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This book is dedicated to my dad, Windell Albert.  A man who taught through his life, actions and few words.  He was my dad, best friend, life advisor and boating buddy.
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Rayburn “Bunch” in late 1950's

Windell and JoAnn on their honeymoon, 1955
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It has been over ten years since my dad died.  It has taken this long for the ragged hole in my heart to heal some so I could revisit these stories and write them as good stories and not just full of emotion and tears.

These are stories my dad told to me through the years.  I never knew when he was telling me these words, showing me these places and allowing me to experience these parts of his life, that I would one day write them in a book.  But here they are.

It has been a joy to write these stories and to fondly recall my dad's voice, way with words, pauses and sometimes reflections.  I feel like I was able to see and enjoy my dad being with me afresh.

My dad was born in 1933 in central Texas.  He knew his grandfather who was born in 1863, and he held his great granddaughter (who will reach a hundred years into the future through her great grand daughters).  So my dad's touch reached over two hundred years of his family.
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He knew Texas and America through the eyes and experiences of his grandfather Albert, his father Rayburn and the Great Depression, and poverty.  He brought all this knowledge and experiences to his life as a man, husband, father and grandfather; as a military man, preacher, pastor and lover of life.  

Bean Soup

It had been another long hard, hot day riding along the fence line and repairing those wire strands that seemed to bust and dangle.  Riding along the range, watching the cattle on the low hills, watching for snakes and gopher holes and thinking like any young man would, had brought young Rayburn through the day.

He was still young, good looking they said, and had dreams.  His smile always got him the girl at the dances on Saturday nights, and although his friends laughed and joked, they were envious.

Rayburn arrived back at his small one room wooden cabin in the back lots of the ranch long after the sun had set.  This had happened many times since he had started working for the Buchanan Ranch here near Jarrell, Texas, but he knew his way around in the dark.

No need to light the kerosene lantern tonight; he would wash up some, eat some of those beans he had cooking on the stove and go to bed.  Tomorrow would be another long hot summer day in central Texas.

He washed the dirt and sweat from his face, chest and head; making sure his red hair was combed back after he dried off.  He stepped into the dark kitchen, grabbed a bowl and spoon.  The fire had gone out several hours before, but the beans were cooked and still warm.  

––––––––
[image: ]


Rayburn did love his beans.  He ladled a bowlful of beans, grabbed some of yesterday's cornbread and stepped out to sit on the porch, watch the stars, listen to the sounds of the grasslands, and eat.

He quickly ate that bowlful and ladled another full bowl.  Those beans were especially good tonight and Rayburn thought about a third bowl before bed.

But before he ladled that bowl, he finally lit the lantern and lifted it over the pan of beans to check if there would be enough to eat for the next night.

He looked and the whole inside of the pot was moving.  The beans seemed alive.  He looked deeper, lifting the lantern closer and saw

the beans and pot were full of ants.  Ants everywhere and crawling all over those nice red beans.

Rayburn thought for a few moments, and then picked up the ladle and dipped another bowl of those crunchy beans.  May as well eat all I want before the ants eat them all, he thought.

Bunch the Cowboy

Rayburn was known as Bunch, a nickname given to him by his friends; “because there was a bunch of him”.  He was not fat, but tall, Texas tall, and lanky; a “tall drink of water” some might say.

He had grown up in Central Texas.  Jarrell was now his home and where he always felt comfortable and settled.

His dad, Albert, had been raised by the Buchanan's after his dad had died in the War Between the States back in 1865.  The Buchanan's had taken in the orphan boy and raised him as their own.  They schooled him, taught him ranching and eventually allowed him to marry his cousin Ruth Buchanan.

Albert settled in his own ranch in central Texas and thus began his life.  The Buchanan family decided, or maybe, was forced to sell their ranch to the state of Texas for a large reservoir (now called Lake Buchanan) and thus the ranch was gone.  The money was not enough to satisfy the entire family and Albert sort of lost out of what might have been his and Ruth's.

There was enough money to live on and raise the boys, but nothing to pass along to buy a ranch or build some wealth.  So when Rayburn was old enough, he became a ranch hand on what was once (and still called) by the name of his grandfather.

So Rayburn, Bunch, was a cowboy.
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He rode the perimeter for fence mending, he wrangled cattle, he rode the range to find lost cattle and calves, branded and took care of things.  He was by himself a lot, but not lonely much.  He enjoyed the out of doors, the moving around and the no wasted talking.

He was at a dance in Killeen one weekend and met Lorena Denson.  Her bright red hair, her strong firm posture, her no nonsense approach to life drew Bunch to her and they danced.  Often on Saturday nights Bunch would meet Lorena in Killeen to dance and perhaps get a kiss or two.

Before they knew it, they had fallen in love and wanted to get married.  It was 1927 and hopes were high in America for a strong future for hard workers; and both of these lovers were hard workers.

They married and soon Rayburn Jr was born.  Lorena stayed home, took care of the house, raised her son and made sure all was good.  Rayburn ,moved up in the ranch hand business and soon they bought a car.

He built a tire swing on the branch of the oak tree so Jr could swing while Lorena tended the laundry and garden.

It all happened so quickly.  Lorena was hanging laundry,  Jr was swinging in his tire swing.  He yelled, Lorena looked and saw a snake jump out of the tire.  Rayburn Jr quickly went limp and could not breathe.  Rayburn came running as he happened to be there,
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but too late.  The boy was already blue and could not breathe. He died quickly in the arms of his mother.  The young parents knelt in the dirt yard and wept over the little boy.

It was three years later before Jean came along.  She helped take care of the next two boys:  Windell and Jesse.  But the heart grieving mother never truly got over the loss of Rayburn Jr.  Bunch worked harder and as times got tough in the Great Depression watched as all he had worked so hard for was falling away.

But he sure loved his family.  Often on Sundays the family would meet Lorena's brother at the lake to fish and swim, have a picnic and the kids could play with their cousins.

The Hawk

Bunch was in the
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