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Introduction


For hundreds of years, Texans have had interesting things to say about themselves, their home, and the rest of the world. For that matter, people beyond its borders have had interesting things to say about Texas and Texans for almost as long. This book brings together some seven hundred noteworthy quotations from or about Texas, from the sixteenth century through the twentieth. Collectively they form a portrait of this unique place in the words of the people who have lived and created the Texas experience.


This is not a collection of quips, one-liners, and epigrams, nor does the cast of characters consist mostly of Great Texans. Speeches and drawing room conversation are represented here, but they contribute a tiny minority of the entries. Letters, journals, essays, newspapers, advertisements, songs, poems, even official documents like laws and military orders: All these have yielded their share of citations that are by turns entertaining, revealing, surprising, or damning.


In a book of quotations from Texas, we can expect to hear from all the standard characters of Texas legend, and we can count on some of the traditional big talk—much of it true, much of it not—that fuels the Texas mystique. But Texas culture is far more diverse than that, as the people and topics compiled here will demonstrate. A few samples picked at random turn up entries on education, show business, the weather, medicine, conservation, bootlegging, and high fashion, from people whose occupations range from poet to prostitute to president.


By no means did all of the people I quote here intend at the time that their words should be preserved, or imagine that they were worth preserving, much less anthologizing. This is not a volume of Words for All Time. I have tried to collect fragments that would illuminate the character of Texas as it has evolved over the years, and you will find that many of them come from people as plain as a struggling homesteader or from sources as unpretentious as a one-page prairie newspaper. For each entry that aims to mark a significant event, capture a profound idea, or showcase the author’s wit, there is another that does no more than log the passage of everyday life, but with an insight and a directness that gives it a power of its own.


Still, Texas has certainly produced its share of dedicated writers. It has also brought out the muse in a number of articulate visitors. Several of these, whether locals or passers-through, appear repeatedly in this collection. As some of them may be unfamiliar, it is worthwhile to begin with a few brief portraits, to avoid having to repeat their stories every time we hear from them. To begin with the visitors from other lands:


Closely as Mary Austin Holley was linked to the early Republic of Texas—as a cousin of Stephen F. Austin and as a one-woman tourism bureau for immigrants from the United States—she cannot be called a resident. She never lived in Texas, and the total length of her visits here is measured in months. But in 1833, after her first stay, she published Texas: Observations, Historical, Geographical, and Descriptive, in a Series of Letters Written during a Visit to Austin’s Colony, with a View to a Permanent Settlement in That Country in the Autumn of 1831. She added material, including a history of the Revolution, for a new edition with the more compact title of Texas in 1836. Her book is the earliest known history of Texas written in English.


William Bollaert, an Englishman, was an accomplished chemist, soldier, and engineer. In 1842 he visited Texas at the suggestion of a friend in the British diplomatic mission to the Republic. Although he was a prolific author, his eight-volume record of his two years in Texas was not published until 1956.


Landscape architect Frederick Law Olmsted was already an experienced world traveler when, in his early thirties, he toured the South from 1852 to 1857. On his return to the Northeast he published A Journey Through Texas, or a Saddle Trip on the Southwestern Frontier. Olmsted’s deep hatred of slavery may have inclined him to portray other aspects of life in Texas with a satirical tone. Today his travel writings are of greatest interest to historians; his most enduringly famous creation is Central Park in New York City.


In 1872 Scribner’s Monthly magazine dispatched Edward King, with illustrator James Wells Champney, to report on life in the South under Reconstruction. Through 1873 and most of 1874 they traversed every southern state and some 25,000 miles. The series, entitled “The Great South,” was so successful that a publisher in Glasgow (Scotland!) issued it in book form as The Southern States of North America in 1875.


In 1961 John Bainbridge, a veteran of the New Yorker, combined and expanded a series of essays into The Super-Americans: A Picture of Life in the United States, As Brought into Focus, Bigger Than Life, in the Land of the Millionaires—Texas. In his analysis of the Texan mind as expressed in the loud, uncouth lifestyle of rich Texas wheeler-dealers, Bainbridge wrote with a sort of amused admiration, a mixture of acute scrutiny and affection. In his view, the Texas tycoons were merely living the way most other Americans would live if they were given the chance. Even so, all but a few Texans detested what to them read like just more snobbish criticism from another uninformed Yankee. In 1963 Bainbridge left the United States to live in England, but this is probably just a coincidence.


Now we can move on to some of the Texans who appear here multiple times. I don’t need to introduce such modern figures as J. Frank Dobie or Larry McMurtry or Molly Ivins. But there are several others who may date too far back for most of today’s readers to remember them.


Noah Smithwick came from Tennessee to Stephen F. Austin’s colony in 1827, but his early years in Texas gave him a dubious character; he was expelled in 1830 as an accomplice in the escape of a murder suspect. He returned in time to serve in the 1836 Revolution and remained in Texas until his Union sympathies made it expedient to spend the Civil War years in California. With the peace he returned to Texas, where he lived until his death in 1899 at the age of ninety. His daughter Anna posthumously published his memoirs, entitled The Evolution of a State, or Recollections of Old Texas Days.


Land agent Jacob de Cordova emigrated to Texas from Jamaica via New Orleans in 1839. Within a few years the prosperous Odd Fellow was serving in the State Legislature. He acquired huge amounts of land, at one point as much as a million acres, and toured the Northeast lecturing on the advantages of settling in Texas—on land purchased through the agency of Jacob de Cordova and his brother Phineas. In 1849 he founded the town of Waco. His 1858 book Texas: Her Resources and Her Public Men was part Texas encyclopedia and part advertisement for his land sales.


John Salmon Ford took on the nickname “Rip” during the Mexican War, when he served in the army as an adjutant. One of his duties was writing death notices to families back in the United States; he often included a personal sentiment of “Rest in Peace,” which he abbreviated “RIP” when time or space was short. In his long and varied career, Rip Ford served as a Texas Ranger, a Confederate officer (he commanded the Southern forces at Palmito Ranch, the last battle of the Civil War), a newspaper editor, and a Texas congressman. His reminiscences and historical writings were collated and published long after his death as Rip Ford’s Texas.


In 1885 Charles Siringo published A Texas Cowboy; or, Fifteen Years on the Hurricane Deck of a Spanish Pony, a memoir of his career as a hand on a number of Texas ranches. His experiences included cattle drives up the Chisholm Trail and an encounter with Billy the Kid (whose biography Siringo wrote in 1920). A Texas Cowboy is the first important autobiography of a cowboy and a classic in the literature of the Southwest.


William Sydney Porter is better known as 0. Henry, one of America’s premier writers of short stories. Most of the entries in this collection date from his earlier years as a journalist in Austin, where he edited the Rolling Stone for about a year in the mid-1890s. Some ten years before, at the age of twenty, Porter had moved from North Carolina to a ranch in La Salle County, in hopes that the Texas climate would improve his health. His experiences there and in his work as a draftsman at the General Land Office in Austin would later be reflected in his stories, several of which take place in Texas. In 1896 Porter was indicted for embezzlement at the First National Bank of Austin and spent five years in a federal prison. His career as O. Henry began while he was still behind bars.


Charles F. Rudolph was the epitome of the frontier newspaper editor. In 1886, at the age of twenty-seven, he led his family to a cowtown on the Panhandle named Tascosa and founded the Tascosa Pioneer. For the next five years he was Tascosa’s most energetic booster, forever printing confident predictions that it would become the economic hub of northwest Texas. But the Fort Worth & Denver City Railway bypassed Tascosa, and eventually even Rudolph had to face the truth. He closed the Pioneer but continued to edit other papers in Texas for many years.


And then we come to William Cowper Brann. My own small and informal survey indicates that Brann is virtually unknown today, even in Texas. One could not ask for a more striking illustration of the ephemeral and capricious nature of fame. In his lifetime, which ended in 1898 at the age of forty-three, Brann’s reputation extended across the country. His monthly paper, the Iconoclast, reached 100,000 subscribers nationwide, an enormous circulation a hundred years ago, and especially remarkable for a periodical from wild and woolly Waco, Texas, a town which then had scarcely progressed beyond its “Six-shooter Junction” days.


The Iconoclast lampooned a wide variety of people and institutions, taking on not only politics at the state and national levels, but literature and the arts, women’s suffrage, prohibition, and the stark economic inequities of the industrial age. (His abuse of racial minorities, though symptomatic of his time, would offend most readers today.) Any form of stupidity, sanctimony, or greed was fair game. But Brann’s favorite targets were religious dogma and religious hypocrisy, particularly as practiced by the Baptist Church, and most particularly as practiced at Baylor University, situated conveniently at hand in Waco.


By the fall of 1897, Baylor officials, faculty, students, and loyal Baptists had taken all they were going to. On October 2 a gang of students kidnapped Brann, hauled him to the Baylor campus, and warned him to leave Waco. On the sixth he was still in town, and three men, including a judge, beat him severely.


He wrote of his adventures in the November Iconoclast, and there is no better way to introduce his inimitable style than with an excerpt from “Revolvers, Ropes and Religion”:


I have just been enjoying the first holiday I have had in fifteen years. Owing to circumstances entirely beyond my control, I devoted the major part of the past month to digesting a couple of installments of Saving Grace presented by my Baptist brethren, and carefully rubbed in with revolvers and ropes, loaded canes and miscellaneous cudgels—with almost any old thing calculated to make a sinner reflect upon the status of his soul. That explains the short-comings of the present issue of the Iconoclast. One cannot write philosophic essays while dallying with the Baptist faith. It were too much like mixing Websterian dignity with a cataleptoid convulsion, or sitting on a red ant hill and trying to look unconcerned. Here in Waco our religious zeal registers 600 in the shade, and when we hold a love-feast you can hear the unctuous echoes of our hosannahs from Tadmor in the Wilderness to the Pillars of Hercules. We believe with St. Paul that faith without works is dead; hence we gird up our loins with the sweet cestus of love, grab our guns and go whooping forth to “capture the world for Christ.” When we find a contumacious sinner we waste no time in theological controversy or moral suasion, but promptly round him up with a rope and bump his head, and we bump it hard. Why consume our energies “agonizing with an emissary of Satan,” explaining his error and striving by honeyed phrases to lead him into the light, when it is so much easier to seize him by the pompadour and pantelettes and drag him bodily from the abyss? Some may complain that our Christian charity carries a razor edge, that we skim the cream off our milk of human kindness then put the can under an alkali pump before serving it to our customers as a prime article; but bless God! they can scarce expect to


“. . . be carried to the skies


On flowery beds of ease,


Whilst others fight to win the prize


And sail through bloody seas.”


My Baptist brethren desired to send me as a missionary to foreign lands, and their invitation was so urgent, their expressions of regard so fervent that I am now wearing my head in a sling and trying to write with my left hand. Although they declared that I had an imperative “call” to go, and would tempt Providence by loitering longer than one short day, I concluded to remain in Waco and preach them a few more of my popular sermons from that favorite text, “If ye forgive not men their trespasses, neither will your Father forgive your trespasses.” It is quite possible that a few heathen will go to hell whom I might enable to find the river route to heaven, but I believe in doing the duty that lies next my hand—in first saving the heathen right here at home. . . .


[T]he recent assaults upon me are not altogether my private concern. They were armed protests against a fundamental principle of this Republic—freedom of the press. They are being cited by ill advised or malicious persons as evidence of “Southern Savagery.” They are calculated, if suffered to go unexplained, to cast reproach upon revealed religion. They were futile but brutal attempts in the last decade of the Nineteenth century to suppress truth by terror, to conceal the iniquities of a sectarian college by beating to death the only journalist who dared to raise his voice in protest. They were appeals to Judge Lynch to strangle exposure, hence it is imperative that the blame be placed where it properly belongs; not upon the South, which unqualifiedly condemns it; not upon the Baptist church, which indignantly repudiates it; but upon a little coterie of white-livered black-hearted hypocrites, any of whom could look thro’ a keyhole with both eyes at once, a majority of whom are either avowed sympathizers with or active members of that unamerican organization known to infamy as the A.P.A. [American Protective Association, an anti-Catholic organization] The same old God-forsaken gang of moral perverts and intellectual misfits who more than two years ago brought a Canadian courtesan and an unfrocked priest to Waco to lecture on A.P.A’ism, and who threatened at one of these buzzard-feasts to mob me for calling the latter a cowardly liar, were responsible for my being dragged with a rope by several hundreds hoodlums up and down a Baptist college campus in this city Oct. 2, and for the brutal assault upon me five days later by a pack of would-be assassins who had waited until my back was unsuspectingly turned before they had the nerve to get out their guns. I can overlook the assault made by the college students, although most of them were grown men, because they were encouraged thereto by their elders. I have positively refused to prosecute them; but the last assault was led by a shyster lawyer of middle-age, a so-called “judge,” a member of the board of managers of Baylor. I am seeking no trouble with any of them—they are perfectly safe in so far as I am concerned; still if the latter gang are not satisfied with their cowardly crime, if they regret that they were beaten off ere they quite succeeded in sending me to Kingdom Come, they have only to notify me where and when they can be found alone, and I’ll give the whole accursed mob a show for their money. I’m too slight for a slugger—cannot lick a herd of steers with one pair o’ hands; but I can make a shot-gun sing Come to Christ. I am credibly informed that “at least half a dozen” of my meek and lowly Baptist brethren are but awaiting an opportunity to assassinate me, and that if successful they will plead in extenuation that I “have slandered Southern women.” I walk the streets of Waco day by day, and I walk them alone. Let these curristians shoot me in the back if they dare, then plead that damning lie as excuse for their craven cowardice. If the decent people of this community fail to chase them to their holes and feed their viscera to the dogs, then I’d rather be dead and in Hades forever than alive in Waco a single day. . . .


I don’t know whether Brann actually foresaw that he would be gunned down, but that is what happened. On the afternoon of April 1, 1898, he and Captain Tom Davis, another outspoken friend of Baylor, passed each other on Fourth Street. They may have exchanged words, or they may have just exchanged glares. But seconds later Davis pulled out a pistol and shot Brann in the back “where his suspenders crossed”—I have yet to read an account that fails to use this phrase. Brann, as he had promised, was also armed; he instantly turned, drew his revolver, and emptied every chamber, hitting Davis with all six shots, while Davis continued to fire, hitting Brann twice more. Both men lingered in agony before dying the next day.


The Iconoclast died with Brann; strangely, by the time the new century was in its second decade, William Cowper Brann, whom I regard as a satirist of the same rank as H. L. Mencken or Ambrose Bierce, was virtually forgotten. I recently visited Brann’s grave in Waco and only realized later that purely by coincidence I had been there on the second day in April, the 102nd anniversary of his death.
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William Cowper Brann sits at his desk with a satisfied expression, as if he has just enjoyed skewering another Baptist.


Baylor University, The Texas Collection.


For two reasons, he appears in this collection more often than any other person. First, he was astonishingly prolific—a million words in forty monthly issues—and only a correspondingly large sample would allow you to appreciate the wealth of scorching commentary he left behind. Second, I just plain admire the man, and this is my opportunity to make a few more people aware of him.


I have organized these quotations alphabetically according to their subject matter. You will quickly notice, however, that the subject headings are shamelessly whimsical, in keeping with the Texas tradition of eccentricity (or contrariness). Those who desire a more systematic approach will be pleased to find at the back of the book an index by author. But don’t forget: this is A Browser’s Book, not A Reference Book. Every reader will be able to think of a favorite Texas quotation that should be here, but isn’t. In my defense I can only say that each selection that made it into the book struck me as in some way representative of Texas as I have known or imagined it, and that this is an intrinsically subjective affair. If overall you get a genuine sense of Texas—of Texanness—then I am satisfied, and I hope you are as well.


One last thought: a global [sic] applies here. Wherever you meet an unconventional spelling, like “quicksotic” or “strickly,” you can assume this is not a typographical error, but an accurate transcription. These oddities occur just often enough in the original documents that inserting all the necessary warnings would clutter too many pages. At the same time it seems to me that in silently correcting them I would detract from the authentic flavor of the text. So I have chosen the third alternative: leave them as they are, and let them further your appreciation of the different world that our predecessors lived in.
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Affairs of Honor
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Every person who shall kill another in a duel, shall be deemed guilty of murder, and on conviction thereof shall suffer death. Every person who shall be the bearer of any challenge for a duel, or shall in any way assist in any duel, shall, on conviction thereof, be fined and imprisoned at the discretion of the court before whom such conviction may be had.


Ineffectual law against dueling, 1836


We had an affair of honor settled here yesterday, no blood shed however, all was amicably adjusted by merely shooting into WOOD. If all duels were settled by merely shooting at blocks, instead of BLOCKHEADS, the practice would be far more consonant with the dictates of wisdom and justice.


Dr. Francis Moore, Houston Telegraph, 1837, after a duel between Thomas K. Ward and another man, in which both parties declared their honor satisfied when a bullet struck Ward’s wooden leg


Every steam boat that has come in from N. Orleans brings volunteers, and unfortunately not having Mexicans to fight with, have commenced fighting among themselves.


William Bollaert, diary, 1842


From the “Caddo Gazette,” of the 12th inst., we learn the frightful death of Colonel Robert Potter. . . . He was beset in his house by an enemy, named Rose. He sprang from his couch, seized his gun, and, in his night-clothes, rushed from the house. For about two hundred yards his speed seemed to defy his pursuers; but, getting entangled in a thicket, he was captured. Rose told him that he intended to act a generous part, and give him a chance for his life. He then told Potter he might run, and he should not be interrupted till he reached a certain distance. Potter started at the word of command, and before a gun was fired he had reached the lake. His first impulse was to jump in the water and dive for it, which he did. Rose was close behind him, and formed his men on the bank ready to shoot him as he rose. In a few seconds he came up to breathe; and scarce had his head reached the surface of the water when it was completely riddled with the shot of their guns, and he sunk, to rise no more!


In his American Notes of 1842, where he deplores the “fine mode of training” which encourages dueling, Charles Dickens cites a Texan newspaper’s relation of the recent murder, during the war between the “Regulators” and the “Moderators,” of Robert Potter—senator, former secretary of the Navy, and signer of the Texas Declaration of Independence.


More often than otherwise, the parties meet upon the plaza by chance, and each, on catching sight of his enemy, draws a revolver and fires away. As the actors are under more or less excitement, their aim is not apt to be of the most careful or sure; consequently it is, not seldom, the passers-by who suffer. Sometimes it is a young man at a quiet dinner in a restaurant who receives a ball in the head, sometimes an old negro woman returning from market who gets winged. After disposing of all their lead, the parties close to try their steel, but as this species of metallic amusement is less popular, they generally contrive to be separated (“Hold me! Hold me!”) by friends before the wounds are mortal. If neither is seriously injured, they are brought to drink together on the following day, and the town waits for the next excitement.


Frederick Law Olmsted, A Journey Through Texas, 1857
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Art Is Long
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Lone Wolf, chief of the Kiowas, was invited to an entertainment at Mangum on Sunday. For his special benefit one of the ladies gave a favorite selection on the piano. The noble red man listened patiently until she had finished when he said: “May-be-so me go, me sleepy.” The effect of the remark can be better imagined than described.


Quanah Tribune, 1894


If I am correctly informed, God made the two men. I merely reproduced their likenesses. If you are dissatisfied about them, you should take the matter up with God.


Sculptress Elisabet Ney, replying to criticism of her monumental statues of Sam Houston and Stephen Austin, 1905


They’re simpler. You get them in a jam, and no one expects you to rack your brains inventing clever ways for them to extricate themselves. They are too stupid to do anything but cut, shoot, or slug themselves into the clear.


Robert E. Howard of Cross Plains, a suicide at the age of thirty despite his fabulous success as an author of fantasy stories, explains the primal appeal of Conan the Barbarian and his other creations


Tend to the family, the diapers. Stay out of show business.


Advice from producer Billy Rose to Mary Martin, future star of South Pacific, Peter Pan, and The Sound of Music, 1933


I don’t care whether I hit the right note or not. I’m not looking for perfection of delivery—thousands of singers have that. I’m looking for individuality.


Ernest Tubb, Country Music Hall of Famer


I didn’t want to be an actor. It was simply the best offer that came along.


Medal of Honor winner Audie Murphy, who starred in his own autobiography To Hell and Back, 1955


There are no political barriers to music. The same blood running through Americans also runs through the Soviet people and compels us to create and enjoy the same art.


I’ve become even more aware of this since I have been in Russia. What has thrilled me so much is the great spirit of musical unity achieved here at the Tchaikovsky Competition by the different peoples of the world whose governments are at political loggerheads.


Kilgore’s own Van Cliburn, after he won the first annual Tchaikovsky International Piano Competition in Moscow, 1958


I mulled the matter over for a few days and then sent Paramount a list of about a dozen titles; the best, as I recall, was Coitus on Horseback, a title I had long hoped to fit onto something.


Larry McMurtry, on the difficulties of picking a title for the film version of Horseman, Pass By, his first novel (ultimately released as Hud in 1963), from In A Narrow Grave, 1968


In the random way that democracy scatters art and monuments among its leaders, Lyndon Baines Johnson has a winner.


Ada Louise Huxtable, New York Times, on the Lyndon Johnson Presidential Library at the University of Texas in Austin, 1971


. . . like saying only French people should do Racine or Molière.


Dancer and choreographer Alvin Ailey, on suggestions that his American Dance Theater should hire only black performers, 1973


ORANGES FOR ENERGY


EAT ORANGES AND LIVE


LOVE ME, ORANGE, PLEASE LOVE ME


Messages embedded in the “Orange Show,” an immense walk-through folk sculpture built from scraps and “found objects” by Houston postman Jefferson McKissack over the last twenty-five years of his life, and opened to the public seven months before his death in 1979
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Astronomical Phenomena
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To-night we made our beds under the canopy of the starry heavens, which shone so luminously that there was more pleasure in tracing the various constellations than in endeavoring to sleep. Every one must be struck with the extraordinary brightness of a prairie sky, due to the singular purity of the atmosphere.


Lieutenant James W. Abert, exploring the Panhandle along the Canadian River, 1845


The stars, and especially the nebulae, do seem to shine more vividly, and to give more light and the firmament appears more effulgent than in any part of the northern or southern hemisphere in which I have been.


Frederick Law Olmsted, A Journey Through Texas, 1857


The very moon and stars are brighter, and flood the earth with molten silver that transforms even a red barn into a fairy castle, a piebald mule into a Pegasus, and falling between softly sighing trees upon the dark grass gleams there like fathomless pools in which you expect to see the heavens reflected.


William Cowper Brann, The Iconoclast


The stars at night are big and bright.


“Deep in the Heart of Texas,” June Hershey and Don Swander, 1941
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The Battle of the Sexes
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TO WIDOWS AND OLD MAIDS


I trust that neither the young ladies nor their mothers will take any offense if I give a little advice to the widows and the old maids—although I do not suppose that in this assemblage of beauty there is to be found a decided old maid. Still, supposing that there may be some of these ladies who are thinking of emigrating to our State, I deem it a solemn duty to inform their friends that the gentlemen of Texas have always evinced a perfect horror at the bare idea of allowing the widow, and the old maid with her pet cat, to reside long within the limits of their State.


Our bachelors have entered into a solemn league to extirpate the whole race; and no sooner are they informed of the arrival in any neighborhood of either one or the other of these members of society, than they take the most energetic steps in their power to get rid of them, and are generally successful in their endeavors.


Having first got rid of the cats, they obtain the necessary warrant from the county clerk, and procuring the services of a minister of the gospel or of a justice of the peace, in an almost incredibly short space of time the ladies are compelled to renounce the cheerless state of single blessedness and are transferred, without much inconvenience, to that of matrimony.


Jacob de Cordova, “Lecture on Texas,” 1858


Our young bachelor friend, Comer Nettles, came in from his old home in Wichita County last Monday. He brought in a clean bunch of fifty-one head of two year old heifers in fine condition. The young man is fixing for a sure living and a pleasant home. Maidens listen to the mockingbird.


Amarillo News, 1895


The lectures at the court house by the phrenologist, Prof. Rupe, are drawing a good deal of attention, especially among the unmarried folks.


Quanah Tribune, 1895


Marriage is, perhaps, the only game of chance ever invented at which it is possible for both players to lose.


William Cowper Brann, The Iconoclast
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Jacob de Cordova, who represented the Republic of Texas in the International Order of Odd Fellows as the first Deputy Grand Sire for the new nation.


The UT Institute of Texan Cultures at San Antonio No. 68-2491 Courtesy of the Odd Fellows Museum, San Antonio
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Be It Ever So Humble
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Every farmer with an extensive estate lays out a town, which often consists solely of his own “castle”—far from being a castle in the air or Chateau d’Espagne, it is too often in the mud.


Mary Austin Holley, Texas, 1836


If you should have Carpenters imployed, I wish you to have a Necessary House built in the Back Yard, in the corner of the Fence by the Lane. It can be set over a dich; these City Dames will think it Horrible to run into the Woods.


Emily Perry, sister of Stephen F. Austin, writes to husband James at their Peach Point plantation in anticipation of a visit from cousin Mary Austin Holley, 1837


Eve was delighted to see a nice walk from the gate to the front door, covered with shells. It did not look clean & nice very long, for I never saw anything like the mud here. It is tenacious black clay, which cannot be got off of anything without washing—and is about a foot or so deep.


Millie Gray, just arrived from Virginia, describes conditions at her new house in Houston, 1839


The post was dilapidated; but the surroundings were far more agreeable than at either Fort McIntosh or Fort Duncan. A beautiful little river, the Leona, ran just behind the quarters, which were built of logs, and about ready to tumble down. We moved into a vacant house of four rooms; the kitchen was behind it, and was in an advanced stage of decay. A high wind might easily have blown it over.


Lydia Spencer Lane on accommodations at Fort Inge (near modern Uvalde) in the 1850s, in I Married a Soldier


Our house was on the same order that most of the hunters used. They were called teepees made of buffalo hides. That was before dugout day. They were made as follows: first, we built a frame of small china poles, split some for rafters, no nails were used, rawhide strings instead. We took dried buffalo hides, tied the legs together and put them around the wall, wool side out, then another tier of hides over these in the same manner to break the joints of those underneath. The door was made of a frame of split poles with a buffalo hide stretched over it, legs tied inside. The little rock chimney with fireplace, which was crude, of course, came next. The floor was carpeted with buffalo hides, squared up to fit, wool side up. All was complete and a more clean and comfortable little home you could not find in any of the eastern cities.
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