starting, and took
a job hauling hay for the mail stations from Tucson
to Yuma.
Between putting up hay and fighting Indians
and renegade Mexicans, he saw plenty of violent
action from the Maricopa villages on the west to
the border below Calabasas. Next he joined a
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trail outfit driving a beef herd from southern
Arizona to Fort Bliss, near El Paso.
From there he fell in with a party made up by
“two old California miners” who, after inspecting
Mexican mission records, were headed for the Rio
Mimbres and the Pinos Altos, north of present
Deming, in search of “an old placer supposed to
have been worked long ago.” In the Spring of
1860, they found the ancient diggings described
in the Mexican archives, but pushed on west hunt
ing better pay, and, discovering it, opened the
Bear Creek Mining Camp. Within three months
a thousand men were swarming all over the hills
to start the Pinos Altos, the Whiskey Gulch, the
San Domingo and other well-known mining camps.
Smith was still there when news of the Civil
War filtered west. The partisan miners chose up
sides; one leaving to join the Union forces that
occupied the forts on the Rio Grande; the other
heading down the river to join the Confederates
coming west from Texas under the noted John R.
Baylor.
After fighting in the Southern ranks, Smith was
captured by the Yankees, and offered amnesty on
condition that he join the Union forces. He did,
to serve as scout, spy, and expressman until the
end of the War, still in southern New Mexico.
After the War he became a wagon-master on
the Santa Fe Trail, hauling goods from the Mis
souri River outposts to the Las Cruces country.
Next he moved down the river from El Paso, con
tracting hay and wood for the frontier posts,
worked his way into San Antonio, and trailed
north with a wagon-train of goods to Fort Griffin
in the early seventies.
There in 1874 he married a Scotch girl fresh to
the frontier from the old country, Elizabeth Boyle,
and opened a tavern under the pretentious title of
“The Occidental Hotel.”

Among the motley crew that came to patronize
him — outlaws, trail drivers, cowmen, army officers
and buffalo hunters — was a somewhat favored son
of fortune, Charles P. Tasker, scion of a Philadel
phia family that flourished in steel. He drove in
with a coach-and-four, put his team up in Hank
Smith’s livery stable, set-up his Mexican driver in
the Occidental with “privileges” at the bar, and,
began hunting buffalo and having a high good
time.
An imaginative if completely impractical man,
Tasker hunted across the rolling ranges toward
the Plains and decided to establish a frontier ranch.
Early in 1877 he commissioned Smith to prospect
“Canyon Blanco from the head of the creek to
where it empties into the Salt Fork of the Brazos,”
and locate his ranch. He wanted a place with
"as pretty a view as possible,” he wrote, on “a
stream or spring that never goes dry, (with) plenty
of water for stock, good grass, plenty of fire wood,
and so far up in the canyon that I will not be
bothered by a town being started near me soon
. . .” Smith made the trip west, in part by way of
the Mackenzie Trail, and located a spot that met
all the specifications.
Meanwhile Tasker, mounting bills deferred by
a glib tongue, had gone back to Philadelphia to
pour the young prodigal’s easy oil of reassurance
of future fortune upon the mounting skepticism
of tougher age that held the purse strings.
Tasker returned and hired numerous hands, forti
fied them against the vicissitudes of the frontier
at Hank Smith’s bar, still on credit, and headed
for the buffalo range to build himself a manorial
home which he named Hacienda de Glorieta —
the Glorious Estate.
He put two hunting outfits at work on the range,
killing, he claimed, 150 buffalo daily. He con
tracted a herd and had it driven to Blanco Canyon.
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C harles Tasker,
P hiladelphia steelm an,
p en n ed this letter
to H ank Smith in 1877
asking him to select
a site fo r a ranch
near B lanco Canyon.
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He employed masons and began quarrying native
stone for the house and burning lime for mortar.
He ordered a bridge built across Catfish for his
convenience where the army teamsters had toiled
without trace or equipment to lay out Mackenzie’s
Trail. He freighted the needed lumber at great
cost from Fort Worth. He sent teamsters, cooks,
masons, hayers, hunters and herders to help con
vert the wilderness into a fabulous hacienda, all
without discipline or direction. And of course he
wound up bankrupt, and hit a high lope toward
Mexico.
Amid claims and brawling counter-claims, Smith,
his heaviest creditor, took over by mortgage, and
in the fall of 1878 moved his family out to become
the first settler within that vast and slightly undulant sea of grass called the South Plains of
Texas. Thereafter Hacienda de Glorieta, in keep
ing with the stern disciplines of this unpretentious
land, came to be known far and wide as “Hank
Smith’s Rock House,” above Catfish Creek, in
Blanco Canyon.
Here Smith brought all the traditional ingenuity
and industry of his people, seasoned by his own
extensive experience, to bear upon the problems
of frontier settlement. He knew that the land was
good, and with typical western optimism, he knew
that when the Indians and buffalo passed, settlers
and cities would come.
Fort Griffin was still the nearest settlement to
the east, while almost equi-distant to the north
west — toward which the Mackenzie Trail led, but
dimly —was the next, Fort Sumner, New Mexico.
Smith conceived a mail line between the two —
giving a short-cut to Santa Fe, and saw it estab
lished. His Rock House became the mid-way sta
tion, the post office of Mount Blanco, named for
a caliche point nearby, and his wife — “Aunt Hank”
— became its first and only postmistress, to serve
out some sort of a record of thirty-nine years. In
between were active times.
Captain G. W. Arrington pitched permanent
camp for his company of Texas Rangers on the
Canyon below him. Conrad and Rath, noted
traders at Fort Griffin, freighted out a stock of
goods and opened a little buffalo hunters’ store
at Mount Blanco, buying hides, smoked tongues
and meat on the side, while Smith sent dried
buffalo meat to the merchants of Weatherford and
Fort Worth. A tanner named E. Chifflet located
at the ranch and began finishing robes from hides
bought fresh from the hunters’ camps, and bands
of outlaws came and plundered. But all these
passed with time, and Mount Blanco reverted to
the simple status of a settler’s home.
As a settler, Hank Smith brought in sheep and
improved his cattle. He found and cultivated
varieties of native wild plums and grapes. In firm

belief that it would be a good fruit country, he
carried on correspondence with horticulturists else
where and experimented extensively. When Paris
Cox came from Indiana to start his Quaker Settle
ment at Old Estacado, to the west, Hank Smith
broke the first sod, planted the first crops and dug
the first well on the Plains proper.
When the original Quaker settlers were discour
aged, he, determined to prove that this land would
produce, broke out a farm in the Canyon, and in
1880 raised thirty bushels of com, and barley,
sixty-five of oats, and twenty-five of beans to the
acre — besides lush, immense melons. Then, pro
phetic of the future, he turned to the production
of milo grains and the feeding of cattle.
When Crosby County was organized, with Esta
cado as the county seat, he became its original
tax-assessor, and traveled hundreds of miles, from
ranch to ranch, over its attached and unorganized
counties, putting their first tangible properties upon
the rolls. While always stable and substantial,
undue ambition never plagued him. He lived in
contentment with the devoted but likewise indi
vidualistic Scotch lady — of whom a country school
teacher, Miss Lillian Ernest, left this fine recollec
tion:
“Her attachment to home was touching.
She never lost the hope of one day seeing
again the stately steamers slipping gently
down the Clyde and out to sea. She re
called with hunger, even when feasting
on the game of Texas, the flavor of the
salt fish from the North Sea. Poignantly she
dreamed of the scent of the heather, of
the hills, the lochs, the busy towns, the
battlemented castles, ‘and every loved spot
which her infancy knew.’ ”
But it could not be, for “Aunt Hank” Smith had
settled to stay, within the walls of Blanco Canyon.
In the fullness of his years, Uncle Hank became
noted as a sort of sage, especially for his fine
recollections of his own vast stage of frontier
action. Other gifted and famous folks, like George
Pattullo and Erwin E. Emith, came to hear his
stirring tales as he peacefully puffed his pipe be
fore the glowing grates in the old Rock House.
At their insistence, he began writing his memoirs,
vivid and fresh and full of meat.
They were but fairly begun when death took
him, May 20, 1912, and left his clan, with the
sturdy traditions of settled men, carrying on with
the problems of the soil along Blanco Canyon.1
1. His memoirs, edited by Dr. Hattie M. Anderson, appear in
Volumes 1 and 2, T he Panhandle-Plains Historical R eview , Canyon,
Texas, 1926-1927.
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THEY
SAID IT
COULDN'T
DE DONE

One sixty-fourth of an inch is not much margin
for error in moving 5,000 tons of steel and concrete
structures. Add to that a battle against time and
the end result amounts to an outstanding engi
neering accomplishment.
The feat becomes even more outstanding when
it is considered that it had never before been at
tempted. But it was attempted and brought to a
successful conclusion at Texas Tech College in
Lubbock. With the conclusion came the fulfillment
of a dream of more than 30 years.
The dream began when Texas Tech made initial
overtures for membership in the Southwest Con
ference. For 29 years Tech officials fought to gain
membership, but their ambitions were not realized
until May 12, 1956, when conference officials voted
to admit the Lubbock school.
Tech met all requirements for immediate par
ticipation in all conference sports except football.
Two obstacles stood in the way —schedule com
mitments made participation impossible before
1960 and the stadium on the Tech campus was
too small to accommodate SWC crowds.
Clifford B. and Audrey Jones Stadium seated
only 27,000 fans. Nearly twice that many seats
were needed. Officials began to formulate plans
to expand.
It was theorized that available facilities should
be utilized. Construction authorities were sum-

moned and it was decided to create a bowl sta
dium, leaving the west stands in place, move the
east stands back, and excavate between them.
But how to get the east stands moved? As far
as anyone knew, such a task had never before
been undertaken.
A Fort Worth firm was engaged as contractor
on the $1,773,000 project and an Indianapolis,
Indiana, firm was sub-contracted to tackle the
moving of the stands. Extensive plans and prepa
rations were studied carefully before the work
began in December of 1959.
The stadium was built originally in seven sec
tions so the job boiled down to that of moving
seven separate structures. The five inside sections
of the east stands were 60 feet wide and 112 feet
deep. Each weighed 350 tons. The end sections
measured 84 feet in length and 112 feet deep and
weighed 435 tons each.
Horizontal steel beams were secured to the con
crete columns and rollers were inserted beneath
them. The Santa Fe Railway Company furnished
4,500 feet of steel rails which were used to lay
three two-rail tracks beneath each section. A
winch truck pulled the stands — one section at a
time — to their new locations 225 feet to the east
where they were set down on new piers.
Extreme caution was required in moving the
sections to prevent cracking. Engineers who de

vised the plan allowed a margin of l,/64th of an
inch for error and to insure this precision, set a
bench mark on each column to check the level
before, during, and after each move.
Moving the stands posed the most unusual
aspect of the expansion project, but it was only
the first step toward completion of the new sta
dium. The playing field had to be lowered 30
feet, necessitating the removal of 250,000 cubic
yards of dirt. The sides of the bowl were slanted
at the same angle as the stands and 33 rows of
new seats were installed along the sides of the
ensuing slope, increasing the seating capacity to
41,500.
New light standards were erected with 576
bulbs of 1,500 watts each — resulting in 110 footcandles of light on the field.
Workers got a boost from the weather in their
effort to sod the new playing field when Lubbock
received an unusually large amount of summer
rain. The new strain of Bermuda grass spread
rapidly and has provided a heavy cover for the
initial game, four months after it was planted.
The Tech Red Raiders will appear on their new
field for the first time on September 17. With their
first All-American player (Center E. J. Holub) in
the lineup, their first chance for a major confer
ence title, and a brand new stadium in which to
play, this promises to be a big year for Texas Tech.

Fertile Farms and Friendly Folks
Water — or the lack of it — has been an influenc
ing factor in the destiny of many a South Plains
area. With it, a community could grow and de
velop; without it, the community too often withered
and died.
This axiom has been true in Floyd County and
its seat of government — Floydada. Without an
abundant supply of water, that portion of the Llano
Estacado could not have become the outstanding
agricultural area that it is today.
Floyd county’s first settler was Arthur B. Dun
can who brought his family to the area with the
intention of buying watered school land in Blanco
Canyon. Before he started, all the watered lands
were for sale under the School Land Act of 1883,
but before he reached Floyd county, the land
board had taken the lands from the market and
leased them to cattlemen.
When Duncan arrived in 1884, cattlemen had
monopolized the fertile watered land and Duncan
was forced to file and settle on 160 acres of dry
school land. For 6)2 years, the Duncan family
lived in a dugout in Blanco Canyon, scratching
out a meager living from the dry land.
In 1890, nine men from Childress toured the
unsettled counties of West Texas and perceived
the idea for a town in the vicinity of Floyd county.
The group included J. K. Gwynn, an agent for
Mrs. Caroline V. Price of Missouri who owned 43
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sections of land on which the town was started
that year.
The first buildings erected in the new town of
Floydada were the Hardy Hotel, Williams Ex
change Saloon, a land office, and a grocery and
supply store.
A public well, complete with windmill, was dug
on the public square to serve the young com
munity consisting principally of tents and a few
frame buildings.
The first settlers supplied themselves with water
daily from the public well. Use of water kegs
was common with water being hauled or rolled
on the ground in wooden kegs. One resourceful
settler supplied his home with water by using the
family dog to pull a rolling keg from the well to
the house, a distance of one-half mile.
Fire was always a threat to the settlers on the
waterless plains. In August of 1890, a great prairie
fire nearly brought disaster to the young town, but
was confined after only a tent and some household
goods were destroyed on the edge of the town.
Early settlers in the Floyd county area often
used the cow carcass method of fighting such
blazes. The nearest cow, regardless of its owner
ship, was killed and its carcass slit. Ropes were
tied to one rear leg and one fore leg, and the
carcass was dragged over the path of the flames
by mounted riders.

Floydada was named the seat of Floyd county
in 1890, setting off a gigantic celebration. Settlers,
ranchers, cowboys, townspeople and others came
to the event, bringing with them buckets of food.
Three barrels of whiskey were set up on the town
square with a tin cup attached to each so the
celebrators could “refresh” themselves.
Two steers were barbecued and speeches were
made by leading citizens. Violin music and enter
tainment added to the celebration.
By 1909, Floydada had grown to a population
of 500, and an election was called to incorporate
the city. The tents gave way to more modem
looking brick buildings. Saloons began to dis
appear. In 1910, the first train pulled into town
carrying passengers and freight.
Disaster struck Floydada on July 4, 1911 when
a fire swept through the entire west side of the
town square, destroying all the business houses.
At that time, Floydada had no fire-fighting equip

ment, only the “bucket brigade,” to fight the blaze.
Floyd county was struck in 1918 by a flu epi
demic that claimed the lives of more than 50
people. With only three doctors and one small
hospital to care for the stricken, the county court
house was used as an emergency hospital. No
public meetings were permitted, no church meet
ings were held, and school was dismissed.
The 1920’s marked the beginning of irrigated
farming in Floyd county. With the coming of
irrigation, “dry land” fanning took a back seat and
new and larger crops began to appear. Today,
large amounts of onions, tomatoes, lettuce, pep
pers, carrots, potatoes, cucumbers, cabbage, and
pumpkins are being raised in addition to cotton,
wheat and grain sorghums.
Agriculture has always been Floyd county’s big
gest industry. In 1959, it ranked fifth in Texas in
agricultural income with an estimated gross of
$46,555,220. The county boasts 1,184 irrigated

L ittle Miss Allison M cLain, left, w on’t start to school
until this fall, bu t already sh e is a steady reader
o f th e m any ch ild ren s b o o ks in the F loy d County Library.
She is th e daughter o f Mr. an d Mrs. H ollis M cLain.
A bove, a w orker is busy cutting onions ready fo r m arket.
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F loy d ad a Country Club, top right,
boasts a n in e-hole g o lf course and
sw im m ing pool. T h e city’s new
high school, center, is o n e o f the
area’s finest. At th e bottom , plans
are draw n fo r sum m er cam p by a
group o f F lo y d County 4-H Club
girls. B elow left, m achinery is
busy in th e city’s paving program .

farms with 2,695 irrigation wells and farms there
average 521 acres with an average gross income
per farm of $39,320. There are 305,500 acres under
irrigation in the county.
Floyd county youth agriculture programs such
as the 4-H clubs, FFA, and Home Demonstration
organizations have won outstanding recognition for
their activities. In March of this year, the Floyd
County 4-H and FFA Fat Stock Show sold more
than $41,000 worth of livestock, most of which
were projects of the club members.
The trend toward greater crop diversification
through these organizations and the increase in
irrigation farming have been responsible for much
of the change in Floyd county farming. An abun
dance of water in the region has enabled farmers
to convert grazing land into productive crop lands.
All the progress in Floyd county has not been
confined to farming activities. The city of Floydada has also been alert to changing times and is
currently experiencing growing pains.
Contractors are putting finishing touches on 138
blocks of new street paving, bringing to 200 the
total blocks of paved streets within the city. A VA
million dollar highway modernization program

made possible by a bond issue in 1957 is currently
underway. It is expected to be completed by 1962.
The tax-supported Floyd County Free Library,
located in the courthouse, boasts more than 10,000
volumes, plus a bookmobile that travels through
out the country.
Chamber of Commerce Manager John Reue
optimistically points to the new modem houses
being built in the city. Between $600,000 and
$800,000 have been invested in new homes and
several new blocks have been set aside for de
velopment.
Floydada has 23 acres in three parks and athletic
fields. Included are lighted tennis courts, a swim
ming pool, picnic areas, football and baseball fields,
and a volley ball court. For golf enthusiasts, Floy
dada has a nine-hole country club course located
on 160 acres of land in scenic Blanco Canyon, nine
miles southwest of the city.
Floyd county residents are confident of the fu
ture and believe they have only begun to develop
the resources of their community and county.
Evidence of this optimism is apparent throughout
the county and city of Floydada.

Onion sheds are busy places in Floydada in the fall.
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H orse racing as exciting as any at m ajor tracks is alw ays a
popular event at L ittle Britches R odeo.

It’s boy and girl against ca lf in the Junior R ibbon Tie
another popular and exciting even t at th e annual rodeo

RUGGED
E0
WRANGLERS
IN
LITTLE
BRITCHES
Some of the small fry stand no more than belt
buckle high to Matt Dillon. And W yatt Earp’s
Buntline Special would nearly drag the ground
when strapped to their hips.
There’s not a professional among them. They’re
all between eight and eighteen and though they
may be short in stature, they are long in courage,
stamina, and competitive spirit.
The third week of August each year finds Little
ton, Colorado, jammed with pint-sized wranglers,
each competing for top honors in the world’s larg
est amateur junior western show — Little Britches
Rodeo. The event that has attracted national and
international acclaim features all the rugged events
of professional rodeos.
This amazing show got its start in 1952 when
officials of the Arapahoe, Colorado, County Fair
decided to sample public acceptance of a genuine
wild west kids’ rodeo as a grandstand attraction.
The results of the experiment surpassed even their
fondest expectations. The rodeo was a smash suc
cess. Contestants and spectators from all over the
nation showed up and a clamour ensued for more
shows of its kind.
Since the first performance, eight annual rodeos
have attracted youths from 43 states, including
Hawaii, and from Canada and the District of
Columbia. Hollywood movies have been made of
the event and feature articles about it have ap
peared in several national magazines. Nearly 5,000
youths have competed for prizes in the nine rodeos
since 1952.

T h ere was lots o f daylight betw een th e hronc and th e boy
in th e p hoto abov e. T he gal below g ra b b ed a tw o-han ded
hold and hung on for d ear life in th e bull riding event.

W ild cow m ilking, top, is on e o f th e m ost hilarious events
in th e rodeo. Bull riding, left, and hronc busting, right,
are popular, too, but not m any contestants stayed on.
B elow , a cow girl turns a fast corner in th e barrel racing.

The show was an easy one to name. Ralph
Moody, who as a boy roamed the same hills where
the show is now being staged, wrote about his
youthful days in a true, book-length story entitled
“Little Britches.” Through special arrangement
and exclusive consent, the author permitted the
use of the name in connection with the rodeo.
Moody has since established the “Ralph Moody
Activity Award” as a segment of the achievement
department of the show.
As all contestants in the Little Britches Rodeo
are amateurs, no cash prizes are offered. Instead,
attractive western prizes such as watches, belt
buckles, trophies and hand-tooled saddles are pre
sented to the winners of the various rodeo events.
This year, 510 prizes were awarded, representing
a value of $5,267. Seventeen major awards of
saddles and trophies went to 1960 winners.
Contestants enter the rodeo in two age groups
— juniors who are eight years through 13 years of
age, and seniors who are 14 through 18. Youths
who will have reached their nineteenth birthday
by September 1 are not eligible to participate.
In the interest of safety, juniors are not per
mitted to compete in the more dangerous events
of bareback bronc riding, saddle bronc riding and
wild cow milking. Each contestant is covered by
accident insurance, paid at the time of registration.
The sole purpose of the four-day event is to
provide youth with a western sport founded on
the principles of good sportsmanship under stand
ard and approved rules of competition. Little
Britches is open to amateur contestants from any
where in the world.
The appeal and popularity of the rodeo can best
be reflected in the large number of youths who
return to compete year after year. One spectator
is reported to have heard a Dallas youngster ex
claim “Mister, this is more fun than Texas.”
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grain storage facilities are at South Plains
in the northern part of Floyd County.
Cover photo by T he Sham rock staff; top
and bottom page 2, Erwin E. Smith,
center page 2, Panhandle-Plains Historical
Museum; pages 6-7, Texas Tech; pages 12,
13, 14, 15, Arapahoe County Fair Associa
tion, Littleton, Colo.
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Let chill winds howl . . . or sear winds
blow! Shamrock 10W-30 Motor Oil is
hardly affected. Near constant in weight, it
has weather conditioning built in. Never
too thick in a cold engine, never too thin in

a hot one, Shamrock 10W-30 is the all-sea
son motor oil that’s just right all the time.
Forget matching oil weights to seasons.
Change to Shamrock 10W-30 and enjoy in
stant and constant protection all year round!

