The Horned Lizard in Media 
(Movies, Cartoons, Music, and Literature)

If you know of any other items, let us know!

MOVIES

1. The Outlaw Josey Wales  

 “In the recent Horned Lizard newsletter there was an article about Horned Lizards in the Arts such as music and movies.  I believe a horned lizard has a very prominent role in an old Clint Eastwood movie titled, " The Outlaw Josie Wales".  The scene from the movie begins with Clint Eastwood waking up to a Horned Lizard being held in his face.  The scene involves an old indian man played by an actor named Chief George who tells Clint Eastwood's character Josie Wales that he has consulted with his Horny Toad and the toad has told him that they must travel South to Texas (editor’s note – it is to Mexico).  You may want to check to see if this is correct, but I believe an actual Horned Lizard was used for the part.”
(editor’s note – a real lizard is used – Mexican Plateau Horned Lizard – P. orbiculare)
2. Old Yeller
“Finally, a horned toad has had a significant bit part in a successful movie, Walt Disney’s version of Fred Gipson’s Old Yeller1.  In the original story, the horned toad appeared only as one of the numerous varmints that Little Arliss was given to carrying around in his pockets.  Travis, who tells the story and who knew his horned toads, says “One time he brought in a horned toad that got so mad he swelled out round and flat as a Mexican tortilla and bled at the eyes.”
  In the story as adapted for the screen, the horned toad got a more important role when Burn Sanderson quieted the tempestuous Little Arliss by trading him Old Yeller for the horned toad.  For a few seconds the movie camera dwelt on the horned toad (probably a California species), and movie-goers all over the nation and the world perhaps can view, many doubtless for the first time, the unusual little animal.


 Fred Gipson, Old Yeller (New York, 1956), p. 42.”
(editor’s note – fake and real lizards are used)
CARTOONS

1. One Froggy Evening – (Looney Tunes – Golden Collection, volume 2) Warner Brothers
(editor’s note – Steven Spielberg said this was the Citizen Kane of cartoons. Cartoon is partially based on the Old Rip story in Eastland, Texas.  The green frog in the cartoon became the Warner Brother’s mascot for their TV channel)
2. Knight-Mare Hare (Looney Tunes – Golden Collection, volume 4) – Warner Brothers
“Hoo boy, what big horny toads they do have around here.” after seeing a fire-breathing dragon run by.
3. An unknown Yosemite Sam Cartoon – Warner Brothers
“Great horny toads, I’m up north. Gotta burn my boots, they touched Yankee soil.”
MUSIC
1. Song: Goodbye Yellow Brick Road by Elton John from the Album Goodbye Yellow Brick Road. Fourth verse.  Excerpt:

“Back to the howling old owl in the woods,

Hunting the horny back toad.

Oh I’ve finally decided, my future lies 

Beyond the yellow brick road.”

LITERATURE
1. A short story by O. Henry

Supper was over, and there had fallen upon the camp the silence that accompanies the rolling of corn-husk cigarettes. The water hole shone from the dark earth like a patch of fallen sky. Coyotes yelped. Dull thumps indicated the rocking-horse movements of the hobbled ponies as they moved to fresh grass. A half-troop of the Frontier Battalion of Texas Rangers were distributed about the fire.

A well known sound--the fluttering and scraping of chaparral against wooden stirrups--came from the thick brush above the camp. The rangers listened cautiously. They heard a loud and cheerful voice call out

reassuringly:

"Brace up. Muriel, old girl, we're 'most there now! Been a long ride for ye, ain't it, ye old antediluvian handful of animated carpet-tacks? 

Hey, now, quit a tryin' to kiss me! Don't hold on to my neck so tight--this here paint hoss ain't any too sure-footed, let me tell ye. 

He's liable to dump us both off if we don't watch out."

Two minutes of waiting brought a tired "paint" pony single-footing into camp. A gangling youth of twenty lolled in the saddle. Of the "Muriel" 

whom he had been addressing, nothing was to be seen.

"Hi, fellows!" shouted the rider, cheerfully. "This here's a letter from Lieutenant Manning."

He dismounted, unsaddled, dropped the coils of his stake-rope, and got his hobbles from his saddle-horn. While Lieutenant Manning, in command, was reading the letter, the new-comer rubbed solicitously at some dried mud in the loops of the hobbles, showing a consideration for the forelegs of his mount.

"Boys," said the lieutenant, waving his hand to the rangers, "this is Mr. James Hayes. He's a new member of the company. Captain McLean sends him down from El Paso. The boys will see that you have some supper, Hayes, as soon as you get your pony hobbled."

The recruit was received cordially by the rangers. Still, they observed him shrewdly and with suspended judgment. Picking a comrade on the border is done with ten times the care and discretion with which a girl chooses a sweetheart. On your "side-kicker's" nerve, loyalty, aim and coolness your own life may depend many times.

After a hearty supper, Hayes joined the smokers about the fire. His appearance did not settle all the questions in the minds of his brother rangers. They saw simply a loose, lank youth with tow-colored sunburned hair and a berry-brown, ingenuous face that wore a quizzical, good-natured smile.

"Fellows," said the new ranger, "I'm goin' to interduce to you a lady friend of mine. Ain't ever heard anybody call her a beauty, but you'll all admit she's got some fine points about her. Come along, Muriel!"

He held open the front of his blue flannel shirt. Out of it crawled a horned frog. A bright red ribbon was tied jauntily around her spiky neck. It crawled to its owner's knee and sat there motionless.

"This here Muriel," said Hayes, with an oratorical wave of his hand, "has got qualities. She never talks back, she always stays at home, and she's satisfied with one red dress for every day and Sunday, too."

"Look at that blame insect!" said one of the rangers with a grin. "I've seen plenty of them horny frogs, but I never knew anybody to have one for a side-partner. Does the blame thing know you from anybody else?"

"Take it over there and see." said Hayes.

The stumpy little lizard known as the horned frog is harmless. He has the hideousness of the prehistoric monsters whose reduced descendant he is, but he is gentler than the dove.

The ranger took Muriel from Hayes's knee and went back to his seat of a roll of blankets. The captive twisted and clawed and struggled vigorously in his hand. After holding it for a moment or two, the ranger set it upon the ground. Awkwardly, but swiftly, the frog worked its four oddly moving legs until it stopped close by Hayes's foot.

"Well, dang my hide!" said the other ranger. "The little cuss knows you. Never thought them insects had that much sense."

II

Jimmy Hayes became a favorite in the ranger camp. He had an endless store of good nature, and a mild, perennial quality of humor that is well adapted to camp life. He was never without his horned frog. In the bosom of his shirt during rides, on his knee or shoulder in camp, under his blankets at night, the ugly little beast never left him.

Jimmy was a humorist of the type that prevails in the rural South and West. Unskilled in originating methods of amusing or in witty conceptions, he had hit upon a comical idea and clung to it reverently. 

It had seemed to Jimmy a very funny thing to have about his person, with which to amuse his friends, a tame horned frog with a red ribbon around its neck. As it was a happy idea, why not perpetuate it?

The sentiments existing between Jimmy and the frog cannot be exactly determined. The capability of the horned frog for lasting affection is a subject upon which we have no symposiums. It is easier to guess Jimmy's feelings. Muriel was his chef d'oeuvre of wit. and as such he cherished her. He caught flies for her, and shielded her from sudden northers. Yet his care was half selfish, and when the time came she repaid him a thousandfold. Other Muriels have thus overbalanced the light attentions of other Jimmies.

Not at once did Jimmy Hayes attain full brotherhood with his comrades. 

They loved him for his simplicity and drollness, but there hung above him a great sword of suspended judgment. To make merry in camp is not all of a ranger's life. There are horse-thieves to trail, desperate criminals to run down, braves to battle with, bandits to rout out of the chaparral, peace and order to be compelled at the muzzle of a six-shooter. Jimmy had been "most generally a cowpuncher," he said: he was inexperienced in ranger methods of warfare. Therefore the rangers speculated apart and solemnly as to how he would stand fire. For, let it be known, the honor and pride of each ranger company is the individual bravery of its members.

For two months the border was quiet. The rangers lolled, listless, in camp. And then--bringing joy to the rusting guardians of the frontier--Sebastiano Saldar, an eminent Mexican desperado and cattle-thief, crossed the Rio Grande with his gang and began to lay waste the Texas side. There were indications that Jimmy Hayes would soon have the opportunity to show his mettle. The rangers patrolled with alacrity, but Saldar's men were mounted like Lochinvar, and were hard to catch.

One evening, about sundown, the rangers halted for supper after a long ride. Their horses stood panting, with their saddles on. The men were frying bacon and boiling coffee. Suddenly, out of the brush, Sebastiano Saldar and his gang dashed upon them with blazing six shooters and high-voiced yells. It was a neat surprise. The rangers swore in annoyed tones, and got their Winchesters busy; but the attack was only a spectacular dash of the purest Mexican type. After the florid demonstration the raiders galloped away, yelling, down the river. The rangers mounted and pursued; but in less than two miles the fagged ponies labored so that Lieutenant Manning gave the word to abandon the chase and return to camp.

Then it was discovered that Jimmy Hayes was missing. Someone remembered having seen him run for his pony when the attack began, but no one had set eyes on him since. Morning came, but no Jimmy. They searched the country around, on the theory that he had been killed or wounded, but without success. Then they followed after Saldar's gang, but it seemed to have disappeared. Manning concluded that the wily Mexican had recrossed the river after his theatric farewell. And, indeed, no further depredations from him were reported.

This gave the rangers time to nurse a soreness they had. As has been said, the pride and honor of the company is the individual bravery of its members. And now they believed that Jimmy Hayes had turned coward at the whiz of Mexican bullets. There was no other deduction. Buck Davis pointed out that not a shot was fired by Saldar's gang after Jimmy was seen running for his horse. There was no way for him to have been shot. No, he had fled from his first fight, and afterward he would not return, aware that the scorn of his comrades would be a worse thing to face than the muzzles of many rifles.

So Manning's detachment of McLean's company, Frontier Battalion, was gloomy. It was the first blot on its escutcheon. Never before in the history of the service had a ranger shown the white feather. All of them had liked Jimmy Hayes, and that made it worse.

Days, weeks, and months went by, and still that little cloud of unforgotten cowardice hung above the camp.

III

Nearly a year afterward--after many camping grounds and many hundreds of miles guarded and defended--Lieutenant Manning, with almost the same detachment of men, was sent to a point only a few miles below their old camp on the river to look after some smuggling there. One afternoon, while they were riding through a dense mesquite flat, they came upon a patch of open hog-wallow prairie. There they rode upon the scene of an unwritten tragedy.

In a big hog-wallow lay the skeletons of three Mexicans. Their clothing alone served to identify them. The largest of the figures had once been Sebastiano Saldar. His great, costly sombrero, heavy with gold ornamentation--a hat famous all along the Rio Grande--lay there pierced by three bullets. Along the ridge of the hog-wallow rested the rusting Winchesters of the Mexicans--all pointing the same direction.

The rangers rode in that direction for fifty yards. There, in a little depression of the ground, with his rifle still bearing upon the three, lay another skeleton. It had been a battle of extermination. There was nothing to identify the solitary defender. His clothing--such as the elements had left distinguishable--seemed to be of the kind that any ranchman or cowboy might have worn.

"Some cowpuncher," said Manning, "that they caught out alone. Good boy! 

He put up a dandy scrap before they got him. So that's why we didn't hear from Don Sebastiano any more!"

And then, from beneath the weather-beaten rags of the dead man, there wriggled out a horned frog with a faded red ribbon around its neck, and sat upon the shoulder of its long quiet master. Mutely it told the story of the untried youth and the swift "paint" pony--how they had outstripped all their comrades that day in the pursuit of the Mexican raiders, and how the boy had gone down upholding the honor of the company.

The ranger troop herded close, and a simultaneous wild yell arose from their lips. The outburst was at once a dirge, an apology, an epitaph, and a paen of triumph. A strange requiem, you may say, over the body of a fallen comrade; but if Jimmy Hayes could have heard it he would have understood.
2. Here is another quote I found: "We caught several horned frogs, a species of lizard, very nimble and curious little creatures, quite harmless, and longlived, even when deprived of food, one having been kept six months unfed." W.B. Parker, Notes Taken During the Expedition Commanded by Capt.

R.B. March, U.S.A., Through Unexplored Texas, In the Summer and Fall of 1854, Texas State Historical Association, Austin, Texas, 1990; reprinted from original.

3. 
 In N. Howard Thorp’s Songs of the Cowboys (Boston, 1908, 1921), pp. 77-79.  On authorship of the poem, see Mody C. Boatright, “More About ‘Hell in Texas,’ ” From Hell to Breakfast (“Publications of the Texas Folklore Society,” XIX [1944]).

Among early accounts of it ability to survive without food and water is that of William Kennedy, an English traveler who in 1838 wrote that at the end of a tour of Texas,

A Sailor in Galveston, who had caged a few of those animals in the crown of his hat, valued his collection at ten dollars a-piece, and, as an encouragement to purchase, assured me that I might convey the prize alive and well to Europe without any further trouble than supplying them with air.

4. 
 The Rise, Progress, and Prospect of the Republic of Texas (London, 1841), I, 135.

Kentuckian Jack Dobell (John Duval), for example, came to Texas in 1835 to fight in the Revolution, was captured at Goliad, escaped, and was wandering about in the Lavaca River bottom when he encountered a horned toad:

In a small grove of timber where I had halted to rest a while [he said], I saw for the first time a horned frog.  I had heard of the tarantula and centipede of Texas, and supposing the harmless frog was one or the other I picked up a stick about ten feet long (not venturing to approach nearer such a poisonous reptile) and mashed him as flat as a pan-cake.

5. 
 As related in J.C. Duval’s Early Times in Texas (Austin, 1899), p. 89.

An unknown contributor to Arthur’s Home Gazette wrote from Texas in 1853:

This Texas of ours is an astonishingly prolific country….in horned frog, scorpions, tarantulas, and centipedes, we beat the universe.  Everybody has seen horned frogs.  You see them in jars in the windows of apothecaries.  You are entreated to purchase them by loafing boys on the levee at New Orleans – they have been neatly soldered up in soda boxes, and mailed by young gentlemen in Texas, to fair ones in the old States.  The fair ones receive the near package from the post-office, are delighted with the prospect of a daguerreotype – perhaps jewelry – open the package eagerly, and faint; as the frog within hops out in excellent health….

Reprinted in the Spirit of the Times, XXIII (May 28, 1853), 172.
6. As poet S. Omar Barker has humorously said:

The horny toad, ill graced but harmless

Is thought by some to be quite charmless.

At least he helps eat garden ants up –

And does not try to crawl your pants up!

7. Bolton, Denniger.  Hippie Hollow: A Murder on a Nude Beach.  2007.  Javelina Books. Austin, Texas. ISBN 0-9785221-0-9.
p. 75.  “But in late June,  TCU was as dead as a hornytoad crossing I.H. 20.”

8. Doss, James D.  Stone Butterfly: A Charlie Moon Mystery.  2006.  St Martin’s  Minotaur Press.  New York,   ISBN 13:978-0-312-34054-4.

p. 150  “And  every example of the old woman’s craft featured  a special image – a horned toad,  a stroke of dry lightning,  a claret cup.”

pp. 175 – 176  “Daisy  fixed him with the sort of ‘witching’ gaze that had been demonstrated – and this was attested  to by several mostly reliable witnesses  – to paralyze such animals as short-horned lizards,  slow-witted  porcupines,  and adult human males.”

9. Eakin, Edwin Murray and William Clay.  1985.  Moods of the Prairie.  Eakin Press.  Austin, Texas.  ISBN 0890155372

THE HORNED TOAD RIDDLE

Horned toad, horned toad 

Where’d you get your britches?

Did mama cut the pattern  out

And daddy sew the stitches?

About that crusty, tough old hide

And those pokey devil horns, 

Did you fall into a prickly patch

Of mesquite or cactus thorns?

Those beady, bilious, blinking eyes

With a squinting reddish tint, 

Can you really, sure ‘nough spit out blood

On a six-foot bob wire fence?

And forty ways to Sunday

Can you blend into sand,

Or quickly disappear into

A Johnson grass stand?

Do you like red ants for dinner

Or do you much prefer

A more salubrious meal

On a thorny cocklebur?

Horned toad, horned toad

As fit as a country fiddle,

Tell me now the answer to

This picayunish riddle.

It’s squarely round like a barrel hoop

And sweet as sour pickle;

And when you spend a dime on it,


It’s worth just half a nickel.

The whole of it is half as big

As twice the size of two

And when you get to the end of it.

You’re only half way through.

10. Grape, Jan.  Found Dead in Texas and Other Stories.  2002.  Five Star First Mystery Series.  Waterville, Maine. ISBN 0-7862-4841-6.

p. 168  “Information poured from the office printer like hail coming from a Texas tornado cloud, amazing my technological aptitude of a horned toad with its speed.”

11. Lloyd, Everett.  1931.  Law West of the Pecos: The Story of Roy Bean.  The University Press.  San Antonio. No ISBN

p. 61  Lilly Langtry is describing her departure after a brief visit to Langtry, Texas,  “ The lalee was decorated with a good many eagles for my journey through the South I had acquired a jumping frog at Charleston, an alligator in Florida, a number of horned toads,  and a delightingly tame prairie dog named Bob.”

12. McDonald, Ruel. 1936. The Saga of Judge Roy Bean: The Law West of the Pecos.  Southern Publishers.   Kingsport, Tenn.  No ISBN

p. 98,  “His jaws puffed in much the manner of an aggravated horned toad.”

13. O’Reilly, Edward.  1923.  The Saga of Pecos Bill.  New York: Century Magazine.  (I’ve lost the page number? ) and No ISBN

In this article  O’Reilly  claims that Pecos Bill who put the horns on horny toads.

14. Power,  Jo Ann.   Missing Member.  2006.  St. Martin’s Press.  NY.  ISBN 13:978-0-312-35799-3

p. 67  “Alistair and other shakers in the town who were horned toads over anything celebrated in a skirt.”

p. 150  “wears  off in spurts of craziness and horned toads activity to give you the worst hangover of your life.

15. Mudd, Jeff.  2000. Tumbleweed: Rites and Wrongs of Passage in a ;Left of Center Texas town.  Southpaw Books. Round Rock, 
Texas. ISBN 0-9679184-0-5

P 119.  “Dirt-clod fights and BB gun battles and hornytoad hunts were out, too.  Oh hornytoads, that was one thing Texas definitely had on Ohio.  They were these tiny dinosaurs that looked like frogs, except  with horns and a lousy attitude.  The supposedly spit blood outta their eyes when that got mad, which was like a superhero power if you really thought about it, but I didn’t sweat them much.  In fact, a few years back, my transition to the gang was smoothed over by my ability to corral the little critters.  If a kid could hunt down a few hornytoads and ride a good wheelie, he was in.”
16. Book:  The Red Pony by John Steinbeck.  ISBN number 01401.77361.  Chapter III. Page 57.  Excerpt: “Jody had seen the thorny crown of a horny-toad moving under the dust of the road.  His grimy hand went out and grasped the spiked halo and held firmly while the little beast struggled.  Then Jody turned the horny-toad over, exposing its pale gold stomach.  With a gentle forefinger he stroked the throat and chest until the horny-toad relaxed, until its eyes closed and it lay languorous and asleep.”
17. Old Yeller
“Finally, a horned toad has had a significant bit part in a successful movie, Walt Disney’s version of Fred Gipson’s Old Yeller1.  In the original story, the horned toad appeared only as one of the numerous varmints that Little Arliss was given to carrying around in his pockets.  Travis, who tells the story and who knew his horned toads, says “One time he brought in a horned toad that got so mad he swelled out round and flat as a Mexican tortilla and bled at the eyes.”
  In the story as adapted for the screen, the horned toad got a more important role when Burn Sanderson quieted the tempestuous Little Arliss by trading him Old Yeller for the horned toad.  For a few seconds the movie camera dwelt on the horned toad (probably a California species), and movie-goers all over the nation and the world perhaps can view, many doubtless for the first time, the unusual little animal.


 Fred Gipson, Old Yeller (New York, 1956), p. 42.”






















