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401 SOUTH WASHINGTON,
FREDERICKSBURG,
TEXAS 78624

RESERVATIONS:
1-800-843-4666
830-997-2117

=

CLASSIC MOTOR COURT: Quiet - Clean - Quaint

acilities include cottages around a manicured courtyard and picnic area with huge

Pecan shade trees, Victorian lights, park benches, and a water fall. Enjoy our beautiful
pool, playground and horseshoes. Accommodations include phones, remote TV and covered
parking. Free Morning Coffee & Juice, plus Sweet Rolls Fresh from Andy's Diner.

NEW FOR '97: Ten secluded cottage units
with kitchen & fireplaces. Call for rates.

From

$29.25 i

Sunday thru Thursday

Allan and Jan will make every effort for your stay
10 be as pleasant and memorable as possible

Two (2) blocks South of Fredericksburg's Main Street. Serving the Hill Country Travelers Since 1939. American Owned and Operated.
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§ Dot's & More Cift Shop

atting and framing will
enhance the value of your
) treasured work of art. Don’t

settle for second best. Demand the
) Beautiful Large Pots (Indoors Or Out) ‘ quality Gallery of the Hills produces
‘ Unique ‘Table Top” Pottery ) every day.
One Of A Kind Christmas Arangements Looking for art supplies? Look
) Great Candles With Veny Unique Holders ‘ no further. If we don't have what you
Floor Standing Or Toble Top) o . .
‘ ( O%m EQNE%HQHZO?GO" ) need, we will order it especially for
) Check Our Assortment And PRICES First— ‘ YOU; ok siradion i Tnl ot i
We Have The BEST ) : o
‘ X R cover for the upcoming exhibit.
) (NOt To MGﬂthﬂ LOlUGI’ SQIGS TQI) ‘ Surf the “Net” for Gallery of the Hills at ﬁ
.HN W]ERNLH ° 8‘7)@‘.596“9051 http://www.inetport.com/com/lakes/gal.

e e e .
p 512793-2341 TPogs  Ognal At- Fn Pons - Gusiom Framng
Laura Carllon & Loretta Box « Artst Materials + Art Lessons * Gifts

OPEN: 9:30 AM. 1o TO 4:30 P.M.WEEKDAYS * 10 A.M. TO 4 P.M. SATURDAY
HWY 29 WEST + (NEXT TO COSTAL BANK) * P O BOX 602, BUCHANAN DAM, TEXAS 78609

HITCHIN POST CENTER
1202 HWY 1431, GRANITE SHOAILS
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good ol’ bo'~< in the Lar. “is ain’'t 2 word or ain't it?”

Well, R.L..—who sull was sporuing a stzabie knot on
his head for telling Later Billv Samn Houston walked best
backwards—chimcd in quicker than a shot out of a shovel,
“Ain’t is my favoriic word!”

“Know what else one of them lamebrains said about
my stories? Said they was “provincial”. Now [ looked
that up in Webster’s book of words and what | got out of
it was that my tales was “countrified”. Now I don’t know
what critter birthed that boy, but the way I figure it every
story comes out of some part of this great country. So
one way or the other, they’s all gotta be countrified. Best
as | can figure, them citified publishing types was look-

Enchanted Rock: Located in Central Texas, Enchanted Rock was, and is, a sacred
landmark to the Native Americans. Consisting of some of the oldest rock on Earth (one
billion years old) Enchanted Rock. is the second largest granite dome in the United
States, and is the central core around which the land mass of Texas formed.
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Dedicated to the Memory of James E. Cornett, aka L. Kelly Down

Seventy-One Years in Texas

10 The Second Battle of the Alamo

The Alamo was going to ruin and almost no one cared. Those who did didn't have the
money and political clout to save it untill Clara Driscoll came on the scene, by C.F. Eckhardt.

18 The Bonus

A law firm bonus doesn't always live up to expectations, by L. Kelly Down.

A Comanche in Mason, 1997

20
23 The Best of Nunn

24

A Comanche leader enthralls young students with authentic Indian lore, by Ira Kennedy.

All about the new release and upcoming schedule of singer/songwriter Gary P. Nunn.
A DamnYankee Comes to [Leon County

Thomas Knatcher lived in over twenty-two Texas communities in seventy-one years before
he settled down in Mason County—in his own words. (Reprinted from Frontier Times.)

A greenhorn redeems himself with a little Yankee ingenuity Marion K. Taylor.

The Electra Momoplane

28

About 1911 in the town of Electra Robert B. “Bob" Richardson, built and flew what was
north Texas' first airplane, by David C. Morrow. Marion K. Taylor.

32 Patriot Purates

The story of the Texas Navy and its role in the struggle for Texas' Independence,

Part Two of Two Parts, by Steven L. Yuhas

ON THE COVER: (lara Driscoll, “Savior of the Alamo"—Dby Ira Kennedy
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|WERE IN 25 STATES AND 102 TEXAS COUNTIES

IN ADDITION T0
BARNES & NOBLE,
BOOK STOP

&B. DALTON,

YOU CAN FIND THE
£ MAGAZINE OF TEXAS
/ I AT THE FOLLOWING
J BUSINESSES:

IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO RETAIL
ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

/¢ IN YOUR PLACE OF BUSINESS
4 LET US KNOW. WE WILL
PROVIDE A HANDSOME
HAND-MADE WOODEN
COUNTER OR WALL RACK
FOR A POINT OF
PURCHASE DISPLAY
PHONE: 915/247-3708
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BERTRAM

Jimmy's Antiques, Page 6
BLANCO

Stonewall Chili Pepper Co. Pg. 16
BUCHANAN DAM

Gallery of the Hills, Page 3
BURNET

Burnet BBQ, Page 27
ENCHANTED ROCK AREA

Crabapple Crossing, Page 30
FREDERICKSBURG

Gastehaus Schmidt

The Pioneer Museum
GRANITE SHOALS

The Quarry Liquors

Farmhouse Restaurant
KINGSLAND

Art Etc.
INKS LAKE LLANO

Hoover Valley Country Store
LLANO

Acme Dry Goods, Page 27

Cooper's Bar-B-Q, Page 21

Hungry Hunter, Page 17

Inman's Kitchen, Page 31

Lillies Antiques

The Old Feed Store, Page 30

Merle Norman, Page 16

Olen's Ice Box, Page 6

Pinckney's, East Main

Stonewall Pizzeria, Page 7

Saphires and Petunias

Tripple Nickel, Page 7
MARBLE FALLS

Bargain Books

Blue Bonnet Cafe, Hwy 281

Buffalo Gals, Page 27

Joey Martin Sporting Goods

Main Street

Pomegranates, Page 30

Wildlife Sportsman, Page 2
WELFARE

PoPo Family Restaurant, Page 21
WILLOW CITY

Harry's on the Loop, Page 21
SISTERDALE

Sisterdale General Store
SUNRISE BEACH

Sandyland Resort
Sunrise Beach Marina & Lodge
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ARRIVE TO A FREE SPLIT OF CHAMPAGNE AND FRESH FLOWERS IN YOUR ROOM

" ess than a song away (from Luckenbach Dance

Hall), The Luckenbach Inn sits on a rise
overlooking Old Luckenbach Road...
simply adorned and comfortable,
rich with charm and class. —Southern Living

1-800-5%)-712¢ .

VISAMasterCard
EMAIL: theinn @luckenbachtx * WEB: www. luckenbachtx.com AmExp/Disc.

OPEN 10-9 DAILY
(Sometimes later...)
SUNDAYS NOON-9

BEER, WINE & FOOD AVAIL.
210-997-3224

FRI. & SAT. NIGHT PICKERS CIRCLE.
HILL COUNTRY MUSICIANS JAM
EVERY SUNDAY AFTERNOON

“EVERYBODY'S Somnopv IN LUCKENBACH!”

o SAT. NOV Ist: HUNTER'S BALLI
* SAT. NOV. 29: THANKSGIVING REUNION
with MONTE MONTGOMERY 9PM—$5
» SAT. DEC. 27: COWBOY CHRISTMAS BALL

830/99773224

OLEN'S ICE BOX

WE SELL FISHING & HUNTING EQUIPMENT
BY THE BOTTLE, CASE, KEG, JUG OR BARREL

CHECK OUR WEEKLY SPECIAL
FOR ALL YOUR PARTY NEEDS

OPEN MON-SAT: 10 AM. - 9 P.M. 915-247-4027

HWY 16 NORTH, ON THE SAN SABA HIGHWAY
1502 BESSEMER, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

B StroLL THROUGH THE PAST

njoy a leisurely stroll through the Historic District
and discover 151 years of Texas, German and
Frontier history, folklore and architecture, includ-
ing a visit to the Schandua House, So get on your feet...
and say: "I DID IT!"
TOURS: THURSDAY - SUNDAY 10 A.M.
SATURDAY & SUNDAY 2 P.M.

HISTORL TOURS OF FREDERICESEURG
e-mall: kktours@ktc.com + Web site: www.ktc.net /kkfbgtour

830/990-0155
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RETURN OF THE JAGUARUNDI

have seen your publication at the Dutch mountain and Pe-

can Creck Guest Lodges, managed by Gene Reagor. She

keeps copies in each lodge and her Bed & Breakfast. [ was
hooked immediately!

After losing our 45 year, year-round family decr lease on
the old Bar-O Ranch (off of Hwy. 16 at Oxford) a few years ago,
we were completely lost, without a place to come and rejuve-
nate ourselves and enjoy nature at it’s best. I grew up around
Big Sandy Creck and Graze Mountain and my children did the
same. The late owner, Mr. Mark Moss, was like a Grandfather
to me all of those years. He used to take me to his prized “Tur-
key Knob” pasture, in his old Model T, and show me his “new”
animals from all over the world. I grew up listening to his
stories. He also showed me his own “Indian Burial Ground”,
as he called it, just up from Big Sandy.

I don’t really think it’s a burial ground, but there are many
mortar and grinding holes, lots of flint chips, some very un-
usual round, ground level holes (in solid rock), that are at least
two and one half to three foot decp or more and at least twelve
to eighteen inches in diameter. I thought perhaps they were old
wells, but boy would I like to find out what they are.

We also had been excitedly witnessing cougars coming back
to the ranch. I saw a few when I was very young in the 50°s but
didn’t see another until about 1985. After that we saw them at
least once a year, in the same rough valley—not too far from
Watch Mountain. We were so excited about them and very,
very protective of them. We never even told the foreman of the
ranch—I was afraid he’d think we were crazy—and he was a
good friend of the family.

We can still get into the ranch, when it is out of season—for
the old foreman’s family has known us for many years, and
knows what the land means to my family. We go out there
every trip. Dr. Buttery inadvertently broke our hearts when he
went up so high on the lease, after all those years. (I personally
think that old Mr. Moss was rolling over in his grave when we
were forced out by a monetary issue.) But I guess that is the
fact of life.

Quite by accident, I met Gene Reagor who owns Dutch
Mountain Ranch, just across from our old stomping grounds.
After visiting on the phone, I realized that she was Mr. Moss’
great niece. We have become quite good friends.

Another tidbit of information for you that we were very
thrilled about is our sighting of a jaguarundi in March 1996, as




we left Dutch Mountain. He crossed right in front of us going
from the hills over to McDavid’s place. It was 3:00 PM and we
watched him going through the brush for at least ten minutes. 1
was sick that I had already packed the camera away. He had
the unmistakable ‘flat’ typc panther head and long wavy tail.
Not very big—but stocky and muscular. It looked like a minia-
ture black panther.

I had seen one about sixteen years ago while hunting on
Turkey Knob. It went through the brush around a man made
dike over towards Inks place. Only then, I had no idea what it
was. That same trip, I was at a gathering for hunters on various
Bar-O leases and two other hunters reported sceing a small black
cat that looked like a miniature panther. We then compared
notes and began researching as to what it was. The following
spring we saw one near the highway, between Chcrokee and
San Saba—same unmistakable characteristics.

I have been pondering the idea of letting Mr. McDavid know
what to watch for and for him to make sure no one tries to shoot
one. It’s so neat to know that many magnificent wild creatures
are coming back to the Hill Country.

Well, I’ve rambled on enough. I wish you great success
and thank you for sharing your information with all of us who
love the Llano area so much.

Sincerely,
Pam Moorman
Arlington, Texas

FIRST ONE THING, THEN ANOTHER

’

(5
é
|
/

~

¢
y
¢
¢
¢
:
¢
¢
¢
i
¢
¢
¢
¢
¢
¢

¢
¢
¢
‘

(%

N

ST T I T T T T R T TR R TR T M TR e T

Western Wear With That Certain Flairl
o Western Apparel e Hat Shaping
e Boot & Shoe Shining

915-247-1319

OPEN: Monday through Saturday 9-5:30
106 EAST MAIN, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

A Note To ER Readers Who Know Texas” Geography,
Re: “The Werewolf Of Devil’s River”

he Devil’s River runs into the Rio Grandc, not the Pecos. I’ve
crossed it enough times to know, by car, pickup, train, and
once, back before Amistad Lake, on a jugheaded 7rigueno
gelding. When I saw “above its junction with the Pecos” in
the story, I was prepared to say something to Ira and Miz In-
trepid about a knowledge of Texas’ geography being somewhat
of an essential in editing stories about Texas. I even went to the
wonderful magic writebox and pulled up the page with “junc-
tion with the Rio Grande” on it to mail it to Ira to emphasize
the point,

Trouble was, when | pulled up the original it didn’t say
“junction with the Rio Grande.” It said “junction with the Pe-
cos.” It wasn’t Ira’s or Miz Intrepid’s fault, it was my very
own, what I done all by my ownself without no help from no-
body. They always told me my mind would be the first thing to
g0...

Charley (C. F. Eckhardt)
Seguin, Texas

WELCOME

¢ extend our welcome this month to new subscribers
in Woodland, GA; Evergreen, CO; Colorado Springs,
CO: La Cresenta, CA; and Baytown, Beaumont, San

Antonio, Bobstown, Bluffton, Georgetown (2), Llano (3), Aus-
tin (5), Midland, Menard, Odessa, Plano, and El Paso, Texas.

GLONEWa,
- PIZZERIA & GRILL.
101 WEST MAIN « LLANO, TEXAS 78643

PIZZA e SALADS « SUBS « PASTA
BURGERS » CHICKEN FRIED STEAKS
Dine-In or Carry-Out ¢ Delivery after 5:00PM
WE DO IT THE OLD-FASHIONED WAY - FROM SCRATCH
915-247-2240
OPEN: Monday-Thursday 11AMPM + Friday-Saturday 11AM-I0PM » Sunday 1LAM-2PM
ON THE HISTORIC SQUARE IN LLANO

* WILD GAME
* SMOKED MEATS
* CERTIFIED PORK
* HEAVY BEEF

906 WEST YOUNG - HWY. 29 WEST
II LLANO, TEXAS

5247308
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’ : - FREDONIA, TEXAS -

WRITTEN BY HIS GRANDDAUGHTER, VIVIAN KEESE, MEDINA, TEXAS.
PUBLISHED IN THE FRONTIER TIMES MAGAZINE, NOV.1927
REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION FROM WESTERN PUBLICATIONS.

Thomas Knatcher worked his way around Texas. He hired on at a cotton gin and
lumber mill, he hauled freight with a team of five yoke of oxen, and rode with
several outifts as a cowhand. He lived in over twenty-two Texas communities in
71 years before he settled down in Fredonia, Mason County, Texas.

was born in Karnes County, Texas seven miles below
Helena, on the San Antonio River, October 2, 1856. My
father, Jim Knatcher was a blacksmith and wheelwright
and moved from Karnes County to Gonzales County in
1857, locating at Big Hill post office. Here we lived until
after the Civil War, then moved to Hope, Lavaca County,
and from there to Morales in Jackson County.

My first work for myself was driving a horse power cotton
gin, in 1868. Later, I carried the mail from Morales to
Halletsville. In 1871, I began riding after stock for White and
Adkinson, who put up a herd of 2500 head of cattle and started
them up the trail. We got as far as Fort Worth and sold the herd
and I came back to the ranch and worked the rest of the year.

In the spring of 1872, I began working for the Traller
brothers. This was the wettest year I ever saw. We gathered the
herd of 2500 cattle and started with them and when we reached
Davis’ Store on Red River, Dowin Ward, myself and 2 negro
boys went back to Austin to meet another herd which was to

8 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

have been started a month later. When we got to Austin we
could hear nothing of the cattle, so we went to the ranch and
found the herd had never started.

In 1873, I went with Bill Terrell and Frank Millby
into the San Patricio and Nueces Counties, to the mouth of the
Nueces River to skin dead cattle, which had died during a se-
vere drought. The dead cattle were lying so thick you could
walk on their bodies for half a mile without touching the ground.
Many hundreds of cattle were starved to death in that section
during that awful drought.

In 1874, I began driving a team of 5 yoke of oxen, haul-
ing lumber from Austin to Prairie Lea. Luling was then begin-
ning to start up and I hauled the first loads of lumber that started
the town of Luling. We hauled the lumber from Waelder for
Josey and Styne. Next, I hauled lumber from Austin to San
Antonio.
 InJanuary 1875, I went to Uvalde County and began work-
ing on a ranch for the Wimberley brothers, between the Nueces



and Rio Grande Rivers. I helped to round and brand scveral
herds that were sent up the trail and I did not go along. These
Wimberley brothers moved to Wimberley in Hays County and
bought stock in Blanco County and I stayed and worked on the
ranch for the Bates brothers. We put up a herd of 2000 cattle
and delivered them at White Bluff, at the mouth of the Nucces
canyon to a man from the north who knew very little about
cattle. It came a very heavy rainstorm and caused the cattle to
stampede and we had a very hard time getting them rounded up
again. This man worc a cap, and some of us boys deccided to
have some fun at his expense, so at the first opportunity we had
we stole that cap.

The man thought it had blown
away during the storm and he went
around bare headed for days. Finis
Bates suggested that some of the boys
make him a cap out of moss, and this
was done, and he wore the buzzards
nest looking thing for several days
until one of the boys brought forth
an old flopped hat and gave it to him. , ;

As the days began to grow cold :
and dreary. I went back home to
Wimberley and remained there for a
short time, working for my old em- @
ployers. the Wimberley brothers
Later. I went back to the old cow ;
range and worked for Bailus Bates
and Lum Akers necar Uvalde. Lum °
Akers, who was a one armed man,
was a fine cowman and gentleman. -
I have not seen him since 1876. We
went down to a ranch at the mouth
of the Rio Grande and reccived catle
these men had bought and when we
got back to the ranch, we had 3800
in the herd. Mr. Bates bought 40
Spanish ponies and had them rcady ».
for us, and next day the flu’ began, Y -,
the boss roped and led out every i e
man’s mount and it seemed to me ﬁ' <
that he had selected the worst in the #2."
lot for me. I saddled him and got on, "
but I never stayed very long. Being
a little foolish French boy, I had no better sense than to try
again. We started up the trail and went up the Frio to the head
of the divide between the Frio and Nueces, and on to the head
of the Llano and San Saba Rivers. We camped one night there

where Rocksprings now stands. There was only a sheep camp
there then. We went out by Fort McKaveltt, over to the Brady,
and ranged our cattle within a mile of where Eden now stands.
This was in 1876, and there were only 2 families living in that
section, Riley Gordon and Ben Hardin. I remained there until
late December and went back to Hays County to spend Christ-
mas. Then I went to Gillespie County, where Willow City now
stands to visit Uncle Ben Weed. The next spring I worked for
George Riley and Polios, rounded up a herd and delivered them
at Big Flat, Llano County.

In 1878, I was married to Miss Tursa Leach of Gillespie
County. Shec was born January 1, 1857 (the first day of the
week, the first day of the month. and first day of the year). .Tp us
were born 9 children, 6 girls and 3 boys, 6 of whom arc living.

being Mrs. Lizzie Keese of Pontotoc. Texas; Mrs. S. A. Keese
of Medina, Texas; Mrs. Hattic Humphreys of Mason, Texas;
Mrs. Oleva Holt of San Angelo, Texas; T. B. Knatcher of Hous-
ton, Texas; and W.H. Knatcher of Fredonia, Texas. My first
move from Gillespie County was to Hays County, then back to
Willow City, where I began to farm, from 1879 to 1883. Then
we moved to Big Foot in Frio County, also Pearsall and left
there in 1886.

The last work I did was working stock for Blocker,
Griskler and Davis. I went from Pearsall to Uvalde with Ab
Blocker as boss with 3300 cattle. About 9000 cattle were re-
ceived in Frio County in 1886. I quit the herd at Uvalde and
started home. I left camp at day-
break and reached home about
dark, traveling a distance of about
100 miles on horseback. My horse
was a dandy saddle pony and
seemed to be as anxious to get
.-+ home as I was.

o From 1887 to 1888, I lived

at Hunter, Texas. In 1889. We

.- lived at Somerset in Atascosa

- County, next moving to Bexar

County and then to Lytle. Ten

years later. I moved to Bandera

County and lived there 16 years.

In 1911, I moved and located in

Mason County, near Fredonia, and

have lived here on Jennings Farm

16 years, renting from Jim and

Mike Jennings, men of honor and
principle. My father, Jim
Knatcher, was born in Kentucky.

His parents with 3 children, 2 boys
and a girl came over from France.
The girl soon married and re-
turned to France. The 2 brothers,
Morgan and Jim Knatcher, went
4 to Galveston Island, where Mor-
gan joined a surveying company
and helped survey the Northwest-
ern states. The 2 brothers never
met again. Jim Knatcher was mar-
ried to Miss Louisa Williams at
Gonzales in 1850. My mother was born in Jasper County. She
was a French creole. There were 6 children born; Jane, Annie,
Tom, Louisa, Hester and Mat. Only two are now living, my
youngest sister, Mrs. Hester Sinks of Miguel, Frio County, and
myself.

If any of the old boys who worked on the ranches, or
othcrs remember me, I would be very glad to see them.
Photos: Top left: Fredonia General
Store at it appears today. The local
postoffice was moved to this building in
1889. Although the store recently
closed, the postoffice is still in
i operation. Photo. Ira Kennedy.
IRy g Above: Thomas and Tursa Knatcher.
N g Photo courtesy Bill Wooten. Left, plaque

on Knatcher's gravestone.
Frontier Times is available in reprint retaining the original format from Hunter's
Frontier Times, PO Box 2107, Stillwater, OK 74076-2107 or by calling
1-800-749-3369. A one year subscription is $14.95, two years $26.
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Educated back East at Miss Peebles and Thompson’s School in New York, and later

at a French convent on the ourskirts of Paris, Clara Driscoll returned to Texas with

a sense of style and a knack for politics.

She donated Laguna Gloria to the Texas

Fine Arts Association, and established a children’s hospital in Corpus Christi,
and saved the Alamo from ruin.

don’t like to write about the Alamo. It’s not that I don’t

understand and admire its significance, the great symbol

it is for Texans—I can’t read Travis’s letter on the wall
there without my eyes blurring, and I know what a first-
water (expletive deleted) he was in his personal life.

Still, everybody has written about the Battle of the Alamo.

I’ve read the stories and the research histories—the two

best I've ever found are Walter Lord’s A Time To

Stand and John Myers’ The Alamo, neither of which, in-
cidentally was written by a native Texan. I’ve read the best
Alamo novel ever—Lon Tinkle’s Thirteen Days To Glory, which
was the basis for the John Wayne movie, The Alamo. One,
called The Blazing Dawn, was written by a native Texan, James
Wakefield Burke. The other, W. O. Stoddard’s The Gold Of
The Montezumas, written early in this century, is the apparent
source book for those who insist there is a great horde of gold
hidden somewhere around Alamo Plaza.

But what about the Alamo? Not the symbol or the fight,
but the building itself? What’s happened to the physical basis
of the Shrine of Texas Liberty in the last 161 years? I’m going
to write about the Alamo—not the battle, but that stone build-
ing in downtown San Antonio—and how we treated it at first,
how we almost lost it forever, who saved it and how, why we
still have it, and who we have to thank for that.

What we sec today in downtown San Antonio is not the
Mission San Antonio de Valero, but merely the mission’s chapel
and a portion of another structure, which we now call ‘the
Long Barracks’. All the walls around the Alamo, all the path-
ways, the gift shop, the library—all are 19th or 20th century
constructions. The original mission’s plaza took in most of
the land surrounding the site. The west wall of the mission’s
compound was located where the back walls of the business
buildings across Alamo Plaza are now. James Bowie died in a
10 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

small room built into the now-destroyed south wall, near where
the gazebo in Alamo Plaza now stands. Travis apparently died
somewhere near the Cenotaph. The ground in front of the
Alamo chapel—that structure we call the Alamo—is soaked
with the blood of the men who died in that battle, both Texi-
cans and Mexicans.

On the morning of March 7, 1836, the Alamo mission’s
chapel and compound were a gutted, smoking ruin. The chapel
itself was roofless, its bell-towers were gone, its walls had gap-
ing holes from Mexican artillery. Santa Anna, not wishing a
shrine to the 240 odd men who died there, ordered the ruin
razed—not a single stone to be left atop another.

The ruin was not razed. In spite of direct orders from
Santa Anna, the walls of the Alamo chapel were left standing.
Not that there was much there—the facade was badly dam-
aged and crumbling, the walls in many places were no more
than head high on a tall man. Still, Santa Anna gave a direct
order—’Knock down the walls!’—and it wasn’t done. Why
not?

Nowhere in records, Texan or Mexican, will you find that
Santa Anna rescinded the order to knock down the walls.
Nowhere will you find any explanation for why the order was
ignored. Still, when Santa Anna’s troops marched out of San
Antonio in pursuit of the rabble Sam Houston was trying to
turn into a fighting force, the battered walls of the Alamo chapel
were still standing.

Where we do not have records we have stories. The sto-
ries—f{rom Mexican sources as well as from San Antonio—
say Santa Anna’s engineers and sappers went to the chapel to
carry out the orders—and turned tail and ran. According to
those stories they saw something—perhaps several some-

Above: The Alamo Plaza circa 1892 shows t.he Hugo & Schmeltzer Building is to
the left of the Alamo Chapel. Right: Clara Driscoll by Ira Kennedy,




things—standing guard over the wal}s. What they saw, they
described as ‘glowing men with flaming swords’.

Maybe it’s just an old ghost story somebody made up.
Maybe the guys who were sent (o tear down the walls went to
the cantina instead, and after too much mescal and what was
left of the powerful gringo whiskey, they couldn’t tear the walls
down. Maybe so. But look at the description of what they said
they saw. ‘Glowing men with flaming swords.” Where have
you seen that before? Isn’t it a pretty close approximation of
the description of guardian or avenging angels in both Chris-
tian and Jewish lore? Maybe they weren’t seeing things, after
all

Guardian angels may have protected the Alamo’s walls
from Santa Anna’s enginecrs, but they seem to have been sent
ofT on other assignments shortly afterwards—or perhaps they
felt the Alamo’s walls shouldn’t need protection from the physi-
cal and spiritual heirs of the men who died defending them.
During the ten years of the Texas Republic, the Shrine of Texas
Liberty was not treated with reverence. The mission was
built of cut limestone—already cut and just lying
around, and nobody was using it. Much of that
stone was cannibalized to build other buildings
in San Antonio. The outer walls of the com-
pound disappearcd entirely, as did the gates
and gateposts. Jim Bowie’s death room was
carried away piece by piece, and no one to- |
day can say where the stones that took his
blood are sited. Eventually the two mostly
intact buildings, the ‘long barracks’ and
the chapel itself, began to disappear piece
by piece.

By the time Texas was annexed to
the US, the facade of the chapel was a
total shambles and the rest of the walls
were perhaps waist-high on a grown man.
Then the US Army came to San Antonio,
which became the headquarters of the De-
partment of Texas. Uncle Sam wanted a
storchouse—a warechouse—in which to store
grain and supplies, and there wasn’t one avail-
able. There was, however, right north of the
main part of town, that old ruin which, with work,
could be restored and used. The army took over the
ruin of the chapel and rebuilt the walls, then reroofed
it. The present facade of the Alamo—the step and arch profile
that’s recognized the world over—is not the one that was there
in 1836. At that time the chapel had a flat top and a bell tower
at each of the two west-side corners. What we recognize as
‘thc Alamo’ was built by the US Corps of engineers in the
1840’s. That distinctive shape that has graced and identified,
among other things, the Alamo motel in North Augusta, South
Carolina to a lonely Texas kid, Charley Eckhardt, back in 1961
while he was assigned for training to Fort Gordon, just outside
Augusta, Georgia, across the state line from North Augusta—
and it made that lonely Texan a long way from home, whose
fiancee had just dear-johnned him, feel a little more comfort-
able—was entirely unknown to Buck Travis and Jim Bowie.

By the 1870’s the Army had pretty much outgrown its
downtown headquarters and was moving operations to the
newly-established Fort Sam Houston, far to the north along
the New Braunfels road, entirely outside San Antonio itself. It
no longer needed its storehouse with the peculiar roof line. At

In 1903 Clara Driscoll was
simply a wide-eyed young lady,
crusading for the preservation
of what has become the

single most widely-visited
historical site in Texas.

that point controversy enters the story, because nobody knew,
for sure, who owned the chapel, which continued in use as a
warehouse by a local merchant. By the 1890’s it was being to
some extent exploited as a tourist attraction—*“Yeah,
folks—that fight went on right there in my ware-
house”—but tourism was not big business. A frame
retail store adjoined the stone building, and there
certainly was no reverential treatment of what
some called ‘an eyesore of an old pile of rocks’.
The army occupied the old chapel as its ware-
house until the opening of Fort Sam Hous-
ton in 1876. At the time there was some
question as to the ownership of the chapel.
Both the city of San Antonio and the Ro-
man Catholic Church’s Archdiocese of

Texas claimed it. There was considerable

litigation over title to the old chapel, and

eventually courts decided in favor of the

Catholic Church. The state of Texas
bought the chapel itself and the ground it
stood on—but no more—from the Archdio-
cese of Texas. All the rest of the land sur-
rounding the Alamo chapel—the land on
which the battle was actually fought—passed
into private hands.

Texas didn’t do much with the chapel—there
was no restoration, no effort even to preserve the
crumbling walls. It was just there, Texas owned it,
and that was it. Title to much of the land north of the
chapel, where the old convento (now called the Long Barracks)
stood, was held, in the 1890’s, by Hugo & Schmeltzer, a firm
of wholesale merchants. They had a huge frame warehouse
and salesroom built adjacent to the Alamo chapel, and at least
some of their offices were located in the old convento.

In 1903 Hugo & Schmeltzer was closing down for good
and selling off its assets—and one of the assets up for sale was
the land to the north of the Alamo chapel. About three years
earlier a young woman named Clara Driscoll, whose grandfa-
ther, Daniel Driscoll, was a San Jacinto veteran, returned to
Texas after having spent seven years in school in Europe. Clara,
in Europe, was impressed with the way Europeans preserved
and protected their historical sites, and when she saw the con-
dition of the Alamo chapel and the land on which the Alamo
battle was fought, she was furious. She began a letter writing
campaign to newspapers around the state, the stated objective
being the preservation of the Alamo and as much of its grounds
as possible. She joined the DeZavala Chapter of the Daugh-
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ters of the Republic of Texas in San Antonio and immediately
began campaigning to acquire the Hugo & Schmeltzer prop-
erty to add to the Alamo chapel, in order to begin the proper
preservation of the Shrine of Texas Liberty.

ow, Clara was a salty ol’ gal, there’s more than rumor

that she liked her nip—or several of them. She lived

much of her later life in and around Corpus Christi, and

at one time—now demolished—there was a luxurious
hotel called the White Plaza ‘on the bluff” in Corpus Christi,
overlooking the bay. Clara and several cohorts tricd to check
into the White Plaza one night—and were refused registration
because they were, quite frankly, stewed to the cars and the
management thought they’d disturb the other gucsts.

“By God,” said Clara, “I'll build a hotel right next to
your hotel, an’ it’ll be bigger an’ finer’n your hotel, an’ when
1 get it finished I'll spit on your damn hotel.” (For the record,
she didn’t say ‘spit’, but that’s what the tour guides have to say
she said.) She built the hotel, incidentally—the Driscoll—
right next door to the White Plaza. At the top of the Driscoll,
attached to the old penthouse, was a projection that overhung
the roof of the White Plaza. It was from that projection, they
say, that Clara did what she said she’d do on the White Plaza—
and she didn’t say ‘spit’.

That was a long time later—in 1903 Clara Driscoll was
simply a wide-eyed young lady, crusading for the preservation
of what has become the single most widely-visited historical
site in Texas and one of the most widely-visited in the US. She
and members of the DeZavala, DRT, approached Hugo &
Schmeltzer about selling the property adjacent to and dircctly
north of the Alamo chapel.

“Sure,” said Hugo & Schmeltzer. “You got seventy-five
thousand bucks?”

The DeZavala Chapter of the DRT didn’t have $75,000,
and Hugo & Schmeltzer was demanding $5,000 for a one-year
option on the property, with an additional $20,000 to be paid
when the option expired and five annual installments of $10,000
at 6% interest would be paid over the next five years. The
DeZavala Chapter—and the DRT—immediately set about to
raise the option money.

Almost immediately a new player entered the game. An
eastern syndicate wanted to buy the Hugo & Schmeltzer prop-
erty for a hotel, and it was offering better than $5,000 for a
year’s option. Clara, together with Judge James B. Wells of
Brownsville and Floyd McGown of San Antonio went directly
to Charles Hugo, the surviving partner of Hugo & Schmeltzer,
to try to preserve the property for Texas. Hugo agreed to give
a 30 day option on the property for $500, cash on the barrel
right then, and an additional $4,500 to be paid in about 11
months. Clara reached in her purse, pulled out her checkbook,
and wrote the $500 check that ultimately preserved the grounds
of the Alamo as they are today.

The DeZavala Chapter of the Daughters of the Republic
of Texas immediately called for a statewide appeal to raise the
needed $4,500 by April 17, 1903—the date the 30 day option
expired. Though the legislature was in session, it declined to
appropriate the money to pick up the option. The DRT sent a
delegation to the legislature—Clara Driscoll headed it—and
an amendment was placed on an appropriations bill to provide
the $5,000 to pick up the option and reimburse Clara her $500.

Before the appropriations bill could pass the time ran out
on the 30 day option. Rather than lose the property to the
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castern syndicate, Clara pulled out her trusty checkbook again
and put up the remaining $4,500. The property was safc for a
year, and the ladics waited for the legislature to act. The bill
passed—but Governor S. W. T. Lanham vetoed it. Clara was
out $5,000 and there was no guarantec the Daughters could
raisc the $20,000 that would be due in a year, much less the
$10,000 a year for the next five years—plus interest—to com-
plete the purchase.

By February 10, 1904, the DRT had managed to raisc
$5,666.23. The option was expiring and the castern syndicate
was sitting in the wings with the money to buy the property for
cash. Outcame Clara’s checkbook again, and she wrote a check
for $14,333.77 to cinch the sale. She also signed, in her own
name, five notes for $10,000 each at 6% per annum to com-
plete the payment. She was now obligated for another $50,000
plus interest, in addition to taxes and insurance on the prop-
erty—all for ‘an unsightly old pile of rocks’. The deed of trans-
fer included the words “this property is purchased by Clara
Driscoll for the use and benefit of the Daughters of the Repub-
lic of Texas, to be used by them for the purpose of making a
park about the Alamo, and for no other purpose.”

There’s something peculiar about Texans—we love a
fighter. Our history—and our legends—are full of one man—
and one woman—{ights for what the fighter thought was right.
Clara’s fight to preserve the land around the old chapel in San
Antonio brought an immediate outpouring from the state.
Money rolled in—and so did sympathy. By August of 1904
the Democratic state convention made the purchase of the
Alamo property a plank in the party’s platform. On January
26, 1905, the 29th legislature appropriated $65,000 to com-
plete the purchase of the Alamo property, and Governor Lanham
signed the bill. The bill also provided that the Daughters of
the Republic of Texas should be custodians of the property.
Clara formally transferred the property to the State of Texas,
and Governor Lanham conveyed custody of the property to the
DRT. Just in case you consider the funds don’t quite add up,
the DRT had already raised $10,000, which it kicked in—and
yes, Clara got her $19,333.77 back, but without interest.

The initial purchases that would ultimately expand the
Alamo property into the park we know in downtown San An-
tonio today had been made, but at a terrific cost. The DRT as
an organization, was very nearly broke, and Clara Driscoll’s
magic checkbook had taken a terrific beating. The very last
thing the DRT needed in connection with the Alamo was an
internal squabble—the sort of thing that would cause the
doomsayers of Texas, of which the state has never had a dearth,
to say things like ‘see, those derned ol” women can’t even gel
‘long amongst themselves. How’re they gonna run the Alamo?”
Unfortunately, that’s just what they got.

Probably the single most tireless worker for the preserva-
tion of the Alamo’s old convent, today known as ‘The Long
Barracks’—outside of Clara Driscoll and her magic check-
book—was Adina de Zavala of San Antonio. Adina de Zavala
was the president of the De Zavala Chapter of the DRT, one of
the earliest DRT chapters organized, and it was named for her
direct ancestor, Lorenzo de Zavala, the first vice president of
the Republic of Texas and the man who could, without much
exaggeration, be called the father of public education in Texas.
She worked at least as hard if not harder than Clara Driscoll,
persuading and lobbying, to get the Alamo’s grounds and sur-
viving structures preserved, but she simply didn’t command
the onc thing the DRT desperately needed—and Clara had. In




spite of all other efforts, if Clara Driscoll hadn’t come up with
the money at the time it was needed, there would be no Alamo

park today.

dina de Zavala’s contribution to the saving of the Alamo

should never be belittled, for she did much. Unfortunately,

she also assumed much. Somehow she became obsessed

with the idea that the Alamo park and its management
were the prerogative of the De Zavala Chapter, DRT, and not
of the organization as a whole, and in particular that Adina de
Zavala possessed—in her own words—the “divine right” to
manage the Alamo. The result was a comedy that, like all
great comedies, held within it the elements of tragedy.

On October 4, 1905, Governor Lanham, by official letter,
formally transferred possession of the Alamo and the grounds
to the Daughters of the Republic of Texas, “To be maintained
by them in good order and repair, without charge to the state,
as a sacred memorial to the heroes who immolated themselves
upon that hallowed ground; and by the Daughters of the Re-
public of Texas to be maintained or remodeled upon plans
adopted by the Daughters of the Republic of Texas, approved
by the Governor of Texas; provided that no changes or alter-
ations shall be made in the Alamo Church property as it now
stands, except such as are necessary for its preservation... ”
Upon receipt of this letter the President General of the organi-
zation, Mrs. Anson Jones, widow of the Republic’s last presi-
dent, and the chairwoman of the DRT’s executive committee,
appointed Clara Driscoll temporary local custodian of the
Alamo church and surrounding property. Adina de Zavala
promptly went ballistic.

Immediately she went to the mayor of San Antonio and
represented herself as the duly-appointed custodian of the prop-
erty. The mayor, not knowing she wasn’t gave her the keys to
the Alamo church—which she promptly locked to keep Clara
Driscoll or her associates from entering it. During the fight to
preserve the Alamo property a lot of relics had surfaced across
Texas—and the US—that were associated with Alamo defend-
ers. Most of these had been sent to the DRT in care of the De
Zavala Chapter because, at the time, the De Zavala Chapter
was the unofTicial but only practical custodian of them. Adina
de Zavala proceeded to strip the Alamo chapel of almost all
the donated or loaned relics, claiming them to be the property
of the De Zavala Chapter and not of the DRT as a whole.

Clara was the appointed custodian, but Adina had the
keys—and the relics. The state conveyed the property to the
DRT as of October 4, 1905, but it wasn’t until the DRT filed a
civil action against Adina that she surrendered the keys to Clara
on November 13. Now Clara had the chapel, but Hugo &
Schmeltzer still had the old Convento. Over the next two years
Adina de Zavala made life miserable for everyone concerned
with the Alamo project, so thoroughly disrupting the 1907 con-
vention of the organization that it was forced to adjourn sine
die without accomplishing anything at all. Clara Driscoll, who
was a member of the De Zavala Chapter herself, became so
disgusted with the whole mess that she resigned from the or-
ganization. :

In the meantime factions formed, as they will in any dis-
pute, and charges began to fly. One of the charges leveled by
Adina’s faction was that the DRT as a whole planned not on
tearing down the frame Hugo & Schmeltzer building at all, but
on opening it as a saloon and vaudeville house, including—
horror above horrors—women dancing in short skirts with their
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legs bare. This, the rumor-mill insisted, would never happen
if the ‘rightful custodians’ of the Alamo, Adina de Zavala, and
the De Zavala Chapter, were in charge. The thing finally
reached such an absurd level that, on April 20, 1907, the attor-
ncy general of Texas, R. V. Davidson, was compelled to issuc a
three-paragraph opinion stating that the duly-elected execu-
tive committee of the DRT—not Adina de Zavala’s rump-con-
vention executive committee—was the only body authorized
by the Legislature to “demand and receive and receipt for rents
and profits of the (Alamo) property.” The opinion went on the
statc that the Legislative act “places the care, control and cus-
tody of this property in the hands of the Daughters of the Re-
public of Texas, as a Statc organization, and not in the care,
control and custody of any one of the chapters of the organiza-
tion.” Even the attorney general’s opinion didn’t stop Adina’s
monomaniac attempts to seize control of the Alamo, and fi-
nally, on July 20, the main body of the DRT managed to get an
injunction to get her out and get the relics back.

Adina wasn’t quite finished. In February of 1908 the
Hugo & Schmeltzer building was at last being vacated. With-
out the knowledge of Hugo & Schmeltzer, Adina de Zavala
managed to get into the building. With the help from some-
one—still unnamed—she changed all the locks and literally
barricaded herself in the building. At midnight on February
10/11 the possession passed legally to the DRT, and at that
time Miss Emma K. Burleson, the DRT’s appointed represen-
tative, two other DRT members, Judge J. E. Webb, the DRT’s
attorney’ and the Bexar County Sheriff all went to the old frame
structurc to take legal possession. The doors were locked and
barred from the inside, and a man inside refused to open them.

Apparently Judge Webb had been expecting this, because
he came prepared—with an ax. In the presence of the three
ladies and the county sheriff he applied it to the door, and the
party entered just in time to see the man disappear up the stairs.
They chased him and caught him on the second floor. He was
asked who was in the building with him, and replied “No one.”

Lots of people knew Adina de Zavala had gone in the
building but nobody saw her leave, so Sheriff Tobin had a look
around. He found her on her hands and knees, hiding under a
desk. He took out a copy of the injunction to read aloud in her
presence, at which point Miss Burleson’s report says “she put
her fingers in her ears and refused to listen.” Adina refused to
leave as well, and the sheriff declared he had to have a court
order to eject her forcibly.

As soon as the standoff became public knowledge the
newspapers, of course, had a field day. In a masterful demon-
stration of the accuracy of news reporting, onc Texas paper
reported that Adina de Zavala had barricaded herself “in the
very room where James Bowie died”—which had been torn
down and lost nearly fifty years before. Newspaper reports—
fueled by Adina herself and her associates—told of her “parched
lips” and “starving countenance”, and alleged that she was
only allowed to sip coffee through an aperture in a door, the
cup being held outside the door by whatever the early 20th
century newspaper epithet for ‘member of a goon squad’ hap-
pened to be.

In fact, the ‘goon squad’ was made up of two Bexar County
deputy sheriffs, W. T. Ingle and Nat Harlan, Those two unfor-
tunates were the target for every calumny a headline seelfcf
co_uld pilc on them, and all they were trying to do was main-
tamn an official presence in the building and see to it that no-
body went nuts and torched the place. They guarded the Hugo



& Schmeltzer building—not “the Alamo”, as the news reports
stated—from midnight Monday, February 10/11, until the fi-
nal disposition of the situation on Thursday, February 15. Ina
letter to Miss Burleson, who was somewhat concerned that there
might be some truth in the newspaper reports—Bexar County’s
deputy sheriffs were not known for gentle and understanding
natures—they recounted the situation somewhat differently.
“(W)e treated her with every possible consideration and re-
spect, and during that time she had plenty to eat, and as far as
we know, was as comfortable as she desired to be.

“She did not drink coffee through an aperture in the door,
as stated by the papers; in fact, she stated that she did not drink
coffee, and on one occasion refused coffce offered to her. She
was not a prisoner in the building, but was at liberty to go at
any time she chose. She had the use of a telephone and electric
light.

“The newspaper reports regarding Miss de Zavala’s
‘parched lips’ and suffering, from our observation, have no
foundation in fact. The building is filthy and unfit for occu-
pancy, and was full of rubbish and trash. During the daytime
we brought her all the water she wanted, made fires for her,
and were in every way respectful. We also answered phone
calls for her, and would answer calls at the door and notify her
that parties desired to speak to her at the door. Respectfully,
W. T. Ingle/Nat Harlan.”

Adina dec Zavala was finally ejected from the old build-
ing on February 15, the necessary court order having arrived,
but she—and the De Zavala Chapter of the DRT—promptly
filed a civil suit to try and recover control of the property. Con-
trol of the property was placed directly in the hands of the
Governor of Texas, to be held by him until the litigation was

scttled. On March 10, 1910, all appeals on the part of Adina

de Zavala and the Dc Zavala Chapter having been exhausted,
the Alamo property was formally released to the DRT as a
whole. The courts decided that Adina de Zavala and the twelve
members of the De Zavala Chapter who had pursued the suit
no longer had any claim to membership in the DRT, nor could
they use the DRT’s name or symbols in connection with their
activities. This effectively dissolved the De Zavala Chapter.
Former members of that chapter who had long before resigned
in disgust at Adina dc Zavala’s actions formed a new chapter
in San Antonio for the express purpose, under the auspices of
the DRT’s state organization, managing the affairs of the
Alamo. That chapter, still in existence, is called The Alamo
Mission Chapter, DRT.

ell, the Daughters had the Alamo and what we today call

the Long Barracks, but they also had an unsightly mon-

strosity of a frame building built over and around the

Long Barracks, and they were very nearly broke from all
the litigation. There wasn’t much they could do until they
raised some more money. First on the list of improvements,
though, was the demolition of the frame structure built on the
Long Barracks.

This raised a controversy. The original Convento had
been two story, but how much of the original second story re-
mained was questionable. In addition, the Hugo & Schmeltzer
structure had been around a while, and there were people who
actually belicved it was part of the original struclpre: One of
those seems to have been Governor Colquitt, whc_> insisted th_at
he, and he alone, could control what was demollshqd or built
on the Alamo grounds. The Daughters were required to go
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back to court once more, and finally, in 1912, the Legislature
settled the problem with an act that gave the Daughters con-
trol of the grounds and structures. Controversy has raged ever
since as to whether or not there was enough of the second story
of the old Convento to salvage, and both sides insist they are
right to this day. The winners, at least, insisted there wasn’t
and that what there was—which wasn’t salvageable—should
be removed so that the view of the chapel from the northwest
wouldn’t be obstructed.

During 1920, ‘21 and ‘22 the old 1849 roof on the chapel
began to collapse. Working entirely from donations and orga-
nizational fund raising projects, and with a gift from the San
Antonio Chamber of Commerce, which had belatedly come to
realize that ‘the old pile of rocks’ was a great civic asset, the
DRT reroofed the Alamo. Not one cent of taxpayer money was
involved.

In 1925 the Daughters and the City of San Antonio came
to an agreement whereby the property to the immediate north
of the chapel—including a large stone building which served
as a city fire house—was transferred to the Alamo park. That
old San Antonio fire house today is the Alamo Hall—the sou-
venir shop for the chapel. That fulfilled a long DRT dream—
to get all commercial activity out of the Alamo chapel and to
make it a true shrine.

During all this time the floor of the Alamo chapel was
the original floor—dirt. Alamo steady influx of tourists, plus
dampness, often churned this into mud. In 1935-’36—again
working entirely with Daughters of the Republic of Texas raised
and privately donated funds—the stone floor still in the chapel
was laid. At the same time the State, private donations, and
the DRT’s fund raising efforts commissioned the art deco ceno-
taph to commemorate the Alamo dead that stands in Alamo
Plaza today. At least four previous efforts to raise funds for an
‘Alamo monument’ had failed.

or ninety-two years the Alamo and its grounds have been

in the charge of the Daughters of the Republic of Texas.

During that time not one cent of State money has been

spent in the reconstruction, renovation, or conservation of
the Shrine of Texas Liberty. With the exception of the money
that went into purchase of the actual ground, not a cent of
taxpayer money has been spent. All operating expenses for
the Alamo shrine, including the salaries of the management
personnel and grounds people, have been paid for through that
little donation box inside the chapel, or through the sale of
souvenirs of the Alamo.

At the same time, no one—neither Texan nor tourist—
has ever been charged a single cent to walk through the most
sanctified structure in Texas. Nowhere else in the United
States—and quite possibly in the world—is that true. Every
other park or shrine has an admission fee of some sort, whether
state-run, federally or, outside the US, nationally operated, or
privately maintained and operated, operates on admission fees.
At the Alamo, though, any schoolchild can walk were Jim
Bowie and David Crockett walked—and it won’t cost a cent.

The Alamo is unique—not just in being the Shrine of
Texas Liberty, but in being the only major tourist attraction in
the United States and perhaps in the world that has been effi-
ciently managed for nearly a century without becoming—even
during the Great Depression of the 1930’s—a burden to the
taxpayer. In the meantime, what has happened to the rest of
the parks and shrines in Texas?



If you’ve tried to enter most state historical parks, you’ve
found that there’s an admission fee of some sort. You’ve also
found that they are pretty much in a state of dilapidation. The
San Jacinto monument had to be closed a few years back be-
cause its maintenance had been so sorely neglected for so long
that the monument itself was unsafe. It cost you, the taxpayers
of Texas, a bundle to fix it. The forts of a later era on what was
once the Texas Frontier, are for the most part, preserved in a
state of ‘arrested decay’. That means they were falling apart,
so the state went in and put some cement in strategic places so
they won’t fall apart any worse.

What about in other states? Texas has perhaps the low-
est park-use fees in the lower forty-eight. When my wife and I
lived in Kentucky, we tried to visit some of the more famous
spots there—among them Andy Jackson’s home, The Hermit-
age, Fort Boonesboro State Park, Federal Hill Plantation House,
which is the original ‘Old Kentucky Home’ about which
Stephen Foster wrote the song; and the Shaker settlement in
Kentucky. Admission fees—in the mid sixties—were $5 per
person and up, just to tour the houses.

Have you tried a National Park recently? In 1994, when
we visited my wife’s relatives in Washington State, it cost us
nearly $20 per car to get into Mount Ranier National Park.
We understand the fees are substantially higher at other Na-
tional Parks.

Yet here in Texas, to visit the most famous site in the
state—one that’s known the world over—it doesn’t cost you a
cent. Now, why is that?

The Daughters of the Republic of Texas—the ‘1i’1 ol” blue-
haired ladies’—made that possible. By efficient management
and volunteer help, they’ve made it free, for nearly a century,
to visit our greatest shrine. Now some people in Austin want
to take the Alamo away from them. We might be moved to ask
why.

As a fact, the Alamo is the single most widely visited
historical site in Texas. If it were run by, say, the Parks and
Wildlife Department, with—suppose—a $2 entry fee for adults,
50¢ for children, it would furnish a sizcable part of the Parks
side of Parks and Wildlife’s budget every year. That, perhaps,
would be beneficia; but it would also mean that the revenue
from the Alamo would be going to support other state parks
and historical sites, and it’s entirely possible that the Alamo
and the grounds around it wouldn’t be anywhere as well main-
tained as they are today.

For ninety-two years the Daughters of the Republic of
Texas have made the Alamo the best-run, most efficiently man-
aged tourist attraction in Texas and probably in the United
States. Instead of thinking about taking it away from them, we
might suggest that the state of Texas make the Daughters cus-
todians of all our historic sites. From all indications, they’d
do a better job than has been done to datc.

[ tip my hat—be it Panama or John B—to the ladies of
the DRT. Ladies, you have done a magnificent job of preserv-
ing and protecting one of the most significant historical sites
in the world. You’ve made it where any schoolchild can enter
the Alamo and walk where Travis, Bowie and Crockett fought

and died—and it won’t cost them the price of an Alamo Plaza
raspa to do it. About no other site in Texas—nor in the US—
and probably not in the world—can that be said. . You haven’t
cost the taxpayers of Texas a cent in the process. May your
shadows on Alamo Plaza never diminish.
*
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THE BONUS

BY L. KELLY DOWN

ordic, the traffic was so thick around the square this morn-
ing you’d think that there was a special price on funer-
als. 1come by just at daylight and when I got to the Old
Fools Coffce Shop, Suc Ann, our favorite young waiting
on tables gal, looked frazzled plum out. She only said
two words and rolled her eyes back in her head—them
words was all I needed—"Deer Hunters”. Must really be get-
ting old, hunting season slipped up on me this year.

After 1 got my coffee—had a swect roll, too—I heard
one of the best Hill Country deer hunting stories.

Lcon, you remember we was in the first grade together,
well. he told of his oldest son who is a lawyer fellow down
in Houston. Seems that his boy went to work for this big
law firm, and he did good, too. So this boy was
made a junior partner. Then he would share in
the profits of the firm plus get his monthly sal-
ary, too. Well, things were sure looking up, they
had their middle of the year big meeting and
guess what? If things were as good at the end of
the year as they were at the middle, Leon’s boy
was in line for his share—and that share would
be big. There would be enough money so’s it
would let him build that lake house he had been
a-wanting and it would be free-and-clear—even
afier taxes.

Then comes the end of September—same re-
porti—only better. Leon’s boy drempt 100 more acres on to his
lake house. The first week in October the senior partner—read
the big bucks owner—of that law firm took all them lawyers
down to the brand new Bay House that the firm had just bought;
had the firm’s brand new boat there, too. Guess you might call
it a ship—slept 10 and it had a full time crew.

The next thing all them lawyers had to do was draw numbers
to find out when they would get to go hunting deer in the Hill
Country. Leon’s boy got lucky—got the opening day. Now,
when he read where they was going to hunt, his heart sank. It
was old man Zeerman’s ranch that joins Leon’s to the south.
Hunting so close to home wern’t much of a bonus.

Come opening day, them lawyers came up to the Hill Coun-
try early, had a few cool ones night before, a good meal and a
wake up call at 4 AM. This here guide man feeds them break-
fast, drives them to Mr. Zeerman'’s ranch, puts them in the stands
right near where a deer feeder had been throwing corn for the
last sixty days. But like so many city folks they didn’t watch or

hear no weather and there wasn’t any talk of it over break-
fast. A blue norther came in just before daylight.
So here are all these Houston lawyers stuck in
blinds freezin’ to death, but scared to come out
fearin’ they might be shot.

Well, Leon’s boy stuck it out. Said he could
have kilt a good buck but it was going north, so it
was on his daddy’s land by jumping that bob-wire
fence; besides, Leon’s boy didn’t know that this guide
fellow would clean the deer and he wouldn’t have to,
and Leon’s boy, being from the Hill country, wasn’t go-
ing to get messed up, get cold hands and such, just for a
decr.

Just then the boy spotted some of his daddy’s cows
that had drifted through a weak place in the fence. He
knew what that meant—hard work for a cowhand, even
if he is a city lawyer fellow. So when the guide came,
Leon’s boy drove quick as he could home and told Leon
, about the break in the fence. That drill you all know.

Yep, rest of the weekend was cow working and fence
fixing. All them lawyers got back to Houston in time for Mon-
day morning lawyering.

Come the end of the year and it was time to divvy up—you
got it right—Leon’s boy’s lake house and acreage was nothing
more than that colder than Old Billy Hell deer blind. He got
just enough cash outta the deal to buy a second hand pop up
trailer.

I talked to him later at breakfast having biscuits and gravy
like a proper cowhand lawyer should—he said he was real happy
with Hill Country deer hunting—Ilong as he didn’t have to clean
the critter or pay for the lease. Strange what a person’s back-
ground does to what is considered fun and what ain’t.
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BY IRA KENNEDY

ometimes you never know who you’re talking to un-
til you quit doing the talking. There are other times
when you meet somcone and know right away to
listen, and that’s what happened to me a few weeks
ago.
James Coffey invited me to Mason so I could meet
Wallace Coffey, past Tribal Chairman of the Comanche Na-
tion. Before a misunderstanding sets in, let me explain that
these two Coffeys aren’t related. Jim, who works with
the Education Service Center, Region XV, out of
San Angelo is all white and Wallace is pure In-
dian. I was to meet them for lunch at Zavala’s Mexi-
can Restaurant. Despite numerous phone conversa-
tions, I’d only met Jim once and as I entered the
restaurant I wasn’t sure I’d recognize him. Right off I
spotted Wallace sitting at a table with Jim who I would
have recognized even if he hadn’t been sitting next to a
Comanche Indian with the appearance and bearing of a
senator or maybe a movie star.

With long raven-black hair, white shirt, elegant tie,
a double-breasted grey coat, and black slacks and a fifty-
onc year old face that should be in movies, Wallace was
the picture of a modern Comanche.

Jim had arranged for Wallace to give a talk at the Ma-
son middle school and after lunch I went along to listen.
During lunch I learned that Wallace had been Tribal Chair-
man for six years and that he held a Master’s degree from
Harvard.

But before I take up more space on the lunch meeting I’d
better move on to his presentation.

Once all the children settled down on bleachers in the gym all
eyes turned to Wallace. He opened a bag fashioned from an
Indian blanket and commenced by explaining why it’s impor-
tant to be well dressed if you want to be taken seriously in
today’s world. Then he removed his tie and replaced it with a
black scarf held at the neck with a silver concho. Next draped
a broadcloth blanket, red at one end, black on the other, over
his shoulders. Then came a mescal bean bandolier which he
wore off the shoulder. All this was topped off with an Otter
hide cap complete with eagle plume. Finally, he applied red
ocher paint to his cheeks and with that the transformation was
complete. What now stood before the youngsters was a real
live Comanche.

Next he asked the group if they wanted him to change back
into the coat and tie, and the room filled with pleas and com-
mands to stay just the way he was. That done he let the stu-
dents pass around an eagle feather and an old pair of moccasin
which belonged to his grandfather.

When one student asked Mr. Coffey how old he was, Wallace
responded, “Fifty-one” Whereupon another student chimed in

N
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“You don’t look a day over forty-eight.”

He had the students enraptured with his humor, gentle
nature and charismatic presence. I have never witnessed
one person hold the attention so completely of our restless
youth as did Wallace.

He sang many songs for them, in Comanche, and ex-

plained their meaning. After The Cedar Song he said:
“The cedar tree is very important to our people.
It is green year-round so it does not die.

It lifts its branches up to heaven. Its in-
cense purifies the spirit and clears the
mind. The Cedar Song and the incense have
d the power to heal people. But you can’t use

just any cedar, you must use the one with the
red and blue berries.”

When he held out a palm full of dried cedar from
his medicine pouch the children flocked around;
each took a little pinch of cedar and handled it like
gold dust.

Then Wallace asked if there was anyone who had
a birthday on that day. A young girl, Sonya, reluc-
tantly stepped forward. Wallace sang Happy Birth-
day alternating between English and Comanche, then
with an cagle feather and the cedar incense which he
had started at the beginning of the session, Wallace
gave a Cedar Blessing the young girl. When he fin-
ished the room filled with applause.

“We have songs for every occasion,” Wallace ex-
plained, “they make us feel better and heal the spirit.

“Do you have a song for someone who had died?”” a boy
asked.

“Yes,” he smiled, “but I can’t sing that at this time.”

He explained that in Indian sign language Comanche was
illustrated with the motion of a snake that comes backward.
“Springtime is the new year when a snake sheds its skin.
The shed snake skin means that another Comanche is born.
If you come upon one it means that you are going in a new
direction in your life, a better way; or that you should change
your habits.

While on the topic of sign language, Wallace held up
both arms high in the air. “Do any of you know what this
means?” When they were reluctant to hazard a guess he
said, “Touchdown!”

After the talk concluded and the children moved on to
the rest of their school day, a few teachers gathered ‘round
and explained, with more than a little emotion, that the birth-
day girl had recently experienced a series of misfortunes
not of her making, and they knew that Wallace, by treating
her so special had lifted her spirit.

N
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= \r hile stranded in London, England back in 1973,
Gary P. Nunn penned “London Homesick Blues”,
the now famous anthem for Austin City Limits, and

/ Texan expatriates world wide yearning for their

/ \ home state. Over the years, Gary has played with
the likes of Michael Martin Murphy, Jerry Jeff Walker and Willie

Nelson, before forming his own band, “The Sons of the Bunk-

house”. He has also had many a hit song recorded by music

legends such as Willie Nelson and Roseanne Cash.

Gary has come to represent the true Texas song mas-
ter. Although born and now living in Oklahoma, which he
calls “forced exile”, Gary spent his youth and college years in
Texas. He currently travels around Texas and the Southwest
forty-eight weekends a year performing to enthusiastic crowds.

To the delight of his fans, Gary and his record label,
Campfire Records, have compiled a collection of his greatest
hits to be released in November. Both regular fans and new
listeners will not want to miss the release party to be held right
before his regular monthly performance at The Broken Spoke
in Austin on November 29th from 6-8 PM.

“We’ve had, over the years, numerous requests to re-
lease a CD containing our most popular records,” Gary explains.
“It’s a difficult task to select just which tunes should be in-
cluded, but after scveral late nights of working with various
sequences, I have come up with one that feels pretty good.”

“What I Like About Texas” kicks off the release of 18
hits lyrically expressing his devotion to the wonders of Texas.
Songs relating to the many Chili Cook-Off’s and road trips in-
clude “The Chili Song”, “Roadtrip”, “Meet Me Down in Cor-
pus” and “My Kind of Day on Padre”. And ironically, the art-
work for the cover is done by world renown Armadillo World
Headquarters artist, Jim Franklin.

Always ready to shake hands and visit with fans, Gary
P. Nunn says, “They are the cream of the crop, quality people
who gravitate to the western life-style.” And then with a little
laugh he said, “They dress well, behave themselves and are all
great dancers.”

7
N\

If you can’t make it to the Broken Spoke in November,
Gary will be at Blanco’s Bar & Grill in Houston on Dec. 12; the
Broken Spoke again on Dec. 19; the Quota Club in Monroe,
LA on Dec. 20; and he will be celebrating the coming of the
new year at the oldest dance hall in Texas, Gruene Hall, near
New Braunfels.

For advanced tickets at Gruene Hall call: 210:629-5077.
Web address htp://www.hepcat.com/campfire/gpnunn.

Demnnaches Wahn

A Christmas Mewmory from
the pages of the past

+ 24~ tall with nwmbered brass plate

%9 ﬁ* - Custom made w/memento 3
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A DAMNY ANIEE
COMIES 10 LIEON COUNTY

B3Y MARION . HAYH O

y brother-in-law, Pete
Gray, is a Yankee. I don’t
call him a Yankee using
the usual Flo, Texas cri-
teria for the word, which
means anyone born north
of Dallas. This guy is from
Indiana, so that makes
him the worstkind of Yankee, a DamnYankee
(notice that it is a single word).

Before my father died in 1954
all three of his male children had grown
up and moved away from Flo. I won’t
go into all the reasons why, but I can
assure you they were numerous. Per-
haps the main one was to get away
from the type of life we had lived up
until we were teenagers, and were
afraid we might have to continue to
live for the rest of our lives.

After my father’s death none
of the three brothers would agree to
come back to Flo and live on the old é _
homestead, even though all the land L&
that my father and mother owned was | l
available for use, free of charge, to the
one who would return. A few years
passed without the old homestead be- {4 4
ing occupied by anyone. :

/N

-,

4]
- ? ”‘ k)
In the meantime our sister, § = 3 d"\ﬂwl R8I A

Edith, met this small Yankee and mar-
ried him. They moved to his home in
Indiana to farm. Things didn’t go so well there for various
reasons, primarily because Pete liked to work every day farm-
ing until around midnight, then sleep late the following morn-
ing. His father didn’t keep those kinds of hours and was peck-
ing on Pete’s door about daybreak every morning, demanding
that Pete get up and get with it. I guess he felt this privilege
was his since he owned the farm that Pete was farming.

To make a long story short, Pete and Edith sold out in
Indiana and moved to Flo to the old homestead, Pete wanting to
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“blend” into the Flo community (an impossibility for
such a Yankece—he’s still trying to blend in after more
than thirty years).

One of Pete’s methods of
trying to blend in was to emu-
R late a well respected, knowl-
edgeable, no-nonsense
rancher that lives in Flo
named Evan Moore.

{ \ Evan is only about four
Y ') years older than Pete.
&Y Evan, with the

) stamina of a horse and
/" the patience of Job, decided
he should help his new neighbor,
Pete Gray, get off to the right start in Flo.
Back in 1957, Evan owned a big
ranch on BufTalo Creck and had lots of cattle.
8. Being a macho type guy, he handled his cows
3 with a horse, a whip and a dog (not the way
to doit, he now agrees). He wore a big cowboy
hat and boots with spurs and looked like the cow-
boy that he actually was.

Pete Gray, the DamnYankee, wanted to look
and opcrate just likc Evan. He went to town and
bought himselfa ten-gallon cowboy hat. Edith said
it was more like fifteen gallons since it came down

to Pete’s ears on the sides and down to his
eyes in the front. On his way home, wear-
\ ing the hat and new boots, he sprained
& ,,\\\‘: 7 /an ankle and couldn’t get his boot off, so
< he wore it day and night for a week until
his swollen ankle went back to normal size.
The day afier he bought the hat and boots he went to
Evan and asked him to help him locate and buy a saddle horse,
so that he wouldn’t look out of place in Flo. Evan, in his usual
efficient manner, found a horse that he thought Pete might learn
to handle. When they got ready to load the horse in the truck,
however, it balked and they could not get it into the truck either
by leading it, pushing it or whipping it on the rump. Pete de-
cided that loading it was a physical impossibility and was ready
to give up, but Evan, being an old hand, decided that he would
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ride the horse into the truck. He mounted the horse and tried at
least a dozen times to get it into the truck. No luck. He then
rode the horse out about a hundred yards, turned it around to
face the rear of the truck and spurred it into a dead run. He
raked it with his spurs, whipped it with his hat and yelled his
head off as he approached the truck. At the last instant the
horse made a mighty leap and landed in the truck, which stopped
him so quickly that Evan, had he not been a veteran horseman,
would have continued over the cab of the truck.

Pete ran over and put up the tailgate of the truck and
congratulated Evan on how well he could handle horses. “Noth-
ing to it,” Evan said in his usual nonchalant voice.

A few days later, Pete was riding in the woods when
he rode up on Willie Lynch, standing on her property across the
fence from our place. She had two dogs with her and was fin-
gering a .30 caliber Winchester in a manner that Pete can de-
scribe only as “menacingly”.

Willie Lynch was a widow (called “widder-woman” in
Leon County), a self-made woman, independent as a Cheshire
cat and was not afraid of anything in the entire world, espe-
cially the men that owned property around hers in Flo. Our
father had difficulty with her for years. Her cows and hogs
would sometimes get through the fence onto our place and some-
times ours would get onto her property. It was always a very
delicate situation to set things right with her one way or an-
other. She was known to shoot her rifle over your head at times,
just to make sure she had your attention.

Pete knew about Willie Lynch, of course. He had heard
of her from our father, from Evan and others, and from my
brothers and me.

When Pete saw Willie, he proceeded to tie his horse’s
reins to an overhanging limb of a tree just as Evan had taught
him to do, got off his horse, walked over to the fence and tried
to talk to Willie. Willie could understand very little of what he
was saying for she had never heard a Yankee voice in her life.
I’ll leave it to your imagination as to how this conversation
went between this pint-sized Yankee and this Amazon of the
woods named Willie Lynch.

Finally the conversation ended, or more likely stalled,
and Pete turned and with great dignity walked over to his horse,
put his foot in the stirrup and with what he hoped was a flour-
ish tried to lift himself into the saddle. The stirrup broke and
he ended up sitting on the ground with the stirrup in his lap.

Pete didn’t look at Willie. He got up slowly, moved
calmly around the horse to the other side, put his foot in the
other stirrup and tried to mount the saddle a second time, The
girth broke and he ended up flat on his back with the saddle on
top of him. He heard choking and gasping from across the
fence where Willie was trying her best to control her laughter.
He still didn’t look at her.

Pete untied the horse and led it away from Willie
through the brush toward home. He never rode the horse again,
nor did he bother to go back for the worn-out saddle.

The first year Pete lived at Flo, he raised a corn crop in
one of our fields. It was a good corn crop, better than most corn
crops grown at Flo. Those mid-Westerners do know how to
raise corn.

_ When the corn got to the roasting ear stage, Pete no-
ticed that the raccoons were knocking it down and eating it. He
could tell this from all the raccoon tracks in his cornfield. He
went to his friend, Evan, to seek his advice. Evan came over
and walked through the cornfield with him and told Pete that

Pete Gray, the DamnYankee, wanted to
look and operate just like Evan. He went
to town and bought himself a ten-gallon
cowboy hat. Edith said it was more like
fifteen gallons since it came down to
Pete’s ears on the sides and down to his
eyes in the front. On his way home,
wearing the hat and new boots, he

-sprained an ankle and couldn't get his
boot off, so he wore it day and night for
a week until his swollen ankle went back
to normal size.

some hogs were knocking the corn down and eating some of it,
and that the raccoons were coming in later and finishing it off.
Pete didn’t quite believe him.

Evan had a pasture leased for his cows that joined the
field Pete had his corn planted on. One day Evan was riding
his pasture and saw a wild sow with three shoats go through
Pete’s fence into the cornfield. He saw that they were very fat,
something rarely seen in wild hogs, and immediately knew that
these hogs were the ones that had been eating Pete’s corn. He
told Pete about the hogs. By this time, Pete had finally become
convinced that Evan had been right about the hogs eating his
corn.

Pete’s solution was to “gather” his corn while it was
still green to prevent further loss to the hogs. He rented three
barns in the area and spread his corn out in the barns so that it
wouldn’t go bad from overheating in a fermenting process. The
sow and shoats kept coming onto Pete’s place, but he didn’t
care so much now since he had his corn in the barns.

Later in the fall, Pete and Evan noticed that there was
an excellent acorn crop on all the oak trees that grow wild in
Leon County. Hogs have been traditionally fattened on acorns
for a hundred and fifty years there. Pete and another local
rancher, Frank Lee, went a hundred miles south of Flo and
bought two truck loads of hogs, one for Frank and one for Pete.
Pete turned his hogs loose, after a few days, on the farm where
he had raised the corn. He expected them to get fat over the
winter by eating the acorns.

Although the wild sow that had come onto Pete’s place
to eat his corn was wild as a deer, she nevertheless had been
marked; that is, had certain cuts in her ears to identify who she
belonged to. This had been done several years before when she
was a pig or shoat. She had been running wild ever since.
Evan knew how to do these things, so he found out that the sow
really belonged to a woman that lived in Pleasant Springs, a
settlement somewhere back in the woods fairly near Pete’s place.
Her husband had died and another man, named George Hopkins,
now spoke for her at times. Evan went to him and asked him to
tell the lady that he and Pete would catch and return her sow to
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Pete didn't hesitate. He dived in on the
fighting sow, something even a redneck
born and raised in Flo would be afraid to
do, and somehow in the hubbub of barking
dogs and head slinging, squealing sow, he
managed to get his wire loop over the sow’s
snout. Evan was completely surprised. He
guessed that Pete’s chances were about one
in a hundred, if not one in a thousand.

her if she would give the three shoats to Pete for their effort. A
few days later he got the word that she had agreed to his offer.

In the meantime the wild sow and the three shoats had
joined up with the other hogs Pete had brought onto his place;
however, they were still wild as the wind and could not be caught
or penned with the other hogs.

That winter Evan and Pete got word from a Mrs. Dodds,
who lived in the brush near Pete’s place, that she had located
the wild sow and the three shoats in the woods on Pete’s farm.
The next morning Evan and Pete were at her place at sunrise.
Evan was on his horse, wearing leather chaps, a leather coat, a
big cowboy hat and spurs on the heels of his cowboy boots. He
had two hog dogs with him. You couldn’t say he didn’t come
prepared. Pete looked like his gentlemanly self, Yankee-like,
not like a Leon county redneck ready to chase a wild hog through
the brush at sunrise.

Evan’s plan was simple. The dogs would bay the hogs
and keep them bunched. Most of the hogs were Pete’s tame
hogs, but the wild sow and shoats were with them and wouldn’t
leave the herd. Evan, ever sure of himself, took a bag of corn
with him, tied to his saddle. He planned to rope the wild sow.

The dog’s bayed the hogs and kept them bunched. Pete
walked while Evan rode his bay mare on the way to the hogs.
Evan saw a strange contraption in Pete’s hand, and being a
polite Southerner and all, asked him something like, “What the
hell is that damned contraption you’re carrying, for God’s sake?”

“It’s a hog catcher,” replied Pete as if what he was
doing made some sort of sense. Pecte showed Evan the hog
catcher. It was a four-foot long metal pipe with a stecl cable
running through it. When you pushed the cable into the pipe it
formed a loop at the other end, which you slipped over a hog’s
snout to subdue and control him. Going wild hog hunting with
it seemed to Evan about like going bear hunting with a sling-
shot. He didn’t say anything, however, because he was so amazed
that he simply couldn’t talk.

They arrived at the hogs and Evan immediately went
into his hog cajoling act using the corn. He spread a little corn
near the hogs and they would mill about watching the dogs,
which were continuously circling them and baking constantly.
Finally the hogs relaxed a bit and began to cat the corn; all but
the wild sow. She was eyeing the dogs and would have run for
it on her own but was afraid to leave the herd because the dogs
would have been on her instantly.

Evan dropped more corn. The hogs relaxed further
and even the wild sow picked up a little corn and ate it. He was
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edging her out of the brush to where he could drop his lariat
over her. Suddenly out of the corner of his eye he saw Mrs.
Dodds and her six year old granddaughter walk up.

Oh, it was a grand morning. Just like in the fronticr
days. There was a smell of wood smoke in the frosty air. The
rumble of a freight train passing through Buffalo, ten miles
away, could be heard clearly. The dog’s barking was cchoing
across the valleys through the woods. A cool fog was lying in
the low places. The air was crisp and fresh. It was onc of those
unique days when you feel like shouting, just to hear your voice
ccho across the wilderness.

Mrs. Dodds must have felt that way too, for she sud-
denly let out a yell that could raise the hair on a dead dog. She
did it not to scare the dogs or hogs but through sheer exuber-
ance. Some folks in Flo always thought that she might be part
Indian and would have been certain of it had they been there
that morning.

The hogs froze in place, their ears standing straight
up. The dogs, with great difTiculty, kept the hogs from bolting.
Mrs. Dodds’ voice kept coming back as echoes from far distant
creeks, hills and valleys for what seemed to be at least five min-
utes.

Evan said nothing, but just dropped more corn. Soon
he had the hogs settled down again and had enticed the wild
sow out into the open. Just as he was ready to drop his loop
over the sow, Mrs. Dodds let out another of her ear-splitting
screams.

That did it! Hogs went in every direction, scattering
like quail. The wild sow tore through the brush toward a place
called Devil’s Den, a sink hole in the creek about a half mile
away. Devil’s Den covers about an acre or two of marsh, quick-
sand, briars, trees, potholes, myrtle bushes and grass. The dogs
were after her but she was outrunning them. If she could make
it to Devil’s Den she was home free. Ten men couldn’t have
gotten her out of it in a week.

Evan, feeling good and his horse feeling good, took up
the chase. His horse was running full speed through the brush,
dodging through it where it could and busting holes in it where
it couldn’t find an opening. Evan would pull his hat down over
his face and hang on. Pete, Mrs. Dodds and her granddaughter
were left far behind.

Just before the sow got to Devil’s Den, she had to pass
through a small glade about thirty steps across that was free of
bushes. Evan knew that if she made it across the glade she was
free and clear. He removed his lariat from the horn of his saddle,
shook out a small loop about three feet across and started swing-
ing it over his head. When he broke out into the glade the wild
sow was alrecady halfway across it. He took one mighty swing
of the loop and threw it at her as hard as he could. It was his
last desperate shot at capturing her. Just as the lariat played out
and the loop began to close, he saw the loop drop over her head,
more like an accident that technical skill. When the horse saw
the lariat play all the way out it slammed on its brakes. The
sow ran right through the loop except for one hind foot which
the lariat tightened up on. The hog now began to fight the rope
and the dogs, while traveling in a circle around the horse, fight-
ing like a tiger, slinging her head savagely at the dogs. The
dogs couldn’t get a grip on the sow’s ears in order to hold her.
Evan knew that all the sow had to do was get a bit of slack In
the lariat and she would kick frec of the loop, so he kept his
horse backing up and turning to kecp the rope tight.

Suddenly, out of the brush and myrtle bushes came




Pete Gray on the dead run, hog catcher in hand, loop ready to
capture this wild hog. In desperation, knowing that he would
lose the hog any second, Evan screamed, “Catch her, Pete!”

Pete didn’t hesitate. He dived in on the fighting sow,
something even a redneck born and raised in Flo would be afraid
to do, and somehow in the hubbub of barking dogs and head
slinging, squealing sow, he managed to get his wire loop over
the sow’s snout. Evan was completely surprised. He guessed
that Pete’s chances were about one in a hundred, if not one in a
thousand.

Pete reared back on the hog catcher and hung on like a
bulldog. The sow, caught at both ends, flopped to the ground
on her side. Evan got off his horse in a flash with a pigging
string in his tecth and tied the sow’s three loose feet together.
He then added the fourth foot and had the sow at their mercy.
Evan dragged the sow through the woods with his horse to a
place where they could drive the truck. Then they got the pickup
truck, loaded the sow, and took her to Pleasant Springs and
delivered her to the lady that owned her. She took the sow to
Crockett the next day and got one hundred dollars for her. Petc
kept the three shoats until the following spring and sold them
for seventy-five dollars each, which paid for the corn they had
caten out of his cornfield.

This little episode changed Evan’s mind forever about
what one small Yankee with a hog catcher could do to a three
hundred pound wild sow in the brush. He swears that Pete has
always looked about a foot taller cver since that time. He felt so
strongly about it that he went to town the very next day and
ordered a hog catcher of his very own.
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THE ELECTRA

by David C. Morrow

About 1911 in the town of Electra my maternal grandfather,
Robert B. “Bob” Richardson, built and flew
what was probably north Texas’ first airplane.

e was born in Philadelphia in 1895 and came
with his family from Liber, Ohio,to the newly
opened town of Electrain 1907. Created out
of the Waggoner Ranch, Electra was then a
frontier community full of pioneer spirit.
Photos on souvenir postcards show cowboys
breaking horses between widely spaced houses. According to
my grandmother, Indians often came over from Oklahoma cre-
ating much excitement among the locals. Several saloons in-
flamed Prohibition sentiments. Moody brothers, both barkeep-
ers, fell into bitter conflict with the Richardson’s friend, anti-
booze newspaperman, Les Crawford.
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Soon after the town was formed, mule teams were haul-
ing oil drilling equipment through the streets. My great-grand-
father, a wealthy pharmacist, A. M. Richardson, bought a farm,
a house, and some downtown buildings. One of the latter be-
came his drugstore, which doubled as the post office during his
terms as Postmaster, and one of the others was where he estab-
lished the Electra Masonic Lodge.

As always in American history and memory, this was
atransitional era. Arthur N. Richardson drove a sporty Apperson
Jackrabbit, and though a farm owner, he located his wife and
kids in town. Bob Richardson, his son and my grandfather,
was trained in music and a 1908 photo shows him with his



trumpet in The Electra Cowboy Band. However, he was also
mechanically gifted and followed the latest tcchnological de-
velopments. So it was there that, living near the old cattle trails,
he taught himself all he could about the Wright brothers and
other aviation experimenters and made his own contribution to
local progress.

In the absence of newspaper accounts I have had to
reconstruct his venture from photos and the lamentably sparse
notes I was able to make of his and other’s recollections. His
pictures appear to have becn taken in the wintertime, so he
likely began the planning and construction of the monoplane in
the fall of 1911 and first flew in early 1912. This span covers
the end of his sixtcenth and beginning of his seventeenth years
and probably accounts for his remembering the experiment be-
ing “about 1910 or 1912”.

With his father’s money to overcome any problems
locating materials, he made the aircraft parts in a tin garage
opening onto the alley behind the Richardson house at 707
Harrison Avenue. During the winters, a wood stove or kero-
sene heater were all he had to warm the shed. Bob was aided
by his lifelong friends, Wesley Moore, Jim Fisher and John
O’Donohough—whose brother had married Bob’s sister, Norma.
He must have frequently worked after school, and with meticu-
lous craftsmanship, followed plans he’d drawn with his sil-
vered instruments.

Bob’s plane was built in pieces and assembled where
it was first flown. Although his plans have vanished, he docu-
mented some of his project’s stages photographically. In one
photograph, there is a side view of the basic fuselage which
shows a wooden frame tapering back to an end. A rectangular
structure inserted near the rear, which is not visible in other
pictures, looks like it could be the rudder. Triangular supports
attach the front landing gear (bicycle wheels separated on an
axle) to the wooden superstructure while one vertical bar seecms
to hold a rear bike wheel. In another photograph, this time
with a front view, Bob stands inside the square frame holding a
lever, while a wooden element not unlike a window without
panes showing above and behind him scrves as the horizontal
stabilizer’s frame. No vertical {in appears in any picture. De-
signed in this way, the pilot had to lay on his stomach or crouched
behind the steering wheel, looking through the propeller.

When the monoplane was complete, the side of the tin
garage had to be removed to get the wings out. As to why he
opted for a single wing when most of the aircraft of the day
were biplanes, I have no clue, but maybe it was casier to build.
The wings themselves scem designed to catch the wind like a
kite; for this they angled downward toward the rear. With an
apparcnt span of about fifteen feet, they appeared to have been
canvas stretched between ribs linking wooden rails bolted to
the metal motor housing and anchored by wire or cordage.

A clear photo shows him clutching the steering wheel,
which was probably an auto or even a railcar brake. Though a
lever appears in the head-on frame shot, this wheel is the only
unmistakable control device. Every strut and line is clearly
visible, as well as the bolts holding the metal piping overhcad
frame that supports the propeller. The propeller mount is cleanly
beveled and has an upright rod behind it that likely held a line
running back to the tail assembly. The propeller must have
been made by Bob, as no source for it can be found. Though the
play of light on texture leaves its material unclear, it was al-
most certainly wooden.

One can only guess what kind of engine was used, but

More than a mechanical triumph, the flight involved
real danger. There were no emergency medical
teams. The nearest hospital was probably twenty-six
miles southeast in Wichita Falls, and in case of
accident someone would have to find a telephone,
maybe make several calls, even drive place to place
before locating a doctor. The danger must have
upset my great-grandmother. Sue Dale, my future
grandmother, who was fourteen in October of 1912,
once mentioned going out to see Bob fly and hearing
Mrs. Richardson exclaim, “Bob and Wesley have
gone out to kill themselves!”

a good bet would be a motorcycle engine, which was small
enough to fit in the overhead frame and light enough to fly.
The gas tank was likely housed in the metal frame as well.
How original Bob’s plans were and whether he made any inno-
vations arc pcerhaps now impossible for even an aviation histo-
rian to discern.

When the monoplane was finished, assembled, and
photographed, early in 1912, Bob took to the air. He stated that
it was “pulled along the railroad tracks by Jim Fisher’s four
cylinder Maxwell.” The railroad was the longest unobstructed
straightaway available. The mind boggles to think of three boys
roaring down the tracks, pulling a hand-made flying machine
not knowing if success or death is cmminent. At any rate, the
engine revved, the plane lifted, Bob disengaged the line, and
flew about a mile, maybe fifty feet up in the air. The mono-
plane landed undamaged and nobody was injured. It is easy to
visualize the young men in their long sleeved dress shirts and
their tics, donning boaters and caps as they retrieved their coats,
jubilant with their victory over gravity on the stark Texas prai-
ric.

More than a mechanical triumph, the flight involved
real danger. There were no emergency medical teams. The
nearest hospital was probably twenty-six miles southeast in
Wichita Falls, and in case of accident someone would have to
find a telephone, maybe make several calls, even drive place to
place before locating a doctor. The danger must have upset my
great-grandmother. Sue Dale, my future grandmother, who was
fourteen in October of 1912, once mentioned going out to see
Bob fly and hearing Mrs. Richardson exclaim, “Bob and Wesley
have gone out to kill themselves!”

The monoplane’s first flight wasn’t its last. Bob and
his friends flew the plane at least several more times and prob-
ably found it a good way to mecet girls. Electra was a small
town so it brought a measure of local fame. Newspaper ac-
counts are lost, but a couple of Bob’s pictures of his plane exist
on the same souvenir postcards that commemorate such note-
worthy subjects as cowboys, oil rigs and building fires, and
Electra’s Trade and Sale Days.

The Electra monoplane was so much a part of the fron-
tier momentum that pressed toward the techonolgical future
John’s unusual hobby was accepted as a normal part of commu-
nity life. Once the novelty wore off, people already became used
to the idca of powered flight and so to its reality. Many dis-
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missed flying as a fad, a rich kid’s toy, others surely wondered
what usc it had besides amusement. Practical applications prob-
ably did occur to many, but apparently not to the young avia-
tors. There weren’t any landing facilities and they couldn’t

continue using public land and the property of others. Where
THB OLD FEED TORE they kept the plane is not clear; maybe it was disassembled be-
tween flights, maybe stored intact in a barn, maybe either as
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tract housing. Just before he was to ship out to France the War
ended. He may have quit flying to support his family, though
his job search during the Great Depression resulted in a career
at the Corpus Christi Naval Air Station. I never heard of any
other reasons for his later opinions about aviation’s stunning
progress.

In 1965 I managed to get some information about his
airplane from my grandfather, a man so modest as to be almost
self-effacing, when we went to an open house at the naval air
station. When I bought us tickets for a brief city flyover in an
already outdated DC-3 he said that it was his first flight in al-
most fifty years. It was also his last before his death a few
weeks before his cightieth birthday. As that decade reached its
frantic conclusion he declared NASA a waste of money, weather
satellites superfluous, lunar exploration worthless and he re-
mained a staunch Prohibitionist to the end.

As a man who also insisted that history is useless, Bob
Richardson would be surprised that his early flights would be
interesting to people other than his family.

Americans take to technological development because
we enjoy the freedom and challenge to experiment with sci-
ence and its applications. Our government has never had to
imposec material progress becausc its means are available for
experimentation, whether to young acronauts in 1910 or young
cybernaughts in 1990. I doubt that my grandfather would sce
his tcenage adventure the same way he would the doings of
computer hackers, but he and they are participants in the same
democratic process of technological development.

He lived through the very end of the Texas frontier and
contributed to the heartland’s popular acceptance of a new tech-
nology simply because he thought aviation would be fun, and
he had the means and ability to let his imagination take flight.
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THE TEXAS NAVY PART TWO OF TWO PARTS

PATRIOT PIRATES

by STEVEN L. YUHAS

Historians have long focused on the ground war in winning lexas independence.
Most people still do not realize that Texas had a Navy, let alone that it played
a decisive role in the fight for freedom. In fact, the war began at sea and the last
shots to be fired before the Republic became a State were in naval engagements.
To quote Theodore Roosevelt Jr., “l¢ is no exaggeration to say that without it
(the Texas Navy), there would probably have been no Lone Star Republic and
possibly the State of Texas would still be a part of Mexico.”
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) n April 1837, because of the incident with the Pocket,
Captain Brown was replaced by He_nry L. Thon.lpson
as captain of the Invincible. Likcwise, due to his un-
authorized voyage to New York, Captain Hurd was
removed from command of the Brutus, replaced by
James D. Boylan. After the change of command, Sec-
retary of the Navy, S. Rhodes Fisher, decided he needed
a sea cruise for his health and took the Invincible and
Brutus on a prolonged trip on the Mexican Main. The contro-
versial and exciting trip began out of Galveston on June 10th.
The first contact came off the tip of the Yucatan Peninsula
where they burned all of the fishing boats they could find. A
larger vessel was overtaken and found to be loaded with logs.
Captain Thompson, not being able to use the logs, extracted
$600. This he divided among the crew. The two raiders then
sailed to Sisal and cannonaded the fort and town for three hours.
That was just to let them know that the “Los Diablos Tejanos”
were still in the area.

Repeated landings were made, burning at least nine coastal
villages to the ground. Two vessels of about eighty tons cach
were captured, manned with prize crews and sailed to
Matagorda. After capturing one schooner and burning another,
they sailed to Alacran island, located north of the Yucatan.

No sooner had they dropped anchor, when a lookout from
the Invincible spotted a sail coming from seaward. Captain
Thompson, hoping to act as a decoy, hoisted the Mexican flag.
The stranger changed course, showing signs of making a run
for it. Captain Boylan raised the Texas flag and gave chase
with the Brutus. After receiving two warning shots, the schoo-
ner hove-to and raised the English flag.

Captain Boylan could give a hoot less that the ship was
British. He boarded and checked her papers. The schooner
proved to be the 180 ton Eliza Russell loaded with goods con-
signed to a Mexican merchant. Captain Joseph Russell was
furious, charging Captain Boylan with piracy, and threatening
to bring the British Navy in to make reprisal. Captain Boylan
brushed aside the threats, took over the ship and sailed back to
the Invincible.

On the way back to Texas they captured the Mexican schoo-
ner Corrco and Rafaelita. Once outside of Galveston harbor,
the Brutus towed her prize across the bar, while the Invincible,
having a greater draft, laid off to await the tide.

During the night, two Mexican warships, the Vencedor del
Alamo and the Libertador had slipped up and at first light
opened fire on the Invincible. The Brutus immediately set sail
to go to the aid of her sister ship, but in her haste ran aground
on the bar. Once the firing began, the citizens of Galveston
came out to watch the uneven battle.

It was close work, the Invincible fighting gallantly, while
the two Mexican ships took turns firing broadsides at her. Be-
tween the two Mexican ships, they mounted twenty-four guns,
the Invincible eight. The Texas ship continued to fight until
her guns got too hot to load. Then she made a run for the
harbor. At first it looked like she would make it, but her deep
draft caused her to run aground. The crew abandoned ship
while the two Mexican warships came in for onc last broad-
side. A storm was brewing, so the two battered enemy ships
broke off the engagement and headed for Matamoros.

That night, the storm turned into a full scale norther. Both
ships lay stuck on the bar until the furious winds and waves
destroyed them. With the loss of the Invincible and the Brutus,
the Texas Navy expired and the Gulf coast lay unprotected.

Late in 1838 Texas did not have a navy, but thanks to the
war between Mexico and France, neither did Mexico. The war
gave enough breathing time for Texas to regroup and assemble
her second navy.

It wasn’t until 1838 when Texas bought the brig Potomac,
which was used as a receiving ship at Galveston. It was March,
1839 when a paddle wheel steamer was purchased and named
in honor of the first Vice-President of the Republic of Texas,
Lorenzo de Zavala. The Zavala carried eight guns and at-
tained a top speed of nine knots. She was important to the
navy because she could operate in calm weather and on rivers.

The new president of Texas, Mirabeau Bonaparte Lamar,
who unlike Sam Houston, was a firm believer in a navy to
guard the Texas coast. He convinced Congress to allocate
$280,00 to have six ships built in Baltimore by Frederick
Dawson. They were well designed, built and rigged. All of
the ships were delivered between June 1839 and April 1840.
The first to be delivered was the schooner San Jacinto with
eight guns, then the schooner San Antonio of eight guns, the
San Bernard of cight guns, the brig Wharton with sixteen guns,
the brig Archer with sixteen guns, and the Austin, a 600 ton
sloop-of-war with thirty-eight guns, for a total of eight ships
and onc-hundred and two guns.

For their new Commodore, they selected the twenty-nine
year old Edwin Ward Moore, a Lieutenant with fourteen years
in the American Navy. In December of 1839 he made the Austin
his flagship. Next he went to New Orleans to recruit the crews
to man his ships. Not all of the men were experienced but he
filled his ships.

In Mexico, the Province of Yucatan was in open revolt.
The distraction caused a delay in Mexico’s plans to re-invade
Texas. Under international law, any agreement made by a cap-
tured leader (Santa Anna) of a country is not valid. Thus, the
Central Mexican Government felt that Texas still belonged to
her and at the first opportunity, intended to get her back.

Therefore, President Lamar thought it prudent to give what
aid Texas could to prolong the Yucatan rebellion. Accordingly
the fleet was sent to patrol the Mexican coast, but ordered not
to fire unless fired upon. Finally, towards the end of October a
Mexican shore battery opened fire on the Austin and offensive
action was taken. A base was set up on the Arcos Islands
north of the Yucatan.

Before any defensive action could be taken the San Jacinto
was lost. In a violent storm she slipped her anchor chain and
was driven ashore, resulting in a total loss. Meanwhile, Moore
had arranged a plan with the Yucatan rebels. The Zavala towed
the Austin seventy miles up the Tobasco River to the town of
San Juan Bautista. The joint effort forced the surrender of six
hundred Mexican soldiers. Moore, short of funds, demanded
$25,000 tribute. If it was not paid, he threatened to destroy the
town. The money was paid in silver coin brought out in leather
bags. The ransom enabled Moore to make repairs, pay debts
and refit in New Orleans with provisions to last ten months.

On the return trip the San Antonio got her digs in and
captured a prize that later sold for $7,000. There was a darker
side, this was to be Zavala’s last cruise. She had stopped to
collect firewood when an unexpected storm forced her out to
sea. The storm battered the little ship for three days. She had
lost her rudder, a paddle wheel was damaged and her maga-
zine flooded. A jury-rigged rudder and other repairs were made
to make her seaworthy. Furniture and the interior bulkheads
were sacrificed to feed her boilers. Only the superior seaman-
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ship of Captain Lothrop brought her back to Galveston. Un-
able to raise $15,000 for rcpairs, she deteriorated to be a loss to
the Navy.

When Moore returned to Galveston, he cxpected to return
to raid the Mexican coast. Instcad, the San Bernard was sent
with Texas diplomat James Webb to negotiate with the Mexi-
can Government to recognize Texas as a Republic. France and
then England had already done so. While ncgotiations dragged
on all through the summer and fall of 1841 Moore cngaged in
mapping the Texas coast.

Some parts of the charts at hand were plotted as far as 75
miles from their actual location, with channcl depths off by as
much as a fathom. The Commodore did such a good job, that
the new charts became the standard navigational tools for the
United States, Great Britain and the Texas Navices.

Once again ncgotiations broke down: President Lamar took
it upon himseclf to make an agreement with the still rebellious
government of the Yucatan. Basically the Yucatan was dupli-
cating the actions of Texas in 1835. But her rebellion would
be the key factor in keeping Mexico from immediately re-in-
vading Tcxas.

Lamar’s agrecment was that Texas would provide the full
services of her navy to aid in fighting the Central Mexican
Government. In return the Yucatan would pay an initial $8,000
for fitting out the flect, then $8,000 per month while in active
service. All spoils of war were to be divided equally between
the two parties. The agreement was consummated without the
consent of Congress. It was a personal contract between Lamar
and the Yucatan.

It was a shrewd move because it kept the Mexican armies
occupied with the rebellion and the cost of running the navy
was being paid for by the Mexicans. To ready his ships Com-
modore Moore was forced to usc his personal credit in New
Orleans. He set sail for Vera Cruz on the last day of Lamar’s
administration, December 13, 1846. The very next day second
term President Sam Houston ordered the return of the fleet,
but Moore had already sailed. Houston thought the navy too
costly and had a personal dislike for Commodore Moore.

The Texans kept their end of the bargain, by blockading
ports and capturing four Mexican merchant ships. The cruise
ended on 26 April, 1842, when the Yucatan paid out its last
$8,000 installment and began negotiations with Mexico.

While the expedition continued around the Yucatan, the
San Antonio was sent back to New Orleans for provisions and
additional crew. On the evening of 11 February, 1842, the San
Antonio lay anchored in the Mississippi off New Orleans. Cap-
tain Seegar had gone ashore leaving orders with Licutenant
Fuller not to grant any shore leave until his return.

The men had been at sea for some time and were more
than anxious to get ashore for wine, women and song. Some-
how, some rum had been smuggled aboard. Under the false
courage of liquor Sergeant Oswald, Seaman Pumpilly, and the
other mutineers, went to the officer of the Deck, Mr. Dearborn
and demanded liberty permits. This same group had previ-
ously plotted a mutiny off the coast of Mexico. Then, they
planned on taking over the ship and selling it at Vera Cruz.

When Mr. Dearborn refused the request and ordered them
below, the men, using loud and foul language, decided to leave
without authorization. The commotion brought Lieutenant
Fuller up from below. He quickly assessed the situation and
told Mr. Dearborn to arm the marine guard and have the men

arrested.
34 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

On that command Oswald pulled a tomahawk from hig belt,
swung at Licutenant Fuller but missed. Then Pumpilly pulled
a pistol from his belt and with one shot killed Licutenant Fyljer.
The officers, although unarmed, joined in the fray. Midship-
man Allen rushed in with flailing fists, and was clubbed to the
deck with a belaying pin.  Midshipman Odell charged afier
Allen and took a bayonct in his side. Mr. Dearborn was awk-
wardly knocked backward into an open hatch.

The mutineers then lowered a boat and headed for shore.
But the shot and the cries of the wounded alerted the US rev-
cnuc cutter Jackson, which overtook the mutineers before they
could reach shore. The mutineers remained in jail for over a
year before Commodore Moore returned to have them court-
martialed.

Punishment of the mutineers took place on board the flag-
ship Austin on the return trip to Mexican waters. Before the
trial Sergeant Oswald had escaped and Seaman Pumpilly died
in prison. As for the rest of the offenders, one was acquitted
and another pardoned. Three received 100 lashes each and
four were sentenced to hang.

At 12 o’clock on 26 April, 1843, the four prisoners sen-
tenced to hang were taken to the quarterdeck and placed on a
scaffold. After the crew was assembled and addressed, ropes
were placed around the necks of the condemned men. At 12:20
a signal gun was fired and the four prisoners were run up to
the foreyard. One hour later the prisoners were lowered, fu-
neral services held, and their remains committed to the deep.

n April of 1842, Sam Houston sent orders that upon the
squadrons return, they move to New Orleans for extensive
repairs, after which they were to blockade all Mexican
orts. However, he allocated no funds to pay for the refit-
ting. In fact, Houston had withheld funds from the navy for
over a year. The Commodore who had to use all his influence
and credit to try and get his fleet into battle. In the process the
hatred between Houston and Moore grew more intense.

Houston was pushing for annexation of Texas into the
United States. He used all his power of office to prevent Mexico
from recognizing Texas as a republic. In the meantime, Mexico
was rebuilding her navy. She purchased two schooners from
New York City and two paddle steamers from England. Many
predicted that as soon as the Yucatan rebellion was resolved,
Mexico would launch another invasion of Texas.

When it looked like Moore would get a ship ready to sail,
Houston sent the Wharton to New Orleans. Badly in need of
repairs, she would add to the time and cost of getting the fleet
back into action again.

Come August the San Antonio was ready for sea. Out of
money, Commodore Moore sent the San Antonio to the Yucatan
to renew their $8,000 per month contract. Making a stop at
Galveston, Captain Seegar was warned that there were still
men who plotted mutiny aboard his ship. The San Antonio
left Galveston on August 27th with three months rations never
to be heard of again.

There was much speculation about what happened to the
San Antonio. Some say she went down in the same terrible
storm that ran the San Bernard aground in September. Others
said the ship was taken over by a mutinous crew and became a
pirate ship flying the Jolly Roger.

The US brig Boxer added yet another story of an encounter
with a ship that matched the description of the San Antonio
near the Isle of Pines. After running up the French then the



Amecrican {lags with no response, the Boxer chased the ship
for two days but never caught her.

Later, two sailors showed up on Dauphinc Street claiming
to have been former members of the San Antonio’s crew. Af-
ter a couple bottles of rum they were reported to say “...The
San Antonio’s in good hands and you’ll be hearing from her
soon from San Jago de Cuba.” To give credence to their story,
a dark, low slung schooner was frequently reported sailing off
the southern coast of Cuba. England sent a frigate to scarch
for the mystery ship and found no trace of the San Antonio.
There were no further sightings. The San Antonio joined the
roster of ships listed as lost at sca.

ith the Zavala rotting at the dock in Galveston, the

Texas Navy had dwindled to the leaking Austin and

the unsecaworthy Wharton. Europcan powers had

convinced Houston to lift the blockade on Mexico.
It was time for Mexico to rcbuild her navy and for Moore to
raisc the money to get his ships ready to fight.

One of the two stcamers that Mexico bought from England
was the Guadelupe, armed with two 68 pound Paixhan pivot
guns and two 32 pound guns. She was the first ironclad with
watertight compartments. The Paixhan shells were designed
to explode after penctrating the ship. It had never been used in
combat and the European countries were anxious to sec how
cffective it really was.

Commodore Moore received word from friends that Presi-
dent Houston was planning on disbanding the navy. Without
funds, Moore managed to get enough of an advance from the
Yucatan to outfit his ships. His two ships only mounted thirty
cight guns—eighteen 24 pounders and twenty 18 pounders.

On the other side the Mexicans had seven ships including
two stecamships, onc of them an ironclad. Distributed among
the fleet were forty-five cannon. Two of the ships were com-
manded by British officers. Despite the odds the undermanned
Texas crews were chomping at the bit to have at the Mexicans.

Moore received order after order to return to Galveston,
but ignored all of them. He had several reasons for his actions:
First, Houston was going to disband the Navy. Second, he had
a lot of his own moncy invested, besides the notes he had signed.
Third, he had made a contract with the government of the
Yucatan.

On 16 January, 1843, Houston had Congress hold a secret
scssion and passed an act to disband the Navy and sell all of
her ships. With a legal act in his hand, Houston sent Colonels
James Morgan and William Bryan to New Orlcans to fire the
Commodore and bring the ships to Galveston. On February
25th Moore was presented with orders to leave the flagship.
The Commodore refused, he was in the process of refitting
with the money sent from the Yucatan.

The two Naval Commissioners sent a letter back to Presi-
dent Houston that Moore refused to abandon his agreement
with the Yucatan. That he would only obey his initial orders to
blockade the ports and would not give up his ships or report to
the Department of the Navy.

On the 21st of March, new orders again relieved Moore of
his command. Once again the Commodore refused and went
about his business. The Commissioners then ordered Com-
mander Lothrop to take command. Lothrop refused, under the
premisc that he had no orders from the Department of the Navy
to do so.

On April 3rd, Moore received a notice from the Depart-
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ment to place himself under arrest and report to the Depart-
ment. The grounds for his arrest were: Repeated disobedience
of orders, failure to keep the Department advised of his opera-
tions and failure to settle accounts at the Treasury within three
to six months as required by law.

Moore paid no attention to the dispatch and continued with
his work, promising the Commissioners that he would proceed
to Galveston as soon as he was ready to go to sea. The Com-
missioners took a liking to the young commander and allowed
him to continue. Moore’s zeal to keep the Navy alive became
infectious.

Lieutenant C. B. Snow was in command of the decaying
brig Archer, docked in Galveston. When he heard the news of
Moore’s planned adventure, he bluntly told the Navy Depart-
ment that he was going to abandon the Arhcer and join the
Austin in New Orleans. Fog delayed Austin’s sailing for five
days, which was just enough time for the Lieutenant to get on
board. The Navy Department charged Snow with desertion
and ordered him to report forthwith under arrest. An order
which he of course ignored.

Before they sailed, Colonel Morgan volunteered to sail with
the Austin. As an excuse, he claimed he had received word
that the Mexican Navy was planning on sailing to Galveston
to sack the base. In his heart, he knew that if the fleet went to
Galveston it would be disbanded.

While giving the news to Moore, Morgan stipulated that
he saw no reason not to go to Galveston via the Yucatan. The
other Commissioners agreed. The Austin and the Wharton
weighed anchor at 5:45 PM on 20 April 1843. Their course

was for Telchac, where it was rumored that the schooner
Montezuma lay in anchor.

hortly after Moore’s ships cleared for the open Gulf a

proclamation from President Houston arrived. The long

and wordy document stated that Commodore Moore on

five different occasions refused to obey the lawful orders
given him. Therefore, all orders prior to 29 October 1842 were
null and void and for the Commodore was to obey subsequent
orders. If the Commodore had already gone to sea, the Repub-
lic of Texas would not be responsible for his actions. Houston
further requested that all nations friendly to Texas scize the
ships Austin and Wharton and with their crews be brought
back to Galveston. He proclaimed that E. W. Moore was com-
mitting piracy. As of the 23rd of March 1843 Moore was, in
the eyes of the world, a Pirate.

The main battle at Campeche took place on 16 May 1843,
ending in a victory for the Texans. It was an incredible feat of
seamanship for two sailing ships dependent on the wind to
defeat two steam ships.

On April 28th the two Texas ships spoiling for a fight,
came up on Telchac but found they had missed the Montezuma
by a matter of hours. She had sailed off to join four other ships
at Campeche. The Texans followed and positioned themselves
across the mouth of the harbor.

At dawn on the 30th five enemy ships came in sight. It
only took a few minutes before the Mexicans opened fire. Their
rounds went over and short, failing to hit the Texas ships. The
Austin replied with five broadsides, most hitting their mark.
An hour later there was a ten minute exchange with the Mexi-
can steamer. All of the Mexican shots went high, while the
Texans were again on target. Captain Boylan brought out the
small and poorly armed Yucatan fleet. They were more of moral
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support for the Texan than they were a threat to the enemy.

Just short of noon several broadsides were exchanged be-
tween Austin and the Mexican vessel. Only two shots were
worth mentioning. One of the 68 pound rounds whooshed
between Commodore Moore and Licutenant Gray. Another
went through the poop deck into the cabin and out the stern,
At 12:40 the Mexican ships broke off the action and headed
for safer ports. The Texans anchored in Campeche Harbor,

When the Texans went ashore they were greeted with cheers
from the citizens of the town. Moore called on the Governor,
who loaned him two 18 pound guns that found a berth on the
Austin,

t was not until 16 May 1843 that the winds favored the

sailing ships for a fight. During the lull, the Mexicans

were reinforced by the steamer Regenerator and two small
brigs. The details of the engagement came mainly from
the decks of the Austin.

At 5:30 AM the Austin weighed anchor, followed by the
Wharton and the Yucatan armada. The Mexicans backed off
until 11:00 when the wind eased. Then the Mexican steamers
started closing. While still out of range of the 24 pound guns
and the two borrowed long reaching 18 pounders opened fire.
The second shot took out the Guadelupe’s flagstaff. A few
minutes later, the Mexican Eagle sent a 32 pound shot that
went through the No. 7 gun port wrecking the gun and wound-
ing three men. A 68 pound shot form the Guadelupe took
away Austin’s starboard main top gallant, breast backstay, af-
ter shroud, main top gallant rigging, starboard main royal hal-
yards and passed through the main top gallant sail. The sec-
ond shot cut the starboard and fore top gallant steering sail.
Sails, spars and rigging came tumbling to the deck.

A little past noon, Moore maneuvered his ship to run be-
tween the Guadelupe and the Montezuma firing broadsides to
cither side. There really was thunder on the Gulf with three
ships at close quarters firing broadsides. The steamers, not
liking close quarters and so many hits, pulled away. The Eagle
was next in line but put on sail and did not re-enter the fight.

The Wharton took on the Montezuma, keeping her occu-
pied for the duration of the battle, with Captain Lothrop skill-
fully maneuvering for the best shots. Guadelupe was carrying
the brunt of the fight for the Mexicans. She fired many a round
that went between the masts, but the English gunners were
finding the range. Two 68 pounders fired at the Austin cut
away the starboard main rigging and a foot rope of the main
topsail. The battle raged unabated for over an hour.

About two o’clock a well aimed shot cut the Austin’s main
royal most, passed through the deck into the wardroom, went
through the No. 3 storeroom, the pursers storeroom and lodged
in the armory, wounding two men at the No. 9 gun. Another
68 pounder hit below the No. 1 gun, splitting the copper cov-
ered planks, creating a major leak. More shots tore away rig-
ging and destroyed the No. 5 gun port. All of the top rigging
was now cut away. Her rigging hanging askew, her decks strewn
with debris, she continued to take the fight to the enecmy.

The Austin had also found the range. One of the paddle
wheels of the Guadelupe was badly damaged and many of her
crew lay sprawled on the deck. It was three o’clock when the
Guadelupe swung seaward. Commodore Moore signaled his
ships to retire to Campeche and the battle ended.

The Austin had fired 530 rounds, her magazines very close
toempty. Of her crew, three were killed, eight severely wounded



and seventeen lightly wounded. The Wharton only suffered
two men killed and those caused by an errant gun crew.

Days later, deserters came in with news of Mexican losscs.
The Guadelupe had forty-seven killed, ninety-six scriously
wounded and the ship badly mauled. The Montezuma’s total
was forty killed and over twenty wounded. The blockade of
Campeche was broken and the city was able to hold off a ground
attack. The two ship Texas Navy had earned their pay.

While the ships were being repaired, the Commodore and
Colonel Morgan went ashorc and read Sam Houston’s procla-
mations. Neither of them belicved that Houston could have
gone that far. As of that moment the Mexicans could hang the
lot of them without repercussions. As soon as both ships were
seaworthy, they slipped out of the harbor to face the wrath of
another enemy, Sam Houston.

Once at sea, Moore gathered the men to inform them of
Houston’s proclamation and his intention of sailing back to
Galveston. He also stated that if somewhere along the route
should capture become imminent, it was his intention to blow
up the powder magazine and sink the ship. The men cheered
the decision.

hen the “Pirates” hove-to in Galveston Harbor on

15 July 1843, they were greeted with a twenty-one

gun salute and a parade down the streets of

Galveston. Before the cheering died out, Moore
found the Sherifl and surrendered himself as a “pirate and an
outlaw”. The Sheriff wanted no part of it and refused to act
until he received orders from Houston. While everyonc was
waiting, gala events were thrown for the heroes, while Hous-
ton was burned in effigy.

They did not have long to wait. On July 25th, Houston
sent a directive that upon receipt, E. W. Moore was dishonor-
ably discharged form the Navy, as was Captain Lothrop for
refusing to take command and Licutenant C. B. Snow, who
had abandoned his command. It was all high-handed and ille-
gal without a court martial. When the news came out, all the
OfTicers on board both ships resigned. The mcn soon packed
their bags and left their ships.

In February, a Congressional Committee decmed that Cap-
tain Moorc was entitled to a fair trial. Moorec went before a
military court on the 21st of August. He was charged with
misapplication of money, embezzlement of public property, ne-
glect of duty, disobedience to orders, contempt and defiance of
the law, treason and murder.

Even though Houston put three close friends to sit on the
Board of Judges, Moore was acquitted of all counts except dis-
obedience of orders. Moore’s fellow officers were also acquit-
ted. Houston tried to veto the decision but was voted down by
Congress who added a resolution to honor Moore. The “Lord
Nelson of the Texas Navy” was given the honor of having a
county named after him in the Texas panhandle.

Houston did manage to put the ships up for sale at auction,
but the citizens of Galveston bought them and gave them back
to Texas, so the navy remained in tact. When Texas became a
state, part of the terms of annexation were 10 incorporate its
navy and all goods pertaining to its operation into the U. S.
Navy.

In June of 1846, one last twenty-one gun salute in Galveston
Bay marked the end of the Texas Navy. Never again would the
Lone Star proudly wave across the Gulf.

*
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Always wanted

& Log Home?
Make your dream
come truel

MODEL HOME SHOWN
BY APPOINTMENT
Charlie Flack
918/388-8743

—

P.0. BOX 670, KINGSLAND, TEXAS 78630

Music Lovers’ Gookbook

BY FRANCIS ERNST GIBSON AND EDWIN W. GIBSON, SR

f you are a music lover and enjoy satisfying your appetites—musical
and otherwise—this unique hardcover baok s written for you. Insight
into the lives of nine of our greatest composers, plus one hundred and
seventy-five recipes are included, along with eighteen menus and suggestions for
background music.
Copies of Music Lover’s Cookbook are $29.95 each plus $3 ship-
ping and handling. Texas residents add $2.47 sales tax. Make check payable to

MUSIBOOK, 809 West Travis Street, Fredericksburg, Texas 78624

LANELLE'S HAIR AFFAIR

PRESENTS
PERFECTSOLUTIONS
for Hair - Body - Nails
with these quality retail items:
Bain De Terre: Body & Hair
Redkin: Body & Hair

O.P.L: Nails
Hairpothics: Hair -

Vavoom: Hair Graham Webb: Hair
Matrix: Body & Hair Glycloguic: Body

915/247-4902 101 EAST LUCE STREET, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

+ SOUPS
* SALADS

» SANDWICHES

+ QUALITY BAKED GOODS
+ FRESH COFFEE

+ ESPRESSO

¢ @. Nan Hanus - Proprietor

(210) 833-5737
306 Pecan Street ® Blanco, Texas 78606
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Specializing In: Bread, pastrys.

Sweet Rolls, Checsccal{c &
Specialty Canned Goods.

HOME IBAKED &<

RAAVAY

O’n[y

Ingredients Used. Everything

| c—

—

—

The Freshest & Purest

prcpared IFron\ Scratclx

POEPNIESS

IPIREIPARRED TO ORDER

Made Just Like You Would—If You Had The Time.

Just Call And We Will Deliver To Llano, Burmet And Gillespie Cownnties.

915-247-3708

CHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE




 JouRNEY OF A TEXAS ARTIST

AN EXHIBITION OF ORIGINAL ART

Nov. 10 - Dec. 12, 1997

IRA KENNEDY

RECEPTIONS NoV, 15TH ¢ 4 P.M. = 10 P.M.
AT 7:30 PM.IRA WILL DISCUSS HIS CAREER, FROM ART EXHIBITIONS IN
NEW YORK CITY TO HI$ EXPERIENCES AS A WRITER IN TEXAS.

GALLERY OF THE HILLS - BUCHANAN DAM, TEXAS - 512-793-23 41
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FEATTRING:
* Restaurants

° Shops

» Antique Stores

o Museum

* Old Llano Jail

° Lan-Tex Theater

NOVEMBER z 8 = 18 Hole Golf Course

Gall for Details / B 1 ot . i « 2 RV Parks on the
CHECK OUR WEB SITE; .77 - 324 R ;= oo 7 Liano River
lanococ@tstar.net pE=fiiios = ) B AR
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7oo BESSEMER ST. - 915-247-5354 5$TOPIN AND CHECK OUT OUR LIST OF HUNTING LEASES.
—_— " OUTOURLISTOF HUNTING LEASES.




