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Fletcher Clark and I were invited by the Friends of the Joseph and 
Susanna Dickinson Hannig Museum in Austin to be their program 
for their annual meeting in February, 2014, in commemoration of the 
(approximately) 200th Birthday of the Messenger of the Alamo. When 
first the invitation was issued, Fletcher excitedly told me of his 
introduction to the broader story of her life, and especially the 
significant part that our own town of Lockhart played in that saga. As 
a founding member of the Caldwell County Historical Commission 
and in my then professional capacity as archivist for the Texas State 
Library, I shared his interest in this important historical figure.

I count among my friends and colleagues many fine historians and writers of Texas history, 
and yet the telling of Susanna’s story had never appeared in this form. There have been songs, 
re-enactments, articles, chapters in books, and C. Richard King’s book, Susanna Dickinson: 
Messenger of the the Alamo, but nothing like this. I was able to provide certain archival 
materials to help Fletcher fill in the blanks in the life of an illiterate woman who wrote no 
letters and kept no diary.

I have known Fletcher as a musician and a songwriter, and I delight in his applying his skills to 
creating living history. We have “hit the road”, bringing my lecture and his songs to groups 
across the State interested in their historical legacy.

Donaly Brice, 2015
Retired Senior Archivist for the Texas State Library, author/co-author of several books on Texas history, 

Fellow of Texas ane East Texasl Historical Associations



Songs of Susanna began with Fletcher Clark’s epic ballad, 

There Must Be a Good Man in Texas – a panoramic tale in 

four chapters of the colorful life of the great Texas heroine 

Susanna Dickinson, Messenger of the Alamo. First 

composed for the 2014 celebration of her 200th birthday 

for the Susanna Dickinson Museum in Austin, here its four 

chapters are presented as separate songs. Chapter 1 

follows Sue’s early life of coming to Texas with her husband 

Almeron Dickinson, through his death at the Fall of the 

Alamo, and then through the Texian victory at San Jacinto. 

In Chapter 2, Susanna - penniless, illiterate, and unskilled - 

embarks on a search for a stable partner and husband in 

the new town of Houston. She finds him, but finally Sue 

must divorce her cruel and abusive second husband. In Chapter 3, Susanna finds husband 

number three, then loses him to alcohol. Later, even after “coming to the Lord” in Houston, 

husband number four forces Sue to leave him for Lockhart, where she would finally settle 

Almeron’s estate and establish a good business for herself. In Chapter 4, Susanna marries her 

fifth and lasting husband Joseph Hannig. Her daughter Angelina would abandon her family, 

so two of the grandchildren came to Sue. Their move to Austin brought prosperity and 

propriety for the later years of this great Texas heroine, buried there at Oakwood Cemetery.

Susanna Dickinson earned her prominent place in Texas History as Messenger of the Alamo. 

She and her daughter Angelina, Babe of the Alamo, were the sole Anglo survivors of the fall of 

the Alamo, dispatched by Santa Anna to convey his message to General Sam Houston that 

Texian defeat was inevitable. Geographically, Susanna's path traversed from Tennessee to 

Gonzales to San Antonio to Houston to Lockhart to Austin.

Susanna had emigrated to Texas from Tennessee with her young husband Almeron 

Dickinson as among the earliest settlers in the Green DeWitt Colony. They took up residence 

in the new town of Gonzales, though their league of land (roughly 4,428 acres) deeded by the 

empresário was located in what is now Caldwell County, bordered on the west by the San 

Susanna Dickinson NarrativeSusanna Dickinson Narrative
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Marcos River somewhat south of the old Camino de Real connecting Nacogdoches with San 

Antonio. Among the earliest landowners, this league was in addition to the several lots the 

couple acquired for living and working in Gonzales.

Following the fall of the Alamo in 1836, the young widow sought in vain to build a new life 

for herself and her daughter in the emerging town of Houston, then a sewer of vice and 

degradation, offering her cooking and her companionship as the only assets of an illiterate and 

otherwise unskilled woman. Following an initial relationship with a cruel exploiter (and her 

early tenure in the establishment of Pamelia Mann), she was married to three men there. She 

divorced the first as a drunken brute who beat her to barrenness. The second died of 

alcoholism and depression as his fortunes in Houston were undermined by the Capitol 

having been relocated to Austin. She fled the third in 1855 to relocate to Lockhart and begin 

anew. Once there, she acquired new properties in 1856 and opened a boarding house, the only 

true trade she knew. A local blacksmith, Frank Hannig, was particularly partial to Susanna’s 

cooking. (She eventually sold some of her properties to Frank.) Her fourth husband’s action 

in Harris County for divorce by reason of her alleged illicit conduct went uncontested by 

Susanna, and in June of 1857, she was at least - and at last - free of him. Frank introduced her to 

his younger brother Joseph, a cabinet maker, and they were wed in December. Though 

almost twice Joseph's age, the combination of her alluring maturity and financial stability 

must have been attractive to the young German immigrant. Not long after the marriage, two 

of Susanna’s abandoned grandchildren came to live with them, and they made plans to divest 

themselves of their Lockhart properties and relocate to Austin.

Once there, Joseph became very successful in the furniture business to which Susanna had 

staked him and ultimately became a civic pillar of the community. Susanna became a focus of 

Austin society, given her husband’s prosperity and her eternal place in Texas History. She 

died in 1883 at age 68, and is buried in Oakwood Cemetery in Austin. Although Joseph 

Hannig remarried and moved to San Antonio, when he died in 1890 it was his wish that he be 

buried beside Susanna. In 1949, due to efforts initiated by E. A. Masur of Lockhart, a nephew 

of Hannig, the State of Texas unveiled a slab of white marble covering their Oakwood grave. 

In 1976, a granite marker commemorating Susanna's life was dedicated in the Texas State 

Cemetery. In 2003, the fine 1869 home of Joseph and Susanna Dickinson Hannig was saved 

and deeded to the City of Austin. Originally located on Pine Street in Austin, it was moved to 

its current location at 411 E. Fifth, restored to be situated next to and companion to the O. 

Henry Museum, and opened itself as a museum on Texas Independence Day, March 2, 2010. 

Operated by the City of Austin, it is supported by the Friends of the O. Henry and the 

Susanna Dickinson & Joseph Hannig Museums.
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SONGS OF SUSANNA PROLOGUE

Widely known is the name of Susanna Dickinson, Messenger of the Alamo, for she and her 
infant daughter were the sole Anglo survivors of that bloody conflict. Known also, 

particularly in Austin, Texas, is the name of Susanna Dickinson Hannig, the wife of Joseph 
Hannig. But that's not the whole story  not by a long shot. For even to begin to tell the whole 

story, you have to know all of who she was: Susanna (nee Wilkerson) Dickinson Williams 
Herring Bellows Hannig. That's right. Five husbands in all.

Like most 15-year-old girls in Hardeman County, Tennessee, Susanna Wilkerson never 
learned to read or write, simply because schooling had nothing to do with providing for her 
husband nor raising a family. It was through her husband that her path would lead. Never 

could young Susanna have imagined how long and bumpy that path would be.

SONGS OF SUSANNA CHAPTER 1

She came with a Good Man to Texas.
This man was tender and kind.

Boldly they sought a new future,
Leaving their fam'lies behind.

So Almeron brought Sue to Texas,
Whence they would no longer roam.

This Good Man and Wife came to Texas
Where they would build a new home.

Susanna, a Wilkerson daughter,
A sweet girl from old Tennessee.
At fifteen, she loved a young Captain -
Dashing and handsome was he.
So Almeron Dickinson wooed her,
And although her dear sister's beau,
On his wedding day, 
He swept Sue away,
And soon off to Texas they'd go.

First overland west to New Memphis,
Then down to New Orleans to sail
To land at the mouth of the Brazos,
Following Green DeWitt's trail.
And there where the blue Guadalupe

And Rio San Marcos both run,
They laid down their stake, 
A new life to make,
And with their new daughter seemed done.

Their life in Gonzales was trying,
Defending against Indian harms.
Good citizens all 
Had put out the call
For cannon to strengthen their arms.
But then came the Mexican soldiers
To strip them of their treasured pride.
The Old Eighteen stood, 
They stood for the good,
And so "Come and Take It!," they cried!
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Just eighteen opposing two hundred,
Though foe had no hunger for fight.
One shot from the gun, 
The battle was done,
And war had begun by that night.
Brave Almeron carried that cannon
To join in the Seige of Bexar.
To San Antonio 
And then Alamo
And Travis's garrison there.

He'd left Sue behind unprotected,
With sweet Angelina alone.
Marauders were looting Gonzales;
Almeron hurried back home.
They fled to the family of Musquiz,
Free Masons in old San Antone.
The scouting report 
Sent all to the fort,
And soon Santa Anna had shown.

You all know the stories of valor
And brav'ry at old Alamo.
This small band of men stood defiant.
None would be spared from the woe.
They brought Sue before Santa Anna,
At Babe of the Alamo's side.
Their lives he would spare, 
His message to bear
That Houston must yield to the tide.

Once off on the road to Gonzales,
A scout troop of Texians rode by.
They listened with pride 
Of men who had died,
Then led Sue, her message to ply.
Sam Houston was bound past the Brazos,
Hell-bent for the Runaway Scrape.
Sant'Anna had thought 
The fight had been fought
And all that was left was escape.

They'd caught the proud general a-napping,
Though cowardly he skulked away.  
Sam gave him his life, 
And spared him the knife,
And Texas was born on that day.
Yet when all the blood-lust had settled,
This widow stood lost with her child.
With no relative 
And no way to live,
So lost in the woods and the wild.

Susanna gave her man for Texas. 
She made that great sacrifice.

With all the fine sons of Gonzales, 
He'd paid the ultimate price.

While some returned to devastation,
Sue went to find a new life.

She sought then a Good Man in Texas, 
One who deserved a Good Wife.

There must be a Good Men in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife.
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SONGS OF SUSANNA CHAPTER 2

Susanna lost her man for Texas. 
He'd made that great sacrifice,

With all the fine sons of Gonzales, 
Who'd paid the ultimate price.

While some returned to devastation,
Sue went to find a new life.

She sought a new Good Man in Texas, 
One who deserved a Good Wife.

There must be a Good Men in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife.

Now nothing was left of Gonzales,
Destroyed at Sam Houston's command.
With no way to find food and shelter,
Nothing was left but bare land.
They went then along toward East Texas,
To Harrisburg County's new seat.
Of Houston's renown, 
Now capital town,
And there to the Congress entreat.

Petitions were properly offered
For those left bereft from their loss.
A dead hero's widow and daughter --
Hardly a burdensome cost.
And yet as the orators bantered,
With more care for show than for right,

Sue waited in vain.  
The funds never came.
Alone they then faced the cold night.

Now never had Sue learned her letters -
She never could sign her own name.
But cooking for men, 
And comforting them
Were things she would do without shame.
They'd met a strong woman while trav'ling.
Her name was Pamelia Mann.
She offered them board, 
Though naught they'd afford,
And that day their new life began.

Sue met there a man named John Parker,
With morals as low as a cur.
She hoped he would care, 
Her burden to bear.
She hoped he would love only her
But soon he was boasting to fellows, 
As he sought his own fiendish ends.
And all that he knew 
Was strumpet in Sue,
A harlot to share with his friends.

They left him to go back to Houston,
Pamelia had welcomed them home.
Once there Sue took up with John Williams,
Thinking no more would she roam.
At age twenty-three, she'd remarry,
Though many years older was he.
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At last her sweet waif 
Would finally be safe,
And lovingly happy they'd be.

But soon he grew distant and sullen,
For drinking became his whole life.
No care for the dear little daughter,
None for his withering wife.
Sue worried when he was long absent.
They'd cower when he crossed the door.
They never could tell 
When liquor's dark hell
Would drive him to beat them once more.

The devil that dwelt in that bottle
Would cause him to raise a cruel hand.
Ang'lina would hide 
From his raging tide.
Sue knew that she must make a stand.
His rage then knew no limitation.
He beat her 'til she lost all sight.
His fierce blows would doom 
The child in her womb,
And rob Sue of her mother's right.

When next the cock crowed from the barnyard,

She took Angelina and flew.
Straight down to the court, 
And there to report
Divorce here was long overdue.
They granted her pleading petition.
To Pamelia's shelter they ran.

O, where would she find 
A man who is kind?
O, where would she find a good man?

There must be a Good Man in Texas,
One who is tender and kind;

Who'll care for the sweet little daughter,
Never to leave them behind;

A man who is strong and resourceful,
Seeing Sue through every strife.

There must be a Good Man in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife.

Oh, where is that Good Man in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife?
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Susanna Dickinson MuseumSusanna Dickinson Museum

In 2003, the fine 1869 home of Joseph and 

Susanna Dickinson Hannig was saved and 

deeded to the City of Austin, and was moved 

to its current location at 411 E. Fifth. It was 

opened as the Susanna Dickinson & Joseph 

Hannig Museum on Texas Independence Day, 

March 2, 2010.

The museum is the only remaining residence of Susanna Dickinson. The home is 

considered a “rubble-rock” house, a style of 

architecture brought to the Texas Hill Country 

by German immigrants. Inside the museum are 

rare Dickinson family artifacts, as well as 

furniture produced by Hannig. The couple lived 

in this house for six years, until 1875, at which 

point they moved into the area of town known 

as Hyde Park. Please stop by and let the docents 

show you the 

house and recount the vivid stories of the survivors 

of the Battle of the Alamo.

The museum is part of Brush Square Museums, 

three historic museums consisting of the Susanna 

Dickinson Museum, the O. Henry Museum, and 

the Austin Fire Museum. It was for the 200 

Birthday Celebration for Susanna that Fletcher 

Clark composed and premiered There Must Be a 

Good Man in Texas at the annual meeting of the 

Friends of theBrush Square Museums in February 

of 2014.
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SONGS OF SUSANNA CHAPTER 3

There must be a Good Man in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife.

Sue met a drayman from Georgia
Who carried fresh water to town.
His given name Francis P. Herring, 
Seemingly well, fit and sound.
They married that very December,
When sweet Angelina turned four.
And fin'ly Sue thought 
The fight had been fought
And they were a family once more.

Then came a new Pres'dent for Texas
Who favored the town Waterloo.
Then named it for Stephen F. Austin,
Capital city anew.
The flame that was Houston soon flickered.
The people were leaving in droves.
No need for the casks 
A waterman tasks,
With dwindling hearths and stoves.

Again then she witnessed a good man
Slide slowly, inexorably down.
He started to sink, 
And turned to the drink,
Imag'ning his sorrows he'd drown.
John Barleycorn's ne'er a good partner.
He never will shoulder his share.

He'll spit in your eye 
And leave you to die,
A widow the burden to bear.

And after near five years of marriage,
Her dear Francis went to his grave.
Ang'lina was nine, 
Sue then twenty-nine,
Again she was asked to be brave.
At least she could still earn a living,
Her natural skills to apply.
Good suppers and breads 
And gentlemen's beds -
Enough so that we could get by.

They witnessed the end of Republic
When Texas became a new state.
A drayman from old Pennsylvania
Asked her to join as one fate.
She married that young Peter Bellows
Before an Episcopal priest.
Ang'lina in sway 
Turned thirteen that day,
And doubly gave them to feast.

Her life became prosp'rous and proper.
And thus free from all sin and vice,
She went down to Buffalo Bayou,
Baptized by water in Christ.
Sue found Angelina a suitor,
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At sixteen to be a young bride.
John Griffith she wed 
To e'er share his bed
And bring grandchildren to bide.

But, oh, how suspicions may haunt us,
And shadows appear from the past.
Her husband took fright, 
As Sue worked the night,
Recoiling in fear, and aghast.
His jealousy drove her to leave him,
For so had he well lost his mind.
She went to Lockhart 
To make a new start
And leave sinful Houston behind.

They finally honored the mem'ry,
Brave Almeron's death to redeem.
They'd heard the demand 
And deeded her land.
Sue turned to her once youthful dream.
Foul Bellows besieged her with slander,
And pressed forth a lib'lous divorce.
And though a bold lie, 
She'd not dignify
This scurrilous act of perforce.

Oh, where is that Good Man in Texas,
One who is tender and kind;

Who'll care for the dear little daughter,
Never to leave them behind;

A man who is strong and resourceful,
Seeing her through every strife.

There must be a Good Man in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife.

Oh, where is that Good Man in Texas,
One who deserves a Good Wife?
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In February, 2014, Donaly Brice and I were invited to be the 
program for the Annual Meeting of the Friends of the O. 
Henry and Susanna Dickinson Museums held in the historic 
Maloney Room of the Main Building of St. Edward's 
University in Austin,  Texas,  celebrating the 
(approximately) 200th birthday of Susanna. Donaly 
brought fresh and revealing historical information to the 
assemblage, and I premiered this epic ballad, partly in song, 
the rest in verse. (Originally written in first person and 
customarily performed that way, for the recordings I felt it 
more appropriate to render the perspective from third 
person, with my male voice providing that view.)

Later that year, Donaly and I re-created the presentation for 
the Caldwell County Genealogical and Historical Society at 
a  special meeting in Luling, Texas  to which the public was 

invited. Eighty-five people attended and we were stunned! In the audience was a woman who 
would introduce me to Glenda Gordon, Chair of the Gonzales County Historical 
Commission, leading to a blossoming collaboration with her and Barbara Crozier of the 
Gonzales Crystal Theatre.

For the February 28, 2015 re-dedication ceremonies of the commemorative plaque at the 
Gonzales Memorial Museum for the fallen heroes of the Gonzales Mounted Ranging 
Company (Immortal 32), Glenda asked me to write and perform a song. Then Barbara 
adapted a portion of my Songs of Susanna for her theatrical youth troupe, the Shakespeare 
Ninjas - the kids providing the dialogue, recitation and vocals to my musical accompaniment. 
Extremely well received, we have since performed versions of such programs for several 
occasions.

I took the initiative then to contact the 106 chapters of the Daughters of the Republic of Texas 
and the 200  Texas county historical commissions. And Donaly and I brought our Songs of 
Susanna to groups in Austin, Brady, Burnet, College Station, Edna, Gonzales, Lockhart, 
Luling, New Braunfels, San Marcos, and others. Continuing my research under Donaly’s 
tutelage, I wrote Runaway Scrape, and that became a second program we present to many of 
the same groups, as well as new audiences. There is something about the combination of my 
songs, verse and presentation supported by Donaly’s scholarly lecture that brings this history 
to life for audiences of all ages and of all levels of interest and familiarity with Texas history. 
These songs have now been collected in my recently released CD.

+

A. Fletcher Clark III, 2017
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SONGS OF SUSANNA CHAPTER 4

Sue opened a small place in Lockhart,
To cook and to serve simple fare.
The blacksmith brought his younger brother,
Regular customers there.
And so she met young Joseph Hannig,
A German lad near half her age.
A fine cabineteer, 
Mature for his year,
He managed to earn a fine wage.

They married in early December.
The Griffiths now had a new son,
Named Joseph to honor Herr Hannig.
Seemed now Sue's struggle was won.
But Satan grabbed poor Angelina,
Her children abandoned and tossed.
She left John behind, 
And ran off to find
The gay life of youth she had lost.

Young Almeron went to his uncle
Small Susie and Joseph were Sue's.
Her husband so dear 
Was full of good cheer,
Delighted to hear of such news.
They made plans to move their small fam'ly
To Austin to find a new day.
And so with strong heart 
They made a fresh start.
She knew this at last was the way.

Sue sold off the land from the headright
And other lots she had acquired.
So Joseph could take 
Their meager grub-stake
And purchase all that they required.
The Capital's land was inviting, 
The birth of a bustling town.
And right at its core, 
Their furniture store -
A business of local renown.

With Joseph at work in his business
And Sue at the house with the fry,
She finally knew true contentment,
Holding her head proudly high.
The children were such a great comfort,
Her soul took to flight on the wind.
And here in this place, 
She found God's own grace -
Redemption from all of her sin.

Dear Joseph was always in motion.
The furniture business grew.
He then was the new undertaker -
Clients would ne'er be too few.
Knights Templar and Masons and Firemen -
Just some of his wide retinue.
An entrepreneur 
Whose judgment was sure
Found others to share his broad view. 
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A fine house he built there on Pine Street
'Tween Neches and Red River lay.
The home would resound
With children all 'round,
And Sue in the midst of the fray.
They still came to eat her fine cooking,
And rest through the heat of the day.
The visitors come, 
Lord knows just where from,
But all remained welcome to stay.

How long was that road she had traveled -
Each turn and each bump and each spill.
The sorrow, the grief, 
The final belief
That all that had been was God's will.
This messenger carried the message.
That battle seemed so long ago.
Eternal the fame 
Attached to the name:
This Messenger of the Alamo.

Susanna found her man in Lockhart,
One who deserved a Good Wife.
He needed a clear-headed woman

So they could build a new life.
A woman of means and resources,
One who'd borne her share of strife.
Susanna found that man in Texas

Who married this Good Texas Wife.
There was such a Good Man in Texas,

One who had found a Good Wife.
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Battle of Gonzales was written for the October 2, 2015 

dedication of the First Shot Monument in Cost, Texas. 

Fletcher presented this song, joined by the Shakespeare 

Ninjas youth troupe from the Gonzales Crystal Theatre. 

They recurrently present programs of dramatized excerpts 

from Songs of Susanna.

Spain had been unable to persuade its own citizens to move to remote and sparsely populated 

Téjas, and opened it to Anglo-Americans in 1820, less than one year before Mexico achieved 

its independence. Moses Austin had been the first to seek to establish such a colony. After his 

death in 1821, the effort was continued with by his son, Stephen F. Austin. The Mexican 

government formalized their policy with the passage of national and state colonization laws 

passed in August 1824 and March 1825.

Green DeWitt (1787–1835) was born in Kentucky, but grew up in the Spanish-held territory 

of Missouri. Inspired by Austin’s success in obtaining a grant from the Spanish government to 

establish a colony in Texas, in 1822 DeWitt petitioned the Mexican authorities for his own 

empresario contract, and in 1825 he was allowed to settle 400 Anglo-Americans on the 

Guadalupe River in a colony adjacent to Stephen F. Austin's, subject to the Colonization Law 

of 1824. The Law specified that immigrants must be Mexican citizens, subject to Mexican state 

and national authority.

At the confluence of the Guadalupe and San Marcos rivers, the town of Gonzales was 

surveyed by James Kerr as the capital of DeWitt's colony in 1825 and named for Rafael 

Gonzales, governor of Coahuila and Texas. The settlement was abandoned in July 1826 after 

two Indian attacks, then rebuilt on the Guadalupe River in 1827, surveyed a second time by 

Byrd Lockhart in1832.

In response to continuing depredations by hostile tribes, the citizens in 1831 had asked for and 

Battle of Gonzales NarrativeBattle of Gonzales Narrative
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received a small cannon, a Spanish-made, bronze artillery piece of six-pound caliber, visually 

intimidating and mostly usable as a very loud noisemaker. It was a relatively useless cannon 

for real defense since it probably had been "spiked" after capture from the Republican Army, 

presumably to prevent use of it against the Spanish authorities if recaptured. A spiked cannon 

is one in which the hole towards the rear where the powder is that is used for ignition and 

firing has been blocked with a metal spike. This reduced the cannon to largely a noisemaker, 

which must be fired by laying a wick along the length of the muzzle from the powder packed 

behind whatever one wanted to try to pack into the cannon and fire inefficiently from it. The 

cannon was mostly displayed and occasionally fired from the log fort overlooking the ferry 

crossing at Gonzales to signal nearby Indians that their presence was noted and to think 

seriously before attempting some thievery or vandalism. 

Tensions had grown between Texans and Antonio López de Santa Anna's Centralist 

government, although the DeWitt Colonists were reported to be still loyal to the Mexican 

government, desirous of peace, but ready to resist any centralista troops that entered the area 

other than those in support of the Constitution of 1824. They even distributed the letters of 

assurance from Col. Domingo de Ugartechea, military commander in Texas,  to the other 

settlements to show justification for their loyalty to the government and disapproval of 

insurrection – at least until the brutality of the Santanistas came home to roost.

Seemingly without provocation a Mexican soldier attacked Jesse McCoy in Adam Zumwalt’s 

store with the butt of his rifle. News of the altercation spread rapidly among the outlying 

farms and ranches of the colony. (It is certainly possible a foolish adolescent had brashly 

hurled a racist slur at the soldier and set the whole encounter in motion.) In any case, the 

temperament of the colonists changed. Officially, there was doubt by alcalde Andrew Ponton 

as to whether the cannon was on loan or had been given in perpetuity, expressed in a letter to 

Jéfe-Politico Ramón Mùsquiz.

Ugartechea took this to mean that the American colonists of Gonzales refused to surrender 

the cannon, and he dispatched Lieutenant Francisco de Castañeda and 100 dragoons to 

retrieve it –  to use force if necessary, but to avoid open conflict if possible. When Castañeda's 

troops reached the Guadalupe River opposite Gonzales on September 29, 1835, they found 

their path blocked by high water and the militiamen later called the Old Eighteen (including 

colonist Almeron Dickinson, who had military experience as an artilleryman). The Mexican 

Lieutenant’s instructions could not be delivered to the absent local alcalde (mayor), so he 
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bivouacked his troop on the west side of the Guadalupe River 300 yards from the ford.

Awaiting word from the absent alcalde, the men of Gonzales summoned reinforcements 

from several of the surrounding settlements, and soon their numbers swelled to 140, with 

more expected.  Castañeda abandoned his campsite near the ford, and marched his troops in 

search of another place not so well defended, where he could "cross without any 

embarrassment." Around sundown on October 1 he ordered his dragoons to pitch camp 

seven miles upriver from the contested ford on land belonging to colonist Ezekiel Williams.

On the night of October 1 the Texan troops crossed to the west bank of the Guadalupe and 

marched upriver toward Castañeda's new camp. The cannon had been previously buried, but 

now was dug up from the Davis peach orchard and mounted on a pair of wooden wheels from 

a cotton wagon. Blacksmiths unspiked the cannon touch-hole and cut every piece of loose 

metal (horseshoes, chains, trace rings, etc.) they could find into shrapnel that would fit into 

the barrel of the cannon.

With mounted men in the lead followed by the mounted cannon flanked by men on foot and 

a small rear guard on foot, the Texan force approached the Mexican position in a thick fog 

about 3 AM of October 2. A yapping dog signaled the arrival of the Texans, and Mexican 

pickets fired, wounding one Texan slightly. Neither force could determine the exact position 

of the other and both waited for the dawn. Castañeda ordered his men to fall back to a low rise 

behind their camp, and sent a message asking for a parlay.

Lt. Castañeda and Col. John Henry Moore met in full view of both forces in an open area. 

With no compromise reached, each commander returned to their positions and the cannon 

was ordered to be fired, loaded with 16 inches of powder and scrap metal – a harmless shot 

known as the first shot of the Texas Revolution. The Texans fired a rifle volley and Col. 

Moore led a modest charge toward the Mexican position without actually closing with the 

Mexican force. Lt. Castañeda immediately retreated with one casualty and returned to San 

Antonio. The Texan force sustained a minor gunshot wound and one bloody nose due to a 

spooked horse when the firing commenced. Thus ended the confrontation on William’s farm 

that became known over the years as the Battle of Gonzales or the "Lexington of Texas" 

commencing with the "Texas shot heard round the world.”
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BATTLE OF GONZALES

We all had come to Texas to start our lives anew.
We'd come to DeWitt's col'ny, our futures to pursue.
And after all our travels, we swore no more to roam.
Thus neighbor clove to neighbor, now Gonzales was our home.

We'd all pledged our allegiance as wards of Mexico -
Defending Constitution, resisting any foe.
But then came Santa Anna, a despot ever cruel,
To take away our rights as men beneath his bitter rule.

A soldier'd brought his rifle to Adam Zumwalt's store.
It's butt would fell poor Jesse; McCoy lay on the floor.
News of the altercation spread wildly through the land.
No more could we appease them as we vowed to make a stand.

Now, only our small cannon kept savages at bay.
Though spiked, its loud report had shooed the thieves away.
So why would Santanistas set loyalty aside,
If not to form their tyranny and rob us of our pride?

Lieutenant Castañeda, with o'er a hundred men,
Demanded we surrender our cannon there and then.
The cannon had been buried in Davis' orchard land.
No parlay with alcalde gave us time to form a stand.

The river well was swollen, all boats and ferries gone.
Though modest was our muster, we held the bank we're on.
Our Old Eighteen were ready, our cannon now restored.
The cry of "Come and Take It!" then was hurled across the ford.

The Mexicans upriver at old Zeke Williams' field,
Our numbers now two hundred, we knew the foe must yield.
We ferried 'cross the river with cannon through the fog,
Our presence then detected by the yapping of a dog.

A stray shot found my brother, not badly, heaven's thanks!
Then Castañeda parlayed in full view of the ranks.
No compromise was stricken, and so wheeled Col. Moore.
He bade the cannon loaded  soon we'd hear its mighty roar!

The Battle of Gonzales was won with just one shot!
Our Old Eighteen had rallied and gave more than they got.
The 'Lexington of Texas'  the battle flag unfurled,
The story we still tell: 'The Texas Shot Heard 'Round the World'.
The Battle of Gonzales would be known throughout the world!
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Arguably the most iconic historic structure in 

Texas, the building in San Antonio we call the 

Alamo originally was built as the chapel of the 

Mission San Antonio de Valero. Valero mission 

was established at San Pedro Springs in present-day San Antonio in 1718 by Fray 

Antonio de San Buenaventura y Olivares, a Franciscan missionary of the College of 

Santa Cruz de Querétaro.The mission complex once covered up to four acres of 

ground and contained not only the church, but also the convento, or priests' 

quarters; a granary; workrooms; storerooms; and Indian housing, all surrounded 

by an outer wall. The Spanish government in 1793 ordered San Antonio de Valero 

secularized, its religious offices passed to the nearby diocesan parish of San 

Fernando de Béxar, while its lands, houses, seeds, tools, and draft animals were 

distributed among the remaining Indians, refugees from the East Texas settlement 

of Los Adaes, and local residents.

To many Texans, of course, the most important use of the Alamo was as a fort 

during the Texas revolution. Mexican Gen. Martín Perfecto de Cos had used the 

Alamo as his headquarters in San Antonio. In preparation for the Texian assault in 

late 1835, Cos tore down the chapel's arches to use as ramps for hauling cannon to 

the tops of the walls. The climactic 13-day Siege and Battle of the Alamo in 1836 

was all-important in turning the tide of the Texas revolution.

The signature scalloped roof line of the Alamo was not part of the building until 

1849. It was added by the U.S. Army when it leased the former chapel from the 

Roman Catholic Church to use for storing hay and grain. The two outer windows 

on the upper level also were added at that time. 

Many representations of the building in paintings, 

drawings and movies wrongly show these late 

additions as part of the building during the 1836 

battle. Of the present Alamo building, probably 

only the bottom 23 feet of wall are part of the 

original.

Cradle of Texas LibertyCradle of Texas Liberty
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Immortal Thirty-Two was written for the February 28, 

2015 re-dedication ceremonies of the commemorative 

plaque at the Gonzales Memorial Museum for the fallen 

heroes of the Gonzales Mounted Ranging Company 

(Immortal 32). Sons of the Republic of Texas and Retired 

Texas Rangers oversaw the ceremony which included Roll 

Call, Taps, and Cannon Salute, culminating with Fletcher’s 

song.

On February 23, 1836, Launcelot Smithers left the Alamo for Gonzales, bearing a note from 

Col. Travis to Gonzales Alcalde Ponton:

The enemy in large force is in sight. We want men and provisions. Send them to us. We 

have 150 men and are determined to defend the Alamo to the last. Give us assistance. 

P.S. Send an express to San Felipe with news night and day.

That same day, Byrd Lockhart mustered 23 men to form the Gonzales Ranging Company of 

Mounted Volunteers.

The next day, Smithers wrote from Gonzales:

To all the Inhabitants of Texas: In a few words there is 2000 Mexican soldiers in Bexar, 

and 150 Americans in the Alamo. Sesma is at the head of them, and from the best 

accounts that can be obtained, they intend to show no quarter. If every man cannot turn 

out to a man every man in the Alamo will be murdered. They have not more than 8 or 

10 days provisions. They say they will defend it or die on the gorund. Provisions, 

ammunition and Men, or you suffere your men to be murdered in the Fort. If you do 

not turn out Texas is gone. I left Bexar on the 23rd. at 4 P.M. By the Order of W.V. 

Travis. L. Smithers.

On February 25, Capt. Albert Martin arrived in Gonzales with Col. Travis’s impassioned 

appeal “to all people of Texas and all Americans.”

The enemy has demanded a surrender at discretion, otherwise, the garrison are to be put 

to the sword, if the fort is taken—I have answered the demand with a cannon shot, & 

Immortal Thirty Two Narrative-Immortal Thirty-Two Narrative
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our flag still waves proudly from the walls—I shall never surrender or retreat. Then, I 

call on you in the name of Liberty, of patriotism, & everything dear to the American 

character, to come to our aid, with all dispatch—The enemy is receiving reinforcements 

daily & will no doubt increase to three or four thousand in four or five days. If this call 

is neglected, I am determined to sustain myself as long as possible & die like a soldier 

who never forgets what is due to his own honor & that of his country. VICTORY OR 

DEATH

Smithers and Martin left on the 27th, carrying copies of the Travis letter to San Felipe and 

beyon7th while Alcalde Ponton posted other copies as broadsides and in newspapers.

By the 27th, Smithers and Martin were gone again, carrying copies of the Travis letter to San 

Felipe and beyond. The Gonzales Rangers, 25 strong, left the town square at 2 pm that 

Saturday, February 27. They picked up another 7 volunteers along the way. In the end, they 

were 32 men ranging in age from 16 to 44. Four days later they reached the outskirts of San 

Antonio, where in English they were offered guidance by a local Tejano. The rangers 

followed, though not entirely sure of this man. It being dark, at first the sentries at the Alamo 

shot at them. But at last the gates swung opened and the troop sped into the fort around 3 in 

the morning of March 1, 1836, most certainly knowing that when they entered that they 

would not come out alive.

In the words of John Henry Brown in his ‘History of Texas’:

At dawn on the first of March, Capt. Albert Martin, with 32 men (himself included) 

from Gonzales and DeWitt’s Colony, passed the lines of Santa Anna and entered the 

walls of the Alamo, never more to leave them. These men, chiefly husbands and fathers, 

owning their own homes, voluntarily organized and passed through the lines of an 

enemy four to six thousand strong, to join 150 of their countrymen and neighbors, in a 

fortress doomed to destruction. Does American history, or any history, ancient or 

modern, furnish a parallel to such heroism? They willingly entered the beleaguered walls 

of the Alamo, to swell the little band under Travis, resolved “never to surrender or 

retreat.” In after many years it was my privilege to personally know and live near many 

of their widows and little ones and to see the latter grow into sterling manhood and 

pure womanhood. I never met or passed one without involuntarily asking upon him or 

her the blessings of that God who gave the final victory to Texas.
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IMMORTAL THIRTY-TWO

Come all you folk of Texas, wherever you may be.
I'll tell you of some troubles this lad had chanced to see.
My name is nothing extra, my tale is nothing new:
The story of my heroes,  Immortal Thirty-Two.

We people of Gonzales would form a loyal band.
Our "Old Eighteen" had risen to make their valiant stand.
Of those who'd left Gonzales to join the Siege of Bexar,
Some nine remained with Travis to stop our foe right there.

We'd heard the Colonel's clamor for "Victory or Death!"
No one could hold his manner, no one could keep his breath.
And so we set to ranging amidst the women's tears -
Gonzales Ranging Comp'ny of Mounted Volunteers

Sam Houston sent them ranging, "Defend the Alamo!"
And so they left Gonzales for San Antonio.
The day of their arrival I know was March the first;
Through shot and shell they traveled, Sant'Anna's bloody thirst.

They took up their positions to reinforce the men.
Through charge and charge we held them, until they charged again.
And when the smoke had settled with no more cannon roar,
No man was left a-breathing, lined up at heaven's door.

Our gallant men had answered, there forty-one did fall.
Some nine had dreamt of vict'ry, though all had pledged their all.
And now you've heard my story. I've tried to tell it true.
The story of my heroes  Immortal Thirty-Two.
They were the fallen Rangers  Immortal Thirty-Two.
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Gonzales ManumentsGonzales Manuments

The First Shot Monument was 
commissioned in 1935 and unveiled 
on Nov. 11, 1936 by 

 of sculptor 
Waldine Amanda Tauch of Ballinger.

Governor James 
Allred, near the town of Cost, Texas, 
a few miles down river from 
Gonzales. It is the creation

 
On Oct. 2, 2015, the Gonzales 

County Historical Commission celebrated the 180th 
anniversary of the First Shot for Texas Independence. 
The inscription at the base of the monument reads: 

 

The Gonzales Memorial Museum was dedicated as part 
of the 183

-

Near 
here on October 2, 1835 was fired the First Shot of the Texas 
Revolution of 1835-36, 'The Shot Heard 'Round the 
World'. At Gonzales, the Texans defied the Mexican 
Government and refused their demand for the Gonzales 
cannon with the "Come and Take It" challenge until 
reinforcements arrived from other parts of DeWitt's 
Colony and colonies on the Colorado and Brazos. They 
pursued the Mexicans from Gonzales to near this point and 
fired upon with this cannon, driving them back to Bexar.

6 Centennial celebration. At the head of the 
reflecting pool is the Immortal 32 
Centennial Monument, in memory of 
the Gonzales men and boys who, on 
March 1, 1836 fought their way into 
the beleaguered Alamo to die with 
Colonel William B. Travis for the 
Liberty of Texas. The monument is 
comprised of pink granite and a 
bronze sculpture by artist Raoul 
Josset.
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Burn Gonzales was most recently written in 2017. As 

Houston sought to gather an army in Gonzales, word came 

that the Alamo had fallen and that Santa Anna had called 

for Texian capitulation. General Sam ordered the town 

abandoned and put to the torch, depriving the despot of 

any replenishing stores for his under-supplied forces.

On March 13, 1836 after the fall of the Alamo in San Antonio on March 6, the evacuation of 

Gonzales town began under orders of General Houston. Rear guard troops under Captain 

Sharpe with two groups working their way from north to south torched the town. Captain 

Sharpe related the scene to author Henry Stuart Foote sometime before 1841:

"Captain Carnes then told us that the orders were to burn the Town, and that not a roof large 

enough to shelter a Mexican's head was to be left, with everything else that could be of any 

service to the enemy. We divided ourselves into two parties, one party to commence at one 

end of the Town, the other at the other end, and meet. There were some four or five in each 

party, and we made rapid work of it. The houses were principally framed, covered with thin 

boards, split from the oak, similar to barrel staves. In the course of a few minutes the flames 

began their work of destruction, and by dawn every house was burning, or had crumbled to 

ashes. Twas a scene, the like of which I never before or since, have witnessed. I entered several 

houses, and found the beds yet warm, on which the inhabitants had, but a short time before, 

laid down, full of confidence and hope, and from which they had been awakened by the wild 

Tocsin of alarm and had fled, leaving all they had been for years collecting, all for which they 

had braved the dangers of the wilderness, ALL, everything they had, whilst they themselves 

fled they know not whither, probably many of them without a dollar or a friend on earth."

"Not less than twenty women, with young and helpless children, were made widows. Fathers 

had lost sons, brother had lost brother. In short, there was not a family in the once happy and 

flourishing settlement of Gonzales, that did not mourn the death of some murdered relative. 

For several hours after the receipt of the intelligence, not a sound was heard, save the wild 

shrieks of the women, and the heart rending screams of the fatherless children. Little groups 

Burn GonzalesNarrativeBurn GonzalesNarrative
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of men might be seen, in various corners of the Town, brooding over the past and speculating 

on the future; but they scarce spoke above a whisper, for here the public and private grief was 

alike heavy, and sunk deep into the heart of the rudest soldier."

Author Foote continues: "This affecting narrative of Captain Sharpe derives double pathos 

from the fact that most of those able to bear arms about Gonzales had, a few days before, 

rushed to the relief of Travis and his associates in the Alamo; had broken through the ranks of 

the besieged, army, and had reached the fort in safety, only to add to the number of victims 

who perished in that dreadful massacre. One who was at Gonzales when the tidings of the 

unhappy fate of these noble fellows was received, thus describes the spectacle unfolded."

Of all the structures present in Gonzales town, only Adam Zumwalt’s kitchen and Andrew 

Ponton’s smokehouse were not reduced completely to ashes in the inferno. Gonzales and 

DeWitt Colony residents began to return soon after the Texas Independence victory at San 

Jacinto on April 21, 1836. For most the return was not immediate since families had been 

scattered and disrupted by the refugee conditions of The Runaway Scrape. The author’s 

ancestors Burket, Zumwalt and Kent which included Alamo widow Elizabeth Zumwalt Kent 

and family did not return to the area until late 1837. However, eventually most returned to 

begin the slow task of rebuilding the infrastructure of Gonzales and surrounding homesteads 

in the DeWitt Colony. Records describing proceedings of the Gonzales town council began 

again in March 26, 1839.
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BURN GONZALES

refrain
Burn, burn, Gonzales must burn. 
Leave not a structure behind. 
Burn, burn, Gonzales must burn. 
Naught for Sant'Anna to find.
Naught for Sant'Anna to find.

When we learned of Alamo's fall, 
Houston knew we must go. 
Make escape, the Runaway Scrape. 
Flee from our murderous foe.

Captain Sharpe was given command, 
Burn each roof to the ground. 
Homes and barns and smokehouses, too. 
Leave not a store to be found. 

refrain

Orphans, widows took what they could. 
All the men were now gone. 
Children, women frantic with fear, 
Still boldly traveling on. 

Houston took the road to the east, 
Troops he had but a few. 
Santa Anna, not far behind, 
Deadly, more closely he drew.

bridge
"Flee now the tyrant, now flee for your lives," 
So we heard the Captain exclaim! 
Onward we went although not far behind, 
The sky was lit crimson with flame. 

Now let our courage burn bright in that fire, 
And portend our enemy's knell. 
Nothing but ashes we'd left for them there 
Our heaven we turned into hell.

refrain
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Runaway Scrape was written in 2015. News of Santa 

Anna’s cruel ravishing of insurgents in Zacatecas spread 

throughout the land. He sent an open letter to Texians – 

and Americans in New Orleans – of his intent to regard all 

insurgents as pirates, and according the Tornel Decree, 

subject to immediate execution. Thus began the flight 

toward the imagined safety beyond the U.S. border, the 

‘Sabine Shoot’. This dramatic tale is the subject of another 

program regularly presented to history groups by Fletcher Clark and his colleague 

author/historian Donaly Brice. 

As a young officer in the Mexican Army under the command of Joaquín de Arredondo with 

his fierce counterinsurgency policy of mass executions, Generalissimo Santa Anna seems to 

have formed his policy and conduct in the Texas Revolution. The Tornel Decree had been 

initially issued by the Mexican government in response to depredations by pirates upon 

Mexican coastal towns and outposts, but when it became clear that Texian insurgents were 

intent upon armed response to Mexican military presence, the decree was invoked against 

them. So Texians who found themselves in a state of rebellion – whether their intent be 

enforcement of their citizenship and loyalty to their constitutional government or a desire for 

total independence from Mexico – were soon to realize that Santa Anna intended to show no 

quarter and spare no measure in his use of the Tornel Decree. The term Runaway Scrape was 

the name Texians applied to the flight from their homes when Santa Anna began his 

attempted conquest of Texas (also known variously as ‘Sabine Shoot’, ‘Great Runaway’, 

‘Sabine Chute’). As the Mexican Army moved north across the Rio Bravo, citizens became 

alarmed as early as January of 1836 and as far south as San Patricio and San Felipe, the seat of 

Stephen Austin's Colony. The English translation of the Tornel Decree was then published in 

New Orleans and in Texas prior to the Battle of the Alamo and the Battle of Coleto Creek. 

Civilians had begun their flight toward the imagined safety of the United States beyond the 

Sabine River, while Houston attempted to form a true Texian army in Gonzales.

When Sam Houston arrived in Gonzales on March 11 and was informed of the fall of the 

Alamo, he decided upon retreat to the Colorado River and ordered all inhabitants to 

Runaway Scrape NarrativeRunaway Scrape Narrative
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accompany him. Couriers were dispatched from Gonzales to carry the news of the fall of the 

Alamo, and when they received that news, people all over Texas began to leave everything 

and make their way to safety. Houston's retreat marked the beginning of the Runaway Scrape 

on a really large scale. Washington-on-the-Brazos was deserted by March 17, and about April 

1 Richmond was evacuated, as were the settlements on both sides of the Brazos River. The 

further retreat of General Houston toward the Sabine left all of the settlements between the 

Colorado and the Brazos unprotected, and the settlers in that area at once began making their 

way toward Louisiana or Galveston Island. The section of East Texas around Nacogdoches 

and San Augustine was abandoned a little prior to April 13. The flight was marked by lack of 

preparation and by panic caused by fear both of the Mexican Army and of the Indians. The 

people used any means of transportation or none at all. Added to the discomforts of travel 

were all kinds of diseases, intensified by cold, rain, and hunger. Many persons died and were 

buried where they fell. The flight continued until news came of the victory in the battle of San 

Jacinto. At first no credence was put in this news because so many false rumors had been 

circulated, but gradually the refugees began to reverse their steps and turn back toward home, 

many toward homes that no longer existed.

The Runaway Scrape, then, resulted from three items of bad news in close proximity: losses at 

the Alamo, and Goliad, and the only remaining Texan military force in retreat. Settlers joined 

the migration and became refugees. As more and more crowded roads, panic increased. Food, 

ready to eat, was left on tables. Keepsakes hastily packed in saddlebags, valises, or wagons 

were cached or simply abandoned along the way when panic forced a quicker pace. Spring 

rains enlarged streams, which created bottlenecks at crossings. The Runaway Scrape was a 

most unpleasant experience.

Some traveled all the way to Louisiana, considered beyond the reach of the Mexican Army, 

especially after President Andrew Jackson stationed US militia commanded by Edmund 

Gaines there. Some stopped in Nacogdoches or east of Harrisburg to await developments. 

Word of Houston's victory at San Jacinto brought relief and the opportunity to return to 

homes sometimes more likely to have been burgled by other, less scrupulous Texans than 

sacked by Mexican soldiers. No wonder Texans do not like to remember the Runaway 

Scrape. It does not fit their self-image.
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RUNAWAY SCRAPE

refrain

Run, run, run away! Hastily escape!

Run, run, run away! Join the Runaway Scrape!!

Good citizens of Téjas, a State of Mexico,

Stood loyal to Republic and firm against her foe.

The despot Santa Anna had made clear his intent:

Enforce the Rule of Tornel, apply its full extent.

So anyone defiant, a trait'rous pirate be,

And thus face execution, a murderous decree.

Those turning from this tyrant, and fearful of his arms,

Made haste toward Louisiana, and safety from his harms.

refrain

At La Bahía Fannin, and Travis Alamo, 

Sam Houston reached Gonzales prepared to face his foe.

The word came then from Travis - the Alamo was lost.

The shrieks of widowed women attested to the cost.

The order came from Houston: "Now put all to the torch!

And what you cannot carry, leave lying on the porch."

Disorder and confusion, our terror was complete,

While Houston sought to muster an orderly retreat.

refrain

And then came news that Fannin had died at Goliad.

His brave men had been slaughtered and lost all that they had.

Our fear turned then to panic, while more joined us in droves.

They'd left behind their treasures, their tools and trades and stoves.

The weather then turned frightful as rain fell with a thud.

The roads became as quagmires, all bottomless with mud.

Yet though our spirits darkened, a might cry did grow:

"Remember all ye Goliad! Remember Alamo!"
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refrain (instrumental)

At last we reached the Brazos, a much bedraggled horde.

Sam Houston and his army prepared to make their ford.

He sought to keep them gathered and focused on their task,

Yet some had ceased to listen to that which he had asked.

Some fled to save their families, some fled to save their skins,

To add the stain of cowardice to all their other sins.

The army crossed the river, so swollen from the rain,

While we were left to huddle in weeds and breaks of cane.

refrain (instrumental)

At last we made our crossing, and sought to hunker down.

Santa'Anna came a-marching and looting town to town.

The Texians had gathered, and now a might force,

They waited for the tyrant to run his bloody course.

The Mexicans had faltered and stopped to take their rest.

And there at San Jacinto, Sam put them to the test.

Our men had well surprised them, and soon the fight was done.

Santa Anna was our prisoner, and thus the war was won!

refrain

So we ran away, made good our escape!

Freedom saved the day in that Runaway Scrape!

No more runaway, no more dire escape!

Freedom saved the day in that Runaway Scrape!
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Brother, Dear Brother (2015), also part of the Runaway 

Scrape program, depicts the pathos of the families left 

behind – wives, mothers, children, sisters, old folks – while 

Texas men went off to what for many would be certain 

death. Someday, someone will tell thoroughly the many 

heroic episodes of the horde of Texians who constituted the 

Runaway Scrape – not as a matter of history, but as a 

matter of human drama.

Maybe ‘Father’ was Thomas J. Jackson, one of Gonzales’ Old Eighteen who offered the first 

armed resistance to Mexican authority, then later died at the Alamo. Maybe he was someone 

who answered the muster of Col. John Henry Moore with others from Fayette County to 

join arms in defiance of an unconstitutional government at the Battle of Gonzales. Perhaps he 

had followed old Ben Milam into San Antonio during the Siege of Béxar. Was he Dolphin 

Ward Floyd, who joined the Immortal Thirty-Two of Gonzales in response to the plea from 

Col. William Barret Travis for reinforcements for the Siege of the Alamo? Or was he someone 

who was already inside those walls, awaiting the onslaught of the overwhelming Mexican 

forces of Santa Anna? Maybe ‘Father’ had ridden to Gonzales to join Sam Houston’s army. 

Perhaps he was one of those unnamed heroes who perished from exposure and sickness 

during Houston’s retreat toward the Sabine.

Anglo-Americans were attracted to Texas because of inexpensive land. Most had come quite 

recently, with the promise of new lives. Some Texas pioneers expected that imminent 

purchase and annexation of Texas by the United States would stimulate immigration and 

provide buyers for their land. Mexico and the United States had no reciprocal agreements 

enabling creditors to collect debts or to return fugitives, so those faced with seizure of their 

property and even debtors' prison (such as Moses Austin) loaded their families and belongings 

into wagons and headed for the Sabine River, where creditors could not follow and there was 

opportunity to start over. Although Mexicans abhorred slavery as allowed in the United 

States, pragmatic politicians had shut their eyes to the system in their eagerness to have the 

Anglos produce cotton in Texas. Laws banned the African slave trade, but allowed Anglo-

Americans to bring their family slaves with them to Texas and buy and sell them. Yet there 

Brother, Dear Brother NarrativeBrother, Dear Brother Narrative
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was the persistent political threat that the Mexican government would abolish slavery 

altogether.

All throughout Texas, over the course of the last few months of 1835 and the first few months 

of 1836, volunteers answered the muster to take up arms to resist Mexican authority. Few had 

any military experience. Certainly the earliest settlers had embraced the original vision of 

Austin and other empresarios and were Mexican citizens, committed to the preservation of 

that constitutional government. Other late comers expected their lives to be governed 

essentially as they had been in the United States. Whether their apprehension over the 

looming despotism of the Centralistas was real or romantic, they were prepared to defend 

their homes against the forces of encroaching tyranny. As volunteers, some were merely 

prepared to join arms for a specific confrontation with the expectation that they would then 

return home to their families, farms, crops, and trades. Others actively enlisted in the ‘Army’. 

Certainly many were young and unmarried. But all over Texas, families were disrupted by the 

departure of fathers, husbands, uncles, sons, brothers, cousins and friends, leaving wives, 

mothers, aunts, sisters, cousins and friends to manage the households, businesses and families. 

Perhaps the greatest concentration of loss was in Gonzales, which had lost forty-one of its 

men at the Alamo.

As the citizenry responded to Santa Anna’s threats and commenced the Runaway Scrape, led 

by the women left behind, few could know the fate of their men-in-arms. ‘Brother, Dear 

Brother’ is a fictionalized account of a family’s acceptance of the loss of their father and 

husband, a story which could have been applied to hundreds of families.
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BROTHER, DEAR BROTHER

Brother, Dear, Brother, you've slept through the dawn. 
Some men came to fetch him, now Father is gone.
He took down his rifle and marched off to fight,
To answer the muster, to stand for what's right.

Father, Father, why must you go
Away from your children who do need you so?

Remember our Mother, your fine loving wife.
We pray that the sweet Lord will spare us your life.

Sister, sweet Sister, I don't understand
Why Father would leave us to join in this band.
Now who will protect us from dangers untold?
And who'll bring the firewood that keeps us from cold?

Father, Father, why must you go
Away from your children who do need you so?

Remember our Mother, your fine loving wife.
We pray that the sweet Lord will spare us your life.

Mother, dear Mother, we know Father's left.
Though fears may assail us, though we feel bereft,
Our Father would want us to be brave and strong.
We stand as a fam'ly resisting the wrong.

Mother, Mother, we're at your side,
Though we be but children with courage untried.

Remember our Father, that dear caring soul.
We pray that he'll safely return to us whole.

Children, dear children, your Father is gone.
I know that he'd want us to move bravely on.
Our foe has been vanquished and now we must find
What's left of our lives and our farm left behind.
 Children, children, stay your concern.
 It's time to go home now. It's time to return.
Remember dear Father and all that we've lost,
And never forget why we paid this great cost.

All 
Father, Father, we miss you so,
You died to protect us from our evil foe.

We'll always remember your kind, loving face.
We're children of Texas and bound to this place.
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San Jacinto was also recently written in 2017. As the 

Texians took the field against Santa Anna at San Jacinto, it 

is said they were led into battle by a drummer and a fifer – 

the only musicians in the company. The only tune the fifer 

knew was the old folk song, ‘Will You Come to the Bower’. 

This song is based on that Irish ditty.

The same day that Mexican troops departed Béxar, Houston arrived in Gonzales and 

informed the 374 volunteers (some without weapons) gathered there that Texas was now an 

independent republic. Just after 11 p.m. on March 13, Susanna Dickinson and Joe brought 

news that the Alamo garrison had been defeated and the Mexican army was marching towards 

Texian settlements. A hastily convened council of war voted to evacuate the area and retreat. 

The evacuation commenced at midnight and happened so quickly that many Texian scouts 

were unaware the army had moved on. Everything that could not be carried was burned, and 

the army's only two cannons were thrown into the Guadalupe River. When Ramírez y Sesma 

reached Gonzales the morning of March 14, he found the buildings still smoldering.

As news of the Alamo's fall spread, volunteer ranks swelled, reaching about 1,400 men on 

March 19. Houston learned of Fannin's defeat on March 20 and realized his army was the last 

hope for an independent Texas. Concerned that his ill-trained and ill-disciplined force would 

only be good for one battle and aware that his men could easily be outflanked by Urrea's 

forces, Houston continued to avoid engagement, to the immense displeasure of his troops. 

Many troops deserted; those who remained grumbled that their commander was a coward.

On March 31, Houston paused his men at Groce's Landing, roughly 15 miles (24 km) north of 

San Felipe. Two companies that refused to retreat further than San Felipe were assigned to 

guard the crossings on the Brazos River. For the next two weeks, the Texians rested, 

recovered from illness, and, for the first time, began practicing military drills. While there, 

two cannons, known as the Twin Sisters, arrived from Cincinnati, Ohio. Interim Secretary of 

War Thomas Rusk joined the camp, with orders from President David G. Burnet to replace 

Houston if he refused to fight. Houston quickly persuaded Rusk that his plans were sound. 

Secretary of State Samuel P. Carson advised Houston to continue retreating all the way to the 

San Jacinto NarrativeSan Jacinto Narrative
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Sabine River, where more volunteers would likely flock from the United States and allow the 

army to counterattack. Unhappy with everyone involved, Burnet wrote to Houston: "The 

enemy are laughing you to scorn. You must fight them. You must retreat no further. The 

country expects you to fight. The salvation of the country depends on your doing so." 

Complaints within the camp became so strong that Houston posted notices that anyone 

attempting to usurp his position would be court-martialed and shot.

Santa Anna and a smaller force had remained in Béxar. After receiving word that the acting 

president, Miguel Barragán, had died, Santa Anna seriously considered returning to Mexico 

City to solidify his position. Fear that Urrea's victories would position him as a political rival 

convinced Santa Anna to remain in Texas to personally oversee the final phase of the 

campaign. He left on March 29 to join Ramírez y Sesma, leaving only a small force to hold 

Béxar. At dawn on April 7, their combined force marched into San Felipe and captured a 

Texian soldier, who informed Santa Anna that the Texians planned to retreat further if the 

Mexican army crossed the Brazos River. Unable to cross the Brazos due to the small company 

of Texians barricaded at the river crossing, on April 14 a frustrated Santa Anna led a force of 

about 700 troops to capture the interim Texas government. Government officials fled mere 

hours before Mexican troops arrived in Harrisburgh (now Harrisburg, Houston) and Santa 

Anna sent Colonel Juan Almonte with 50 cavalry to intercept them in New Washington. 

Almonte arrived just as Burnet shoved off in a rowboat, bound for Galveston Island. 

Although the boat was still within range of their weapons, Almonte ordered his men to hold 

their fire so as not to endanger Burnet's family.

At this point, Santa Anna believed the rebellion was in its final death throes. The Texian 

government had been forced off the mainland, with no way to communicate with its army, 

which had shown no interest in fighting. He determined to block the Texian army's retreat 

and put a decisive end to the war. Almonte's scouts incorrectly reported that Houston's army 

was going to Lynchburg Crossing, on Buffalo Bayou, in preparation for joining the 

government in Galveston, so Santa Anna ordered Harrisburg burned and pressed on towards 

Lynchburg.

The Texian army had resumed their march eastward. On April 16, they came to a crossroads; 

one road led north towards Nacogdoches, the other went to Harrisburg. Without orders 

from Houston and with no discussion amongst themselves, the troops in the lead took the 
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road to Harrisburg. They arrived on April 18, not long after the Mexican army's departure. 

That same day, Deaf Smith and Henry Karnes captured a Mexican courier carrying 

intelligence on the locations and future plans of all of the Mexican troops in Texas. Realizing 

that Santa Anna had only a small force and was not far away, Houston gave a rousing speech 

to his men, exhorting them to "Remember the Alamo" and "Remember Goliad". His army 

then raced towards Lynchburg. Out of concern that his men might not differentiate between 

Mexican soldiers and the Tejanos in Seguín's company, Houston originally ordered Seguín 

and his men to remain in Harrisburg to guard those who were too ill to travel quickly. After 

loud protests from Seguín and Antonio Menchaca, the order was rescinded, provided the 

Tejanos wear a piece of cardboard in their hats to identify them as Texian soldiers.

The area along Buffalo Bayou had many thick oak groves, separated by marshes. This type of 

terrain was familiar to the Texians and quite alien to the Mexican soldiers. Houston's army, 

comprising 900 men, reached Lynch's Ferry mid-morning on April 20; Santa Anna's 700-man 

force arrived a few hours later. The Texians made camp in a wooded area along the bank of 

Buffalo Bayou; while the location provided good cover and helped hide their full strength, it 

also left the Texians no room for retreat. Over the protests of several of his officers, Santa 

Anna chose to make camp in a vulnerable location, a plain near the San Jacinto River, 

bordered by woods on one side, marsh and lake on another. The two camps were 

approximately 500 yards apart, separated by a grassy area with a slight rise in the middle. 

Colonel Pedro Delgado later wrote that "the camping ground of His Excellency's selection 

was in all respects, against military rules. Any youngster would have done better."

Over the next several hours, two brief skirmishes occurred. Texians won the first, forcing a 

small group of dragoons and the Mexican artillery to withdraw. Mexican dragoons then 

forced the Texian cavalry to withdraw. In the melee, Rusk, on foot to reload his rifle, was 

almost captured by Mexican soldiers, but was rescued by newly arrived Texian volunteer 

Mirabeau B. Lamar. Over Houston's objections, many infantrymen rushed onto the field. As 

the Texian cavalry fell back, Lamar remained behind to rescue another Texian who had been 

thrown from his horse; Mexican officers "reportedly applauded" his bravery. Houston was 

irate that the infantry had disobeyed his orders and given Santa Anna a better estimate of their 

strength; the men were equally upset that Houston had not allowed a full battle.

Throughout the night, Mexican troops worked to fortify their camp, creating breastworks 
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out of everything they could find, including saddles and brush. At 9 a.m. on April 21, Cos 

arrived with 540 reinforcements, bringing the Mexican force to 1,200 men, which 

outnumbered the Texians. Cos' men were raw recruits rather than experienced soldiers, and 

they had marched steadily for more than 24 hours, with no rest and no food. As the morning 

wore on with no Texian attack, Mexican officers lowered their guard. By afternoon, Santa 

Anna had given permission for Cos' men to sleep; his own tired troops also took advantage of 

the time to rest, eat, and bathe.

Not long after the Mexican reinforcements arrived, Houston ordered Smith to destroy 

Vince's Bridge, 5 mi away, to slow down any further Mexican reinforcements. At 4 p.m. the 

Texians began creeping quietly through the tall grass, pulling the cannon behind them. The 

Texian cannon fired at 4:30, beginning the battle of San Jacinto. After a single volley, Texians 

broke ranks and swarmed over the Mexican breastworks to engage in hand-to-hand combat. 

Mexican soldiers were taken by surprise. Santa Anna, Castrillón, and Almonte yelled often 

conflicting orders, attempting to organize their men into some form of defense. Within 18 

minutes, Mexican soldiers abandoned their campsite and fled for their lives. The killing lasted 

for hours.

Many Mexican soldiers retreated through the marsh to Peggy Lake. Texian riflemen stationed 

themselves on the banks and shot at anything that moved. Many Texian officers, including 

Houston and Rusk, attempted to stop the slaughter, but they were unable to gain control of 

the men. Texians continued to chant "Remember the Alamo! Remember Goliad!" while 

frightened Mexican infantry yelled "Me no Alamo!" and begged for mercy to no avail. In what 

historian Davis called "one of the most one-sided victories in history", 650 Mexican soldiers 

were killed and 300 captured. Eleven Texians died, with 30 others, including Houston, 

wounded.

Although Santa Anna's troops had been thoroughly vanquished, they did not represent the 

bulk of the Mexican army in Texas. An additional 4,000 troops remained under the 

commands of Urrea and General Vicente Filisola. Texians had won the battle due to mistakes 

made by Santa Anna, and Houston was well aware that his troops would have little hope of 

repeating their victory against Urrea or Filisola. As darkness fell, a large group of prisoners 

was led into camp. Houston initially mistook the group for Mexican reinforcements and 

shouted out that all was lost.
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Santa Anna had escaped towards Vince's Bridge. Finding the bridge destroyed, he hid in the 

marsh and was captured the following day. He was brought before Houston, who had been 

shot in the ankle and badly wounded. Texian soldiers gathered around, calling for the 

Mexican general's immediate execution. Bargaining for his life, Santa Anna suggested that he 

order the remaining Mexican troops to stay away. In a letter to Filisola, who was now the 

senior Mexican official in Texas, Santa Anna wrote that "yesterday evening had an 

unfortunate encounter" and ordered his troops to retreat to Béxar and await further 

instructions.

Meanwhile, hundreds of civilian Texian families were still encamped variously in East Texas, 

still bound for the Sabine in the Runaway Scrape. Soon couriers brought news of the victory 

at San Jacinto and the cessation of hostilities.

Mrs. Kate Scurry Terrell told it this way:

Towards sunset, a woman on the outskirts of the camp began to clap her hands and shout 

“Hallelujah! Hallelujah!" Those about her thought her mad, but, following her wild 

gestures, they saw one of the Hardins, of Liberty, riding for life towards the camp, his 

horse covered with foam, and he was waving his hat and shouting "San Jacinto! San 

Jacinto! The Mexicans are whipped and Santa Anna a prisoner." The scene that followed 

beggars description. People embraced, laughed and wept and prayed, all in one breath. 

As the moon rose over the vast flower-decked prairie, the soft southern wind carried 

peace to tired hearts and grateful slumber. As battles go, San Jacinto was but a skirmish; 

but with what mighty consequences! The lives and the liberty of a few hundred pioneers 

at stake and an empire won! Look to it, you Texans of today, with happy homes, mid 

fields of smiling plenty, that the blood of the Alamo, Goliad, and San Jacinto sealed 

forever "Texas, one and indivisible!”

Narrative derived from Wikipedia
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San Jacinto

I will sing you the tale of that struggle long ago, 

When weary men of Texas would face their hated foe. 

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, though far behind. 

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, lingers in my mind. 

'Will You Come to the Bower' was the only tune they knew. 

The drummer was a-drumming, and the fifer fifing, too. 

So they marched 'cross the field, to the battle they would go, 

Rememb'ring all at Goliad, rememb'ring Alamo. 

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, though far behind.

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, lingers in my mind. 

The Mexicans were camped on Vince's Bayou scape,

While Deaf Smith burned the only bridge, preventing all escape. 

The Mexican siesta was calm with ne'er a sound, 

Until our angry Sisters spit out a mighty round. 

The Texians led by Houston let out a bloody yell, 

And overwhelmed our enemy and sent them all to hell!

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, now war is done. 

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, freedom has been won.

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, though far behind. 

San Jacinto, San Jacinto, lingers in my mind.
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San Jacinto MonumentSan Jacinto Monument

However ponderous was the flight of 

the Texians eastward in the Sabine 

Shoot, how much more so for the larger 

Mexican forces so far removed from 

their sources of supply. Never highly 

regarded for his military strategic or 

tactical prowess, Santa Anna had turned 

toward Harrisburg, dividing his forces. Over the protests of several of his officers, 

Santa Anna chose to make camp in a vulnerable location, a plain near the San 

Jacinto River, bordered by woods on one side, 

marsh and lake on another. 

Houston's army was camped approximately 500 

yards away, separated by a grassy area with a slight 

rise in the middle. Colonel Pedro Delgado later 

wrote that "the camping ground of His Excellency's 

selection was in all respects, against military rules. 

Any youngster would have done better." When 

Erasmus “Deaf” Smith burned the only bridge, there 

was no escape- for anyone. Eighteen minutes after it 

began, the “battle” was over, and this site became the 

unlikely“Birthplace of Texas”.

The State of Texas received funding to purchase the privately held land in the 

1890s. The brainchild of architect Alfred C. Finn, engineer Robert J. Cummins, 

and Jesse H. Jones, construction of the monument was completed in 1939. The San 

Jacinto Museum of History is housed in 

the base of the San Jacinto Monument. 

The Museum is operated by the non-

profit San Jacinto Museum of History 

Association, in association with the Texas 

State Parks and Wildlife Commission.
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Texas Rangers was presented on Memorial Day, May 27, 

2013,  for a Texas Memorial Cross Ceremony honoring 

Ranger James Maddox Bell (1865-1897), held at the 

Stockdale Cemetery, presented by the Former Texas Rangers 

Foundation. Fletcher’s friend Pat Parsons had asked him to 

prepare a song for this graveside dedication for her great-

grand-uncle. He adapted this traditional folk song, 

enriching the lyrics and composing a fresh musical setting.

Probably after the Civil War, the ballad of "The Texas Rangers" first made its appearance, 

presumably written by a fifteen year-old soldier of the Arizona Brigade. It was published 

in F. D. Allan's ‘Lone Star Ballads’. Famed folklorist and musicologist John A. Lomax 

first recorded a version sung by Sloan Matthews of Alpine, Texas, at Pecos, Texas in 1942 

for the Library of Congress’s ‘Cowboy Songs, Ballads and Cattle Calls from Texas’. Other 

more recent commercial recordings have been performed by Tex Ritter, Ian & Sylvia, 

Michael Martin Murphey, and many others.

The story of this song would have come from the period when the main charge of the 

Rangers was to police and protect in the vastness of West and Southwest Texas, against 

Indian depredations as well as outlaw bands from both sides of the Rio Bravo. 

In its history, the Texas Rangers have investigated crimes ranging from murder to political 

corruption, acted in riot control and as detectives, protected the Governor of Texas, 

tracked down fugitives, and functioned as a paramilitary force at the service of both the 

Republic (1836–45) and the state of Texas. 

The Texas Rangers were unofficially created by Stephen F. Austin in a call-to-arms written 

in 1823 and were first headed by Captain Morrison. After a decade, on August 10, 1835, 

Daniel Parker introduced a resolution to the Permanent Council creating a body of 

rangers to protect the border. The unit was briefly dissolved by the federal authorities 

during the post–Civil War Reconstruction Era, but was quickly reformed upon the re-

institution of home government. 

Texas Rangers NarrativeTexas Rangers Narrative
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Since 1935, the organization has been a division of the Texas Department of Public Safety. 

Currently, there are 173 commissioned members of the Ranger force. The Rangers have 

taken part in many of the most important events of Texas history and in some of the best-

known criminal cases in the history of the Old West, such as those of gunfighter John 

Wesley Hardin and bank robber Sam Bass. During their history, a distinct Ranger 

tradition has evolved; their cultural significance to Texians and later Texans is such that 

they are legally protected against disbandment. The Texas Ranger Hall of Fame & 

Museum in Waco has been recognized by the Texas Legislature as the official State Hall of 

Fame and Repository for the renowned Texas Rangers.
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TEXAS RANGERS

To all you Texas Rangers, wherever you may be.
I'll speak of some adventures that happened unto me.
My name is not important, so that I will not tell.
Now here's to all you Rangers, I'm sure I wish you well.

'Twas at the age of sixteen I joined the jolly band.
We marched from San Antonio down to the Rio Grande.
Our Captain he informed us, perhaps he thought it right,
"Before we reach the station, boys, we'll surely have to fight."

And when the bugle sounded, our Captain gave command.
"To arms, to arms!" he shouted, "and by your ponies stand!"
I saw the smoke ascending, it seemed to reach the sky,
And then the thought it struck me, that my time had come to die.

I saw the Indians coming, I heard them give a yell.
My feelings at that moment no human tongue can tell.
I saw their glitt'ring lances, their arrows 'round me flew,
And all my strength had left me, and all my courage too.

We fought for nine hours fully, before the strife was o'er.
The likes of dead and wounded I'd never seen before.
And when the sun had risen, and all the Indians fled,
We loaded up our rifles, and we counted up our dead.

Near all of us were wounded, our noble Captain slain.
The sun was shining sadly across that bloody plain.
No sixteen braver Rangers had ever rode the West
There buried by their comrades all with arrows in their breast.

'Twas then I thought of Mother, to me in tears did say,
"To you they are all strangers, with me you'd better stay."
I thought that she was childish, the best she did not know;
My mind was fixed on ranging and I was bound to go.

Perhaps you have a mother, perhaps a sister too,
And maybe you've a sweetheart to weep and mourn for you;
If that's your situation, although you'd like to roam,
I tell you from experience, you'd better stay at home.

I've seen the fruits of rambling, I know its hardships well;
I've crossed the Rocky Mountains, rode down the streets of hell;
I've seen the Southwest deserts where wild Apaches roam,
I tell you from experience you'd better stay at home.

Coda And now my song is ended, I guess I've sung enough.
You see a life of ranging is surely mighty tough.
To every lovely lady, and every Texas belle,
I'm bound to go a-ranging, so my ladies, fare you well.
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Ride My Billy Horse was written for the May 9, 2015 
dedication of an Official Texas Historical Marker on site of 
the ranch of William B. “Bill” Fleming, though the efforts of 
the Gonzales County Historical Commission. Located on 
highway TX80 just south of its crossing of the Guadalupe 
River, Fleming is remembered as the father of the breed of 
‘Billy’ quarter horses, which figured prominently in the 
emerging ranch and cattle life of Texas. The property has 
been owned for sometime by the family of Fletcher’s friend, 
naturalist Howie Richey, who him asked to write and 
perform a song for the occasion.

Ride My Billy Horse was written for the May 9, 2015 dedication of an Official Texas 

Historical Marker on site of the ranch of William B. “Bill” Fleming, though the efforts of the 

Gonzales County Historical Commission. Located on highway TX80 just south of its 

crossing of the Guadalupe River, Fleming is remembered as the father of the breed of ‘Billy’ 

quarter horses, which figured prominently in the emerging ranch and cattle life of Texas. The 

property has been owned for sometime by the family of Fletcher’s friend, naturalist Howie 

Richey, who him asked to write and perform a song for the occasion.

Texas enjoys a legendary reputation as the home of true cowboys. Wide-open spaces where 

grazed vast herds of domesticated and feral cattle required that their tenders be fleet of foot, 

able to cover those extensive distances effectively and safely. People and horses had worked 

together for millennia, and folks in both Europe and colonial New Spain had long herded 

cattle from horseback, but this plains environment and the opening of beef markets after the 

Civil War demanded a new set of skills and a new type of mount for the rider. 

Anyone working cattle needed a horse that was quick and agile and that possessed innate cow-

sense. The American quarter horse rose to the occasion. Originated in Virginia and the 

Carolinas in the 1700s, the quarter horse moved westward with advancing pioneers and 

crossbred with Spanish/Arabian strains. Named for its skill in sprinting a quarter-mile, this 

specially bred bronco became the cowboys’ favorite.  Not only did it make cow work 

practical, these hearty steeds provided their owners pleasure and profit from informal and 

Ride My Billy HorseNarrativeRide My Billy HorseNarrative
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organized racing. 

Near the beginning of a branch of the 1,000-mile Chisholm Trail, Gonzales County was 

home to modest cattle ranching for a couple generations before 1860. Settlers in Green 

DeWitt’s land grant from the middle 1820s brought livestock with them from the Upper and 

Lower South to take advantage of abundant resources in surrounding prairie and savannah. 

Usually a farmer raised enough beef, pork, and poultry for his own needs, tended the land 

with various draft animals, and rode either on a horse or in a buggy. But with more new 

residents arriving, other economic opportunities presented themselves. 

William B. Fleming (1830-1911), a small, slender man with a mustache and beard, came to 

Texas from his birthplace of Lumpkin County, Georgia.  By 1854, he was a resident of 

Guadalupe County. Late in December of 1854, he and his brother Benjamin enlisted in 

Company C of the Texas Ranger Mounted Volunteers with William R. Henry (grandson of 

Patrick “Give me liberty” Henry).  Stationed at Fort Clark, he and his unit chased Native 

Americans between the Guadalupe River’s headwaters and the Rio Grande.  For his tours of 

duty, he later received a lifetime government pension. 

With the Civil War’s outbreak, Fleming enlisted in the Confederate Army at Houston and 

was severely wounded at the Charge at Fallen Timbers near Shiloh, Tennessee, in April of 

1862. Fleming was discharged from the army because of injuries to his right arm and hand, 

which kept him from leaving written records of later transactions.   

After the war, Bill Fleming decided to settle down in Gonzales County near the village of 

Belmont, midway between Seguin and Gonzales. In partnership with Charles Erasmus 

Littlefield in 1871, he purchased a piece of land a mile southwest of the hamlet on the 

Guadalupe River’s south bank.  

Always interested in procuring fast horses, Fleming’s primary purchase was one known as 

“Old Billy,” which he bought for $500 in 1866 from a Guadalupe County neighbor. Billy was 

sired by Shiloh and foaled by Ram Cat (a daughter of the champion quarter horse, Steel Dust ). 

But Billy’s original owner had gone off to the Civil War and left the unfortunate animal 

chained in a thicket. During that time, Billy’s hooves grew long, which prevented his 

running. While not able to race, Billy would beget other fine horses, or be “at stud,” in 

breeders’ parlance. A renowned stallion, Billy is considered a foundation horse, the first of a 

distinct pedigree. Around the time that Fleming bought Billy, he also acquired a mare, Paisana 
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(which he spelled Pysiano), another good runner that Fleming personally raced. The first 

issue of Billy and Paisana was called Anthony— the beginning of a long succession of 

distinctive “Billy” quarter horses. The original Billy horse type was either brown or sorrel. 

They were strong, quick, and rather short, and they all wore Fleming’s ace-of-clubs brand. 

The area around Belmont was often called “Land of the Billys” because of Fleming’s activities 

and those of other horsemen such as Anthony W. Dibrell, Tom H. King, and Clayton 

Bouldin.  The origin of the town’s name is uncertain, but a connection to the acclaimed New 

York horse race financier, August Belmont, Sr., is irresistible. Fleming’s breeding success 

continued as Old Billy and other stallions and mares begat such noted runners as Pancho, Joe 

Collins, McCoy Billy, and Sykes Rondo. Cowboys, rodeo performers, and racing enthusiasts 

all coveted Billy horses. 

In 1875, Fleming bought Littlefield’s half-interest in the 170-acre property, which has 

retained it original configuration since 1856. The property has been owned by the Richey 

Family from 1935 to the present. William B. Fleming’s legacy was a strain of fast horses which 

ranchers, rodeo people, and racers highly coveted. Equestrian historian Frank Holms asserts: 

“William Fleming, then, through his creation of the Billy horses, was one of the premier horse 

breeders of his day. Following close on his heels were such South Texas horsemen as Dow and 

Will Shely of Alfred, and George Clegg and Ott Adams of Alice.” The Billy descendants not 

only excelled at the racetrack, but they also became integral to the operations of such large and 

acclaimed spreads as the King and Waggoner Ranches. That superiority and much of the 

bloodline continue to this day.

Howie Richey
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RIDE MY BILLY HORSE

refrain

Ride, ride, Ride My Bill Horse. Run to the river's bend.

Ride, ride, ride my Billy Horse. Runnin' like the wind.

He don't run long, he don't run far, but, dang, that pony's fast!

Ride, ride, ride my Billy Horse. Links me to my past.

Many miles I've traveled since I was just a boy.

Daddy bought the saddle, and Grandpa brought the joy.

Mounting my own pony, I'd never climbed so high.

From fourteen hands above the earth, I touched a Texas sky.

refrain

Grandpa met Bill Fleming when he was just a lad.

Bill gave him a Billy, a present from a dad.

Never did he race him. He never punched a cow.

But riding with an air of pride, I still can see him now.

refrain

Memories have faded and legacies are lost.

Living for the future, we pay a Faustian cost.

Never can a Texan know better where he's been

Than watching his own grandson a-riding like the wind.

You can ride 'em and slide 'em.

Or breed 'em and feed 'em.

Or make you a bundle at the track.

If you love 'em and need 'em,

Then you'll know the freedom

Of riding on your own Billy's back.

Ride, ride, ride your Billy Horse. Ride to the river's bend.

Ride, ride, ride your Billy Horse. Ride just like the wind.

Ride as long. Ride as far. Ride because you're free!

Ride, ride, ride your Billy Horse. Make the ride for me.
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Fletcher Clark is influenced by the Texas singer-songwriters 
for whom he has been sideman or producer. Writing in widely 
diverse musical genres, strong influences also come from his 
longtime involvement with the Kerrville Folk Festival. In the 
1970's, his Texas show band, Balcones Fault, brought diverse 
musics together for scores of sold-out shows at Austin's 
legendary concert hall Armadillo World Headquarters.

Growing up in San Antonio, Fletcher began playing music 
professionally in high school. He attended Williams College 
in Massachusetts, with concentrations in Economics and 
Music Theory and Composition. As a boy, he developed a 

strong interest in Texas history, spending many mornings and afternoons at the 
Alamo and its grounds, right across from the old Medical Arts Building where his 
father and grandfather maintained their medical offices.

Now in Lockhart, just south of Austin, A. Fletcher Clark III has come home to 
Caldwell County, Texas (his namesake father and grandfather were born in nearby 
Prairie Lea). He produces and hosts the highly successful Evenings with the Songwriter 
at the historic Dr. Eugene Clark Library (the oldest in Texas). He attends and 
regularly participates in the music of Emmanuel Episcopal Church (the oldest in 
Texas). He has published his Personal Hymnal from which he presents programs of 
faith for select audiences and congregations. Twelve songs which form the core of his 
musical ministry have been recorded on his new CD Open Up the Doors on Flécha3 
Music. Fletcher and colleague historian/author Donaly Brice present their Songs of 
Susanna and Runaway Scrape programs to groups interested in Texas history. He has 
now released a CD collection of these songs.

In performance, the broad range of Fletcher's songs is presented with superlative 
instrumental and vocal skills. He recurrently appears at select listening rooms, house 
concerts and festivals, connecting personally with his enthusiastic audiences.

Flecha3Music.com

FletcherClark3.comthoughtful lyrics
uplifting melodies


