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Frontispiece
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Good-by, old house, where happy children played;

Good-bye, old house, where hopes were born;

Good-bye, old house, where death took its toll;

You will soon cease to be even a milestone or

a landmark.
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Editor’s Introduction
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This little but interesting book originally written in the 1930’s is a mine of useful information for those interested in the pioneer beginnings of Texas. It has not been available for a long time and the extant copy which could be found was a facsimile in rather poor condition.

The whole book has now been transcribed and considerably edited. Additional notes have been added where appropriate.

I apologize for the poor condition of the photographs but I thought it better to include them for the sake of interest and completeness.

I hope you enjoy reading some of these first hand accounts as passed on by the author as I did.

Stephen A. Engelking, Editor
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A Man Without a Country
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“Youngster” Philip Noan said, “if you are ever tempted to say a word or to do a thing that shall put a bar between you and your family, your home, and your country, pray God in His mercy to take you that instant home to His own heaven. Stick by your family, boy; forget that you have yourself, while you do every thing for them. Think of your home, boy; write and send, and talk about it; Let it be nearer and dearer to your thought the farther you have to travel from it. And for your country, boy and for her flag, never dream a dream but of serving her as she bid you, though the service carry you through a thousand hells. No matter what happens to you, no matter what flatters you or who abuses you, never let a night pass but you pray God to bless that flag. Remember, boy, that behind all these men that you have to do with, behind officers and government, and people even, there is the Country, your Country, and that you belong to Her as you belong to your mother. Stand by her, boy, as you would stand by your mother.”
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Foreword
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In compiling this modest little manual, the author aimed at originality and intelligibleness rather than transposing, recasting and reproducing reading matter contained in manuals of like import. The field covered by the present volume is not entirely unoccupied. For instance, the narrations of Herman Ehrenberg, Bernhard Monken, Ludolf F. Lafrentz, Adolf Stern, F. W. Luhn, Wilhelm Herms, Fritz Schlecht and others are carefully preserved and found on every library shelf in the homes where love and esteem for the pioneer exists. Then, too, about the year 1899, W. A. Trenckmann, editor of “Das Wochenblatt,” then located at Bellville, published a booklet entitled “Austin County”​[1], which has been read and reread until its leaves are worn to shreds, impairing its further usefulness. About the year 1914 the imminent writer and historian, Professor Duncan of Chicago, began the compilation of one of the most comprehensive treaties on pioneer life ever published. Duncan’s publications consists of five large volumes and retailed at $30.00 per set, which accounts for the sale of fewer than one hundred copies in this County.

There are yet among us men and women who braved the dangers and hardships of a frontier life in order that we may be enjoying the advantages and wealth of the present. Some of these have not great wealth and while others are drawing a small pension from the State, there are still others who are in dire poverty and never expect to ride on a concrete highway for pleasure and recreation. What they want to know more than anything else is that their lives have not been spent in vain; that we are actually building on the foundation they have laid; and that we appreciate just what they have done.

Those were strenuous times when pioneer men and women had to be brave and face the dangers that threatened home and children; the men could not always be near to protect their families and their property; but seldom do we hear or read of a woman who did not nobly and bravely stand between her loved ones and danger, whether from dangerous wild animals, marauding redskins or from a devastating prairie fire that often swept the settlement, leaving nothing but a black streak of ashes in its wake. It is hard indeed fer us to realize as we sit beside our peaceful firesides, the hardships and perils those brave men and women had to endure when this country was an untamed wilderness. Therefore, we dedicate this manual to their memory.

C.W. Schmidt
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How New Ulm Got It’s Name
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In the death of J. C. Duff in the year 1850, the settlers lost one of their best friends and counselors. Dishonest characters, who had feared Duff now drifted into the peaceable settlement and started annoying the settlers and molesting their property. A mass meeting was called by the settlers to deliberate for the purpose of mutual protection and combining strength and intelligence to uphold law and order. The meeting was called to convene in the old town hotel, an old rambling log cabin structure, which was widely known for the splendid accommodations and service extended to the guests and for the hospitality that prevailed.

It was a gala day for the settlers and much excitement prevailed because of the long distance settlers had to travel over unfenced prairies and through dense timberland in order to reach their destination.

The hotel manager and his family had prepared an excellent dinner for the delegates of whom it was expected that they bring their families. It was to be a great convention of law abiding settlers, inasmuch as the time had now come to petition the government for the establishment of a post office; and, of course, the new town had to be christened with all possible pomp and ceremony. At noon, the improvised long table accommodating twenty-six diners, was set with the finest of victuals the country afforded. Just prior to the dining period, a stranger, who had terrorized and annoyed the settlers upon various previous occasions and who, without ever offering any pay or showing appreciation for letting him eat and sleep in the homes of the settlers, rode up to the hostelry, tied his gotch-eared mustang pony to a tree, went inside the hotel and made himself a home against the wish of the landlord. He was endowed with considerable nerve and was a rough looking subject. He was scantily and slovenly dressed. He rode a center fire or single cloth Yankee saddle and pretended to pose as a “two-gun man”—that is to say, he wore a heavy cap and ball six-shooter on either hip. The fact that the lower ends of his holsters were tied down, in order to facilitate the easy withdrawal of the pistols, seemed to indicate that he expected to use them. He had, furthermore, a quiet eye, with the glint of steel that bore out the inference of the tied holsters. Not waiting to be welcomed or for an invitation to eat at the table, he accosted the landlord to reserve two chairs for him at the dining table. He sat in one; the other he used as a place to deposit his hat. He had previously told the landlord that under no circumstances must he seat a guest in the second chair and warned him that he would kill any man who tried to occupy it. When all the guests were seated Lorenz Mueller, a six-footer, blue-eyed and brave as a lion, found no place at the table for him except in the chair in which the hat of the mysterious stranger reposed. Mueller was about to occupy it when the landlord rushed up and whispered that it meant certain death to use the chair. Lorenz Mueller however, who had some experience as a cow-puncher and trail driver, calmly took the hat, pitched it into the fire in the fireplace, barely missing a venison roast and sat down in the chair. The mysterious man was so amazed at the unexpected action of Lorenz Mueller that he left his meal unfinished, walked out of the hotel in a jiffy, disappeared in the forest and never returned to act a bully in the settlement thereafter.

After the diners had regained their composure and congratulated Lorenz Mueller for his daring deed, the meeting was called to order amidst a boisterous ripple of laughter and shouts of merriment, whereupon Mueller treated the delegates to some imported wine and other beverages. Lorenz Sailer, Mueller’s brother-in-law, suggested that the post office be named New Ulm in honor of Ulm in Wuertemberg, Germany, from which country most of the settlers had come, which was approved by the delegates without opposition. Mueller, who owned a mercantile business was subsequently appointed first post master of New Ulm, Texas.

About the year 1858, Mueller sold his mercantile establishment to Ernst Wangemann, and removed to Llano County, where he became a large landowner and stock raiser. He owned the largest sheep ranch in the country adjacent to what was formerly Indian Territory, now Oklahoma, and later became interested in mining. The whereabouts of his descendants are not known.

During the pioneer days, banks were unknown. Consequently all purchase money was paid cash on the barrel end. Often several hundred dollars in silver was carried in saddle bags or in strong canvas sacks tied to the pommel of the saddle. There were no hijackers, bandits, yeggmen or robbers because there was no means of escape by which they could elude punishment at the hands of their victims.

On one occasion, a settler missed $300.00 in silver from his saddle bags. A vigorous search was immediately instituted but no trace of the money could be found. All joined in the search for the missing treasure save one newcomer who had not been there very long. On questioning him, he denied having taken the money. A day or two later, the accused was trying to leave the party, pretending that he had been innocently accused of stealing money. One of the party threw a rope about him with the avowed understanding that he choose the alternative of returning the stolen money or forfeit his life. He chose the former, giving detailed accounts of where he had hidden the money. His confession under duress caused a bruise that ointment could not heal. He swore vengeance but was never permitted to carry out his threat. He left one evening ostensibly to attend a house party in a neighboring village and that was the last the settlers ever heard of him. He died of lead poisoning, according co unconfirmed rumors.
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New Ulm in Its Infancy
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In 1852, when New Ulm was established a post office town, the people believed in the brotherhood of man, and lived a happy and contented life; perhaps, because of the restrictions forced upon them for lack of transportation facilities. They stood by one another in sickness and in health; laughed and wept together and willingly and cheerfully contributed their mite in lessening the burdens of the weak and sharing the protection of the strong. They inherited from their Christian parents the high ideals and the strength of character which were the priceless assets brought with them when they came to settle here and to undergo the hardships that are incident to pioneering a country.

Immediately upon their landing, they started building rude log houses with dirt floors. The settlers who had come with S. F. Austin’s colony showed them how to build a frame, rolled huge logs upon it and sawed the logs with a whip saw and thus made planks for tables, benches, wagon- beds, coffins and so forth. One man stood on the top of the frame and the other under it and sawed up and clown following the black lines made on the logs for direction. As the first settlers did not have glass windows on their arrival here, they had small openings cut out of the log walls, substituting wooden doors, fastened by hinges on the in side of the building for glass. When they wished to keep them open, they fastened them back to the walls with hooks.

[image: image]

The stores and business houses were built of logs. The proprietor and his family lived in one end of the log building and kept store in the other. In the pioneer days, merchants kept very small stocks of goods or merchandise, because of the distance freight had to be hauled and for lack of capital. The early freight transportation between New Ulm and Houston was carried on by ox-wagons. According to an estimate by old timers, there were three or four thousand ox-wagons engaged thus in Texas, and each wagon required from five to eight yoke oxen. Groceries and other merchandise were hauled away from Houston to all parts of the state in these wagons. Some of them carried great loads of barrels containing whiskeys and vinegar. That the teamsters occasionally sampled the beverages is self-evident.
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The Immigrants
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America is almost unique among the nations. It is one cf the few countries without a native population. All the people in America are of foreign parentage, save only the Indians. The only difference between the various people is the length of time they or their families have been here. Some trace their arrival to the first trip of the Mayflower and others to the last trip of the most modern passenger steamer.

The first vanguard of pioneers came to Texas without a particular destination in view. But in this little manual, we shall speak of those who settled at New Ulm, Industry, Frelsburg and Cat Spring,—which section in the early forties, comprised but one large settlement. On the arrival of new settlers, log houses grew up. As new comers chose to cast their lots with the new community, the pioneers turned out to help them erect their homes. The addition of a new home was marked by a house warming—that was the ceremony which welcomed the new comer into full community fellowship. A helping hand was extended to the new family until they could sow and reap a harvest. Fail crops never occurred. Cotton, corn, tobacco and other crops produced a heavy yield with very little cultivation. Often relatives, who had been here a couple of years, paid transportation charges for their kinsfolk from the fatherland to the “Home of the free and the brave”. Seed was loaned them when they arrived here. The older residents showed their new friends where the best fish could be caught, where the purest water flowed, where the best and most luscious wild fruit grew in abundance, and where the game was most plentiful.

We must not forget that these men and women who walked across the narrow ship's plank to the mainland at Galveston or some other seaport, landed hopeful but confused with bundles of misconceptions as heavy as their luggage upon their backs and that these simple, rough handed people are the ancestors of our descendants, the fathers and mothers of our children, the ones who now occupy the center of the governmental stage; and that we owe these hardy pioneers, who sanctified Texas soil with their sweat and blood, a debt of gratitude which we can not pay at their graves—we can only pass on to the future some service in acknowledgment of that which the past has rendered us.

A great deal has been written about the lawlessness of the pioneer days but we have no reason to believe that it was worse then than now. It is true that there was no restriction on a man’s right to carry all arsenal that he saw fit. There were occasional shooting scrapes but otherwise acts of violence were much rarer in proportion to population than they are today; and with respect to obedience to laws in general, the record of those days would put the present day to shame. There was also a great deal more respect for the rights of others then than there is today and this was naturally the case as each man was prepared to enforce his rights, if called upon, and the result was that it was very rarely called for.

Let us glory in the title of American citizen! It matters not whether this is the land of our birth or the land of our adoption. It is the land of our destiny! Here we intend to live and here we hope to die.
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New Ulm Had an Interesting Beginning
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By A. Haubold, Waco, Texas.

The eldest settler of the old town of New Ulm that I learned to know was Julius Holmig. My father, Fritz Haubold, acquired Mr. Holmig’s residence by purchase, after which the Holmig family moved to the Bernard Prairie, occupying the farm that later became the property of Robert Weber. Still later, Holmig moved to Fredericksburg. Adolf Richter conducted the first tin shop in the building later occupied by Robert Wagner. Well do I remember the nick-name given to Mr. Wagner because of his over-zealousness in extending courtesy to his customers. He was known among his friends as Mr. Schoen-Diener.
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