Chapter V
DAM-IT, HE'S DEAD!

There are few genuine Texans who do not love a dog or
a horse - one or both. But why shouldn't we? A dog will
risk or give his•life to protect his master. A spirited steed, at
the urging of his rider, will go until he falls dead, to carry
his master out of danger or to some crucial destination. In
the early days these two animals were most necessary to the
preservation and protection of the frontiersman.
The above philosophy permeated both the students and
faculty when the little school at Abilene, Texas, was in its
swaddling clothes. In 1916 the president of Simmons College, Dr. J. D. Sandefer, was residing with his wife, two
daughters and two sons in a small apartment in the girl's
dormitory. His youngest, ''Gib" for short, one day brought
home from the south side of Abilene a most vicious looking
white bulldog pup. That is, he looked vicious until you got
acquainted with him. Then, that pug nose, big mouth, and
large white teeth took on every appearance of a smile.
There is more than one mystery about this dog: not only
the question of who cut his tail off, but where he got his
name "Dam-it." Should a student, boy or girl, have been
caught by the president or almost any faculty member using
this word on the campus he would surely have received a
reprimand. Yet it seemed so appropriate a cognomen for
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The funeral of Dam-it, college mascot pictured above, made
Associated Press news on January 20, 1920. His original
grave stone is shown below. Today a bronze marker under
a weeping willow tree marks his grave.
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this dog that the the word. actually began to connote affection.
Except when little "Gibbie" was in public school, Dam-it
was his coQstant companion and body guard, just as if he
had been detailed for that purpose; but with the boy off the
campus, Dam-it attended chapel more punctually than any
freshman, and went to classes of his own choosing. At either
place he would lie on the floor, usually dropping off to
sleep. After a year or two, again no one knows why, he
developed the habit of going about with a rock in his mouth.
This rock was just a little smaller than a regulation baseball.
As he would drop off to sleep in class, and his muscles relaxed, the rock would fall to the floor with a "thud." Then
the students would look at each other, though they dared not
speak out, and think, "Prof, it is time to sharpen up your
lecture - even Dam-it can't stay awake!"
Yes, every dog has his day, and just as our days are
numbered, so were his. After four years in college, where
Dam-it was classified as a "senior," and possessed the affection of the entire class from whom he had never received a
rebuke or an unkind word, his end came. Here is another
mystery - or maybe it was a miracle! There was always
"room in the inn" for Dam-it. Gib saw to that. On cold
nights he had a pallet - at other times the floor was enough.
One cold morning, January 20, 1920, Gib went to Dam-it's
"apartment" to determine why his dog had not been up for
breakfast. With tears he returned to his mother and father
and cried out, ''Dam-it, he's dead!" It was almost too much
for little Gib to endure. He had passed away without the
benefit of ministry at his bedside, a friend, or the aid of a
"Vet."
Throughout that day, in the classes, on the campus, in
the library, or wherever students met, the first exclamation
"
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was, "Dam-it - he's dead!!" Probably never before did one
dog have so many warm friends, and it is a fact that little
Gibbie's tears were not the only ones shed over the sad departure of Dam-it.
The Associated Press, always alert for human interest
stories, made a good one out of this incident, and wired it
throughout the world. Communications came from London,
Chicago, New York, and many points closer, expressing
sympathy for the students and faculty over the loss of their
universal friend. The cable from Lloyd George, then prime
minister of England, got the most publicity.
This was not the end. A half holiday was declared, a funeral march of the senior class and others, with mourning
pallbearers, led by the now world-famous Cowboy Band,
carried Dam-it's casket to his final resting place in the heart
of the campus, about 300 feet from what then was Cowden
Hall. There, following mournful music by the band, Rev.
Ira Harrison, now a retired minister, delivered an oration
that has made him famous to this day.
Clippings have been preserved from the Fort Worth StarTelegram, along with excerpts from Rev. Harrison's funeral
oration:
HDAM-IT," DOG MASCOT, DEAD

College Mourns
ABILENE, Texas, Jan. 21- Six hundred students and the entire faculty of Simmons College
here attended the funeral late yesterday of "Damit," a white bulldog, which for four years had
been the college mascot. He was found dead early
yesterday. Funeral arrangements were on a large
scale.
"Dam-it" was buried in a casket on the college
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campus. A band played mournful airs and a student delivered the funeral oration on '' Every Dog
Has His Day." Over the grave was placed a marble headstone bearing the inscription: "Dam-it,
he's dead." .
A "self-made" dog was "Dam-it." Rising from
a pup in the slums of town to an honored place
in the household of J:. D. Sandefer, president of
Simmons College, he was a senior and never
missed a class or "cut chapel."
Associated Press,
January 21, 1920.
MESSAGE AT DAMIT'S FUNERAL
January 20, 1920

The best friend a man has in t~is world may
turn against him and become his enemy. His son
or daughter he has reared with loving care may
prove ungrateful. Those who are nearest ahd
dearest to us: those to whom we trust our happiness and our good name become traitors to their
faith. The money that a man has he may lose. It
flies away from him when he needs it most. The
people who are prone to fall upon their knees to
do us honor when success is with us may be the
first to throw the stone of malice when failure settles its clouds upon our heads.
The one absolutely unselfish friend that man
can have in this selfish world, the one that never
proves ungrateful and treacherous, is his dog. A
man's dog stands by him in prosperity and in
poverty, in health and in sickness. He will sleep
on the cold ground where the winter winds blow
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and the snow drives fiercely if only he may be
near his master's side. He will kiss the hand that
has no food to offer. He guards the sleep of his
pauper master as if that master were a prince.
When riches take wind and reputation falls to
pieces he is constant in his love as the sun in its
journey through the heavens. And when the last
scene of all comes, and death takes the master in
its embrace, and the body is laid away in the
cold, cold ground, no matter if all other friends
pursue their way, there by the graveside will the
noble dog be found, his head between his paws,
his eyes sad but open in alert watchfulness, faithful and true even unto death.
Incidents of this nature give institutions a personality
which sets them apart from similar institutions whichgo from
.
day to day in the humdrum of life. The things that were
said _and done on the campus on that cold January day of
1920 did more for the hearts and minds of the 600 students
than anything that was or could have been said in the classroom.
There have been several changes since that day. Remember that at that time the school was less than thirty years of
age. After fifty additional years, the enrollment has practically trebled. The need for this type of school has increased
tremendously, maybe a hundredfold. The opportunity for
donated dollars to continue to do good for the donor will
last forever.
This incident is related so that you will catch more of the
spirit of this frontier school; and if you are motivated ther~
by, many souls will be made happy.
.
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