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For The loue Of Horses 
Bat 'tf'ran� J. Bud1man 

Lifelong cowboy has seen many changes 
-"When a cowboy has been 

around over 90 years. he'S 
seen lots of changes." 

Born in 11}1'6, Fred Wor' 
rell, White Citi,y, w•�&:'l cow- · 
boy before he could even 
walk, and he still mounts up 
to help work cattle. 

"Nowadays, I borrow a 
horse from the Oleen Broth
ers at Dwight, and it does 
sometimes take me a while 
to get on1 but I can ride just 
fine," iilsisted Worrell, who 
walks straight at a swift 
pace, drives his pickup with

, out glasses and keeps up on 
the cattle business. 

"I haven't had my own 
horse since Ole Red died a 
couple ,o:f'Years ago. He was 
bur,ied right out there in the 
pasture,'' WorJ;ell explained. 
"I did 'linally· sell my last 

cows a while back, but I still 
have some pastures and 
help others with their cattle. 

While be and his wife of 
()Vet'l5 years, Wilda, don't 
dance as much as they used 
to, the couple goes out fre
quently for supper and visit
ing with many acquaintanc
es over a wide area. "I never 
smoked or drank much of 
the hard stuff, but I always 
liked to dance," Worrell 
claimed. "I will go to town 
for a beer with the boys oc
casionally, just to visit." 

There have been a lot of 
boys "who've followed me 
CFred) around," and it's sure
ly been an education for 
them. One of those boys is 
Aubrey Ruhnke, who con
tended, "Fred is a real cow
boy, and believe me, th�re 

aren't many. He's a gentle 
man who would help you 
anytime and never ask a 
thing in return." 

''We used to trad-e h�lp 
with other cattlemen. I 
never was a day worker so to 
speak, just helped my neigh
bors," related Worrell. "I've 
roped and doctored cattle 
from south to east to west to 
Skiddy and beyond." 

Worrell contributes 
much of the credit for his 
cowboy ability to his dad, 
Glen. "Dad jumped a freight 
train to Pueblo, Colo., and 
worked for the Hatchett 
Ranch, a 20,000-acre 
spread," Worrell proudly ac
counted. "What Dad learned 
there, he brought back and 
taught me." 

After returning to Morris 
County, the senior Worrell 
married Margaret Kamm of 

Skiddy. "That was a major 
cattle yard for trains in 
those days. Mom had to 
pump water for the steam 
engines when she was just a 
kid," acclaimed Worrell, 
who. had a brother and two 
sisters. 

Raised east of White City, 
Worrell was called at an 
early age to take over the 
family farmiug operation. 

· "We did it all with teams 
back then, but when the 
dust storms and Depression 
came in the '30s, Dad had to 
go to town to sell new Ford 
cars for $535. I took over the 
farm and the cattle," Worrell 
stated. "People don't under
stand how tough it was, but 
Dad believed in me. We 
worked loug, hard days with 
little pay, and we made it." 

Ridiug without a saddle, 
Worrell and his brother Les 
were racing their horses be
fore they were even en
rolled in the Garner one
rOom country school. "I 
started breaking colts when 
I was just a kid. A lot of 'em 
would come in on the train 
at Skiddy in the '30s, and I'd 
get $5 for' starting them," 
Worrell recalled. 

Once. when Worrell was 
feeling pretty uppity about 
his riding talents, his dad 
put him in his place: 
"There'll be a horse that'll 

throw you so high that a 
sparrow will build a nest in 
your taiL" Well, sure 
enough, Worrell did get 
bucked off hard shortly 
thereafter. 

"You know, I have been 
thrown a lot of times, but 
there never was a hoi'se th;lt 
I couldn't get conquered 
eventually," be clarified. 

Memories of cattle com� 
ing and going at the Skiddy 
train yards are fond f-or Wor
rell. "There weren't any 
trucks in those days for 
hauling horses and cattle. 
We had to get up in the mid
dle of the night to ride to the 
stockyards and be ready at 
daylight to drive the cattle 
to pasture," he remarked. 
"I've had to rope a lot of cat� 
tie at 10 o'clock at night, 
too." 

Worrell also talks about 
'Uncle Fred, Bill Ebbutt and 
Bill Fullerton as stockmen 
who helped him in his early 
years. 

"Bill Ebbutt was one of 
the ·best cowboys around, 
and he always rode kind of a 
wild horse," Worrell evalu
ated. "Somebody told him, 
'Bill that horse is goiug to 
kill you.' Sure enough, not 
long after that, Bill got 
bucked off and died. He was 
the bctst cowboy I ever 
koew." -

There wasn't- anybody 
better than Worrell's dad 
though,· in the son's opinion. 
"You kliow, I didn't realize it 
until later, but Dad was the 
smartest man alive," Worrell 
verifi�d. "I've used the ad
vice he gave me all of my 
life." 

· 

While he's roped and 
doctored lots of cattle, Wor
rell distinctively remem
bers one occasion. "I roped 
that big old cow going across 
the pasture 35 miles an 
hour, and she took off lickity 
cut in the opposite direc
tion, pulled the saddle over 
to the side of my horse and I 



landed in a heap. The fellow 
next to me hollered, 'I be
lieve Worrell's dead,' but I 
got back up, and put myself 
together," def'lared the old
timer, who never competed 
in rodeos, but had plenty of 
his own. · 

Worrell hasn't raised 
horses, but always trained 
his own. "I've had some goOd 
ones, but I'd say the best 
was Old Gray. He looked just 
like that gray in the pic
ture," cited Worrell, as he 
pointed to a big painting in 
the living room. 

Many photographs, in
cluding several of himself , 
his horses, his family, the 
farmstead· and his hero, 
John Wayne, are ·on the 
walls of the home Worrell 
built in 1980. "I paid for it 
(the home) with two cattle 
checks," he pointed out. 

A cow-calf operation was 
always Worrell's main enter
prise. "I had over 300 Cows; 
they were originally all 
Herefords; r was a Hereford 

man," he said. "I'd keep the 
calves oVer, graze them the 
next summer and sell in the 
fall. Sometimes, I'd have 

.. nearly 1,000 head of my own 
cattle." 

With about 2,300 acres 
under personal ownership, 
Worrell moved to his ranch 
headquarters northwest of 
White City in 1949 and 
added acreages as they be
came available. All total, he 
usually operated about 6,000 
acres, including rented 
land. 

"I was pretty spread out 
from down by Wilsey to 
Junction City to east of Alta 
Vista; it was over 80 miles to 
get the cattle all checked. 
Sometimes, I'd have to drive 
30 miles one way just to 
feed," he tabulated. 

"I always raised all of my 
own feed, so I had to do 
quite a bit of farming, too," 
Worrell asserted. 

Friends and neighbors 
were called-to help with cat
tle. "We didn't need a fancy 

corral, just a barbed. wire 
fence comer in a pasture. 
We'd hold the cows and 
calves in there, rope the 
calves and drag them to the 
fire to be branded and 
worked. It Wasn't much of a 
chore for a few good cow
boys," Worrell confirmed. 

Of his land, Worrell's 
greatest pride and joy has to 
be the four quarters put to� 
gether by Bill Fullerton to 
make a section pasture and 
then purchased from him by 
Worrell. 

"This really is a good pas
ture. I sold it to the Oleen 
Brothers on contract, but I 
still like to claim it. They 
run 100 cows in here and 
built that working facility," 
Worrell told as he hosted a 
tour of the Geary County 
pasture just over the Morris 
County line. 

"That big spring supplies 
water year-round It never 

went dry even in the '30s," 
shared Worrell, while walk
ing over a quarter of a mile 
in steep timber to show the 
fast-flowing spring head 
coming out of a pasture hilL 

Life is good, but there 
have been down days. 
"When the interest rates 
went up in the early '80s, I 
was forced to downsize my 
holdings some, but it made 
me get my house in order," 
stated Worrell, who has now 
sold the bulk' of his land, 
with 500 acres still owned. 

His wife Lois passed 
away in 1988. "That was real
ly the toughest thing that 
ever happened to me," cited 
WorreHl, who has one son, 
Freddie of Council Grove 
and four grandchildren. 

"Your family can do a lot 
for you, but there's nothing 
that replaces a good 
woman," vowed Worrell, 
who met and married Wilda 
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(May Mallory) in 1989. "I've 
been fortunate to have two 
good wives." 

Wilda has five children 
and is rightfully proud of 
them and her grandchil· 
dren. Most of her time is 
spent keeping house for 
Fred, along with some 
needlepoint. "She straight
ens me out sometimes," Wor
rell recognized. 

For his long life, Worrell 
stressed, "I've worked hard. 
A lot of hard work is really 
all I've ever done. Most pea-

ple are already gone at my 
age. Some of them were 
gone by 70. Others went to 
the rest home and died in a 
short while." His brother 
and a sister, Monajean New� 
berry, are living. Sister Hen
rietta has passed away. 

"The Good Lord has sure 
blessed me. I've had some 
good horses and the oppor
tunity to work with a lot of 
good cowboys. It's really 
been a great life. I'm going 
to keep going," Worrell 
promised. 

Much of Fred Worrell's dealings in his over 90 years 
have been sealed with a handshake. He considers Jan 
Oleen one of his many friends, has sold pastureland to 
the Oleen Brothers and 
often rides one of their 
horses to help gather 
cattle. 



Lifelong Cowboy Has Seen Evolution Of The Lifestyle 

"When a cowboy has been around over 90 years, he's seen lots of changes." 
Born in 1916, Fred Worrell, White City, was a cowboy before he could even walk, and he still mounts up to 

help work cattle. 
"Nowadays, I borrow a horse from the Oleen Brothers at Dwight, and it does sometimes take me a while to 

get on, but I can ride just fine," insisted Worrell, who walks straight at a swift pace, drives his pickup without 
glasses and keeps up on the cattle business. 

"I haven't had my own horse since Ole Red died a couple of years ago. He was buried right out there in the 
pasture," Worrell explained. "I did finally sell my last cows a while back, but I still have some pastures and help 
others with their cattle. 

While he and his wife of over 15 years, Wilda, don't dance as much as they used to, the couple goes out 
frequently for supper and visiting with many acquaintances over a wide area. "I never smoked or drank much 
of the hard stuff, but I always liked to dance," Worrell claimed. "I will go to town for a beer with the boys occa
sionally, just to visit." 

There have been a lot of boys "who've followed me (Fred) around," and it's surely been an education for 
them. One of those boys is Aubrey Ruhnke, who contended, "Fred is a real cowboy, and believe me, there 
aren't many. He's a gentle man who would help you anytime and never ask a thing in return." 

"We used to trade help with other cattlemen. I never was a day worker so to speak, just helped my neigh
bors," related Worrell. "I've roped and doctored cattle from south to east to west to Skiddy and beyond." 

Worrell contributes much of the credit for his cowboy ability to his dad, Glen. "Dad jumped a freight train to 
Pueblo, Colo., and worked for the Hatchett Ranch, a 20,000-acre spread," Worrell proudly accounted. "What 
Dad learned there, he brought back and taught me." 

After returning to Morris County, the senior Worrell married Margaret Kamm of Skiddy. "That was a major 
cattle yard for trains in those days. Morn had to pump water for the steam engines when she was just a kid," 
acclaimed Worrell, who had a brother and two sisters. 

Raised east of White City, Worrell was called at an early age to take over the family farming operation. 
"We did it all with teams back then, but when the dust storms and Depression came in the '30s, Dad had to 

go to town to sell new Ford cars for $535. I took over the farm and the cattle," Worrell stated. "People don't 
understand how tough it was, but Dad believed in me. We worked long, hard days with little pay, and we made 
it." 

Riding without a saddle, Worrell and his brother Les were racing their horses before they were even enrolled 
in the Garner one-room country school. "I started breaking colts when I was just a kid. A lot of 'em would come 
in on the train at Skiddy in the '30s, and I'd get $5 for starting them," Worrell recalled. 

Once when Worrell was feeling pretty uppity about his riding talents, his dad put him in his place: "There'll 
be a horse that'll throw you so high that a sparrow will build a nest in your tail." Well, sure enough, Worrell did 
get bucked off hard shortly thereafter. 

"You know, I have been thrown a lot of times, but there never was a horse that I couldn't get conquered 
eventually," he clarified. 

Memories of cattle coming and going at the Skiddy train yards are fond for Worrell. "There weren't any trucks 
in those days for hauling horses and cattle. We had to get up in the middle of the night to ride to the stock
yards and be ready at daylight to drive the cattle to pasture," he remarked. "I've had to rope a lot of cattle at 
10 o'clock at night, too." 

Worrell also talks about Uncle Fred, Bill Ebbutt and Bill Fullerton as stockmen who helped him in his early 
years. 

"Bill Ebbutt was one of the best cowboys around, and he always rode kind of a wild horse," Worrell evalu
ated. "Somebody told him, 'Bill that horse is going to kill you.' Sure enough, not long after that, Bill got bucked 
off and died. He was the best cowboy I ever knew." 

There wasn't anybody better than Worrell's dad though, in the son's opinion. "You know, I didn't realize it 
until later, but Dad was the smartest man alive," Worrell verified. "I've used the advice he gave me all of my 
life." 

While he's roped and doctored lots of cattle, Worrell distinctively remembers one occasion. "I roped that big 
old cow going across the pasture 35 miles an hour, and she took off lickity cut in the opposite direction, pulled 
the saddle over to the side of my horse and I landed in a heap. The fellow next to me hollered, 'I believe Wor
rell's dead,' but I got back up, and put myself together," declared the old-timer, who never competed in rodeos, 
but had plenty of his own. 

Worrell hasn't raised horses, but always trained his own. "I've had some good ones, but I'd say the best was 
Old Gray. He looked just like that gray in the picture," cited Worrell, as he pointed to a big painting in the liv
ing room. 



Many photographs, including several of himself, his horses, his family, the farmstead and his hero, John 
Wayne, are on the walls of the home Worrell built in 1980. "I paid for it (the home) with two cattle checks," he 
pointed out. 

A cow-calf operation was always Worrell's main enterprise. "I had over 300 cows; they were originally all 
Herefords; I was a Hereford man," he said. "I'd keep the calves over, graze them the next summer and sell in 
the fall. Sometimes, I'd have nearly 1,000 head of my own cattle." 

With about 2,300 acres under personal ownership, Worrell moved to his ranch headquarters northwest of 
White City in 1949 and added acreages as they became available. All total, he usually operated about 6,000 
acres, including rented land. 

"I was pretty spread out from down by Wilsey to Junction City to east of Alta Vista; it was over 80 miles to 
get the cattle all checked. Sometimes, I'd have to drive 30 miles one way just to feed," he tabulated. 

"I always raised all of my own feed, so I had to do quite a bit of farming, too," Worrell asserted. 
Friends and neighbors were called to help with cattle. "We didn't need a fancy corral, just a barbed wire 

fence corner in a pasture. We'd hold the cows and calves in there, rope the calves and drag them to the fire 
to be branded and worked. It wasn't much of a chore for a few good cowboys," Worrell confirmed. 

Of his land, Worrell's greatest pride and joy has to be the four quarters put together by Bill Fullerton to make 
a section pasture and then purchased from him by Worrell. 

"This really is a good pasture. I sold it to the Oleen Brothers on contract, but I still like to claim it. They run 
100 cows in here and built that working facility," Worrell told as he hosted a tour of the Geary County pasture 
just over the Morris County line. 

"That big spring supplies water year-round. It never went dry even in the '30s," shared Worrell, while walk
ing over a quarter of a mile in steep timber to show the fast-flowing spring head coming out of a pasture hill. 

Life is good, but there have been down days. "When the interest rates went up in the early '80s, I was forced 
to downsize my holdings some, but it made me get my house in order," stated Worrell, who has now sold the 
bulk of his land, with 500 acres still owned. 

His wife Lois passed away in 1988. "That was really the toughest thing that ever happened to me," cited 
Worrell, who has one son, Freddie of Council Grove and four grandchildren. 

"Your family can do a lot for you, but there's nothing that replaces a good woman," vowed Worrell, who met 
and married Wilda (May Mallory) in 1989. "I've been fortunate to have two good wives." 

Wilda has five children and is rightfully proud of them and her grandchildren. Most of her lime is spent keep
ing house for Fred, along with some needlepoint. "She straightens me out sometimes," Worrell recognized. 

For his long life, Worrell stressed, "I've worked hard. A lot of hard work is really all I've ever done. Most peo
ple are already gone at my age. Some of them were gone by 70. Others went to the rest home and died in a 
short while." His brother and a sister, Mona jean Newbury, are living. Sister Henrietta has passed away. 

"The Good Lord has sure blessed me. I've had some good horses and the opportunity to work with a lot of 
good cowboys. It's really been a great life. I'm going to keep going," Worrell promised. 



Much of Fred Worrell's dealings in his over 90 
years have been sealed with a handshake. He 
considers Jan Oleen one of his many friends, has 
sold pastureland to the Oleen Brothers and often 
rides one of their horses to help gather cattle. 

Not many cowboys are still riding at past 90 
years of age, but Fred Worrell of White City is 
anxious to help neighbors look after and gather 
cattle whenever they call. He wife, Wilda, posed 
with him ready to go to work last fall. 


