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WHAT CHRISTMAS WAS LIKE WHEN I WAS A GIRL

by Mrs. Myrtle Bullard 
85 years young

Well, we always had a wonderful 
time! All the young folks and all the 
old folks gathered at the Tredway 
School House for the tree on Christmas 
Eve and we had parties all Christmas 
week!

We lived on the Plains, and two or 
three men vent in the wagon, down under 
the Ceprock, and got a big, nice cedar 
tree, maybe 8 or 10 feet tall, for 
Christmas. And then we would all meet 
and pop popcorn and string it and 
cranberries to decorate it with.

Then we would get our packages and 
put them where they belonged, for who 
they were for, and then we would go to 
a. party after we had the Christmas 
tree fixed.

We had one party at Mrs. Creighton's 
and one at Mrs. West1s. Ever neighbor 
had all the young folks come, and we 
would go there and have our party. We 
would have something to eat and then 
all of us would talk awhile and then 
we would play "Snap1', that old game we 
used to play, a long time ago.

But the best of all, I think, was 
when we broke candy. Each couple 
drew candy, and then if they matched, 
they would get to draw a.gain. As long 
as they matched, they could keep on 
drawing. (It was stick candy, banana 
and lemon flavored, as well as red and 
white peppermint striped.) My partner 
and I did not have very good luck, but 
a lot of them drew three alike, some
times! We just had a wonderful time.

Every night we would have a party somewhere and a dinner every day - Christmas dinner at a 
neighbors - and that night have a party. You remember that? .The dinner was so wonderful and so 
good and the old folks did all the cooking, and then they would come in and watch us play "snap".

For dinner we had boiled ham and sweet potatoes, and those that had cows brought whipped cream 
to put on our fruit, canned peaches and apples. We just had everything good to eat. All kinds 
of salads; apple sala.d, and we would sure have potatoe salad. Everybody would try to bring some
thing different and we would have cakes and pies of all kinds. I believe chocolate was my favorite 
kind of cake, but we had every kind. Oke (Jones) went to the parties; he had a girl, the Currey 
girl, the little one that he went with.

Every day we would have dinner somewhere and that night we would have the Christmas tree. We 
all lined up and all got a lot of nice gifts. The tree really looked pretty after we got it all 
trimmed and everything. I thought we had a wonderful time!

Yes, be bought some Christmas presents. Town (Lamesa) was about 20 miles. We did not have 
much wrapping paper, though. Some people could go to town and get some and they would get some 
for the other ones. The presents looked nice, too, we even had ribbons on the presents.

We had a real time! You remember that!
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Myrtle Jones Bullard was the oldest daughter and child of Sam and Sue Jones, who moved to 

Gail to a farm where they lived in a "dug-out" for a year until they could build a house. They 
came to Gail from Cameron, Texas about 1892 and moved to the Tredway Community after filing on 
a land claim at the Borden County Courthouse in 1903.

Sam Jones freighted for the ranchers from the railroad at Colorado City in order to prove 
up his homestead.

The Sam Jones children were Myrtle, Oke, Eugene Selwyn (Seb), Byron, Ernest and Anna Bell. 
Sam Jones was the president of the Union Church and Sunday School, which was held in the 
school house at Tredway. Brother Stevens was the song leader and Bessie Stevens and Myrtle 
Jones took turns playing the organ for the singing. "Holy Night" was one of the favorite 
Christmas Carols.

Youngsters usually received one present each for Christmas, toys like wagons and trains. 
Trains were very popular because there were very few at that time. Many young Plains children 
had never seen a train. (Cattle were driven to Bovina to be shipped from Borden County.) One 
young man who had ridden on a train once, had all the kids in that area scared to death that 
a train might come through the country side-ways (one half mile long, with the railroad cars) 
and wipe everyone out!

Myrtle Jones married Troy Bullard when she was 19 and moved back to Gail where they had a 
farm. They moved to Lamesa and he worked there as an ice man for many years. After their 
family was grown they went to Oakland, California where she has lived for 29 years;, near her 
youngest daughter, Marilyn Netto.

Myrtle Jones Bullard's oldest, and only living brother, Oke Jones, still lives in Lamesa.

***** ***** *****

Finally, here is the essay, "What Christmas was like when I was a girl", written by my Aunt, 
Myrtle Bullard. One of the high points of our summer trip was visiting my uncle, Oke Jones, 
and Gail, Texas, as well as the Borden County Museum.

Mrs. Doyle (Evelyn Jones) Shipp

***** ***** *****
1972 ANNUAL MEETING T. S. H. S„ C.

The magnificent Lyndon Baines Johnson Library in Austin was the setting for the 1972 Annual 
Meeting of the Texas State Historical Survey Committee, on October 27-28. Oral history and the 
involving of young people in historical preservation was the theme of the 1972 convention. 
Opening with an address by Truett Latimer, ■ executive director of the Historical Survey Committee 
all sessions on October 27 stressed the importance and the techniques of preserving history 
through tape recordings.

The work of recovering, reclaiming and preserving artifacts from Spanish ships, wrecked 
along Padre Island almost four centuries ago, was the subject of an address by Carl Clausen, 
State underwater archeologist. The laboratory where the work of restoring these artifacts is 
in progress was one of the points of interest visited on the Saturday afternoon tours.

At the Awards Luncheon, it was announced that John Clifton Caldwell of Albany was succeeding 
Lester Prokop as president of the Texas Historical Survey Committee. As in previous years, 
the West Texas area was well represented in the awards received. Dr. Rupert Richardson of 
Hardin Simmons University received one of the highest awards for outstanding contributions to 
Historical Preservation. The cward in which Borden County is most interested, Best Newsletter 
of the Year, First Place went to Wise County, Second to our neighbor, Scurry County, and Borden 
County was again in the running with Third Place. Mrs. Pauline Watkins of Crosby County was 
honored as best Sub-Committee Chairman and the scrap book award went to ever active Carson Co.

Other interesting places visited by the Saturday afternoon tours were the Capitol, State 
Houses, the Governor's Mansion, and the State Library and other museums. The convention came 
to a close with a Noche Mexicans Fiesta Gardens on the shores of Austin's Town Lake.

We are indebted to Brud Borden, Scurry County Chairman for this report, as Borden County 
was not represented at Austin for the Convention.

***** ***** ******

MUSEUM REPORT A few items that have been received in our Museum lately - Double Horn Side 
Saddle of L. E. Hurleys; Saddle of Austin W. Bouchier; Vinegar barrel; cash register; scales; 
powder horns; pestles; whipping bat; cap and ball loading shotgun; bull whip; Victrola and 
records; cooker-canner; sewing baskets; 1923 picture of a wolf hunting group; 1917 Oliver Type
writer used by A. J. Cantrell during his tenure as Treasurer of Borden County in 1921; Borden 
School Annuals; Rosary that Bud Cornett got in St. Peter's Cathedral, Rome Italy, that was 
blessed by Pope Pius XII. We are still getting mustache cups and shaving mugs. Won't you send 
us yours? Among our many interesting visitors have been: Okie Jones, Doyle and Evelyn Shipp, 
Earl Wootens, the James P. Princes, Mrs. Nonie (Kelly) Ladd, A. B. Telchiks, The J. W. Loves, 
(her grandmother was Emily Kincaid Turner buried in Gail Cemetary in 1899) J. K. and Naomi 
Mitchell, Tom, Woodson and Billy Bob Keen.
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The paths of the early pioneers who came to Borden County were strewn with fears, hardships, 
privations and death. There were also days of sunshine and real pleasure, days of romance and 
adventure, such were the lives of John Hiram and Mary (Pettitt) Tiller.

Mary Tiller told her story in these words --- I was 14 when I came with my parents, John Lewis
and Sarah Margaret (Dozier) Pettitt, brothers, Alex, Tom, Amos and Johnny and a hired hand from 
Comanche County to West Texas. We came because papa's brother, Amis, who had settled near Herm- 
leigh, Texas, had written about the open range land out West.

It took the caravan, two covered wagons and three hundred head of longhorn cattle, a month to 
reach what is now Borden County. I rode horseback all the way, helping papa and ny brothers with 
the cattle. There were no fences or roads, only dusty cow trails to follow. We camped at night 
along the banks of the rivers and creeks, where we found a haven of evening rest.

We settled on land Southeast of Mushaway Peak in the Magnolia Land and Cattle Range. The 
Slaughter Range was South and West. We lived in a half dug-out awhile, later hauled lumber from 
Colorado City and built a box and strip house. The house had one room. Blankets were hung up to 
divide the room when company spent the night. We hauled our water from Huilum Creek and attended 
school in a half dug-out.

Durham, Texas, the first settlement in Borden County, was the nearest town. A mercantile store 
there was owned by C. C. Rooks and later by Charlie Brown -1890-1893. There was no Gail, Borden 
County was not organized until 1891, however the people had already begun to settle where Gail is 
now. There was a mercantile store West of the present Courthouse. Goods were freighted from 
Colorado City and our mail came once a week.

Tragedy struck the family a year after we came to Borden County. My brother, Amos, 18, was 
accidently shot when his gun struck the comer of a chair as he sat it down. He was buried near 
Durham, Texas.

Weather played an important part in out lives. One day an awful cloud was coming up. My 
brother, Johnny and I were sent to 
bring the cattle closer to home, (a 
loud clap of thunder could have caused 
them to stampede in all directions.) 
Johnny rode too close to the bank of 
Huilum Creek, the horse skidded and 
both fell in the water. By the time I 
could get my horse stopped, Johnny was 
almost drowned, and his horse was headed 
home. I grabbed Johnny by his heels and 
drug him out on the bank, put him on my 
horse and started home. We were met by 
papa, who had started out looking for us.

On the open range all cattle ran 
together. The cattlemen had used mes- 
quite post to build a set of corrals 
for working the herds. These corrals 
were about three miles South of our 
house. When we rounded up, it was ny 
job to help Mama cook for the crew.
I slipped out one day and headed for 
the corrals. (I had a crush on one of 
the cowhands.) A cowboy was coming to 
the house after something, he told the 
other boys that I passed him just like 
a deer headed SouthJ

Yes, there were days of romance out on the range. John Hiram Tiller, a cowboy on the Slaughter 
Ranch came over and helped during the Fall Roundup of 1890. I did not see him again for a year.
He came over several times after that. Once, when he spent the day with us, 6ne of those "Blue 
Northers" blew in. We tried to get him to spend the night, as it had already begun to snow, but he 
saddled his horse and went on. The snow was coming down so fast that the horse could not find his 
way. Johnny came to an old shack in a canyon between the M K and Slaughter Ranches and went in, 
leading his horse after him. He got under some hay and covered with his saddle blanket, then 
passed out. The next morning, papa, knowing he couldn't have found his way home, went to look for 
him. Hiram, said the last thing he remembered, was not to pull his boots off, as his feet would 
swell. Papa brought him and the horse home for a few days, then took him back to Slaughter's in 
a wagon, as he still was unable to ride.

February 10, 1895

JOHN HIRAM TILLER AND MART ELIZABETH PETTITT TILLER

This was the young cowboy I married on February 10, 1895* Papa bought the home spun white 
cotton material for ny wedding dress in Colorado City. It was the smoothest and micest material I 
had ever seen. A neighbor helped Mama make the dress. The long sleeves, trifiyned with lace, were 
puffed at the shoulders. Wide lace was gathered to make the collar. I kept the dress for many 
years. Judge J. N. Searcy, came out in his buggy from Gail to the house and married us.

I remember before I married and after the Courthouse was built in Gail, my parents would take
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me to some of the dances and they always took me home, too. These dances usually lasted all night 
and sometimes several days. Cowboys would come long distances to dance with the "Belles of the 
Ball".

A severe drought hit Borden County in the 1890's. 
There was little grass. Where water holes had been, 
just mud or completely dried up. I helped my mother 
tail up many a cow, while papa and my brothers were 
working on other ranches or freighting. Mama would 
get ahold of the horns and me the tail, trying to get 
her up. We lost nearly all of the cattle. Papa 
freighted and with the cattle we had left, managed to 
buy more and build the herd up some.

Because of the drought, we left Borden County and 
moved to Estancia, New Mexico and stayed two years, 
and then came to Mitchell County. I remember it was 
nearly night, on a very cold day in December, 1904, 
when we arrived there. We stayed in the wagon yard 
that night, then moved ten miles to Rogers which was 
Northwest of Colorado City. Many freight wagons that 
hauled supplies to Borden County came back by our 
house loaded with bones. These were the bones from 
the cattle that died in the drought.

We had nine children. Hiram passed away in 1944- 
I am a Charter Member of Calvary Baptist Church and 
participated in ground breaking ceremonies, July 21, 
1966, turning the first shovel of dirt.

Mrs. Mary Tiller, 96, passed away July 4> 1972.
We have some pictures in the Museum of John Tiller and MK Cowboys.

This article wa,s written by Vivian a.nd Pauline Clark from an interview with Mrs. Mary Tiller 
in 1971, interviews with Mrs. C. L. Boyd, a daughter, Pearl Levilsey, a granddaughter and material 
from "The Colorado City Record".
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OLD BACK BAR RETURNS TO ORIGINAL HOME
By Doris Rudd

Sometime last summer, Mr. and Mrs. B. W. Branch, discovered an old "Beck Bar" belonging to 
Mr. T. A. Wilson, stored in an old building in'Meadow, Texas. After talking to Mr. Wilson, they 
learned tha.t this back bar had once stood and reflected the "likeness" in its large mirror, the 
cowboys, nesters, drummers and travelers who visited the A. B. Spears Saloon in Gail.

We do not know the exact dates the bar was in the saloon in Gail but Mr. A. B. Spears was 
issued a Bond and Retail Liquor License dated April 1, 1893. The Bond was in the amount of $5,000 
and was good only if he did not violate certain laws, some of them being "not sell or permit to be 
sold in his place of business any spiritous, vinous or malt liquors or medicated bitters capable of 
producing intoxication to any person under 21, any student of an institution of learning, habitual 
drunkard or any person after being notified in writing, through the sheriff, by the wife, mother, 
daughter or sister of said person." The license also prohibited the sale of more than one gallon 
to be sold to one person to be drunk on the premises. Mr. Spears made some laws of his own, one 
being that his customers be as quiet as possible and use no "foul" language, to respect the lovely 
lady, Mrs. Berry, who operated a millinery shop 
a few doors up the street.

The tax for operating the saloon was 
$375.00 state tax and $189.50 County tax. Then 
on the 22nd day of July, 1911, the Commissioners 
Court canvassed the returns of Special Prohibi
tion Election that was held in Borden County.
The s-le of liquor was defeated in Borden County,
119 votes to 75. The saloon building was moved 
to the Pearce place, where with its bullet holes, 
it stood until recently. It was torn down and 
the lumber is part of the Museum display.

Mrs. Branch, being a native of Borden 
County, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Ned Smith, 
thought the bar should be returned to its orig
inal home and be placed in the Borden County 
Museum for the descendants of the cowboys, nest
ers, drummers, and travelers to enjoy. Mr. and 
Mrs. Branch told Naymon Everett, O'Donnell, an ardent supporter of the Museum about the bar, and 
Naymon told Mr. and Mrs. Vivian Clark (Mrs. Clark is Chairman of the Museum). The Clarks went to 
Meadow, where they contacted Mr. Branch and Mr. Wilson and were taken to the old building to see 
the back bar. Mr. Wilson said he haa gotten the bar from Mr. Don Swafford, who had owned the drug 
store in Meadow where the bar had been used for many years. Mr. Wilson .agreed to donate the bar



Page 5
to the Borden County Museum. Pat Hensley and Shorty Farmer hooked on to a flatbed trailer and 
went after it and delivered it to the Frank Miller Ranch. Mrs. Miller worked, off and on all 
summer and fall to restore it to its original beauty.. This week, Doyle Newton and Robert Mennix 
loaded it in a stock trailer and moved it to the Museum where it stands only a block from its 
original home, holding its many secrets of the past.

***** ***** *****

J. D. MITCHELL, 65, a. native of Borden County, passed away October 9> 1972, in Seminole, Texas, 
where he had lived since 1946. Burial was in Snyder, Texas. He is survived by his wife, Ila Bee 
(Periman) Mitchell. Mrs. Mitchell recently received a commendation for J. D.'s devotion and 
service to his country in the armed forces, World War II, signed by President Richard Nixon.

SAM KEEN, 89, long time resident of Borden County, died October 23, 1972 at Hillcrest Lodge in 
Snyder, Texas and was buried in Gail Cemetery. He is survived by a brother Olin Keen.

MRS. R. C. (MARY) LOTT, Borden County School Nurse of O'Donnell, passed away October 28, 1972.
Burial was in Lamesa, Texas. She is survived by her husband, a daughter, Mrs. Tommy Hancock and 
a son, John Charles Lott.

JESS SLAUGHTER, 78, pioneer cowboy of Borden County and former Sheriff of Howard County passed 
away November 24, 1972. He was Justice of Peace of Howard County at the time of his death. He 
is survived by his wife, one son and a daughter.

MRS. J. R. CUNNINGHAM, passed away November 5, 1972 in Tahoka with burial in O'Donnell, Texas.
Among her survivors is Norval Cunningham of Gail.

MRS. JOHN JACKSON, 64, of Vealmoor passed away November 20, 1972 while on a hunting trip.

MRS. R. CLYDE MILLER, (Bess Riley), LONG TIME RESIDENT OF Borden County passed away November 8,
1972. She is survived by her husband, Clyde Miller, and children, Mrs. Excel (Elizabeth) Smith, 
Riley, Ritch and Ralph.

ROBERT E. WARREN, 76, of Fluvanna, Texas passed away November 28, 1972. Burial was in Fluvanna. 
Survivors are his wife and daughters, Mrs. Royce Patterson, Mrs. G. K. Fambro, Mrs. Ralph Price, 
and sons, Bobby and Jake.

MRS. LEE (Docia Sealy) WOOTEN, passed away December 1, 1972 with burial in Slaton. Mrs. Wooten 
grew up in Borden County and is survived by her daughter, Mrs. Bryan Williams of Post.

***** ***** *****
A generous donation has been received by the Borden County Museum from the T. L. Griffins.

The Vivian Clarks gave a Memorial to the Museum in memory of Roy Shaffer.

Memorials have been made by Mrs. Carl Gray, The Raymond Lloyds of Snyder and The Vivian Clarks of 
Gail in memory of J. D. Mitchell.

Mrs. Carl Gray, Leta and Lorena have made donations to the Museum in memory of Fairy Shaffer,
Morgan Coa.tes, Sam Keen and Gladys Engle Shumake.

In memory of Mrs. J. R. Cunningham the Museum received a donation from the Vivian Clarks.

Mr. and Mrs. Bobby Burrus of Miles, Texas have made a donation in memory of Mrs. R. C. Lott, Jr.
**** ***** *****

Among the interesting people who have visited the Borden County Museum recently was Mr. and 
Mrs. Tom B. Saunders, III and their daughter and her husband, Mr. and Mrs. James Calhoun, all of 
Fort Worth. Mr. Saunders spent some time in Borden County at the OB Ranch when his father had it 
leased in the 1920's. Mr. Saunders is now Vice-President and Parade Chairman (since 1946) of the 
Southwestern Exposition and Fat Show Show. He also operates the original T. B. Saunders and Co. 
offices on the Fort Worth Livestock Exchange. These officer established by his father were the 
first opened there. Mr. Jim Calhoun is president of the National Cutting Horse Association.

Since the first Tom Saunders established a ranch near Goliad in 1850, the family has been 
making Texas Histoiy. Besides opening the first office on the Livestock Exchange, Tom Saunders II 
was one of the first exhibitors in the Fort Worth Stock Show and was the first to transport cattle 
to the Fort Worth market by truck rather than by trail drive. Grandfather W. D. H. Saunders 
trailed beef for the Confederacy to New Orleans until his herd was confiscated at Vicksburg and 
then, to quote his grandson, he "joined up". A great contribution to Texas History was made by an 
uncle George W. Saunders who was largely responsible for gathering and compiling the priceless 
historical material in the books "Trail Drivers of Texas and the Southwest". If you have an 
original edition of these books, fortune was indeed smiled on you. George W. Saunders also helped 
organize the Texas and Southwestern Cattle Raisers Association and the Old Trail Drivers Association 
He is pictured in the "Biographical Album of Western Gunfighters" not because he was a gunfighter 
but because he made such an effective action picture riding a snorting bull down the main street 
of San Antonio that they could not resist including it.

Tom Saunders III has gathered mementoes of the six Texas generations of his family, including
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his children, into a family museum "to keep the grandkids from forgetting how it was". The museum, 
housed in an old bunkhouse, displays pictures of the family, stock shows, parades, ranch scenes, 
friends and visitors including Will Rogers, some of the Roosevelt family and many movie stars and 
other famous people. There are many articles representing memories of the cattle drives and 
pioneer history, and highlights of the family memories. There are also pictures of Borden County 
which Mr. Saunders has promised to have reproduced for our Museum. We want to express our appre
ciation for his interest and to share his interesting letter with you. We quote:

First chance I've had to write since meeting you folks, and seeing your splendid and veiy 
interesting museum during our trip to West Texas last weekend.

After attending the quarterly meeting of the directors of the Texas and Southwestern Cattle 
Raisers" Assn, in Midland, I had a strong desire to drive back to Ft. Worth by way of Gail, to show 
iny daughter and her husband, Jim Calhoun, and ny wife a historically x*eal little Cowtown, as well 
as the OB Ranch my father operated thru late nineteens and early 1920's, the old Mushaway Peak 
landmark. All of which have been imbedded in my memories for 50 years - creating a source of often 
told tales about what I've always felt, was Texas' most typical ranch country.

Being there again, and enjoying the old part of the town and the museum preserving a lot of 
those memories - I couldn't keep from looking toward Mushaway Peak, and thinking about the many 
hours I spent on top after riding up and leaving my horse half way - and then laboriously climbing 
to its' rim, to daydream and gaze on a beautiful view unlimited - when I should have been riding 
and fixing fence.

Seventeen years old at the time in 1923, and reading the carved dates and names of others that 
had been on the rim before ny T. B. S. was chipped there - the earliest date I remember by a white 
man was 1849. Headed in his wagon to the California gold rush, I imagined. Indian sign was there 
too, probably scratched as they waited to locate those wagon trains. I did a lot of thinking and 
dreaming of the future during those enjoyable times spent on top of Old Mushaway and riding and 
working with others in those big pastures of the OB, but little did I dream then when I left after 
the fall work was over late that year - that I wouldn't set foot on the OB again for almost 50 
years. Unbelieveable, as much as I loved it, but the livestock market here and our ranching inter
est, after my father died in 1929, all centered in adjoining counties, Oklahoma and Kansas and I 
never had but one occasion on a cattle buying trip, to drive thru Gail in 1938 - at nite and 65 
miles per hour, in a hurry as usual.

"Day-dreaming on that rock, I had hoped that my future would have been as lucky as it's 
turned out to be by having a goodlooking wife for over 41 years, a son 38 and a daughter almost 
40, both married and having also a son and daughter each - and all living on ranches nearby. Maybe 
ol' Borden County, The OB Ranch and Mushaway Peak started me out on this lucky enjoyable life. Any
how its always held a warm spot in my heart, although its been a half century getting back to see 
it. The country was a lot more grass on it than I ever remembered, but that whole country from 
San Angelo across to Lubbock is in better shape than its been in years. We've been the driest 
since 1909 in this area, until last weekend when the rains started and and we have had 7 inches 
since then. Maybe going back to Gail changed my luck on that too?

Since I mentioned my kids and grandkids above, and also told you something about my ranch 
museum near Weatherford, I'm taking the liberty to send you all an article about us that was in 
the Ft. Worth paper last Jan, before the Stock Show started. Those pictures you can barely see by 
my grandsons' picture are all scenes made on the OB Ranch. I'm going to have copies made and will 
send them to you as soon as they are finished. I hope you, Mr. Clark, or someone out there can 
indentify some people I've forgotten names of. I have one picture of two belles of Gail, that I 
made it a point to see every time I rode into town from the ranch. "I took the picture while they 
gracefully balanced on the side of a cistern." I hope they're still living and can be indentified.

If those few other stores could be replaced and those remaining repaired to look like Gail 
did 50 years ago, you'd have a very interesting tourist attraction of an authentic frontier cow-
town. It seems a shame not to preserve that old house and the stores that made up Gail across
from the Courthouse and jail. Replacing the missing stores - and seems like there were board 
walks and leanto roofs connecting the stores. I may have dreamed this - but I do remember one of 
the 0B hands riding his horse up on the board walk. The ol' pony didn't like the loose feel and 
rattlin' of those boards, and broke into with the cowboy, and bucked almost their length and 
jobbing his head in the roof rafters with eveiy jump. We sawed and nailed back busted boards to 
keep 01' Bert out c|f that jail across the street. He had gotten some moonshine encouragement from 
some Big Spring bootleggers the nite before.

The first cowboy burial I ever witnessed was there in the cemetery north east of town, if my 
memory of the location is correct. I forget who he was or from what ranch he worked - but I'll 
never forget the crude but impressive ceremony it was. The ground was dry and the digging was 
hard as we all pitched in to dig it. I don't guess he had a family there as I don't remember any 
women mourners, only 8 or 10 cowboys in their colorful working clothes, with leather leggins, spurs 
and broad brimmed hats held awkwardly in their hands, as their heads bowed. As the pine box casket 
was lowered with a lariat rope, held under and on each side by a cowboy - and I don't think I was 
the only one that cringed when those hard clods of red dry dirt being shoveled in, hit the pine box
below with a sound that echo'd out thru the mesquites. A preacher or a volunteer, I don't remember
which, gave a short sermon followed by the most gravel voiced ol' cowboy breaking into a song - 
the first time I ever heard it - "Oh bury me not on the lone prairie, wnere the coyote howls and 
the winds blow free." The thought of that burial and that cowboy song has stayed in my heart and
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memories these many years. I've forgotten his name - if I ever knew it - but one thing I know, 
he's still where the coyote howls and the winds blow free.

In the museum that day, we discussed some of the people we knew - such as the Smoots. You 
called him Loany? I always remembered his name to be Lonnie. I don't believe I ever had occasion 
to spell it, so I wouldn't really know. I remember Mr. Beals adopted son, Bill. Also a Bert 
Little-John, and of course Horace Benson, who was Dad's foreman and whom I lived with in the old 
ranch house with the OB painted on the roof. Incidentally, I have some pictures of the house as 
it looked in 1923 - and the brand shows plainly, which I'll send with other pictures. We drove 
down by the house -that one used to see plainly from the road, but now hidden by mesquites - and 
it gave me a bad case of the blues to see it as rundown as it is now. I don't look quite in as
good shape as I did 50 years ago, but one can b.uy new lumber and bricks can always be put back on
s chimney. I wish the Ranch Headquarters Assn, at Lubbock could have it moved onto their museum
area. I'm going to tell Mr. Holden and D. Bums about it the first time I see them.

Never will forget the time several of us were riding back to the wagon - which was camped 
near the house - and jumped four coyotes in a long draw. We all built loops at the same time and
ol' Lonnie and I made a catch. Mr. Stewart, who was running the ranch for Raleigh White and Billy
Bevans of Menard, whom had leased it from Dad - and I hired out to them - had a big bad Bulldog 
which we decided to carry one of the wolves in to see a good fight. Being the youngest, I was
delegated kindly to be the 'goat' and carry the snarling, smelly thing several miles to the house.
Arriving there, 01' Bulldog came growling to us in a mad run, with the hair on his neck standing 
straight up ready for battle. I threw the coyote to the ground, all expecting a vicious fight - 
but no - old Bulldog, for once had found him a lady friend and was content just to sit there and 
admire her,

I wonder if anyone is still around there that remembers the 3000 head of Brahma steer year
lings that were put on that ranch in the late summer of '23. The first shipment of 900, were 
received from the railroad in Fluvanna, and finally driven to Gail, after several days of gathering 
them in cowlots, town lots and pastures after they'd stampeded across the prairie-dog town that lay 
right in front of the stock pens' gates, and headed in a dead run for the main street of Fluvanna 
itself. In that predominant Hereford cattle country, no one seemed to know much about handling 
Braham cattle, and since I'd had limited experience around them in south east Texas I cautioned 
Horace Benson to have the boys ease them out of the rail-road pens, without any yelling, quirt 
popping noise.

Being a kid, they did't pay much attention to me and went thru the usual procedure of opening 
the gates - whooping, hollerin' and hitting their leggins to drive the cattle out. That was the 
mistake they made, as those wild and train weary Brahams from the King ranch, exploded out of 
those gates three deep. The cowboys on the outside were spaced right to turn a drove of gentle 
cattle around the pens and head them out the lane to Gail and the 0B Ranch - but there wasn't any 
heading and turning of any part of that -herd as they stampeded.' in every direction, mainly toward 
Fluvanna town.

I was out on the right wing when the lead bunch broke across the Prairir-dog town, headed at 
full speed toward somebodies ol' milk cow, staked out in a weed covered vacant lot. Jobbing the 
spurs to ny horse, I made a run to head and turn those yearlings away from her. What I didn't 
know but found out pretty quick when I got between the running cow and the yearlings trying to 
catch her - that she had been staked to an old rusted out stove with a sixty foot chain, as ny 
horse and I crodded over that fast draggin', rattleing chain with the stove a few feet away, 
bouncing and jumping thru the weeds straight toward us - you could have heard me hollerin' "Whoa1', 
for two miles as I tried to pull that pitching horse's head up, as well as the saddle horn off!

When I did finally get him stopped - and my wind and wits regained - I had no idea where the 
cattle went, but learned later that they headed right down thru the main street of Fluvanna. As 
people ran out of the stores to try and stop, turn or slow the cattle down - and with housewives 
running out of their homes brandishing brooms in an attempt to keep the running, frightened, 
fightin' Brahmas off their yards, only made the cattle harder to handle. As mentioned before, it 
took our crew and a number of horseback town people several days to find and gather the 900 steer 
yearlings. Being young cattle, and not too long removed and weaned from their mammies, they 
evidently were seeking help and protection from man made excitement "and a foreign tongue, as all 
the sound language they evidently knew was Spanish". Because we found from one to seven or eight 
head that had jumped over the fences into cow-lots. This had quieted them down considerably -but 
there wasn't milking done around town until we gathered and headed them out.

To ny knowledge, they were the first Braham cattle those natives had ever seen in the stock- 
pens out there, because the question most asked - before the stampede - was "What in the world did 
Tom Saunders (meaning Dad) want to ship all those Jerseys out here"? Although the cattle were 
jersey colored, and standing around docile like they might have resembled some jersey breeding - 
if you didn't notice the ears and humps. It didn't take the town folks long to get acquainted 
with their dispositions - and if they still thought they were Jerseys, I'll bet they figured they 
were the wildest ones they ever heard of.

We finally left Fluvanna and trailed them for three days to the 0B. Put. an Open A Bar A 
brand on their left side and turned them out. The balance of the cattle were shipped to Dermott - 
and I wouldn't be at all surprised if it hadn't been at Fluvanna's request.

Well, Mrs. Clark, after wading thru all these tales "I'll bet you won't be encouraging any
body else to write all they know about Borden County." Anyhow I've enjoyed the nostalgia you 
gave me the incentive to think and write about. I sure want you to find out if anybody remembers



these incidents of the summer of '23. Page 8

•I aiso wSrrk to receive your Museum newsletter, and send me the subscription charges. When 
you write Mrs. Frank Binningham again, please remember me to her, as I thought so much of them both,
Mr. Frank and my father were very close friends as well as partners in a lot of cattle deals years 
ago. Hope you don't think me too presumptious in sending the old newspaper page on the family and 
my ranch museum, but I wanted you all to read about it. I'll send the pictures soon as I can. 
Excuse the lengthy letter. Regards, /s/ Tom B. Saunders

I am 86 years old and have lived in or near this area most of my life. I lived near Portales, 
New Mexico where I married a cowboy named George W. Foy on March 6, 1907. About 3 years later we 
moved to Loraine and later farmed in that area for many years. I was b o m  in Van Zandt County, 
Texas on April 13, 1886. My parents were Mr. and Mrs. George W. Mclnturff. My mother was Lark 
Frances Tull before she married. George passed away in 1958.

When I was about four years old, we left Van Zandt and headed West. We had two wagons. One 
was horse drawn and was driven by a hired hand. The other was driven by ma. Her team was a yoke 
of oxen. Once an ox was sick and a cow was yoked up with an ox to make a team. That cow really 
pitched, bawled and had a fit.

In 1896 we moved to a section of school land on the Colorado River at the mouth of Bull Creek. 
Our house was located at what was called the Fresh Water Hole. Because of this water, people were
around all the time. We were squatters but Pa bought the improvements which included a house and 
stage stand from Edd Cullen. We kids were in business. For $5.00 a month, we penned up the 
horses for the mail carriers who hauled the mail between Colorado City and Gail. The horses were 
theirs and our job was to have them ready to go. We did not do the harnessing for them. It was 
either a Will or Bill Kincaid who brought the mail from Gail. At our place he exchanged mail sacks 
with Henry and Bayler Fields who ran the mail from Colorado City. Once in a while, they had a 
passenger. They used hacks and not stage coaches. We were paid by the carriers. If the roads 
were real muddy, sometimes Kincaid used a cart. One day while playing with the cart, my brothers,
Frank and Jeff and I pushed the cart into the Colorado where it bogged down in seeping mud and
sand. The shafts sticking straight up were about all you could see of it. Neighbor boys, John
Irwin and Tom Jones came by and helped us get It out. We had to tromp back and forth, take the
wheels off and operate shovels but we finally made it and pa and ma never knew. The hard work 
took all the fun out of our little trick.

I almost forgot to tell how the mail got through when, the river was on a rise. A real tall 
post was on each side of the river with a big cable fastened between them. A big ring was fast
ened to the cable and then a row boat fastened to the ring. That way the mail was ferried. When 
the mail hack carried passengers, they would sometimes eat with us. One day Jeff scared two well 
dressed ladies by turning loose a jumbo grasshopper.

School lasted 3 months at a time. There were not enough students in any one place to have

at all. We took turns going to each school. The first school I went to was Red Bluff on Willow 
Creek. The teacher was D. T. Bozeman from Cuthbert. Next was a school on the Lowery place, then 
Womack to which we rode horseback. The fourth was Badgett and we rode horses again. May Jones 
was the teacher on the Lowery Place. We did not have grades. Our desks were home made; we used 
slates, read from McGuffey's Reader and used the Blueback Speller. Older children studied United 
States History. We had regular store bought lunch buckets. Each bucket had a little "syrup well" 
made into the lid. This well had its own small lid. A school lunch usually had eggs, meat, butter 
and syrup. (As told by Mrs. Foy to her daughter, Mrs. Vernon Wagner.)

FROM THE PENS OF OUR READERS: Your Borden County History is also the history of many small West 
Texas towns... Still hoping to get by the Museum again. Had such a good time before with Nannie

We so enjoyed our short stop at the Museum, Sunday the 17th, will be sending others your way.
Mrs. John T. Tippit, Tahoka, Texas

- 5 H B B B E •JHHHHS-
WEST TEXAS PIONEER Mrs. G. W. Foy

school. All of us from about 4 districts had school together in order to be able to have school

•iHBHBh

Cope and Blanche Hamilton. Mrs. W. K. Crawley, Lamesa, Texas
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