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  Dedication




  To my wonderful family and friends,


  I have been blessed.




  They all encouraged me to tell the stories,


  theirs and mine.




  I imagine that the campfire was the world’s
first theatre. Cavemen hunkering around the
warming coals, on which the day’s kill is roasting,
telling the adventure of the day’s and other days’
hunts. Jim Gramon has had a good hunt, and now
you can sit and enjoy the results. I am more of a
folk listener than a folklorist. I am a sound bite
compared to those with whom I keep company in
Jim’s book.




  I’ve sat at the feet of the great Texas
triumvirate, Dobie, Webb, and Bedichek. And
when joined by Dobie’s protege John Henry Faulk
as well as Joe Franz, Joe Small, and Mody
Boatright, the stories flowed like… well, like Jack
Daniels. Folklore run amuck. Dobie’s ranch was
probably the greatest theatre I’ve ever visited.
Thank you, Jim Gramon, for putting me in such
good company… and for passing the stories on.




  Cactus Pryor, author and humorist.
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  Introduction




  I don’t like book introductions!




  They are normally boring and pretty much a waste of ink and time. I buy a book to read the stories, not to read a boring monologue on something about as exciting as the sex life of an elm tree (my apologies to the rabid arborists out there, both of you).




  But, since it’s expected of me, here is my token introduction:




  Welcome to the humorous world of Texas folklore. This book is chock full of great stories by and about many of the legendary Texas folklorists. Unlike other books on this topic, most of these folks aren’t horizontal and pushin’ up daisies. Nope, most of these folks are still vertical (except sometimes on Saturday nights).




  I am quite fortunate that all of the vertical folk and two of the horizontal ones have been my friends. By the end of this book you will get to know a bit about them and see examples of their work. These legends include:




  

    J. Frank “Pancho” Dobie




    John Henry Faulk




    Ben King “Doc” Green




    Dr. J. Mason Brewer




    Mody Boatright




    Liz Carpenter




    Cactus Pryor




    Kinky Friedman




    Allen Wayne Damron


  




  This book also includes:




  

    Webliography (the world’s first)




    Bibliography




    Travel Guide and Calendar of Festivals and Events




    How to Learn to Tell Your Own stories




    Where to Find Local Storytellers




    Index (every book should have one, even novels!)


  




  You will be stepping into a time machine of sorts that will be making stops all over the last 150 years. Stories will take you from the Battle of the Alamo to folklore festivals and storytelling events that are going on today.




  Having said all of that, I must admit that there is no way one book, or a shelf of books, can begin to cover this topic. I’ve already started a second book to cover other legends that I couldn’t fit into this book.




  Texas folklore is as vast and broad as the state. There are hundreds of years of history and thousands of talented individuals who have made contributions. My hope is that my efforts will introduce you to that world and give you the tools to learn more about it.
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  Texas is a state of mind,




  not an accident of birth.




  From the snows of Amarillo,




  to the sunny Gulf Coast earth,




  from the gators, pines and marshes,




  to the Big Bend Mountain falls,




  you’ve got to know that where you live




  is the greatest state of all.




  Song lyrics from




  “Here Comes Another I Love Texas Song”




  by




  Allen Damron, Tom Paxton, and Bob Gibson
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  Chapter One




  What Is Folklore?




  Frankly, there is no commonly agreed upon definition of what folklore is. I’ve always known what folklore was, but I never knew a formal definition. To most folks, folklore consists of stories and songs that represent something out of a distant past.




  I’ve often felt like one of our Supreme Court Justices when he was talking about pornography. His comment went something like this, “I don’t know how to define it, but I know it when I see it.” Learning how to spot it is much easier than defining what it is.




  But if you don’t already know what it is, I wanted this book to help you learn. So, I turned to my handy dandy dictionary, which defines folklore as




  

    (1) traditional customs, tales, sayings, dances, or art forms preserved among a people and (2) legend, myth, mythology, mythos, tradition


  




  When you think on that definition for a bit, it soon becomes apparent that there aren’t many things we do in our lives that don’t fall into one category or another. Brushing your teeth could be a traditional custom, and some folks even turn it into an art form and a dance.




  Not having achieved the clarity of definition I had hoped for, I looked up the definition of a folklorist.




  

    A folklorist is person who deals with the branch of knowledge known as folklore.


  




  Now wasn’t that helpful? Sure cleared it right up for me. That was like the dictionary that, under the definition of a LOOP, said SEE DEFINITION OF LOOP.




  So, with all that clarification under my belt buckle, I realized a book about folklore can cover quite a number of our endeavors and forms of communication. After cogitatin’ on it a bit further, I’ve come up with a little simpler definition:




  

    Folklore is any form of communication that captures a part of what the lives and the legends were like at a particular point in time, and is generally conveyed in an entertaining manner.


  




  Entertainment, that’s the key. Although this book was written to be informative in many areas, first and foremost my goal is to entertain you with the stories that I have laughed at and learned from throughout my life.




  What Makes Texas Folklore Unique?




  Within this giant state, the diversity is astounding. The deserts of west Texas, the plains of the north, the semi-arid farmland of south Texas, the rich Blacklands region of central Texas, the Coastal Plains bordering the Gulf of Mexico, and then there are the beautiful Piney Woods and Big Thicket of East Texas.




  Texans are a hearty combination of hard work and honesty, covered liberally with a desire to have a lot of fun. If you doubt that for a second, take a look at the list of festivals and events. Any group that will hold a festival for shrimp, mosquitoes, ’gators, and black-eyed peas is a group looking for a reason to have a party.




  Diversity is part of what has made Texas unique. Few countries in the world have been populated with as many diverse cultures. From all over the world came groups looking for a place where they could express their individuality. Even many of the slaves chose to stay after their emancipation.




  Throughout the state are towns that were started by various ethnic groups like Germans, Swedes, and Czechoslovaks (until just recently the town newspaper in West, Texas, was still written in Czech). Each of these groups brings its own centuries of history, but also now has a shared history with all the other cultures.




  The cultural influence of Mexico’s occupation of Texas can still be seen. (I genuinely doubt that the Fourth of July is as big a holiday in Mexico, as Cinco de Mayo is in Texas). On a daily basis you can see the influence of the many Indian groups of Mexico on the current population of Texas.




  The businesses that sprang up in Texas are as diverse as the cultural influences. Some immediately come to mind, like farming, ranching, lumber, and of course, the oil “patch.” But there were many others like mining, milling, and fishing.




  It is interesting that most of these are high-risk businesses. The rewards are high, but so are the risks. Texans are risk-takers, and that is one of the things that make this state special. If they take a risk and it doesn’t pay off, it’s not viewed as a failure, just as a delay on the road to success.




  All of these diverse cultures and job opportunities have blended in a variety of ways to create some very special towns. The populations vary as much as the landscapes. Many of the towns mentioned in this book are well known, like Dallas, Houston, San Antonio, Austin, and El Paso. But you will also get glimpses of several other towns that you may have never heard of, like Manchaca, San Leanna, Cumby, Terlingua, Luckenbach, Commerce, and Sulphur Springs.




  In this book you will meet a variety of wonderful folks who have put their own unique brand on how they convey a good Texas tale. You will meet some who are ink-slingers, some who use their voices and tell the tales through their stories, jokes, or songs.




  You will meet many classic, and some legendary, Texas characters who are my friends. Through stories, songs, poems, and pictures they can become your friends too. Unlike most books on this subject, many of the folks I’m writing about are still alive and well. If you keep your eyes open, you can go see them at various events. Then you too can meet some of these living legends.




  The men and women who built Texas were special characters, almost without exception. The strength of character to make a living off the land also gave them the strength to speak their minds, whatever the cost, and here is some of what they had to say.




  Chapter Two




  Folklorists and


  Storytellers




  It is important that we get one question answered right away. What is the difference between a folklorist and a storyteller?




  For the purposes of this book, there is not much difference. After checking with several prestigious folklore organizations and distinguished folklorists, it appears that there is not a clear, definitional distinction between the two.




  However, within the folklore community there is a significant difference to some individuals. There appear to be three very general groupings of folklorists.




  The first group are folklore purists. These folks believe that if a story is not a verifiable, historical fact, then it should not be considered as true folklore. I refer to them as folklore historians.




  The second group of folklorists believe that if a story is true to the times and the people, it is still a valuable story, even if all aspects of it are not historically verifiable. I readily confess that many storytellers are not overly concerned with the specific facts of a story as much as they are with the plausibility of it. It’s not necessarily that they are liars, it’s just that they don’t let some of the facts get in the way of improving a good story. Since many of these stories couldn’t be verified anyhow, the questions become, “Is this story consistent with the people and places of that time? Is the story in the proper context?”




  The third group are pure storytellers who use little or no basis in reality. They specialize in whoppers. They may start with an acorn of truth and from it they grow a giant shade tree of a story. Legendary folks like Paul Bunyon were born in this manner.




  Country folk say that these storytellers are bull-slingers and they joke about havin’ them come over to your place and fertilize your crops. “Yep, he’s sure ’nough doin’ his part to keep the county green with all that bullflop he’s a throwin’ out.”




  My goal is to entertain you with a lifetime of tales, tall and otherwise and mostly funny. You will learn a great deal about history, because most of the stories were at least based on true events. Only later did they begin to grow (perhaps nourished by a plentiful supply of fertilizer).




  What is often missed, when folks hear stories, is that the story itself is sometimes not really the point at all. It’s the essence of what the people in the story are about that is the point of telling the story. It’s not so much about the cowboy who went out in a winter storm to round up strays, as it is about a cowboy whose sense of responsibility to the welfare of his herd led him to endanger himself in the storm.




  Stories change as memories fail and details are lost. But something else can happen when writing about your memories. For example, did you ever go back to your elementary school? Most folks are amazed by how small it is compared with how they remember it. Some of the stories in this book are my youthful memories of some of these folklorists and events. To every extent possible I have tried to make them completely accurate.
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  Chapter Three




  Becoming a


  Storyteller




  As a folklorist/storyteller/ink slinger, I was a little stumped for an answer when someone asked me how to become a storyteller. It wasn’t something I had ever set as a goal and then worked towards. I had not really ever thought about how it had happened. It was just something I had done all of my life.




  After some thinking on the subject, I realized that I had learned an appreciation of good stories by being fortunate enough to hear them from some of the best. I believe that can work for you too. By reading and listening to stories, you will learn to appreciate one that is well told and how a good one is put together.




  My hope is that these stories will inspire you to learn more about storytelling. Each family, no matter what their background, has stories that can tell not only the family history, but about the character and personalities of the people. Don’t let your stories be lost because nobody took the time to jot them down.




  Events and Festivals




  I’ve already mentioned the diversity of Texas. And it is plain to see that we Texans will use practically any excuse to throw a party. At most of these events there will be gatherings of storytellers, whether they are formally on the agenda or not.




  At the back of this book is a calendar of events, giving a month-by-month schedule of close to a hundred events that I am aware of, and I’m sure there are many more. If you know of one that has some storytelling and is not included here, please let me know (gramon@onr.com), so I can include it in the next book of this series.




  Understanding the Habits of Storytellers




  In the mornings and evenings folks gather, just like Nature’s other creatures. Whether it was the gathering of families to discuss the day, the gathering of the herds of farm animals, the gathering of the thousands of grackles on south IH-35 at Ben White Boulevard, or the ritualistic evening flight of several hundred thousand bats out from under Austin’s Congress Avenue bridge. Sunset is a social hour for those who live close to the earth. The next morning they do their visitin’ then head out for the day.




  Talk around the campfires is so common that some Texans think it’s a law, and maybe it oughta be. The campfire tradition is alive and kickin’ at the Kerrville Folk Festival. The festival attendees, referred to as Kerrverts, gather in the evenings and have singarounds until the wee hours.




  In the mornings, about an hour after sunrise, in thousands of small cafes, diners, and donut shops across Texas, people of the farming and ranching communities gather after performing some of their first chores of the day.




  House Concerts




  As often as we can, Sal and I go to “house concerts.” These mini-concerts are a wonderful way to support live entertainment and get to know the various artists. You get the opportunity to see talent on the way up as well as experienced artists.




  The format is simple. You bring your own chair and drinks and sit where you can in the home of the host. They generally ask for a donation of a few bucks, which normally goes to the artist.




  After some getting acquainted time, the opening act will come out and do several songs. Then, after a short break for the refilling of glasses, the starring act for the evening will come out and deliver an hour or more of one-on-one music.




  Because they are normally at someone’s home, most of these house concerts won’t have more than about fifty people. These are wonderful events that I’ve only seen here in Texas.




  Check with your local musicians about who to contact, or you can e-mail me at gramon@onr.com and I will try to put you in touch with someone in your locale. Likewise, if you know of house concerts in your area, let me know about them so I can share the info.




  Chapter Four




  Finding the Local


  Gathering Places




  About 7:00 in the morning, drive by some of the rural eating establishments. Look for a crowd of trucks, many of which will be dirty.




  In each of these places, normally in one of the corners, yet near the coffeepot, there is normally a liar’s table. Around this oversized table, the locals gather to drink coffee, read the local fish wrap, discuss what’s goin’ on over at their place, and to swap stories and whoppers.




  This table is generally open to all who want to sit in, but you need to understand the rules. Folks come and go all morning long, but there is almost always someone “holdin’ down the fort” at the liar’s table.




  I normally walk on over and say, “Howdy. I’m Jim, mind if I sit in for a bit?” Responses will vary from an unenthusiastic nod towards an empty chair, all the way to a full-blown set of introductions to all the current residents.




  Once you are seated, just listen for a bit to get the flow and the topic of conversation. It won’t take long before someone will ask you about yourself. Keep it simple and understated. I normally say something like, “I couldn’t find a real job, so I became a writer.”




  This tells them something important. No, what you do is not really significant. What is important is that they know you don’t mind poking a little fun at yourself. These folks laugh and tease with each other on a regular basis. They laugh at themselves, but only with those who are willing to do the same. Any hint of being pompous or a blowhard, and you will become the target du’ jour.




  One other tip, the point of some of their jokes might not be readily discernable, but just wait. At one place I gave a group of folks my, “I couldn’t find a real job, so I became a writer” line. To which one guy responded with, “I read a book, once.”




  While I found the comment mildly amusing, everybody else at the table guffawed and hurrahed him quite a bit. It was only after he left that I found out that he’s a well-known author himself.
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  Some of these tables even have small plaques dedicating them to some regular.




  Sometimes when you sit down you’ll notice that the conversation proceeds pretty slowly. That’s because there is one sacred, inviolate rule at every liar’s table:




  The First Liar Always Loses!




  Always has and always will. These folks pace themselves and wait the others out. They may tell “a” story to get things going, but they are probably saving their real whoppers for later. So when you tell a story, expect someone to say something like, “Well, that’s a mighty fine story, but let me tell you about somethin’ that’ll make that look like a walk in the park…”




  Another thing you will notice is that the language of storytellers is different from their “everyday” conversational language. I realized this in high school, that I had two different vocabularies and styles of speech. When I’m telling stories, my language becomes more “down home.” The first thing that normally happens is most of my Gs fall off. Working becomes workin’, talking becomes talkin’, and so on.




  To head you in the right direction, here are a couple of places I go that almost always have storytellers in attendance. When you go in, tell ’em Jim sent you.




  Manchaca Firehall




  Located on FM 1626, the Manchaca Volunteer Fire Department was formed many years back to help protect this rural community. As the population grew, so did the fire department, and after they built a larger building to house the trucks, they opened a restaurant in what had been the garage.




  If you look closely at the walls of the dining area, you will notice that they are actually the oversized garage doors that used to let the fire trucks in. The other walls are covered with a wide variety of neon signs.




  Clarence Vogel is there early every weekday morning as the pickup trucks start to gather, the coffee starts to flow, great smells come from the kitchen, and the stories begin. They gather at an oversized round table that even has an oversized lazy Susan in the middle, so things can be easily passed.




  Whether you come for breakfast or lunch, the food is great. And on Friday nights they serve some of the best catfish around.
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  Fonzie’z




  For over seven years Alfonse and Hope Martinez have been serving up delicious food and hot coffee, twelve hours a day, six days a week, in their roadside restaurant located in Kyle, Texas.




  True to his generation, Al has used a sixties high school atmosphere. On the wall, in display cases, are high school letter jackets from Kyle and Hays. From the ceiling hang 45 RPM records, and there are even some booths on the back wall.




  Over by the coffeepot is an oversized round table with a small brass plaque embedded in the middle of the top. The plaque reads, “Donated by the friends of Roy Brock,” who is one of the regulars.




  Come in at most anytime of day, and there is usually someone “holding down the fort” at the liar’s table. It’s a great place to meet folks and hear some good stories.
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  Hill Country Humidor




  On occasion I do enjoy a good cigar. And when I can I go visit Rob Robinson at his store, located on the north side of the square in scenic downtown San Marcos. This smiling jokester, with the Santa Claus beard and bod, always has some good stories. In addition to stories, Rob keeps Kinky and I in great cigars and coffee.




  Walking into the Humidor is like stepping into the past. The building dates somewhere back towards the turn of the century, last century. The heavy wood floors sometimes creak but were made well back then. The chairs and wood bench are worn smooth from a steady stream of visitors who drop by to cuss and discuss cigars and a wide variety of topics.
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  Oh, and yes, they sometimes even buy some cigars too. The large walk-in humidor is filled to the top with a great selection of cigars. Don’t miss a chance to stop by. Tell Rob I said, “Hi” and I bet he’ll make you a deal.
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  Texas Hatters




  Located on I-35 in Buda is the legendary Texas Hatters. Most of the folks in this book have a hat made by them. I know I certainly enjoy mine.




  David and Joella Torres run this special place that is part hat store and part museum. The space not covered with hats is covered with pictures. Some are decades old, going back to when Manny Gammage founded the business. Several years ago Manny hired David and taught him the secrets of being a hatter. Manny passed away a few years back, and David has made the hats ever since.




  Over the years Manny and David made hats for presidents, actors, music stars, and at least one author I know. When movie companies need hats for a frontier or western movie, they often call the Texas Hatters. Their hats have been used in many movies, including Lonesome Dove and The Alamo.
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  The old wood bench and the plowshare stools are rubbed smooth from use by a steady stream of visitors who come to talk hats and whatever else is on their minds. Need a hat or a chat, drop by and see David.




  [image: ]




  

    

      

        	Note:



        	Check the pictures in this book; most of the hats were made by Texas Hatters.
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  Chapter Five




  The Truth About


  the Truth in Texas




  The stories I’m going to tell you are true, to the best of my knowledge, unless otherwise noted. HOWEVER (startin’ to sound like a disclaimer, isn’t it), I can only vouch for my part of the “truth.” Truth sometimes appears to be a rare commodity.




  Any student of “truth” will immediately turn the question back on you, asking, “What is truth to you?” You see, your truth may be far different from mine, but that’s OK, because it never hurts to have a little extra truth around.




  Suffice to say folks don’t always agree on the truth, and that’s why lawyering, sheriffing, and the prison systems are big-time growth industries. But then we bring in the question of truth in Texas. Now that’s a whole ’nother matter.




  Texans, except for a coupla badduns, are honest as the day is long, and yet they’ll spend a good part of that very same day lyin’ to you about it. Of course their “truth” about their lyin’ is that they were just “pullin’ yer leg,” “spinnin’ yarns,” or “catchin’ you a whopper.”




  “Truth” in Texas is topic sensitive. If you’re doing a business deal, a true Texan always stands by his word. There is nothing more sacred to Texans than their word, and they will do anything in their power to meet their obligations.




  But when it comes to tellin’ stories, the whole truth thing blurs quite a bit. With some of these stories I’ve been told, the only truth might be that it was a “story” that was told to me. Actually, if you believe all of these stories actually happened as told, I want you to be the guest of honor at a monthly poker game my buddies and I have. These guys would stand by their word to the end, then stand right there, with a straight face, and swear the only reason they came back empty handed from their fishing trip was because they couldn’t rent a trailer big enough to bring back that whale of a redfish they caught.




  When Texans start talkin’ huntin’ or fishin’, strap on your waders, ’cause it’s gonna get deep in a hurry. I gladly plead guilty to enjoying this type of pastime. Your author once convinced a business executive type that the capital of Texas, Austin, is historically four degrees warmer when the Texas legislature is in session. Due, of course, to all the hot air blowin’ out from around their pearly whites.




  Havin’ sold that one to the gent, I proceeded to check out just how gullible he really was. I asked him if he’d ever visited the state capitol building in Austin. He said he hadn’t. I told him it was a most remarkable structure. It was built to be higher than any other capitol building, even that one in Washington, D.C. (which is true). But, I also told him the Texans took advantage of the legislature’s abundant supply of hot air to sustain much of the roof’s weight, as is done in a hot air balloon. That, of course, is why the dome is rounded off on top, just like a balloon.




  He nodded thoughtfully and asked how they kept the hot air from leaking out. At that point I knew I had a live one on the line.




  Unable to resist, I pushed on farther, beyond the city limits of credibility. “Yep, they originally had the legislature set to meet every four years. But, the dome began to sag about halfway through the recess. So now the legislature meets every two years.”




  Only then did his lights go on. He starts to laugh and says, “You got me on that one. You’re one of those Texas storytellers, aren’t you?”




  “There you go,” I replied.




  “You guys in Texas really say that?”




  “Say what?”




  “There you go.”




  “I guess we do.”




  “I thought some silly writer had made that up for the TV shows! I had no idea Texans really talked like that.”




  “Nope, we really don’t ‘ceptin’ when we’re aroun’ outsiders. Kind of a code language. When another Texan hears me a talkin’ that a way with you, he knows you ain’t from aroun’ these parts, and he’ll be extra careful ‘bout what he says. So’s as to not let out any of our Texas secrets.”




  This poor guy nodded thoughtfully, “I see.”




  “Yep, I’d get whupped good if I taught you the secret handshake.”




  His eyes brightened considerably, “You did it to me again! Didn’t you?”




  “Don’t ask me ‘bout the handshake. I’d hafta hurt you.”




  By this point he was laughing big time, and I joined in. He was all right, for a yankee city slicker.




  True Texas storytellers will never intentionally hurt you with a whopper. But they will carry you through a wide range of emotions. They might even embarrass you (like when they send you to the hardware store to pick up a new framish or a few extra sky-hooks (neither of which exist). Another gotcha is when they tell you that the best way to get over a cold is to rub your face and chest down with a combination of mustard and honey. (It takes a day or two for the jaundiced look to go away.) But it’s harmless fun, aside from a little dent in the victim’s ego. Fortunately, I never fell for that one, but many folks did.




  Testing someone’s sense of humor tells a lot about an individual. A person who can’t be teased and can’t laugh at himself is probably takin’ himself way too seriously. Once that character flaw is spotted, the gang at the domino hall will put in some overtime coming up with ways to make him the butt of some joke.




  Now, after all that palaverin’, all of these stories were told to me as the gospel truth. However, I’m quite confident that some of these tales are totally truth-free. And that’s the truth!




  Chapter Six




  Cumby, Texas




  As the old joke goes, this beautiful little town is so small that both city limits signs are on the same post. Cumby is located in northeast Texas, a half mile north of Interstate Highway 30, in western Hopkins County. My grandparents, aunts, and uncles have lived there all of my life. My father, Jimmy Gramon, is buried in the Cumby Cemetery by my grandparents and a stone’s throw from Ben King “Doc” Green’s gravesite.




  The city was originally settled in 1842 by D. W. (Wash) Cole and was named Black Jack Grove because of its location near a grove of black jack oak trees. The oak grove, just west of the present-day business district, was used as a camp by Texas Rangers during the days of the Republic of Texas.




  Freight wagoneers traveling on the Jefferson road to the interior also used the grove as a campground. The Black Jack Grove post office opened in 1848 in the home of the first postmaster, John D. Matthews.




  Three years later D. W. Cole bought the grove from Elizabeth M. Wren as part of a 307-acre tract. Cole ran a store, sold town lots, and donated land for a Masonic lodge that was chartered in 1852. In February 1857 the Black Jack post office was renamed Theodocias, and James M. Brown became postmaster. In May 1858 the post office again became Black Jack Grove.




  [image: ]




  By 1860 Black Jack Grove was a thriving settlement with physicians, tradesmen, and blacksmiths. The town had also earned a reputation as a tough frontier town, where the worst people in the county congregated and violent fights were common. On Christmas Day 1866 a gun battle over a horse race resulted in the deaths of five men.




  The East Line and Red River Railroad reached Black Jack Grove in 1880, and the town gradually began to lose its roughness. In 1886 the railroad and post office, in an attempt to change the town’s reputation, suggested that the community be renamed.




  Congressman David B. Culberson suggested naming the town after his friend Robert H. Cumby, a Civil War veteran. The Independent Normal College opened in Cumby in 1895 and operated until 1905.




  In 1911 the town had two banks, two lumberyards, three gins, a cottonseed oil mill, and a tin shop. The town reached a peak population of 925 in 1929. By 1948 Cumby had twelve stores, six churches, a broom factory, and several other small businesses.




  The number of residents gradually declined to a low of 405 in 1970 before increasing to 647 by 1980. In 1985 Cumby had six small businesses and an estimated population of 690. In 1990 the population was 571.




  That’s what the history books will tell you about Cumby, Texas. During my younger years I spent a great deal of time in and around the town of Cumby, Texas. It’s a small dot of a community, but it was a wonderful place to grow up.




  Cumby doesn’t have a town square. There are just a few buildings straddling FM (Farm-to-Market) 499. Interstate 30 now runs within about a mile of the main street. Heck, there wasn’t even a stoplight to slow down the folks on their way to the big city.




  For most of the residents, not havin’ the city slickers stop is just great. They prefer to keep to their own and “Let the city folk just keep on a rollin’.”




  Headin’ north out of Cumby it’s a ten-minute ride, in a good truck, to the small town of Commerce. They do have a town square and it’s the home of East Texas State Teacher’s College (which then became East Texas State University and is now Texas A&M at Commerce). Commerce is still a pretty small town and not too citified yet.
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Philosopher’s Rock at Barton Springs in Austin portrays Roy Bedichek.
J. Frank Dobie, and Walter Prescott Webb, the founding fathers of
Texas folklore, discussing Texas as they often did at Barton Springs.

This beautiful sculpture is by Glenna Goodacre.
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Fonzie'z Café in scenic downtown Kyle.
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Downtown Cumby and the city water tower.
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Rob Robinson and his staff are hard at work.
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David steams the creases until the hat is just righ
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The Hill Country Humidor
Located on the square in San Marcos.
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Larry Lehman and Clarence Vogel share a story
while sitting at the liar’s table.
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Clarence Vogel, manager of the Firehall, and Jim.
Oh, did | mention that they do serve beer if you insist?
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Hope and Alfonse “Fonzie™ Martinez, owners of Fonzie'z
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The “Gang” gathers for coffee and stories every
morning at Fonzie'z Café in Kyle.
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The Manchaca Firehall
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The Texas Hatters
Located on I-35 in Buda.

Photo by Jim Gramon





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_007.jpg
Liar’s table at
Fonzie'z café.
Please note the
plaque in the
middle that says
“Donated by the
friends of Roy
Brock.”
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