
I Remember Papa  
by Bill Casburn 
 
 
The year was 1922.   The weather was cold, for it was December and getting close to 
Christmas.   I was seven years old at the time and really looked forward to seeing Santa 
Claus.   I had asked for a red wagon and I could hardly wait to hang up my stocking. 
 
Papa wasn't a big man.   He weighed around 170 pounds.   Had gray eyes and sandy hair.   
He was close to six feet tall, 5 feet 10 inches to be exact.   He had a nice smile and ready 
wit and could captivate an audience with his tall tales. Close friends even called him 
HERO.   He was for a while a lawman.   He loved horses and liked to ride.   He also liked 
to race horses.   He was a born musician and played the violin beautifully.   He loved 
dogs and liked to hunt coyotes when he had the time. 
 
Mama and Papa talked.   Far into the night they talked.   My sister, Louise, who was two 
years older than me and was a constant companion, knew something of grave importance 
was being discussed. 
 
The weather had been bad and Papa had not worked too much and we began to wonder if 
Santa Claus would find his way to our house that year. 
 
I'll never forget Christmas Eve.   We all hung up our stockings and gathered around the 
old pot bellied stove to warm.   Papa got out his violin and played a few songs for us 
before we went to bed.   Afterwards, he covered the coals in the stove and laid out some 
shavings and wood for a quick fire in the morning. 
 
We went quickly to bed, pulling the heavy covers upon us so we could warm the cold bed 
as quickly as possible and suddenly we were asleep, dreaming of Santa Claus and all the 
goodies he would leave us.   I slept with my older brother, Claud.   He was six years my 
senior and helped Papa in his work.   I had two older sisters but both were married and 
away from home. 
 
Daylight was just breaking when I awoke.   I jumped from my bed and ran to my 
stocking hanging on its nail.   It was full of fruit, nuts and candy, and under the Christmas 
Tree was a pretty red wagon that I had asked Santa for.   I grabbed my stocking and 
wagon and made it back to bed where it was warm. 
 
Later, Papa arose and lit the fire in the heater and cook stove, then Mama cooked a nice 
warm breakfast for us before we got out of our beds.   It wasn't long before I was outside 
playing with my new red wagon. 
 
Yes, I remember Papa because he always managed to give us a fine Christmas when 
times were hard.   He always managed to get things done somehow. 
 



Papa was a good provider of moderate means.   Our family was large.   I had five sisters 
and two brothers.   One sister died with Diphtheria before I was born.   The two older 
sisters, Nelle and Pat, were married and away from home and my younger sister and 
brother had not arrived as yet. 
 
I remember the night my little sister was born.   We older children spent the night with 
Grandmother Casburn so we would be away from home.   All of us were delivered in the 
home by our old family doctor. 
 
The next day when we returned home we had us a new baby sister and we were all so 
happy that the stork had found our house.   The neighbors had cooked food and cleaned 
the house and everyone was talking about the pretty new baby.   It was a big event. 
 
On cold winter mornings Mama would heat water in the teakettle for Papa’s Model T. 
Brother Claud and I would jack up the back wheels, then Papa and Claud would crank the 
engine.   Sometimes you'd want to give up but just before you did the old Ford would 
start and Papa would let it warm up; then we'd let it off the jack and fill the radiator with 
warm water and Papa would be ready for work.   I would like to have seen Papa with all 
our modern day conveniences. 
 
A few summers later Papa came home from work and said he was caught up with his 
work and wanted to go fishing for a few days.   Mama and Papa loaded the old Model T 
with food and clothing.   Claud, Louise, baby sister Jean, who was not two and myself all, 
got in the back seat and away we went on a long weekend fishing trip. 
 
We set up camp along the banks of the Brazos River.   Overhanging rocks were on one 
side and deep water.   The other side of the river was dry and sandy.   It was peaceful and 
quiet and Papa said we'd have all the fish we wanted by the next day.   Claud and Papa 
set a trot line that evening and sister Louise went swimming and playing in the sand.   It 
was wonderful and I thought how nice it would be to just be a beachcomber the rest of 
my life with nothing to do but play in the sun and in the sand! 
 
The next day Papa and Claud ran the trot line and caught several good-sized catfish for 
lunch.   Papa said there were some "big cats" under the rocks and we three would catch 
some by hand.   This didn't sound like fun but I believed what Papa said even though I 
could see snakes crawling on the rocks or feeling a big fish hitting you.   Anyway, I 
would do what Papa said. 
 
We took our places around the rocks jutting out of the water and Papa dived under the 
rocks and worked his way around the holes.   Claud worked his way around from the 
other side.   A large cat swam out of the hole I was guarding and I yelled out but he was 
gone and I was glad.   I was scared and Papa said, "Son, don't be scared, just kick your 
feet and you will scare him back to us and we will get him.   There is more in there and I 
want to get one this time." 
 



Papa was right.   He grabbed a twenty-five pound cat and with Claud's help they got him 
out.   Papa was cut in a few places where he had gotten finned but he brought out his 
prize and I admired him for it even though I had rather catch mine with a line and pole. 
 
We spent another day on the river.   We ate fish until we were unable to eat anymore and 
we ran and played in the sand and water until we were exhausted.   I hated for the trip to 
end because it was one trip Papa made enjoyable and I will never forget it. 
 
 
Papa played for dances to pick up extra money.   He played the violin, another man 
played the guitar and usually someone played the piano.   They had their Country-Dances 
at private homes in those days and they split the money taken in with the owner. 
 
The owner would move all the furniture out of a big room so people would have room to 
dance and usually beds were set up on the back porch for the youngsters that had to come 
along and got sleepy. 
 
Mama didn't go every time Papa played for a dance but once in a while she did and of 
course when she did the kids had to go too.   It was really a treat because we watched the 
people dance and I loved to hear Papa play "Over the Waves", "Turkey in the Straw", and 
"Listen to the Mocking Bird".   I loved every minute of it. 
 
Papa liked to hunt coyotes and he had several hounds.   He could spend the whole night 
in the woods listening to the hounds chasing a coyote.   He enjoyed it and Claud enjoyed 
it too, and went with him sometimes.   I could get no enjoyment out of this and I would 
stay home with Mama and Louise and we would play while he was off hunting, 
 
I must have been fourteen when Papa got a couple of beautiful black racehorses.   They 
were magnificent and besides being fast and spirited they were gentle. 
 
Granddad had a racetrack and I was selected to ride Daisy and my cousin would ride 
Zinda.   I was light and a fair rider; however, I was not a jockey and we practiced 
bareback because we had no race saddles. 
 
If Papa hadn't said I could do it, I don't think I'd have ever tried because riding fast 
without a saddle is no easy chore and I didn't relish the idea. 
 
We raced for several days and some days Zinda would win and some days Daisy would 
win.   They were pretty near even in speed.   I was lucky I had no accidents and I had 
given Daisy lots of workouts.   Now it was time to put them to the real test. 
 
Papa matched Daisy in a race and hired a regular jockey to ride her.   It was a matched 
race, just the two horses.   The day of the race a large crowd gathered to see the show.   
Daisy didn't get off to a fast start and she didn't run as fast as she had been clocked.   She 
was beaten by a head.   Papa was awfully upset, but if he lost much money on the race he 
never let it be known.   He didn't give up. He entered Daisy and Zinda in the county fair.   



It was the first Para mutual Race in Texas and several horses were entered.   It was a mile 
race. 
 
I forgot the size of the purse but it was a wonderful race.   Zinda led all the way, another 
horse was second and Daisy was third.   At the finish, the judges picked the other horse 
first, Zinda second, and Daisy third.   It was a close finish and I thought Zinda won, but 
the judges didn't see it that way. 
 
Papa didn't race the horses anymore after the fair and finally sold them.   His desire for 
winning the big one had waned and he turned his interests elsewhere. 
 
As I got older I got to help with the cattle.   Granddad Casburn had a large herd; Papa, 
Uncle Bruce and Uncle Randolph had small herds.   They all had different brands, but 
they did the branding at the same time.   It was really fun to get to help on the roundup at 
branding time.   It usually took several days and Grandma Casburn always had a 
steaming hot lunch for all of the help. 
 
It was hard, sweaty work but still lots of fun.   I loved to hear the bawling calves as we 
stuck the branding iron to them, see them kick and fight as you pitted your strength 
against them, and hear the swearing of the older hand who saw it all as work and nothing 
pretty or romantic about it.   I saw things differently and I wanted to be a cowboy for the 
rest of my life! 
 
The year was 1932 and my last year in High School.   Louise had gotten married and left 
home, although she was still living in Graham.   Jean was eleven and Richard, the baby of 
the family, was eight.   It was rough.   The depression had been with us for several years.   
There was little work and less money.   I guess during times of stress, people are pulled 
together or drift apart for no reason.   Suddenly this happened to Mama and Papa. 
 
Papa started running around and it wasn't long until Mama found out about it.   Papa was 
furious and asked for a divorce, but Marna would not give him one.   Things got worse 
and one day Papa packed his bags and left town with the other woman. 
 
Mama was heart broken but she held up well.   She kept hoping Papa would come back 
home, but he didn't.   Papa left the family in a bad spot, but we survived.   Claud worked 
long hours.   He swapped work for groceries or anything the family could use.   The 
married sisters contributed all they could and Richard, Jean and myself stayed in school. 
 
I finished High School in the spring of 1933.   There was little work and I took odd jobs 
that summer to help out all I could.   The President had provided jobs in the Civilian 
Conservation Corp and I spent a year in it hoping things would get better.   I was released 
the following summer and returned home. 
 
I had become bitter towards Papa.   I couldn't see why he had left Mama and his family 
for another woman.   Still, I had a yearning to see him and hearing that he was in Corpus 
Christi, I decided I would pay him a visit.   I packed my bag and hitchhiked to Corpus. 



 
Papa was in Corpus.   He was doing his best to make a living.   He had been sick and 
hadn't worked too much but he was glad to see me and treated me nice the two weeks I 
stayed with him.   He asked about all of the family, were they well and happy, how the 
little ones had grown and how he missed us. 
 
I knew he was sick inside.   My bitterness left.   I felt sorry for him because I believe he 
was caught in a trap and for the first time in his life he couldn't work things out the way 
he wanted to. 
 
I left Papa and returned home.   I found me a job in Ft.   Worth and moved Mama, Jean 
and Richard into an apartment with me.   I threw my energies into my work and the 
family and forgot about Papa.   He had made his change, and I knew he would never 
return, All the good times we had had were now gone and would only remain happy 
memories. 
 
Mama wasn't too happy in Fort Worth and I found a job in Graham.   We returned home 
where she was happy and all her friends were.   Richard moved to Illinois with Louise 
and Jean married a boy in Graham.   Claud, Mama and I were back in the old home place. 
 
I never saw Papa alive again.   He became sick and moved back close to Graham.   He 
wanted to be home when he died and to be buried in the family plot.   He died in 1938 in 
pain and agony from a long sickness and was buried where he wanted to be.   The lot next 
to him is reserved for Mama when she goes to meet him. 
 
Papa lived a wild and reckless life and I do not condone some of the things he did; yet, as 
I grow older and see life as it can be-the good and the bad-, I wonder if all the fault was 
his.   Maybe Mama spent too much time with the children as they became more and more 
a burden.   Papa probably felt left out and his hunger for love, friends and excitement 
gradually pulled him away from home.   I know he loved Mama and his children and I 
will always remember Papa. 
 
 


