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' BY 3. FRANK DOBIE | - ,

. The Texas Observer, inde-

tg‘e_nden weekly . newspaper  of

gets a  scoop
‘on facts relat-
ing to the pub-
lic welfare,
‘has just pub-
lished a 12
‘page. issue de- : |
Voted entire- |
dy to the life,
work, conver-
-sation, philoso-
phy and other
characteris-
itics of Roy
Bedichek. He
‘was  the clos-
est  comrade ‘

of my life and J. FRANK
the most inter- DOBIE. .“
esting man |
over a sustained period of time |
that I have known. I myself con- |
tributed something to this Bedi.

|
|

chek issue of the Texas Ohsery-

er, but failed to compass the
man. Had he published 40 books
instead of four, I would still-think
him larger than anything, indeed
than all, that he published. T-se-
spect, delight in, and admire his
accomplishments, but it was the
man himself who aroused my
‘wonder and drew my love.

- He never seemed old to me.
That also is a testimony of var.
ious young men who’ delighted in
his friendship. In January 1946,
when he was going on 67, he
wrote me: ¢

It is rare in my old age that
I get a really affectionate letter
such as you are able to write.
One thing that seems to die out
in old people is affection, which, |
of course, is man’s priceless pos-
session,” Al

SORT OF LONE WOLF.

1 wonder what made him say
at this particular time that affec-
tion fades away in old people,
It never faded away from him.
A few months before this, while
(I was in England, he wrote:

I “I miss you'very much, and I
know many others must. miss you
‘even more, for after all I'm a
sort of lone wolf who never real-
ly gets lonesome.”

He had too much within him- |
self and was too busy weaving to |
require constantly a hand to hold
'his or to be dependent upon what
many people get out of religion,
A letter written in May 1947 says,
in part: |
 "We are all so0 damned Ione- J
some in this world that we get |

{someone has done or felt as we

lent ;
ustin, which "not infrequently |

. from a Persian poet.

" He noblest lives and moblest

‘ nesome some-
times, but was, as the old saying
goes, as independent as a hog on
ice. He counseled young men to
be self-reliant in the Emersonian
way. Ronnie Dugger, editor of
the Texas Observer, recalls Bedi-.
chek’s quoting to him these unesf

~ He might get lo

‘Do as_thy manhood bids thee
‘do, from none but self
expect applause;

~ dies who makes and keeps

. his selfmade laws. ‘

- All other life is living death,
a realm where none but
phantoms dwell — !

A mind, a breath, a sign, @l o
l‘;Oilce" a tinkling of a camel’s

ell. : y

|
J
|
g
‘f’
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'ONE WINTER DAY. :
Bedichek was always quoting
the Greeks, upon whem many of
his ideas about life were molded. }
According to a Greek he quoted,
““Capacity for friendship and the'
ability to acquire sound learning
are the two things a human being |

i

(towards you a f

his way.’
- “Yours, o T
: ¢ udny Bedi’!ii]
P T (e |
GOOD AS BREAD., -

.| standing in a group of friends, |
I said, “Bedi, you are as g‘o’oﬂ;;

||heard Bedi at a dinner cracking |

, ship T never |
felt for anyone else q‘teﬁb'fmy
Harry = Steger, who died 44/
£ el s b R SR
_''Bless you for recording this
where I can turn 4o it when |
sometimes: ‘the world is dark |
and I a wanderer who has lost

Two or three years hefore ihis.f |

as grass.”’ | : i 1

“Don Quixote,” he responded,
“‘once told Sancho Panza, ‘You
are as good as bread. Nothing |
but the sexton and his ‘spade will
ever part us.”” |

On the night of May 8, 1959, I ;

a_joke through a quotation ‘and |
citing  the wisdom of James
Russell Lowell. On May 20, he
was out at Barton.Springs sun-
ning himself on what everybody
knows as Bedichek Rock. The
next day we were to go out in

must have to be pleasing to the |
qus‘n iy \

One winter day I paid Bedi a
visit in his shack — as he called
his study—taking along a paper- |

und copy of A, E. Taylor’s |
“Socrates, the Man and His
Thought.” On the flyleaf T had]
written: i

“Dear Bedi, I give you this
book because I would be as bereft
if you went away as Crito and
the others were when Socrates |
went. As one of them charac-
terized himy, I can characterize
you, my friend, ‘the wisest and
justest and best man that I have
ever ' 'khown." | & Dobie, 24
February 1957.”

The next day he wrote:

“Dear, dear Dobie—

“After I had been about an|THE RIGHT TIME

hour at work  this morning, I

glanced up and saw the volume ' heard

|| He usually went to bed with the
| chickens, got up by four o'clock,

the country in his pickup truck.

and had lunch about 11:30, On |
this « Thursday morning,  after
working at his typewriter and
also attending to some business,
he came into the kitchen and told
his wife he’d like to have lunch

- a little early. She already had

boiled pearl onions ' from his i
garden and fresh string beans |
with new potatoes on the stove,
I can give it to you right now,
Bedi,” she said, “but if youw!ll
wait a little bit, T'll have some
Southern spoon cooked.” * 1) |
wa;s for that pan bread,” he Tre. |
plied from a chair where he'd |
already seate.d fin‘;,self. | f

In a little while Mrs. Bedichek
50 Jlike a snoring

“Socrates” you gave me yester- Sound from him, .The  *“pan |

day. T remembered that T had |

bread” was nearly done, Bogi

seen some writing on the fly. Should wait until affer lunch for
leaf which I didn't fake time o MiS accustomed i :8?9- turned
not. |

read while you were here. T and spoke. He did no )
His legs were s‘tiffe;ning' strai

a 'good wishes' inscription and ©ut and his arms were. |

50 had let it escape my attention, 40Wn. He -Was dead, a’

“I reached up and got the Under 80 years old.

had dismissed it momentarily as |

volume in my hand ‘just to see.’ |

I was affected to tears, and 1 Lucan, as translated. by Robert
Graves, wrote: “The happiest

don’t mean metaphorical tears

The Roman ' historian -

but a real secretion from the Men are those who choose to die
lachrymose glands. One got loose at the right time; next happiest
from the inner corner of my are those compelled to die at
left eye and it felt wet and warm,  the right time.” T ‘su%noae, Bedi

so I know they were real. | was . “compelled,"’

e would

““The old Greeks (bless them) have delighted in following

shame was a part of the senti-

| : classical  pr i
pleasure out of finding out that Mere not ashamed of tears. That Inwtg} prescription

s Bedichek number of

mentalism and masculine| .The Texas Observer," his _dear

'have. Thus your account of de. acsit it i friend and T Wrattan |
| ption of superiority of that nd my dear friend Walter
romanticism which assigned|Frescott Webb has a letter ad-

struction of ‘old diaries bleases
me, for I thought I was the only}
one who had ever felt the terrible
disgust of looking over an old |
diary, and dumped it in the fire.
And ‘every time I start one I re-
member and lose heart, knowing |
that in a few years it also will|
arouse unpleasant emotions, How
have some people written such |
interesting diaries?” |

tears to women. I am profound-
ly affected, stirred emotionally
in that nervous g)lexus situated
in the abdomen) y your placing

perhap, ‘amused, to
me in a unique position in your|You took a good leal

affections.  Truly, I have " felt ggt of your going by the manner

listened to your vociferous com.
ments on this subject know that

dressed to “Dear Bedi,” One |
pa.l‘"a{‘g)!‘haph of it reads:

will be interél_:t, , and

it. ~ Those of ‘us who had

designed it with the SkuI and

determination you used in_ desi; }‘
ing your own’ life. Fey m
are able to)call their hots.

-as you d‘i%s*;,tﬂim |
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times—but have a distrust

~ cans who could

i He supplemented -
trains

i Iliketoread other people’s reco‘llectidm—-soﬁie-

of anybody’s liking to read

mine. Nevertheless, I started last week telling about
Grandpa Dubose living 50 years ago in the village of

-andpa was over 6 feet
He was a little

d, but never had
surplus to belly or

sty
e fhe

ol pretenders.  He

" a one of them: “His
and my s would
man.” His charac-

of some man con-
assingly capable
_can read, write and

Sﬂ]ﬁp"; er
me after I had heard

de re

or somebody else had made
MWWW “him what a
Spanish supper was. “You
tighten up your belt a notc i
' he defined. He liked to tease

‘saying at the

| table, "mi?xty good what
there is of it, and, being what
it is, there’s plenty.” -

' He wore an old style broad-
‘brimmed black frontiersman
hat day and  night, except
when at the dining table and

in bed. He never wore a coat |

except in cold weather, but
the temperature could not go
high enough to make him
(pull off his vest. It was as
much a part of his dress as
hat and breeches, Preparatory
to going to bed, he pulled off
first his shoes and socks, next
his pants and vest, and then,
having taken the corncob
pipe out of his mouth, re-
moved his hat. He wore long
drawers, in summer as well
as in winter. He slept in them
and probably regarded night-
shirts — pajamas being in
‘his time unknown in our part
of the world — as effete or
effeminate. | e

He also wore to bed his
shirt, which was apt to be
stained by - tobacco juice.
When he got up in the morn-
| ing, he put on hi§ hat first
| and then got into his vest and
| pants, Next he loaded and lit
his corncob pipe and puffed
on itwhile drawing on socks
“q_flg/_-‘!ehouv !

§-Day Clock

‘Every Saturday night, with |
Ty y : %‘r

the regularity o istram
Shandy’s father, Granda
stood on a rawhide-bottomed
chair to wind an enormous
8-day clock hanging on the

wall. Its dial showed the days

of week as well as hours

utes. He seemed, as I

ng substantive, something:
art from the destinor and
gulator of all life. His
nory held the exact date of
ence out of his past

ieres him. Just as a-
b bibliographer knows the
~date of a book’s publication

) th the name of the

The subject fascinates me.

saying that took in

peatedly to this
-supper” he

_ reflect upon him now, to take |
an interest «imme as some-

He set a good deal of store
by phases of the moon and
did not need an almanac to

. look them up. He liked to
compute them from “La
Epacta,” the formula of which
some wise old Mexican had
B een Hiowg i moet
were blo , he m
‘figure out from “La Epacta”
t%y in May when a new
moon would bring a chance
for rain, I doubt if he knew
the English word “epact” as a
term in astronomical compu-
tations. “La Epacta” is the
. number of days old the moon
is on the first of January of
any year. Knowing that and
the 11 days’ difference be-
tween a lunar year (354 days)
and a ‘solar year, one can
figure out _date for any
- nmew moon in the months to
. follow and also the epact for
the next year, the next, and
500N
After moving to Alice,
Grandpa for a drove the
stage to Brownsville, about
50 miles away south by
west. On one drive, he met,
| and in some small way accom-
modated, Catarino Garza
| about the time Garza was try-
| ing to raise forces. on the
Texas side of the Rio Grande
' for overthrowing Porfirio
| Diaz as president-dictator of
Mexico. The international ex-
| citement aroused by the revo-
| Jutionist made no impression
" on me at the time he was ac-
| tive, though I suppose the
, sebniii‘c-hmekly_ "Houston Post,
which we took, chronicled the
~movements of rangers and
cavalrymen in futile attempts
to catch this.violator of Amer-
ican soil. It was tracks, re-
maining long after he himself
'was washed out, that made

| this man a name, still linger-

j ing with me.
' A Justice

|
|

| buggy. He kept a horse as
well as a cow, which he fed
and milked-every evening and
morning, letting her out to
graze by day and the calf

by night on the town com-
mons. Palito Blanco—Little
Hackberry Tree—was a set-
tlement of a few ranch Mexi-
| cans. We drove to a house
where we had dinner and
were I saw a beautiful young
woman dressed in black. On

me that she was the wife of
Catarino Garza. He had made
_ his headquarters at the house
long enough to marry her
and she had not left it once

1892—some said to Cuba, some

. Honduras., For years I won-

dered every once in a while if
' she had yet left the house or
| put off the black clothes. She
_remains to me as unaging as

. the Venus de Milo. - s

When I went to Alice,
| Grandpa was justice of the
| peace, and one Saturday his
| official duties took him to
| Palito Blanco, about 14 miles
away. He asked me if I would
like to go with him in the

v

them by accompanying :

of cattle to the Indian Terri-
‘tory (Oklahoma) and Kansas
for pasturage and to Kansas
City, St. Louis and Chicag
for marketing. The Ft. Wo

st ards had not been es-
tablished; the ‘cities of Texas
were too small to consume
much beef; the cattle markets
were out of the state, north-
ward. The main shipping was
in the spring to “the -

grass, Y
More cattle, it was said,
" were being shipped annually
from Alice than from any
other point in

| there from all the way to
| Brownsville and on down in
‘Mexico. In the spring va-
queros sometimes held herds
|ftor days on the sparse grass
south of town waiting their
turn at the shipping @pens.
The Mexican national rr, from
“Laredo to Corpus Christi, also
| ran through Alice, but it was
| narrow gauged and any cat-
'tle shipped in its cars had to
' be unloaded and transferred
“to standard gauge cars.

Tending Cattle

In the shipping season
{rains loaded with cattle
pulled out of Alice day and
night, Grandpa would say,
“I've got my money, my to-
bacco and sixshooters and am
ready to ride.” Then, without
a sixshooter and with next to
no money, he would take a
small satchel of clothes,
bread, cooked meat and hard-
boiled eggs, a railroad lan-
tern and a prodpole, walk to
the shipping pens, get into a
caboose and leave to be gone
a week or more. His business
would be to get out every
time the train stopped, day or
 night, look into the cars to
see that the cattle were stand-
ing and if one were down to
prod it. to its feet, so that it
would not be trampled on by
otner cattle. While he was
away, I would feed, milk and
bring in the stovewood.
Alice specialized in ship-
ping cattle bones as well as
cattle. The bones were gath-_
ered by Mexicans from far
away as well as near and
hauled in wagons to sell to
merchants, One year Alice
Mexicans came up to our
ranch bone-gathering, -

I have looked upon the
Rockieg and the Alps, but no
snow-capped peak towers so
high in my memory as the
great pile of whitened bones
owned by the Newberry mer-
chants beside a railroad
switch in Alice. Horns were
piled on with the bones. Lem
Newberry told me that one
time he measured a pair of

the way home Grandpa told |’

horns on .a steer skull that
stretched close to 8 feet
across from tip to tip. He had
an inclination . to keep them,
but they would be in the way
and he swung them onto the
;jzzl_le to be shipped for fertil-

er and glue. .

Deer antlers, however, were
stacked separately from other
bones and the Newberrys got
,enolégh to fill a freight car,
which some fancier of horns

since his disappearance, about ' -

bought.

to be Kkilled as a filibuster in

| tory” and to Kansas bluestem

the United
States. . They were driven |
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BYJ!’RANK m. 4 :

- Long before 1 was 16 years old Grandpa subscribed for Th&
‘my parents had determined umOonfederam Veteran, read all the
1 should have a college educa-| reminiscences and historical
‘tion. I was in- sketches that filled its pages, and
- diff 0 kept a file of the ma
don’t recall that he talked much
1§ about the Civil War, but he must
have contributed to my youthful
adoration of Gen. Robert E. Lee
4 and sentimentality over the Lost
Cause. The tu'st picture of any
kind that
I went to College
print of *‘Lee and‘ His Generals,”
and after I went to Austin I
used to take off my hat every

‘was a colored

erate monument on the capitol
grounds with its “Dled for States
Rights” half-truth inscription still
g | defying the whole truth of de- |

. |mocracy. My salutes  in  those
|days sprang from  sentiment
t|alone. Sometimes now when I
their | see the small Confederate flags
stuck by people, more through
I,hate than love, on their auto-
grad- | mobiles, I remember how the
blood rushed to my head and
Egars to my eyes when T heard

‘ d
their’ otha:r 1
‘five children,
or w:th their

» (theater while I was attendmg
|Columbia University.
! I recall but one war anecdote
1|by Grandpa, After an all day
|battle in woods  died down at
nightfall, he and other exhausted
» |soldiers near him sprnwied out |
18 fon the ground to sleep where |
they were. It was summer time.
Grandpa was thirsty and in dark-
ness he drank from a stagnant
h‘ pool of wate. at hand.
‘When daylight came and he
stepped to the pool to wash and
drink again, he discovered a
dead Yankee in the water at
the very . spot where he had
drunk in the night. I got the
‘impression that the water was
‘|more polluted by a dead Yankee
than it would have been by a

Sepwmber el went to
| :\gll;h ghem and enrollein the

| mama and the children Papa
| went once or twice maybe;

| was always held ne
fairs. It was an all day dnve
othearr itt;:avelet:«‘: on tg} road was
ar ,onsome S we saw
nobody atiall

T by | ‘of Spain to
certain Perez ancestor, and

s d Bﬂdﬂnts had succeeded
emaining his con-

‘ The land was
of eourse, for its boun-
dar; daries of
other owners, but the only wind-
'mill on it was at ranch ‘head-
‘quarters. 'There were a
dirt tanks to catch

pointed with life because I had
not been born early enough to
help Grandpa fight the Yankees,
and too late also to drive up the
trail with him and Papa and
‘uncles on both sides of the house.

At one time Grandpa was beef
'buyer for Martin Culver’s hide
‘and tallow factory on the coast.
Cattle were so cheap that they
" |were slaughtered for their hldes
- and the tallow rendered out of
the carcasses, the meat thrown
‘away to feed buzzards and coy-
‘otes, Grandpa had in mind " the
dates of all the drouths and
. die-ups for the preceding 50 years
and told about one, before the
country was fenced, that brought
mustangs by the thousands from
/far away to water on Agua Dulce
Creek, which used always to
hold long pools of water.

‘catﬂe stood amund.
Two or

too far gone to bawl.
three cows were bogged
;mud ‘Temaining. in the ‘tank,

I bought, the year

Dixie’ played in a New York ;

dead Confederate. I was disap-

MASONIC SIGN HELPED.

He drove horses and mares
to Kansas, giving away, just be-
fore setting out, colts too young
to ‘travel. One year, at least,

I/Uncle Frank Byler put horses

he owned in the Dubose herd,
and stayed in Caldwell for weeks
trading them off and becoming
muy amigo with Andy Adams,
who had not yet thought of writ-
ling The Log of a Cowboy.
Grandpa said that the worst
idrawback to trail driving. ‘was
missing out on roasting amés
always traveling north ahead of
them and getting back to Texas
by train too late for them, He
'was a loyal Mason and wore
the Masonic emblem on a heavy
watch chain to which a pon-
\derous watch, carried in vest
\pocket, was attached. He said
hat one time in the Indian Ter-
ritory, while a band of Indian
\warriors were threatening = to
‘drlve off several of his horses,
'he made the Masonic sign, Im-
medlately an Indian who seemed
in ‘authority responded and or-
dered the others to leave.
Sometimes at home Grandpa
would break into song, his voice
quavermg ‘He sang one trail song
in the sl slow tempo just
right for gﬁnmg wild or restless
cattle-—and for stirring human
ination. Mere words can not
possibly convey the song’s coyote
lonesomeness and its translation
of the hearer to away-out-alone-
ness in a vast land empty of
everythmg but solitary men mov-
ing along at a snail's pace with
Jowing, dragging cattle on a 'trail
with only an imaginable end.
1t's a whoop and 'a yea and
a-driving the dogxes.
For camps is fary away,
And it's a whoop and a yea_,
set along my little dogies,
For Wyoming may be your
new home. 3




fa










‘_’.’é‘""

e

=
i

R

g A

P




i)
A
phod
b

3

A
i )
2]

Ng |
il

{
b

b ki |
~hMa
faiet



Ayl

e

g




l;,.

W.\f?.q;y |
Qi
e










LSSt R T







.



















B et |
Rt

























i
& we q
‘: mFrontilegs,;’ by Frederi

that this was her vork

A door ohe

;'Vhlchuz e t &{

[kitchen, At mmd ﬂf th

o anothegbed?’m; é&pgl:y d into a Shed«
: e i e p J‘ cow,

Digs and chickems, At the ofher

end of the room a good fire

. open gable;
smuka from the kitchen fire went
out the same kind of opening. It
‘lis cold in this high country most
~ Imonths of the year, and no room
with part of a wall missing — to
let out' smoke — can ever be
warmed, but here generation
ds | after Kenetation families live
'ﬁ houses without a chimney, Many

% times I have observed that com-
sin fort is mot a primary desidera-
e (tum in Mexlco When the sun

. shines the men can go out and
ol ’stand or sit'in it and the women
o a (can keep warm by haulmg wat.er
o and grinding corn.

’ There was a plank bench

against the front wall by the
and she fire, and male visitors drifted in_
uld do it. He remained at ease and out and sat on it to inspect

and with much sp

'he ranchero has no with the strangers who had come to

" ‘Besxdea. h
folks do

which to by p and pip ;{Las Cienagas. The three gringos
W and the four Mexicans of our

 to [party found places on the floor
i to make down our pallets. I slept

" \comfortably warm — though now
ind and then I heard a baby crying
d in the kitchen. About three o'~
clock 1 was awakened by a bright
[hghl in the room. A boy of the
ﬂlé family about 12 years old had
! | 'built up the fire and was sitting
‘by it with a little brother. They
'had been too cold in the kitchen
to sleep and had come into the

r ?:én Warming place for com-

o {

‘ . [40-CENT VENISON.

About an hour after we arrived
at Las Cienagas one of our men
said that a nathe ‘had brought
. |in a deer. L. J. Maxwell and I
' |went down to his cabin — one
‘room with a fire on the floor for

enaga is seepy groﬁn' cooking as well as family com-:

to mxrsh) This place in a valley fort. He had skinned the deer, a

is well named. There arje hm'nlesst fawr;1 of flatst ;utmmer It
ral ‘ was not really fat but was in
bl about tha\’ good living condition. I asked
him if he would sell a backstrap.
" | Yes. How much? At first he
| wanted me to name the price,
" \but I persisted that he name it,
the Finally he said five pesos (40
o | cents). I sent out for flour, pay-
|ing a peso for some brought in
; avender a plate. Then 1 fried the venison
our i,omés and | for supper and made gravy out
| of canned milk. There was plenty
| of meat for all seven of us and
" lwe. lef so e the next morning
‘,fo;:ur i h kllled this
| e yqung man who
ldeer, with a .22 rifle, said he hid
‘behind a tree near the road on
‘whlch we passed and waited for
lus to get out of s dght before.
bringing the carcass down on his
back. He was afraid some “feds
‘eral officer” might see him,
IHere was an illustration of why
'game is so very scarce in
\vast mountain country of
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gate opening from the pens into
the house trap, ono day I let him
out a narrow gate on the :}; }
+ | site wofﬂtepensandlt:t
| open. When he wanted to go

" [ back s feed though he did

: not go to the familiar wide gate
but to the narrow one through
which he had passed but one
‘have seen many a cow
difficulty in adjust-
) ,entrance ‘
i :  not say much. but

¥ | whatever he says he means,
therein diffe:ing sharply from |
human beings. Animals are

‘ peonle- but people are
‘animals, ugh they havei

- | either ppyor nnhappy He epit-
| omizes contentment itself. when
- | he is chewing his cud. The cud-
| chewers, goats excepted, always
, have had a benign effect on rb:{
prob- “sensibﬂi es. ‘even on my in
. It|lect, I believe. They are satisfy-
as | ing ¢ o me. If Homo
| sapiens a cud, it might pre-
vent ecks, both moral
al, and diminish many
es based on yain ~ambi-

as \do young men: p !
hout any spirit of
thi gtupidiﬁes

b ‘!011 but néitl?ﬁ; %lat;;
eem %0 m;?m playful towaid

oL thxngs. ‘he
uflgof- time lymg
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stay pe

I can id but have an
'tdea of two Utopias, one the
‘very antipodes of ‘the other.

is plenty of land—with
‘Wﬂm it rains  and
where there is a beautiful
combination of grass, trees,
shrubs, hills, slopes, meadows,
water, and a variety of wild-
Jife. . Here a - g‘l;tlxlpgn-house
could easily be built around a
fireplace. The house would
‘have a wide gallery on the
- east side' overlooking a lake.
- The other Utopia is a suit-
able situation in a civilized
city, Here the situation is as
' importait as the city. I won't
| go into full specifications. The
city would naturally be a
world. port. and have vast
| commerce and variety in

| every form of ilfe. It would

' be rich in theaters, art gal-
leries, museums, bookstores
along with all other kinds of
stores. It would have a morn-
ing newspaper that a civilized
individual could look through
and read without feeling con-
“tempt for the producer of it.
Two Cities :
Two cities I know satisfy

me pretty well. They are Lon-
.don and New York., One time

a cosmopolitan gentleman.

“and jurist living in London
| said to me: “One reason why

1 like being here is that

mothing can happen anywhere

in  the world ~without also

happening in London.” That

. probably isn’t as true of Lon-
don now as it was before

World War II, but it is in-

creasingly true of New York.

Financial ecenter of the world,

it is also many other cen-
| ters. Nothing can happen
| ‘anywhere in the world that
it does not happen also in
| New York. I am opposed to
| superlatives and have many
' reservations on the adjective
“great,” but agree that the
ew York Times is the great-

| est newspaper in the world.

Starting the day with it puts -

me in a _good humor.

~ When Tlived in New York
many years ago, attending
Columbia waniversity,. I was
sometimes oppressed by the
subway crowding and smells
‘and wishful for ranch solitude.
One time while walking past
'a street market on the east
side, I came upon piles of
| %-‘lgyklypear apples for sale.
p N k}m la,r.glp_'r thﬁn the
‘prickly pear apples native to
‘Texas, bu )

home to rat nests, blue quail
eating'tunas (pear apples) and
‘other ' associations with my
!
| where to hunt, he could prob-
 ably find in New York every
kind of fruit known to man.

From Uvalde

[ I Reat!
- On a trip to New York sev-

_eral years ago I read in the

|
'mmng paper of a store up-
=

t they carried me

native heath. 1If one knows

_ that claimed to carry

 Baptist lived on locusts and

. wild honey, fro
s :?x m the alfalfa

sourwood of the Appalachians,
and so on. I am a strong
~honey-eater and proposed find-

ing out if this emporium of
the honeys of the world had
- any huajilla honey from south
. Texas. That afternoon I went
. into the place—a long room
lined with a great variety of
jars, jugs, tins, kegs, barrels
and other containers of honey.
It was stocked with nothing

but honey. A man offered to\

- serve me. “I didn’t come to
buy anything,” I answered.
I read about you this morn-
ing, and I came to see if you
.g:vle_‘ ‘11101‘1 ,Irom;'tl‘tle hua liill(;!.
sh.” “Oh, yes,” he e
“from Uvalde."rexis."np i
Only one place is left in the
_ western  hemisphere now
where you can have much
choice in the theater. That,
of course, is New York. While
I was there the other day the
city was crowded with buyers
for goods. Many of them go
to the theaters; thousands of
people go to New York every
year from the far ends of the
earth just to see the plays. I
. have. never read a book, be-
held a picture, contemplated
an ocean or a Grand canyon,
listened to music that so
catches me up, holds me in
thrall, elates me, like a fine
lay well acted in a crowded
heater, where people and at-
mosphere add to dramatic ef-
fect. After experiencing ‘‘In-
herit the Wind”? and “The
Diary of Ann Frank” I came
to the conclusion that all
good plays plead the cause of
humanity—often not_directly
at all, but in effect, The best
film is a shadow compared
to a live theater.

Every Winter
~ TI'd like to go to New York
for a month every winter,
while rain and snow trans-
mute the world, talk to some
people who know, hear one
cab driver express his opinion
to another, gaze into shop
windows, be one with and yet
apart  from the ' midnight
‘throngs on: Broadway, above
all, “sit in -crowded theaters
“and see life itself mocked.”
What took me to New York
this time was Texas. The day
this column is published the
National Broadcasting co.'s
“Wide Wide World” television
show will “do” Texas. After
weeks of planning, arranging
and script-writing, the pro-
- _ducers—for a price—engaged
. me as.a purported “authority”
on Texas to act as consultant,
Everything has its center.
The “Wide Wide World” cen-
ter seems to have as many
telephone connections and sub-
sidiaries as the sun has rays
when it is "drinking water.”
How he’ll sit today in New
York and co-ordinate at least
four camera crews depicting
Texas from a shrimp boat in
Galveston to a ranch on the
plains in another instance of
modern  science ‘and  technol-
ogy. It does not move me
one-tenth as much as Paul
Muni acting the part of Clar-
- ence Darrow (in “Inherit the
‘Wind”) and elating multi-

‘of . tudes of minds with a feeling’

John  of liberation, .

Change in Nature More

w STA ;
Easily Noted
 BY J. FRANK DOBIE.

One Benjamin M. Cole .of
North Andover, Mass., otherwise
unknown to me, has written me
a letter in !
part ‘as ' fol-
lows: g

“As a water
{0 e tar
of many

years, I have
been reading 2
‘about the ter-
rible  drouth
conditions in
Texas. By re-
'mote control I
'have success-
fully located
water in both
South and

North Caro- J. FRANK

lina and in DOBIE.
Ireland, If I "
could procure some rough

sketches of ranch lands shor;_of
water, I'd like to try my ability
on locating underground  sup-
‘plies. I do not ask a fee. I want
to find out for my own satisfac-
tion if there is or is not water in
the earth.” !

My reply was that we need op-
erators on the clouds worse than
we need locators “by remote
control”” of underground water.

According to my limited ob-
servation, people of Indian blood
do mnot forsake nature and take
pleasure in destroying what
Charlie Russell sentimentally
called “Nature’s Children” as
do a great many Anglo-Ameri-
cans. W. W. Hampton, who came
from the Choctaw Nation to San
Antonio, writes: “I saw a coyote
on the highway last week. It
gave me more of a thrill than
anything I saw in any town on
a 600 mile trip.”

DESERT MOVING EAST.

It would be a safe bet, I
think, that more men and boys
in those towns would derive
more of a sensation from shoot-
ing at a coyote and putting an
end to its life than from looking
at it and enjoying its freedom
and perhaps remembering its
voice. On the tradition of guns
\and violence, Howard Finley of
Delray Beach, Fla., writes:

“Sixty years or so ago.I met
Capt. Bill McDonald of the
Texas Rangers. After Oklahoma
became a state he was employed
|to police the Osage Hills, where
|the Starrs and other outlaws had
established themselves. As a
\traveling salesman 1 ‘worked’
Dewey, Okla., about every four
~months, and here I came to have
|a passing acquaintance with
| Captain  McDonald, who made
| the town his headgquarters. Once
'he stopped me long enough to
advise that T get rid of a pistol

|

| pocket. I thought he had a right

'l to an opinion on guns. About

L two weeks after receiving the
| advice T pulled the pistol out of
'my pocket while I ‘was on a pas-
senger train crossing the Cimar-

carried conspicuously in a hip |l

Than in Pas
an in Past
ron River and tossed it out the
window into the swollen waters
below. Then I had to explain this
act to the town marshal of
Perry, Okla.” i

My friend D. D. Heinen of San
Antonio began planting pecans
of improved variety in 1913,
More than' a quarter of a cen-
tury ago, he set trees out along a
creek that remain “‘easy to look
at and give me much pleasure.”
He has been an observer of pecan
growth over much territory and
estimates that fully 70 per cent
of the native pecans along the
Nueces River between Cotulla
and Uvalde have died of drouth.
“] hope 1 am mistaken,” he
says, ‘‘but my observations over
the last 40 years warrant my
thinking that the desert areas of
Arizona, New Mexico and west-
ern Texas are slowly reaching
eastward.” ¢

CHANGE NOW RAPID, L

It used to be that observations
on change were confined mostly
to oldish people. Now all sorts of
changes are racing so rapidly
that young people, even under
20, notice them. Urban and sub-
urban developments and indus-
trialization make changes in liv-
ing conditions for millions of peo-
ple more immediately realized
than cycles in climate. I know
of no contemplator ' of change
more serene than Hobarf Huson
in his home named Dawgwood,
at Refugio.

He is a lawyer and a compe-
tent one. Last year he published
Volume II of his scholarly his-
tory of Refugio County, com-
posed with a perspective seldom
found in county histories. For.
above 30 years he has been la-
boring “with love” on the life
and philosophy of the great
Greek philosopher Pythagoras,
Ten years ago, he gathered into
a handy volume all identifiable
sayings and teachings of “the
Sage of Samos,” as Pythagoras
is called, who died about 500
years before Christ was born.
His researches have taken Ho-
bart Huson to Greece and to
learning both ancient and mod-
ern in various languages, He is a
leader in the World Congress of
Pythagorean Organizations. Be-
ing a lawyer in a world of oil
and oil corporations has not
blurred his power to ‘look at
life steadily and see it whole.””
To reflect upon a good man pur-
suing a great subject the better
part of a lifetime elevates my
mind. .1 wish to salute him.

We - are still talking about
change. Last Christmas, Hobart
Huson sent out a card quoting
Pythagoras: "

“That which ceases fto move
ceases to live . . .

All things are in a state of

And everything is brought into
being with a changing nature.
‘The heavens and whatever is
‘beneath the heavens Sl
Change their forms, the earth
and all that is within it.”
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BY J. FRANK DOBIE,  Print was a facsimile reproduc-
't w _ tion of “Bella Starr, The Bandit
I don’t want to start the New. The, Fomale - Jedse

Y thinking. I’ Queen, or wanted the to be asleep
m'i-? Iﬂuwm I;f?no?éf James,” published in New York| before she got to the room. She
Descartes in 1889..Bella is 'a nieefan-m ed outside, went to the
fs‘r,emmbmd :gcmw%ﬁehgfv%&wm "ls'm:d > dhﬁ_ :_llow was
2 ways travels, D i ! : ,000 under
i':;:”e-c"é’:xg. : of -the superflous words chopped | the saddle blanket. On her way

Ergo, sum.” t, comes a tale out of tt;ure-
{";‘1 ; :hl‘nkr. ‘printed‘-kboék.‘ o Ty
erefore, I ;
am.”) I'm not DECIDE TO SEPARATE.
sure at all After one of numerous rob-
that 1 can beries, Bella Starr and a hus-
think, I'm band named Read rode from the
fairly sure Indian Territory for Texas. At
that I am. the ferry on Red River, they
Generally I'd read a poster tacked to a tree:
rather tell a *$1,700 Reward for the Capture
story than , of Jim Read, Dead or Alive."”
think. Ergo, They decided that it would be
I'm going to  J FRANK wise to separate. Bella rode for
tell a story. DOBIE Dallas County and Read for Jef-|
‘Along time O 'ferson. That afternoon she ar-
ago, some old trail driver, I pjyed in the town of Paris. She
don’t remember who, whom I en- carried $7,000, over $1,000 in

countered in San Antonio told go)q. Dressed in cowboy clothes,
me this story. He said that backfghe walked to a store where she
in the days of badmen in Texas hought a suit of black clothes,
and Belle Starr in the Indian ani appeared a few minutes
Territory a reward of $1,000 was yater Jooking like a smart young
offered for her capture. As j,uver Her hair was cut close.
everybody knew, she was a bold mye hotel clerk was astonished at
rider; also, a lot of people knew [¢ho m 0sis, and at first
. | S d‘g;guggeg ot poy |nsisted  that he horse that

an, L ; an
uncommon for a crowded hotel Bella_ had gL 1p e SPE ‘
to put two people of the same sex
not only in the same room but in
‘the same bed. I déduce from all
evidence that Bell Starr’s sex
was not revealed so patently as
that of Brigitte Bardot or Marilyn

another man.
; Bllli't Bella rode onﬁ‘ reahch 4
Bonham after dark, in a heavy
rain. As she entered the Rigg’s
House (or hotel), she heard
about the Grayson

men
Monroe. robbery and “‘the Bandit Queen.”
Aol Rmonﬁ‘tgm present Bella recog-

DOUBLE BUNKING. nized Judge Thurman of Dallas,
One night at the Maverick whom she had met on several
Hotel in San Antonio a voluble occasions. When the hotel pro-
kind of fellow got to talking at prietor said that “Bella can as-
the supper table. Meals were sume any disguise with such suc-
served in what was called family cess that not one of you could
style. This fellow said that he’d| recognize her,” the judge count-
‘be satisfied if he could sleep' ered, “I’d know her if those fiery
with Belle Starr but that he'd eyes of hers were set in the head
much prefer to take the $1,000 of a cabbage. She's a wild one,
‘reward. If he ever laid eyes on but she can not fool me.”
‘her, he’d sure get it. Most of the Lok e
_individuals who heard him were BUNKED TOGETHER.
unknown to him and unknown to ~ While the conversation wa
‘each other. That night he found going on, a hack drove up to
himself roomed with one of them, the door, and five or six men
a slender rather secretive person, jumped out and asked for ac-
One of them blew out the light commodation. The rooms were all
and they went to bed. In those| taken, but the proprietor said
days pajamas were unknown that if'some of the guests would
and few men used nightshirts. agree to *“double up” he could
The next morning when the give wne newcomers a ‘shake
voluble-mouthed fellow woke up, down” of some kind. Turning to|
he was alone. He ate breakfast jydge- Thurman he asked.
‘and then went out on the f;‘ont! “Judge, would*you object to
f;glery (the ramada) of the gharing your bed with that
‘Maverick Hotel to sit in one of gentleman in the cor-
'the chairs, take his ease, and pep?*’ !
‘pick his teeth. While he was sit-  “Not in the least,” was the
ting there his roommate of the answer. “I guess I can hold my
| preceding night rode up on am-,pmom cover with any

‘lively horse fresh out of the liv-
The same question was put t°1

b

& lemEa iy

e

ery stable. The rider paused in .
front of the voluble individual|
and said, ‘You are ambitious to

sleep with Belle Starr and then
collect the reward on her, I
h z ”n

hour before was the property of »

s 26
dawn

Bella, who agreed to “double up"”
 with the faffmmmuwm.. he

| back to the house she heard two
men planning to kill her husband
in order to collect the $1,700 re-

ward. ‘ :

 The judge was not asleep, but

in a most sociable mood, ready

especially Myra, or as he called
“his own dear

; s ne
enjoyed the reputation ning

aAadgkiller. ¢ ol 4
s she timidly crept in beside
him, He said, “It's all gammon
~about Myra being equal to men
in craft and courage. As for me,
I consider myself superior to any
woman living. Just thirk of her
going round in man's clothes
and fooling people! Why, it’s all
utter bosh. Il bet that right
now she’s waltzing with some
Dallas chap. I tell you, young
man, she’s got animation enough
to light a dark room with her
presence.’’

i % .. ‘
JUDGE AWAKENED. j
At last the judge went to
ring. Not for a minute all
long did Bella lose con-
ness. At the first streak of
\

she was up and in the
stable attending to her horse and
‘replacing the money belts around
her waist. Breakfast was ready.
After a hurried meal, Bella sad-
dled her horse and hitched him
to the gate in front of the house,
atftgr _-whictl; ase 'jas‘tl::gded the |
stairway e judge’s room
awoke him. G \
f"Jgggf." said she, *‘Mrs. Read,
of whom you were speaking last
night, is downstairs waiting to
see you. Get up at m‘Shei
hasn’t a moment to spare,””
“Dear me,” said he, “I won-
der what she

\ wants at this hour
of the morning?” As he got out
of bed, Bella left the room. When
the judge looked out the front

porch and saw only his bedmate
of the preceding , he said:
“Young map, it ill becomes

you to play practical jokes on
your elders. I was particularly
anxious for sleep this morning.”
“"&V&it a moment, ju e,"‘-fhe\
,uyo man’’ mtm i "Jllst
step as far as the g and
you'll sée the Bandit Queen.”
Bella opened the gate and
vaulted into the saddle. i
“Where? Where is she?” ask-
L s my e
look well. I am Bl}lanl‘t{d.» and
you—well you are an old fool.
Go home row and tell your
e T L
ry o i A e it
Quem." TNl v R Gt AT (3

With words Bella put

spurs

FE

eard you say.

“Yes,"” he bellowed out. ‘

“Well, you slept with her last,
night, bu are going to have|
to ride to'collect that reward.”
‘Then the sranger was gone.
~ Every istmas the ' Steck
Company of Austin, whose mid-
dle name is jrinting and publish-
ﬁg, uts out a reprint of some
rare book of 'lq.:;a}'s and the South-
west—not for'sale. The 1960 re-

hese wo
westw@?ﬁ%‘q_&o me‘:&e:km ‘
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B 5,00 o1, s s, o
af “We Po
ed Them North,” writes that her

daughter at the University of

-/ Montana this summer has been

(listening to a professor of art

Siiendy peit.| oo e o o ove 10 4 lec

rea | ture that ave a

m i ply| part of the country it will be nec-

. 'ttcarehhow
I et or how
survives 1o n ]
m&:s"g obacco to, artists wh:t- ,speawkwto
, you human beings are n going to
qmtutevu:’- , ”yﬁ'h‘-’{ﬂ{mmmmwumr
insu l.\: s | package but ‘wdi;e'h“educat:;xia&l m at by laying the ghost d‘
b Ul 8 i M df ! armony | g {
e& ’igt_:lzlmigm | : |American religiosity. | Mr. Harry G. Jander of Austin

as soon as one i i e M o i art, and he's not

: I . FRANK |4, hetrif ~ ‘

demogogue is DOBIE.  Irive satisfaction from having a|about to try to lay the ghost of
'ﬂelt‘:gd» ,“Wh« o i ent (Kind of epileptic fit over change, nature. %"‘ 'fhm' aptgcialﬂen Is
‘er, takes his pl i!t i ﬁn‘ﬁ" They don’t know, as the old say- lizards, e tﬂ me at h’haﬁ
th the increase in popu- {08 Went, referring to the Civil g;uﬁhit ‘
. s fiils ate't iy War, that the war's over yet. I that he’ h;nf ]
than used to be born: buf |mention one change that all peo- He doosn't feed It bet 1 likes to
o o T e s i ool g

in oul m . nave scra
belly from the inside. It sleeps be-
tween a block of wood and the
and ::::en'lnordezjtokeepm&om

1t would be hard to say which

state has produced more charac- ome on Sabine St. several years
ters of an interesting nature, but |be three ant hills on
I believe that up to now Califor- [recel - He used highlife to
hia is ahead in characters with a i joles| dest ants in two of the
social consciousness and civilized and' was going to put it in

tastes. I've just come across one third when a neighbor inter-

book iled The Negun rcoint thet i b, that ) e, s neghbor told i
00) he ewhall Ranch” , _ 20 if he le e an wou

L o o Newhal hastion {000 ¢ ey to vt vocuein them| J 6 (% the it il little black

S ok “tells ‘ any more, That reasoning doesn’t -
YAl s Sl e a0 T AL ot o e e Tl hills

roceeded to buy up the |€Ver :rx‘xgofﬂ:h?ft th ofhirrfidh?nﬁ : a
‘proceeded to buy up the |€Ver. ‘ ) eft the , an
dunes and mud holes al- dNoboigy ?&;mbvg wg!?‘twg:%he’s never been bothered with
‘ready being converted into down- |down Bmd‘ h“.g being little black ants. His red ants
‘town business pn&perty He lived l!:&! gg‘ in » d‘““ ctmw M. have spread. Doves light around
Rimmaging . the sev. | Morrison 18 a ook dealer s e ant Bills in the eanly morx-

s o Bl s Sang e 1o, s n Hotin e 6 Do ey o

st iy o g D U ed out to New Mexico and| Small p allciisinl ek ok
places for bones ,which he used m°”m t up a shop dealing in| 1 the site is a favorite for mock.
) the trees that he im- n::-'of-pﬂn': l::%ks in Waco. The ingbirds about . Horned liz-
plant in San Francisco gther day he ended a note o me 27ds and other lizards appear to

" In 1874 he set up | with these words: “I keep think. °2¢ the ants, L]

,000 “for the o ut the coon tree in your| L Séém to have heard that liz.
nstructing a power- ing abo chﬂdlmg'on* L -raioch ards can run away from their
superior to and %’!”“d ar memory of child, [2ils. Certainly if a roadrunner or
than any telescope The only cle hu}l‘dnen;yéss'—l did, Some other bird catches a lizard
and also a suit- e i I:I‘;l.e‘ named Gyp whose PV, the tail that’s all he gets. The
The Lick Observatory ' t?uthwmniﬁhﬁet long ago Jan.

' The Lick Observa ¥y ORI, of the . Not ago Jan-

m to all the world, James Athd%‘f‘:hfgis;‘g mg‘e% ":f"er‘r‘! der found a small gray lizard o<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>