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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 Caddos, 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. 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—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 only in Central Texas, dividing the region yet ultimately binding it together.

      Hollywood has discovered Central Texas in a big way. Leadbelly, Texas Chainsaw Massacre, Barbarosa, What’s Eating Gilbert Grape, Hope Floats, The Newton Boys, and The Alamo are just a few of the movies that have been filmed in our picturesque small towns and countryside since the mid-1970s. In the process, the movie companies have helped lengthen the life of a number of old buildings, with fresh coats of paint and other improvements. These improvements often included reproductions of old painted advertising on the buildings’ exterior walls for soft drinks, chewing gum, and the like. Quaint, but not authentic.

      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, 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 diversity which is Central Texas. 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 Central Texas—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 Central 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 Central Texas. 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 be 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 along with 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 1983, in addition to the ubiquity of websites, is the improvement in road names, signs, and numbering, mandated by 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 populations over one thousand 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 is 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 couple of documented exceptions, the road mileage in this book is over reasonably good to excellent paved roads. Perhaps fifteen miles are gravel, and these are generally well graded. 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 Central Texas, 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 Central Texas 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.

    

    

  


  
    
      Riding the Fault

      Approximately 123 miles

      The Balcones Escarpment stretches from Del Rio to the Red River in a curved line across Texas. Invisible for most of its length, it rears up prominently from northwest of San Antonio to just beyond Austin, to a height of about three hundred feet above the prairie below. Several miles wide, the escarpment—which appears as a range of wooded hills to viewers on the prairie below—separates the Edwards Plateau from the Blackland Prairies and the Coastal Prairies. Its appearance prompted early Spanish explorers to call it Los Balcones—“The Balconies.”

      The Balcones Escarpment, a geologic fault zone consisting of many smaller individual faultings, was formed during a period of geologic turbulence over seventy million years ago, when there was a general downwarping of the earth’s crust near the Gulf Coast and a moderate uplift inland. Over the years the older, harder rocks to the west have eroded much less than the younger, softer rocks to the east. The level of topsoil east of the escarpment is much thicker, thus supporting a greater amount of plant life. The fault line breaks across water-bearing formations passing beneath the Edwards Plateau to the prairie. Much of the water is forced to the surface by artesian pressure, resulting in such large and well-known artesian springs as Comal, San Marcos, and Barton Springs, as well as many smaller springs.

      Because of increased consumption of Edwards Aquifer water (principally by the City of San Antonio) and droughts like the extended drought of the 1980s, flow from New Braunfels’ Comal Springs nearly ceased several times during the 1980s, and in 1996 and 1999 as well. If the springs were to dry up, the blow to tourism in New Braunfels would be devastating, since the Comal River (as we know it) would cease to exist. Next to dry up would be the San Marcos Springs, followed by Austin’s Barton Springs. San Antonio’s once-famous San Pedro Springs dried up years ago. The water of the San Antonio River along San Antonio’s famed River Walk is artificially pumped from the Edwards Aquifer. So enjoy the great springs of the region while you can, and be sure to conserve water so that future generations may enjoy them as well.

      [image: map01.tif]

      This trip carries you down the rocky eastern edge of the Balcones Escarpment to New Braunfels, home of the Comal River, Landa Park, and the Wurstfest. Before the Civil War, New Braunfels and San Antonio were the largest and most prosperous towns along the Escarpment. Austin, the capital city, was much smaller.

      On the trip back to Austin, you travel along the escarpment’s frontier with the flatter, richer Blackland Prairie, along the Old Stagecoach Road that ran from San Antonio to Austin. The trip begins at the Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center in far southwest Austin, near the intersection of Loop 1 and Slaughter Lane.

      LADY BIRD JOHNSON WILDFLOWER CENTER

      4801 La Crosse Ave. • Far southwest Austin • 292-4200 • www.wildflower

      .org • Tuesday through Sunday • Fee • W

      Given our everlasting preoccupation with water (and the lack of it) in the region, it’s appropriate that our trip begins at the Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center. Wildflowers are more than just beautiful; they are also practical problem solvers in a world that faces increasing shortages in—and quality problems with—soil, water, and air. Wildflowers and other native plants and grasses can provide beautiful, low-cost, ecologically balanced landscaping. Since wildflowers and native plants are used to surviving on their own, annual watering costs can be cut by 50 to 70 percent, and the need for fertilizers, pesticides, and herbicides is pretty much nonexistent.

      Wildflower landscapes do best with minimal maintenance, requiring mowing only after the seed has set. The potential savings in labor, fuel, and equipment maintenance is great. When Mrs. Johnson broke ground for the Center in December 1982, she said that Texas alone, with its one million acres of state rights-of-way, could save $24 million a year if highway mowing could be reduced from four times to one time each year. By expanding its existing wildflower program in 1983, the Texas Highway Department saved 23 percent of its 1982 mowing costs of highway rights-of-way.

      Wildflowers and native plants provide essential wildlife cover and food, and they stabilize critically disturbed areas such as construction and mining sites by preventing wind and water erosion. Many species of wildflowers thrive in poor soil that can support little else. Although twenty-five thousand species of wildflowers have been identified in the United States (five thousand grow in Texas), we actually know very little about them. Botanists have studied only several hundred species in depth.

      The Wildflower Center is a private, nonprofit organization that educates the public about the ecological and aesthetic importance of native wildflowers and other native plants, trees, and shrubs. Botanists conduct experiments with various species and planting techniques, and they do research on the conservation and cultivation of native plants. The Center is a national clearinghouse for information on native plants and habitat. Fact sheets include how to establish a wildflower garden as well as propagation and seed collection tips. The center has spring and fall plant sales and gardening festivals, and it has advice on planting times and techniques. Educational programs, materials, and speakers are available for group presentations. Classes like wildflower watercolor painting, papermaking, wildflower photography, dyeing with native plants, and landscaping with native plants are regularly offered. Call for dates and information.

      Attractions at the forty-two-acre Center along the Balcones Escarpment include a wildflower meadow and restored native prairie, as well as a half-mile-long nature trail. Display gardens contain “theme” plots that show different uses of native plants. The visitors gallery has exhibits that describe North American prairie, desert, and forest ecosystems; that show the medicinal, ceremonial, and agricultural uses of native plants; and that tell how to be better stewards of the earth.

      Buildings are constructed of native sandstone, limestone, and recycled long-leaf pine and reflect the region’s diverse architectural heritage: from the Spanish missions to the sturdy, boxy German farmhouses to western ranch houses. The forty-three-foot-tall stone observation tower offers great views. The Center pumps no water from the Edwards Aquifer; rooftop water runoff captured in specially designed cisterns takes care of the site’s irrigation needs. A gift shop offers a wide variety of ecologically correct (EC) items. There’s also a cafe. You can get married in one of the gardens or celebrate your anniversary in the visitors gallery, hold a conference in the 236-seat auditorium, or stage a fundraiser in the courtyard, but rental policies are EC.

      From the Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center, head north on Loop 1, then east on Slaughter Lane shortly thereafter. In about three miles, turn right (south) on Manchaca Road (FM 2304).

      MANCHACA

      Travis County • About 5 miles from the Lady Bird Johnson Wildflower Center

      A continuous chain of new subdivisions stretches uninterrupted out from Austin to Manchaca and beyond these days. This was not always the case. At the turn of the century, Manchaca was comfortably insulated from Austin by fifteen-odd miles and several stops on the International and Great Northern (I&GN) railroad, places with names like Vinson, St. Elmo, Korwin, and Kouns. The capital city, with all of its blandishments and temptations, was a good hour away by train, and over three hours distant if you chose to drive the wagon or surrey over the rattly, dusty Old San Antonio Road.

      Manchaca is larger than you might first suspect, just judging from the highway signs. As old-time Manchacans will tell you, the Manchaca neighborhood stretches for a mile or so north of the present center, east to the Old San Antonio Road, and south very nearly to Buda, where the Manchaca Springs are located, near the old stage stop near Buda, which we will visit near the end of this chapter. Manchaca owes its existence to these springs, or what is left of them. Local legend tells us that a Colonel Jose Antonio Menchaca discovered the springs and subsequently camped there with his company of soldiers during the days following the Battle of San Jacinto. Menchaca and company had been charged with protecting early settlers from raiding Indians. Historical research doesn’t back up this story, however. Not in question is Menchaca’s existence; he came from a well-known Bexar family, he fought with the Texans at San Jacinto, and after the war he did command a cavalry company charged with protecting the republic’s frontier from Indian depredations. The discrepancy lies in the fact that the springs were called Menchaca well before the revolution, no doubt named for someone else from the Menchaca family. At any rate, the spelling was corrupted slightly to Manchaca over the years, and the pronunciation was corrupted drastically to “Man-shack.” Locally famous, the springs flowed “strong, clear, and 99 percent pure,” in the words of an early inhabitant. Not surprisingly, they were a regular stop for travelers on the old Austin-to-San Antonio stage line.

      With the coming of the I&GN in 1880, the neighborhood’s center shifted northward from the springs to its present location. At 705 feet above sea level, Manchaca station was located on the highest point of land between Austin and San Antonio on these old I&GN tracks. Its location on high ground meant maximum exposure to the cooling winds of summer and greater protection from the various plagues, chills, and fevers that always seemed to prey on bottomlanders.

      Location on the railroad was highly prized. The railroad gave life and prosperity to towns like Manchaca and usually meted out death to the towns it bypassed, towns like Mountain City. Manchaca was a magnet to the area farmers, and Texas was overwhelmingly rural then. The daily comings and goings of the trains were social as well as business events, and much of the community’s everyday life centered around the depot according to Edna Turley Carpenter:

      Old men and loafers met there to whittle, to pitch washers or horseshoes or quarters, or to chew tobacco and cuss the government; children romped and rode tricycles up and down the loading ramp; the telegraph operator gave out advance weather information; and those who were departing or expecting a visitor or a package from Sears, Roebuck and Company were present on legitimate business. But most came just for the fun of it, and the arrivals of the daily trains that stopped to take on passengers and freight were the high spots in the day for many colored and white folk alike. The trains gave people who had never been beyond the limits of Travis County a feeling of kinship with the outside world. It was a comfort not to feel hopelessly trapped. If one had the necessary money, and the hankering, it was possible to board a train at Manchaca in the morning, shop all day in Austin or San Antonio, and return before bedtime. The engineers were easily recognized by the individualistic toots they gave the whistles as the locomotives crossed Bear Creek bridge. Small boys were able to give realistic imitations of these toots. People checked their timepieces, if they were fortunate to own them, by a train’s arrival. “The Sunshine Special was twenty minutes late today,” you’d hear. Or, “The Katy Flyer has been right on the button every day this week.”

      It is hard to imagine such excitement over a train these days, but the train was the first and for a time the only means of breaking out of the isolation that was a way of life for rural Texans. The wonderment most of us feel toward commercial space flight or human-powered flight is perhaps comparable to the magic of the train for Texans around the turn of the century.

      But despite the railroad’s importance to towns like Manchaca, Buda, Kyle, New Braunfels, and so on, rail travel was far from safe, as illustrated by this Austin Statesman story dated July 5, 1883:

      The northbound passenger train telescoped with a freight train about four miles from Austin yesterday afternoon. The engine of the freight train broke down and was taken to Manchaca, and the train left on the track. While the freight train was standing there the northbound passenger came thundering along at the rate of 25 miles an hour. The disabled train was standing just around a curve from the approaching passenger, and the latter was on to the former almost before it was seen by the engineer. The trains were badly wrecked, but fortunately no one was killed and no one seriously hurt. Judge Devine had his hand bruised, and the engineer his nose skinned. The accident occurred near Korwin on the International and Great Northern railway switch. The conductor of the passenger train stated that the air brakes failed to work, and the train was helplessly unmanageable. The wreck was not cleared from the track until late this morning.

      And this story is far from unique; there are dozens more like it on the stretch of the I&GN between Austin and San Antonio alone.

      In 1958, Edna Turley Carpenter’s sons, Tom and Buck Carpenter, described life in Manchaca at the turn of the century to Jane Hogan:

      In Manchaca work was something to be discarded at the earliest opportunity, for it was considered a means of using one’s life very poorly, almost a spiritual sickness. . . . At revival meetings there were Methodists, Presbyterians, Baptists, Catholics, Jews, Negroes, Mexicans, and whites—laborers and rich men—preachers and drunks; and it was a cinch for any of them to be saved, even if one fell out of a tree drunk during the preaching. Near our house watermelons red as a goat’s behind going uphill and sweet potato vines as long as well ropes. Around the house peach trees in the back, pear trees on the side and plums in the front. Within the house dewberry pie and poke greens in the kitchen, and agarita berry wine and jelly and dozens of kinds of preserves lined up on the shelves under the staircase. Plenty of wood and water, cypress for the roofs, rocks for the fences, cedar bark to smoke on weekdays and Bull Durham on Sundays, and arrowheads to hunt. Don’t forget the quiltings, kodaking with the girls, fish fries, ice cream suppers, parties with seven takings, and Dodson Park (practically donated by the colored butcher) used for picnics and baseball games by white and black alike. Most families ranged from seven to twelve in number. We keep thinking of Great-Uncle Milton Carpenter, who took one bath in the late spring and another in the early fall, and was a preacher, lawyer, doctor, and engineer—altogether a philosopher. What more could one man do? And our grandmother, Sue (McCuistion) Shepperd-McGuire-Carpenter-Hancock, who buried four husbands and had a favorite saying: “Life is just one devilment after another.”

      “It must be remembered that both the cultural and economic levels of this community were not very high,” Edna said. “Few of the inhabitants had more than a high-school education, and many even less. Most people read little other than the daily newspapers and the Bible. Interest in the fine arts was practically nil. But they “didn’t no more keer.”

      Manchaca’s importance as a center of trade and civilization began to fade with the onslaught of the automobile and the great Texas highway system. Nowadays Manchaca has been subsumed by Austin suburban subdivisions. Manchaca’s story is not unique. Texas is full of similar hamlets, places with names like Oatmeal, Grapetown, and Cain City. Keep this in mind as you roll through these spots; the countryside is full of ghosts.

      DINING

      RAILROAD BAR-B-QUE

      727 FM 1626, about a quarter mile east of the intersection of FM 1626 with FM 2304 • 512-282-3288 • www.rrbbq.com • Open daily, lunch and dinner • Cr.

      Here you will find very good mesquite-smoked pork ribs, sausage, chicken, and smoked turkey, plus the usual sides. You can get a chicken fried steak or fried catfish on weekends, but why? They have beer.

      At FM 2304’s termination, turn right on FM 1626. For the next 4.5 miles you teeter on the edge of the Balcones Escarpment. At the four-way intersection with FM 967, make a left turn west toward Driftwood on FM 967.

      Not long after turning onto FM 967 is another one of those ghosts, Elm Grove, once a bustling village and the location of Hays County’s largest public school in 1888.

      The first few miles on FM 967 are now given over to suburban development, but after that, the pastureland you pass through on FM 967, as the Blackland Prairie gives way to the Hill Country, was the domain of King Cotton one hundred years ago. Cotton finally brought the full measure of civilization to this previously sparsely settled area. Cotton was an obsession with Texas farmers from the waning days of Reconstruction until the 1920s when the boll weevil, Johnson grass, urbanization, mechanization, falling prices, and a couple of strategically placed droughts, not to mention cotton’s notorious land depletion tendencies, brought cotton farming to its knees. Cotton’s disappearance around here was amazingly quick, as was the disappearance of row farming in general. But as crop farming bowed out, sheep and Angora goat raisers from the western edges of the Edwards Plateau moved right in. And now, only sixty-odd years later, this pastoral order is giving way to yet another order as the fleeing urbanites move in, seeking their own little patches of rural heaven.

      Turn left onto FM 1826 when FM 967 comes to an end after 9.2 miles. Just after you turn onto FM 1826, you come to Camp Ben McCulloch and the Salt Lick.

      CAMP BEN MCCULLOCH

      FM 1826 • About 12 miles from Manchaca

      Camp Ben McCulloch, located on scenic Onion Creek, began life as the annual summer meeting ground for the area’s Confederate veterans. Their summer encampment reunions became popular during the Gay Nineties, and since 1904, the region’s Confederate veterans and their descendants have met here annually for a week of feasting and fun. The veterans named their camp for Confederate general Ben McCulloch. McCulloch died at the Battle of Pea Ridge, Arkansas, in 1862. He had earlier fought Indians on the Texas frontier under the command of Captain Jack Coffee Hays, the namesake of Hays County. Many reunion-goers saw their first moving picture, ate their first cotton candy, and stole their first adolescent kisses here. The reunion was one of the few breaks in their isolated rural lifestyle. The reunion still comes off like clockwork each June as the grandchildren and great-grandchildren meet to renew old bonds. Cypress-shaded Onion Creek is very nearly as pleasant a place to take a dip as it was one hundred years ago. Incidentally, the great cypresses that once lined Onion Creek and the nearby Blanco River were a prime reason given by President Lamar’s 1838 Capitol Commission for locating the new republic’s capital at Waterloo. The trees were worth more than the land was back then.

      THE SALT LICK

      FM 1826, across from Camp Ben McCulloch • 512-255-5638 • www.saltlick

      bbq.com • Open Wednesday through Sunday, lunch and dinner • No Cr. • W

      The Salt Lick, which dates to 1969, is now as much a local institution as Camp Ben McCulloch. Brisket, ribs, and sausage, with traditional side dishes, served family style in a camp dining hall setting, is what draws eaters here. Cofounder Hisako Roberts’ Japanese heritage is expressed in the barbecue sauce and the delicious coleslaw, which features toasted sesame seeds. The place can handle groups from thirty to two thousand. It’s in a dry precinct, so bring your own beer and wine. The Salt Lick has grown into a little empire and in recent years has put up quite a stretch of rustic-looking cedar “worm” fence.

      ANNUAL EVENT

      JUNE

      UNITED CONFEDERATE VETERANS REUNION

      Camp Ben McCulloch • Week of the full moon • Free

      The war ended well over a century ago, but descendants of Confederate veterans devote eight days each July to remember those veterans. Programs dedicated to remembering, fellowship, and dancing are the attractions. A carnival usually operates during the reunion, and there is a barbecue and soft drink concession and a cafe. Everything is free except food, carnival activities, and dances. The general public is welcome.

      Continue west on FM 1826 from Camp Ben McCulloch. In just over a mile, turn left onto FM 150.

      DRIFTWOOD

      Hays County • 21 • About 2 miles from Camp Ben McCulloch

      Driftwood: the name seems more appropriate for a Gulf Coast town. But keep in mind that millions of years ago this was the Gulf itself. To fully appreciate the name, you will do well to remember the suddenness and severity of flash floods in the region. Most of the year Onion Creek flows placidly along, becoming little more than a string of waterholes during anything approaching a drought. But when the Cen-Tex skies open up and send four or five inches of rain an hour crashing down onto the rocky countryside below, Onion Creek can turn into a rampaging, destructive wall of water. Trees, bridges, stock pens, and even houses can be uprooted by the water’s force, landing wherever nature and chance deign. Such was the case in 1886, just when local cotton-gin owner and storekeeper Thomas Martin was attempting to get a post office established for the community that had grown up around his business enterprises. What would the name be? The current name, Liberty Hill, was out of the question. There was already a Williamson County post office with the same name. The men of the neighborhood gathered in front of Martin’s house, located on the banks of Onion Creek, to come up with a name.

      Inspired by a pile of drift caught up on a flat in front of Martin’s house, one of the men suggested “Driftwood.” Martin thought the name doubly appropriate, since he had used some driftwood to build his store. He died in 1901, and the new postmaster John Puryear moved his store and post office to the corner of FM 150 and County Road 170; Onion Creek flooded too often and too severely.

      The limestone store building that now stands at the crossroads was built in 1915 to replace Puryear’s wooden building, which had burned down. Across FM 150 from the store, the simple, white frame church building that houses the Driftwood United Methodist Church dates to 1884. It was built as a Methodist church. In 1911, the local Southern Baptist church building was destroyed, and the Methodist congregation invited the Baptists to share the use of their sanctuary (which they did until just a few years ago). The arrangement worked according to this formula: members of both faiths worshipped together each Sunday, but each denomination maintained its identity. The Methodists conducted services on two Sundays per month, the Baptists led worship the other two Sundays, and they alternated on fifth Sundays. “Union” Sunday school was conducted jointly by teachers of both faiths. Different denominations sharing a church building was a common practice in frontier days, but it is very rare today. The Baptists now have their own church just down the road.

      Much like Manchaca, greater Driftwood is being rapidly swallowed up by suburban Austin.

      Turn right onto Elderhill Road, next to the Old Driftwood post office and store.

      Drivers take heed, for this is quintessential Hill Country roadway: up, down, twisting and turning back on itself, and barely tamed in places, but increasingly dotted with subdivisions and other types of development. Rubberneck at the beautiful countryside, but be prepared to dodge the stray cow or deer that may cross your path, or one of the many cars, trucks, and SUVs that now race along this road. Back in the days when roads were dirt and most folks drove Model Ts, Elder Hill on this road was the place to see exactly what your flivver could do. You’ll know Elder Hill when you dip down it into the Gatlin Creek Valley.

      Turn left after five miles onto Ranch Road 12, where the driving calms down a bit. Stay on Ranch Road 12 about five miles; then turn right on Jacob’s Well Road and proceed 1.6 miles to a stop sign. Turn left and drive for 0.5 miles. Turn right on Pleasant Valley Road and right on Woodacre Drive. Proceed through the condominium complex over the low-water crossing on dry Cypress Creek. Watch for the gate on the right.

      JACOB’S WELL NATURAL AREA

      Wimberley Valley Watershed Association • PO Box 2534, Wimberley, Texas 78676 • 512-722-3390 • jacobswellspring@gmail.com • Free public tours every Saturday at 10 a.m. (except holidays); rain can cancel a tour • Donations welcome

      Jacob’s Well has been luring visitors—sometimes to their deaths—since it was first discovered in the 1840s. A natural well opening out of the bed of Cypress Creek, fed by the Edwards Aquifer, it was an important water source for early-day settlers, much like its biblical counterpart. Indeed, its discoverer was supposed to have uttered upon finding the well, “It is like unto a well in biblical times.” The importance of Jacob’s Well was underscored by the fact that it served as a corner point for four land grants. In more recent times, Jacob’s Well has been part of a resort development and a favorite spot for divers, who are drawn to its jewel-like water. No one living knows where the well’s narrow passage ultimately leads. Six have died trying to find out. Entrance to the underwater cave has been barred.

      As interesting as the well is the man who originally surveyed most of the surrounding miles of countryside, Jacob De Cordova. De Cordova was born in Jamaica in 1808. Merchant, newspaperman, and master of five European languages and several Indian dialects, De Cordova moved to Galveston in 1837. He then moved to Houston and served in the Second Legislature as the Harris County representative. However, he decided that politics was not for him, so he packed up and headed for Austin, where he and his brother Phineas published a semiweekly paper called the Texas Herald. De Cordova was also a land collector, having bought over a million acres in land script by 1859. As “Publicity Agent for an Empire,” he traveled Europe and the eastern United States lecturing on Texas and its many virtues. In addition, he published a map of Texas and several guidebooks for immigrants. His writings advocating Texas’ claims to Rio Grande land at the time of the Compromise of 1850 were said to be vital in securing the $10 million paid to Texas for its claims to the land, territory that was later to make up parts of New Mexico, Colorado, Wyoming, Kansas, and Oklahoma. During the 1860s, De Cordova attempted to develop a power project on the Brazos River in Bosque County in order to establish textile mills and other industries. De Cordova’s home east of New Braunfels was appropriately known as Wanderer’s Retreat.

      In 2010, the Hays County Commissioners Court purchased fifty acres of land adjacent to Jacob’s Well that had been slated for high-density development, doubling the size of the Jacob’s Well Natural Area and partnering with the Wimberley Valley Watershed Association (WVWA), which had purchased Jacob’s Well and forty-six surrounding acres several years earlier in an attempt to preserve it for future generations. Like the other famous springs along the Balcones Fault, Jacob’s Well is in danger of drying up permanently; it did so for three months in the summer of 2000 and again briefly in the summer of 2009.

      Led by skilled docents, the tour takes you through fragile and highly diverse Hill Country terrain. Wear comfortable shoes and socks and dress appropriately. Some of the trail is shaded, and some is not. There are areas that involve an easy level of climbing, but there is a shorter accessible ADA-compliant walk. The hike takes approximately one hour. A picnic area includes a covered outdoor shelter. You are expected to pack your trash out, as per the practice of “leave nothing but footprints.” You are responsible for your children at all times. Please consider their ages before coming to this site with its steep slopes and other natural hazards. You may swim at your own risk. There is no lifeguard. Pets and music players are not allowed.

      From Jacob’s Well, continue on Jacob’s Well Road toward Fischer.

      At the nearby Jacobs Well Cemetery, directly across from the entrance to “Wood Creek North,” the stones date to the 1880s. It is peaceful and nicely shaded by cedars and live oaks.

      Turn right on FM 2325 in another two miles, then left off FM 2325 after 1.5 miles onto the first paved road (Fischer Store Road) to reach Fischer. When the sign says “Keep Right,” do so, for it means business as you twist and turn down to the crossing of the Blanco River.

      FISCHER

      Comal County • 20 • (830) • About 7 miles from the FM 2325/Fischer Store Rd. intersection

      Traces of pre-barbed-wire rock fences herald your arrival at Fischer Store. Mr. and Mrs. Herman Fischer Sr. set down here in 1852. Fischer had been a banker in Germany. In 1853, they opened up a “commissary” in one end of their elongated log cabin. In just a few years, Fischer had a sizable freight operation going. Huge wagons, the semis of their day, pulled by five and six yoke of oxen—later by horses and mules—hauled goods to and from Johnson City, Blanco, New Braunfels, and smaller points in between. The post office opened in 1876, and a Fischer has always been postmaster. Herman, the banker-storekeeper, was known as “Store”; his brother Otto, a rancher, was nicknamed “Stock.”

      FISCHER BOWLING CLUB/NINEPIN BOWLING CLUB

      First red frame building on the right as you enter Fischer • Open to the public every Saturday afternoon

      Contrary to what you might think, Fischer is alive and kicking most nights of the week as balls roll and pins fly at the Fischer Bowling Club. Contact 935-2971 or 935-4420 for more information.

      FISCHER DANCE HALL

      Next door to the Fischer Bowling Hall

      The bowling hall closes down on dance nights, when the venerable wood floors of the Fischer Dance Hall next door creak beneath the feet of couples two-stepping to the tunes of country bands like the Texas Top Hands. A one-eyed carpenter built the dance hall in 1898. It was used in the filming of Willie Nelson’s movie Honeysuckle Rose. The Fischer Agricultural Society built and still owns both the dance and bowling halls. First established in the 1880s as a farmers association dedicated to the development and practice of improved farming methods, the Fischer Ag Society is now a recreational organization that anyone may join.

      OLD FISCHER STORE AND POST OFFICE

      Fischer Store Rd., at FM 484 • Open Thursday through Saturday • 935-4702

      The present corrugated tin building was built in 1902 along the same simple, elongated lines as the original log structure. It served as a post office through November 1995, when the post office moved into the building next door. The gas station, which the current post office dislodged, is now located behind the old store building.

      The old store is now a combination antique store and museum. The old wood-burning stove still dominates the center of the building. Inside the ancient post office cubicle, you’ll see the aged, black-enameled safe still bearing the name “Herman Fischer” in gold gilt letters. Ancient cracker and coffee tins, boxes of locally collected rocks and fossils, barbed wire, and Fischer Store paraphernalia fill the turn-of-the-century shelves and display cases.

      Herman Fischer built the house immediately behind the store in 1910. A national champion Lindheimer hackberry tree stood at the northwest corner of the house’s yard until it died a few years ago. Hackberries are notorious for their short-livedness, but the local joke is that it died of “lead poisoning” from all the test bullets shot into it over the years by store customers.

      The Fischer Haus B&B, a Victorian-era farmhouse built for Herman’s son, Max Wilhelm “Willie” Fischer, his Elfrieda, and their eleven children, is set back behind the store to the right of his father’s house. Family legend has it that the original log cabin store was torn down because it blocked Elfrieda’s view of the countryside.

      A little cedar log cabin built by the Dickens family in the days of Fischer Sr. sits in the Y of the road across from the store.

      Veer right at the Y and take Crane’s Mill Road south at the intersection with FM 32. When you come to a four-way intersection with a stop sign in about four miles, take FM 306 east (left).

      CRANE’S MILL

      Underneath Canyon Lake

      Crane’s Mill community now lies at the bottom of Canyon Lake. Crane’s Mill once sat smack-dab in the middle of “Charcoal City,” which stretched along the Guadalupe River valley from Sisterdale to New Braunfels. Charcoal City owed its beginnings to German settlers like J. B. Crain who fanned out from New Braunfels to tame the region starting in the 1850s. Civilization entailed clearing away the thick forests of Mexican juniper (cedar) and oak from their fields and pastures. When the Germans discovered that there was a market for charcoal—and Mexican juniper makes superb charcoal—they “burned” (made) charcoal during the time between planting and harvest. Once they were established, the German farmers started hiring drifters to help with the burning. The word went out, and by 1880 the rocky hills were filled with burners from as far away as England and Ireland. The charcoal kilns burned the year round, and the Guadalupe valley was almost always bathed in a smoky haze, redolent of burning cedar. In the days before public utilities, many city dwellers in San Antonio and New Braunfels depended on charcoal-burning stoves for cooking and for warmth, stoves that factories like the one in McDade, Texas, turned out by the boxcar load.

      J. B. Crain built a mill here soon after he settled down. The name was anglicized to Crane when a post office was established before the Civil War. The community was also known as Engel’s Crossing after the war, in honor of teacher and preacher August Engel, who moved here in 1870. He became postmaster of the reestablished post office in 1872. This crossing of the Guadalupe and its accompanying village are not the only communities killed off by Canyon Lake’s creation in 1964. Prosperous farming hamlets like Hidden Valley and Mountain Valley have joined Crane’s Mill, engulfed eternally (presumably) in the name of flood control.

      CANYON LAKE

      964-3341 • www.swf-wc.usace.army.mil/canyon • Open daily • Entrance fee

      The next few miles along Canyon Lake are pleasant ones, particularly at sunset. Completed in 1964, the 8,230-acre lake is accessed by eight Army Corps of Engineers parks. Facilities are available for boating, fishing, swimming, water-skiing, scuba diving, picnicking, and camping (with fee). Commercial facilities around the lake include motels, restaurants, and marinas. Fishing is good for largemouth, white, and striped bass, and for channel, blue, and flathead catfish.

      When you reach Canyon City after 9.5 miles on FM 306, take a right on Canyon Dam Road, just after the Canyon City sign.

      The awesome earthen walls of Canyon Dam loom over you to the west, and a chastened Guadalupe River tumbles out of its little window on down toward New Braunfels. You can park on either side of the spillway and walk down the riverbanks for a look at the river.

      Canyon Lake is deep, as far as Texas lakes go, and the water released through the dam’s bottom gates is from the lowest reaches of the lake, which means that it is very cold—so cold that rainbow and brown trout live year-round in the stretch of river from Canyon Dam to Hueco Springs. They are not native to the river; before the construction of the dam, the habitat of this stretch of the Guadalupe was typical Texas warm-water stream, which is too hot in summer for trout. Now with the lake discharge, summertime temperatures of this stretch of the river seldom exceed eighty degrees, which allows the trout to survive. On the other hand, very few catfish or sunfish now live here; they prefer the warmer water. Trout are stocked in the river every winter by the Texas Parks and Wildlife Department. Trout fishing is year-round, but it is best from November through April.

      SATTLER

      Comal County • 30 • About 15.5 miles from Fischer

      Sattler was founded by William Sattler in 1853, as German immigrants spread out across the Guadalupe River valley. Sattler has also been known as Mountain Valley and Walhalla. Walhalla is an ancient German pre-Christian word for “heaven.” Much of Heaven—Walhalla—now lies beneath Canyon Lake. Sattler residents moved uphill when the lake came in.

      Continue straight across FM 2673 at Sattler on what becomes River Road and go four miles, veering left at the intersection with Hueco Springs Road, about 1.5 miles past the fourth crossing of the Guadalupe River by River Road. Less than two miles after this intersection, you come to Loop 337 and the outskirts of New Braunfels.

      GUADALUPE RIVER

      The emerald waters and powerful rapids of the lower Guadalupe, the sheer cliffs, and almost unnatural (for the region) verdancy of its banks have been magnetizing visitors and inhabitants since the first day the stream was discovered. Texas Indians, the Wacos and Tonkawas in particular, camped along the length of the river, especially at Waco (Hueco) Springs. Ferdinand Lindheimer recorded a meeting with some Tonkawas in 1846:

      There was a Tonkawa Indian Camp on the Guadalupe above New Braunfels which settlers often visited. One day there was a great celebration in the camp. The Tonkawas secretly had killed an Indian and were cooking the flesh. They took great pains to get the idea out of my head that they had killed a man. They said it was the flesh of a Waco Indian whom Americans had killed sometime ago; the flesh was smoked and it stank. . . . However the obscene exhibition of parts of the slain Indian’s body distinctly showed that it had to do with fresh and not smoked flesh of mankind.

      But the Tonkawas, according to some, were not averse to eating “aged” flesh; they rather prized it. In 1935, Mrs. Augusta Ervendberg Wiegraeffe told a San Antonio reporter,

      They [the Indians] always came with a flag of truce to show that they were friendly. The settlers wanted to show a friendly feeling towards the Indians too and decided to give them a big dinner. There was little in the way of food but the women did their best with the material at hand and were justly proud of what was a real feast for those times. The Indians came. They did not make use of knife, fork, and spoon, altogether they were dirty and disgusting and soon had devoured all the food. Leaving the table the Indians went down to the field to a semi-decomposed carcass of a horse and ate the meat.

      Problems of a different sort face inhabitants along the river today. The alternately peaceful and wild beauty of the Guadalupe that so entranced Indians and early settlers continues to entrance river visitors today, as is obvious in the nonstop private and commercial development along the river between Sattler and New Braunfels. On summer days you can hardly see the river itself for all the tubes, rafts, canoes, and variously clad bodies inhabiting them, which form a continuous parade down the river. Somehow the Guadalupe manages to maintain a pristine appearance, if you can overlook the beer cans and related flotsam clogging its shoreline at various points. If you are a serious canoer or kayaker and you want to spend your summertime on the river enjoying it, not dodging all the tubers and rafters, hit the water by seven in the morning, no later than eight on weekends especially. It can be a real madhouse out here, on the river, alongside the river, and on the narrow winding River Road itself.

      RIVERBANK OUTFITTERS

      6000 River Rd. • Open April through October • 830-625-4928 • www

      .guadaluperafting.com • MC, V

      Located between the first and second crossings of the river on the River Road, Riverbank Outfitters rents canoes, rafts, kayaks, and tubes and offers a shuttle service back to your launch point. River levels and flow can vary, so call ahead for conditions.

      JERRY’S RENTALS

      Located at the first crossing, Hueco Falls • 830-625-2036 • www.jerrys

      rentals.com • Open daily in season

      This long-established outfitter offers rafts, tubes, canoes, guided trips, shuttle service, camping, showers, and a convenience store.

      When the River Road intersects Loop 337/SH 46, turn right. In slightly over a mile, you turn left on California Boulevard, which is the second paved left after you pass Oakwood Baptist Church and the New Braunfels water tower (on your right, on Loop 337).

      NEW BRAUNFELS

      Comal County Seat • 50,000 (approximate) • (830) • About 14 miles from Sattler

      New Braunfels owes its name and existence to Prince Carl of Solms-Braunfels, who as commissioner of the Adelsverein desperately searched for land on which to settle thousands of German immigrants. The Adelsverein, or Mainzer Adelsverein, or Verein zum Schutze Deutscher Einwanderer in Texas, or Verein, as it was variously known, was a society composed of ten rich German noblemen who were interested in overseas colonization for economic and philanthropic reasons. Through this “Society for the Protection of German Immigrants in Texas” founded in 1842, these men hoped to make a profit by settling Germans on land they purchased in Texas, assuming that land values would go up as the colony tract was developed. They also counted on heavy trade with their expatriate countrymen. At the same time, the noblemen would be providing a safe and prosperous future for folk who otherwise would have faced a bleak future in an overpopulated Germany.

      By 1844, the Adelsverein had acquired title to the vast Fisher-Miller tract (located between the Llano and Colorado rivers), or at least thought it had. In reality, all it had was the right to settle the land, ownership of which remained with the Republic of Texas. The land was extremely isolated and was inhabited by the unfriendly Comanches. In addition, the soil was generally stony and infertile, the rainfall meager and unreliable. No one from the Adelsverein (other than scouting parties) set foot on the land before 1847, as incredible as it may seem. The two agents sent by the Adelsverein in 1842 to scout for suitable land had not ventured beyond the fertile eastern half of the republic, the characteristics of which they naively attributed to the entire nation in their reports back to Germany.

      More than five thousand optimistic Germans arrived at the Gulf Coast port of Carlshafen (Indianola) between the fall of 1845 and April of 1846. The Fisher-Miller Grant was too far away for them to settle immediately, so the colonization had to take place in steps. Prince Carl would have to find a place closer to the coast and civilization to function as a way station. If all of this sounds a little half-baked, it was.

      The Adelsverein’s offer to prospective immigrants was very attractive, and they had no shortage of applicants. Each single man was to pay $120, and each married man or head of a household $240. Each male applicant also agreed to cultivate at least fifteen acres for three years and to occupy his house for the same period. In return, the Adelsverein promised the immigrants free transportation to the colony; free land in the colony (160 acres for the single man, 320 acres for the family man); a free log house, provisions and all goods necessary to begin farming, supplied on credit until the second successive crop had been harvested; and numerous public improvements, including roads, mills, cotton gins, schools, hospitals, insane asylums, churches, and even the canalization of rivers. The Adelsverein proposed to do all of this with a total capital of roughly $80,000, apparently believing that they would realize great profits by retaining ownership of one half of the colony’s land, land that, as has been said, they did not actually own.

      Most of the society’s funds had already been spent by the time Prince Carl arrived in the summer of 1844. Soon after his arrival in Texas, the prince realized the problems of moving thousands of immigrants from the port of Carlshafen (Indianola) to the Fisher-Miller Grant, a distance of over two hundred miles through untamed wilderness. He immediately began a search for land on which to build a way station for the immigrating colonists. After considering a variety of tracts, he wrote back to Germany telling Adelsverein officials that it would only be possible to establish a settlement on the southwestern edge of the grant during the first year. But there were many beautiful places to choose from between the Guadalupe and San Antonio rivers, Carl continued, and his favorite happened to be a four-league tract at the so-called fountains, located on the Austin-to-San Antonio road. Rich soil, lots of forest timber, water power, and proximity to the major settlements at San Antonio and Seguin were big pluses in its favor. Prince Carl also pointed out that it would be a good headquarters for the colonization projects, owing to its equidistant location from the coast and the upper portion of the Fisher-Miller Grant.

      The land of the fountains belonged to the heirs of Juan Martin de Veramendi, a governor of Texas while it was under Mexican rule. During the last years of Spanish rule, the tract had belonged to Felipe Enrique Neri, Baron de Bastrop. In San Antonio, Prince Carl was directed to the Veramendi tract by the Swiss Texan Johann Jacob Rahm, who had fought on the frontier with Jack Hays’ Texas Rangers. On Rahm’s recommendation, Prince Solms purchased 1,265 acres from the Veramendi family on March 15, 1845, for $1,100, despite the fact that the Veramendi family was battling the heirs of the Baron de Bastrop in court over ownership of the tract. These acres lay on the Comal River, the “fountains” in Solms’ report.

      New Braunfels was founded on Good Friday, March 21, 1845, and named for Prince Carl’s hometown of Braunfels. The town was founded on its present site on an omen. Prince Solms had been looking at several other sites on the Medina, San Antonio, and several other rivers in Central Texas. The prince wrote:

      I myself with a troop of twenty-five men proceeded inland to find a place suitable for a town and to make the necessary preparations and investigations, especially as to whether or not there were hostile Indians in that region. It was on such an excursion that I found snow on my tent one morning, which, though it could be rolled in the hand, by noon had melted. Taking this as a good omen, we established our German colony here to which I gave the name New Braunfels.

      In gratitude for Johann Jacob Rahm’s help in purchasing the Veramendi tract, Prince Solms appointed Rahm official butcher of the German Emigration Company and on May 14, 1845, gave him 4.5 acres of the tract on which to build the Rahm’s Butchery. Later that year, on October 12, Rahm was shot dead by a man named Maertz from Wiesbaden. During a dispute between the two, Rahm fired his pistol at Maertz, who then pumped two rifle bullets into him.

      COMAL RIVER

      This 3.25-mile-long stream is the shortest river in the United States, and the springs feeding it were once among the four biggest in Texas. Now they are rivaled only by Aquarena Springs, the springs that feed the San Marcos River at San Marcos.

      In olden times, Tonkawas, Wacos, Lipan Apaches, Karankawas, and other Indians camped near the springs. Spanish explorer Damián Massanet found a large group of Indians there when he passed through in 1691. Some early Spanish explorers mistakenly referred to the Comal River as the Guadalupe, and it was called the Guadalupe as late as 1727, but after Pedro de Rivera y Villalón identified the longer stream as the Guadalupe, the shorter was given the name Comal, Spanish for “flat dish.”

      Father Isidro Félix de Espinosa’s diary during the 1716 Domingo Ramon expedition described the Comal springs:

      Soon we reached the passage of the Guadalupe which is made of gravel and is very wide. Groves of inexpressible beauty are found in this vicinity. We stopped at the other bank of the river in a little clearing surrounded by trees, and contiguous to said river. The waters of the Guadalupe are clear, crystal and so abundant that it seemed almost incredible to us that its source arose so near. Composing this river are three principal springs of water which, together with other smaller ones, unite as soon as they begin to flow. There the growth of walnut trees competes with the poplars. All are crowned by the wild grapevines, which climb their trunks. They gave promise already in their blossom for the good prospect of their fruit. The white and black mulberry trees, whose leaves were more than eight inches in length, showed in their sprouts how sharp were the frosts. Willow trees beautified the region of this river with their luxuriant foliage and there was a great variety of plants. It makes a delightful grove for recreation, and the enjoyment of the melodious songs of different birds. Ticks molested us, attaching themselves to our skin.

      Despite the spring’s beauty, the Spanish showed little interest in settling the area. The only recorded effort was San Francisco Xavier on the Guadalupe River, an unofficial, short-lived mission located at the site of present-day New Braunfels. It was founded in late 1756 by Father Mariano Francisco de los Dolores y Viana, who had been the guiding force behind the defunct San Xavier missions on the San Xavier (San Gabriel) River near the site of modern Rockdale. In late January 1757, four Spanish families were living in jacals, and forty-one Indians were receiving religious instruction. Father Dolores sought to include the new San Xavier under the umbrella of Pedro Romero de Terreros’ generous support for new missions in Apachería, or Apache territory. But the Guadalupe site, only forty-five miles from San Antonio, was outside the proposed mission field, which lay farther north near the present-day town of San Saba. Its exclusion created bitter feelings between fathers Dolores and Alonso Giraldo de Terreros, fellow missionary and cousin of the wealthy Don Pedro Romero. The mission was abandoned in March 1758, after the Comanches destroyed Santa Cruz de San Saba Mission, because Spanish authorities feared that the Comanches and their allies would next attack the unprotected San Francisco Xavier.

      Early writer on Texas and geologist Dr. Ferdinand Roemer visited the Comal Springs with Ferdinand Lindheimer in 1846 or 1847 and wrote of his impressions:

      We had to cross Comal Creek to get there . . . we came to a small, but extremely fertile plain on which dense patches of forests alternated charmingly with small enclosed prairies. A road made by the settlers for hauling the cedar trunks used in building their homes was the only sign of human activity. . . . We suddenly heard near us the murmuring of rapidly flowing water, and a few moments later stood at the most beautiful spring I had ever beheld. The natural basin, about forty feet wide, was of incomparable clearness and on its bottom, aquatic plants of an emerald green color formed a carpet. Low shrubs of the palmetto, which I had learned to know at a less attractive place, namely in the dismal swamps of New Orleans, lined the banks. An old live oak, decorated with long festoons of grey Spanish moss, spread its gnarled limbs over the basin. This however is not the only spring of the Comal; four or six more springs of even greater volume of even clearness, every one of them could turn a mill at its immediate source, all unite and form the Comal, which, unlike other streams, does not experience a gradual growth, but is born a sizeable stream.

      Rutherford B. Hayes, who would become the nineteenth president of the United States, made a horseback trip through Texas in 1848–1849. He was impressed by New Braunfels: “Those fair-headed Teutons have built in a short three years the most prosperous, singular and interesting town in Texas. This is a German village of two or three thousand people at the junction of two of the most beautiful streams I ever saw, the Guadalupe and Comal. . . . The water is so transparent the fish seem hanging in the air.”

      In 1850, New Braunfels was the fourth largest city in Texas, behind San Antonio, Galveston, and Houston.

      California takes you right into Landa Park, onto Landa Park Drive, across the Comal’s headwaters.

      LANDA PARK

      Landa Park Dr., near downtown • 221-4370 • www.nbtexas.org • Open daily • Fees for picnic tables • W variable

      Although the Comal’s springs do not flow quite so forcefully these days, the river is still very nearly as beautiful today as it was in Roemer’s time, as a stroll through Landa Park will reveal.

      Landa Park is named for early New Braunfels industrialist Joseph Landa (1811–1896). Landa emigrated to Texas from Prussia, but unlike most of the other early settlers of New Braunfels, Landa was Jewish. His parents had wanted him to become a rabbi, so he ran away, first to England, and then to the United States. Landa came to San Antonio in 1844 and opened a store. But he didn’t feel at home in San Antonio, so he moved to New Braunfels. He met and married Helena Friedlander during a trip to New York in 1851. In 1859, he bought the Comal Springs and surrounding land from William Merriwether, who had purchased the 480-acre Comal Spring Tract in 1847 from Maria Antonia de Veramendi Garza and her husband, Rafael Garza, and built a gristmill, sawmill, and cotton gin, all powered by the Comal’s rushing waters. Landa greatly expanded this little industrial complex, eventually adding a grain elevator, electric plant, cotton-oil mill, and ice manufacturing plant. The river also provided the power for the town’s woolen mills beginning in the 1870s, the start of a fabrics industry that would power the town’s economy for well over one hundred years.

      By 1862, the Landas had seven children and owned several slaves (which was a rarity among Texas Jews). Landa volunteered to serve in the Confederate military but was rejected because of a disability. When the Landas learned of the Emancipation Proclamation of 1863, they freed their slaves. The Knights of the Golden Circle, a secret antebellum organization that sought to establish a slave empire encompassing the southern United States, the West Indies, Mexico, and part of Central America, tried Joseph Landa in what amounted to a kangaroo court, convicted him of being an abolitionist, and ordered him to immediately leave the Confederacy or be hanged. So Landa fled to Mexico, leaving Helena in charge of the family and their businesses. She was nobody’s patsy. One day, when an armed gang entered the Landas’ store and demanded clothing and tobacco, she leveled a revolver at the men and threatened to kill the first man who touched anything. They left empty-handed.

      During the Civil War, New Braunfels had a saltpeter-extract plant located in what is now Landa Park. It produced one hundred pounds of crystal saltpeter daily from bat guano gathered from nearby Cibolo Cave. The saltpeter was used to make gunpowder.

      Joseph returned soon after the war’s end and resumed building the family empire. The Landas lived their faith as best they could, despite being the only Jewish family in New Braunfels for many years. They usually worshipped at home, occasionally going by carriage into San Antonio to worship at Temple Beth-El. Son Harry Landa described the family’s Seder observances, noting that the women first spent several weeks baking the matzoth, or unleavened bread. Several barrels of flour (at 196 pounds each) were necessary to make enough matzoth to satisfy the needs of fifteen family members and servants, in addition to their friends. Mrs. Landa also made sweet raisin wine. Joseph Landa led the Passover Eve ceremony, in English and Hebrew.

      After the war, the gristmill grew and grew into the Landa Roller Flour Mill and Elevator, with a capacity of three thousand barrels of flour per week; the elevator could handle one hundred thousand bushels of grain.

      By the 1890s “Landa’s Pasture,” as the present parkland was then popularly called, was a favored local picnic and festival ground. In 1897 (so the story goes), Helen Gould, daughter of I&GN railway magnate and robber baron Jay Gould, visited New Braunfels and was so impressed by the beauty of Comal Springs and Landa’s Pasture that she suggested the I&GN lay a spur line into the pasture. The railroad needed a recreation ground along the line, and Landa’s Pasture was just the ticket. As soon as the Missouri-Kansas-Texas railroad reached New Braunfels, they also laid tracks into the park. In the days before the automobile, special excursion trains ran from as far away as Austin, and thousands of happy revelers filled the park on weekends. The Wurstfest complex is located here too.

      A miniature train runs through the fifty-one-acre park. The Landa Park Aquatic Complex (350 Aquatic Circle, 221-4360, open Memorial Day through Labor Day, variable hours) houses three pools in one facility: a 1.5 million gallon spring-fed pool, a zero-depth pool, and the Bud Dallmann Olympic Pool for your fun in the water. The Comal Springs feeds the spring-fed pool and stays a constant seventy-two degrees year-round. The spring-fed pool has features such as the patented Wet Willie Slide, a rope swing, a zip line, and a zero-depth water play area with a mushroom waterfall.

      The City Tube Chute (100 Leibscher Drive, 608-2165, open Memorial Day through Labor Day, variable hours) is located on the Comal River and is the longest tube chute in the world. The City Tube Chute offers family water fun, picnic areas, showers, dressing rooms, lockers, tube rentals, and personal flotation devices (PFDs). You can take a paddleboat ride on Landa Lake and see the Comal Springs.

      The Panther Canyon Nature Trail is an excellent example of one of the faults in the Edwards limestone. The gently sloping pedestrian trail leads visitors approximately eight-tenths of a mile and back through the Balcones Escarpment. Hikers should allow at least one and a half hours for the hike. The William and Dolores Schumann Arboretum walking tour features over fifty species of trees. Guides for both trails are available at the Parks Department Office, on the corner of Landa Park Drive and Golf Course Road. During the summer, free Thursday night concerts are given on the park’s dance slab.

      The tranquil beauty of the Comal River is now overshadowed by the Schlitterbahn Waterpark, one of the country’s most popular water parks. The river flows alongside Schlitterbahn, and the river’s cool water is circulated through some of the park’s rides. Some of the rides take riders into the Comal. In 1991, Schlitterbahn acquired venerable Camp Warnecke and in 1996 opened Blastenhoff and Surfenburg there, with Boogie Bahn surfing and uphill water coasters. You can stay overnight at the Resort at the Bahn (adjacent to the water park’s main section) or at the Resort at the Rapids (next to Surfenburg). Call 830-625-2351; write to 305 W. Austin, New Braunfels 78130; or check out the website at www.schlitterbahn.com.

      Continue through Landa Park on California, past the Wurstfest grounds and the prominent brown-brick ex-municipal power plant. California dead-ends into Landa Street (SH 46). Turn left on Landa, which soon becomes Seguin Street and takes you to New Braunfels’ Main Plaza and the Comal County courthouse.

      COMAL COUNTY COURTHOUSE

      Seguin at San Antonio

      The Victorian Gothic courthouse was built in 1898. The first session of the county court was held in 1846 in a room in the residence of Conrad Seabaugh, county clerk, which was located across the plaza from the current courthouse. The court continued to meet for several years in Seabaugh’s room, paying him two or three dollars per month rent, until the county purchased its own property.

      Visitors will find interesting old buildings scattered throughout New Braunfels, but the greatest concentration of vintage commercial buildings is in a two-block stretch of W. San Antonio Street (from the Main Plaza west to Hill Street and the railroad tracks). Most are two-story brick, really undistinguished, and simply styled, although much of the brickwork is expertly executed. New Braunfels was such a prosperous town during the first quarter of this century that many of the older, Victorian-era commercial buildings were torn down in favor of the buildings you see today. But a few pre-1900 commercial structures remain.

      OLD GUADALUPE HOTEL

      471 Main Plaza

      New Braunfels’ first hotel was the two-story Guadalupe Hotel, built in 1853 by Rudolph Nauendorf on a lot he purchased from J. J. von Coll. Jacob Schmitz bought the property in 1858, renamed it the Schmitz Hotel, and in 1873 added the third floor and balconies. Frederick Law Olmsted described New Braunfels and his pleasant stay at the Guadalupe Hotel during his visit to Texas in 1854:

      The main street of the town was very wide—three times as wide, in effect, as Broadway in New York. The houses, with which it was thickly lined on each side for a mile, were small, low cottages, of no pretensions to elegance, yet generally looking neat and comfortable. Many were furnished with verandahs and gardens, and the greater part were either stuccoed or painted. There were many workshops of mechanics and small stores, with signs oftener in English than in German; and bare-headed women, and men in caps and short jackets, with pendent pipes, were everywhere seen at work.

      We had no acquaintance in the village, and no means of introduction, but, in hopes that we might better satisfy ourselves of the condition of the people, we agreed to stop at an inn and get dinner, instead of eating a cold snack in the saddle, without stopping at noon, as was our custom. “Here,” said the butcher, “is my shop—indicating a small house, at the door of which hung dressed meat and beef sausages—and if you are going to stop, I will recommend you to my neighbor, there, Mr. Schmitz.” It was a small cottage of a single story, having the roof extended so as to form a verandah, with a sign swinging before it, “Guadalupe Hotel, J. Schmitz.”

      I never in my life, except, perhaps, in awakening from a dream, met with such a sudden and complete transfer of associations. Instead of loose boarded or hewn log walls, with crevices stuffed with rags or daubed with mortar, which we have been accustomed to see during the last month, on staving in a door, where we have found any to open; instead, even, of four bare, cheerless sides of whitewashed plaster, which we have found twice or thrice only in a more aristocratic American residence, we were—in short, we were in Germany. There was nothing wanting; there was nothing too much, for one of those delightful little inns which the pedestrian who has tramped through the Rhine land will ever remember gratefully. A long room, extending across the whole front of the cottage, the walls pink, with stenciled panels, and scroll ornaments in crimson, and with neatly-framed and glazed pretty lithographic prints hanging on all sides; a long, thick, dark oak table, with rounded ends, oak benches at its sides; chiseled oak chairs; a sofa, covered with cheap pink calico, with a small vine pattern; a stove in the corner; a little mahogany cupboard in another corner, with pitcher and glasses upon it; a smoky atmosphere; and finally, four thick-bearded men, from whom the smoke proceeds, who all bow and say “Good morning,” as we lift our hats in the doorway.

      The landlady enters; she does not readily understand us, and one of the smokers rises immediately to assist us. Dinner we shall have immediately, and she spreads the white cloth at an end of the table, before she leaves the room, and in two minutes’ time, by which we have got off our coats and warmed our hands at the stove, we are asked to sit down. An excellent soup is set before us, and in succession there follow two courses of meat, neither of them pork, and neither of them fried, two dishes of vegetables; salad, compote of peaches, coffee with milk, wheat bread from the loaf, and beautiful and sweet butter—not only such butter as I have never tasted south of the Potomac before, but such as I have been told a hundred times it was impossible to make in a southern climate. We then spent an hour in conversation with the gentlemen who were in the room. They were all educated, cultivated, well-bred, respectful, kind, and affable men. All were natives of Germany, and had been living several years in Texas. Some of them were travelers, their homes being in other German settlements; some of them had resided long at Braunfels.

      The account they gave of the Germans in Texas was so interesting, and gratifying, that we were unwilling to immediately continue our journey. We went out to look at our horses; a man in cap and jacket was rubbing their legs—the first time they had received such attention in Texas, except from ourselves, or by special and costly arrangement with a negro. They were pushing their noses into racks filled with fine mesquit hay—the first they had had in Texas. They seemed to look at us imploringly. We ought to spend the night. But there is evidently no sleeping-room for us in the little inn. They must be full. But then we could sleep with more comfort on the floor here, probably, than we have been accustomed to of late. We concluded to ask if they could accommodate us for the night. Yes, with pleasure—would we be pleased to look at the room they could afford us? Doubtless in the cock-loft.

      No, it was in another little cottage in the rear. A little room it proved, with blue walls again, and two beds, one of them would be for each of us—the first time we had been offered the luxury of sleeping alone in Texas; two large windows with curtains, and evergreen roses trained over them on the outside—not a pane of glass missing or broken—the first sleeping-room we have had in Texas where this was the case; a sofa; a bureau, on which were a complete set of the Conversations Lexicon; Kendall’s Santa Fe Expedition; a statuette in porcelain; plants in pots; a brass study; a large pitcher and basin for washing, and a couple of towels of thick stuff full a yard and a quarter long.

      At supper, we met a dozen or more intelligent people, and spent the later evening, with several others, at the residence of one of our accidental inn acquaintances. As I was returning to the inn, about ten o’clock, I stopped for a few moments at the gate of one of the little cottages, to listen to some of the best singing I have heard for a long time, several parts being sustained by very sweet and well-trained voices.

      In the day time, I saw in the public street, at no great distance from a school-house, a tame doe, with a band on its neck, to distinguish it from the wild deer, lest it should be shot by sportsmen. It was exceedingly beautiful, and so tame that it allowed me to approach, and licked my hand. In what Texan town, through which we have passed before, could this have occurred.

      In the morning we found that our horses had been bedded, for the first time in Texas. As we rode out of town, it was delightful to meet again troops of children, with satchels and knapsacks of books, and little kettles of dinner, all with ruddy, cheerful faces, the girls especially so, with their hair braided neatly, and without caps or bonnets, smiling and saluting us—“guten morgen”—as we met.

      HENNE HARDWARE COMPANY

      246 W. San Antonio • 606-6707 • hennehardware.com • Open daily

      Henne’s cast-metal cornice is about as exuberantly Victorian as the downtown skyline gets. Louis Henne built this store in 1893, and certain newer inventory aside, the store still looks much the same inside as it did back then. An especially nice touch is the pair of “Louis Henne Co.” stained-glass transom windows above the front doors. Henne’s, in business since 1857, claims to be Texas’ oldest hardware store.

      OLD FIRST NATIONAL BANK BUILDING

      278 W. San Antonio • Private offices

      The First National Bank opened for business in September 1894. The bank’s owners had budgeted $8,000 for its construction; the contractor built it for $13 under that budget. There was one attempted robbery in 1922. One bandit was killed, another wounded, and the third got away. The First National Bank moved over to the Main Plaza in 1931, and the building housed a variety of businesses before the current owners renovated it in 1982. Years of dull paint were removed, revealing the original bright-red-brick facade with carved white limestone accents. The original brick bank vault is still inside.

      BRAUNTEX THEATRE

      290 W. San Antonio • 627-0808 • brauntext.org

      Neon and Art Moderne fans will appreciate the Brauntex’s late 1930s sign and stucco-tile exterior. Touring shows and musical acts.

      RAILROAD MUSEUM

      302 W. San Antonio at the railroad tracks • 627-2447 • www.newbraunfels

      railroadmuseum.org • Thursday through Monday • Donations

      The old 1907 train depot now houses the local Railroad Museum, which features displays of local railroad history and model railroad layouts. The museum’s crown jewels are a 1942 0-6-0 Porter oil-fired steam locomotive and a 1950 MoPac caboose.

      Getting the Galveston, Harrisburg, and San Antonio (GH&SA) Railway Company (which would eventually become the Southern Pacific Sunset Route) to run through New Braunfels and establish a station here on its way to San Antonio was a high priority for the town’s citizens, so much so that the Austin Democratic Statesman snidely observed on November 17, 1876: “New Braunfels people must be stupendous asses when they pay $90,000 to induce Pierce [Thomas Wentworth Peirce—ed.] to build his road through their farms and yards and gardens. And the Hon. John Ireland sues the company for damages because it contracts its highway through his estate. But those Germans don’t know how they will be ruined by the road and the judge does.”

      Major James Converse, construction engineer, had promised that a depot would be established within a half mile of the courthouse if he could get the requisite twenty acres of land. A number of prominent citizens, minus Ireland, had promised to give free right-of-way over their land. Despite the considerable inducements, the GH&SA line bypassed New Braunfels in favor of a more southerly approach into San Antonio from Luling via Kingsbury, Seguin, and Marion. New Braunfels would finally get its railroad in 1880, when the International and Great Northern passed through on its way from Austin to San Antonio.

      NEW BRAUNFELS FIRE MUSEUM

      Inside Fire Station No. 1, 100 block of S. Hill • Tours given when station is open

      New Braunfels’ fire department was founded in 1886 and is said to be the fourth oldest in the state. The museum displays firefighting equipment, tools, gear, and pictures that date to the department’s founding.

      FAUST HOUSE

      361 W. San Antonio • Private offices

      Just across the railroad tracks is the Faust House, built in 1905 by prominent local businessman John Faust, son of one of New Braunfels’ first families. Besides its leaded-glass doors and stained-glass windows selected in Italy, the house was also acclaimed for its modern heating system, a steam boiler in the basement with floor radiators throughout the four-thousand-square-foot house. Those original doors and windows as well as the many elaborate light fixtures are still part of the house. Another treat is the inlaid parquet wood floor in the foyer along with the rest of the house’s woodwork, which is mostly pine and is now free of its original dark stain. The carriage house out back has also been renovated.

      FIRST PROTESTANT CHURCH (CHURCH OF CHRIST)

      296 S. Seguin

      Two blocks south of the Main Plaza, this simple Gothic church of ashlar-dressed limestone blocks was built in 1875. A log church was first built on this site in 1846. Its first pastor was the Reverend Louis Cachand-Ervendburg, who was appointed minister to the town’s founding settlers by Prince Solms before they left the base camp at Lavaca Bay.

      CHAMBER OF COMMERCE

      390 S. Seguin • 800-572-2626 • www.nbcham.org • Open daily • W

      The chamber of commerce has compiled a walking tour of historic New Braunfels. Most of the buildings on the tour are pre-1880. The New Braunfels Herald-Zeitung also publishes a free seasonal visitor’s guide, which contains a historic-building tour and a schedule of events. You can pick up a copy at many local businesses and museums, as well as at the chamber. The chamber is located at the Civic Center, two blocks south of the square, at S. Seguin and Garden.

      From the Main Plaza, go south on Seguin (SH 46) to Coll. Turn right onto Coll and go across the railroad tracks to Academy to get to the Sophienburg Museum.

      SOPHIENBURG MUSEUM

      401 W. Coll at Academy • 629-1572 • www.sophienburg.com • Monday through Saturday 10–4, Sunday 1–4 • Fee • W

      The Sophienburg Museum is built on the hilltop site of Prince Carl’s envisioned Fort Sophia (Sophienburg), which was to have been constructed for the protection of New Braunfels. The prince had a log cottage built here during the spring of 1845, and he lived here for a short time in grand style, raising the Austrian flag (there was no German flag) every morning and receiving guests in the full uniform of a Prussian army officer. The cottage, New Braunfels’ first seat of government, was destroyed by the great hurricane of 1886, the same storm that wiped out Indianola (Carlshafen), the port of entry that the prince had established for the Adelsverein émigrés. Sophia was the name of Prince Carl’s fiancée, and the prince returned to Germany in May 1845. By running home, Prince Carl missed the widespread sickness and pestilence that nearly destroyed the colony during the first two years following his departure. He left the Adelsverein’s accounts hopelessly entangled and the coffers empty.

      Because the Adelsverein was already heavily in debt, the five-thousand-plus Germans arriving at Carlshafen between the fall of 1845 and April of 1846 found themselves without adequate shelter and supplies. Furthermore, the recently erupted war between the United States and Mexico led to shortages of teamsters who could haul the colonists inland. The army was paying better wages than the Adelsverein. For six months, the immigrants had to camp on the cold, rainy, mosquito-infested beaches of Carlshafen, drinking bad water and eating little more than green beef. Small wonder then that hundreds died on the beach, and that in desperation hundreds more attempted to walk the distance to New Braunfels. Some went only as far as Victoria, Goliad, and Gonzales before giving up on their original dreams and settling down to make the best of it in these Coastal Plains towns. Many died along the way, and those who managed to reach New Braunfels brought disease with them. The first batch of colonists, who had come in the spring and summer of 1845 and therefore had missed the initial miseries of their compatriots, were now struck by the newly arrived pestilences. Between eight hundred and three thousand died; two or three expired each day in the little town. Prince Solms’ successor, John O. Meusebach, did his best to whip the tottering finances of the colony into shape, but of the thirty-four thousand gulden sent him in 1845, all but a few hundred were spent paying off previous debts. He went everywhere to borrow money—unsuccessfully—hounded at every step by creditors, while society immigrants stacked up steadily at Carlshafen. Disheartened by the incompetence of Adelsverein officials in Germany and the deplorable conditions here in the New World, Meusebach resigned his position in July 1847. The Adelsverein went bankrupt that same year.

      Hermann Seele—an early New Braunfels farmer, lawyer, teacher, lay minister, mayor, state representative, Confederate major, and newspaper editor—wrote of the suffering he saw here during those miserable months of 1846:

      Every campsite between here and the coast and Indianola—and there were many, since the weather and roads, as well as the oxcarts, caused the overland journey to be filled with delays and to last many weeks—was marked with graves, ghastly milestones on the way that the German colonists of West Texas had to traverse. . . . I hurried through the forest camp, that upon closer inspection, held only too many sad scenes of sickness and death, in order to return to the ferry. As I passed a large tent, I heard a cry of distress.

      “Isn’t there anyone here who will help us?” Looking into the tent, I caught sight of a family of nine persons bedded on the ground, moaning and groaning.

      I asked for pails, with which I brought up fresh water from the river. When I gave it to them, they drank greedily to still their burning thirsts, even though the water was neither clear nor cool.

      Later that day, upon returning home, Seele fell into a fit of melancholia, to be aroused from it

      by the shouts of the children of a man who, with other immigrants, had set up camp on our land. He wanted to see me. He too lay sick of dysentery and dropsy and like others, suffered even more from homesickness. I went with the children to his bedside. With excitement and joy, the man extended his emaciated hand to me. His cheeks were lightly flushed, and his eyes were unnaturally bright. He wanted to let me know that he no longer suffered any pain, that he felt better and would soon be able to return to his beloved homeland with his family. Full of hope and joy, the wife and children listened to the father’s words. From the recent, sad experience at the deathbed, I saw his end approaching. I hid my thoughts and spoke a few words of encouragement and sympathy. At home, however, I told my friends, “We must get up early tomorrow in order to dig another grave.”

      Before sunrise the next morning, the sick man had quietly passed away. We dug his grave in the field and gently laid him to rest. Then we quietly said the Lord’s Prayer for the dead man and his family.

      What, exactly, did these poor unfortunates die of? Cholera was blamed by some. But others diagnosed the disease as scurvy of the mouth accompanied by dysentery. In the summer and fall of 1846, the terrible epidemic that had taken so many lives in Carlshafen and New Braunfels spread to Fredericksburg, where probably 100 to 150 persons succumbed to it. But not everyone who contracted the disease died from it.

      William Hermes Sr., who came to Texas in 1846 and subsequently became a doctor, said in his later years that the colony’s physician, a Dr. Schubert, had misdiagnosed the disease as scurvy of the mouth accompanied by dysentery and prescribed a remedy (eating lots of wild purslane, also called portulaca) that probably increased the number of deaths. Hermes came down with the malady and said that when he was studying medicine, he found the symptoms described in Schoenlein’s Pathology and Therapeutics. Hermes claimed that the epidemic was caused by a disease then called petechial fever, or Blutfleckenkrankheit, as he called it in German (the word petechia means a small spot on the skin or mucous membrane caused by a minute hemorrhage and often seen in typhus). He noted that the warmer the weather became, the more the disease spread. The disease was marked by a very severe fever, caused by an extravasation of blood into surrounding tissues after a rupture of the vessels appeared on the body. Petechial fever is now more commonly known as cerebrospinal meningitis, an acute and often fatal infectious epidemic meningitis. Hermes believed that many of the afflicted would have survived had they been fed a diet of healthy, nutritious food, including fresh meat.

      Dr. Schubert had been recommended to Meusebach in the spring of 1846 in Houston by Henry Fisher as a good doctor. Meusebach appointed him director of the settlement at Fredericksburg. He proved to be a very unsatisfactory director, in addition to his shortcomings as a doctor, and was disliked by a majority of the settlers. Late in 1846, without Meusebach’s approval, Schubert assembled a company of men to go into the Fisher-Miller Grant. But he declined to cross the Llano River and returned to Fredericksburg, telling Meusebach that it was impossible to enter the granted lands because of hostile Indians. One of the last things Meusebach did before resigning as Adelsverein commissioner was to fire Schubert. Schubert then headed for Nassau Farm, which he had leased. Herman Spiess, who replaced Meusebach as commissioner general, later tried to oust Schubert from Nassau Farm, and in the process, a man named Rohrdorf was killed. Spiess and his men were brought to trial but were acquitted.

      In 1886, New Braunfels was hit by the great hurricane that destroyed Indianola (Carlshafen). Gusts here reached eighty-five miles an hour, and several structures were destroyed. Others suffered major damage.

      The Sophienburg Museum, which chronicles these difficult years and the happier ones that followed, is full of old New Braunfels memorabilia, tidily arranged, and is staffed by enthusiastic docents.

      Two blocks west of the Sophienburg Museum is the von Coll House (at 624 W. Coll Street).

      Jean Jacques von Coll, first lieutenant retired of the Duchy of Nassau, was the Fisher-Miller Grant’s financial officer and led the first settlers to the Comal Tract in 1845. A year later, Meusebach sent von Coll to Fredericksburg to straighten out the mess caused by Schubert. After returning to New Braunfels, he was elected mayor, only to be killed shortly thereafter by an irate colonist who claimed that the Colonization Society had shortchanged him.

      On New Year’s Eve morning, 1846, placards were posted all over town that asked the populace to march on Meusebach’s home and demand that he immediately fulfill the promises made to the colonists. A mob of about 150 persons armed with clubs and firearms gathered at the Sophienburg and sent a deputation to call on Meusebach. When the matter was not immediately resolved, the group crowded into Meusebach’s home and uttered threats against Meusebach’s life as the negotiations were carried on in an adjoining room. H. Fisher, who had arrived from Houston a few days before, and from whom the Verein “bought” the land, led the negotiations on behalf of the disgruntled colonists. After several hours of deliberation, the two sides came to an agreement wherein all immigrants would immediately receive deeds to the 160 or 320 acres promised in the grant. Fisher was charged with safeguarding the colonists’ interests in drawing up the deeds. The surveying for these deeds would take place without delay, again with Fisher taking care of the colonists’ interests. Meusebach was to resign his office but carry out its functions until his successor arrived.

      When the results of the negotiations were announced, the mob cheered lustily and went home to celebrate. And two weeks thereafter, a surveying expedition left New Braunfels for Fredericksburg, where it would re-provision for the trip into the Fisher-Miller Grant proper, which neither Fisher nor Miller had ever seen.

      To get to the Lindheimer Museum, take Seguin (SH 46) south from the Main Plaza, turn left on Garden, then right on Comal.

      In case you can’t find a copy of the seasonal visitor’s guide or the chamber of commerce tour map, here’s a simplified version of the route that will take you by most of the interesting old homes and buildings. It is about two miles long and can be walked or driven.

      From the Lindheimer Museum, proceed up Comal (toward the courthouse) five blocks to the old Market Square. Go right at Market Square one block to Market Avenue. Turn left on Market, cross San Antonio, and turn left on Mill. Continue on Mill to Academy (four blocks). Turn left on Academy, go one block, and then turn left on San Antonio. After a short block on San Antonio, turn right onto Hill, which runs along the railroad tracks. Turn left onto Coll, cross the tracks, and turn right on Castell one block later. After three blocks on Castell, turn left on Jahn, follow its dogleg across Seguin, and turn left on Comal to complete the tour.

      LINDHEIMER House

      491 Comal • 629-2943 • nbconservation.org • Tours by appointment • Fee • W with assistance

      Born and educated in Germany, Lindheimer left his homeland in 1834 as a result of his revolutionary political beliefs: the advocation of representative government and unification of the separate German states. Upon his arrival in the United States, Lindheimer wandered through a variety of occupations and latitudes. He volunteered for service in the Texas Republican Army after being shipwrecked in Mobile, Alabama, but the company of volunteers he joined arrived in Texas a day after the victory at San Jacinto. Prince Carl hired Lindheimer as a guide for the Adelsverein’s immigrants. He led the first group of colonists to their raw new settlement at New Braunfels.

      For his services, Lindheimer was deeded land on the Comal River, where he built a little cabin. Lindheimer collected much of the native Texas flora for Northern botanists, and he used the cabin as a base for his botanical explorations into the Texas wilderness. Over one hundred species or subspecies of Texas flora have borne his name in their botanical titles.

      Lindheimer was one of the few white men the fierce Comanches regarded as a friend. The great Comanche war chief Santanta visited Lindheimer at his home on several occasions.

      Lindheimer’s intensive botany studies came to an end in 1852 when he became editor of the town’s German-language newspaper. He built this house that year and published the Neu-Braunfelser Zeitung for twenty years. Lindheimer had a strong passion for freedom, truth, and right, and his views often brought him threats and abuse, especially during the Civil War. Although antislavery and pro-Union, he urged his readers to be loyal to their new country. To do otherwise would have been insane; Unionists elsewhere in the region were massacred for their beliefs. Lindheimer died here in 1879.

      His home, now a museum, has been restored to look much as it did during his lifetime, a typical German fachwerk dwelling. Fachwerk (half-timbering) is an ancient construction technique employing wall frames made of studs and braces, with rocks or brick filling in the spaces between the squared timbers. Lindheimer’s home was built from native cedar and limestone. The house is full of fine period furniture, much of it Lindheimer’s. Some of the pieces were crafted by master cabinetmaker Johann Jahn. More examples of Jahn’s work can be seen at the Museum of Texas Handmade Furniture.

      To get to Conservation Square and the Museum of Texas Handmade Furniture, take S. Seguin (SH 46) south to its junction with Business US 81. Continue on Highway 46/81 to the intersection with Loop 337. Turn left onto Loop 337. In just a few yards, you will see signs for both Conservation Plaza and the Museum of Texas Handmade Furniture.

      Turn right on Church Hill Drive and follow the signs a short distance until you reach the plaza and museum.

      CONSERVATION PLAZA

      Church Hill Dr. • 629-2943 • www.nbconservation.org • Open Tuesday through Sunday • Fee

      Created and maintained by the New Braunfels Conservation Society, Conservation Plaza is a collection of early New Braunfels buildings (1849–1881) moved here in recent years. The crown jewel is the Baetge house, built in 1852 by Carl Baetge and originally located on the Demijohn Bend of the Guadalupe River near Sattler. Carl Baetge came to New Braunfels in 1850 with his wife Pauline, whom he met in Russia. A civil engineer, Baetge had been commissioned by the czar in the early 1840s to build a railroad linking the Winter Palace in St. Petersburg to the Summer Palace in Moscow, a distance of 420 miles. Pauline was a member of the Czarina’s Court, and they were married upon completion of the railroad in 1846.

      The Baetge house was faced with obliteration with the formation of Canyon Lake, so it was dismantled and later reassembled here. The house is of fachwerk construction, cedar timbers with homemade brick. This was plastered over inside and covered outside with cypress siding. The second story is unfinished inside, the better for the visitor to appreciate the handwork of construction. Some of the furnishings downstairs are original to the house, and many were made by hand in and around New Braunfels. Some of the drawings that Baetge made for the czar’s railroad are on display upstairs.

      Next to the Baetge house is one of the region’s most interesting log barns, built by an immigrant named Welsch in about 1849. Each of the barn’s three pens is built in an inverted pyramid fashion; that is, each wall slopes slightly outward (maybe one hundred degrees) from ground to roof instead of going straight up at a ninety-degree angle. The best explanation for this sloping was to keep the walls dry from the rain. The barn was originally located on Rock Street, which was the old road to San Marcos.

      Also present are the Forke Store, built about 1865 by Jacob Forke on S. Seguin; the Haelbig Music Studio, built about 1850 by New Braunfels’ first piano teacher; and the Star Exchange, also built about 1850 on S. Seguin. It first housed the Star Exchange and Billiard Room and later the New Braunfels Herald-Zeitung. Across the street is the 1870 Church Hill School, which is built of ashlar-dressed limestone blocks and is still in its original location.

      Johann Jahn, one of New Braunfels’ original settlers, was a Tischlermeister, or “master craftsman,” and some of his furniture is on display here. The left side of his house dates to 1885; the other side was added a few years later. His adjoining cabinet shop contains some of his tools.

      The Herman Blank and Seibold Houses (1855) are both examples of fachwerk construction.

      HERITAGE VILLAGE AND THE MUSEUM OF TEXAS HANDMADE FURNITURE

      1370 Church Hill Dr. • 629-6504 • www.nbheritagevillage.com • Closed December through January and major holidays • Fee

      A few feet up Church Hill from Conservation Plaza, this museum showcases over seventy-five original pieces of furniture that were made by hand in Texas from the 1830s through the 1860s, including pieces by Johann Jahn, Franz Stautzenberger, and Heinrich Scholl. They populate the Andreas Breustedt house, built in 1858, which also contains other household artifacts common to the era, in a more-or-less homey atmosphere. The 1847 two-room dogtrot Reininger log cabin stands to the side of the Breusted house and is furnished in the style of the first settlers to arrive in New Braunfels. Other structures on the grounds are the Solms School, an early 1900s Comal County rural schoolhouse, and the Specht farmhouse.

      OTHER MUSEUMS

      SOPHIENBURG museum and ARCHIVES

      200 N. Seguin, in the old city hall building • 629-1572 • www.sophienburg

      .com • Open Tuesday through Saturday • Fee

      The extensive archives include photos, handwritten original records, newspapers, maps, and oral histories pertaining to New Braunfels and Comal County. The archives are dominated by the leavings of the German immigrants, but they also contain material pertaining to all ethnic groups who have settled in the area since the 1840s. Exhibits portray local history.

      WAGENFUEHR HOME AND BUCKHORN

      BARBERSHOP MUSEUM

      521 W. San Antonio • 629-2943 • nbconservation.org • Open Tuesday through Sunday • Fee

      Among the things on display in this old house and turn-of-the-century barbershop are hundreds of hand-carved circus figurines and pictures made from rocks.

      BAKERIES AND RESTAURANTS

      Willie Gebhardt, the father of chili powder, perfected his creation in New Braunfels. In 1892, Willie opened up a cafe in the back of the Phoenix Saloon (193 W. San Antonio). Aiming to please his customers, he soon found out that chili con carne was a popular dish with New Braunfels’s Germans. Gebhardt began to import ancho peppers from Mexico and figured out a way to dry them (in his mother-in-law’s oven) and grind the peppers into a powder, which could then be easily used by the average cook. The year was 1894. He could make five cases of powder a week, and he sold it from the back of his wagon. Two years later, Gebhardt was grinding away down in a new factory in San Antonio. He invented most of the machinery to manufacture the chili powders. Gebhart also began canning ready-to-eat chili con carne in 1908 as well as tamales.

      NAEGELIN’S BAKERY

      129 S. Seguin • 625-5722 • www.naegelins.com • Monday through Friday 6:30–5:30, Saturday 6:30–5:00, closed Sunday • W

      Naegelin’s peach fried pies, bear claws, and cream puffs are just a few of their tasty offerings. Their loaves of white, whole wheat, French rye, and pumpernickel are cheap and tasty. All their pies are bargains, particularly the great coconut cream pie. Stollen, just like your German grandmother used to make, is a popular Christmas seller. They’ve been in business since 1868.

      COOPER’S OLD TIME PIT BAR-B-Q

      1125 N. Loop 337, just past the Guadalupe River bridge; turn right off Gruene Rd. • 627-0627 • www.coopersbbqnewbraunfels.com • Open daily

      Cooper’s New Braunfels is a carbon copy of the mother ship Llano restaurant, from the mesquite coals and giant pits to the array of meats on the menu. If you love the Llano original, you’ll cotton to this clone.

      LODGING

      THE PRINCE SOLMS INN

      295 E. San Antonio • 625-9169 • www.princesolmsinn.com

      If Victorian is your pleasure, your choice should be the Prince Solms Inn, which was built in 1898 as the Eggering Hotel. The two-story brick Carpenter Gothic structure has been thoroughly restored and decorated in a very busy, very plush late-Victorian manner. Sit awhile in the downstairs parlor with books by Dickens or Doyle and slip back into another era. The inn has fourteen suites and rooms filled with antiques, and it has a homey atmosphere. Other amenities include a piano bar, full bar, and a variety of breakfasts.

      Behind the inn is the Joseph Klein House, built in 1852 on the spot where the hotel now stands. It was moved to the back of the lot in 1898 to make way for the hotel.

      THE FAUST HOTEL

      240 S. Seguin • 625-7791 • www.fausthotel.com

      If your tastes run more to Art Deco and Greta Garbo, your choice should be Faust. It first opened a couple of days before Black Friday in October 1929 as the “Travelers Hotel.” Built by public subscription (like Fredericksburg’s railroad) and equipped with all the latest luxuries, it was one of the finest hotels of its size in the state and was a source of civic pride. But despite its instant popularity, the Depression caught up with the Travelers in just a couple of years, and its operators went broke. It was saved from closure by Walter Faust Sr., local bank president, whose family originally owned the land where the hotel stands. Faust died shortly thereafter, and in 1936 the Travelers was renamed the Faust to honor him and his family. The hotel gradually slid downhill after World War II, but this trend was reversed starting in the mid-1970s. Under the present ownership, the Faust has been thoroughly refurbished and modernized without sacrificing much of the original beauty.

      In contrast to the simple style of the building as a whole are the elaborate Spanish Renaissance details, such as the lavish stone carvings above the front entryways and first-story windows and the lobby’s intricate Spanish tile floor. The Faust has sixty-one rooms, each with central air and heat, cable TV, and Wi-Fi/Internet as counterpoint to the iron beds, candlestick telephones, and flowery carpeting. Complimentary breakfast is available. The Faust Brewing Company, the only microbrewery in New Braunfels, is located in the hotel’s original beer garden. The bar and tables are topped with Texas Pearl Granite surrounded in rich mahogany.

      The Faust family’s three-story Victorian mansion, which was displaced by the hotel, now stands half a block south and across the street at the corner of Coil and S. Seguin. It was moved there brick by brick.

      ANNUAL EVENT

      WURSTFEST

      Ten days in very late October through early November; dates vary slightly year to year • Wurstfest grounds, adjacent to Landa Park, entrance on Landa St. • 800-221-4369 • www.wurstfest.com • Fee • W

      New Braunfels is famous as the home of Wurstfest, a tribute to Gemuetlichkeit (“good times”), beer, and sausage that began in the early 1960s. Live music is played nightly in the cavernous Wursthalle, featuring polka bands. The fest’s musical lineup also includes choral groups, mariachis, and C&W bands. Beer flows almost as prolifically as the nearby Comal Springs, and sausage is devoured by the mile. Weekend days are the best times for families with small children. The river-walk area provides a nice break from the madness inside. In any given year, Wurstfest weather can range from beautiful to cold, wet, and nasty; this is the time of year when fall’s cool fronts finally begin to roll into Central Texas. It may be ninety degrees one day and fifty degrees the next. A final note of caution: Be careful not to overindulge on the German soda water and then drive; the law will be waiting for you.

      In December 1908, Texas Prohibition laws closed New Braunfels saloons on Sundays for the first time ever in the city’s existence. No acts of violence were recorded, but the Dallas Morning News observed that “Liberty was placed in a coffin, given an elaborate funeral, and conducted by a brass band and prominent citizens to her grave on the outskirts of the city.”

      During World War I, the nationwide surge of anti-German sentiment led some Texans to demand that New Braunfels’ name be changed to a more appropriate, American name. The cooler heads prevailed in the end.

      To leave New Braunfels, take E. San Antonio Street from the courthouse square across the Comal River. Turn left on Union Avenue, go nine blocks, and then turn right on E. Torrey until you come to the intersection with Gruene Road (about 0.75 miles). Turn left on Gruene Road and follow it into “downtown” Gruene, which is now actually within the New Braunfels city limits.

      GRUENE

      Comal County • 20 • (830) • About 4 miles from downtown New Braunfels

      The Gruene area was first settled in the 1850s by the overflow from New Braunfels and was originally known as Goodwin. Cotton cultivation was introduced to New Braunfels and Comal County in 1852, and it quickly became the county’s number-one cash crop. The land around Goodwin was prime cotton-growing country. Ernst Gruene and his two sons realized this and moved to Goodwin in 1872. Ernst had come to New Braunfels in 1845. One of Ernst’s sons, Henry D. Gruene, became the town’s namesake. A hustling entrepreneur, H. D. soon had twenty or thirty families sharecropping on the Gruene family’s recently acquired acreage.

      By 1878, Gruene had established the town’s first mercantile store in the little white frame building that still stands across Hunter Road from the two-story, brick H. D. Gruene building. At that time, Hunter Road was a stretch on the Old Post Road, the main road between Austin and San Antonio. Shortly after the store was established, Henry Gruene built a cotton gin, which was powered by the waters of the Guadalupe River. The wooden structure burned in 1922. Its brick boiler house (the gin was converted to steam power in the early 1900s) now houses the Gristmill Restaurant, located behind the Gruene Hall.

      Gruene next opened up a lumberyard and then a dance hall and beer garden in 1882. He also ran the post office and donated land for the local school. A blacksmith shop came along in the 1890s. By this time, eight thousand acres around Gruene had been planted in cotton. The town was growing, and so was H. D. Gruene’s bank book, so much so that he decided to build his own bank, which he housed in the new (1904) two-story brick building that is still Gruene’s most prominent landmark, next to the dunce-cap water tower. The structure also housed his store and post office. Gruene’s original bank vault is still inside the bank wing, built of cinder-block-sized bricks and cast-iron doors, with “H. D. Gruene” inscribed in gold gilt thereon.

      Gruene the man and Gruene the town prospered until 1920. That year, H. D. Gruene passed away. The boll weevil and pink bollworm came along and killed King Cotton, down to the last boll, in 1925. That disaster, combined with drought, falling cotton prices, and the land’s decreasing productivity, caused a mass exodus of Gruene’s cotton farmers, leaving the place a virtual ghost town until the mid-1970s when a new breed of tourism-oriented entrepreneurs moved in and saved the old town from destruction by developers. Gruene is now on the National Register of Historic Places. A number of antique, collectible, and specialty shops, along with restaurants and B&Bs, now call Gruene home.

      GRISTMILL RESTAURANT

      Behind Gruene Hall • 625-0684 • www.gristmillrestaurant.com • Open daily, lunch and dinner • Cr.

      The restaurant operates out of the ruins of the brick cotton gin’s boiler room that burned in 1922. Dine on chicken-fried steak, french fries, burgers, grilled chicken, and steak, and drink out of Mason jars while looking out over the scenic Guadalupe River.

      GRUENE HALL

      606-1281 • www.gruenehall.com • Open daily • W

      Step inside Gruene Hall for a cold beer, and drink in the past. There is no escaping the memory of H. D. Gruene here, for even the front of the bar sports a metal plaque with his name embossed on it. Gruene family photos hang behind the bar. Back in the dance hall, seventy- and eighty-year-old advertising placards for New Braunfels businesses still hang. Some of the businesses they advertise are still hanging on, too. The beer garden is shaded by big cedars, under which picnic tables and old wagon hulks compete for space, and Christmas lights stay up year-round. Gruene Hall’s owners advertise it as the oldest dance hall in Texas. The bands playing Gruene Hall are a mix of local country-and-western and regional rock-and-roll favorites.

      LODGING

      GRUENE MANSION INN

      1275 Gruene Rd., New Braunfels, 78130 • 629-2641 • www.grueneman

      sioninn.com

      Next door to Gruene Hall is the Gruene Mansion Inn, which is not a mansion but rather the spacious Victorian home that H. D. Gruene built for his family beginning in the 1870s. Originally one story stucco-over-brick, Gruene later added the second story, corner gazebo, and wraparound porches. Guests stay in any of several riverside “cottages” behind the house, which include H. D.’s converted corncrib and barn. All thirty units are furnished with antiques and handmade quilts. Some have kitchenettes.

      From Gruene Hall, proceed north on Hunter Road, past the big brick H. D. Gruene building, which now houses an antique store, to reach Hunter.

      In Comal County, there were mile posts along the post/stage road almost every half mile. Sometimes the mile post consisted of a number of cuts on a tree to mark the number of miles, but in Bexar County, the traveler had to guess how far it was to the next town.

      In Bexar County, the roads law was not carried out as it should be. It was not carried out at all. Counties not half as rich, that didn’t owe half as much money, with citizens not half as intelligent, had their roads fixed up better. You could travel all over Bexar County with a forty-horsepower telescope and not encounter a single mile post. Detectives could not find a mile post even if a reward were offered and the mile post was not armed. Strangers passing through Bexar County were best advised to carry along a guide post with them so that they could post it whenever they were in doubt about being on the right road.

      On the stage road, there was not only an absence of guide posts, but in many instances the road was fenced by the property owners. The road’s route changed about as often as a cowboy changed his socks, and each time, as the man said when he got two bad halves for a good dollar, it was a change for the worse. If you insisted on traveling the old road, you had to take down a barbed-wire fence, and if the property owner caught you, the road to New Braunfels might very well divert for a term in Huntsville. To find the new road required as much ability as that required of a Texas legislator. A simple board nailed to a post would have relieved much annoyance and caused a partial abatement in profanity. With the lack of system, the traveler enjoyed much flexibility. You could get to Austin around Cape Horn, or via Mexico City, New York City, or San Francisco, whichever you might prefer.

      Turn right on FM 1102 to enter Hunter.

      HUNTER

      Comal County • 30 • About 7 miles from Gruene

      Hunter started as a thousand-acre cotton plantation, operated by Major A. J. Hunter. The town was laid out and developed with the coming of the I&GN railroad in 1880. Major Hunter’s daughter, Loulie, married E. M. House, who was to become one of the nation’s leading power brokers during the first several decades of the twentieth century. House built Hunter into a major cotton-processing center. With cotton’s fall, a new cottage industry grew up. Pablo De La Rosa moved to Hunter in the 1920s and in about 1926 started casting plaster of paris figurines for sale at the many roadside stands that were springing up along the new Texas highways. These figurines became big sellers, and soon everybody in town had some of De La Rosa’s molds and was making statues of their own. The industry took a nosedive when the new highway went in around 1933, bypassing Hunter to the east (the present I-35 route).

      Riley’s Tavern, opened as soon as Prohibition ended in 1933, is currently Hunter’s leading—and only—business. Old man Riley has been departed from our midst for the better part of two decades now, but his beer bar lives on, largely unchanged, with live music on the weekends.

      From Hunter, turn right on FM 2439 at its junction with FM 1102 to reach San Marcos. You enter San Marcos on the Old Post Road (FM 2439) via Stringtown.

      STRINGTOWN

      Comal and Hays counties • Just outside San Marcos

      Stringtown was founded in about 1850 by John D. Pitts and got its name from the six-mile string of houses that stretched along the Post Road from York Creek on the Hays-Comal county line to near Purgatory Creek, southwest of San Marcos. Pitts, who had been born at sea during his parents’ trip from England to the United States in 1798, had grown up in South Carolina and Georgia. He was elected to the Georgia legislature in 1841, but he decided soon after to move to Grimes County, Texas. He persuaded his extended family in Georgia to join him, and in 1843, eleven Pitts families followed him to Texas. John D. Pitts served as adjutant general under Texas governor George Wood from 1848 to 1849. Pitts bought 1,500 acres of land here from his friend General Edward Burleson in 1850, and eventually much of his extended family settled along the San Antonio–San Marcos stage route. Pitts later organized the town of Pittsburgh, which later became the present-day town of Blanco. Pitts died in 1861, on his way from the state secession convention, and was buried in the Pitts family cemetery, located on your right, in the 3400 block of Hunter Road, aka the Post Road.

      Pitts Cemetery began in 1850 with the burial of John Malone, the infant son of James L. and Eliza (Pitts) Malone and grandson of Eliza and John D. Pitts. Eliza Pitts was buried here in 1851. The cemetery was set aside by Pitts’ sons-in-law, James Malone and Samuel Kone Sr., in 1875 and continues to serve as a burial site for the descendants of John D. and Eliza Pitts. It is closed to the public.

      Situated as it was on the post/stagecoach road between Austin and San Antonio, Stringtown had its share of famous and infamous visitors. Sam Houston, Governor Oran M. Roberts, General Ed Burleson, University of Texas benefactor George Brackenridge, Bigfoot Wallace, and gambler/gunslinger/Austin city marshal Ben Thompson are all said to have left their respective marks here.

      Two more young men—well known to all of us—are also said to have partaken of Stringtown hospitality. Old-timer Sam Kone told this story many years ago:

      Two young men appeared at my father’s gate one evening and asked politely for shelter for the night. They were gladly welcomed. The strangers took supper, stayed all night, ate breakfast, and upon leaving offered payment. They were met with the command “Stop again when you are passing this way.” I had the honor of taking care of their very fine horses. A few months later, the pair returned through, but they were riding small mules instead of fine horses. We entertained them as before and later it was found out that we had hosted the James brothers, Jesse and Frank.

      With each passing year, San Marcos creeps farther and farther south into Stringtown. Once in San Marcos, you enter the Hopkins Street Historic District, and you will notice the many stately, finely crafted old homes, built during the era when this was the main north-south highway and it was considered fashionable to have a house on the main drag.

      SAN MARCOS

      Hays County Seat • 51,000 (approximate) • About 8 miles from Hunter

      Wonder Cave provides a rare opportunity to see the Balcones Fault.

      WONDER WORLD/WONDER CAVE

      1000 Prospect St., just off FM 2439/Hopkins St., about a mile south of downtown San Marcos; look for the signs on FM 2439/Hopkins St. and turn left (north) • 392-3760 • www.wonderworldpark.com • Open daily, except Christmas Eve and Christmas Day

      Wonder Cave is billed as America’s only commercial dry-formed cave. That means it was formed in a matter of seconds during an earthquake, during the creation of the Balcones Fault. It also means that you don’t see any spectacular stalactite and stalagmite formations. You do see the Balcones Fault line running along Wonder Cave’s ceiling and the waters of the Edwards Aquifer at the “wishing well.” Don’t go expecting to be visually dazzled; this is more of a thinking man’s cave. It was discovered in 1896 when a water well was being drilled, and it housed a distillery and gambling den before the authorities shut down cave discoverer Mark Beavers’ illicit operations. Public tours began in 1903 for a nickel a head. Wonder World also features an observation tower and a quaint little wildlife park stocked with llamas, all sorts of exotic deer, and other peaceful, feedable animals.

      Once in San Marcos, FM 2439 dead-ends into SH 80. Continue straight on what is now SH 80 and follow its path to the courthouse square. At the square, turn left on Lyndon B. Johnson Drive, then right after two blocks onto University/Loop 82.

      Here is some San Marcos trivia to chew on as you pass through town, beginning with some old legends:

      • Once upon a time, an Indian maid, the chief’s daughter, loved a boy far below her station. One bright spring morning, her lover was slain and laid to rest on the grassy banks of the San Marcos River with only the blue sky above as a coverlet. That night the moon and stars shone bright, and the chieftain’s daughter fled in despair to the river bank where he lay. She said a prayer and then threw herself into the river so that she might be reunited with her lover. She was never found. A white water lily bloomed where she dove in.

      • A beautiful Spanish maiden and her lover were captured by Indians near San Antonio and carried to their captors’ camp near the head of the San Marcos River. Cognizant of their fate, the twosome flung themselves as one into the river and sank to their deaths.

      • Near San Marcos, there is reputed to be a still-secret spot where Mexican brigands buried their plundered treasure as far back as the beginning of the nineteenth century. The gang was some eight hundred strong at one time, and their headquarters were located on the high hill later occupied by the Coronal Institute. From that spot, they preyed upon donkey trains passing from Natchitoches to Laredo on the Old San Antonio Road. These trains often carried gold and silver from the legendary San Saba and San Gabriel mines. Burying the loot nearby, they sent maps to their accomplices in Mexico showing the treasure’s location. The maps have never surfaced, and no clues exist today as to the cache’s whereabouts. But justice finally overtook the thieves. When they attacked one of the pack trains at the Blanco River crossing one day, they were repulsed by a large company of armed horsemen who drove them back to their roost and there killed most of the outlaws.

      • Shortly after Dr. Caton Erhard opened San Marcos’ first store in about 1848, Austin’s Colonel John M. Swisher fell in love with the area’s beauty while passing through on his way to Mexico and the war with Santa Anna. He returned to open San Marcos’ second store, wherein he kept a barrel of whiskey with two faucets, one on the inside and one on the outside. Inside the store, whiskey was a dollar per quart; the same quart drawn from the outdoor spigot went for fifty cents.

      • The year 1853 was known as “the year of the grasshopper plague,” and a terrible drought prevailed for the next three years. Many cattle died of thirst and starvation, and for the first time stock raisers used prickly pears for cattle feed by burning off the thorns.

      • The great hurricane of 1886 destroyed that year’s entire cotton crop, and not another drop of rain fell until May 1887.

      • Gold fever struck San Marcos in 1915 when old-time Arizona miner and San Marcos pioneer Jack Edwards discovered valuable ore in the old Burleson tract on the north edge of town. Assayed samples showed significant amounts of silver per ton, with traces of gold. A company was organized, but the operation proved unprofitable.

      • Black gold fever struck San Marcos in 1922 when San Marcos pioneer D. D. Compton discovered oil flowing from his fifty-year-old water well. Experts estimated that if the well were pumped steadily it would yield five barrels of fine-grade paraffin oil a day. The oil was of such high quality that local motorists used it in their autos straight from Compton’s well. With no refinery, Compton had to devise his own method of separating the oil and water. He bailed the oil and water mix from the well with a two-gallon galvanized bucket and poured it into a tub. A hole at the bottom of the tub was left open until all the water drained off and was then closed to retain the oil.

      When University/Loop 82 comes to the T intersection a couple of blocks after turning onto it from LBJ Drive, turn left and follow University/Loop 82 past the Texas State University campus and Aquarena Springs; then turn left on the Old Post Road (County Road 140).

      The road you have been traveling since you left New Braunfels is the old stagecoach route from Austin to San Antonio. Sources, including the Handbook of Texas, are somewhat contradictory in their details of early stagecoach service, but as best we can tell, in about 1847, the Texas United States Mail Line started a biweekly mail and passenger service between Houston and San Antonio via Washington on the Brazos, Independence, La Grange, Bastrop, Austin, and New Braunfels, using mud wagons (not the classic Concord stagecoaches we are used to seeing in the movies) pulled by mules. Mud wagons were lighter, smaller, plainer, and about one-third of the price of a Concord stagecoach, built for strength and endurance, not speed. Their only protection from bad weather and dusty roads were canvas side curtains, which could be rolled up and fastened. Mud wagons were good vehicles for the rough, rocky roads of Central Texas because of their lower center of gravity. Unlike Concord stagecoaches, which could easily mire down in mud, mud wagons, true to their name, could trudge on during bad weather.

      Each wagon carried a sack of mail along with the passengers, and the journey took three days each way when the weather was good, the creeks and rivers weren’t “up,” and the “roads” were not muddy. In bad weather, the trip might take weeks, if it took place at all. If the mud was too deep, the stage just turned around and went home. Fares were not cheap: $20 for a one-way ride, or about $500 in today’s money.

      Stage stands were placed at twelve-mile intervals, and the mules were changed at each station. Each of these “stages” took about four hours to complete. A station stood in Stringtown, and the next one north stood beside the Blanco River, a ways upstream from the current road’s Blanco River crossing on the north side of greater San Marcos.

      In 1848, Messrs. Tarbox and Brown started a stagecoach service between Austin and San Antonio along the same road. In late 1845, the same firm of Brown and Tarbox had advertised a biweekly service by the Houston and Austin Mail Stage Line via Washington, Independence, La Grange, and Bastrop.

      Bear left at the junction just north of the low-water crossing of the Blanco River. The road (you are now on County Road 136) hugs the Blanco for a few dozen furlongs. At this point, the Old Post Road is County Road 136. Although no longer the narrow winding strip of asphalt of decades past, the wider, better-paved road still twists and turns through relatively untouched countryside until you reach the southern outskirts of Kyle, which has been growing like kudzu vine since the late 1990s.

      There were a number of stage robberies along this route, and the most famous of all took place about two miles north of the Blanco River crossing on April 7, 1874, at about dusk, when three armed men stopped the northbound coach from San Antonio. Among the eleven passengers were San Antonio’s Bishop Gregg and George Brackenridge, president of the National Bank of San Antonio, on his way to open the Austin National Bank. After committing this robbery, the bandits rode off rather hurriedly toward the west. Their descriptions answered rather well to that of two of the James boys and one of their cohorts, a fellow named McCoy. It was even rumored that Belle Starr, dressed as a man, was one of the robbers.

      But later that year, in August, Jim Reed, a stage and train robber, and husband of Belle Starr, was fatally shot near Paris, Texas, and on his deathbed he confessed to having robbed the San Antonio stage, absolving the James boys and Youngers of the crime. Nevertheless, the story of Jesse and Frank James having robbed the San Antonio-to-Austin stage persists.

      NANCE’S MILL

      Hays County • About 6 miles from San Marcos • Closed to the public

      You are now passing through the old Nance’s Mill neighborhood, which overlapped the northern edges of San Marcos and the southern edges of Mountain City. Ezekiel Nance was a prime example of pioneer tenacity and enterprise. From about 1855 to 1885, he built and operated, at different times, five gins, five gristmills, a cotton mill, a sawmill, a shingle mill, and a beef packery on the banks of the Blanco River, three miles west of Kyle, all of which were swept down toward the Gulf of Mexico by the various overflows which came in those years.

      In April 1858, Nance (with Edward Burleson Jr. and William Smith) was appointed by the Hays County commissioners to locate a road from San Marcos to Nance’s house on the Blanco River; from there the road ran on to Dripping Springs. A stage stop was established.

      Nance was born in Tennessee in 1816. In the late 1820s, his family moved to a farm in Hempstead County, Arkansas. Orphaned soon after, Ezekiel lived with various relatives. In 1840, he married Luany Pate. They had two daughters and four sons. Ezekiel was sheriff of Hempstead County before serving as treasurer of the State of Arkansas from 1848 to 1854. Luany died in 1852, and Ezekiel traveled to Texas seeking a homestead there. He selected a site at the junction of a small creek (which he named the Little Arkansas) and the Blanco River in Hays County. In June 1852, Nance acquired title to about ten thousand acres there. He later increased his holdings to more than fourteen thousand acres. He returned to Arkansas and married Martha Jane Alexander in April 1853 (they would have six children). That fall, Nance moved to Texas with his new wife, the five surviving children from his first marriage, his first wife’s sister, and a number of slaves. One of the first things he did upon arriving was to put up a rock fence around his cropland to protect it from roving wild cattle. With his sons and slaves, Nance and his neighbors annually rounded up and branded wild cattle. On the Blanco River, Ezekiel built a dog-run house with a large fireplace at the end of each room. As his family grew, he added three rooms and covered the chinked log walls with cypress panels sawed at his mill; in 1994, the house still stood at its original site. He also built a smokehouse, slave quarters, a carriage house, and an additional two-room house for the eight boys in the family. Within five years, using slave labor, Nance had built a dam on the Blanco. Nance also built a blacksmith shop and tenant houses.

      T. F. Harwell profiled Nance and his enterprises in the Kyle News on April 20, 1928:

      At that time, there were no conveniences of any sort. The early settlers had to undergo many privations and were hard put sometimes to get along. Some farming was going on, a good deal of food stuffs and a little cotton and corn were being grown, but there was neither gin nor mill, and in 1855 Major Nance erected a small gin and corn mill. The plant was exceedingly primitive, but it supplied a much-felt need and was patronized by people for many miles in all directions.

      After a year or two the Blanco River one day got on a rampage and swept the mill and gin away. But Major Nance immediately replaced them, this time getting far enough from the river to be out of danger of overflow. This plant was also quite small and primitive.

      When the cotton was hauled to the gin, it was carried in baskets to the gin stand, where a man fed it into the gin by hand. From the gin it was conveyed into what was called the “lint room.” From the lint room it was carried again in baskets, to the press, which was separate from the gin. The press consisted of an oblong square box the size of the length and thickness of a bale of cotton, and perhaps fifteen feet high. The cotton was carried up a stairway to the top of the press and poured into it. By having a man in the press to tramp and pack the cotton, a sufficient amount could be gotten into it to make a bale. When this was done, the pressing started. A plunger, or packer, the size of the inside of the press, was fastened to the end of a large screw, perhaps four inches in diameter and fifteen or twenty feet long. This screw worked in a nut, or tap, with treads to fit. A long lever was attached to the upper end of the screw, one end slanting downward, reaching to within three feet of the ground. A horse or mule or ox was hitched to the lower end of this lever, a boy put on him, or behind him, to make him go, and around and around they went until the cotton was sufficiently pressed. When the bale was “tied out,” the animal was turned in the opposite direction and again went around and around until the plunger reached the top.

      Business soon increased until a larger gin was necessary. For the new plant, Major Nance moved back to the river and harnessed its waters for his power, considering the economy in power as more than offsetting the danger from overflow.

      By this time, the settlement had grown to a considerable community. The post office was at Mountain City, where were also the nearest store and school. This was several miles away—too far for small children to attend school, so this little community built a small log house for school and church purposes. The population continued to increase and soon outgrew the log house, and in the early part of 1861, Major Nance had a rock building erected to be used for both church and school purposes as the log house had been. Into the masonry on the front of the building a small cross of dressed limestone was put, and beneath the cross a squared and dressed stone was placed, bearing the inscription “1861.”

      For many years, this building served the community for church and school. But when Kyle came into existence with the coming of the railroad in 1881, the town became the community center. Churches were built, and Blanco chapel was turned over to the Mexican Presbyterians who used it for several years. Later it was converted into a barn.

      Major Nance did not enter the Civil War. Besides having passed the age of forty-five years, he and his neighbors considered that he would be of more service to stay at home and provide for their needs with his mill and gin. In about 1863, when everything that could not be grown or made at home was scarce and hard to get, Major Nance added a small cotton mill to his enterprises, making a very serviceable coarse cotton cloth. This mill’s capacity was very limited, so he discontinued it after a year or so. In the latter part of 1863, Major Nance put his slaves to work fencing his land, thus putting several thousand acres under fence. This was the first large body of land fenced in this part of the state, and quite possibly in the entire state.

      A great deal of wheat was then being grown, so Major Nance put up a flour mill. Later he added a sawmill and a shingle mill.

      Following the close of the Civil War, cattle went down in price until it did not pay even to look after them, and some of the owners killed and skinned them for their hides. In order to furnish a market for the cattle, Major Nance conceived the idea of a beef packery. He went up the river about a mile from his other enterprises and put his idea into execution. He operated the plant a year or two, until 1869. He had sold a good deal of the barreled beef and had a large lot on hand ready to take to market when, with little warning, the Blanco River got on a rampage and swept away his beef packery and all his other enterprises. His barrels of beef were scattered along the waterways from here to the Gulf of Mexico.

      He put up a small gin and mill in order to be ready for the next crop, and in October 1870, another rise, “which rose many feet higher than any other flood was ever known to reach,” took away the gin, mill, and his cotton crop. Most men would have given up, but not Major Nance. He immediately erected another mill and gin in order that his neighbors might get bread and have their cotton ginned.

      The 1870 federal census listed Ezekiel Nance, age fifty-four, with real estate valued at $15,000 and a personal estate of $5,000.

      In late 1875 or early 1876, Major Nance, having apparently recovered from his former misfortune, began the erection of his next enterprise, by far the largest he had ever had. The roller process for making flour had come into use, and he put up a big roller mill. This he also built on the banks of the Blanco, but he so constructed it that it was able to withstand the onslaughts of the treacherous river. In its day, this mill served the people for forty miles in all directions.

      On July 15, 1876, the San Marcos Free Press reported that Nance had ten thousand acres, with seven thousand acres under fence (mostly rock) and six hundred acres under cultivation, with two cotton gins, three shingle saws and one circular saw mill, and various other kinds of machinery, a blacksmith and other mechanics with shops on the ground, tenants and tenant houses, and so on. An excellent new schoolhouse had been added recently, and a new flouring mill had recently been put in operation. His cattle were nearly all of improved varieties.

      But in the last years of Major Nance’s operation of the mill, he fought a losing fight. The coming of the railroad placed him in competition with the larger mills, and the changing of the farming of the section from wheat to practically all cotton cut off his supply of raw material, so the business became unprofitable and was eventually discontinued, although not entirely until after his death.

      One more venture, which was his last, Major Nance made in 1881—he built a gin in Kyle, the first to be built in the town. The Kyle gin proved profitable, but after a few years he sold it, and the new owner added an oil mill. It was destroyed by fire in the spring of 1909.

      By 1883, Ezekiel Nance was the second-largest property holder in Hays County, with property valued at $36,000. He died in September 1885 and was buried in the Kyle City cemetery.

      MOUNTAIN CITY

      Hays County • 1,000 (approximate) • About 10 miles from San Marcos

      The railroad’s coming killed off Mountain City. In its heyday, from 1850 through 1880, Mountain City was a major stop on the Austin-to-San Antonio stage route, a regional supply center, and a gathering point for many of the great cattle drives of the late 1860s and 1870s. Mountain City’s most illustrious citizen was Colonel W. W. Haupt, who came here from Alabama via Bastrop in either 1853 or 1857. A cotton planter, Haupt was an innovator as well, introducing the Essex hog and Brahma cow to the area, besides developing the Haupt berry, a cross between the blackberry and the dewberry. Haupt ran the region’s first steam-powered cotton gin. In 1858, he decided to raise goats, beginning with the small, native “Mexican” goats. He quickly decided to improve and bought eight Angoras for $100. The Haupt goats he developed became a hit with Texas goat men. Haupt’s ranch, store, hotel, and post office were the community’s center, located across from the present-day Hays High School.

      Miss Fannie Manlove, whose father was one of Mountain City’s early settlers, wrote about the community’s early history in the Kyle News on April 20, 1928:

      The original Mountain City community consisted of about twenty families, extended over a territory of about seven miles north and south and three or four miles in width. It might be said to have begun two miles west of where Kyle now stands and to have extended north to Allen’s Prairie, a mile and a half west of the present location of Buda. The line of the present post road about marked the eastern boundary, while the west line was governed by the topography of the country.

      The first school building in the community was probably built about 1855. Pupils came from different parts of the country, and almost every home was a boarding house—the community spirit was strong, and intellectuality ran high. The advanced pupils were experts in math and Latin. The close of school was a great event in the community. All brought dinner, spent the day, and stayed for the night concert. Pupils were examined before the audience from the primer to the university courses. There were no graded schools there.

      There were many slaves in the community, and the masters, as a rule, Manlove said, were kind and the negroes happy. The night patrol seldom caught a culprit. On one occasion, “Uncle Steve,” owned by Dr. Manlove, went to stake a horse near the timber for protection, as a norther was blowing, increasing as night came on. Uncle Steve lost his bearings as a blinding snowstorm swept the country. The next morning, his body was found a half mile from home by Bob Barton, then about twelve years old. The body was completely covered with snow with the exception of one hand.

      The first post office of the community was at the home of James Bunton. In 1858, it was moved to Colonel Haupt’s store, and he named it Mountain City.

      During the Civil War, the greatest thrill was the coming of the stagecoach, driven by four to six large horses. As it passed the school building, the driver blew his horn vigorously. Men from all directions gathered at Haupt’s store to hear the war news. Colonel D. E. Moore, having a strong voice, generally did the reading of the newspaper for the crowd. You can imagine the anxiety and excitement, for there were no telegraphs or telephones and no daily paper at the time.

      All the young men went to war, leaving only the younger boys and middle-aged and old men at home. Mr. Ira Breedlove was the neighborhood squire and attended to all legal business. Dr. R. C. Manlove looked after the widows and orphans and did a general practice. His house was the home for wounded and sick soldiers and for anyone who was in need. One night he called to see a dying man, Mr. Powell, at or near Dripping Springs, who had been shot by Jayhawkers. Dr. Manlove met the Jayhawkers in the middle of Onion Creek and could hear their swords click. As he met them, he said, “Good evening, gentlemen,” and all was well. He recognized some of the men, but it was not safe in those days to tell all you knew.

      The Indians made a raid after the Civil War, coming as far down as the “Cross House” on the Kuykendall Ranch. One woman was scalped, but the Indians failed to use the tomahawk. Dr. Manlove dressed her wound every other day until she was entirely recovered.

      But lawlessness reigned for a long time after the war. At one time, a widow, Mrs. Kate Black, was choked nearly to death by robbers trying to get her money. On another occasion, John Day was taken out of his home in the night and hanged three times from a large live oak tree. Day was thought to have considerable money, and did have it, and they were trying to get him to tell where it was. He told them, but they would not believe his stories.

      One night shortly after the close of the Civil War, three traveling men camped for the night. One of the men had a fine horse which he staked near the camp. Feeling uneasy about the horse, he could not sleep, so during the night he decided that he would go and see about him. His comrades decided they would play a trick on him, so when the owner reached the horse, the men cried out “Indians!” The man rushed up and stabbed one of them, thinking he was an Indian. Dr. Manlove was called, but too late. The man died and was buried somewhere near Mountain City on the stage road.

      Once, sometime in the 1870s, Dr. Manlove’s buggy horse was stolen. The thief and horse were discovered by neighbors and chase was given. Both were shot near where Kyle now stands. The thief died, but the horse recovered. Finally things quieted down. The slaves had been freed, the carpetbaggers were gone, telegraph poles appeared, the iron horse came, and the early community disappeared.

      But with the explosive growth of nearby Kyle and Buda that began in the 1990s, Mountain City enjoyed a revival as well and is now an incorporated municipality.

      KYLE CABIN

      Old Post Rd. • Open the third Saturday in September and on other special occasions

      John Claiborne Kyle and his wife, Lucy Bugg, came to Texas from Mississippi in 1844 and built this cabin in about 1850. Built of squared-off cedar logs, this large four-pen cabin is the only one of its type left in Texas. Its central chimneys are also rare. The cabin is set back several hundred yards from the road and isn’t immediately visible. About three miles after turning onto County Road 136, start looking for a sign that refers to the cabin, which will be on your left. The cabin is fenced in to protect it from vandals. It is about 0.3 miles south of the Kyle Cemetery, so if you pass the cemetery, you’ve gone too far.

      As you continue up the Old Post Road toward the turnoffs to Kyle, you pass the old Kyle Cemetery on your right.

      KYLE CEMETERY

      Old Post Rd.

      The first inhabitant here was an unknown young man whom cow hunters found hanging from an oak tree. Not knowing who he was, why he was hanging there, or who put him there, they buried the poor unfortunate under the oak. He was later joined by such notables as Texas Declaration of Independence signer Colonel John Bunton, W. W. Haupt, Claiborne and Ferguson Kyle, Ezekiel Nance, and Major Edward Burleson. One of the cemetery’s most tragic burials was that of young Cora May Sloan.

      On Saturday evening, May 13, 1882, as Austin excursionists bound for San Antonio on the I&GN stopped at Kyle for refreshments, they might have noticed a young girl, about sixteen or seventeen years of age, in attendance at the refreshment stand. As a reporter for the Austin Statesman wrote a few days later,

      Those who did will be somewhat astonished when this report presents to them the fact of her death—brought about by her own premeditated act. The name of the young woman was Cora May Sloan. Sometime during Sunday morning, and in consequence of some family matters, the girl received a slight chastisement (or perhaps only a correction) from her father, which made her very angry. Later in the morning she had an engagement with a young man in the neighborhood, to take a stroll. The young man failing to meet his appointment the girl went to his residence to ascertain the cause of his not coming.

      The young man not being at home, she asked the father if he (the son) was not going to keep his engagement with her; the father informed her that he did not know. She then asked him where his son was, and he replied that he thought he had gone out on the prairie somewhere. The girl upon hearing this immediately retraced her steps home and upon arriving there sat down and wrote a note giving her reasons for committing the rash act which caused her death. She put the note where it would be found and then took a large dose of strychnine. She was buried yesterday. From the wording of the note which she left, she must have written it in a fit of anger, as the language used was extremely harsh and bitter.

      To get to Kyle, turn right on Center Street at the stop sign, off the Old Post Road. A left turn here takes you to the Nance’s Mill community, but unfortunately the old Nance house and chapel are no longer accessible to the public. The road is gated and closed to the public after a couple of miles.

      KYLE

      Hays County • 32,000 (approximate) • About 11 miles from San Marcos

      While Mountain City was dying, Kyle and Buda were springing up to take its place. The Kyle News, in an April 20, 1928, special edition, told the story of Kyle’s first forty-eight years.

      In the late 1870s, Jay Gould, the New York railroad builder, located his line of road through Texas. When he came down this way, he found that there was no town immediately on the proposed route between Austin and San Marcos—and of course one must be built. Town-building matters for the railroad company were in the hands of the New York & Texas Land Company, a corporation composed of stockholders of the railroad company. For the new town, they selected a gently sloping bit of prairie, nine miles north of San Marcos, and a short distance east of the hills—the railroad skirts the foot of the hills from Austin to San Antonio.

      This land belonged to Captain Ferg. Kyle, whose father, Colonel Claiborne Kyle, was one of the first settlers of this region. Colonel Kyle furnished five sons to the Confederate Army, all in one company, Company D, Terry’s Texas Rangers. All came home after the war and lived to be old men. Claiborne Kyle died in 1867. This community also furnished five other brothers, sons of Mr. and Mrs. James Stephenson, to the Confederate Army, and they too came home alive and lived to be old men.

      Captain Kyle and the land company soon got together, and plans were made for a town to be named after the owner of the land. This was in 1879. The following year, Martin Groos, a surveyor, was employed to lay out the town, which he did in regular order, and just a half mile square, with wide streets; a park the size of a city block, the second block west of the railroad survey, was donated to the town.

      A day was set, and lots were sold at auction. All the business lots, and many of the residence lots, were sold at good prices. The town grew rapidly from the time the railroad came, and soon the “Prairie City” became an important trading point. When the railroad came, almost the entire town of Mountain City moved bodily to Kyle, a small portion of it going to Du Pre, which later became Buda, which began building shortly after Kyle started.

      When the railroad reached Kyle, a depot had not been built, and the station was opened up in a tent. S. M. Hopping, who was in the company’s general offices at Palestine, and who was a telegraph operator, was sent to take charge of the station until a permanent could be gotten.

      Lumberyards are necessary for town building. Knowing this, H. C. Wallace, a Rockdale lumber man, in February 1881, loaded his lumberyard, consisting of five cars of lumber and other building materials, and shipped it to Kyle. Before he could get located, however, J. A. Thompson, from some point in East Texas, shipped in a stock of lumber. Both opened up business here, but they later consolidated.

      The first business house in the new town was a small wooden structure at the southwest corner of the public square, in which Tom Martin opened up a saloon. This business was established as soon as the town was laid out. In connection with the saloon was a meat market—the men could both eat and drink while they built the town.

      And they especially did the drinking. Other saloons followed Martin’s until finally there were four of them, and in spite of the fact that Kyle was never more than a village, they all had a liberal patronage, and their customers drank, gambled, and raced horses. They fought each other with regularity, cutting each other with their bowie knives and shooting each other up with their Winchesters and Colt 45s. A veteran of those early days reminisced, “It was ‘dangerous to be safe’ then. You’d better attend to your own business and keep out of others’ affairs if you wanted to stay healthy.”

      D. A. Young built the first rock store building in Kyle, at the southwest corner of the square. The first dry goods store was opened by Otto Groos, who came here from New Braunfels. He later sold out to H. Hellman, a Jew who operated a general store here for many years, his business at one time being the largest in the county. Groos established the Kyle Bank, unincorporated, with $24,000 capital, in 1893. This bank was succeeded in 1911 by the Kyle State Bank, with a capital stock of $30,000.

      The first newspaper, the Kyle Weekly Nutshell, was established in 1881 by A. L. Cashell, who later moved to Austin. Cashell gained some notoriety the following year as a defense witness in the murder trial of Austin city marshal Ben Thompson, who had gone down to San Antonio and killed Jack Harris, proprietor of the infamous Vaudeville Theater, on July 11, 1882. Thompson had accused Harris of swindling him of diamonds and money two years earlier in his gambling saloon adjoining the Vaudeville Theater, and Harris had threatened to kill Thompson since then.

      When the hearing for Thompson’s petition for bail began two weeks later, Thompson’s defense was commenced by calling for Mr. A. L. Cashell of Kyle, newspaper proprietor, to prove that on about July 1 he saw Harris, who said, “I don’t care a ——, if he comes to this town I will kill him, but I won’t go to Austin for him.”

      While Ben was languishing in the San Antonio jail, having been denied bail in the Harris killing, his bad brother Bill decided to board a train at Kyle on October 28, 1882, and three officers with drawn pistols did not want him to. He drew his pistol and boarded the train. This was another instance when a full hand with bullets top beat three of a kind, two pairs, six card deal.

      The Kyle Water Company built a waterworks in 1886, the water being pumped from the Blanco River a mile and a half away, as the crow flies.

      The town was supported principally by farming and stock raising. The farmland is heavy black land, and cotton, corn, cane, maize, kaffir, and other feed crops all grew well, as did Irish potatoes, other truck, and most fruits. Berries like the Haupt berry did especially well. Cotton was the principal money crop until the 1920s when many farmers turned their attention to poultry and dairying in a trend toward diversification. Kyle was the heaviest cattle-shipping point between Austin and San Antonio in 1928, with commodious railroad shipping pens, including both “clean” and “dirty” pens, and a dipping vat.

      In the same issue of the Kyle News, N. C. Schlemmer told of his early years in Kyle. Schlemmer was born near the town of Saarburg on the border between France and Prussia in 1854 and came to the United States in 1870.

      In January, 1877, I came to Texas to visit a cousin at New Braunfels and subsequently held various positions with the I. & G. N. R. R. in Texas. I was stationmaster at Taylor from 1878 to 1880, before the M. K. & T. had reached that town, and when Taylor was the Eldorado of toughs and a regular hell-hole of saloons and gambling houses.

      At Taylor I received the first call of fate, so to speak, to go to Kyle, through a friend, Col. Fowzer who had bought lots there when the town was laid off. He wanted me to go in with him and start in business there together, “on the ground floor,” but I declined.

      When the I. & G. N. R. R. had been built as far as New Braunfels and a station established, the company sent me there as agent. But while I had been waiting for an opening and undecided what to do, my friend Fowzer had induced me to make a tentative application for the post office at the prospective town of Kyle, which application was granted quickly, as I had no opponent, and the appointment was sent to me at New Braunfels, where I had already taken charge of the station. Of course I felt morally obliged to at least go and take a look at the new town. So on a dreary November morning in 1880, I got on a construction train at New Braunfels. A drizzling cold rain fell, and I felt miserably depressed when they dropped me on the open prairie somewhere between San Marcos and Austin, telling me it was Kyle. The depot had not been built and I was unable to find the town, but I thought it was perhaps due to my nearsightedness, and to the fog. Finally I espied a tough looking native at a distance, ran after him and asked the way to town. He pointed to the skeleton of a frame building in the distance, on the roof of which some men were working, and said that was all there was to it so far, however, that if I wanted a drink, I should go a piece farther on, where I would find a tip-top saloon and could get some good stuff. I followed his directions and went to the building in course of construction, where I found some old Taylor acquaintances at work building a hotel for my friend Col. Fowzer. They were camping on the open prairie near by and of course had no great modern accommodations to offer me, so we all decided to go to the saloon for refreshments and further deliberations. It was a wooden shack kept by a very polite and amiable man, and seemed to be the center of the town, or practically the town itself, for if there was another habitable structure near by I couldn’t see it.

      The proprietor was especially nice to me, seeming anxious to have me locate at the new town, and after setting up the crowd a few times, I withdrew to a corner of the saloon to eat a lunch of cheese and crackers, with a bottle of “Blue Ribbon,” on a beer-keg. However, before I got through with my lunch, I was approached by a young man who introduced himself as W. E. Roach, at that time postmaster at Mountain City.

      Mr. Roach explained that he had hoped to become the first postmaster of the town, but of course, if I already held the appointment, he would like to know it as soon as possible. Since he made a good impression from every standpoint and seemed popular with the inhabitants, I decided then and there to make all of them happy by resigning, or rather declining the appointment, as postmaster of Kyle. This decision met with the approval of the crowd, and after another farewell toast, I took the first freight train going south.

      This all happened in the fall of 1880. In the spring of 1881 I was ordered to I. & G. N. headquarters at Palestine, to be informed that it was deemed to the best interests of the company to promote me from New Braunfels to their Kyle agency with a somewhat higher salary. However, I could not see it in the light of a promotion, and took an indefinite leave of absence. A few months later, I was offered the Overton station on the same road, which I accepted and held until the fall of 1884. Shortly after this, while stopping over at Houston, the superintendent of the Texas Express Company told me they had a vacancy in their office at Kyle, near Austin, and advised me to take it, in combination with some other kind of business in that promising new town.

      At first I was shocked. But the next moment I realized for the first time, that, do what I would, I could not escape Kyle, that the powers that be, Fate, Providence, Kismet, or whatever you may call it, had decreed and ordered, that I must go to that place, nolens volens, that it was written in the stars, so to speak, that I had to go there. And so I quickly resigned myself to the inevitable, and opened up a small grocery store, in a wooden shack on the center avenue in the city of Kyle, on Nov. 15, 1884, with the Texas Express Company’s sign in front, as an ornament.

      I had as my assistants a little later my brother Fred and a cousin, who afterwards established himself in the furniture business in Austin. At first we cooked our meals and slept in the back end of our shack, but, soon after the opening of the store, the Waters Pierce Oil Company gave me their distributing agency with warehouse in Kyle, and in January, 1885, I was also again appointed postmaster, with the endorsement of the leading citizens of the town. I rented the Rock Store building on Front Street, where the post office had been located, and in course of time enlarged the business to that of a general merchandise store. In 1890 I erected the large rock building, now occupied by the Schlemmer Mercantile Co., and had 17 men in my employ.

      I married in 1889, and have four children all born and reared at Kyle where we continued to reside until 1904, when I turned the management of the business over to my brother, Louis, and entered the American Consular Service in Europe on March 13, 1905, as Vice-consul, and later Consul in charge, at Mannheim, Germany. On June 26, 1906, I was promoted to the consulate at Bergen, Norway. However for a number of reasons, I did not accept this very flattering appointment, but decided to return to Texas, and give my children a uniformly American education through American institutions, at Austin.

      In July 1909, I was appointed postmaster at Austin by President Taft, which post I held four years. In the spring of 1916 we built a modern home on one of our farms, the former Vaughn place, about a mile northeast of Kyle, which we named “Elmhurst,” on account of the grove of large elm trees surrounding the house. Here my good wife died on February 22, 1918, but I continued to make the place my home until after the tornado and terrible drought of 1925, when I turned all my properties over to my children.

      Schlemmer died shortly after writing this article.

      As you approach downtown Kyle, you pass, on your left, at 508 Center Street, the childhood home of the noted writer Katherine Anne Porter (famous for the novel Ship of Fools) who lived in Kyle as a young girl. The simple one-story frame ranch-style house is now affiliated with Texas State University.

      The first sale of town lots took place on a summer day in 1880 under a spreading live oak tree, which still stands, branches drooping in its old age. The Kyle Auction Oak is located one block south of Center on Sledge.

      The old Schlemmer Mercantile Company (now Center Grocery) still stands on Center Street downtown, as does the recently restored railroad depot, which still stands in its original location beside the tracks and serves as the city’s visitor center.

      For old-time Central Texans, it’s hard to comprehend that the little old Kyle of not too many years ago is now a city of forty-thousand-plus inhabitants, and downtown Kyle is now referred to as “Old Kyle,” versus the “New Kyle” which sprawls in all directions around it. In 2009, Hays County was the tenth fastest growing county in the United States, with just under 150,000 inhabitants.

      Here are a few more interesting tidbits about Kyle before we leave:

      • Towns across Texas were struck by railroad fever in the 1880s, and nearly every town of any consequence coveted its own line. Kyle was no different. On June 16, 1882, a resolution of the stockholders of the Kyle, Lockhart and Southern Railroad Company, authorizing the president to mortgage and sell stock to enable the company to complete the road, was filed in the secretary of state’s office. Like many of its counterparts, the Kyle, Lockhart and Southern ended up going exactly nowhere. It is doubtful that surveying the line ever commenced.

      • In 1882, the great presidential race between Grover Cleveland and Benjamin Harrison was overshadowed—in Kyle at least—by the election battle between Jim Hall and Boliver Greathouse for city constable. The night before the election, the local Mexican population was treated to a party at the expense of one of the candidates. They were furnished with eats and drinks, and after a night of dancing, those who were not too drunk, or dead from fighting among themselves, were shepherded at the crack of dawn to the polling place, handed fifty cents, and told to vote. Some did so two or three times. Several hundred people milled about for three days outside as election judges sweated over the final tabulations. The crowd allowed the judges no sleep during that time. In the end, Jim Hall won.

      • Kyle was often the butt of Austin jokes, such as this one from December 24, 1882: “What is this city going to do, during the sitting of the legislature, in the way of lighting the streets? The moon cannot be depended on to shine every night, and when it does not shine the legislators will be in total darkness; and what is worse, they do not know the streets and man-traps as well as we do who browse around here year in and year out, and if they dislocate some of their precious necks while here, the balance may take offense or get frightened or something and cause the capitol to be moved to Kyle, or some other neighboring city, which would be very unpleasant.”

      • Kyle finally began to quiet down in 1898 when the saloons were voted out. With them went most of the bad eggs. Those who remained were too few in number to cause any trouble.

      • One of Kyle’s old Christmas Eve customs saw half of the town’s boys and young men (up to about age twenty-one) lined up along one side of Main Street facing the other half along the other side of the street soon after dark. A furious firecracker and Roman candle war would then ensue. Many a coat and jacket were ruined from powder burns, and many an eye was blackened from the fistfights that often followed the pyrotechnical wars.

      • Kyle was known as the “Jack Ass Capital of the World” in the early twentieth century because of the superlative stock grown by Max Michaelis and family. The Michaelis Ranch supplied mules to the U.S. military and mining companies and exported them to mines in South Africa and coffee plantations in Guatemala. Max’s son, Max Jr., was also noted for introducing Charolais cattle to the United States in 1934. The ranch, located about four miles west of Kyle, at 3600 FM 150 West, is still in business, and the old ranch house built by Max Sr. still stands.

      • Kyle had a woman mayor, Mary Kyle Hartson, from 1937 to 1946. She headed an all-female city government for four of those years.

      DINING

      RAILROAD BAR-B-QUE

      107 E. Center St. • 512-262-4641 • www.rrbbq.com • Open daily, lunch and dinner • Cr.

      They’re located on the east side of the railroad tracks in what used to be a feed store, diagonal to the old depot on the west side of the tracks. It’s the same ownership as the Manchaca location of the same name. They have good mesquite smoked brisket, pork ribs, sausage, chicken, and smoked turkey, plus the usual sides. You can get a chicken fried steak or fried catfish on weekends, but why? No beer.

      Return to the Old Post Road (County Road 136) and continue north to Buda. Although McMansion-style residential development has reared its ugly head along sections of the road, especially just north of Kyle, there are still some pastures of tranquility along the way. At the intersection with FM 150, the Old Post Road becomes FM 2770. Once in Buda, turn left onto Main.

      BUDA

      Hays County • 6,000 (approximate) • About 8 miles from Kyle

      The origin of Buda’s name poses something of a mystery, although the most common explanation is that Buda is a corruption of the Spanish word viuda (“widow”) and that the town was so named for the widow or widows who operated a hotel here in the early days. The other popular explanation is that the name Buda derives from Budapest, the capital of Hungary. In olden days, Buda and Pest were separate cities on either side of the Danube River. The Buda area was settled when Phillip Allen moved here in 1846 and began farming what was later to be called Allen’s Prairie.

      A town site was laid out in 1880 with the impending arrival of the I&GN, and the town was known as Du Pre for the first few years of its life, supposedly as a result of W. W. Haupt’s supplications to railroad officials: “Do, pray, give us a depot.” At any rate, Du Pre, or DuPre, or Dupree, was also being called Buda by 1887.

      A great sale of lots for businesses or residences was held at Du Pre on April 2, 1881. The International and Great Northern ran a special excursion train that day and promised plenty of shade and water. “Bring your families and don’t forget your lunch baskets,” the ad in the Austin Statesman read.

      On July 15, 1882, Du Pre held a grand Travis and Hays counties union picnic and barbecue. The International and Great Northern offered reduced rates for Austin pleasure seekers. The Austin Statesman reported on the grand event the next day:

      The train leaving at 7:30 yesterday was jammed and crowded, as were the coaches, so that the sleeper had to be thrown open, which was soon filled. Even then, a good many were left. There was some mistake as to notifying the proper officials about extra coaches, hence there were none placed on the train. In due time your reporter arrived on the grounds, which are located a short distance from DuPre station. There had already gathered a large crowd, and at the time of speaking, the large and spacious arbor was crowded with a large audience. There was some disappointment, and that no little, as the speakers announced for the occasion were, to a man, missing. However, a few men of some oratorical notoriety were present, and consented to occupy the time. Colonel Phil Claiborne’s happy bits and facetious anecdotes raised peals of laughter. By the time he finished the sun had reached the meridian and in a short while dinner was commenced, which was the grand feature of the occasion. The table was a very large circular one, but not near large enough to accommodate the two or three thousand people present. But the provision in the way of bread and barbecued meats was ample. I have never seen a finer lot of barbecued meat anywhere. The committee deserves great praise for the way in which every thing was arranged. Shortly after dinner, speaking recommenced. The after-dinner speeches found but few listeners. There was so much confusion under and around the arbor, and the wind was so high, that the speaking could only be heard by the few around the stand. The crowd moved and mingled together harmoniously, and passed off pleasantly the grand union picnic and barbecue between Hays and Travis county.

      In an article titled “Buda in the Late Eighties” in the Kyle News, April 13, 1928, T. F. Harwell described life in Du Pre:

      About May 1, 1887, a short while after I came to Texas, and while I was looking for a location, I visited Buda (then Du Pre), among other places. I put up at Mrs. Crizer’s boarding house, better known perhaps, as the J. V. Allen Hotel. I stayed around Buda several days, walking up and down the street and talking to the folks, and I have not forgotten some of the people and the location of most of the business places.

      Jim Goforth had a drug store and Dr. Robert Jameson officed with him. A little farther down, just past where the Birdwell rock store now stands [now the Old 1898 Store—ed.], were two stores, one of which was run by Tom Reagan, and the other by J. H. Schmidt, S. H. Nivens, and J. D. Talley.

      Past these two stores was the Du Pre post office, housed in a small frame building, with Capt. L. D. Carrington in charge. Capt. Carrington was commander of Carrington’s company, Rip Ford’s regiment, in the Confederate Army. There was no business place between the post office and the Carrington Hotel. This hotel was said to be the most popular eating house on the I. & G. N. between St. Louis and San Antonio, and two or three trains stopped daily for meals.

      “Budy, twenty minutes for supper,” will be remembered as the familiar call of the train porters every evening, as the train pulled up opposite the hotel. In those days, the depot was about opposite where the bank building is now located. An incident comes to mind in connection with the Carrington Hotel: Dick Slack wanted to put up a lunch stand on the railroad right-of-way, near where the trains stopped, but under the company’s agreement with Mrs. Carrington, they felt it would not be treating her right, so they refused permission. But he got a little farther back and put up his lunch stand and did some business, though it is perhaps an open question as to whether he made anything.

      In June, ’88, Mr. Hopping, who owned the thousand acres now composing the Watson farm three miles east of Buda, and which was nearly all in grass, offered me the foremanship of his hay baling outfit. I accepted the job, although I had never even seen a bale of hay pressed. But I didn’t get fired, so guess my work was satisfactory. When he figured up the business, he said all he lost was what he didn’t make.

      I had little time for the social life. I had to “hit the ball”—no labor union hours for us. We worked from “sun to sun,” and I, as foreman, usually had some extra work, for I must not only “maintain the dignity of my position,” but also earn my dollar and a half a day, while the other boys only had to do a dollar’s worth. About November, I went back to San Marcos, where I was then living, having saved about all my earnings.

      In addition to all the standard businesses of a prosperous town of its day, Buda had a cheese factory and chamber of commerce. Buda also got natural gas service before San Marcos and other nearby towns did, because of one man. Will Morgan grew up motherless in Buda, and the women of the town helped Dad Morgan take care of the boys. When Will got rich off oil and gas leases and had a set of plush offices in Houston, he used his influence to get gas lines to Buda in 1931, several years ahead of the other towns in the area.

      More recently, Buda was the home of an artisans’ colony during the 1970s. Several of the old commercial buildings are filled by antique-collectibles shops. Unfortunately, the most interesting of the lot, the Old 1898 Store, which was located in the old mercantile building on the corner of 200 Main at Loop 4, has been closed for several years now following the death of its owner, Austin geologist Carl Chelf.

      CARRINGTON DRUG STORE

      300 Main • Currently houses Memory Lane Antiques

      One block north of the Old 1898 Store is Buda’s most imposing downtown building, this stolid two-story orange brick box built in 1914 by prominent Buda druggist W. D. Carrington. He and his family lived upstairs, a common practice for the times.

      Willie Kemp, in his entertaining memoir, True Tales of Central Texas, told the following story about W. D. Carrington:

      The first time I met Mr. Carrington I needed some medicine but had no money so I asked Mr. Carrington if he would take my check. At this time he knew Pa, but not me. I did not tell him who I was. He looked me over, then said you look honest, so I will take your check. After he saw my name on the check, he asked why didn’t I tell him I was Louis Kemp’s son. I told him that sooner or later Pa would not be around and I needed to stand on my own two feet.

      One day Pa went to Buda. While there he witnessed what he said was the hardest fought fist fight he ever saw, between W. D. Carrington and Tom Ruby. Pa said that both of these men were near the same age and sizes, that they evidently had had a falling out about something previously. Anyway, they met close by Mr. Carrington’s drug store. When they met, no words were spoken. They rushed together, fighting violently, which continued until both men were so tired out they just stood there facing each other, not able to raise a hand, both still on their feet. Bloody, bruised, with black eyes and swollen lips. After resting a while and regaining their breath, Mr. Carrington, noble soul that he was, very gruffly said, “Tom, come into my drug store,” which he did. Then they cleaned up and doctored each other’s battered faces. At this time, Tom Ruby was the Constable, wearing a six shooter. Pa said that Mr. Carrington had one in his drug store, but neither one attempted to use their guns. Ever afterwards they were good friends.

      To my personal knowledge, Tom Ruby killed one man, named George Locke. It happened about 1913 or 1914. George was a local young man, high strung, impulsive, fool-hardy, vowing that he would not be “run over” by anyone, for he could take care of himself. Along about this time, spinal meningitis, a dreaded disease, broke out in Austin. It reached epidemic proportions, resulting in Buda posting a quarantine against people who went to Austin from returning to Buda. George Locke being young and not willing to abide by the quarantine, or thinking it was wrong to forbid anyone going to Austin to return to Buda, went to Austin and returned to his mother’s home in Buda. Tom Ruby learned about George’s travel, so, he being constable, went to the house where George was. George is reported to have come out of the front door with a six shooter in his hand. Both men began firing their guns. All of George’s bullets went wild, missing Ruby. One of these bullets went through the back door of Sherman Birdwell’s grocery store [now the Old 1898 Store—ed.]. Ruby’s bullets struck George Locke, killing him, as I understand, in his mother’s front yard.

      OLD BUDA BANK

      312 Main (middle of the block)

      This low-slung one-story brick building has housed an Indonesian restaurant and a newspaper. It started life, however, as the Farmers National Bank of Buda, and as such was the victim of one of Texas’ most unusual bank robberies, back in 1926.

      CARRINGTON HOUSE

      320 Main

      At the end of this block is the rambling two-story Carrington House of travelers’ fame. Mrs. Carrington’s hospitality was mentioned in print as early as 1886. By 1890, she had moved to Monterrey, Mexico, to manage the Topo Chico Hotel, located at the springs that still produce the famous mineral water of the same name. But by 1897, she was back in Buda running the Buda Hotel, claimed to be the only first-class hotel in Buda.

      One day, during a cattlemen’s convention in San Antonio, Mrs. S. A. Carrington served one thousand people en route to the convention on several special trains. The old hotel still stands (now a private residence) downtown. Sam Ealy Johnson, Lyndon’s daddy, used to drive here from Johnson City in his buggy, park it, and ride the Sunshine Special up to Austin when the state legislature was in session. William Jennings Bryan and Governor Pat Neff came to Buda for a day of feasting and speechmaking in 1924.

      Now, to the story of that 1926 bank heist. On December 11 of that year, Becky Bradley Rogers, a twenty-two-year-old UT graduate student and part-time stenographer for Attorney General Dan Moody, held up the Farmers National Bank. After an unsuccessful attempt to hold up the Round Rock Farmers Bank the previous day (the same bank Sam Bass had planned to hold up fifty years earlier), Becky walked into the Buda bank that Saturday morning posing as a newspaper reporter working on a story on the local farming economy. At noon, after all the day’s customers had left, she pulled a .32 automatic on the cashier. With $1,000 tucked in her purse, she locked the cashier and bookkeeper in the vault and took off for Austin. The shocked employees were out of the vault in ten minutes and alerted the authorities. Reports had her headed for Fredericksburg, headed up the Old Post Road straight for Austin, and headed all over Central Texas. In reality she headed for Creedmoor, got stuck in the deep winter mud, got pulled out by an unsuspecting dairy farmer, and then drove leisurely into Austin where she mailed the money and gun to herself at a university post office box and dropped her muddy flivver off for a wash and wax. She was arrested by Austin police when she went to pick up her car. Everyone, the newspapers included, wondered how such a sweet and innocent-looking girl could have pulled off such a daring act. She pulled the job, she said, to finance treatment for her law student fiancé’s “acute intestinal paralysis,” but it turned out she was in debt to the Texas branch of the American Historical Association for $1,500, the result of a membership drive that failed.

      Becky went through a series of sensational trials that ended in conviction and a fourteen-year sentence, reversal of the sentence on appeal, a second trial in La Grange that ended in mistrial, and a second mistrial verdict in a New Braunfels court, whereupon the state threw up its hands in frustration after three years of prosecution and dropped the case. Becky’s long-suffering husband (she had been secretly married to him for some time before the robbery) served as counsel for the defense throughout the trial process. Following the dropping of charges in 1929, they dropped out of sight.

      In the meantime, the Farmers National Bank had closed up. The bank had gotten its money back, but owner W. D. Carrington had seen enough: “When women start robbing banks I’m selling out.” He did so in 1927 to the Austin National Bank. In the meantime, the bank was again robbed by a lone gunman, to the tune of $1,200. Shortly after its acquisition, Austin National Bank closed the Buda bank for good.

      Local legend has it that Bonnie and Clyde robbed the bank. The only problem with the story is that Barrow didn’t even meet Bonnie until 1930, three years after the bank had closed, and up to 1926, the year of the Buda bank robbery, Clyde’s biggest crime had been stealing a rent-a-car to go see his girlfriend.

      ANTIOCH COLONY

      From the stoplight on Main Street, turn left on Live Oak/FM 967 and drive a half mile northwest. After crossing Onion Creek, take the first left (CR 148/Cole Springs Road), then a right on CR 147, the Old Black Colony Road.

      On February 1, 1859, Joseph F. Rowley, who had emigrated with his family from California to Texas, purchased 490 acres near Onion Creek, a mile northwest of Buda. After the Civil War, he sold tracts, at five dollars an acre, to former slaves for the purpose of establishing a farming settlement. Many of the freedmen came from Missouri. They founded Antioch Colony, named for the Turkish city, in 1870, ten years before the town of Du Pre was laid out. Ten to fifteen families lived in the community by the early 1870s. For years, the settlement was called the Black Colony—or worse—by whites living in the area. Farmers raised corn and other grains, cotton, and sugarcane, and mule-powered mills processed corn and bran and produced sorghum molasses. On July 15, 1874, Elias and Clarissa Bunton donated land for a school. Residents constructed a two-story building that soon served fifty-seven students as part of their own district, Antioch School District 5. The community’s Mason Lodge and Order of the Eastern Star met in the school building. Citizens also established an African Methodist Church and the Antioch Cemetery.

      The colony’s men and women did whatever it took to earn a living, digging ditches, stone masonry, and doing domestic work for wealthy white families. Children shined white folks’ shoes on Main Street for five cents a pair and worked alongside their parents in the fields. In the late summer and early fall, many families followed the cotton harvest around the state. All but the very youngest of children picked cotton.

      With little hard money income, most families raised their own food, maintaining vegetable gardens and fruit orchards, raising chickens and other poultry, and raising and slaughtering their own cattle and hogs. They made their own butter and molasses. During the winter, when work was slow and food was short, the two white grocers in Buda sold them and other poor families supplies on credit, regardless of race.

      Antioch Colony remained an active farming community into the 1930s and 1940s. Social life centered around the school and church, which had some seventy to eighty members. Until the 1940s, when a drinking fountain was installed in the colony’s school, children carried jars of water with them from home. There was no running water at any of the homes, and only a few families could afford to drill a well. Most packed water from Onion Creek or bought it for twenty-five cents a barrel.
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