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FOREWORD

After four issues, we’re still afloat! Probably no one is moreso surprised than those
of us who have worked closely on WESTVIEW.

At this point we’re beginning to feel like the parents who have at last pushed the last
bird from the nest. But we know that we can’t rest on our laurels because parenting is for
always.

As 1receive the various sacrificial lambs that come across my desk, | always wish that
before 1send the offerings off to the wolves that the creator-writers had remembered cer-
tain amenities of the profession:

1 Always mail a manuscript flat in a manila envelope, not forgetting the SASE

2 for a possible rejection.

2. Use a coversheet that contains name, address, telephone number, and suggested
section (Remedies, Relics, Landmarks, Inspiration, etc.) to protect anonymity during the
assessing process. No one should disregard the possibility that he has an enemy on the
Editorial Board.

3. Remember the importance of a clean, as-perfect-as-possible manuscript (photo-
skin paper!).

Our readers and contributors, as well as our financial supporters, continue to provide
us with the optimistic hope that we will exist and produce a worthwhile journal for years
to come. Anyone who fits into one of the listed categories is herewith given a hearty pat
on the back, a peck on the cheek, or a grateful thank-you.

—Leroy Thomas
Managing Editor

ART CONVERSION TAKEN FROM
PHOTO BY KATHERINE DICKEY
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A

ESSAY

GRAND He Did It God’s Way
PRIZE

“As Lukie and Sara were driving down the highway
WI N N ER with what seemed like acres between them in the front
seat of their car, a late-modeled sports job zoomed past
them bearing two passengers sitting so close together that
it looked as If there was only one person in the car.

“As the sportscar faded into the distance, Sara turned to
Lukie and said, ‘Lukie, we used to be like that.’

“And Lukie, both hands planted firmly on the steering
wheel, slowly replied, ‘Sara, I ain’t moved.””

Keith Wiginton’s humorous anecdote was not told to
entertain his congregation, but to illustrate a principle
l that he believes to be crucial to the lives of all Christians:
i “If you aren’t as close to God as you used to be, make sure

you know who has moved.” is the mind piercing tag line.

Keith, the 46-year-old pastor of the First Baptist Church
of Altus, Oklahoma, is the newly elected president of the
Baptist General Convention of Oklahoma. The job, which
is coupled with the chairmanship of the convention’s
Executive Board, is a non-salaried position of strategic
importance to the Southern Baptist churches of Okla-
homa. In our success-oriented society, this prestigious
office might be considered a boon to his ministry and a
gateway to greater "professional” opportunities. But
Keith has some definite ideas on the subject of success and 5
what constitutes a successful life. Succinctly stated,
discovering and doing the will of God for one’s life is the
epitome of success.

In applying this unique success principle to his own life,
Keith has found that keeping his life open to God’s
leadership is the imperative out of which success has
grown. As he has allowed God to “call the plays™ in his life,
he has simply walked through the doors of opportunity
that God has provided. Keith’s ministry was no less
successful when he pastored the tiny Mt. Tepee Baptist
Church near Hobart over twenty years ago than it is today
because success is dependent not on the greatness of the
task, but the faithfulness of the servant. All of this
seemingly unconventional line of thinking can best be
understood by looking back a few years in the life of this
man whose influence is felt in secular as well as religious
circles around the state of Oklahoma.

Friendship School and Friendship Baptist Church near
Altus, along with his home and family, created the
physical, mental, emotional, social, and spiritual atmos-
phere out of which Keith Edwin Wiginton’s skills, atti-
tudes, and beliefs were nurtured. His three brothers, who
Breceded him through the ranks of athletic achievement,

ore strong influence in his life. His family was and is a
close-knit one, and durin? his high-school years, he was
always identified as one of the Wiginton boys —always as
somebodY’s brother; but by the time he graduated from
high school, Keith Wiginton was known for himself —for
his athletic ability and achievement.

In 1954, with teaching and coaching as his professional
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goal, Keith entered what was known at that time as
Southwestern State College. He rapidly gained the respect
and acclaim of coaches, teammates, and fans, not only
because of his outstanding athletic talents but also be-
cause of his team spirit and leadership ability. He was a
four-year starter on both the basketball and baseball
teams and was captain of the baseball team his junior year
and of the baseball and basketball teams his senior year.
Keith not only excelled in athletics but was an honor
student as well. He was president of his class during his
sophomore, junior, and senior years, and received the Best
Male Citizen award his senior year.

Although his goals were already established, Keith
began during his senior year to feel an unusual kind of
awakening to his responsibilities as a Christian. His
involvement in the Baptist Student Union had aroused in
him a new spiritual awareness and insight into himself
and the world around him. With the prayerful support of
Jim Morrison, B.S.U. president, and Doug Manning, the
pastor of First Baptist Church in Weatherford, Oklahoma,
Keith began to sense that God had a special plan for his
life. His understanding of all that this plan involved did
not come immediately. He tried to convince himself that he
could be a powerful Christian influence in the lives of the
young people whom he taught and coached. He reasoned
that God would surely not allow him to come this far in his
college program only to change his career plans when he
was almost ready to graduate. He pondered the invitation
that had been extended to him to remain at Southwestern
as a part of the coaching staff while working on a master’s
degree. But the more he tried to impose his own plans upon
God’s plans, the more frustrated he became; it was like
trying to fit a square peg into a round hole. Finally, on a
Sunday evening in March of 1958, Doug Manning brought
a message from Joshua 3:5, ", . .Sanctify yourselves: for
tomorrow the Lord will do wonders among you.” Keith felt
that God was speaking to him in unmistakable terms, and
he went forward during the invitation acknowledging that
God had called him to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ and
that he was committing himself to obey that calling.

Once the decision was made, Keith never questioned the
rightness of it, but there were things he didn’t understand
at the time about God’s dealings with him. It seemed that
he had wasted his senior year of college. He had to go back
to Southwestern for a fifth year in order to meet the liberal
arts requirements for acceptance to Southwestern Baptist
Theological Seminary, and he was impatient with this
delay in beginning his seminary training. He had majored
in Math and minored in Physical Education, and he
wondered why the omniscient God had permitted him to
spend four years studying things that he would probably
never use to any great extent in the special ministry to
which he was called.

Despite his lack of understanding, he trusted the
wisdom of God. As the months and years went by, he
realized more and more how vital that fifth year at
Southwestern State was to his life and ministry. Most
important, it was during that year that he met Linda
Graybill from Leedey, who later became his wife. If he
didn't know then, he knows now that she was God’s
special choice for his lifelong companion. This fifth year
was also a period of spiritual growth and insight that came
about largely because of his close association with his
pastor and friend, Doug Manning. He learned things about
Freaching, pastonng, and ministering that could not be
earned in a classroom. Doug not onI?/ tutored him in the
study of the Bible but also channeled speaking oppor-
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tunities his way. By the time he entered seminary, he had
gained valuable experience in preparing and delivering
sermons. To his surprise, the study of math also proved to
be a distinct asset to his Bible study and sermon prepar-
ation because it had taught him to think analytically, and
his involvement in athletics had shown him the impor-
tance of team work and had brought a discipline to his life
that has been invaluable in helping him establish good
work habits. The things he had once considered to be
obstacles to progress toward his ministry were recognized
as instruments that God had used to hone, shape, and give
direction to the work of His young servant.

In 1965, after several months of chronic weakness and
fatigue, Keith was diagnosed as being diabetic. Living
with a condition that most people consider to be incon-
venient, to say the least, he has discovered yet another
blessing from God — a new kind of self-discipline.
Staying on a restrictive diet is not an easy matter when
dinner meetings and out-of-town travel are a routine part
of the schedule, but diet is only one facet of the problem.
Sufficient rest, moderate physical activity, and doses of
insulin are also daily requirements. How can such a
limiting lifestyle possibly be a blessing? Couldnt Keith be
a happier, more productive, person if the constant aware-
ness of physical restriction were not present? Maybe. But
Keith has learned something very significant — that
tragedy can often be turned into triumph, and disaster
may result in the dynamic that urges one on to greater
accomplishments than would have otherwise been under-
taken. Keith likes to apply to himself a concept that he
once heard expressed by someone else —that success has
not come in spite of his handicap but because of his
handicap.

Most of Keith’s minstry has been in Oklahoma, with
only one pastorate outside the state in Carlsbad, New
Mexico. For the past eleven years, he has had the unique
privilege of pastoring in his home town among relatives
and friends who have know him since his childhood. His
mother, two brothers, aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces, and
nephews are members of his congregation. Jesus said that
a prophet is not without honor except in his own country,
but Keith seems to have overcome that obstacle; his
ministry in Altus has been perhaps the most satisfying
and the most fruitful of all of his places of services.

In his Baccalaureate address to the 1982 graduating
class of Altus High School, Keith set forth something of his
philosophy of life. With Romans 12:1-2 as his Bible text, he
pointed out that God wants his followers to use their lives
to do things that they are equipped to do, things that they
enjoy doing, and things that have eternal value. He
stressed that God does not call upon people to “sacrifice”
themselves to do tasks for which they are not equipped
and that they cannot enjoy. Adapting the title of a popular
song, “I Did It My Way,” Keith entitled his message, “I
Did It God’s Way.”

Keith finds the scriptural passages in which the Chris-
tian life is likened to an athletic event especially meaning-
ful. In one such passage, Il Timothy 2:'5, Paul states that
“An athlete is not crowned unless he competes according
to the rules” (RSV). Just as a coach has a game plan for
every team member, God has a game plan for the life of
every person; but many players in the game of life are
trying to make up their own rules, and God cannot crown
or reward those who do not play according to the rules.
Playing by the rules means doing it God’s way. Success is
discovering and doing the will of God for one’s life. That is

doing it God's way.
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THE NEWMAN DYNASTY

—Ernestine Gravley

The Diamond Jubilee of Oklahoma has another mean-
ing in Shattuck: 75 years of powerful Newman influ-
ence.

The recent passing of Dr. Haskell Newman marked
an era of family strength and public service unparalleled
in western Oklahoma history. The Newman Memorial
Hospital and Medical Center, Shattuck’s largest employer
and single greatest claim to fame, is still and always the
very heart of this town.

People within a 200-mile radius say the tradition will
never die, particularly since a third generation Newman
doctor opened his practice only months ago. Dr. Robert
“Bob” Newman, son of Dr. Floyd Newman, took the
family medical reins only a few weeks after his uncle,
affectionately known as “Dr. Hack,” died of cancer.
Shattuck folk breathe easier knowing there is another
Newman around.

Dr. Bob admits that the high expectations he will
face are quite a challenge these days. It’s a matter of
what he calls “styles of doctoring” established by his
forebears. Dr. Haskell Newman was the last survivor
of three physician brothers whose famed father, Dr.
Oscar C. Newman, founded the institution in 1907.
To them all, personal attention to each patient was a
must. Dr. Hack paid a daily visit to every patient in the
114-bed hospital even after he retired because of failing
health.

“My father was second only to the Great Healer,”
Dr. Haskell told me several years ago. “Dad always told
us boys that love and caring were as vital to healing as
the scientific practice of medicine.”

Like his Uncle Haskell, Dr. Bob is an outstanding
urologist. “Actually, I'm the only urologist between Enid
and Amarillo. Patients were lined up waiting for weeks
before | opened for practice.”

It is partly Shattuck’s geographical location in the
midst of Western Oklahoma a long distance from large
cities or other major health-care facilities that made New-
man Memorial an important regional hospital.

“Location was certainly not the only factor,” Dr.
Newman declares. He credits the concern of his father,
uncles, and grandfather to attract only the best available
physicians as the reason the hospital is a nationally known
medical center.

Patients come to this “Little Mayo of the West”
from Southwest Kansas, Southeast Colorado, Northeast
New Mexico, Northwest Texas, and all parts of Okla-
homa.

Don J. Conroy, the hospital administrator, told a re-
porter, “We are the regional medical center for Western
Oklahoma. And the whole thing revolves around the
Newmans.”

What kind of giants are the Newmans? Why was
Dr. O. C. Newman — patriarch, counselor, physician,
husband and father —a giant among men?

Oscar Newman, an Ohio boy born in 1876, performed
his first appendectomy on a chloroformed hound dog

while a pre-med student at the University of the South,
Tennessee, in the majestic Cumberland Mountains.

How did an Ohio boy, a graduate from medical school
in Tennessee become a confirmed Oklahoman? An uncle,
Dr. A. M. Newman of Canadian, Texas, asked Oscar to
“journey into our fresh new country this summer. Once
here, | believe you will agree that the opportunities for
a young doctor are endless in the wide open spaces of
the West.”

The uncle took Oscar to the village of Grand in Day
County, Oklahoma. The entire population of the county
was 350. This was a part of the Cheyenne-Arapaho lands
arranged by treaty signed at Medicine Lodge, Kansas,
on October 28, 1867. The Indian tribes accepted their
lands in severalty in 1890. In 1893, the Cherokee outlet
was thrown open for homesteading on 160-acre tracts.
Each settler was required to “prove up” the land by
establishing residence and cultivating the soil.

Young Newman was impressed to find people of
varying backgrounds from all parts of the country living
here together on an equal social status. There was no
doctor in all of Day County, later to become a part of
present-day Ellis County. In May, 1900 he settled in
Grand where the prairie teemed with new life. The cotton-
woods rustled gently in the wind as it whipped unabated
across the plain. Here and there, young children gazed
at strangers passing their dugouts and sod shanties. There
was neither house nor fence between Grand and Gage,
O.T.

Oscar “lived in embarrassment” at Mother Walck’s
Hotel because he had no money for room and board.
A neighbor loaned the new doctor a sprightly bronc
named Frog to ride the wide plains on house calls. He
worked at many menial side jobs to keep body and soul
together.

In 1901, a smallpox epidemic struck Eller Flat and
Hackberry, west of the Antelope Hills, and swept the
countryside. The county allowed Doctor a dollar for
each vaccination and at the close of the epidemic he
was paid $250 in a lump sum. It was fortune! He paid
his landlady $152 and then rode old Frog to Higgins,
Texas, to pay his patient drug bill of $53.

There were no bridges for many miles around in the
Territory and in East Texas. Doctor made his horseback
calls over almost impassable roads and across flood-
swollen streams. The treacherous South Canadian was
a constant challenge with its raging high water, tricky
quicksand bars, and breaks through the ice in winter.
A man of less courage could not have braved the depri-
vation and suffering of a raw, new frontier, to become
a legend.

Doctor had a six-by-twelve office at the end of a store
building which doubled as sleeping quarters at night.
One day, a hunter who had accidentally shot off the
end of a finger found Doctor in his underdrawers mending
his worn-out and only pair of trousers. At that time,
several hundreds of dollars were owed to him by people
who could never pay.

Dr. Newman met and married Miss Della Smith in the
summer of 1902. They settled in a two-room cabin with
a lean-to shed in Grand, Oklahoma, “the grandest place
on earth,” he often said.
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After Doctor became a family man, he was often paid
for professional services with slabs of salt pork, fresh
garden produce in season, even a tender young cotton-
tail for a platter of fried rabbit for Sunday dinner.

The first son, Roy Ellsworth Newman, was born
September 18, 1903. The following year, the citizens
of Day County raised money for their doctor to take
post-graduate work at the University of Ohio. The family
went along to get acquainted with his relatives in that
state. During mid-term break, January 20, 1906, Floyd
Smith Newman was born. That summer, the Newmans
returned to their friends at Grand.

The settlement of Shattuck a few miles north was
a thriving frontier town on the Santa Fe railway. Doctor
dreamed of a hospital there and in 1908, he formed a
partnership with Dr. George W. Wallace for what became
the Northwest Sanitarium.

The third son, Meshech Haskell Newman, was born
September 20, 1907, and that fall Oscar loaded all his
professional worldly effects in the back of his buggy and
moved his family to Shattuck. Shortly after, the South
Canadian swelled in “the terrible flood of 1908” and
washed away a chunk of old Grand. The town faded
away.

O. C. Newman bought a family home in 1909, and
H]erlgf he lived for some fifty years —the remainder of
is life.

The Northwest Sanitarium failed because people would
go to the hospital only as a last resort. One went to the

hospital only to die. they believed. The nearest hospital
was now in Wichita, Kansas, and Doctor was the only
surgeon over a very large area. He delivered babies and
performed operations on Kkitchen tables. Many times,
the only fuel for heat was damp broomcom seed, and
the only water secured by melting snow in vessels on the
wood stove. Surgical instruments were processed in a
portable sterilizer set on the kitchen stove.

For surgery, a room in the patient’s home was cleared
of all furnishings, a folding operating table set up, the
patient anesthetized, and the surgery proceeded under
ordinary lights.

Often as not, people could not pay, but Doctor never
refused a call, whatever the weather or distance, regard-
less of how much sleep he had lost or how he felt. During
flu epidemics, whole families would be in bed and Doctor
would double as errand boy. At one home, after minis-
tering to their needs, Newman picked up milk buckets,
went to the bam, and milked several cows by hand be-
fore going on to the next call. Far from an isolated inci-
dent, this type of service was a regular part of his life.

Babies seemed to choose the worst of all weather to
be bom. Once, when snowdrifts were deep and business
at a standstill in Shattuck, Doctor was called to deliver
a baby 25 miles southwest, over on Commission Creek.

“Get out the car, John,” Doctor told his young driver.
“Take a good strong snow shovel. We’re on our way.”
Across fields and pastures they plowed their way, scoop-
ing snow at fence lines. Doctor had not been to bed for
36 hours, and each time they got stuck, John noticed
it seemed to please him. Newman would slide down into
the coyote fur coat he was wearing and sleep soundly
until the young man dug out. When they started to move

again, Doctor would light up a cigar and stare moodily
through the front of the tin lizzie.

Six hours later, the baby was delivered and Doctor
charged no fee. “Those people are poor as church mice,”
he told John on the way back to Shattuck. Young John
Barcafer would not permit Doctor to pay him for the
trip, either. Newman had a way of bringing out the best
in people by the inspiration of his own unselfish dedica-
tion.

On one occasion during the Northwest Sanitarium
period, he headed for Canadian, Texas, after a heavy
snowfall, taking Louise Cramer, superintendent of nurses
and Opal Booth Karn, R.N. The road east of Higgins was
drifted full and several times, the car had to be towed.

The three had a hot noon meal with Dr. Caldwell,
then started operating. That afternoon, Dr. Newman
performed a Caesarian section, a hemorrhoidectomy,
and four tonsillectomies before hitting the drifts for
home. Arriving in Shattuck about ten in the evening,
he drove the nurses home and then made his hospital
rounds before seeking his own bed.

In 1913, the Newmans scraped together money for
two months training in newer surgical methods at the
Mayo Clinic in Rochester, Minnesota. Each year from
then until his death, O. C. spent several weeks at Mayo’s —
32 times in all.

In the fall of 1916 when a small boy was hit in the
head with a twelve-pound iron shot-put ball, Doctor
performed a touch-and-go operation in the home, remov-
ing fragments of bone from the brain. The boy recovered
completely, but Doctor swore to redouble his efforts
to open a hospital in Shattuck.

The old hospital known a decade earlier as Northwest
Sanitarium was reopened in 1920. Several of the former
hospital staff joined Newman and stayed through the

| years at Newman Memorial Hospital and Clinic until
their retirements. Patronage increased and in 1927, a
39-room fireproof building was erected without wards.
“Even poor folks appreciate a private room,” Doctor
said. “Why should they feel any different from anyone
else?”

Roy, Floyd, and Haskell were earnest in their goals
to practice medicine. Not only did they become doctors
and specialists in varying fields —they came home to join
their father’s staff where all stayed to practice their entire
lives.

Roy earned his B.A. at the University of Oklahoma,
attended medical school at Baylor University, and got
his M.D. in 1932. Post-graduate work was done at Cook
County Medical School in Chicago, at Washington Uni-
versity in St. Louis, and at Mayo’s. His specialty was in
Pediatrics. Dr. Roy served his intership at Missouri Metho-
dist Hospital in St. Joseph.

Floyd’s education and training were completed at
University of Oklahoma, Westminster College for Men
at Fulton, Missouri, Baylor at Dallas, and the University
of Tennessee. He served his internship at Muhlenberg
Hospital in Plainview, N.J.,, and took post-graduate
work at Columbia University. His specialization was in
eye, ear, nose, and throat.

Dr. Haskell went to Westminster College for Men,
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followed by pre-med at Baylor. He received his medical \|
degree from the University of Tennessee in 1932. He
took his wife and two sons to Florida where he served
his internship in the Duvall County Hospital in Jackson-
ville. At the age of 33, “Dr. Hack” received his Fellowship
in the American College of Surgeons. His specialty was
in Urology and general surgery.

While the sons prepared themselves in medicine, the
father, O. C. Newman, kept the hospital at Shattuck
operating smoothly. From 1929 to 1935, the Great De-
pression Years, Western Oklahoma was in the Dust Bowl.
Patients had little money and during this period, Newman
charged off a quarter-million dollars of unpaid bills for
the people of his area.

Always philosophical, Dr. O. C. frequently injected
dry humor into relations with his patients. There was
the time when a doctor from Perryton, Texas, sent a
patient to him. The Shattuck physician found gallbladder
disease with stones in both bladder and common duct.
He recommended immediate surgery.

The patient’s husband hesitated, shook his head slowly
and said, “Well, Doc, | think we’ll go to the Mayo Clinic
for this operation.”

What the man did not know was that Doctor had
declined a recent offer to join Mayo’s surgical staff.
Doctor’s expression did not change as he remarked,
“Well, they’re good, too.”

By 1935, all the sons were back practicing medicine
in the Shattuck Hospital and on January 12, 1937, the
four Newman doctors became equal partners. Soon after,
the Newman Clinic was added to the complex. More
additions were completed in 1947 and in 1956. In 1949,
the Newman Memorial Foundation was formed and the
hospital given to the City of Shattuck. The following
year, 30,000 patients registered at the clinic alone.

The hospital of Doctor O. C.’s dreams became a
reality in his day.

He served many years on the State Board of Medical
Examiners. He received a Fellowship in the American
College of Surgeons. At the time he was inducted into
the Oklahoma State Hall of Fame in 1943, a Tulsa report-
er who described him as “an erect, sparkling, kindly
eyed little man” also wrote:

“Dr. Newman, legend has it, is the nucleus of Shattuck,
that small Western Oklahoma town from which he hails
and which he has made famous. ‘Doc came first,” grin
his cronies. The hotels and business houses sprang up to
take care of his patients and the town just grew.”

A medical reporter wrote in the DAILY OKLAHO-
MAN about that time: “Of the three cities in Oklahoma
accredited by the Joint Hospital Commission to per-
form open heart surgery, one is Shattuck, population
1,500. The other two, of course, are Oklahoma City and
Tulsa. The small-town hospital is supremely equipped.”

The institution has undergone numerous building ey .
programs and expansions through the years. The Newman WESTVIEW
Memorial Hospital and Medical Center of the 1980’s
stands as a humanitarian contribution to Western Oklaho-
ma unequalled in the Cheyenne-Arapaho country so
loved by the Newman family.

ILLUSTRATION BY LINDA FICKLING
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Taft loved a good joke —especially if it was
on himself.

BOB TAFT: SPIN A ROPE, SPIN A YARN,
SPIN A LADY

- Carolyn Leonard

The most colorful character who ever lived in Harper
County has to be Bob Taft. He could spin a rope, spin
a yarn, or spin a lady with equal enthusiasm; and even
though in his later years black gold brought him great
wealth, he was still just a cowboy at heart.

He met his wife, Ida, at a country dance and in the
46 years of their marriage, they never missed many
country dances after that.

“Ya always had to find a gal close to home back then,
ya know,” Taft would drawl in his deep raspy voice.
“Ya had to ride horseback to go see ’em so ya couldn’t
go looking too far from home. Even if ya had a car, it
wouldn’t run half the time. Lucky for me, Ida lived just
about eight miles away —over by Gate.”

Some people said that Taft decided to turn his machine
shed into a dance hall because the May OK Corral Dance
building burned down. Taft said he just always loved to
dance and have a good time with his friends. After the
May location burned, his friends didn’t have anyplace to
go.
“Awww, | don’t know,” Taft would say with a grin,
the crow’s feet around his twinkling blue eyes growing
deeper. “Guess | just had more damn money than | knew
what to do with because of these oil wells. Guess that’s
why 1 did it.”

And it isn’t just an ordinary dance hall either.

The original bam is equipped for basketball games
as well as for dancing. The restaurant addition seats 90
people in the splendor of cypress paneling, black leather
upholstery, plush red carpet, and a half dozen chande-
liers. (Taft’s friends were hungry after all that dancing.)

Arthritis attacked his legs, so Taft added an olympic-
size heated indoor swimming pool featuring skylights
that rolled open, lights that dimmed, a sauna, and a
whirlpool hot tub.

IN OUR LAND

The leathery lanky cowpoke’s registered Hereford
stock sale was held the last Saturday in January as far
back as anyone can remember. Wearing the dark pinstripe
suit and bowtie that became his trademark and topped
with a wide-brimmed black hat tilted at a rakish angle,
Taft would take the microphone and salt the auction
liberally with his stories.

“That’s why they call it a bull sale,” he would drawl.

Taft’s deep voice moved as slowly as his long legs,
with pauses scattered like punctuation marks. One of
his friends says those long pauses were what made his
stories so interesting.

Milton Messner of Laverne was Taft’s partner in the
Hereford sale for many years.

“Ol’ Bob’s been real close to me and we’ve rode
probably millions of miles horseback together in the
last thirty years,” Messner says.

Messner tells the story that one time one of the bulls
wasn’t selling very well so Taft grabbed the mike. Most
owners would have begun touting the good qualities
of the Hereford.

Not Taft.

“This cussed bull isn’t worth a damn!” he shouted.
“lI know he may be sway-back and pot-bellied but he is
carrying a hell of a mortgage, and I'll appreciate it if
one of you will start the bidding to get him off my
hands.”

His tirade continued until the bids drowned out the
laughter and the bull sold.

“Back there in Governor Roy J. Turner’s time, he
invited Bob down often just to get to hear his stories.
Bob is probably the best-known Oklahoman in the Here-
ford business,” Messner says. “He was voted Hereford
man of the year in 1979 and in ’78 Bob was the featured
speaker at the convention. He had them rolling in the
aisles.”

In the 1920’s Taft worked as a cowboy driving cattle
on the old Tuttle trail between Darrouzett, Texas, and
Dodge City. Except for that short time, he spent all his
75 years on the 2,500 acre Gig Bar Ranch.

His grandad and grandmother were headed from
Kansas to a homestead in Texas where land could be
had for a dollar an acre. They had been on the road three
weeks when they reached the Oklahoma Panhandle
then a lawless and unclaimed strip known as no-man’s-
land.

Taft’s story was that when they got this far, Mrs. Petty
told her husband, “I’m tired. This land looks good enough
to me. You can go to Texas if you want to, but this is
as far as I’m going.”

She meant it.

They stayed and Taft’s mother, Mae Petty, was the
first white child born in the area. She was born in 1888,
the same year the Gig Bar cattle brand was registered.

“It cost my grandma probably a dollar and a quarter
to register that brand back then,” Taft would say. “Don’t
know where in hell she got the dollar but she did.”

Just a few months before his death early in 1981,
at his annual stock sale, Taft hinted that his grandson,
Randy Prophet, might be taking over the whole Gig Bar
operation.

“I’'m slipping already,” Taft said. “I’m wearing over-
f(hoes, riding my horse at a walk, and watering my whis-

ey.”

Maybe someday Randy will be able to fill his grandad’s
overshoes. He has already mastered the spinning rope
trick.a
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the old Brewster ranch
-Sheryl L. Nelms

softly, like an archeologist
dusting artifacts
| probe this Oklahoma homestead

as | move through the kitchen
a wasp floats

up to the mud nest

behind the stove pipe

a hunk of blue linoleum snaps
off when the floor sags
under me

bees pop in
through the cistern hole
beside the enamel sink

mouse droppings litter the kitchen floor
a black high-button shoe

props

the back door

open

glancing out, | see the bam

broken

at the front corner seam
boards split apart

like a pair of hands
unclasped

in the sky

over the windmill
a zig-zag of black
Crows

slash across

the orange sun
down
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Age, Only A State Of Mind
— Everett Gartrell

— by Ruby Gartrell

Everett Gartrell was not born in a log cabin
on his father’s farm near Fargo, Oklahoma,
November 6, 1906, probably because there
were no trees on the prairie at that time. He
was born in a sod house, much like the one on
display at the Cowboy Hall of Fame in Okla-
homa City. The sod house was home until he
was almost 12 years old. It was warm in
winter and naturally cool in summer. Amore
conventional home was built on another part
of the farm, and it still stands housing the
youngest of the Gartrell brothers, Leo, and his
family. Leo and LuElla Gartrell added on to
the old structure and re-made the entire inside
of the house, which stands in the midst of a
level stretch of lush wheatland.

No school bus rumbled up to gather the
Gartrell children. Everett, the oldest of the
seven children, rode a horse to school and like
all the others carried a lunch pail. Remem-
bering the early school days, Everett said that
the Gartrell kids’cinnamon rolls were the best
to eat or to trade for some other family’s “best
goodies.”

Th high school there were school buses and
Everett drove one from his sophomore year.
No license was required. He had some chores
to do on the farm before and after school.
Milking cows was one of his regular jobs. He
says that he had absolutely no trouble finding
something to do as he grew up. Sports at
school —football, basketball, and baseball, all
in their alloted seasons, plus studying to make
good grades — kept him on the job all his
waking hours.

"A farm kid had hard work to do all sum-
mer," he recalled, “and I did my fair share of
pitching wheat, driving a truck or tractor, and
working the old header machine.”

After high-school graduation, Everett tried
Business College in Dodge City, Kansas. His
first job was on the railroad. Being an appren-
tice “railroad man” wore thin in a short time.

He quit and called his parents. They were so
annoxed and angry with him for walking out
on what they conS|dered afinejob with agreat
future that they refused to meet him at the
train depot. As always, he managed without
their help.

In 1928 he married his high-school sweet-
heart, Carrie Burgess. Farming and managing
agrain elevator in summers paid his tuition at
Southwestern State Teachers College where
he worked on his degree from 1928 to 1938. He
was among the few married men in college at
that period of time, but even with three
children over a period of six years, they
managed. Everett earned enough hours for a



14

INSPIRATION-GIANTS

two-year certificate and took his first teaching
job at Edwardsville, a community west of
Weatherford. After four years there, he moved
to Red Rock, where he was principal for six
years. Working, going to school, nights and
Saturdays and summers, he completed his
degree in 1938,

With his degree finally completed and with
ten years experience, he moved up to the
position of Superintendent of Schools at Inde-
pendence, a large consolidated school district
north and west of Custer. At the present time,
Custer City and Independence are consoli-
dated at Custer City. From Independence, he
became County Superintendent of Custer
County dependent schools. There were 64
schools under his supervision.

In August, 1945, President Harold Burton
called from Southwestern State College and
asked Everett to come for an interview. The
college needed a Business Manager; Everett
got the job.

The college at that time had a budget of
$139,000 and debts amounting to $20,000.
There were fewer than fifty faculty members,
and their salaries were meager. A professor
with a Ph.D. netted the highest salary, $200 a
month —for nine months of the year.

Mr. Gartrell’s first challenge occurred the
first day on the job and didn’t let up until he
retired in 1972.

It took five years to clear up all the debts and
get the college in the black. His days were
filled with meetings and conferences concern-
ing budgets, building plans, architects, meet-
ings with committees from the legislature,
with the Boards of Regents — the list was
endless. His working day began with coffee in
the Student Union at 7:00 a.m. with a small
group of “the boys.” Promptly, exactly, at 8:00
o’clock on Mondays through Saturdays,
Everett opened the Business Office and his
day began.

Managing the business affairs of a fast
growing institution became his mission in life.
He considered the state’s money to be man-
aged as if it were his own. He always got the
college’s money’s worth.

A salesman who wanted the college’s ac-
count for maintenance material sent Everett a
beautiful hand-tooled leather piece of luggage.
Everett admired the present and promptly
returned it with a note: “Thanks but no
thanks.”

The salesman didn’t get the account.

From the war years’scant enrollment to the
crowded Viet Nam years when youngsters
went to college in droves, Gartrell maintained
a firm hand on the college’s finances. With
increasing enrollment came the need for build-
ing. The old war years Student Union yielded
its spot on campus to the new Student Center
completed in 1956. Anew gymnasium housing
a Physical Education program was built for all
Lhcle students, with Dr. L. J. Van Horn at the

elm.

Old Neff Hall and Stewart Hall were bulging
at the seams. Talk about double-celling at the
prison makes Everett Gartrell laugh. “We had
four kids in rooms that were built for two,”
and shaking his head and laughing as he
remembered, said, "and the college kids felt
lucky to have a place to live.”

New dorms were going up, but not as fast as
the enrollment grew. In time, however, Parker
Hall for boys and Oklahoma Hall for girls were
finished. In addition to a place for students to
sleep, a place for them to attend classes was
essential. The Arts and Sciences Classroom
Building across from Oklahoma Hall provided
space and equipment for needed classes. Of-
fices for professors are always scarce, with
space seemingly squeezed in where broom
closets used to be. The Old Science Building
was renovated, even air-conditioned, and now
provides laboratories and classrooms for the
biological sciences, English, drama, Home
Economics, and the old auditorium.

The beautiful new Pharmacy-Chemistry-
Physics Building, long a dream, became a
reality and Dean Strother retired. Dr. Walter
Dickison became dean of the Pharmacy School
and kept it on its track as he led it to become
one of the top-ranked schools of pharmacy in
the nation.

North Central Accrediting Association in-
sisted on an adequate library. In 1960 Dr. Al
Harris became president of Southwestern Ok-
lahoma State University. The library became
a reality in 1966. Sheila Hoke, the head li-
brarian, commandeered all the muscle power
she could muster from college students and in
time had all the books moved from the old
library to the new AL Harris Library. The Art
Department was most happy to have the old
building, which they share with other de-
partments in classroom space.

Again, or still, Everett Gartrell and his
budget worked on behalf of the Art building.
The old gymnasium had been converted years
earlier to the Music Building.

In 1972, after 27 years, Everett Gartrell
retired from Southwestern. The financial af-
fairs were in top-flight condition. The face of
the Southwestern campus had changed al-
most completely since he began in 1945.
Changes and improvements didn’t even slow
down with his retirement, but the new busi-
ness manager, Cliff Camden, had no bad debts
nor money shortage to contend with.

Neither did Everett Gartrell slow down. In
1973, his wife Carrie died after a five-year
hospital confinement following a stroke.
Everett ran for the office of Mayor and won
—and won — and won, for three terms. In
1974, Everett and Ruby Drinkwater were
married. Dr. Drinkwater was a professor in
the School of Education and Psychology and
Dirlegc7t8r of Counselor Education. She retired
in )
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At age 75, he had so many projects to
complete as mayor of Weatherford that he
tossed his hat into the ring again and for the
fourth term won again.

Exactly at 8:00 each morning he and “the
boys” meet for coffee at the Mark. At 8:30, he
is at work in his office at City Hall. The city is
in excellent financial health, as is the mayor.
His golf score is higher than his age, but he
figures that with practice he will catch up. His
aiming eye is first class. Hunting quail and
pheasant with his nephews and sons keeps
him competitive and young. He is a deacon in
the First Baptist Church, a loyal Democrat,
and prefers to own a Ford car. He likes to quote
Dr. Dora Ann Stewart, who is said to have
said, “Anybody who reads the Bible and be-
lieves it and practices it will naturally be a
Baptist, a Democrat, and drive a Ford car.”

Walter Crouch maintains that Everett real-
ly believes that.

Traveling, golf, gardening, hunting when
he can, and his first love “work” fill his days
and years. His children —Harold, Duane, and
Winifred — are his delight. Their families
provide material for the proud grandfather to
brag about “my grandson, the doctor,” among
other stories.

The neighbors can set their watches by his
coming and going. So can anybody else who
lives between 702 Arlington and City Hall.

Harold, the Mayor, Winifred, and Duane

WESTVIEW



b5, “Weckzh

T et 1|
5 =7
i ////// R

l !

— WESTVIEW =




AMEN, MR. GARLOW

Inez Whitney

Mr. John Garlow was going through hell when he
decided to build a heaven in his one-room country schooL
He had been at Prairie View, District 56, in Custer Coun-
ty, Oklahoma, exactly one month. He knew something
had to be done. His plans just weren’t working out. When
he was hired, what was expected was made very clear.

“We are determined to have an orderly school,” the
chairman of the School Board told him. “Oklahoma is
a new state —only five years old. These boys and girls
will run Oklahoma in a few years. They must get an edu-
cation. No more foolishness. Fighting and playing hooky
must stop.”

How well | remember my first look at Mr. Garlow.
1 was seven years old and in the second grade. Although
early in the morning, the hot Oklahoma sun had already
pushed the thermometer near a hundred. With more than
fifty other children, my friend Edna and | were waiting
in front of the one-room white frame schoolhouse that
stood on the corner of my father’s farm. The boys wore
straw hats, homemade shirts, and blue bib overalls. The
girls were in colorful print dresses and sunbonnets. All
were barefoot. Since the first eight grades were taught
at Prairie View, the pupils’ ages ranged from six well into
the teens.

All were gazing impatiently down the red dirt road.
It was the opening day of school, and the new teacher
was expected momentarily.

| whispered to Edna, “l hope we can be seatmates
again.” It was fun to choose a friend to sit with you in
a double desk.

“So do I”, she said. “I just hope my brothers and the
other big boys won’t fight with this teacher like they did
with Mr. Varner last year.”

A cloud of dust appeared. Soon a horse and buggy was
distinguishable traveling at a good clip. As the buggy
wheeled into the schoolyard, the new teacher pulled up
short. He placed his whip in the holder, hopped out of
the buggy, and tied the horse to a hitching post.

He was a tall slender man, perhaps in his early thirties.
He had dark hair and eyes and a small, neatly trimmed
mustache. Tipping his hat he said only, “Good morning.”
and walked briskly into the schoolhouse. Very soon he
reappeared at the door vigorously ringing an old brass
handbell.

“Hurry, hurry,” | said and grabbing Edna’s hand dash-
ed through the door. The three long rows of double and
triple desks were bolted securely to the floor. Pushed
aside by the big boys in a rush for the coveted back seats,
we sank quickly into a double desk on the front row.

“l don’t care,” Edna whispered. “Anyway we are
seatmates.”

A stillness fell over the room. The army awaited the
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first move of the enemy.

Standing by the battered desk with a hand on the
captain’s chair, the teacher began to speak.

“My name is Mr. Garlow. As | am a God-fearing man,
we will open the day with prayer and Bible reading.
I am sure you are accustomed to this, but we will also
begin our afternoon the same way. There will be other
times during the day when we will need to seek the
guidance of our Lord.”

It was soon evident that Mr. Garlow was not like the
usual run of teachers. He had many new and startling
ideas. Pupils were allowed unheard-of freedom. Small
groups were sent out in the yard to study. All were en-
couraged to go through textbooks as rapidly as possible.
This made for complications. The eight grades, large
number of students, and limited supply of textbooks
made it impossible to carry out his ideas effectively.

Recitations took place in a haphazard manner. Assign-
ments were not very definite. Many students did little
or no studying. Mr. Garlow’s prayers became more fre-
quent and began to include appeals for the self-improve-
ment of his charges. As matters worsened, he began to
cast about for something to hold their interest. That
was when the idea of a heaven at Prairie View occurred
to him. This just might solve his problem. The next day
he put forward his plan.

“Students, | have in mind something both interesting
and worthwhile. Tomorrow bring any lumber or old
boards your parents will let you have, along with hammer
and nails. We’ll have a good time together. | think you
will be pleased with what | have in mind.”

This challenged the curiosity of the older boys, and
the response was more than