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      Introduction

      Texas, more than any other state, is the crossroads of America. Four major continental divisions come together here: the Rocky Mountains, the Great Western High and Lower Plains, and the Gulf Coastal Plains.

      The farming woodland Caddoes, the cannibal coastal Karankawa, the roaming Apache and Comanche hunters, and the desert cliff-dwelling Pueblos—all of them once called Texas home. The cultures of Old Mexico and the Old South, the Wild West, and the Great Plains met and sometimes clashed here. English, German, Czech, and Scandinavian émigrés of the nineteenth century flocked to Texas in search of a new and better life, much like the northern snowbirds of today.

      Birds from all corners of the North American continent meet here, more than six hundred different species in all. Rocky Mountain and Eastern species of oak and pine converge uniquely in Texas, which has at least five thousand species of plant life.

      All these “roads” have led ultimately to Central Texas and the Hill Country—the heart of Texas—resulting in a singular cultural, geographical, and physiological potpourri which manifests itself in foods like chicken-fried jalapenos and wurst tacos; pronunciations like “Purd’nallez” (Pedernales), “Gwaddaloop” (Guadalupe), and “Manshack” (Manchaca); Texas-German words and phrases like “der Outlaw,” “der Bollweevil,” “die Fenz” (the fence), “das Stinktier” (the skunk), “der Mesquitebaum,” and “die Kuh dehornen” (dehorn the cow); and Czech-Texan words like “rencak” (rancher), “polkat” (skunk), “akr” (acre), and “barbekue” (barbecue). And only in the Hill Country of Central Texas will you see the sacred Enchanted Rock and the limestone fences, houses, barns, and Sunday houses of the old German Texans.

      Then there is the Balcones Fault, that great crack in the earth which bisects the whole of Texas—separating the western upland from the coastal lowland—but which manifests itself most notably in Central Texas, dividing the region yet ultimately binding it together.

      Ironically, the name “Hill Country,” for the book and the region, is misleading, as a University of Texas geology professor once pointed out. The more proper name should be “Valley Country,” for our “Hill Country” has actually been formed from erosion rather than uplifts.

      Tradition has it that the name “Texas” derives from a Caddo language word meaning “friends” or “allies.” And Texans are a pretty friendly bunch of people. Texas is also one of the most conservative states in the Union, and, Austin aside, the Hill Country and the rest of Central Texas is as conservative as the rest of the state. As never before, this book attempts to explain both phenomena by exploring the rich, varied, complicated, and intertwined histories of the region’s ethnic, racial, national, and socioeconomic groups.

      The trips in this book are meant to reflect the one-of-a-kind flavor that is the Hill Country. They take you out of the big cities, off the freeways and superhighways, away from the fast food franchises and shopping malls, and introduce you to the small towns and ghost towns, mountains and valleys, rivers and creeks, cafes and beer joints, and some of the fine folks of the Hill Country—the wonderful sweet cream that always rises to the top of a bottle of whole milk. But like good whole milk, that which is uniquely vintage Hill Country Texas gets a little harder to find each year.

      Richard Zelade

      Austin, Texas

      October 2010

    

  


  
    
      

      How to Use

      This Book

      We deliberately take to the tasty back roads so as to treat you to the most vivid flavors of the Hill Country. Getting to wherever you’re going is always at least half the fun.

      While this book takes you far and wide across the heart of Texas, it is not a comprehensive guide to the area and does not pretend to be. Trips are organized along themes, and it has not been possible to include every town in the region.

      Although Texas is now predominantly urban, small towns and the open country are still the state’s bedrock and the strongest links to our traditional, unique Texas past. There is a distinctly different mentality to our back-roads communities, an informal order of things. Hours and days open for businesses, while usually reliable, are still left largely to the whim of the proprietor, who may just decide to take the day off, open late, or close early.

      The hours and days of operation given are designed to be as accurate and as up-to-date as possible but should not be blindly relied on. Places get sold, they close, or they burn down. Many places now have websites, which are usually useful for current information but are sometimes not updated as often as they should be. Calling ahead by phone is the surest way to confirm current hours of operation and other information.

      Website addresses for restaurants, museums, visitor centers, and the like that have websites are given following each attraction’s phone number, with the exception of Texas state parks and natural areas. For information on all state parks and natural areas, go to the Texas Parks and Wildlife Department’s website: www.tpwd.state.tx.us.

      Another important thing that has changed since this book first came out, in addition to the ubiquity of websites, is the improvement in road names, signs, and numbering, mandated by the universal 911 service. It’s easier for me to publish concise, easy-to-follow directions now, but sometimes signs get knocked down or stolen, so it’s still necessary at times to refer to local landmarks as direction aids.

      Several of these trips can be easily done in one day, others take two days, and some can go either way. Distances are such that you should have to drive no more than thirty miles out of your way to find accommodations, since some of these small towns and villages have none. Usually towns with over one thousand population do. The countryside is now conveniently dotted, more than ever, with bed-and-breakfast facilities, but these generally do not accept drop-ins. There is also considerable turnover in B&B inns. Call the local chamber of commerce for a current listing of B&Bs in the area you’re interested in.

      Each city or town’s listing begins with the name of the county in which it’s located, the best estimate of the current population, and the telephone area code.

      Because of the Americans with Disabilities Act, most places listed are now wheelchair accessible or partially accessible. Call ahead to make sure. Wheelchair accessibility is indicated by the letter W.

      You should always carry a good state highway map with you, such as the free Texas Department of Transportation map, available at the state travel visitor centers scattered across the state, and at most local chambers of commerce and visitor centers. Mapsco’s The Roads of Texas Atlas (www.mapsco.com) is my favorite travel companion; each public road, no matter how small, is shown and identified by its name and number, and many local landmarks, such as cemeteries, schoolhouses, community centers, and the like, are also identified.

      If you just want to do part of a tour, or if you just want to visit a specific place, remember that about half of the towns and places in this book will be found on any good state highway map and are accessible by major highways.

      With only a few documented exceptions, the road mileage in this book is over reasonably good to excellent paved roads. Perhaps thirty of the miles are gravel, and these are generally well graded, located in the arid uplift between Fredericksburg and Llano. They are sometimes rough and “washboarded” after bad weather, though.

      Be careful when driving in rainy weather. Slow down on the winding roads, and be wary of low-water crossings. Any crossing with more than a few inches of running water can be dangerous, depending on the vehicle you are driving. When in doubt, “Don’t Drown, Turn Around.”

      In concocting Texas Hill Country, I blended history, personal observations, folklore, and trivia, and then spiced it up with a little geology, geography, and humor. I hope you have as much fun exploring the Hill Country with this book as I had writing it.

      Special Note: Due to the 2011 state budget crisis, the future of Texas state parks, including all state parks and natural areas in this book, was in doubt at press time. Please check the Texas Parks and Wildlife website for the latest status of each park or natural area.

    

  


  
    
      Take a Ride on the Fredericksburg and Northern Railroad

      Approximately 70 Miles

      Few of us today can fully appreciate the trials and tribulations of pioneer travel through the Hill Country. Overland trips that once took weeks now take hours. Certainly there has been no more revolutionary change in the modern lifestyle than this reduction in time. The average Roman family would have needed about two weeks to make the ox wagon trip from San Antonio to Fredericksburg, the same amount of time needed by the Adelsverein (a German colonization society in Texas) wagon trains a millennium later.

      Then the railroad came along, and it turned the two-week journey from San Antonio to Fredericksburg into a one-day ride. Small wonder that people viewed the railroads with a mix of apprehension, awe, and admiration. As it turns out, the iron horse was merely the vanguard in a transportation revolution, the magnitude of which few of us can fully grasp.

      Wondrously mighty as it was, the railroad had its problems in the Hill Country. Most lines just avoided this part of Texas entirely, and the few roads that dared enter the hills were arduously expensive to build. These railroads were highly coveted. Existing towns like Kerrville and Fredericksburg battled for routes, and developers looked forward to establishing new towns along the rights-of-way. In this southern section of the Hill Country, Kerrville won the first round for railroad service, becoming the western terminus of the area’s first road, the San Antonio and Aransas Pass (SA&AP, or SAP) railroad in 1887. Later called the Texas and New Orleans (T&NO), the SA&AP became part of the Southern Pacific system in 1892, left it in 1903, and returned in 1925.

      But progressive, persistent Fredericksburg was not to be denied, and although they had to wait nearly forty years and ended up building it themselves, the townspeople of Fredericksburg finally got their railroad in 1913. The San Antonio, Fredericksburg and Northern (SA F&N), as it was first incorporated (after bankruptcy and reorganization, it was renamed the Fredericksburg and Northern, or F&N), came into the world amid much ballyhoo and high expectations.

      [image: map01.tif]

      It never lived up to its advance billing. Ditto for the Kerrville branch of the SA&AP. The highways soon took away what business they had. And so the tracks of both were pulled up years ago and are now just dimming memories among the thinning ranks of Hill Country old-timers. But the towns they created and nurtured still hang on, even as ghosts, and if you look in the right places you can still catch glimpses of the ghost tracks themselves.

      This trip takes you along the length of the Fredericksburg and Northern, from Fredericksburg to the southern terminus at Fredericksburg Junction east of Comfort. Here you transfer over to the SA&AP for the last leg of the excursion to San Antonio. It also takes you, as much as is possible, over the highway route that replaced it. And the scenery is pretty nice, too.

      FREDERICKSBURG

      Gillespie County Seat • 11,000 (approximate) • (830)

      Unlike their free-thinking, intellectual compatriots in the German villages of Comfort and Sisterdale, and the “Dutch Settlements” of Castell, Leiningen, and Bettina, Fredericksburg’s early settlers were practical-minded, God-fearing tradesmen and craftsmen, merchants and professional men, farmers and mechanics, who saw a chance to improve their quality of life in Texas. Most had joined the Adelsverein (Society for the Protection of German Immigrants in Texas) in Germany, finding the society’s promises and terms irresistible.

      Full of hopes and expectation, thousands of the immigrants landed on the Gulf Coast at Carlshafen (Indianola) in Calhoun County during the years 1844 through 1847. Hundreds of them never left the beaches of Carlshafen, falling prey to a host of plagues that burned through the crude tent-and-shack city like wildfire.

      Several thousand managed to reach New Braunfels, the first way station on the trail to the Adelsverein’s intended settlement area, the desolate three-million-plus-acre Fisher-Miller Grant. Prince Carl of Solms-Braunfels, the first commissioner general of the Adelsverein in Texas, founded New Braunfels in March 1845.

      Less than three months later, Prince Carl was back in Germany, and the Adelsverein in Texas had a new commissioner general, John O. Meusebach. Meusebach was one of the few practical thinkers in the Adelsverein leadership and was a wise choice to succeed Prince Carl. Meusebach realized that to succeed in Texas the Germans would have to assimilate to the native culture rather than trying to recreate Germany in Texas. Meusebach accordingly dropped his title of nobility on the very day he sailed for Texas; Baron Ottfried Hans von Meusebach declared himself John O. Meusebach, Texan. Upon his arrival in New Braunfels, Meusebach found the Adelsverein’s books hopelessly entangled and the society even more hopelessly in debt than previously feared. Meusebach also soon realized that another way station north of New Braunfels would have to be set up before the society’s final push into the distant Fisher-Miller Grant could begin.

      Meusebach commenced his search for land in August 1845, and by that winter he had bought ten thousand acres of wilderness on credit, eighty miles northwest of New Braunfels. The well-timbered tract was near the Pedernales River, but not on it, since that land was already owned and the price prohibitive. Two strongly flowing creeks coursed through the acreage. Surveyors sent to lay out a route to the embryonic settlement reached it in January 1846.

      By the end of April, some 120 men, women, and children borne by twenty wagons and two-wheeled Mexican carts had commenced the sixteen-day journey to this new outpost, named Friedrichburg (Fredericksburg) in honor of Prince Friedrich (Frederick) of Prussia, an Adelsverein patron. Arriving on May 8, 1846, the colonists were on their own three days later. After helping pitch the tents and building a couple of huts, the teamsters, soldiers, and a few young able-bodied men returned to New Braunfels. Those who remained got to work laying out the new city and planting crops. They lived in tents or built huts consisting of poles rammed into the ground, like a Mexican jacal. The spaces between the poles were filled with clay and moss, and the roof was covered with dry grass. Militia companies were formed to protect the settlers from Indian attacks. Talk about culture shock—most of these groundbreaking pioneers had stepped off the boats from Germany only a matter of weeks earlier. But things got worse. Waves of disease swept through Fredericksburg during that first year, much as had happened on the beaches of Indianola and in nascent New Braunfels. Fever and dysentery prevailed, often terminating in dropsy, which usually proved fatal.

      The death rate was highest during the hot months; on one day, the bodies of a father and three of his children were carted to the cemetery. A man and his wife died in their hut and rotted half away before their corpses were discovered. Often the dying were robbed by their neighbors, and any remaining belongings of the dead were considered common property that anyone could appropriate. But the survivors persevered, and with the subsequent wagonloads of reinforcements, their ranks had swelled to over five hundred by early 1847.

      By the time the German scientist Dr. Ferdinand Roemer arrived in late January 1847, 156 settlers had died, and dysentery and “stomacacae” were still prevalent. Stomacacae, which spread to the throat and lungs, was often fatal. People died almost every day, despite the medicine and medical attention provided at no charge by the Adelsverein. (See Pioneer Place Garden, for William Hermes’ detailed account of life and sickness in early Fredericksburg.)

      Life became easier for the beleaguered Germans as 1847 wore on. Their first corn crop was good, and later that year, the breakaway Mormon leader Lyman Wight brought his flock from Austin to a spot near Fredericksburg on the Pedernales, where they established the community of Zodiac. The more experienced Mormons helped the Texas-green Germans learn many of the finer points of life on the frontier (see Mormon Trails).

      After several months of negotiation, Meusebach signed a peace treaty with the Comanches in May 1847 regarding the country between the waters of the Llano and San Saba rivers. The treaty relieved Fredericksburgers of one of the deadliest headaches of frontier life: attacks by Indians who did not wish to make way for the white interlopers. Elsewhere in Texas, the Comanches would resist the Anglo onslaught fiercely, more so than any other Texas tribe. But the peace signed by Meusebach, U.S. agent Robert Neighbors, and the Comanche war chiefs on the banks of the Pedernales was largely kept, at least around Fredericksburg. The treaty allowed each group to travel freely and unmolested in each other’s territory. In addition, “In regard to the settlement on the Llano the Comanches promise not to disturb or in any way molest the German colonists, on the contrary to assist them, also to give notice, if they see bad Indians about the settlement who come to steal horses from or in any way molest the Germans—the Germans likewise promising to aid the Comanches against their enemies, should they be in danger of having their horses stolen or in any way to be injured. And both parties agree, that if there be any difficulties or any wrong done by single bad men, to bring the same before the chiefs to be finally settled and decided by the agent of our great father.”

      The Comanches further agreed to allow the Germans to survey the country as far north as the Concho River and perhaps the Colorado. In return, Meusebach was to give the Comanches presents in the amount of $1,000, along with additional provisions to be given to the Comanches during their stay in Fredericksburg to amount to about $2,000 worth or more. Fifteen commercial establishments were in operation in Fredericksburg by the end of 1847.

      The establishment of Fort Martin Scott by the U.S. Army in 1848 gave the people of Fredericksburg a chance to earn some desperately needed cash money. The town had previously subsisted on the barter system. The government paid in gold for its contracted supplies and services. Fredericksburg got an additional boost when the army established its primary military road west to California through the town. Fredericksburg was the last real outpost of civilization before El Paso, and most travelers bought supplies there before making the long push west. Things got even better when the forty-niners began rolling through, bound for the gold fields of California. But while their purchases swelled the town’s coffers, the cholera germs these transients left behind filled the city cemetery with hundreds of new graves.

      Gillespie County was created in 1848 from parts of Travis County and Bexar County, and Fredericksburg became its first and only county seat. Gillespie County was named for Richard Gillespie, a Texas Ranger who was killed leading the American charge on the Bishop’s Palace in Monterrey, Mexico, on September 21, 1846, during the War with Mexico.

      Fredericksburg became a regional trade center. Many of its industrious Germans became drovers, hauling in goods from San Antonio and the coast to supply the town and the string of army frontier forts just to the west, and hauling out locally produced cotton, grain, fresh fruits, and vegetables. The trip to San Antonio was at least a ten-day trudge for the lumbering ox wagons, and it often took a month to reach the coast.

      It was a trip usually fraught with danger, and not one to be made alone, as illustrated by this account by “D. R.” in April 1855, which followed the route we are about to embark on:

      I left Fredericksburg a day sooner than I intended, in company with an armed band whom I was glad to fall in with, as we had a long dreary route to travel through a country, at this time, by no means free from danger. At every place where we stopped, we heard of Indian depredations being committed; and found the whole country, along our route, in a state of alarm. Seldom a night passed without some outrage, and though every precaution seems to be adopted, and no man thinks of leaving his own door without being armed, these wily savages have so far eluded every effort to detect them. They go mostly on foot in small bands, and from their thorough knowledge of the country, and their facilities for watching everything going on among the settlements, from the tops of the mountains, they can come down at any time in the night, and run off horses or cattle with impunity. In escaping with their booty, they invariably take to the mountains, where they scatter, so that it is impossible to trail them over the rocks. It was late in the morning when we started, and it being our intention to reach the Cibolo [present-day Boerne] that night, we had to push along. In passing Fort Martin Scott, about two miles below town, we could only take a hasty glance at it, from the road. Like all the other frontier posts I have visited, it is very beautifully situated, and must, at the time, have been an important point, as the building indicates that no expense has been spared by the Government to make it every way adapted to the accommodation of a large body of troops. Our route lay through a mountainous country, with but few settlements in sight of the road, though we passed occasionally through some fine valleys of rich lands. On the Perdinalis, we met a party from San Antonio, who had camped, for a short time, and were on their way to organize an Odd Fellows’ Lodge at Fredericksburg. After interchanging a few courtesies, usual on such occasions, we kept along till we reached Grape Creek, where we encamped for an hour to rest our horses and partake of some refreshments.

      Our next halting place was on the Guadalupe where we accidentally pulled up at the rancho of Mr. J. S. Brown [of whom we will soon learn more], who very courteously invited us to alight and in a few minutes had coffee, cigars, &c., placed before us, which we very gladly partook of. Here we learned the Indians had been down the night before and shot a horse belonging to Mr. J. W. Smith, a near neighbor of Mr. Brown’s. While there, he sent over for the arrow which had been taken out of the horse and handed it to us. He remarked that arrows were so plentiful, the children used them to play with. He and his neighbors have employed men at thirty five dollars per month, to be out counting all the time, and scarcely a night passes without some depredation being committed in the neighborhood. The thing has become so common they scarcely think it worth speaking of, if a few horses or cattle are killed or run off, unless a stranger chance to come along at the time and make enquiries, in which case it may stand a chance of being published.

      It was late in the night when we reached the Cibolo, where we met His Honor, Judge Devine, and several lawyers from San Antonio on their way to hold court at Fredericksburg, though there is not enough business to detain him more than a day or two. The room in which they were domiciled for the night, being well filled and guarded with a small armory of six shooters, we had to be staked out in another part of the house, not much adapted for sleeping. Consequently, we were up and on our horses before day break, as we resolved, on seeing our quarters, to take an early start in the morning, and ride to the Leon Springs to breakfast, a distance of twelve miles which we accomplished by eight o’clock. Here again, we heard of the Indians having been down the night before and stolen five horses from a Mr. Pleve, and two from McLellan, living at the Springs. The party who gave us information, at the house where we breakfasted, said there was now but one mule left in the whole neighborhood, as they had made a clean sweep at everything wearing a hoof. Here we fell in with a ranger returning home, who had that morning seen a horse with the skin taken entirely off both fore legs with a knife, which had been done a few nights previous by the Indians. He informed us that he had been with Capt. Calhoun’s command, consisting of three companies of rangers and two of dragoons, accompanied by seventy-five wagons, and that they had traversed all the country bordering on the Wichita and Red River, for three months without seeing an Indian.

      It is hardly to be supposed a body of 500 men, moving through the country, should be likely to see Indians, but this was Gen. Smith’s order, that they should keep together, and it had to be obeyed. Immediately the troops quitted Fort Chadbourne, some 500 Indians who had been watching them on their route, came in and claimed protection, which was at once granted, thus the government were at the same time feeding and protecting the very savages they were sending out a force to chastise, at an enormous cost to the country. It is presumed part of those same Indians came down below, and have since been committing all those depredations, while the rangers and dragoons have been scouring a country where no Indian was to be seen.

      In the spring of 1861, most Texas counties voted to secede, but 96 percent of Gillespie County’s electorate voted against secession. No doubt there was strong Union sentiment in overwhelmingly German Gillespie County, but the final tally was also influenced by the voters’ realization that secession meant war, and war meant both the loss of a major market for local products and the removal of protection against Indian attacks.

      But the drovers managed to stay busy anyway. Many were conscripted to drive for the Confederate Army; others ran cotton down to Mexico, where the bales brought solid gold, not worthless Rebel paper money. The war actually spurred the Texas-Mexico cotton connection. At the height of the war, in 1863, the cotton wagons creaking through New Braunfels hauled the greatest volume in town history. Much of it was Gillespie County cotton. The payoff was good, but not without its dangers. Many Confederates regarded such border trade as treasonous and therefore punishable by death. Others with fewer scruples merely murdered the drovers for their money.

      After the war, Fredericksburg again began to supply western-bound travelers and the reestablished frontier forts. As the iron horse crawled west across Texas after the war, Fredericksburg merchants began to hunger after some rails through their town. They hungered for about forty years. Meanwhile, the big ox wagons continued to roll over the hills to and from San Antonio.

      As early as 1874, a bill was introduced in the Texas legislature petitioning for the incorporation of the San Antonio and Fredericksburg narrow-gauge railroad. It died on the vine.

      In December 1882, The San Antonio Merchants’ Exchange decided to try and induce Messrs. Peirce and Huntington of the Galveston Harrisburg and San Antonio Railroad to push forward the Fredericksburg road, and endeavored to get the Texas and St. Louis narrow-gauge railroad to build their road to that city. The Fredericksburg road was the subject of a great deal of indecision. It had been surveyed and begun several times, as recently as earlier that year. By June, a railroad to Fredericksburg was almost like a forgotten dream.

      With railroad connections to Houston and points farther east, and Austin and points farther north, all San Antonio lacked were rail connections to the Gulf and to the west, which the recently organized San Antonio and Aransas Pass (SAP) railroad promised to provide. But the SAP had ambitions bigger than its pocketbook, and finance problems forced a reorganization of the railroad in 1885. Uriah Lott took over management of the road and in April 1885 signaled the road’s interest in reaching out west. But money was short, and he needed the help of San Antonio’s moneyed men, who as a class were as backward as spring was that year in coming forward. But prospects were at least brighter than they had been since the board of trade gave the project a black eye the previous summer.

      When Fredericksburgers got wind of the San Antonio and Aransas Pass railway’s plan to build a new road northwest out of San Antonio to the High Plains, they immediately formed a committee to confer with SA&AP manager Uriah Lott, to convince him to lay the rails through Kendall County to Fredericksburg. The committee was prepared to fork over right-of-way land and fat cash bonuses to the SA&AP. By December 1885 the race was on. And the advantage appeared to be tipped to a proposed line through Bandera to Kerrville. Lott was demanding $6,000 per mile from the people interested in the Fredericksburg route, and $1,000 from friends of the route via Bandera to Kerrville.

      San Antonio’s business community favored the Fredericksburg route for purely selfish reasons. They already had trade with Bandera and Kerrville in their pocket, with no very probable chance of it being lost, so building a road there would a useless defensive measure to protect interests not threatened.

      But the Fredericksburg line was another matter. With Gillespie, Blanco, Mason, Llano, and the counties beyond, it was different; the bulk of their business went to Austin, Burnet, Lampasas, and Abilene. A line to Fredericksburg would attract business to San Antonio that was going elsewhere.

      The Kerrville boosters talked time and again of the “miniature Alps” on the Fredericksburg route and the necessity of piercing tunnels through them. The Fredericksburg boosters in turn hired a civil engineer who assured them there was no more necessity for tunneling the divide between the Guadalupe and Pedernales rivers than there would have been for the Sunset folks to have tunneled Dignowty hill to get into San Antonio. He was confident that a competent engineer could locate a line from the Guadalupe to Fredericksburg crossing the “miniature Alps” and use no grade above 1 percent per mile.

      But there was a big “but”—Kerrville’s Captain Charles Schreiner, a bulldog of a man who caused even the most optimistic Fredericksburg boosters to admit, “If we had a few Captain Schreiners in our committee it would be better for us, and the prospects for the early completion of the road to Fredericksburg would be brighter.”

      By April 1886, Lott announced that if the people between San Antonio and Fredericksburg would take $289,000, 6 percent of the first mortgage bonds of the road, work would be commenced within thirty days from the time at which the money was raised.

      In May, Austin businessmen were thinking about an independent line to Fredericksburg to protect their commercial interests.

      By June 1886, it was all-out war between Kerrville and Fredericksburg. The Fredericksburg delegation, who had declared that the line should go by way of Sisterdale and directly to that city, had threatened to break up the whole scheme, if possible, in case it went by way of Kerrville. President Lott said it was his intention to supply all of the upper country with railroad facilities as far as possible, but he must first build his railway to Kerrville. There were engineering difficulties in the way of going into Fredericksburg from the south that would cost him $150,000 to overcome, and he did not have the money, nor would it pay if he had. He intended to build in the same general direction from Kerrville, and when he reached the Pedernales, he would be within fifteen to twenty miles of Fredericksburg and have a smooth valley route for his roadbed, and then if the people of that town wanted a branch road, he would be open to deal with them on the most liberal terms. It would look like the height of folly for Fredericksburg to undertake to throw any obstacles in the way, Kerrville boosters said. The road would come within a few miles of them anyway, and a half loaf would be better than no bread.

      Kerrville boosters pointed out the roller flour mill that Captain Schreiner had erected to process the county’s wheat crop and the other mill abuilding in Center Point, and the corresponding lack of such in Gillespie County.

      Lott announced that there would be no railroad northwest from San Antonio until subscriptions of $180,000 to the first mortgage bonds of his road and guarantees of right-of-way and depots were forthcoming from the people along the line. Committees at San Antonio, Boerne, Comfort, Kerrville, and Fredericksburg went out among their townspeople to raise the necessary donations. After the majority of subscriptions had been pledged, Lott announced that he was ready to start projecting the right-of-way out of San Antonio.

      On August 14, the Fredericksburg committee laid its and San Antonio’s proposition before the SAP people in San Antonio.

      Grading commenced on August 26, 1886, and by April of the following year trains were running to Leon Springs. The tracks pushed steadily through Boerne, Welfare, and Waring toward the Guadalupe River just north of Waring. Meanwhile, the people of Fredericksburg and Kerrville waited in suspense.

      Construction halted in Fredericksburg until an immense wood-piling bridge was built across the river. From there, the rails turned toward Comfort, and there was much speculation as to which way they would veer from there: sharply north to Fredericksburg or south to Kerrville. When the big day of decision came, it was one of consternation for Fredericksburgers. The rails headed south for Kerrville. The first train arrived at Kerrville on October 6, 1887, and was received with a great celebration (see Kerrville).

      Fredericksburg had courted Lott in earnest, but Captain Charles Schreiner and his city of Kerrville had been an even more determined competitor for the rails. Schreiner had been heard to say that Kerrville wanted a railroad really bad and that it should be obtained at any cost. Schreiner pointed out to Lott that the route to Kerrville did not include any high mountains; only easy grades would be encountered. The same could not be said of the route to Fredericksburg. Schreiner also guaranteed liberal cash bonuses and the promise of much freight tonnage in and out of the area.

      Business looked great for a few years, but in the end the Kerrville branch proved to be a big disappointment, never shipping out enough tonnage to make the line profitable. The great High Plains route never made it past

      Kerrville.

      In Fredericksburg, the Railroad Committee refused to be discouraged.

      In January 1887, there was a rumor that railroad magnate Jay Gould would build a railroad to Fredericksburg from Kyle. Two months later engineers from the Fredericksburg and San Marcos Valley railroad started surveying.

      Llano joined forces with Fredericksburg. In July 1888, there was a meeting at Fredericksburg regarding an SAP extension to Llano, to which the SAP appeared amenable as long as there was no actual loss to it.

      At that point the SAP extension to Fredericksburg was considered a certainty, with $15,000 already secured. Lott told the Llano and Gillespie county committees that if they graded the road, the SAP would lay track, and equip and operate the same. By January 1889, Llano and Gillespie had raised $100,000, but San Antonio still lacked $15,000 of its $50,000 share.

      Engineers surveyed the best route from below Comfort to Fredericksburg, and the grading was done by J. P. Nelson.

      A long, sinuous route around the hills into Fredericksburg that passed at one point within eight miles of Kerrville was proposed. Charles Schreiner used his considerable influence to kill it.

      In November 1890, boosters for the line came up with another reason for the line: access to the great iron ore beds in Llano. San Antonio desperately wanted to secure federal armaments manufacture, and with a coal supply already assured, Llano’s iron ore would give San Antonio all it needed to become the Krupp’s of America.

      But this and all other deals fell through, almost always because of the high costs to be incurred by building through the Divide, the line of but-grudgingly penetrable hills south of town that separated the Pedernales and Guadalupe river watersheds.

      In the meantime, mules had replaced oxen, but the big wagons continued to roll. They hauled in the big steam boiler for Fredericksburg’s first electric light plant in 1896, and the bulky machinery for its first ice-making factory in 1907.

      In 1903, Frisco railroad representatives were in negotiation for some time with the people of Mason and Fredericksburg concerning the purchase of the railroad grade that had previously been thrown up between Fredericksburg and the “big hill” but never completed. The Frisco was exploring the extension of their line from Brady to some point on the SAP, probably at Waring.

      In October 1909, representatives from San Antonio and Fredericksburg signed a contract with J. P. Nelson to finally commence work on the road. But by the end of the year, he was spending just one hundred dollars a week on the payroll, with only a few teams and men working on the fill between Fredericksburg and Waring, and no one knew why. Nelson wasn’t talking. In the meantime, interests in Austin were agitating for building a line to Fredericksburg, thus shutting out the San Antonio line.

      In mid-January 1910, Nelson finally broke his sphinx-like silence when his efforts to interest moneyed men failed, saying that the Fredericksburg project was taken up at the request of E. H. Harriman, president of the Union Pacific and Southern Pacific railroads and the most powerful railroad man of his time, and he had been the backer behind J. P. Nelson in the Fredericksburg–San Antonio railroad project. For three hours and a half one afternoon under the shade of a giant pecan tree on the San Antonio River, behind the Hot Wells hotel, Mr. Harriman, while on his visit to San Antonio in the spring of 1909, went over the proposition with Nelson, giving it his endorsement and arranging details. Nelson was to raise the money for the grading, and the head of the Harriman lines was to do the rest. The San Antonio man fulfilled his part of the agreement, San Antonio and Fredericksburg both raising bonuses amounting to $110,000. Everything was ready to proceed when Harriman was brought back from Europe a very sick man. His death followed, and the deal was off.

      “Had it not been for Mr. Harriman’s death, the Fredericksburg road would now be nearly completed,” Nelson declared.

      “Mr. Harriman knew me when I met him at the Business Men’s Club reception,” said Mr. Nelson. “He asked if I was not the Nelson who had built the Aransas Pass line, and I replied half jokingly that I was the man who did it.

      “I had my surveys of twenty years ago, profile maps, etc., and he was fully advised of the value of such a line, saying, ‘A road will be built through there sooner or later and we might as well have it; not only does it appear to be a paying proposition, but it will build that territory. Do you think you can raise the money necessary to do the grading?’

      “I responded I could. The matter was settled, and I immediately began work to raise the money. I appealed to San Antonio and Fredericksburg. The bonuses were raised. Then came Mr. Harriman’s death.”

      Nelson could not perfect arrangements with the new powers in control of the Harriman lines, or with any of the several other institutions he was negotiating with to secure the $350,000 he needed.

      He had not given up on raising the money, but if some other backer to build the road were found, he would waive all rights, for he said he wanted to see the railroad built and was willing to sacrifice his own interests to see trains in operation into Fredericksburg.

      “While, probably, the contract has not been complied with morally, due to the crosses and disappointments I have had,” Nelson said, “it has been legally. My payroll each week now amounts to more than $100, as I am engaged in putting in a base to the big fill between Fredericksburg and Waring. I have made the contract for derricks, hoists and all other machinery for the rock work, etc., and every dollar I am now putting in out of my own pocket is a benefit to the proposition. But what is the use of paying three times the cost of feed and other necessaries for a great force of workmen when the future, and my returns, are uncertain? I will not spend more money until every dollar for the building of the railroad is in the bank.”

      Upon Nelson’s estimation that the road could be built for $350,000, the San Antonio and Fredericksburg parties decided to raise $200,000 more on their own rather than give up and possibly bolster the efforts of backers of an Austin to Fredericksburg road. The Fredericksburgers said they preferred a connection with San Antonio but, feeling increasingly anxious, would consider other propositions.

      Nelson relinquished his contract a few weeks later.

      In desperation, Fredericksburg’s businessmen teamed up with their counterparts in San Antonio to build their railroad. By July 1911, it appeared as if the railroad dream would finally come true, despite Charles Schreiner. San Antonio and Gillespie capitalists decided that they would put up the necessary cash, after a failed attempt to secure financing in Chicago that involved the Chicago promoter telling Fredericksburgers that the San Antonio Chamber of Commerce was opposed to the project.

      In order to repair the damage, several San Antonio chamber members took an automobile trip to Fredericksburg to reassure their partners. They took the same route you are starting, and although no one knew it at the time, their trip was a harbinger for the line’s ultimate doom.

      As part of the deal, J. P. Nelson signed a contract with Temple Smith to construct the road. By that time, grading from previous construction efforts had already been practically completed along seventeen miles of the road, including up to the big hill.

      On March 12, the San Antonio Chamber of Commerce accepted a proposition from R. A. Love to build a railroad to Fredericksburg from Waring, agreeing to pay him a $50,000 bonus or take bonds for $150,000 to be issued by him on completion of the road. Fredericksburg had offered a gilt-edge bonus of $100,000, right-of-way, and depot grounds to anyone who would build the railroad to Fredericksburg. But Love had to give a satisfactory bond of at least $25,000 to show good faith and indemnify subscribers to the bonus for any expense they may have to incur in getting right-of-way and depot grounds and other expenses incident to the compliance with their part of the contract.

      Finally, on November 14, 1912, Charles Nimitz, chairman of the Fredericksburg railroad committee (son of hotelier Charles Nimitz and father of future admiral Chester Nimitz), announced that a contract was signed for the road’s long-awaited construction. To bring about the construction, the businessmen of Fredericksburg, who had just formed the Progressive Business League, agreed to give a bonus of $150,000 cash, right-of-way through Gillespie County, and terminal facilities in the town.

      The Chamber of Commerce of San Antonio had pledged to give $50,000 toward the construction of the railroad, to be paid when through train service was established between San Antonio and Fredericksburg.

      Businessmen of Fredericksburg had already subscribed $100,000 of the bonus asked of them. The remainder was to be raised within ten days. There was a great deal of enthusiasm over the signing of the contract, which the Fredericksburg committee believed ensured them a road, as the contractor, Foster Crane, was to put up a bond of $250,000 to ensure the construction of the road and begin work immediately after Fredericksburg had raised its entire bonus.

      The bonus which Fredericksburg gave for the road was the largest ever offered in the state. It was equivalent to $6,000 a mile for the twenty-five miles that spanned the distance from that town to Comfort, where the connection with the San Antonio and Aransas Pass was anticipated to be made. Should the road be built to Comfort, the contractor would have the benefit of almost twenty miles of “dump” that was thrown up years before when a new railroad seemed to be in the making. That project, however, failed, but the dump still stood, and much of it could be used with but little additional work thereon.

      Final construction began early in January 1913 on the 23.9-mile line from Fredericksburg to a junction with the SA&AP line about three miles east of Comfort. The route closely paralleled the wagon road to San Antonio laid out sixty years earlier, which is the road you will travel.

      When the railroad committee opened negotiations to obtain right-of-way through property on the south side of the big hill, several owners refused to part with their holdings at a figure considered reasonable by the committee; ironically, some of them were men who had subscribed liberally to the railroad bonus when it was being raised. Some tracts had to be condemned. When the railroad project was formerly up, they gave right-of-way privileges, and the grade was built. Under the statute of limitations, land ownership reverted to them when the enterprise failed to materialize. Now they did not feel inclined to let go of the property a second time. Even so, the right-of-way was being graded on the south side of the big hill in places where it had been secured. A camp had been pitched on the big hill in preparation for making the big cut.

      In February, contractor Foster Crane’s grading gangs were at work on both ends of the line and in between, and making the cut through the big hill had commenced.

      Toward the end of March, more than two hundred men were at work on the tunnel through the big hill, one hundred at each end.

      By the end of May, four miles of track of the nine-mile stretch between the SAP connection and the big hill had been laid. The roadbed had been laid between Fredericksburg and the big hill. The Young Men’s Business League was already hard at work planning a celebration the likes of which had never before been seen. Manager R. A. Love advised that the new road would probably be in operation by August 1.

      On July 16, at 4 a.m., the tunnel opened, just four hours later than had been predicted for weeks.

      Two weeks later, Crane declared his determination to get the railroad to Fredericksburg by September 1, even if he had to put on night crews, despite the fact that he had until January 1 to finish. The last stick of timber in the long bridge leading up to the tunnel’s south entrance had been put in place. That bridge, of which you will learn more, was the biggest piece of construction on the line, at seven hundred feet and 272,000 board feet of timber. The first engine had arrived several months earlier, and the second engine was due any day. The first engine had been busy between Waring and the tunnel.

      The people of Fredericksburg were anxious to have railroad connections at the earliest possible moment. They had been waiting patiently for nearly a quarter of a century, and now that the hour of success was at hand, their anticipation had been aroused to a high pitch, and Crane was desirous of pleasing them. Only for the fact that there had been a delay in the arrival of the bridge timber, it was probable that the road would already have been completed. Promise had been given that the material for construction of the four small bridges that remained would be delivered that week, and a crew of forty-two bridge men was waiting to slap the timbers into place.

      One hundred of the best beeves in all of Texas had been secured for the great barbecue, the principal feature of the welcoming jubilee. Citizens had also raised $5,000 for the entertainment of their guests from the surrounding territory. Fredericksburgers had for months been accumulating products of all descriptions with which to give the road a good send-off, and an order of fifty-one carloads of lumber from San Antonio had already been placed. The prediction, just as it had been for the Kerrville extension twenty-five years earlier, was that it would be one of the busiest roads in the country.

      By September 25, all but four miles of the railroad had been completed, and the celebration was being planned for October 22 through 24. Round-trip tickets from San Antonio would be $1.50, and the number of passengers was limited to four hundred on the first train. There would be another special train for the general public.

      But into every life a little rain must fall, and the San Antonio, Fredericksburg and Northern was no exception. Heavy rains drenched the region during the last week of September, and it was nearly mid-October before the damage done by the rains had been repaired and track laying was resumed. If nothing serious happened, it was predicted that the track would be finished to the Fredericksburg depot grounds in a few days; one hundred hands were at work on the road.

      Well, the first train finally pulled into Fredericksburg on November 11 at 1:10 in the afternoon and was greeted by a large number of citizens. A band played as the train drew up, and there was a scene of general jubilation. About thirty passengers were aboard, several San Antonians taking advantage of the opportunity to ride on the first train into the mountain town. The train consisted of two passenger cars and several freight cars. Sixteen Fredericksburg citizens arose early that morning and were on board when the train left at four o’clock for the trip to the junction with the SAP near Waring. This trip really inaugurated the passenger service. With the arrival of the SAP train, passengers for the Fredericksburg train transferred to the new line, and the return trip was made.

      Until that train arrived, it was said that Fredericksburg was the largest town in the country without railroad connections.

      The town celebrated the arrival of the iron horse with a three-day blowout affair, from November 18 to 20.

      Bad weather failed to dampen the ardor of Fredericksburg’s citizens, and the events of the celebration in honor of the completion of the new railroad took place as if the sun were shining brightly and the ground was dry. Despite the rain, the people of the community decided to celebrate the dawn of a new era, and they made the occasion memorable despite the handicap under which they labored.

      The first day began with the firing of salutes at 5:00, 5:30, and 6:00 a.m., and music at the fairgrounds at 9:00, followed by the driving of the last spike by Temple D. Smith, who had been a member of the railroad committee since 1889, and the christening of the railroad by Miss Olga Priess, who had been chosen by a vote to be the queen of the celebration; she broke a champagne bottle over a driving wheel of the first engine.

      Wagon-borne farm folks had bumped and rattled into town from miles around just to catch a glimpse of a “live” locomotive. They watched in awe as the great mechanical beast chugged to a halt. One of the farmers, who had traveled many hours to bring his family to view the spectacle, was filled with compassion. Walking over to the locomotive, he patted the tender gently and said, “Poor thing, you must be very tired.”

      The hundreds of San Antonians who took Fredericksburg by storm the first day in two special trains did not allow the rain to cool their enthusiasm or to prevent them from partaking of the good things the town had to offer. They made merry in royal fashion, participating in all the ceremonies of the day and arranging several “stunts” of their own to make Fredericksburg feel like they were glad to be there and didn’t mind a little thing like bad weather. Fredericksburg appreciated that attitude and took special pains to afford entertainment which made the excursionists remember the trip for a long time to come.

      When the Chamber of Commerce special drew in that first afternoon, the rain desisted long enough to allow Temple D. Smith to drive the last spike and Miss Olga Priess, queen of the celebration, to christen the road by breaking a champagne bottle over a driving wheel of the first engine, but it started again when the crowds adjourned to the fairgrounds to hear the address of welcome and listen to responses by speakers from San Antonio and Austin.

      But the big grandstand protected the people from the downpour, and they listened attentively to the succession of speeches, which all predicted a bright and shining future for the mountain town, “unsurpassed for its picturesque scenery by any section of the United States” and that it would soon become a city of eight or ten thousand in population, a goal that was achieved seventy-five years later.

      The grand, free barbecue was given at the fairgrounds, followed by speechmaking by such luminaries as Governor Oscar Colquitt.

      The second day was Old Settlers Day, which also featured live music throughout the day and afternoon speakers. During “Old Settlers Day,” the pioneer residents of the town and of Gillespie County were in the limelight—not sunlight, for the elements again frowned on the quaint mountain town.

      The third day was blessed by bright sun and the presence of more than five thousand visitors. It was capped off by a grand parade at two in the afternoon to show off settlement in Texas by the Germans. The parade, which was several blocks long, was formed in three divisions, the first led by a float representing Germania and comprising a reproduction of the march of the first Germans from Galveston to New Braunfels, Fredericksburg, and other points of destination.

      After that float came a prominent citizen in the guise of Prince Solms von Braunfels attended by twenty aides, all garbed fittingly. A procession of ox carts, prairie schooners, and foresters with axes followed. Members of various German singing societies marched in this division.

      The second division was headed by an impersonator of Baron von Meusebach, escorted by the “home guard,” in half-German, half-American outfits. In this part of the parade came the Fredericksburg float showing a fair-haired girl with a miniature railroad at her feet. She was accompanied by a blacksmith, stockman, and farmer, symbolizing the industries of the community.

      “Ceres,” the goddess of plenty, led the last division, the float being in the form of a cornucopia. Other floats entered by businessmen followed, as well as floats entered by San Antonio and Austin.

      The celebration closed with dances and other social events. It was the greatest celebration the Hill Country had yet seen, surpassing even Kerrville’s extravaganza welcoming the SAP in 1887.

      The rains that fell during the celebration failed to dampen the general enthusiasm but were a harbinger of things to come. The town’s joy, and rail service, was short-lived. Early in December, heavy rains caused big floods throughout the Hill Country and played havoc with the roadbed, submerging thousands of yards of track; out of twenty-one bridges on the road, seventeen had been washed away or were severely damaged. One end of the tunnel was filled up with driftwood and dirt. Fredericksburg was a month without train service. Many of the roadbeds in the state had suffered from the recent high waters, but this new and unsettled bed was probably hit harder than any of the others. The SAP line from San Antonio to Kerrville was in extra bad condition, and trains running over it were making very poor time.

      The SA F&N tracks ended at S. Adams, between E. Park and Walch Avenue. The depot stood between the tracks and E. Park, just west of the intersection of E. Park and Live Oak, across from the county fairgrounds. Evidently there was at least one spur that followed E. Live Oak briefly to service Southwest Granite Company on Granite Avenue/Comfort Road at Live Oak. The tracks left the city limits at the corner of S. Washington and Walnut. There were several sidings between Lincoln and Washington.

      Fredericksburg businessmen welcomed the railroad enthusiastically. They could now ship and receive merchandise much more quickly and cheaply. There were great quantities of locally grown cotton to be shipped out, as well as produce, grain, and livestock. Perhaps most happy was the Nagel Brothers Quarry on nearby Bear Mountain, which could now ship its beautiful red granite out to the rest of the world. Before the railroad’s arrival, it cost $125 to ship a wagonload of granite to Gonzales. On the San Antonio and Fredericksburg Northern, it cost only $20 to ship the same load.

      Travelers were also elated. Heretofore, voyageurs to Fredericksburg anticipated a fatiguing trip. Detraining at Waring or Comfort, they boarded a stagecoach for the last twenty-five miles, rattling over large rocks and steep hills, through dust and mud. When they reached Fredericksburg, they were usually fit only for a long rest. Many weary travelers took their rest at the famous “steamboat” Nimitz Hotel.

      It’s time now to take a stroll down sprawling Main Street, Fredericksburg’s traditional principal thoroughfare, which looks much as it did on that big day in 1913. Reflecting the town’s heritage, Main Street now sports street signs that designate it as “Hauptstrasse.” Start at Main Street’s traditional anchor, the Nimitz Hotel, which is now the flagship of the Admiral Nimitz Museum.

      ADMIRAL NIMITZ MUSEUM

      340 E. Main • 997-8600 • www.nimitz-museum.org • Open daily • Fee • W variable • The Nimitz Hotel is detailed at some length in the Mormon Trails trip, but much about the place and its founder can be said here.

      German-born Charles Nimitz put to sea at the tender age of fourteen as a member of the German merchant marine. He and his family came to America four years later, in 1844, first settling in Charleston, South Carolina. By May 1846, Nimitz was riding on that first wagon train to Fredericksburg. He opened a four-room hotel on this spot in 1852. By the advent of the Civil War, the Nimitz establishment enjoyed a far-flung reputation as the frontier’s cleanest and most congenial lodgings. Weary travelers enjoyed the inn’s hot baths, cold beer and wine, and tables loaded down with white bread and fresh vegetables.

      Nimitz’s hustling drive was typical of the Fredericksburg business community; if it couldn’t be made here, it could always be wagoneered here. Despite the rugged journey to and from major market centers, Fredericksburgers and their guests enjoyed a standard of living unknown elsewhere on the frontier. The merchants’ aggressive drive, plus the farmers’ productivity, multiplied by the needs and appetites of travelers on the Upper Emigrant Road, were the reasons why.

      Nimitz’s reputation was not tarnished by the hard times of the Civil War, even though the “coffee” was a blend of parched sweet potatoes and toasted barley, and the cellar brewery had to be turned into a cistern. Nimitz organized the Gillespie County Rifles (one of several local frontier guard units) and served as the local conscription officer for the Confederate Army. Nimitz was one of the few Gillespie County residents who had voted for secession. The Unionist sentiments of the majority were to cause them much trouble. Nimitz and his men were honorable and evenhanded in their dealings with these reluctant Confederates, but others were not.

      Perhaps most unsavory was J. P. Waldrip. He gathered around him a band of men who were anxious to avoid frontline duty but eager to murder and loot for personal gain. Soon Waldrip and his men were known and feared as Die Haengebande (the Hangman’s Band). Die Haengebande prowled the countryside raiding and pillaging outlying German farms and dragging prospective noose victims from their houses, in the name of the Confederacy.

      When Captain Nimitz sent conscription notices to some of Waldrip’s men, the plunderers proved their patriotism by invading the Nimitz Hotel for the purpose of stringing up its proprietor. Nimitz evaded the noose by taking refuge in the dank brewery-cistern.

      James Duff, late of San Antonio, was another thorn in the county’s side. Commander of the irregular Confederate unit, Duff’s Partisan Rangers, Duff was sent to Kerr and Gillespie counties following the declaration of martial law on the frontier in 1862. Duff conducted a reign of terror in the name of the Confederacy. Duff was probably responsible for the cold-blooded massacre called the Battle of Nueces. Duff’s Rangers continued their depredations for some months thereafter before being recalled to San Antonio.

      With the end of the war, many members of Die Haengebande were indicted for their actions. J. P. Waldrip died in the shadow of the Nimitz Hotel, felled in 1867 by a bullet fired by the vengeful son-in-law of a man killed by Waldrip’s gang of ruffians and bandits. Life at the Nimitz Hotel then settled down to a more peaceful, though still lively, style.

      Nimitz passed away on April 29, 1911.

      Stroll west from the Nimitz on this, the north side of Main Street. A few doors west is the old Dietz Bakery.

      OLD DIETZ BAKERY

      312 E. Main

      This building was constructed in about 1876 by George Wahrmund and served as a millinery shop and boarding house before becoming the Dietz Bakery. The bakery eventually moved on down the street, and the building served a variety of purposes before being restored to its original lines. Its mansard roof, lacy porch balustrade, and spindly, delicate porch posts bring a little French flavor to Main Street.

      STRIEGLING HOUSE

      310 E. Main

      Next door to the old bakery is the old Striegling house. When built in 1908, this two-story limestone block house was one of the real showplaces on Main Street. An aggressive, progressive businessman, Robert Striegling was an officer of the committee that brought the railroad to Fredericksburg.

      On to the 200 block of E. Main Street, where the Keidel family complex anchors the east end of the block.

      KEIDEL FAMILY MEDICAL COMPLEX

      248 and 250 E. Main

      First you encounter the limestone Keidel Memorial Hospital, then the old two-story limestone Keidel family home, then the vintage Keidel Drug Store. Built in 1909, the latter was Fredericksburg’s—and possibly the nation’s—first medical arts complex. Keidel brothers Victor (physician) and Felix and Werner (dentists) maintained offices upstairs, while Kurt (pharmacist) ran the drugstore downstairs. Three distinguished generations of Keidel physicians served Gillespie County. Kurt’s daughter Margaret Keidel owned and ran the drugstore until it closed a few years ago. Dr. Wilhelm Keidel was Gillespie County’s first doctor and county judge. His grandson Victor is credited with performing the first blood transfusion in Texas. Son Albert was a schoolmate of X-ray pioneer W. C. Roentgen in Germany.

      Wilhelm was trained in Germany and came to Texas in 1845 at age twenty. He enlisted in the U.S. Army for six months when the Mexican War broke out. He came to Fredericksburg to serve as the Emigration Company’s doctor, although he wasn’t a member of the first wagon train. Family legend has it that the job was to be only temporary. He was supposed to go to Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore for additional training. But he loved it here so much he decided to stay and was elected county judge the next year. A branch of the family still lives in Baltimore.

      “The spring of 1847 was a good one, probably,” Kurt’s daughter, Miss Margaret Keidel, once observed. “The Hill Country—that is Mason, Willow City, Fredericksburg—was the only place you found bluebonnets then.” But a friend of hers has always maintained that her grandmother brought the first lupinus (bluebonnet) seeds with her from Germany and then planted them here. “I was in Germany in August one year walking with a forest ranger in a preserve, and he showed me a patch of bluebonnets that were waist high,” Keidel said, adding a final twist.

      Wilhelm and the rest of the Germans were probably enamored with the babbling seasonal creeks and bowers of flowers. “German people are romantic,” she declared, disputing the notion that Germans are a cold, reserved people. “The German language is romantic in that it paints pretty pictures. The romantic books about Texas and the Republic were as strong a lure as political or religious oppression at home.” Some of the more optimistic emigrants kept mistaking the gnarled, twisted oaks for olive trees as their burdened wagons inched toward their new home at the southernmost edge of the Llano Uplift.

      WHITE ELEPHANT SALOON

      242 E. Main

      Next door to the old Keidel Drug Store is one of Fredericksburg’s most eye-catching buildings, the White Elephant Saloon, with its imported bas-relief carved white elephant above the front door. J. W. Kleck built this saloon back in 1888, when moonshine sold for fifteen cents a quart and thirteen saloons stood ready to slake a dusty throat’s thirst. Most of Fredericksburg’s gingerbread is wood, but elaborate wrought-iron filigree traces the White Elephant’s roofline. A touch of old New Orleans, mais oui?

      During the 1880s, White Elephant saloons appeared in towns and cities throughout Texas and the United States, acclaimed as “places of resort for gentlemen” and featuring long mahogany or cherrywood bars with elaborately carved ornamental details, above which hung numerous mirrors. Even little Brownwood, Texas, had its own White Elephant saloon. Wyatt Earp opened a White Elephant Saloon in Eagle City, Idaho, in 1883 or 1884. Austin, famous for its contrary nature in Texas, had its Black Elephant saloon, which, not surprisingly, catered to the city’s black population. Bessie Smith began her singing career in front of Chattanooga’s White Elephant saloon, about 1903, at the tender age of nine.

      Fredericksburg’s White Elephant was more docile than most; Fort Worth’s White Elephant was best known for the famous shootout between “Little” Luke Short and “Long-haired Jim” Courtright, in 1887.

      San Antonio’s White Elephant Saloon, located on the city’s main square, figured prominently in the assassination of Austin’s most famous pistolero, Ben Thompson, in 1884. Bat Masterson wrote of Thompson, “It is doubtful if in his time there was another man living who equaled him with a pistol in a life-and-death struggle.”

      A. WALTER JEWELLER BUILDING

      128 E. Main

      In the 100 block of E. Main, you come to the old A. Walter Jeweller building. This common little structure is saved from anonymity by the exquisite center stone of its Alamo cornice. The smooth-as-glass red Bear Mountain granite bears an etched Roman-numeraled clock face set at ten o’clock and the surrounding words “A. Walter Jeweller.” Alphonse Walter built the place in 1908. Dorer’s specializes in antique watches and clocks.

      OLD FREDERICKSBURG BANK

      120 E. Main

      The next point of interest west is the delightful, romantic old Bank of Fredericksburg building. Alfred Giles designed this turreted, castle-like bit of the Old World in about 1889, and the prominent local financier Temple Smith erected it that same year.

      Most folks were rather suspicious of banks back then—after all, this was long before the advent of the FDIC and other federal regulatory agencies. So most bankers, Temple Smith included, erected miniature castles or cathedrals like this one to house their customers’ money; “A mighty fortress is our bank,” to parody Martin Luther. One of the most tireless railroad boosters in town, “Banker” Smith spent twenty-five years getting his rails, the quest for which he embarked upon almost as soon as he arrived in Fredericksburg.

      At the end of this block, where it intersects Adams Street, E. Main becomes W. Main. Cross Adams. Walk a few more feet west on Main and you see a reproduction of the old Vereinskirche on your right, and the Gillespie County courthouses on your left. You are now on the Marketplatz, or Market Square.

      VEREINSKIRCHE AND ARCHIVES MUSEUM

      100 block of N. Main, in the Marketplatz • 997-7832 • Open Monday through Saturday 10–5 • Fee • W with assistance

      Set back from Main Street, in the middle of the old market square is the Vereinskirche, whose coffee mill/Old World lines epitomize Fredericksburg’s essential Germanness. Built a year after the Germans’ arrival, the Vereinskirche (Society’s Church) was the first public building erected. It served as a nondenominational church, school, and meeting hall. The cupola was used to watch the Indians during service. The church received its name from some cowboys who saw it for the first time.

      This Vereinskirche is actually a faithfully rendered reproduction of the original (except the original had fachwerk, or “half-timber,” walls), which stood in the center of Main Street, between the courthouse square and the market square. The first Vereinskirche was torn down shortly after Fredericksburg’s Golden Anniversary Celebration in 1896. This reproduction was built in 1935–1936 in preparation for the Texas Centennial Celebration. The coffee mill church houses the Gillespie County Archives and local history collection, along with a collection of objects from early Gillespie County days, and rotating special displays.

      Also in Market Square is a bust and plaque commemorating Jacob Brodbeck, an early aviation pioneer. Born in Germany in 1821, he immigrated to Texas in 1846. He taught school in the Vereinskirche in 1847, and later served as Gillespie County surveyor and district school supervisor. In 1863, he and his family moved to San Antonio. Before leaving Germany, Brodbeck had attempted to invent a clock that would run without winding. Once in Texas, he adapted his ideas to manned flight. By 1863, he had constructed a miniature airplane with a rudder, wings, and a propeller powered by coiled springs. The wings were partly movable. He also added a propeller screw for water navigation. He calculated that the plane’s motive power and the wind’s direction would allow for a flight speed of between thirty and one hundred miles per hour. By 1865, he was offering “certificates of interest” to potential investors in San Antonio and Gillespie County to finance his trial flight.

      He gave some rather sketchy details of his air-ship to the Galveston Tri-Weekly News.

      The air-ship consists of three main parts.

      1. The lower suspended portion, formed like a ship with a very short prow to cut the air; it serves to hold the aeronaut, and also the power-producing engine with all the steering apparatus. This portion is shut up all around to prevent the rapid motion from affecting the breathing of the man within.

      2. The upper portion, or flying apparatus, which makes use of the resistance of the air, consists of a system of wings, partly moveable, partly immovable, presenting the appearance of horizontal sails, but having functions entirely different from the sails of vessels.

      3. The portion producing the forward motion consists either of two screws, which can be revolved with equal or unequal motion, so as to serve the purpose of lateral steering, or of wings of a peculiar construction. The preference to be given to one or the other depends on the force of the motive power. Another apparatus controls the ascending motion.

      Supposedly he built a prototype and flew it several hundred feet, at an altitude “several feet higher than a tall tree,” but crashed to the ground when the springs wound down. Brodbeck still hadn’t solved the rewinding problem. He toured the eastern United States speaking publicly and seeking financial support but was unsuccessful. Some of his papers were stolen in Michigan. He returned to Gillespie County in 1870 and bought a farm at Luckenbach. Although unable to obtain a patent on his invention, he lived to see the Wright brothers validate his belief in man’s ability to fly. Brodbeck died on his farm in 1910.

      PIONEER PLACE GARDEN

      Behind the Vereinskirche • Free • W

      The Pioneer Place Garden is a quiet little green spot whose most obvious feature is the old wooden waterwheel, dedicated by the people of Fredericksburg to Lyman Wight’s long-vanished Mormon colony at nearby Zodiac, in gratitude for the invaluable help given by the Mormons during the difficult early years.

      OLD SCHMIDT HOTEL

      218 W. Main

      Old Charlie Nimitz’s hotel was not without competition in early-day Fredericksburg. Located midway in the next block west is the double-porched two-story limestone building put up as a hotel in 1857 by Ludwig Schmidt. It served travelers for half a century. Since then, it has been a store, a saloon, a drugstore, and a doctor’s office.

      On to the 300 block of W. Main, where you first see a state historical marker.

      The historical marker tells the story of Englebert Krauskopf, gunsmith, and Adolph Lungkwitz, silversmith, who together invented a guncap-making machine. ’Twas midway into the Civil War, and the Confederates were desperate for munitions. Little cottage industries were springing up all across Texas and the rest of the South. While Joseph Eubanks was building his cotton cards factory on the San Gabriel River down at Circleville, artisan Adolph Lungkwitz (brother of painter Hermann Lungkwitz) and mechanic Krauskopf were scheming a method of mass producing cheap and reliable firing caps. Their conception was sharpened by the leanness of frontier life, their execution equally hindered by it. But they persevered and were soon supplying the Confederate Army and their own Hill Country neighbors with thousands of caps marked with the factory’s distinctive lone star. The old factory no longer stands, but other remnants of the Krauskopf family’s business enterprises remain.

      KRAUSKOPF STORE

      312 W. Main

      Englebert Krauskopf’s boy, Oscar, ran a hardware store in this structure for years. All in all, four generations of Krauskopfs operated the hardware store, and three generations tended the general store next door. The building sports an attractive cast-metal cornice.

      RUDOLPH ITZ SALOON

      320 W. Main

      Just a few feet farther west is the old Itz Saloon. Many early builders obscured their buildings’ rocky origins by covering the rough rock surfaces with stucco, especially when the stone used was limestone rubble. Such was the case with Rudolph Itz, who built this place shortly after the Civil War. It was long a popular saloon; with the advent of Prohibition, it became a meat market.

      ZION LUTHERAN CHURCH

      426 W. Main

      When Fredericksburg was founded, there wasn’t a Lutheran congregation or pastor in the state. Six of Fredericksburg’s founding families were Lutheran. They organized under the leadership of a layman, William Schumaker, a tailor and book dealer from Wuppenthal. The Lutherans weren’t satisfied with the Vereinskirche minister and started to look for a minister. They heard of a fellow named Schneider, who lived in Victoria. He came to visit but turned out to be a Methodist missionary. Schneider organized a Methodist group, and some followed him. Some of the remaining Lutherans attempted to follow Gottlieb Burchard Dangers, pastor of the Evangelical Protestant Church at the Vereinskirche, who served from 1849 to 1869. But he disappointed them, and they pulled away again. In 1850, eleven Lutheran pastors came to Texas. In 1852, Pastor P. F. Zizelman came to Fredericksburg to organize Zion. The Zion congregation bought a lot on Main Street for forty-five dollars. The first rock church was built there in 1853. A second church was built 1884 and was then enlarged and remodeled in 1908.

      Other Lutherans continued to worship at the Vereinskirche until 1893, when they built Holy Ghost Lutheran Church at 113 E. San Antonio. They hung a bell from the Vereinskirche in the tower of the new church, which was remodeled and enlarged to its present size in 1949. Holy Ghost was one of the last churches in Texas to hold regular German-language services, and German is still used occasionally in worship services.

      Cross Main now, over to its south side, where you encounter the Uptown Welcome Center and Pioneer Museum complex.

      UPTOWN WELCOME CENTER

      325 W. Main • Open daily

      This visitor center has maps, dining and attractions guides, and other useful information. The Dambach-Besier House stood at 515 E. Main Street for 135 years and was moved here in 2005 where it was reconstructed to form the entrance to the Pioneer Museum and serve as the Fredericksburg Convention and Visitors Bureau Uptown Welcome Center. F. Dambach built the limestone house in 1869. It was purchased by the Besier family for $400 in 1881.

      PIONEER MEMORIAL MUSEUM

      325 West Main • 990-8441 • www.pioneermuseum.net • Open daily during summer months, closed Sunday and Monday rest of year • Fee • W variable

      The Pioneer Museum is actually a collection of buildings that includes the Weber family Sunday house, the Fassel home, the Kammlah barn, the Kammlah store and home, and the Fire Department Museum.

      The Henry Kammlah family came to Texas in 1845 and to Fredericksburg in 1846. In 1849, Henry Kammlah the elder built the front four rooms and attic of this rambling family complex. Into this space were crowded both his growing family and his mercantile store. His son Henry Kammlah was a freight driver and survivor of the Battle of Nueces before he stepped into his father’s storekeeping shoes. In the meantime, the house/store continued to grow; eight more rooms and a smokehouse were added. The store remained open until 1924. The Gillespie County Historical Society bought the house in 1955 and turned it into a museum. Today the front two rooms are filled with much of the store’s old inventory. Some of the back rooms are filled with Kammlah family articles. Other rooms contain displays depicting pioneer life, centering on the Meusebach and Nimitz families. A wine cellar and three open-hearth kitchens round out the Kammlah house.

      The Fassel house is furnished with period furniture. Its builder, Mathias Fassel, was a skilled wheelwright who helped keep Fredericksburg’s rolling stock in repair. He was a busy man.

      The Weber Sunday house was built in 1904 by August Weber. Most Sunday houses date between 1890 and 1920. German ranchers and farmers who lived far from town built them so that they might have a place to stay in town over the weekend, when they came in from the farm to shop and go to church, hence the name Sunday house. A typical Sunday house has one room with a lean-to kitchen out back and a sleeping loft up top, which is reached by an outside stairway or ladder. The boys in the family usually slept in the loft. Most Sunday houses were built of wood, but some were rock. It’s important to remember that not every tiny house in Fredericksburg is a Sunday house; some people just had neither the money nor the inclination to build anything larger. Clusters of Sunday houses also developed around St. Paul Lutheran Church in Cave Creek and in the village of Harper. Sunday house use began to die out in the 1920s with the advent of motor vehicles and improved roads.

      The story of the Fire Department Museum begins with Fredericksburg Social Turn Verein, established in 1871 in the tradition of German gymnastic clubs. The club opened with a gymnastics school and a nine-pin bowling alley. In 1883, the club sponsored a fire brigade that became the City Volunteer Fire Department.

      The Fire Department Museum houses the town’s turn-of-the century hand pumper, hose cart, chemical tank, and steam pumper inside a replica of the town’s original fire station. The town’s original fire-alarm bell is mounted atop the building. The oldest piece of equipment in the museum is a 1902 hand pumper that took six men to operate. A hose cart that dates to 1905 carried axes and a hose.

      In 1909, the department purchased the chemical engine on display. It is not much more than a water tank on wheels. The tank contained a mixture of water and bicarbonate of soda (baking soda). When the wagon arrived at a fire, acid was added to the water and soda, which built up pressure in the tank and forced the water out through the narrow-diameter hose. Before the acid was added, a designated shaker man would shake the tank by means of a lever to thoroughly mix the water and soda. When it was mixed thoroughly, the acid was added. The chemical engine worked well when the fire was small and within reach. At larger fires, the chemical engine served as the “quick attack” rig while the steamer engine was set up.

      The most interesting piece is the 1911 American LaFrance Cosmopolitan steam engine, which was pulled by hand, horse, or Model T truck. This steamer is one of seven still existing from the twenty-one that were completed between 1902 and 1912. With a capacity of 250 gallons, this was the smallest steamer manufactured. It is six feet high, seven feet long, three feet eight inches wide, and weighs 1,900 pounds. The engine’s pumping capacity was 250 gallons per minute. It was a bit of a fire hazard itself, spewing red-hot cinders from its stovepipe exhaust. The Cosmopolitan and the chemical engine are still functional, though they are never activated. The rolling stock is brought out at least once a year for parades; call the museum for parade schedules.

      The Walton-Smith log cabin was originally located near the Gillespie/Llano county line. Only the fourteen-by-fourteen-foot core of the cabin is original. The limestone chimney, front porch, and kitchen were added to duplicate the cabin’s original appearance. The one-room White Oak School was moved here a few years ago. Children’s educational and entertainment workshops are often held there.

      At the southwest corner of the Pioneer Museum complex is the old First Methodist Church, which now serves as Historical Society offices and meeting room. It has displays of barbed wire and early Fredericksburg furniture. This is the oldest Methodist church in the Hill Country, having been built in 1855 of native limestone. Subsequent remodelings in 1912, 1923, and 1948 brought it to its current size and appearance. The original congregation split after the Civil War. The First Methodist Church stayed here, while the dissenters moved to Edison Street and founded the Edison Street Methodist Church. It only took a century, but the two congregations patched up their differences and reunited in 1970 as the Fredericksburg United Methodist Church. The new church kept the Edison Street sanctuary, and in the true Fredericksburg fashion of recycling buildings instead of tearing them down and building new ones, the congregation sold the old church building to the Historical Society in 1978.

      ST. MARY’S CHURCHES

      300 block of W. San Antonio

      On the back side of the 300 block of San Antonio are located two of Fredericksburg’s most imposing churches, the Marien Kirche (old St. Mary’s) and the newer St. Mary’s Church. They make a marvelous pair. Work on the Marien Kirche started in 1860 and was finished during the early days of the Civil War. The church’s most distinctive feature is its stone spire, a strong reflection of the homeland Gothic. It has recently been restored. “New” St. Mary’s supplanted the Marien Kirche in 1906, more finely detailed and delicate in appearance but equally Gothic. The interior paintings and stenciling rival those of the painted churches of Fayette County.

      OLD FREDERICKSBURG POST OFFICE

      125 W. Main

      The attraction here is inside: the mural, “Loading Cattle,” painted by Otis Dozier in 1942, depicting a cowboy on horseback shooing cattle into a railroad cattle car. Post office murals like this survive around the state as a reminder of the inspirational power of art during troubled times and the innovative ways in which the Franklin Roosevelt administration worked to dig America out of the Great Depression.

      Completed between 1934 and 1943, and administered by the U.S. Treasury Department, the murals were paid for out of the 1 percent of construction costs reserved for building decorations. Beyond providing work for artists, the murals were meant to bring quality art to the American people and to tell the story of America. In Texas, mural subjects included Indians, Texas Rangers, Texas Longhorns, and cowboys. Only post offices built during the period were eligible to receive the murals. The artists were selected by anonymous competition, which gave women and minority artists a fair chance to receive a commission. Otis Dozier (1904–1987) also painted murals for post offices in Giddings and Arlington. Other Hill Country/Central Texas post offices with murals are located in Elgin, La Grange, Lockhart, and Smithville.

      PIONEER MEMORIAL LIBRARY/OLD COURTHOUSE

      Center of the courthouse square • 997-6515 • Monday through Thursday • Free • W

      Fredericksburg has had three courthouses. The first stood where the post office is currently located. Of the two remaining, it is the second, limestone courthouse that catches the eye. Alfred Giles designed this 1882 edifice in the Romanesque Revival style, as evidenced by its formal balance, heavy decorative consoles, and classical roof slopes. The cut stonework at the corners and around the openings contributes to its stateliness while providing a pleasing contrast to the rougher, pitch-face stones that make up the main body. The roof ridges are topped with an intricate wrought-iron cresting. The limestone came from nearby quarries, which helped keep the building’s final cost down to $23,000. Restored in 1967, the building’s first story houses the Pioneer Memorial Library, while the second story contains a community hall and a beautiful wall tapestry depicting the history of Fredericksburg.

      OLD GILLESPIE COUNTY JAIL

      100 block W. San Antonio, directly behind the courthouse square • Open by appointment and on special occasions. Call the Gillespie County Historical Society, 997-2835.

      This two-story limestone fortress is the second of Gillespie County’s jails and was built in 1885. Abandoned as a jail in 1939, it stood various county duties until the late 1970s, when Fredericksburg Heritage Foundation funds, matched by Texas Historical Commission dollars, made its restoration possible. The ground floor housed a holding area and the sheriff’s office and living quarters, which are authentically furnished. The second floor had two steel-clad cells located against the east wall and maximum security cells in the center and at the back. Graffiti decades old still mars the cell walls upstairs. The building is locked, but the wrought-iron gate to the jail yard is kept unlocked so that visitors may examine the building’s exterior. You will shudder at the jagged glass shards sticking out along the top of the west rock wall, a crude but effective way to keep prisoners from scaling the wall, a security method often seen in Mexico.

      BONN BUILDING

      121 E. Main

      The Nagel Brothers supplied much of the rich red granite used in Fredericksburg’s buildings, as evidenced by Main Street cornerstones. The Nagels were not above the hard sell, as can be seen in several of the cornerstones. One of the best of these decorates the Bonn building, built by R. C. Bonn in 1913 and trimmed in Nagel red granite. An immaculately frocked lady and top-hatted gentleman flank the inscription “R. C. Bonn, 1913, A Convincing Fact That the Nagel Bros Have the Best Granite for Building and Monumental Work.”

      VAN DER STUCKEN BIRTHPLACE

      123 E. Main

      On down E. Main is the site where noted American composer and conductor Frank van der Stucken’s birthplace once stood. Frank van der Stucken the younger was born on this spot in 1858. With the end of the Civil War, van der Stucken the elder sold out his business interests here and sailed his family to Belgium, where the gifted young Frank could receive the best musical instruction. He studied under the noted Austrian Franz Liszt, finally returning to America in 1884. He was promptly highly acclaimed here as both composer and conductor. Van der Stucken became the first musical director of the Cincinnati Symphony Orchestra in 1895. In the following years, van der Stucken received many international awards. He died in 1929 in Hamburg, Germany.

      FREDERICKSBURG BAKERY

      141 E. Main • 997-3254 • Tuesday through Saturday 8–5:15 • No Cr. • W

      Next on this tour is the last of Fredericksburg’s legendary bakeries, with the closing of Dietz Bakery. The building containing the Fredericksburg Bakery was erected by Louis Priess in 1889. Here he conducted his general store on the ground floor and raised his family on the second level. The two-story limestone structure is imposing yet coquettishly frilly with its rail-thin iron porch posts and lacy brackets and porch balustrades. Priess sold his building in 1923 to George Stucke, who turned the store into a bakery, which it has been ever since. The giant wood-stoked oven gave way in 1945 to more modern gas-fired ovens, and the ownership has changed. But the baked goods haven’t suffered one whit over the years. All the white, wheat, and dark breads are good; the iced cinnamon-nut and banana loaves do anyone’s breakfast table proud. You need to get here before noon for the best bread selection, for many Fredericksburgers will eat from no other loaf.

      NIMITZ BIRTHPLACE

      247 E. Main • Historical marker

      On to the 200 block, where toward the end of the block you encounter the little whitewashed stucco cottage that was future Fleet Admiral Chester Nimitz’s birthplace in 1885. Two of his uncles Henke operated meat markets on Main Street, and the old downtown Henke Meat Market stands next door to the Nimitz cottage, on the corner. The admiral’s birth room contains old family photos.

      Another block and you’re back across the street from the Nimitz Museum. Residential Fredericksburg has just as much to see as Main Street Fredericksburg. Austin, Schubert, and Travis streets, running parallel to and north of Main, and San Antonio and Creek to the south, are lined with an extensive variety of vintage homes and businesses. This tour of residential Fredericksburg, which is admittedly just a sampling of the whole, starts with the 100 block of E. Austin, which runs parallel to Main one block north.

      SCHANDUA HOUSE

      111 E. Austin • Next to Fredericksburg Bible Church

      In the 100 block of E. Austin, you see the tiny rock Schandua house, Fredericksburg’s only fully authentic house restoration, right down to the absence of electricity and indoor plumbing.

      VAN DER STUCKEN HOME

      102 W. Austin at Adams

      The stately two-story van der Stucken home stands guard over the market square, at the corner of W. Austin and N. Adams. Alfred van der Stucken, cousin of Frank van der Stucken the conductor, started work on this house in the 1890s. The house was originally one story, but van der Stucken added on a second story as his family grew. The white gingerbread porch trim and balustrades plus the heavy cornice provide a brilliant frosting contrast to the weathered gray limestone walls. Alfred was a prominent miller and backer of the railroad. Upon van der Stucken’s move to San Antonio in 1912, the house and mill passed into the hands of others.

      VAN DER STUCKEN HOME

      114 W. Austin

      On down at the west end of this block is another van der Stucken house. Felix van der Stucken built the one-story section of this limestone house soon after he bought the lot in 1864. The two-story section was added later. Its peculiar combination of Victorian and Greek Revival styles, along with its broad double front porch and markedly shallow roof, makes it one of Fredericksburg’s most distinctive homes. Felix built a steam roller mill here in Fredericksburg during the postwar years, and it became famous as the Reliance Roller Mills.

      The 400 block of W. Austin has several homes of interest.

      JOHN WALTER HOME

      408 W. Austin

      First on your right is the John Walter home, a place that couldn’t seem to stop growing once it got started. John Walter first built the little log cabin out front in 1867. Soon he added to the cabin a room behind and two on the side made of quarry-faced limestone blocks. Elected Gillespie County sheriff in 1876, Walter on occasion used his home as a jail, specifically the big one-room rock kitchen, which connected to the main house by a Durchgang (enclosed walkway). Its two windows are still barred. The latest addition, built in the late 1970s, is the imitation fachwerk section on the far side of the kitchen.

      STRACKBEIN-ROEDER HOME

      414 W. Austin

      This simple, unassuming little house is typical of the second generation of Fredericksburg homes, the successors to fachwerk and log. The attic/sleeping gable is reached by an outside staircase, and two of the four original rooms lack windows.

      BIERSCHWALE HOME

      110 N. Bowie at Austin • B&B inn

      Alfred Giles designed this home for William Bierschwale in 1889. Its style is distinctively Giles. County official, legislator, and banker, Bierschwale was an unwavering railroad booster.

      Turn right on Bowie. At the end of this first block, you see on your left the distinctive double-chimneyed limestone house designed and built in 1856 by Johan Peter Tatsch.

      TATSCH HOME

      Bowie and Schubert • Historical marker

      Tatsch’s detailed blueprints for the house now reside in the Library of Congress, and the house is listed on the Historic American Builders Survey. Most noteworthy is the huge offset fireplace, which is large enough to roast a whole ox. A Tischlermeister (master furniture maker), Tatsch supervised the stonemasons’ work and did the woodwork himself. Churns, buckets, barrels, bedsteads, wardrobes, rockers, and even spinning wheels—with nary a nail or screw in the lot—were turned out by his skilled hands. Today his solid handcrafted works command premium prices from collectors.

      Turn left on W. Schubert from the Tatsch house; then turn left again onto Acorn 1 block later. Cross Main.

      KLINGELHOEFER HOUSE

      701 W. Main at S. Acorn

      Just after you cross Main, on your right is the home begun by Johann Klingelhoefer soon after his arrival here from Germany in 1847. It began as a one-pen fachwerk cabin, expanding room by room as the family grew. Klingelhoefer was the other man in the county court judge controversy involving Mormon leader Lyman Wight. The final victor in their pitched battle for the office, Klingelhoefer served for many years thereafter.

      Turn left on W. Creek, two blocks south of Main.

      ST. BARNABAS EPISCOPAL CHURCH

      S. Bowie and W. Creek • Historical marker

      Peter Walter started work on this little fachwerk cottage soon after his arrival in 1846, making it one of the oldest houses in Fredericksburg still standing today. A wagoneer, Walter farmed the surrounding land between supply runs to Fort McKavett. St. Barnabas Parish bought the little house in 1952, restoring and consecrating it as a mission in 1954. It sits in the churchyard on your right.

      KRIEGER HOUSE

      512 W. Creek

      Over in the next block on your left is the old bachelor Bude (shanty) of Adam Krieger and George Geyer. An 1848 whitewashed fachwerk cottage, the handsomely restored little house has an even older one-room log cabin out back.

      PAPE AND DANGERS HOUSES

      200 block of W. Creek • Historical markers

      In the middle of the 200 block of W. Creek stand the old Pape log cabin and the little Dangers stone house, both of which sport historical markers. The Pape cabin is the older of the pair and is perhaps the oldest surviving structure in the town. The Friedrich Pape family arrived here in May 1846, one of Fredericksburg’s first forty families. It had been a rough trip from Germany for the Papes. Three of the children had died on the boat over, and by the time the surviving Papes reached Fredericksburg, Mother Pape was very ill. The settlers communally built this little cabin for the ailing woman shortly after their arrival. They used post-oak logs cut nearby and probably topped it with a thatched grass roof until a shake roof could be constructed. Friedrich sold the lot and cabin to the Reverend Gottlieb Dangers a couple of years later, and Dangers then built the front section of the rock house in about 1851. He added two back rooms and a cellar in 1857.

      JORDAN-TATSCH HOME

      101 W. Creek

      This is another 1850s vintage rock house, with subsequent frame additions.

      The remaining three blocks of Creek are lined with a nice variety of old and not-so-old homes. Turn left on S. Lincoln at Creek’s dead end. Turn right on Main Street/US 290.

      KIEHNE HOME

      405 E. Main • Historical marker

      Friedrich Kiehne and wife Maria built this house in 1850, and it was Fredericksburg’s first stone building, its first really permanent dwelling. Kiehne was a blacksmith, and he made most of the window hardware used in his home. The double front porches with the connecting stairway give it a distinctive look. The Kiehne home is one of the most immaculately restored buildings in Fredericksburg.

      DINING

      ALTDORF RESTAURANT

      301 W. Main • 997-7865 • Open daily • Lunch and dinner • W

      Located inside an 1860 limestone house, Altdorf’s dining room is pleasant enough, but in nice weather, take lunch or that afternoon break outside in the biergarten. It has an American-Mexican-German menu, with lots of sandwiches and finger foods, and a good beer selection.

      ANDY’S DINER

      413 S. Washington (US 87) • 997-3744 • Open daily Tuesday through Saturday for breakfast, lunch, and dinner; Sunday and Monday breakfast and lunch • No Cr. • W

      Andy’s is a favorite down-home eating spot for many locals, serving up home-style Anglo-German food in unpretentious, un-tourist surroundings.

      ENGEL’S DELI

      320 E. Main • 997-3176 • Open Monday through Saturday • Breakfast, lunch • V, MC

      Engel’s has good sandwiches, salads, soups, and pastries that are mostly made on the premises. Daily lunch specials are usually a good bet.

      GEORGE’S OLD GERMAN BAKERY AND RESTAURANT

      225 W. Main • 997-9084 • Closed Tuesday and Wednesday, open Thursday through Monday • Breakfast and lunch • W

      They serve hearty German-Texas breakfasts, sandwiches and salads, and a variety of German main dishes. Good breads and pastries are baked on the premises.

      HILL TOP CAFE

      US 87, 10 mi. northwest of Fredericksburg • 830-997-8922 • www.hilltopcafe.com • Open Tuesday through Sunday, lunch and dinner • Cr. • W

      Not your typical Texas highway cafe, the Hill Top serves a variety of American, Cajun, and Greek dishes for lunch and dinner, with an emphasis on fresh ingredients. It features a New Orleans-style Sunday brunch; live, lively (blues, jazz, boogie-woogie) piano music on weekends; and a casual atmosphere. Reservations are recommended.

      SHOPPING AND OTHER ATTRACTIONS

      DUTCHMAN’S MARKET

      1609 E. Main (US 290), 2 miles east of the courthouse, just past Fort Martin Scott • 997-5693 • W

      A variety of sausages, bacon, ham, jerky, jams, and jellies are cured or made using traditional Hill Country German methods. There are also cheeses and gift packages.

      FREDERICKSBURG BREWING COMPANY

      245 E. Main • 997-1646 • www.yourbrewery.com • Open daily, lunch and dinner

      This brewpub dates only to 1994, but it fits in like an old-timer. A rotating variety of German-style lagers, pilsners, ales, and porters are brewed in the line of copper and stainless steel tanks. There is an enclosed beer garden out back. Lunch and dinner are served. B&B lodgings are located above the brewery.

      Fredericksburgers have always been fond of their beer, and they weren’t about to let Prohibition deny their thirst, as illustrated by the following joke: A visitor to Fredericksburg during prohibition asked a local where he might get a beer. He was told, “Any house where you see a light in the window, knock on the door. No use knocking at the other houses because there’s nobody home.”

      FREDERICKSBURG HERB FARM

      407 Whitney, off Milam • 997-8615 • www.fredericksburgherbfarm.com • Closed Monday • W

      German gardens were the envy of their Anglo neighbors, who often bought the Germans’ excess produce. The Fredericksburg Herb Farm carries on this tradition of urban farming. Hundreds of varieties of flowering, culinary, and ornamental herbs are organically grown and harvested for gourmet vinegars, olive oils, seasonings, teas, blossom potpourris, wreaths, bath potions, and body fragrances. A variety of old log, stone, and frame buildings house a B&B, restaurant, candle shop, and spa.

      OPA’S SMOKED MEATS

      410 S. Washington (US 87), 1 mile south of Main • 800-543-6750 • www

      .opassmokedmeats.com • Closed Sunday

      Opa’s Smoked Meats makes and sells a variety of smoked sausages, turkey, chicken, ham, bacon, and more. It has been in business since 1947.

      GISH’S OLD WEST MUSEUM

      502 N. Milam • 997-2794 • Open most afternoons, but call ahead to make sure

      If it has anything to do with cowboys or lawmen, from the 1870s to the 1920s, Joe Gish has it or wants it. At his museum, you’ll find badges, guns, hats, chaps, boots, saddles, clothes, movie posters, autographed photos, and more.

      FREDERICKSBURG FUDGE

      105 N. Llano • 997-0533 • www.fbgfudge.com • Open daily • W

      Fredericksburg Fudge makes several flavors of creamy fudge and various varieties of hand-dipped chocolates and novelty candies. Those who are allergic to chocolate can indulge in white chocolate.

      BERKMAN BOOKS

      416 E. Main, 1 block east of Nimitz Museum • 997-1535 • www.berkman

      books.com • Open Monday through Saturday

      Here you’ll find new, used, and rare books, including local and Texana titles, as well as antique maps and prints.

      SCHWETTMANN’S EMPORIUM

      305 W. Main • 997-4448 • Open daily; Sunday afternoons

      Schwettmann’s is a stuffed zoo, with everything from ostriches to trophy jackalopes. Looking for deerskin shoes, a zebra skin, or a buffalo robe? You’ve come to the right place. How about a wild turkey, poised for flight, for your living room?

      SIDE TRIPS

      LUCKENBACH

      Take US 290 east to FM 1376, then south to Luckenbach. 13 miles from Fredericksburg • 830-997-3224 • www.luckenbachtexas.com • W variable

      Luckenbach, Texas, made world-famous by Waylon Jennings and Willie Nelson in the song of the same name, began its slow ascent to fame in the early 1850s, when brothers Albert, William, and August Luckenbach, along with other Germans from Fredericksburg, began to settle here in the hilly, blackland section of Gillespie County. William Luckenbach opened a post office in 1854, named “South Grape Creek,” which operated for eleven years. August Engel opened a new post office in 1886 and named it Luckenbach. Engel and his descendants added a blacksmith shop, dance hall, general store, and cotton gin. In 1970, the Engel family sold the “town” to Hondo Crouch, Kathy Morgan, and Guich Koock. Hondo began to promote the town; Jerry Jeff Walker recorded his famous, live 1973 Viva Terlingua album here. Then came “the song,” and the highway department quit putting up Luckenbach highway signs because people kept stealing them. Crouch was only briefly able to enjoy Luckenbach’s international notoriety; he died of a heart attack in 1976. But the Luckenbach scene and lifestyle have persisted. The town is open daily, but the store is normally closed on Wednesdays. Dances take place occasionally, and weekend, shade-tree jam sessions often coalesce during peak season. Toss some washers or horseshoes, whittle, or drink a beer. The store sells T-shirts, cassette tapes, prints, and pottery. Barbecue is available on weekends.

      LODGING

      Fredericksburg can no longer boast of a Nimitz-class hotel, but there is no shortage of clean and pleasant accommodations in and around Fredericksburg. Bed-and-breakfast inns, unknown before 1980, have come on like Johnson grass or Kudzu; there are about three hundred now. Many are located in historic old homes.

      BE MY GUEST LODGING SERVICE

      997-7227

      Be My Guest advertises a variety of accommodations in town and out in the country, by the day, week, or month.

      COUNTRY COTTAGE INN

      405 E. Main • 888-991-6749 • Cr.

      Located inside the historic Kiehne Home, the inn offers two suites with king-size beds and German antiques. Complimentary continental breakfast. Outside patio in back.

      GASTEHAUS SCHMIDT

      1-866-427-8374 • www.fbglodging.com • Cr.

      Gastehaus Schmidt can provide lodging in a wide variety of historic or modern homes and buildings in and around Fredericksburg, such as a rock house featured in the Willie Nelson movie Barbarosa.

      Nearly a dozen motels are within walking distance of downtown, most of them locally owned and operated. Miller’s Inn (910 E. Main, 997-2244) has kitchenettes available and accepts trained pets. Dietzel Motel (1141 US 290 W. and US 87 N., 997-3330, www.dietzelmotel.com) has a large pool. Some rooms have good views of the Hill Country.

      TOURISM INFORMATION

      FREDERICKSBURG CHAMBER OF COMMERCE/VISITOR INFORMATION CENTER

      302 E. Austin, one block north of Main • 997-6523 • www.fredericksburg-texas.com • Open daily; check website for current hours • W

      You can walk away from here with several armloads full of free information about things to see and do in and around Fredericksburg, including the Fredericksburg Standard-Radio Post’s quarterly Visitors Guide. Both the guide and the Visitors Bureau are the best places to go for information on the area’s burgeoning B&B industry. Dozens of places have detailed, descriptive pamphlets available. If the Visitors Bureau is closed, a points-of-interest map is posted outside by the front door.

      ANNUAL EVENTS

      Throughout the year many special events and festivals are held in and near Fredericksburg, a tradition that dates to the town’s and the county’s founding. Among the oldest, though not the ones that draw large crowds, are the Schuetzenfest (shooting festival) on the weekend nearest August 1, and the Saengerfest (song festival) held in the fall.

      The shooting fests were described in 1923 by Julia Estill:

      The country people take special delight in the [shooting fests], for the festivities are held in some sylvan grove far from the city’s dust and heat. The band, composed of country boys and men who blow lustily (and often discordantly!) on the wind instruments so dear to their hearts, entertains the multitude at intervals all day long. Between times, the crowd surges down to the rifle range, where boys and men try their skill at shooting the bull’s-eye. There is a bounteous feast spread at noonday, of course, and the usual cake and coffee at four o’clock. The festivities wind up with a dance at night.

      Nearly every community in Gillespie County has its choral club composed of men who sing the old German melodies taught to them by their fathers. Every spring or autumn there is a big gathering of all the singing clubs for a song festival. Then the hills re-echo the mighty sound. In the old days the fest smacked somewhat of a Dionysian festival, but now there is only music and song.

      Besides Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Years Day, there was “Second Christmas” (the 26th), “Second Easter” (Monday), and “Second Pentecost” (Monday), “when young and old came forth to play.” The first of these holidays was for sacred observances, the second for festivities. Then there were merrymakings everywhere, and nothing could dampen the holiday spirit of the crowd.

      Weddings, confirmations, and birthdays were feasted as well. There was roast pork, turkey, and goose; sausages (beef/pork, venison/pork, liver, and blood); homemade noodles and potato salads (Irish and sweet); and salads of beans, herring, or fruit. The herring salad was obligatory: boiled smoked herring, diced, with beets, boiled egg, pickle, apple, Irish potato, and vinegar. The four o’clock cake and coffee hour featured fifteen or twenty cakes along with cookies. But the cakes were preceded by sliced sausage, bread, butter, and several kinds of cheese. Sometimes there were cream cheese pies made with cheese, cream, butter, eggs, and raisins.

      The Kaffee Klatsches featured a menu similar to the afternoon coffee and cake, along with jellies and jams (watermelon, wild plum, agarita) and cakes such as Mandel-brot (almond bread), Pfeffernuesse (pepper nuts), Zimmitsterne (cinnamon stars), Lebkuchen (gingerbread), and Kaffee kuchen (coffee cake).

      The Christmas season began on December 6 when St. Nicholas first visited homes, leaving candy and fruit and making sure the kids were minding their parents. He might return several times before Christmas. Santa Claus came on Christmas Eve, and on Christmas night the churches had enormous trees for the children, and after the evening program, kids got a bag of fruit, candy, nuts, and foten, a small present.

      For the Kindermasken Ball, all the children would gather for a frolic at a local public hall, dressed as nymphs, fairies, butterflies, brownies, gnomes, witches, clowns, and flower girls and skip about until about 10 p.m., when they were whisked home or bedded down in the dressing room while the parents enjoyed an hour or two of dancing.

      The farmers came to their city homes on Sunday morning and on Second Christmas, Easter Monday, and Pentecost Monday, when the young folks wanted to attend the balls that began promptly at 2 p.m. Also, they would stay here when they came into town to shop or get medical attention.

      Some Protestant churches built houses in their churchyards for farmer members who didn’t have Sunday houses. These combination kitchen-dining rooms had tables, benches, and a stove where lunches were reheated and coffee was boiled.

      Some of the old festivities remain, but many newer ones now dot the calendar, a few of which follow.

      MARCH or APRIL

      EASTER FIRES PAGEANT

      Fairgrounds, SH 16 S. • Saturday night before Easter • Fee • W

      The pageant in front of the fairgrounds grandstand depicts the history of the city’s famed Easter Fires that burn every year on the hills around town. A cast of several hundred portray Easter bunnies, settlers, Indians, and wildflowers in a modern version of a legend that tells how a pioneer mother told her frightened children that the Indian fires on nearby hills were really just the Easter Bunny boiling dye to color his eggs (honestly). Food concessions are available.

      MAY

      FOUNDERS DAY AND INTERTRIBAL POW-WOW

      Pioneer Museum Grounds, 309 W. Main • 997-2835 • Saturday nearest May • Free • Charge for tours • W

      Sponsored by and for the benefit of the Gillespie County Historical Society, activities include demonstrations of pioneer crafts, cooking, baking, quilting, blacksmithing, musical entertainment, and food. A tour of old homes takes place in the afternoon. The event also celebrates the signing of the peace treaty between the people of Fredericksburg and the Comanches.

      JUNE

      STONEWALL PEACH JAMBOREE

      Stonewall • Take US 290 to rodeo grounds • Approximately 12 miles east of Fredericksburg • 644-2735 • Third weekend In June • Admission to grounds free during the day; admission charged for rodeo • W

      This annual salute to the famed Gillespie County peach features a parade, peach auction, various contests, a rodeo on Friday and Saturday nights, and the crowning of the Peach Queen on Saturday night, followed by a dance.

      JULY

      PARI-MUTUEL HORSE RACES

      Fairgrounds, SH 16 S. • 997-2359 • www.gillespiefair.com • Third weekend in July • Fee • W

      This event features horse races, bands, food, and beer. Races are also held in August; check website for dates.

      A NIGHT IN OLD FREDERICKSBURG

      Market Square (Marketplatz), 100 block of W. Main • 997-6523 • Third weekend in July • Fee • W

      Lots of beer, food, games, contests, music, and dances (indoor and outdoor) provide a full evening of entertainment in a mixed German and country-and-western atmosphere. The fun begins at 5 p.m.

      AUGUST

      GILLESPIE COUNTY FAIR

      Fairgrounds, SH 16 S. • 997-2359 • www.gillespiefair.com • Fourth weekend in August • Fee • W

      The oldest county fair in Texas, it features livestock, handwork, sewing, home canning, baked goods, quilts, arts, crafts, and agricultural exhibits. There are also horse races, a carnival, refreshments, beer, and dances on Friday and Saturday nights in an outdoor pavilion.
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