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THE BLIZZARD OF 1918

On January 10, 1918, the worst blizzard in living memory howled across the plains of Texas 
and New Mexico. Perhaps there are those still living who remember the terrible "blue northers" 
of the 1880's and 90's, but for most of us that January 10th was the blizzard of the century.
Some may remember the date as the 8th of January, confusing it with the old time fiddle "break
down" by that name.

Not only was this the worst blizzard within memory but the losses and suffering were greatly 
intensified by one of the most severe droughts ever to plague West Texas. This dramatic display 
of nature was enacted against the backdrop of a man-made drama, the terrible years of World War I. 
This conflict, with its conscription, its crowded, hastily erected Army camps, its epidemics, 
rationing, war bond drives and local red cross chapters, rolling bandages and knitting mufflers, 
had brought to an abrupt end those tranquil days with which this century began.

In 1917, almost po rain fell. Scurry County recorded 8.15 inches. Dawson County recorded 
only 3.22 inches. Many seed, planted that year, did not sprout until rains came the following 
spring. Sand, driven by fierce winds, was piled along fence rows, sometimes covering the fences 
entirely, filling country lanes from fence to fence. Many believe that the first Russian thistle 
seed came into this country on these winds, for they had not been known here previously. Others 
think the seed were shipped in with feed for the hungry cattle. These sandstorms were unlike the 
dust storms of the 1930's, which sometimes blew in dirt from as far away as Kansas and Colorado. 
This was our own denuded land, bare of vegetation, wind driven, piling up in mounds on our door 
knobs, blowing through the cracks of our box and strip houses, until at times we went to bed and 
covered our heads to shut it out, first shaking the sand from the sheets. It blew in from "the 
plains" in great black clouds, bringing midday darkness which sent the chickens to roost and 
children home from school. The yellow light of coal oil lamps sought to dispell the gloom and 
food was placed in the oven, where the least grit drifted in.

The morning of January 10, 1918, dawned clear and calm with no forewarning of the impending 
disaster. There were no radios to give "cold wave warnings" or to tell of the terrible wind< 
which was driving sand, snow and livestock before it across tne plains. The Jim Dorwards, who 
lived at the Godwin (now Clayton) ranch, started for Big Spring, dropping Ophelia off at school. 
Most of the other children in and around Gail walked to school as usual, some from several miles 
away.

But soon the ominous blue streak appeared low down on the northern horizon and an electric 
foreboding permeated the atmosphere. The Dorwards recognized the weather signs and turned back 
toward home. The wind struck with fury and soon blinding snow and sand filled the air. People
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became uneasy about children and livestock. (There were not many water pipes to worry about.) 
Mrs. Pearce sent Roy, the eldest son who was no longer in school, to bring the younger children 
home. They set out afoot along their usual path, but after crawling through the first fence 
became separated. When they were able to get back together, they joined hands in order to stay 
together and find their way home. That evening at the Pearce home, beds were carried from up— 
stoirs ^nd placed around the heater in the "front room" and the children slept there to stay wann.

At the Mitchell home there was well founded anxiety. Mr. Mitchell, Reverend and Mrs. S. B. 
Cox and "Brother and Sister" Jolly had gone to Lubbock to attend a meeting of Methodist Ministers 
and Stewards. The car in which they traveled was the Mitchell's seven passenger Buick Touring 
Car. Do you remember those small "jump" seats that folded away between the front and rear seats, 
and the detachable side curtains with small isinglass windows which were usually cracked or 
broken? When the weather turned bad the Jollys decided to remain in Lubbock, but the others 
felt they must get back to families and responsibilities. The blinding storm soon obscured that 
narrow dirt road and before long they found themselves against a fence post, hopelessly stuck 
in a, snow drift. Since there seemed to be no other alternative, Mr. Mitchell set out a£oot with 
his back to the wind, guiding himself along the wire fence.• After about a mile and a half, he 
found a gate in the fence and was able to locate a house, where he found shelter and warmth.
When he was sufficiently thawed and revived he insisted on attempting to return to the car to 
rescue Reverend and Mrs. Cox. However, it was impossible to force animals to face into the 
storm and futile to brave the blizzard again on foot. Mr. Mitchell had to reconcile himself to 
waiting out the stormy night to learn the fate of his companions.

In the meantime, Reverend and Mrs. Cox wrapped themselves in quilts which were in the car, 
and huddled together, prayerfully faced the ordeal of waiting and uncertainty. The next day 
they were found still alive. Certainly the hand of God was evident in their survival. They 
were found to be within one fourth mile of a house.

Every community had its stories of frostbite, losses, near tragedy, and even death, and 
Borden County was not spared. Dick and Lotta Cranfil Winfrey were living at the Coates place. 
Dick, like most of the men in the County, was out in the storm trying to see about the cattle.
Mrs. Winfrey had gone outside for more fire wood when little three year old Margaret got too 
near the open fire place and her clothing caught fire. She was hopelessly burned. Telephones 
were still in operation in and around Gail (See Borden Citizen, Vol. Ill, No. 1.) and the neigh
bors learned of the accident. Mr. and Mrs. Jackson were able to reach the Winfrey home. Grand
pa Williams, not taking time to catch and harness a horse, set out afoot from his home North of 
the Coates place. When he returned home, he found some of his chickens blown as much as a mile 
and a half before the gale. Dr. Hannabas was unable to reach the Winfrey home. The child died 
that night. She is buried in the Gail Cemetery.

Throughout the plains area livestock losses were mounting. Wherever possible, they rode 
and cut fences to allow the cattle to drift before the storm. Where fences were not cut, cattle 
piled up in fence comers, freezing to death, show covering their carcasses until those left 
alive, if any, walked out over their bodies. Most of the men in the area who owned stock had 
sent to the plains what cattle they had managed to carry through the drought. There some crops 
had been raised and stalk fields could be found for grazing. In Borden County, even the grass 
roots were blown out of the ground until people believed that there would never be grazing here 
again. The shortage of hay and grain to keep their horses and mules alive was the only energy 
crisis which concerned people then.

Mr. Pearce had sent all his cattle to a field near Ralls. After the blizzard the entire 
herd, over a hundred head, lay in a frozen heap in one fence comer. John R. Williams had cattle 
on st8lk fields near Texico. They were near enough to the railroad that he managed to get them 
loaded onto cattle cars and sent back to Post where he finished wintering them in a feed lot.
The Yorks also had cattle near Texico. At the camp there Joe was awakened by the bawling of 
cattle drifting before the storm. He loaded sacks of cake in front of his saddle and set out to 
feed. In the afternoon, he stopped at a camp and a doctor staying there recognized the frost 
bite on his face and treated him with cold water. In the hour and a half he was there, the 
temperature dropped from 2° above zero to 12° below. In a pasture ten miles West of Post, George 
Duckworth was wintering 160 head of two year old steers. Everyone of them froze to death. Homer 
Miller had cattle on pasture near Hereford. Some were sAved by the protection of a big bam, 
but many froze. Mr. Hester, who was staying with the cattle there, attempted to drive a pet 
steer up the fence North toward the b a m  but finally had to leave him. The steer froze and 
stood there for five weeks before he thawed out and fell over.

These scenes were repeated again and again all over the plains. Not only were thousand of 
cattle left dead in snow drifts or standing stiff against a wire fence, but many of those that 
survived had frozen feet, teats and tongues. As spring approached, hooves began to drop off 
leaving them walking on stumps. Many had to be destroyed. Cripples and one legged chickens 
were a common sight.

At the Miller ranch there was anxiety and suspense. Not only was there concern for the 
cattle at home and at Hereford but near Snyder there were some 2000 head of sheep, belonging to 
son-in-law Ed Burdine. Charlie Miller and a hired hand, Bud Perry were with them. The sheep 
had been turned out before the blizzard struck and it was impossible to turn them back against 
the wind and snow. A Mexican sheep herder stayed with one bunch and Charlie and Bud followed 
the other flock, taking turns going ahead of the sheep and trying to find some shelter from the 
wind for a little while. At 4:00 O'clock in the afternoon, Ed Burdine reached them in his 
Essex car. Bill Miller had stalled his car in a ditch trying to reach the other sheep herder.



They penned the sheep and hurried to town to thaw out. 
stayed black and swollen for days.
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Bud's ears and throat were frozen and

Ihff Snyder Signal, a weekly newspaper issued on Friday, January 18th, told of the blizzard 
and stated that two sheep herders were reported to have frozen to death. The following week, 
the _ignal had come to the conclusion that no sheep herder was frozen, in fact, one probably did 
not even exist since no trace or word of him had been found. However, farther over in the same 
issue, was the story of the Sheepherder, found frozen to death behind a few boards, several 
miles North of Snyder.

*****(■ ***** *****
T^es<r ar® onl^  a few of the stories remembered from the blizzard. Won't you please send us 

your stories for our files and for future articles. We also need your stories of the flu 
epidemic which was another tragedy of 1918.

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

The January 1918 issues of the Snyder Signal carried many references to the existing condi
tions. They told of government programs to requisition railroad cars to take 150,000 head of 
cattle from the drought stricken area, and of giving shipping priority to cotton seed for cattle 
feed. They referred to the serious world wide food situation, and spoke wistfully of the snow 
that drifted into gullies and along fence rows, hoping that the moisture would bring some grass. 
They concluded that "No country but West Texas could hold up under the stress that has borne 
down here for the past year."

They reported that Mr. Pete Brady had shipped in a car of velvet beans for cattle feed.
They were cheaper than cotton seed and that Mrs. L. N. Perriman (Mother of Ila Bee Mitchell) had 
a hen come out from under a snow drift, singing, after having been snowed in for four days. She 
was a lucky one, most chickens froze on the roost.

So you are bothered about gas rationing. In 1918 they were having meatless Tuesdays, 
wheatless Wednesdays, porkless Saturdays and heatless Mondays. Sugar was practically unobtain
able. We borrowed this poem to let you see how it was then. It was headed 0. U. Hoover and 
signed H. A. G, Snyder, Texas.

My Tuesdays are meatless, My Wednesdays are wheatless,
I'm getting more eatless each day.
My house it is heatless, My bed it is sheetless,
They're all sent to the Y. M. C. A.
The barrooms are treatless, My coffee is sweetless,
Each day I get poorer and wiser.
My stockings are feetless, My trousers are seatless,
My God but I do hate the Kaiser!

This article, "The Northers of Texas" is reprinted from the Texas Almanac of 1873, and 
Emigrant's Guide to Texas, published by Richardson, Belo & Co. The cover of the Almanac says 
that it shows "A portion of our Early History; the Lives and Reminisences of the participants in 
our revolution; the vast area of our State, and the great Productive Power of our soil, and its 
Adaptation to all the most Valuable Staples; the present remarkable Cheapness of our Lands; the 
Salubrity of our Climate; the great Length of our Seasons, for all Fanning Purposes; the Cheap
ness of all the Necessaries of Life; the Great Profits of Farming, of Stock Raising, and of 
Sheep Husbandry; .... Indeed scarcely a subject is omitted that can be of interest to the Immi
grant, who comes to make Texas his future Home, or to answer the inquiries of his friends abroad."

T H E  NORTH ERS OF TEXAS.

It ia understood by many.persons at a distance tliat tlie Texas "northers” 
are dreadful winter storms, which come on so suddenly and are so severe and 
extremely cold that man and beast, caught out on the open prairies a few miles 
from shelter, hare often been known to freeze to death in a very short time. 
Before I cime to Texas I had heard such representations made of Texas 
northers. In a late “ Manual of Geography”  the children are taught that 
“ Texas is famous for its north winds. These come on at times so suddenly 
in winter, and are so cold and severe, that both man and beast have been 
known to perish in them.”

Now it is admitted that Texas Northers have not only become famous 
abroad, but that they deserve notoriety for. the suddenness and violence of 
their winds, but not, generally, for the severity of the cold which attends 
them. The cold spells of winter of the same latitude in Georgia and Flonda, 
from which I came, are generalfy as cold, if not colder, than the winter 
northers of Texas. It is seldom we have frost, in the vicinity of Austin, be
fore the middle or last of November, and be it known that Austin is about in 
the centre of the belt of Texas northers ; for the northers are confined to the 
prairie portion of the State, west of Trinity river. .

For the last three or four winters—since .1 have been in the Stale—not 
more than a half-dozen of these north winds have been cold enough to form 
ice at all, during any one winter, and only three or four of them during the 
whole time have sunk the mercury to twenty-five decrees Fahrenheit.

Let it be understood that here in Texas all north winds which come up 
suddenly, with any degree of violence, are called northers—even a summer 
thunderstorm from the nbrtii is called a norther—but the term is principally
applied to the sudden north winds of winter. „

The people here in Texa3 divide .these winter storms into “  wet northers 
and “dry northers.”  , The wet northers are very similar to the winter storms 
in the States east of the Mississippi river. A north wind blows, with more 
or less violence, attended with rain, and sometimes, but not often, with snow 
and sleet and lasts about twelve or fifteen hours, passing off with a moder
ate north or northwest wind. But the dry northers are attended with pecu
liar and singular phenomena, never witnessed, so far as I know, in any storms 
east of Texas. As these notorious dry north winds have given the character 
and the bad reputation of the northers of Texas, I shall endeavor to describe 
them somewhat in detail.

For several hours preceding tlie most violent of these dry northers there is 
almost a dead calm and the air is unusually warm and sultry. A few low, 
sluggish bodies of cloud float about in the eddy atmosphere. A dark, muddy 
looking cloud wave next appears low down all across the northern horizon, 
which is the “precautionary signal”  of the near approach of this strange 
Texas storm. A few’ minutes more, and the terrible roaring of the norther 
is distinctly heard. All hands in the field at work are now’ runuing to the 
house for shelter, where all is hurry and bustle to pile on the wood and get 
the fires ablaze. At the 9ame time, the stock on the prairies have turned 
tail to the wind, and are fleeing as for life to some timbered ravine or bluff 
for shelter. All this, aud more too; but be not alarmed, for there is no 
danger, though tlie Geography says “men and beasts have sometimes per
ished in them,”  which may possibly be so ; but still the colts on the prairie 
and the children in the yard are kicking up their heels, sporting amidst the 
pranks of the dashing wind. But the dark cloudwave is now over, and no 
rain, except it may be a very slight mist, followed by a dry, blue, misty haze.

rith the peculiar smell of—some say—sulphur, but others say like a burn. 
DO-forest. Let this be as it may, there is evidently in these dry “ blue 
lorthers” (as they are called), a state of high electrical condition of the atmos- 
ibere' which produces a thrilling sense of exliileration in man and beast.

The’ force of the wind ia the most violent of these dry storms is about 
ufficient to blow down an ordinary rail fence, where most exposed to the 
vind These storms continue without abatement for about twelve hours, 
nd then gradually subside in about twelve or fifteen hours more. Hie cold 
rhich attends them is variable,often not freezing at all, and then again sink- 
no the mercury in the tube of . the thermometer down to twenty five or 
wenty degrees, and in one instance at Austin as low as sixdegi.es; but 
uch extreme Cold only occurs, perhaps, once lu a lifetime; as was experi- 
nced in FIoridA in February, 1835, when the water froze on tho skin of tlie
heek between.tlie washpan and the towel. .

Thes^'dry northers are considered, and no doubt are, very healihy winds, 
oming as they do over an extended dry and elevated country. The expen- 
nce is that a few “blue northers”  sweeping over the malarious districts of 
he country in the month of October, bring health and infuse life and energy 
nto all the subjects of chills and fevers, and morbid libera

AY. J . Bl e w e t t .



Top Row - Addie Black, Nora Black, Jessie Hood, 
Lucy Hood and Lillie Miller 

Next Row - Homer Whitaker, Clifford Page? Leila 
Page, Mr. Parker (Teacher), Pocahontas 
Page, Irene Hutcherson and Howard 
Whitaker

Next Row - Latisha Hood, Eula Page, Vera Wilson,_ 
Jim Black, Charlie Miller and Sam Rector 

Bottom - Frank Miller, Earl Wilson, Obe Wilson 
and Joe Black.
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Joel D. Black, Borden County Pioneer, 
purchased Section 48, Block 30, T-6-N,
JHG, from T. V. Hood in October, 1900, and 
settled there near the "Black Peak" or 
"Cone Mountain". His wife, Laura, was a 
sister of "Mama" Dowdy who operated the 
Dowdy Drug Store in Fluvanna for many 
years and of D. A. Jones, father of Mert, 
Pat and Wallace Jones.

Most of the nine Black children were 
b o m  there beside the little peak with 
Dr. Hannabass in attendance, if he could 
arrive in time!

A school was established in the south 
east comer of the Black pasture and at 
"Possum Trot" the Miller, Black, Hutch
erson, Hood and Whitaker children went to 
school.

When the Blacks built their first 
home near the Black Peak there was not 
enough lumber to finish the floor and for 
some time the family stepped over the 
floor joists or from one joist to another. 
When the floor was finally finished, about 
the time their neighbors, the R. N. Millers 
built a new house, Mrs. Black said she 
knew that she was prouder of her new floor 
than Mrs. Miller was of her new house.

The following poem reflects the life 
of the Black family in Borden County and 
later in Eastern New Mexico. It was com
posed by Jim Black.

THE POEM IS ENTITLED, "SAD, BUT GOD, HOW TRUE."

I will tell you a story 
A story so  true 

Of a worn out ole cowboy 
So well known to you.

They came to the high plains 
In wagons of twos 

Driving a bunch of ponies 
That would look pood to you.

When they mounted the high plains 
They camped on the flats.

Couldn't find firewood
So they picked up some sacks.

The cattle were sca tte re d - 
scattered far and wide.

It took two full hours
To find some that had dried.

When the camp fires were burning 
They looked In their sacks 

And pulled out some rabbits 
To make them a snack.

When the supper was over 
And the rabbits all gone 

He looked down the back trail 
With a sigh and a groan.

Good-bye ole Texas, you I adore 
But the land of sunshine 

Has promised much more.
He roamed over the prairie o f public Domain 

For the best possible spot he might obtain.
He roamed a far south 

And he roamed a far west 
And finally decided 

That Baker's Flats was the best 
He pitched out his hot rolls 

And he tied a new knot.
I believe to my soul 

That this is the spot.
So he hired a well digger;

His name was Brown
And he traded some ponies 

To get the well down.
The digger started digging 

We thought it was fun.
It took three long months 

To get the well done.

It so happened the well was dry 
So shortly we had to move 

Another place to try,
And so It happened 

For three long years 
We had to haul water

From our neighbor It appears.
The third well was dug.

No water still,
So we drove our horses 

To the Hutcherson mill.
The n.Ill scarcely nine miles west 

A (killy chore I didn’ t like best.
Finally at fast" a v«Jl was complete,

iv.t at that time other challenges to meet.
Tin- high winds had started 

Tin drouth it was on.
You could lay awake at night 

Ann hear the wind moan.
Tile wind blow harder 

Thar, ever before seen.
Just nineteen months before the grass did groen, 

Tn- man so it seemed 
Was'determined to stay.

Occasionally at night 
You could ie-ar him p ra y ,.

C Lord let It rain 
Please if you can,

Tv stop tlie suffering of beast and man,
Hablvits were scarce  

And the antelope wild,
So we missed a meal

Every once In a while.
Our kitchen, a dug out 

With a dirt floor.
Stood apart from our shack 

A hundred yards or more.
The reason for this 

I would like to explain.
The kitchen was holding 

Another man’ s claim .
The trail to the kitchen 

Was dangerous at night.
Occasionally we would hear 

Of a rattle snake bite.

Our family grew large 
With the passing of time 

Mother and dad and children of nine.
'First there was Addle,

Then.Nora and Jim,
Nickname Fltslrnmons beanpole or slim .

Next come Joe, blue eyes and fair.
Followed by Mamie,

No looks could compare.
Two years later along came Thad,

Gentle of nature though 
Some thought Idrn bad.

Ed, Chock and Gatl 
Came right down the line.

Six boys, tliree girls,
They all numbered nine.

Dad looked at Gall 
and he said with a groan,

“ No more kids, Ma.
They will eat us out of our home.”

Tills shack of ours 
Was facing the east,

Not safe or secure,
Not big In the least.
dresser, two beds, pitcher, and bowl,
Tliree rickety chairs and pot-bellied stove, 

lad In one bed, he slept with mother.
Tliree growing girls filled up the other.

Next came the boys,
With a placo to be found.

Two covered wagon beds were set on the grouDd, 
Tliree boys to a wagon.

Three boys to each bod.
Strong wagon bows and canvas 

Curved over their heads.
Chores were a-plenty,

Pleasures a-few.
Like hauling of cow chips,

Family washing to do.
Our livestock were poor 

And our grass had grown thin, 
just at the time 

For winter to begin.
If we had have known 

Just what was ahead



We surely would liavo left 
Our lonesome homestead.

The fall was so u.-ild 
And the wind had calmed down,

Quito a few clouds 
Had gathered around.

The sky was so blue,
The clouds so  low,

Something was to happen 
Yet we didn’ t know.

The month was December,
Year seventeen.

Prettiest snow I had ever seen.
We were all so sure 

The drouth was dead.
Not even suspecting.

Less than two months ahead 
The cowboys would be calling 

Their cows to be fed.
Not knowing that soon 

Most all would be dead.
Just twenty-one days from the beautiful snow 

In from the north the wind did blow.
The wind came In with a terrible blast.

It covered the Sand hills.
It covered the grass.

The wind blew hard, the snow fell white.
It froze many livestock before nito,

Froze cattle, It froze our shoats,

Killed all of our chicken and some antelope..
The cattle lay scattered and some In piles 

In every direction for countless miles 
For months after this terrible storm 

You could see poor cattle crippled and worn.
Some with their ears froze off to their heads; 

Others their feet gone raw and red.
The second day after this terrible nlte 

A lone horse rider came to sight.
“ I'm sorry to tell you,”  said he,

“ Saddle your horse and go with me.
We have a chore, sure It's tough.

They found Mr. Greenwood hung by tho cuff.
The man and his boy were camped by the lake 

In came the blizzard, his fatal mistake.
Camp was deserted; the man had been found.

The boys was still missing, deep snow on the ground 
The man, when they found him.

Was half covered in snow,
His path blocked by wire fence;

He had no place to go.
Kis right arm extended, being caught In wire. 

Made finding this man 
Much easier by far.

The boy was still missing 
Two, three days or so,

But the blanket that covered him.
Pure white snow.

When the snow drifts were melted 
The boy was found.
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They brought them together 
And buried them In the deop warm ground. 

The big storm was over;
Tho Its effects still remain.

Left lots of broke cowmen 
While others were maimed.

As we counted the years 
Hard times became less.

Just how much better 
We still had to guess.

•There was beef on the hoof 
And fat porkers too.

Dally fresh eggs, fat hens for our stow.
We kids grow up 

And scattered all around.
Some stayed with the country.

While others moved to town.
This .an wo speak of 

He lived In a shack.
In case you have forgotten 

His name was Joel D. Black.
Wiiat I had to say,

I hope It did rhyme.
Wo first came to this country 

In nineteen and nine.

HOMER C. (BUSTER) YORK, 53, of Fort Sumner, New Mexico passed away October 14, 1973. He was the 
son of the late Jim and Katie York. Burial was in Gail Cemetary. Survivors are his wife, 
peggy> a son, a daughter, and two brothers, Lee Frances and Norman York.

LONNIE CLAYTON DILLAHUNTY, of Glendale, Arizona was killed in an industrial accident October 
21, 1973- He was b o m  in Gail, February 24th, 1914.

MRS. J. L. McNEIL, 78, a former resident of Borden County passed away October 10, 1973 in 
Snyder, Texas.

J. 0. (JAKE) EASTER, 90, passed away October 11, 1973 in Lubbock, Texas. His wife, VIDA 
(DERRICK) EASTER, passed away on November 18, 1973. They are survived by one son.

MRS. BERT (LEONA FORD) MASSINGALE, 61, of Noel, Missouri, a long time resident of Polar and 
Vealmoor passed away December 16, 1973 in Big Spring. She is survived by her husband, two sons 
and three daughters.

VAN TUYL BOUCHIER, 78, of Memphis, Tenn., son of the late A. W. and Laura Bouchier, early Borden 
County pioneers, died in December, 1973- He was five years old when his parents came to Borden 
County. He attended Possum Trot and Snellings Schools in Borden County. Tom Bouchier of Post 
is his brother.

W . 0. COX, 51, Borden County rancher, died December 20, 1973 in Lubbock. He is survived by his 
wife, Loys, his Mother, two brothers and a sister.

CLYDE (DICK) OWENS. 73, Austin, Texas, passed away January 8, 1974- He is a former Borden 
County resident and survivors include a sister, Katie Lewis, mother of Sibyl Gilmore of Gail.

R. H. COOLEY, father of Weldon Cooley, O'Donnell, died January 10, 1974 in Anson, Texas.

MRS. PEARL (WOLLOVER) STERLING, of Snyder and Knapp died January 22, 1974* Burial was in Snyder.
-SBBBBf- -SBBBBfr -SBBBBf-

MEMORIALS TO MUSEUM
In memory of Buster (Homer) York, donations have been made by the Bert Dennis Family and Mr. 
r-nd Mrs. Vivian Clark of Gail and Mr. and Mrs. Roy Reeder and Edna Miller of Fluvanna.

In memory of Mr. and Mrs. J. D. Brown a memorial has been received from Mrs. Nellie (Hale) 
Simpson of Midland, Texas.

Mr. and Mrs. C. A. McKay, 7912 Shining Willow Lane # 174, Dallas, Texas 75230, Mr. and Mrs. Ray 
Shipley, 229 N. W. 10th Street, Ardmore, Oklahoma 73401 and Mr. and Mrs. Rusty Hollar, 60 Bar 
Ranch, Gillette, Wyoming 82716 have made a donation in memory of Dewey and Nina Engle.

Mr. and Mrs. Vivian Clark of Gail, Texas have made a donation to the museum in memory of Mrs.
Bert (Leona) Massingale.

In memory of W. 0. Cox a donation has been received from Mr. and Mrs. Vivian Clark of Gail.
•SB B B B f- -S B B B B f- -S B B B B f-

Some of the recent articles acquired by the Borden County Museum include baby clothes of the 
late Alvin Handley Jackson, given by Katie Jackson. Bob wire loaned to the Museum by the Vernon 
Wolfs. Alex Murphy's spurs, saddle and tie string loaned by York Murphy. Two guns, sawed off 
smooth bore musket, a military gun, used to guard prisoners and a smooth bore musket, 1829, of 
York Murphys. A coffee grinder, that belonged to Mrs. York Murphy's grandparants who came from
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Germany has been received by the Museum. The Tom Bouchiers loaned several articles of clothing 
and gave some clothing and also gave Mrs. A. W. Bouchier's sewing machine. Ruth Weathers gave 
Ben's spurs to the Museum. A dress of Mrs. Charlie Taylors was loaned to the Museum by Doris 
Rudd. The baby bonnet of Johnnie Bills has been loaned to the Museum.

We have assembled an impressive collection of fossils but still want more, and more infor
mation about fossils. If any of you have them, we would welcome them.

Generous donations have been received by the Museum from Mrs. Ann Whatley Rendon, 2515 
Zearing Avenue N. W., Albuquerque, New Mexico. Also from Mr. Jim Huntley of Post, Texas; Mrs. 
John Stephens, Route 1, O'Donnell, Texas; Mr. and Mrs. Tom Bouchier, Post, Texas; Mr. and Mrs. 
James P. Prince, Albuquerque, New Mexico; and Mrs. Berman Corbell of Corpus Christi, Texas.

Mr. and Mrs. Tom Bouchier have given the Borden County Museum a copy of the book, "Wagon 
Wheels", a history of Garza County, compiled by the Garza County Historical Survey Committee and 
other Garza County Pioneers. This book was given in memory of Tom's Brother, Van Tuyle Bouchier 
who passed away in December. Thank you.

We of the "Borden County Historical Survey Committee" congratulate you Pioneers of Garza 
County who compiled "WAGON WHEELS".

Congratulations to Martin and Ruth (Millhollan) Taylor, who celebrated their 60th Wedding 
Anniversary on December 4th, 1973.

■iBHttS-B -JttBttf-B -SHHHHS-

OPEN HOUSE AT MUSEUM

Open House at the Borden County Museum 
got off to a great start October 11, 1973 with 
sixty five registering before closing time.
In the four days of Open House, over 250 had 
viewed the historical displays and met old 
friends over coffee, punch and cookies. For 
lack of space, we cannot mention all names of 
those registered, but we will mention a few.
The V. J. Colemans of Ackerly, who donated all 
those new cases to our museum; Marion and John 
G. McZoff from Tulsa, Oklahoma; Mr. McZoff is 
with American Magnesium Company and was in 
Gail looking over the newly constructed ponds 
just south of Gail; Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Mott 
from Stanton, Texas, where Mr. Mott is Pres
ident of the Historical Survey Committee, 
Johnnie I. Proffitt and Willie Russell, sisters 
of Edna Miller. Mrs. Proffitt is formerly 
from Missouri and now lives in Snyder. Three 
sisters from an old time Borden County family, 
the Coates family, took time out to visit the 
museum and meet a lot of old friends. They 
were: Margie Engle, Azora Rainey and Maude 

Hull. Mary and Pinck Mitchell from Lubbock visited the museum. Pinck is a brother of Gladys 
Williams. From another old time family came Lillie (Rodgers) Johnson and her daughter, Dorothy 
Flo Roberts from Midland.

DR. SURMAN of Post 
in the Borden County Museum

From Ackerly came Mr. and Mrs. L. Harrison, Mr. Harrison preaches for the Methodist Congre
gation here in Gail. Lehman Ragan from Lubbock who preaches for the Church of Christ Congrega
tion in Gail. John Morris, John Hay, and Don Jackson from L. C. C. in Lubbock visited. The two 
Johns are teachers at L. C. C. and Don is a student there. He is the son of the 0. D. Jacksons 
of Gail. From down San Angelo way came Mr. and Mrs. Edward York Murphy and Margaret and Pat 
Finley. Among our many visitors were Dr. and Mrs. Surman from Post. Dr. Surman started practice 
in Post in 1913 and retired after 55 years. Mrs. Surman loaned the manikins and part of the 
clothes we have on display. The Surman's daughter, Mrs. Doyle Justice of Lubbock was also a 
visitor. The town of Justiceburg was named for her husband's family. D. W. Culp of O'Donnell, 
whose father filed on a section of land between Gail and old Light, which was near Durham. Mr. 
Culp also has a coin from the Republic of China and a Mexican coin in our museum. He put these 
in the museum in 1946. One couple came from as far away as Philadelphia. They were Mr. and Mrs. 
Thomas Repas.

Hosting the Open House for the four days were members of the Borden County Historical Committe<

CHRISTMAS AT THE MUSEUM 7-
V ■ <

The Borden County Museum held Open House in December and featured a Christmas tree reminis
cent of the 1900's. All the decorations for the tree were made by Borden County students. They 
consisted of red and green paper chains, paper angels, white doves, comupopies, old Christmas
cards tied with red yam, large candy canes, pop c o m  ropes and over a hundred cookies, made by 
the Home Economics class and Mrs. Bert Dennis. Mrs. Dennis and her sister, Clara Austin of San 
Angelo, collected the items from the children and asembled the tree. Mrs. Dennis hoped to con-
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struct a tree whereby youth could visualise 
the simple beauty that could be obtained by 
using ingenuity, coupled with love and effort. 
It was hoped that each person viewing the tree 
would be reminded in some way of a Christmas 
past. Early day toys and a bowl of fruit and 
nuts surrounded the base of the tree. A sim
ple creche was displayed on a table nearby.
Two red stockings, stuffed with fruit, nuts 
and candy, lay on a chair. Mannequins - one 
an 8 year old girl, wearing a flannel night
gown, and a 3 year old boy, wearing long under 
wear, stood around the tree.

Those of you who did not attend Open 
House on Saturday and Sunday afternoons, miss
ed the cokes, coffee, cookies and live enter
tainment, provided by the Gail Goof Offs. Old 
time fiddling, guitar and mandolin picking by 
Mr. and Mrs. Vivian Clark, Joe Gilmore and 
Willie Cornett.

Students of Borden School and their teachers were guests of the Museum on the 14th and 19th 
of December. Mrs. Frank Miller, Mrs. Dorothy Dennis and Mrs. Pauline Clark told them about early 
day Christmas customs in Borden County. People seldom had Christmas trees in their homes, but all 
came from miles around on Christmas Eve to the Union Church at Gail. The huge cedar tree, which 
had been hauled in by wagon, was decorated by young people. Families brought one gift for each 
child. The star for the top of the tree was cut out of cardboard and covered with dozens of small 
pieces of tinfoil, saved from chewing gum wrappers and insides of tobacco cans. Small red candles 
were placed on tips of the tree branches and lit just before the program began. On one occasion, 
tis said that Santa's beard caught fire, but he was unhurt.

The program consisted of everyone, both young and old, participating. There were readings, 
songs, piano solos and sometimes plays were performed. Scriptures were read, Christmas songs and 
carols sung and then Santa made his appearance, passing out a gift for each child. The women of 
the community had a custom whereby they exchanged secret pal gifts, usually lovely pieces of china.

Everyone reluntantly departed for the long trek home shouting, "Merry Christmas". The ex
cited children looked forward to hanging up their stockings at home that night. Christmas morning 
the stockings revealed apples, oranges - and sometimes a treasured banana - a few nuts and a bit 
of home made candy. After a Christmas dinner with the family, and maybe some neighbors and friends, 
the men entertained the children with fireworks, sparklers and roman candles. It was an exciting 
way to finish off the holiday.

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

BORDEN CITIZEN WINS AWARD

At the 1973 Annual Meeting of the Texas Historical Commission, formerly the Texas State His

torical Survey Committee, held in Fort Worth on October 26 and 27, 1973, Borden County for the 
6th consecutive year, was a winner in the Best Newsletter Awards competition and was awarded second 
place and a plague, a replica of the Texas Historical Commission Seal.

Since 1964, when a movement under the leadership of John Ben Sheppard of Odessa was initiated 
to organize committees in each Texas County for the purpose of preserving local history and creating 
interest in our historical heritage, the Borden County committee has been active in this project.
The Committee appointed by County Judge C. C. Nunnally, held their first meeting in February 1965 
rt the home of Frank and Edna Miller. The first state wide meeting of the Texas State Historical 
Survey Committee was held in February 1965 in Austin and was attended by Dorothy Dennis and Edna 
Miller from Borden County. In September 1965, the Borden County Committee published a two page 
newsletter which was mailed to over 450 people - our first Borden Citizen]

The years 1966 and 1967 saw our Newsletter grow in size, interest and circulation. In 1968 
the Borden County Committee decided to enter the Borden Citizen in state competition. At the annual 
convention, held that year in San Antonio, the Borden Citizen was awarded second place. In 1969, 
at Waco, we were awarded first place and a trophy. 1970 also proved to be a winning year with the 
first place award being presented to Borden County at the convention at Fredericksburg.

Since entering competition in 1968. the Borden Citizen has been awarded one third place, 
three second places and two first places, being presented an award for each year of competition.
This is an enviable record for a County as sparcely populated as Borden. Our trophys are on display 
at the Borden County Museum.

The first newsletters were written and published by Dorothy Dennis and Edna Miller, with 
Pauline Clark soon joining in the work. For several years Sybil Holmes edited the Borden Citizen, 
and the last issues have been put together by Dorothy Browne. Others who deserve recognition for 
contributing to the success of the paper are Vivian Clark, Doris Rudd, Sybil Gilmore, and our 
many interested readers who contribute much information as well as financial support. To everyone 
who has helped in attaining this outstanding recognition, we say a sincere and heart felt

"THANK YOU". The Borden County Committee

OLD FASHIONED CHRISTMAS TREE
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Just what is a Borden County farmer or rancher? Why, he's a man who was b o m  during a dust 
storm, raised in a drouth, and married when it rained. He cusses when drouth parches his acreage 
but wouldn't sell one hilly prickly-peared bit of it for less than $150.00 an acre.

When he goes to buy livestock they're too high and when he goes to sell them, too low. He 
hates the prickly pear with a passion but surprisingly enough visit him and the pear burner is 
singing and the stock are hungrily eating away - at the prickly pear. He's always either awful 
dirty looking or awfully clean depending on whether he's at home or "going to town". He wears a 
hat because of the way it feels - not the way it looks. He's as stubborn as a mule, fleeting as a
goat, tender as a lamb and thoughtful as a cow chewing her cud. Sometimes his wife says he eats
like a hog.

He is shy of publicity but has a hard time refraining from a grin after he's gotten some.
He's hard to bargain with on a deal but his little daughter or son can touch him for all he's got. 
He's always broke but would'nt dare let his City cousin pay for a cup of coffee in town nor viddles
either. To him farming or handling is something of the heart, for better or worse, for richer or
poorer but usually - for always.

FROM THE PENS OF OUR READERS: I've enjoyed the "Borden Citizen" this year, more than I can tell 
you, particularly the last issue "about the Joneses". I'm enclosing my check for $3.00 for the 
coming year. Thank you very much. Sincerely yours, Evelyn E. Shipp, Sweet Home, Oregon.

A relative of Gail thoughtfully sent me a copy of the Borden County Citizen. First, I want 
to offer my praise for the efforts of yourself and other good people in recording for posterity
the most glamorous and romatic period of Texas and you might say American History, of which so
few people know so little about. The March issue of the paper is devoted to "Uncle" Jack Rogers.
As for myself, I don't need the quotation marks. He was my real uncle. Although I don't remember 
ever seeing him but one time, and I was very small, but I knew a great deal about him. From what
I heard, he was quite a man. In those glorious days of long ago, cowboys had a wide aquaintance
of the other personalities in the same profession and especially of the outstanding ones. From 
what men told me, Uncle Jack had an unusual skill and ability as a cowman and especially in driv=- 
ing the trail herds of those gone and almost forgotten days. There are a very few people living 
who realize what it took to acquire that reputation. Walter Gann, South Laguna, California.

Thank you so much for the Borden Citizen which featured Puerto, New Mexico. My mother, her 
sisters and brother are going to love reading it. - I'm sending a check to cover subscription costs 
and a little donation to the museum. Connie Corbell, Corpus Christi, Texas.

I'm sending a little check and want to tell you that I enjoy the paper very much. I have 
never known who subscribed it for me. I wish to thank whoever did it. The first edition I receiv
ed had a picture and write up about ny great grandmother, Sarah Elizabeth (Crouch) Hull, who lived 
in the Morris community. Her youngest son was my'grandfather Hull. I often see familiar names in 
the paper. I grew up in Snyder, and I sometimes visited ny great uncle and aunt, Dock and Vina
Reneau who owned a ranch in Borden county near Gail---  I want to say thank you and many good
wishes for your success with your paper and the museum at Gail. Madge Hull Massey, Tulsa, Okla.

Seventy Five years ago this August, I was b o m  in Gail, Texas, August 22, 1898. I am Willie 
Searcy Harder. The second daughter of the late Judge J. M. Searcy and wife, Belle. I visited the 
Museum last summer with ny sister and brother-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. J. V. Short, for the first time 
after moving away and I believe it one of the highlights of ny life. My parents were pioneers to 
the West and settled in Borden County. Gail I think is now the county seat. My father J. M.
Searcy was County Judge there for many years. I do not remember too much of life out there but 
heard of our life as I grew up from the older ones. They lived in a dug out when they first moved 
there and their second son, Shelly, was b o m  in the dug out. I have seen articles by Arthur Prince. 
His father w; s my Mother's sister___ Mrs. J. A. Harder, nee Searcy, Houston.
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