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    “Even though 
you are on the 
right track, you 
will get run over 

if you just sit 
there.”       
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Broadway Play Brings Remembrances Of One Providing Horses For War Effort  
   The recent Broadway  play “War Horse” in Kansas City drew standing ovation in every 
performance of a week’s run, and applauding acclaim was spread by all media, with 
nearly 2,000 seats filled to almost capacity each day, verifying appeal to all ages. 
   Sadly, one long reserved seat in the Municipal Auditorium’s Music Hall remained unoc-
cupied for the final matinee performance of “War Horse,” highly successful, award-
winning theatrical production based on a real life situation, and the book about it, with 
highly praised follow-up movie. 
   Lois Webb, widely known and respected Kansas City-area retired chiropractor and 
pastor, had much anticipated attendance. But, increasing infirmity prevented it, alt-
hough she still communicated enthusiastically prior to and after the play with her son, 
auctioneer Col. David Webb of Stilwell, who was there with friends, including this writer 
and spouse, as guests. 
   Storyline of “War Horse” brought memories to Lois Webb of stories repeated by fami-
ly members to her, while still a child, of relatives supplying horses to serve during World 

War I, and their essential, but often 
overlooked contribution to early day bat-
tles and conflicts around the world.  
   “I asked Mom if she would assemble a 
bit of history about her great uncle Harri-
son Mace, and his stories of buying and 
getting horses ready for World War I. 
The following writing is what she came 
up with,” said Col. Webb, advertiser of 
his public auctions on 580 WIBW. 
   “I carry a vivid memory of Uncle Harri-
son Mace, his person/presence when he 
returned to Brumley to see his brother, 
George, our grandfather. It had to have 

been in about 1937 or so, making me less than ten-years-old.  
   “We lived in the house south of Brumley, now Lake of the Ozarks. He stayed with us, 
likely having to do with bed occupancy at my grandparents' home.  
   “Anyway, at about 15-years-old, Harrison had taken the horse out, ridden him hard, 
and, like the saying goes: ‘put him away wet.’  His dad, Jackson Mace, threshed him 
hard for not properly attending the horse, and Uncle Harrison ran away from home.   
   “My first memory was his return, when Uncle Harrison owned land in Kansas with 
producing oil wells. He had become ‘fairly well off,’ as we said then.  
   “Evidently, after he left home, Uncle Harrison got a job with the government buying 
horses for World War I, and bought land from the profits he accumulated.   
   “It makes me also remember how Grandpa maintained his teams of horses.  His last 
team of horses were beautiful white geldings, named Abraham and Isaac. Their era 
knew horses,” Mrs. Webb contended. The Mace family owned teams and wagons 
(shown) for a commercial cargo hauling business. 
   “I have clear, early 1950s, memories of our family, calling on Uncle Harrison in the 
hospital at St. John. The staff welcomed us, emphasizing that we were guests in his 
home, that just happened to be the hospital, which we learned later that Uncle Harrison 
had funded and be quested to the city,” Mrs. Webb remembered.  


