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his is a true story of a boy and his
‘T family living on the high prairie in

a dobe house in eastern Colorado
and the tragic experience that occurred
in March 1931.

A good (a)dobe house was something
to be proud of, warm in winter and
cool in summer, with walls sixteen
inches thick. We had just built ours. We
plowed up a strip of prairie soil about
fifty feet wide by two hundred feet long
and twelve inches deep. Then we put in
water enough to make a mudhole and
rode horses back and forth until the dirt
was sloppy. We added to that slop two or
three wagonloads of wheat straw, then
took six or eight horses and walked them
back and forth until the straw and mud
were mixed real good. Then we built
molds of boards and shoveled the mud
straw mix in, and when the mud dried
we had big dobe blocks two feet long,
sixteen inches wide, and six inches thick.
The wind and hot sun baked them hard
as bricks. Then we laid the big blocks of
dobe in place with more mud, and after
the house had settled and dried out, we
plastered the walls with lime and sand,
making a smooth surface inside, then

painted it with lime, water, and color

mix. Now this was our home where this
story all began.

The family consisted of Dad, born
1885, who was a pioneer of the Old
West and very rugged; Mama; and three
children: Edna, twenty; Ethel, fourteen;
and myself, Elbern, eighteen.

On the morning of March 28, about

6:00 A.M., 1931, Mama got up early as

usual and told us all to get up. We didn’t
want to because we had worked hard the
day before getting some ground ready for
the garden and cutting out the milk cows
from the range cattle so we could turn
them out onto the range, for feed was
running short; but we all climbed out of
bed. It had been cold, but now it was like
spring; there was a soft breeze from the
south with a fine mist. You could stand
out in that mist, throw your chest out, and

say, “Boy, at last winter is over.” You could
hear birds singing. It was about sixty-five
degrees, and what a beautiful morning!

Ethel, Dad, and I went out to the barn
and did all the chores. We were milking
about fifteen cows by hand, but it didn’t
take too long, about an hour. We brought
the milk to the house and ran it through
the cream separator. By that time Mama
had breakfast ready.

Mama was a good cook, if I do say
it. We had rabbit sausage, whole-wheat
pancakes, and homemade syrup. Mama
was talking in the Czech language—her
folks came from Czechoslovakia—saying,
“You better get down to the table and fill
your gut, for we have a long day ahead.”
She did not know then just how long it
really was going to be. So we all sat at
the table, and Dad and Mama decided
maybe Dad and I should go to Lamar,
about sixty miles, and get seed and
supplies for spring planting,

Dad said, “Kids, we are going to have
an early spring and a good year this
year.” We were all in high spirits. Going
shopping was going to be quite a treat, for
it had been four or five months since our
last shopping trip. So I hurried around
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and got the car ready, filling the tank with

gas out of a barrel.

All at said, “It’s
getting colder.” We looked out at the
thermometer, which was kept hanging
on the wall just outside of the door, and
sure enough, the temperature had started

once Mama

to drop. We did not have a radio, but we
all knew something was coming, for the
cows in the corral were milling around
and seemed to be getting restless, and
that meant a change in the weather.

Now it’s about 8:00 AM. on the
twenty-eighth. Edna was teaching a small
country school about one and one-half
miles northwest of our farm, and Mama
told her to dress extra warm. I heard
her say, “It might get bad.” Ethel was a
pupil at the same school, but Mama said,
“You’d better stay home with me today;,
for if it was to turn bad, I would be alone
with all these chores to do.” So Ethel
stayed home. Mama must have known
something was going to happen.

Dad said, “We better get started and
get back before it turns too bad.” Even
though we had our woolen underwear
on and I was about to roast, Dad said,
“Brother, let’s take our overshoes, our felt
boots, and sheepskin coats.” (The family
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always called me “Brother.”) Mama
packed our lunch in a big flour sack. She
also put in two extra pairs of homemade
mittens and our pullover masks. As we
got in the car, the soft breeze from the
south had stopped, and it was calm as
could be. This was a bad sign, since a bad
blizzard is much like a tornado, with the
calm just before the storm.

We went about twenty miles, and
suddenly I began to get cold. By this time
it had started to snow. I looked back and
I could see a big ugly black cloud coming
from the north. “Maybe we better turn
back,” I told Dad, but he said, “No, we
better go on, for it probably will blow
over in a couple of hours.” I was getting
colder by the minute, and it had started
to snow faster. We went on, and as we
entered Lamar, the temperature had
reached thirty below zero. Lamar is only
about three thousand feet elevation, and
our farm is about four thousand feet. So
we were not feeling the impact of what
was happening at home, for we lived on
the upland prairie and Lamar is on the
Arkansas River.

We ate our lunch, which was about
frozen, and wondered how Edna, my sister,
was going to get home from school afoot.

ARTICLE

We loaded up our car with seeds and
some dried fruit that came in twenty-

five-pound boxes—dried apples, raisins,
prunes, and figs. We didn’t buy meat, for
we had beef, goat, and jackrabbit. But
we left behind a lot Mom had ordered.
While at the store Dad looked out and
said, “Look at that snow!” While Dad
was looking at that snow, somehow my
girl friend popped into my mind, I didn’t
know why. We had gone to a Charlie
Chaplin movie a couple of days before,
but for some reason I kept thinking about
her (later I found out why), but then I
looked out and it was blowing so hard it
looked like fog. By this time we had the
car filled with gas, and bought two extra
cans and had them filled, and that took
about the last cent we had. The man
charged us ten cents a gallon for the gas,
and just the day before it was nine cents;
but we had to have that gas, for we knew
if the snow kept coming, it would soon
start to drift.

We finally got started for home. We got
along pretty good for about fifteen miles,
to the little town of Granada, about five
hundred people. We drove up to a filling
station and stopped. A man came out
and asked where we were headed. When
we told him, he said, all excited, “They
are having a man-killing blizzard where
you are going. You better put some real
heavy chains on that car or you are not
going to get very far.” How right he was.

By that time it looked pretty bad and
the snow had started to drift, so we put
on truck-type chains. Now this was about
4:00 PM. We filled up with gas once again
and started on our way. We had about
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five miles to go to get out of the
lowland and start up on the plateau
country, while the storm was raging
at 30 below zero and the wind had
reached about seventy-five miles
per hour, which made a chill factor
of about 101 below.

As we got higher, the snow and
drifting got worse. We had about
eight miles to go from Granada to
the small town of Hartman. We
finally reached Hartman, about
two-thirds of the way up to plateau
country, which is miles and miles of
flatland, no trees or rocks, no hills; only
every four or five miles there would be
a prairic dog town. We made our way
east of Hartman about two miles. By this
time it was 7:00 or 8:00 PM., with snow-
drifts four feet high and still coming,

Itlooked like hell on earth, and we kept
thinking about what might be happening
to the folks at home. We would have to
run into each snowdrift, back up, and hit
it six or seven times to get through, and
just as we would get through one, here
would be another. By this time we both
were about exhausted.

We just sat in the car and talked it over,
motor running all the time, knowing if
the motor died, we would also freeze to
death, and all of a sudden I saw a faint
light up ahead and to our right. I said to
Dad, “Look, do you see that light?” By
that time it had gone out, and a second
later it appeared again. We thought it
must be a farmhouse.

We knew by now there was no way
we could go much farther, so we inched
ahead about a hundred feet, and there
we were—right in front of a house! We
left the engine running and locked arms
with one another so as not to get lost if
the light went out again.

The light would go off and on every
second or two, because the storm was so
intense; the snow was like talcum powder,
driving right up our nostrils. We could
hardly breathe. We had rags the size of
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big bandannas around our faces, pulled

up close to our eyes, trying to keep our
faces from freezing and at the same time
trying to keep that awful fine snow from
freezing our lungs. Walking in the wind
was almost impossible.

It seemed like we would never reach
that light, when all at once we stumbled
and fell onto the porch of a house. We
knocked on the door, and a man came
and opened it. The first thing he said
to us was, “Get yourselves in this house
before you freeze to death!” We told him
who we were and where we were trying
to get to. “Well, you can’t go nowhere in
this,” he said, and told his wife to get us
some dry clothes and supper. So there we
were for the night of March 28.

In the meantime, before we undressed,
he put his fur coat and sheepskin mitts on
and we all three went out and got our car
off the road. As we stepped back on his
porch, he looked at his thermometer, and
it read thirty-one degrees below zero.

We stayed all night at this man’s house.
Happened to be a dairy. Next morning
we got up about four-thirty, the morning

ARTICLE

of the twenty-ninth, to help the
good man feed and milk his cows,
about thirty head. After breakfast,
at 6:00 AM., we looked out and
no car could be seen. A drift had
completely covered it up.

The dairyman said, “Let me
harness my team of big horses and
pull the car out of that drift and get
it started.”

The car was completely full of
snow inside and under the hood.
The snow was packed so full the fan could
not turn. We dug out the snow with our
sheep-skin mitts and shovel until we got
the engine clean. The man put his big
horses to the car with a chain, and we
finally got it started, after pulling it about
two hundred feet through snow twelve
inches deep.

By this time it was about eight o’clock.
We tried to pay this man, but even to
mention pay was almost an insult to
him, for he said we might have grave
things ahead. So we thanked him, and
off we went.

The storm at this time seemed to be
letting up a bit. We still had about thirty
miles to go, and getting started about
cight, we had in mind getting home
by twelve o’clock, which would give us
about four hours to make thirty miles.
But no such luck. As we started out, you
could hardly see ten feet at a time. We
figured taking the back road, where there
was no fence, would help us, because the
snow had blown off in places. We were
making about five or six miles an hour
to start, hitting snowdrifts four or five
feet high, plowing right through them.
Sometimes it would take three or four
tries to get going again. All this time we
were going east, which made the drifts
cross our path. We fought them for four
hours and got only about fifteen miles.

When we were climbing to higher
country, our road turned north, so now
we were facing into the storm. Visibility
got worse by the minute. Under the car,
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around the wheels and all, snow had
driven in so hard that we had to get out,
take tire tools, and dig out so the wheels

could turn.

Visibility was almost zero. We
had trouble at times seeing the hood
ornament. The car was a 1928

Chrysler Imperial four-door sedan,
and it sure must have been a good one,
for the punishment it took, words could
never tell. As we inched along in low
gear, my dad would say, “Go right,” or,
“Go left,” as he noticed a fence post
now and then. We were at nerve’s edge,
trying to stay between two lines of
fence posts. You could clear your throat
and spit out, and the spit would freeze
before it hit the ground.

We had kerosene in our car for ant-
freeze, and by this time the stench of
the motor was about to get to us, for if
anyone ever abused a car, we did. It had
quit snowing by now, but the wind was
blowing so bad you would never know. It
was whipping that snow like a sandstorm,
blowing it right into our clothes. Our car
by now was almost full of snow, for Dad
would roll the window down, trying to
see a post or something to guide us by.

As we inched north, he remarked,
“Now, if we can get across the ravine”—a
dry creek called Horse Creek, about a
mile ahead—"“we could make it home
by dark.” About one o’clock we finally
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reached the creek, which was a deep
ditch across the road. We could not see at
all but could feel the car going downbhill,
so we stopped, left the car running, got
out, locked our arms together so as not to
get lost from each other, and tried to see
what was ahead before we got stuck for
good. We had left the lights on, but they
were not visible over thirty or forty feet.

We could see a drift about sixteen feet
high, almost like a knife blade, across
the road. No way could we get on top or
walk around it, for that would have been
suicide, we knew. Only one chance left:
Drive through it, punch a hole in it. This
drift was about sixteen or eighteen feet
through. We knew this was life or death,
for if we stopped in that drift, we would
soon suffocate.

So we drove up to the drift, about five
or six miles an hour, and punched a good
hole. We backed up and hit it again, and
again. We were doing the impossible, but
this was the last barrier, we thought, for
this was flat country, and this creek was
the only one in thirty miles. We figured
the drift could not be over twenty-five
feet thick at the most, so after punching a
hole about ten feet, we backed up on dry
road, about a hundred feet, where snow
had blown off, and hit that hole wide
open. Very foolish, but in desperation we
tried it. It worked. The snow had blown
clean on the north side of the big drift,
giving us footing to keep going.

Tears almost came to our eyes,
knowing we were headed home. So
here we go. Dad would say, “Right.”
I would go right, and then he would
say, “Go left,” and I would go left.
And then he’d say, “Go right,” and
I would go right. So the next three
miles we would go like this. As we
went north, we came to a turn or
correction line in the road, which
was a long curve. The road was built
up at this point, and we made it okay
by feeling our way around the curve
by the rise in the road. The wheel

ARTICLE

would get close to the edge; I would pull
back. If you’re not able to see where you
are going, it’s not easy. We got around
that curve and headed north again.
Going got a little worse, more snow,
larger drifts, and by this time we were a
lot more tired. Here it was 3:30 PM., the
same day we left the dairy, and we had

ten miles yet to go. Because I was getting
awful tired and nervous, the right and left
driving got to me. Dad said, “Go left,” I
went right, and off in the ditch we went,
in snow four or five feet deep. In no time
the car was covered over with snow. Here
we sat, like in a dungeon, being buried
deeper by the minute.

By this time it was about four o’clock,
and all hopes of getting home were lost.
So there we sat in the car, not knowing
exactly where we were, the engine dead,
and knowing that staying there meant
freezing to death. So my dad, being an
old-timer and raised in the north country,
said, “Brother, did you see the big corner
post back there, a quarter of a mile, on
the right side of the road?” I told Dad
I believed I had. That corner post was
the end of a fence for us to follow, and
facing a blinding storm made us wonder
just where we were and just how far we
had gone for sure since we sighted the
corner post; but we knew the country
and almost every post in the country, and
a big one was a landmark. There was no
timber in this country, nothing but bald
flatland stretching for miles and miles,
only the stars at night and wind by day
to guide you. Now, as we both knew, the
wind never changes directions once a
man-killing storm strikes. The wind that
had caused us so much hell for almost two
days all at once became our guiding light,
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for now that fierce wind might help us to
find our way. If only we could muster
enough strength to endure the cold.

The big corner post made all the
decisions for us. We walked for about
fifteen minutes arm in arm, for unless
we had our arms linked together, we
could not see each other most of the
time. We knew getting separated meant
only one thing, lost and dead, and when
one of us fell down, we would stop right
there and get our bearings again before
going on. We could not see much over
two to four feet. We knew we had to get
somewhere pretty soon.

Now we were pretty sure that corner
post was a northwest corner of Andy
Reinert’s ranch and that his small frame
house was about a half mile east of it.
We talked about how to stay alive by
breathing in through our nose and out
the mouth, so as not to freeze our lungs.
We also talked about keeping our blood
stirred up by swinging our arms and
bending over and back again, so as not
to let our blood start freezing in our
veins. By now the snow had driven into
our clothes, making exercise a strenuous
task. Our masks were frozen stiff, for our
breath would freeze and make solid ice
over most of our face. We would walk

east or sideways to the wind for about
a hundred yards, then stop, stand still,
unlock arms, and swing our arms so as to
get our blood going again.

Then we’d turn south with the wind to
our back. That way we would be going
straight south again, and by doing that,
we would not miss the fence that went
east from that corner post. As planned,
we ran right into it. Russian thistles, or
tumbleweed, some as large as a washing
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the
summer, and when frost
they break loose
from the ground and the

machine, grow in

comes

wind starts them to rolling
across the prairie. If a fence
happens to be in their path,
it stops them, making high
piles, so when snow comes
they fill with
snow, and you have a very
high drift. So here we were
behind a big pile that had built up on the
fence, and snow had drifted about six

blowing,

feet high, so the fence was hard to follow.
Thank God most of the drifts were on the
south side of the fence and we were trying
to go east on the north side!

But there was one catch to it. How were
we going to know when we got to Andy’s
ranch? We kept tapping the fence every
five or six feet or so. We knew he had a
gate in that fence that led to his house, but
if for some reason the gate was closed, we
could walk right by and not know it, so we
had to keep watch and keep tapping the
fence to make sure this did not happen.
It was stll twenty-five to thirty degrees
below zero, and the wind had not let up
yet, about seventy to seventy-five miles per
hour. Icicles four to six inches long hung
down from our mouths.

As we continued east, tapping the
fence, Dad jerked my arm and stopped.
He leaned over and shouted, “No
fence!” So we figured we had reached
the barbed-wire gate that was open and
that led to Andy’s shack, but leaving
that fence meant losing our security and
giving us a feeling of being lost if luck
did not come our way. We knew if we
missed that shack by twenty feet, we
could go on and on.

So now, what next? We knew that
Andy’s shack was about a hundred yards
or so south of that gate, so we locked
arms again and went south. I could not
see my dad most of the time. We walked
south and felt ourselves climbing up a

ARTICLE

steep grade. We knew the ground was
level, so we kept on climbing higher and

higher, and all at once we both fell, about
twelve feet. The snow had drifted around
the shack and left about three feet all
around the house, and that is where we
found ourselves.

We picked ourselves up and felt around
the house to the east side, knowing the
door was on the east. I knocked on the
old wooden handmade door, and Andy
opened it. The first thing he said was,
“Don’t knock on the door, get the hell in
here, and how in the hell could you live
out in that storm?”

We told him our story, and his wife got
us something to eat and a shot of good
whiskey. Then Andy asked if we would
help kill his cattle, which were freezing
to death or suffocating, for snow turns
to powder and gets in the lungs. So we
grabbed ball-peen hammers and put over
a hundred out of their misery. We would
knock them in the head, and they never
fell. They just froze to death standing up.
He wanted to kill those cattle at a time
when they could not feel anything, for if
any had lived, they would never be able
to walk again. As we went through the
hundred head some had their tongues
hanging out; that meant the powdery
snow had already closed their nostrils
and they had tried to breathe through
their mouths. We never stopped to hit
them; they were already dead. I saw two
or three big bulls in that bunch, but their
fighting days were over.
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And then, as we were finishing killing
cattle, a rancher rode up and said,
“Come quick! I found the lost school bus,
with the kids all dead!” He was in his
wagon with a big team of horses. He was
shouting with all the power he possessed,
but at first we didn’t understand what
he said. He bellowed out again, “Come
quick!” We all ran to him, thinking he
might be crazed by the cold. When he
came closer, we could see who it was. He
was covered with ice, and the neck of a
bottle was sticking out of his fur coat. The
poor man had his eyes almost froze shut.
It didn’t take long to realize something
very bad had happened. We wondered if
he could take us back to the bus, as he
was crying, “My kids are in there!” At
this point no one knew there was a bus
lost, for Andy did not have any kids in
school. This was now about 5:00 PM.
on the twenty-ninth. It was getting dark,
getting colder, not snowing so much,
but still blowing. The man in the wagon
was almost frozen, and his speech was
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blurred from exhaustion, for he had been
lost himself, hunting for those children all
night and all that day and stumbling on
to them by chance.

We ran in the shack, picked up some
corn-shuck mattresses, and beat those
horses over the back to get to that bus
as quick as possible. It was a little over
half a mile. We drove the wagon up to

the north side of the bus, for the snow
had drifted high on the south side. The
door of the bus was also on the south,
making it almost impossible to get to.
We noticed a broken window as we
drove up. We got to the door, finally,
by frantically digging it out with our
hands and feet but noticed it was not
latched. There was a cold silence; only

ARTICLE

the howling wind could we hear. As
we opened the door, there was a boy
slumped over the steering wheel, no
coat, and just able to moan. We found
out later he had given his clothing to the
younger ones. We grabbed him and slid
him out the door. The rest were huddled
together with arms and legs frozen stiff.
We frantically took them to the door
As I looked back to the corner, I almost
fainted, for inside that bus I found my
girl friend, delirious and almost frozen
to death. The message I was receiving
back at the store the day before really
meant something, but I did not know
it then. Her legs and arms were froze,
her face a pale blue. She could barely
roll her eyes and could speak no more.
She was almost at life’s end. I grabbed
her gently but as fast as I could and
pulled her to the door, for snow had
packed in over three feet deep in the
bus. I knew she went to that school, but
she normally rode a horse to and from
school. The look on her face and the rest
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of the children, no man

can explain, for the
snow had blown in
and packed so hard

you could barely move
them. It was a horrible
sight and feeling, and
why did this have to
happen? Three of the
kids were dead, and the
rest were delirious and
frozen near death.

Four of us grabbed
kids like they were bales
of hay It took about d
two minutes to load a o
wagonload of seventeen
frozen kids. There was not a word spoken,
for we all knew what was ahead and what
had to be done. We covered them up and
climbed in the wagon. Then we headed
back to Andy’s shack, which was a little
over half a mile away. The horses were
big and strong, so the rancher never
spared the whip.

Back at the little ranch house were
Andy’s wife, who was expecting their
second child, and their two-year-old son.
Andy said, “T've got to get my wife and
kid out of here quick,” for on that bus
were a sister and a brother of his wife,
and we were bringing them to the house
not knowing if we could save them or not.
So about that time a neighbor showed
up, and he bundled up Andy’s wife and
son and took them about four miles east
of Andy’s house. That left the empty
house with four men and seventeen
frozen children. As we were carrying the
children into the house, two more died
in our arms. We took them to the back
room and laid them on a pile of snow,
for snow had blown in and had covered
the floor.

It looked like a hopeless case. All
men, no medicine, no phone, no way
to get help, and not much experience
with freezing and dying children. The
house had six inches to a foot of snow
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on the board floor. Snow had blown in
through the cracks. By this time three or
four fathers and ranchers, who had been
hunting all night and all day for the kids,
had come. One of the fathers found his
only child, a boy, dead. He also had been
hunting all night and day for the bus,
only to find his son at Andy’s house in
the back room. But what a hero he was!
This man worked all night along with all

the rest and up to about noon the next
day, when everyone started the search for
the bus driver. Finally he collapsed in the
snow and was taken to a hospital with
pneumonia and did not get to go to the
funeral of his only child.

In desperation we started rubbing
the kids down with snow. We cut the
top of a fifty-five-gallon barrel out
and filled it with distillate—what’s
now called diesel fuel. We stripped
the kids, one by one, and put them in
the barrel of distillate, trying to draw
the frost out and get circulation going

Ny
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again, and keeping the
temperature as high as
possible in that shack,
which was about forty
to fifty degrees, using
cow chips as fuel.

the kids
started to come to and

Some of

began to ask where the
driver was. We fed them
warm water and potato
soup. We had kids laying
on horsehides, saddle
blankets; anything that
was loose on both ends,
we used it. Kids would
scream with pain as the
frost started to come out. We would grab
snow off the floor and rub their arms
and legs. We knew this had worked in
times past, for every man there, including
myself, had experienced frozen feet or
hands before.

We had to get a doctor and news to the
outside world fast! Everyone was frantic,
so here 1s what we did. This was now
about six or seven o’clock at night on the
second day. Some of the men raced by
horseback and got three or four old cars
at a large ranch nearby that belonged
to ranch hands that worked there, and
chained them bumper to bumper. They
started out for a phone and help at Holly,
Colorado, thirteen miles away. They had
to go back the same road Dad and I had
come up that same day. They had to go
with the wind, or south. They also had to
go through the same high drift that took
Dad and me so long getting through, and
the deep dip in the road. By using that
many cars, it worked like a bulldozer, and
the back cars pushed the front car right
through all the drifts. In about an hour
they reached a phone.

In the meantime, while they were
gone, Andy and I went back with a team
of horses to the bus for the dead we had
left. It was dark, and the moon started to
show through the clouds, and as we drove
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along;, still about twenty below zero, the
wagon wheels would sing that crunching
noise made by running over the frozen
snow. It was not a very pleasant mission,
but it had to be done. When we arrived
back at the bus, we backed the wagon up
to the open bus door. Andy looked in and
turned his head and said, “Elbern, can
you go in and get those kids?” What Andy
saw inside that bus was a little boy with
blood frozen on him from his head to
his waist. As we found later, the children
had slapped each other in desperate
attempts to keep everyone awake. I told
him to hold the reins of the team and I
would go. Inside, the bus was half-full of
snow and the children frozen together.
One was a girl of fifteen, who died on
her birthday; one girl, seven, turned out
to be the driver’s daughter; there was a
boy about eight years old. I pulled them
apart, put them in my arms, and carried
them out and laid each down in the
wagon, which had bundles of feed at the
bottom. Then we both got in the wagon
and drove slowly back. The fathers were
still all there, taking care of the children,

working feverishly to save each one, but
the families at home did not know what
was going on. Someone had to go and
notify mothers and families.

So me being the youngest in the bunch
and raised a good horseman, they picked
me for the ride at about 10:00 PM. that
night, to spread the word to the mothers
at home. Andy said, “Go out and saddle
up that brown cutting horse and ride the
route and tell the wives and families what
has happened and who is dead and who
1s alive.”

I didn’t relish the idea, but be strong 1
must. The storm had slowed down, still

BLIZZARD
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drifting and twenty to twenty-five below
zero. My first thought was I never saw
this horse before. So four or five men
jumped up and said, “Let’s help that
poor boy get started on his way” We
gabbed our coats, our masks over our
faces, and headed for the barn.

Getting to the barn was not easy, but
when we got the door open, the snow
had packed so tight in the barn and so
high the horses were above the door, and
no way could we get in the barn or get
the horses out. Several horses were kept
in the barn at all times day and night so
as to have transportation if needed, for
the horse was the trusted way to travel.
About once a week they would go out
on the range and drive in several more
and exchange. That way they had fresh
horses and also allowed the others the
exercise of the range. Because horses like
to fight, they were always kept in stalls
or separated from each other. Inside the
barn they were standing on that packed
snow, six feet deep. They were hanging
themselves on their halter ropes, and no
way could we get them out the door. So
there was only one thing to do.

We ran back to the house, got crow-
bars, and took enough roof off the
barn so we could get the horses out
through the roof. I found the horse I
thought Andy was talking about. The
saddle covered with snow was hanging
on a peg up close to the
roof. I took it down,
but it was frozen stiff.
I thought to myself,
Maybe
bareback and leave the
saddle at home, but,
thinking again, With

I better go

my clothes frozen stff,
how would I get on
that horse without a
saddle? I cleaned most
of the snow off and put
it on his back, noticing
he had powerful front

ARTICLE

shoulders and legs from being used as a
roping horse. He sure was the animal I
needed and I said to myself, You don’t
know what is ahead of you.

It took about five minutes of blowing
my breath on the bit before I could put
it in his mouth, for if it’s not warmed
up, it would stick to his tongue. I then
led him out and started to get on, but no
way. The saddle was frozen, and he was
in no mood to be ridden. So I led him
about a quarter of a mile and at the same
time got my own blood going again. I
thought, Now is the time to pile on, for
I had about fifteen miles to go and time
was running out.

I turned him around and around, and
about the third time around, on top I
went, and away we went! Now thinking,
What am I going to say, and how am I
going to say it? But as I drew closer to
my first stop, I said, Be strong and get
going, five more stops till morning. I told
my story as brief and fast as possible,
and they wanted to go right then, but
I told them everything was being done
possible, and a house twenty-five feet by
twenty-five feet barely holds seventeen
children lying on a snow-covered floor
and at that time about ten men. There
was room for no more.

The horse proved to be an animal of
strength, plowing through snowdrifts so
deep he could not stand at times and fell
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to his knees. Despite the twenty-degree-
below temperature, he began to sweat,
and the sweat made long icicles, which
made him look like a snowman with ice
crystals hanging under his belly, adding
extra weight he did not need.

I was pushing him to the limit. The
storm was blowing over now, but the
wind was fierce. Now I had one more
stop to make, but it was going to be the
hardest of them all, for it was about four
miles from the last stop I had made and
was a house built underground. I could
easily miss it, for snow probably had
covered it up. I took my bearings with the
North Star and kept the wind to the side
of my face, for this was close to midnight
and no fence to follow. I looked to the sky,
and there was a big star shining right in
the direction I wanted to go. My horse by
now was getting awful tired, so I got off
and walked. While I walked, there were
a lot of memories crossing my mind, for
this was the house of the bus driver I
was headed for. The driver and his wife
liked to dance, so every two or three
weeks the whole country would gather at
this place to square dance. There wasn’t
much entertainment going on out on
these bald flats, so the dance was a big
hit. My dad, sister, and myself played
harps for several years at most dances in
the country. We got to know these people
real well, and this was going to make my
job even harder. These people were from
the South and had never seen a storm
like this before. I also knew this woman
was softhearted and a hard worker. They
had moved here a couple of years before
and bought their 160 acres of land for
twenty cents an acre, which was the
going price at that time. They dug their
house underground, for lumber was
scarce and hard to get. This lady worked
alongside her husband with pick and
shovel, making the house, thinking, Now
we have a house of our own, and now
here I come riding up in the middle of
the night with news that it’s all over.

BLIZZARD
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In the meantime I had to get back
on my horse, for I was not making very
good time walking. I almost rode past
but noticed something sticking out of
the snow, and sure enough I had hit it on
the nail. I got off my horse, tied him to
a post, and stumbled two or three times
around the house, trying to find a way
to get in, for snow had all but covered
it. Finally, I saw a little upright building
that looked like an outside toilet. I dug
the snow from around the door. It was
dark, snow was blowing, and it was about
twenty below zero. I was about frozen
myself, for icicles were hanging down
and around my mouth. It was labor just
to talk. I thought, My God, maybe they,

too, are frozen.

I kicked the door hard several times,
and at the same time this poor woman
was trying to get the door open from the
inside. She had stuffed the cracks with
rags to help keep the cold out. Between
her and me we finally got the door open.
She asked me in. She did not know what
had happened. She was calm, but cold
and hungry, and was cradling her baby
in her arms.

It was awful hard to tell her what was
going on, keeping in mind she was all
alone in this world. Her husband and
daughter had already frozen to death,
but she did not know. That was what
I was there for. How do you tell her? I
thought. We talked a few minutes. She
sat down by a cold stove and said to me,
“Where is my husband and daughter?”
I began choking back tears. I told her
what happened. You can imagine what

ARTICLE

was going through her mind. She paused
a minute, looking to the floor, and then
said, “Elbern, I don’t have hardly any
food and nothing to burn in that stove,
so I better go with you.” And when it
began to sink in what I had said, she
broke down and cried. I tried to console
her the best I could. Finally I told her if
she could hold out till morning, someone
would come after her.

Then I headed back to the ranch
where the children were. It was then after
midnight. I saw my horse was getting
awful tired. His shoulders began to
tremble, so I got off and walked. I could
walk on top of the snowdrifts, but he
would break through. In places he would
go belly deep and I would be standing on
top. All the time I kept wondering what
was going on at home, but I thought,
Look what those poor kids and parents
are going through at this point!

I got back to the ranch about 1:00 A.M.
unsaddled my horse, and turned him loose
among the hundred head of dead cattle,
all standing up. Those cows, calves, and
bulls looked like ghosts in the night. Well,
I asked myself, is there anything more can
happen? And there was.

You can imagine what it looked like
inside the house. There was water, mud,
and slush all over the floor, snow still three
feet deep in the corners, and that many
people in there made a foul air. Tin plates
and forks and spoons on the floor in the
muck. Some tried to feed themselves, but
their frozen arms would not work and
could not hang on to anything

Now my job was to carry cow chips to
the potbellied stove until morning. About
2:00 A.M., an hour after I got back to
the ranch, the first doctor arrived with
a caravan of six or seven cars, from
Tribune, Kansas, twenty-one miles
away. It took about five hours for that
caravan to reach the little ranch house.
On arriving about 2:00 A.M. the drivers
found no shelter, for the little ranch house
would hold no more. But they thought
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of that before leaving home, and they
brought with them loads of quilts and
blankets, expecting the old cars and
the sky above to be their hotel rooms.
A doctor from Holly came, bringing
medicine and another nurse, making
the shack more crowded than ever. By
this time the children were all coming to,
crying, screaming, needing to go to the
bathroom, which was buried in snow out
in the yard. The children still could not
walk, so we had to carry them.

As soon as the doctors were there,
they went right to work. They said,
“Let’s get these kids to a hospital quick!”
But “How?” was the question. When
morning came, help started to pour in
from everywhere.

A big cabin plane came roaring in from
the west. I never saw such excitement.
It circled a time or two, and we rushed
out to signal where it could land. It was
from Denver, and then a smaller plane
came in from Lamar, sixty miles away.
Just north of the ranch lay 160 flat acres,
so both planes landed, bringing doctors
and nurses. When the planes arrived,
the doctors and parents were already
preparing the children for the trip to the
hospital. The children had to be carried
about a quarter-mile through knee-deep
snow, but there was lots of help. Two
people would lock hands together, and
two more would place a child in their
arms, and so it went. They all got to the
planes about the same time.

HARNER AND SECREST,CHILDREN OF THE STORM, XVill
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We loaded all the children on both
planes, wrapping them in quilts, blankets,
and heavy coats, for the smaller plane had
an open cockpit. We bid them good-bye.
The pilots had been keeping the engines
warmed up all this time, for it was still
fifteen below zero. Then one of the pilots
warned everyone to get out of the way,
for he was in a hurry to get moving. He
wound the motor and headed into the
wind, spraying snow like a storm, and the
other followed, and in forty-five minutes
they were at the hospital.

Now we still had to find the bus driver.
By this time there were 150 people from
everywhere, so they decided to walk
about a hundred feet apart and cover
the ground they thought he might have
walked. So after the children were off
and gone, we all lined up and took a one-
half-mile-wide path, going all directions
from the bus.

As we walked, I noticed a man on a
horse coming in the distance. He seemed
to be in an awful hurry. He rode up to
me and said, “I hate to tell you this. Your
sister also perished at her schoolhouse,
back home.” My dad was about fifty feet
from me, so I called him over and told
him the news I had just heard. I looked
at my dad and he looked at me. We both
said, How could this be? For she had
been taught from the time she was a little
girl not to trust those awful storms. Dad
always said, “Kids, I have seen people
freeze to death before,” and he cautioned
never get out where
you can’t get back.
It was almost more
than we could take.

We dropped out
of the
and went back to
the
were a lot of people
milling around the

manhunt

ranch. There
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yard. We told them what we had heard,
and everyone was eager to help. By this
time they had let the horses loose in the
corral, so we rounded up four big work-
horses, dug the harness out of the snow,
put the one team to a wagon, and trailed
the other two. We took a big rope along
to pull the car out.

It was completely covered with snow.
We dug down, and it took all four horses
to pull it out. The car was packed so full
of snow inside and under the hood that
it took an hour to dig out around the
engine. We pulled the car back to the
ranch house where all the children had
been and set a fire under the engine to
thaw the ice and snow. Iinally we got it
going. Dad and I then got in and started
for home. By this time there were tracks
everywhere, so traveling was much easier,
but in some places the wind had drifted
the tracks shut, making our progress very
slow and hazardous.

There were no graded roads in that
area. The only roads were ruts, the result
of wagons and old cars traveling in the
same tracks for years. They would grind
into the earth, and the wind would blow
away the dirt, making a deep rut, and that
1s what we had to avoid if we expected to
reach home.

So we thought if we went east and
took the prairie where the snow was
not very deep, we could finally make it.
But between where we were and home,
about ten miles, there were three or four
drift fences, erected for the purpose of
keeping cattle on the range from straying.
The gates in them were where the ruts
were, so in order to keep going, we had
to get up speed enough to drive right
through those drift fences.

We were in a state of shock. Nothing
seemed too big for us to handle; we had
only one thing in mind: Get home and
fast! The posts were about sixteen feet

Class photograph of Pleasant Hill School’s (Towner;, CO) furst through
sixth graders taken shortly before the tragedy.

08002

2 AMERICAN HERI'TAGE SOCIETY ©2013 | fourscoremake bistory | www.4score.org

10



LAMAR DAILY NEWS, MARCH 1931

BLIZZARD

— CONTINUED —

Five chuldren perished, along with their bus driver; in this makeshift school bus that stalled on the
open prairie on the west edge of the Holly-Towner Road during the blizzard of March 1931.

apart, so the first fence we came to, Dad
said, “Give it hell,” and right through the
fence we went. At one point one of the
barbed wires came across the head-lights,
one across the radiator, and the third right
across the windshield. We hit that fence
full speed ahead at about twenty-five miles
per hour. We had the car in low gear for
the power that we had to have to snap
all three wires at the same time and not
stall. There still were three more to drive
through. As we came to each fence, we
drove right through. The last mile was
good going. It was awful cold, but the
snow had stopped. We could see the house
by now and braced ourselves for the worst.

As we pulled up to the house, the
door opened and Edna came out to
find out where we had been. Dad and
I both started to cry, and my sister
said, “What is the matter?” And after
gaining composure, I said to her, “You

12

are supposed to be dead!” We were so
overjoyed we could hardly talk. We’d
had no sleep or rest for two days and one
night. How the rumor got to the man on
the horse no one will ever know. What
did happen was that the man who was
so concerned about my sister turned out
to be my brother-in-law six months later.
After the driver of the school bus was
found, this young man showed up at our
house on the same horse in the middle

of the night, to find his bride-to-be living
and well.

My sister, as it turned out, had kept
her children in her schoolhouse about
thirty hours, until the storm was over,
and saved all, and that is why she was
home to greet us when we returned
from our ordeal.

After we pulled ourselves together—
we were still in shock, I suppose—we
drove back that same afternoon to the
bus, just to take a second look and take
some pictures. We heard growling. Inside

the side
mongrel dog, a small

door was a

one, and it turned out
to be the pet of ;
the little girl who '%7 - &0
had been the first
one to die.

The dog had come some six miles to
that bus, and he was guarding a beret
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he had found that belonged to his little
mistress. He guarded it until he himself
froze to death. How the dog found the
bus, only God will know!

Later we found out everything that had
gone on in the bus. Many kids came to
their schools on horseback or in buggies,
but this particular school had a 1929
Chevrolet six-cylinder bus. When the
storm began, the teacher and the bus
driver decided home was the best place
for the children, but the driver didn’t
much want to start, thinking maybe it
might get worse before he could make his
rounds. But against his better judgment
they loaded the kids, twenty in all, and
started to take them home. The kids
rejoiced, thinking, No school, we are
going to have a vacation for a few days!
and all climbed in the bus, singing and
happy as larks. Some started to eat their
lunches, for they had a long ride home.

It then was about nine o’clock the
first day. As he left the school, the driver
soon realized he could not see where
he was going. He looked back, and the
schoolhouse was out of sight. He knew a
graded road running north and south was
about a mile to the east, and he thought
with luck he would hit that road and
follow it. But instead, he went in circles,
around and around in what is known as
Dead Horse Lake. No water in it.

The storm by now was at full speed,
visibility was zero, and snow was beginning

.. toturn to powder. The temperature had

dropped from sixty above to close to
zero. The driver could not see a thing,
all landmarks went out of sight, and
The driver

they might recognize.

decided he would try and get back to the

_ schoolhouse, for he knew he had not

:'..\. ‘)!. -
% y» gone very far.

He started up again, and as he
circled the lake bed, his turns got
bigger and bigger until he came to the
outer edge, and in his last circle he went
straight across the road he was searching
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for. The front wheels made the bar ditch,
but the back ones did not. The engine was
only running on three or four cylinders,
and it died for good right there.

The kids started to clap their hands in
joy and hollered, “We made it!” for they
always crossed a ditch getting in and out
of the schoolyard, and they thought they
had got back where they started. But
the driver knew better and told the kids,
“No, we are somewhere else, and lost.”
That scared the kids, and they started
asking, “Now what are we going to do?”
The driver told the kids, “I will dump
the water out of this cream can”—a ten-
gallon can they had hauled water to the
school each day in—"and build a fire.”
So he tore the seats out and got a fire
going inside the bus. There they sat all
day and temperatures dropped to thirty
below zero, and it wasn’t long till the
bus started to fill up with snow. Things
started to look bad, and the driver told
the kids, “Keep moving, or we all are
going to freeze.” He told the kids stories
and tried to keep them close to the fire.
They burned up all the seats; then they
burned their books.

Still no help. By this time about nine
hours had passed, the kids had already
caten most of their food but had no
water, so they licked a little snow now and
then to soothe their throats. For the past
several hours all whooped together in
hopes someone might be passing by and
hear them. They were freezing to death
and knew it. So night was coming on,
and the children began to get tired. The
driver tried in desperation to keep the
kids from going to sleep. He would watch
every child; but his hands became so
numb, and his mind became slower and
slower. Knowing what was taking place,

BLIZZARD
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he asked some of the older children to
rub each other’s faces and legs and arms.
That seemed to be the only and last thing
that could be done before death set in.
He even coaxed them to fight, to get their
blood stirred up.

One of the kids broke out a window
on the north side, letting snow by the
bucket fall in. The bus soon filled up.
That made moving about worse by the
minute. They had no light; they could
not see one another, snow blowing
in and kids tramping it down till it

was about three feet deep in the bus.
Keeping those kids on top and not
trampling the small ones was almost
impossible. This went on all night, and
still help was not in sight. Some of the
kids heroically gave their coats to others.
They prayed to give them strength to
hold out till morning. By morning, when
it was just light enough to see, the driver
tried to rally the children but noticed
two would not move. They were already
frozen stiff. One of them was the girl
fifteen years old. She died holding her
sister on her lap. The other was the boy
about eight. The kids pulled them to the
back of the bus and laid them on top
of one another, facedown, for the oldest
girl froze with her eyes open and the kids
thought she was staring at them. That
scared the rest, and panic set in.

Now day broke, and still no help. Snow
had blown in so deep their heads were

ARTICLE

about to touch the roof. The driver said,
“I’'m going for help; pray for my return,”
and reached down and kissed and hugged
his daughter. The kids that were still able
to speak begged the driver not to go, for
two of the older children had just got
back from crawling on their elbows and
knees for about a hundred feet down the
bar ditch and could hardly get back. But
he knew staying there any longer would
help none. He turned and almost fell out
the door. He never saw them again. He
was found the next day about two miles
south of the bus in a wheat field, both
hands cut to the bone by barbed wire,
trying to follow the fence. This was a
brave man.

After he left and before the kids
became delirious, they looked out and
saw our car and screamed, “Help has
1” But to the sorrow of all, we left
the car, not knowing that we had come
within two hundred feet of hitting the
bus broadside.

I have often wondered why we could

come

not have traveled that extra two hundred
feet. We might have been able to save two
more children.

I attended the funeral of all six. They
were buried in a row, as airplanes flew
overhead and dropped petals of flowers,
while the choir sang “From Every Stormy
Wind That Blows.”

Just two hundred feet north of where
our car went in the ditch is a marble
monument that marks the spot where
these courageous children lost their lives.

I had to grow up real fast in that
thirty-six hours of hell and can still see
those frozen faces. The only nice thing I
can say 1is, we lost almost everything we
owned, but we all lived through it. We
could start over.
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FieErcE BLizzARD: 11 DEATHS IN THE USA
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MONDAY 30 MARCH 1931, PAGE 9

http://trove.nla.gov.au/ndp/del/article/32508558

FIERCE BLIZZARD.
11 DEATHS IN U.S.A.
School Children Frozen in 'Bus.

DENVER (Colorado), March 28—A violent blizzard, described as the worst in the
region for half a century, raged over the Rocky Mountains and States on Thursday
and yesterday. The wind reached a velocity of 70 miles anhour and temperatures
were below zero. At least 11 lives were lost, three persons are missing and many
more are in such a serious condition from exposure and frost bite that further
deaths are feared. Hundreds of frozen cattle are standing in snowdrifts. Five school
children were frozen to death in a snowed-in motor 'bus at Towner, and their
17 companions who were rescued are suffering from pneumonia and effects of
the intense cold. They are given only a fighting chance of living. On Thursday,
when the blizzard threatened to block the roads, the children were dismissed from
the Towner school and the school 'bus set out on an 11-mile run to take them
home. The storm broke suddenly when the bus had covered one mile and the
crowded vehicle ran into a ditch. It was soon engulfed in a 15 ft. drift and snow and
sleet quickly buried any possible fuel supply. Frightened and hungry, the children
huddled together in an attempt to keep warm. The driver kept the engine running
until the petrol supply was exhausted, and books and plank seats were burned.
The driver remained with the children all night and yesterday struck out alone
to secure help. His frozen body was found to-day in a field several miles away. A
ranchman looking for lost cattle found the 'bus to-day and carried the children a
mile to his two-room hut. An aeroplane from Pueblo took two of them back to
the town and the remainder lie on the floor of the hut. A physician and nurse are
present, but they are hampered by lack of medical supplies. J. Ryan (13), the oldest
boy in the 'bus, is one of the survivors, but he is suffering from pneumonia and
his frozen legs and arms may have to be amputated. Describing what happened
after the driver left, he said:— 'One of the children broke a window of the car
by accident and we were unable to keep the cold air out. The children were then
so cold that I was unable to get them to move. I started some boxing matches:
but they did not last. I noticed my brother Orlo freezing and gave him all my
clothes except my underwear. He died, anyway. I became exhausted and lay down
in a pile with the rest. Twenty children and a teacher were rescued to-day from
the schoolhouse at Horace (Kansas) after having been isolated for two days and
nights. A bus driver and four Sheridan Lake (Colorado) school children who had
been missing since Thursday morning were also found safe at a farm. Physicians
and charity agencies are being mobilised over a wide area, including Wyoming,
Colorado, South Dakota, Nebraska, and the western parts of Kansas, Oklahoma,
and Texas.
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them to move. started some box
matches: lwt thn did not last. 1 noti
my brother Orlo freezing and gave him all
my clothes except my underwear. He died,
anyway, | became exhansted and lay down
in a pile with the rest.”

Twenty childrea and a teacher were
reacned to-day from the schoolhouse at
Horace (Kansas) after having been isolated
for twe days and nights, A 'bug driver
and four Sheridan iCohmln) school
children whe minsing since Thurs-
!da,r morning were aleo found safe st a
arm,

Physicians and charity agencies m
being mobilised over a wide area, inclodi
Wryoming, Colorado, Bouth Dakota, beb
raska and the western parta of Kansas,
Oklahoma. and Texas.
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DOCUMENT

BLIZZARD
MANY DEATHS

U.S. BL1ZZARD

TOWNSVILLE DAILY BULLETIN (QLD. : 1885 - 1954)
TUESDAY 31 MARCH 1931, PAGE 4

http://trove.nla.gov.au/ndp/del/article/61585987

MANY DEATHS.
LS. Blizzard.

TOWNKNER 1Coloradn), March 28

Five chidren msrooned for 3
huurs 0 & efnwed 10 st hon] bus neat
hete, periehed from exposure, aiso the
bur driver. who started for help
The survivors were remuved on Ssiur-
day by & reacuer. ten 1eceiving
emergency trextment suffering from
e0ld and prneumonia It s probable
they burred the wschonl bhonks and
plank sea! fo keep them warm but
the 1ntense (014 oLYercame Yhetm afler
a8 sturdy fight

A bilezard In the Rocky Mountaing
and Plains Btates has resulted o at
jeast 12 dead, including the Towner
bus tragedy and three misaing, who
are believed 10 have perished  EReores
are in & senous condition from frost
'er Aand ex ure

Twenly children and a teacher were
tescuerd in a schoo! house at Horsce,
Kantas. after being (solated for tws
days and a night

Phyriciane and charity agencies Are
hwing mobilised over a wide mrea In
rluding Wyoming., Colorado, Bouth
Daknte, Nebraske and Western parts
nf Kansar Dklahoma and Texas
Cattle by the hundreds are standing In
the snowdrifta frozen to death

MANY DEATHS.
U.S. Blizzard.

TOWNER (Colorado). March 28

Five children marooned for 36 hours in a snowed in school bus
near here, perished from exposure, also the bus driver, who
started for help. The survivors were removed on Saturday by a
rescuer, ten receiving emergency treatment suffering from cold
and pneumonia. It is probable they burned the school books and
plank seats to keep them warm, but the intense cold overcame
them after a sturdy fight.

A blizzard in the Rocky Mountains and Plains States has
resulted in at least 12 dead, including the Towner 'bus tragedy
and three missing, who are believed to have perished. Scores are
in serious condition from frost bites and exposure.

Twenty children and a teacher were rescued in a school house
at Horace, Kansas after being isolated for two days and a night.

Physicians and charity agencies are being mobilized over a wide
area. Including Wyoming, Colorado, South Dakota, Nebraska
and Western parts of Kansas, Oklahoma and Texas. Cattle by the
hundreds are standing in the snowdrifts frozen to death.
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BLIZZARD
CHRYSLER ADVERTISEMENT
1928 CHRYSLER IMPERIAL

http://oldcarbrochures.org/index.php/NA/Chrysler_and_Imperial/1928_Chrysler/
1928_Chrysler_ Imperial_80_Brochure/1928-Chrysler-Imperial-80-03

BGhe New Imperial “80” Boun Sedan

(Five Passengers)

A smirirep, flashing car, typical of the modern trend.
The top and rear quarters are finished in a soft,
weatherproof fabric, especially made, in a shade to har-

Bedford cord with either pigskin facings or broadcloth
trim—or, mohair plush. Upholstery styles to suit in-
dividual tastes may be obrained ar slight extra cost.

monize with the body color. The upholstery is Trunk rack, fender wells and bumpers are standard.

; 3 e ® e O O o o ° .
The sturdiness of this car
helped the narrator and his
father stay alive in the 1931
Colorado blizzard. They
plowed through snowdrifts
on their sixty mile drive back

* , home to Lamar, Colorado.

08002 @ AMERICAN HERITAGE SOCIETY ©2013 | fourscoremate history | www.4score.org 15


http://oldcarbrochures.org/index.php/NA/Chrysler_and_Imperial/1928_Chrysler/1928_Chrysler_Imperial_80_Brochure/1928-Chrysler-Imperial-80-03
http://oldcarbrochures.org/index.php/NA/Chrysler_and_Imperial/1928_Chrysler/1928_Chrysler_Imperial_80_Brochure/1928-Chrysler-Imperial-80-03
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BLIZZARD

TOWNER ScHoOOL Bus
http://www.kiowacounty-colorado.com/RPT-PleasantHillPlanDraft.pdf

IMAGE/MAP

PHOTOGRAPH OF THE TOWNER SCHOOL BUS
WHERE FIVE CHILDREN PERISHED MARCH 28, 1931.

THE VICINITY OF
THE PLEASANT HILL
BUS TRAGEDY IS SHOWN
IN THIS MAP.

Carl Miller
intended to
take the diogonal

@ 5 *Prairie Road" from the
VJP*‘:)?A school to the Untiedt form;
o instead he wandered in circles

through the field to the south,
eventually stalling in the ditch.

AREA ENLARGED ABOVE
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http://www.kiowacounty-colorado.com/RPT-PleasantHillPlanDraft.pdf

CALIFORNIA STATE UNIVERSITY, NORTHRIDGE

BLIZZARD

CoLORADO ATLAS OF PANORAMIC AERIAL IMAGES
http://130.166.124.2/co_panorama_atlas/index.html

http://[www.nationalatlas.gov/printable/printable Viewer. htm?imgF=images/
preview/reference/pagegen_co.gif&imgW=588&imgH=450
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