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[ rode to PackSaddle lookin' for presents
for family and friends, and my ol' hoss too.
[ found it all there kinda mingled together
from bridles and bits to clothes denim blue.

N

S

I found jinglin' spurs and jewelry and belts
with conchos a-glistenin' in December's light.
There were wallets and purses, Western in style,
and plenty of pottery, and candles for night.

Unbable to settle on what everyone wanted

I picked up their Wish List with copies for all.
On my way home ! fixed one for myself

and another I posted in my ol' hoss's stall.
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TACK N TEMPTATIONS
729 FORD STREET, LLANO, TEXAS 78643  915/247-2206
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FAMILY RESTAURANT

A Texas Tradition sinice 1929...
“As You Remember it!”

Over 1400 Collectors Plates
e STEAKS ¢ CHICKEN * SEAFOQD e

210-537-4194

7 miles north of Boerne,
take the Welfare Exit#533 off 1H-10

w

CELEBRATE THE HOLIDAY SEASON

Wedhnachts
Test

AN OLD-WORLD TRADITION + BOERNE, TEXAS

HILL COUNTRY HOLIDAY MAGIC
Friday-Sunday, Nov 15-17, Boerne Merchants bring magic
to inner city with carolers, food and music at participating shops

FOLLOW THE STAR CHRISTMAS DRIVE-THRU
One million lights Thursday, Nov 28 - Wednesday, Jan |; Hwy 46 E

DECORATED KUHLMANN-KING HOUSE

Dec |, 8, Open House noon to 5 pM Dec 15

OMA’S 11K AVA SANCTIONED WALK
Saturday, Dec 7, Hill Country Hikers at St John Lutheran Church

LIGHTING THE TOWN

Friday, Dec 6 City of Boerne throws switch on Christmas lights
at Library, City Hall, Main Plaza & River Road trees for Holiday
Season; participating merchants light storefronts

WEIHNACHTS FEST PARADE
Friday, Dec 6, 6:45 pM, Main St

HILL COUNTRY POD CHILI COOKOFF

Saturday, Dec 7, Kendall County Fairgrounds

OMA’S CHRISTMAS FAIR
Saturday-Sunday, Dec 7-8, Kendall County Fairgrounds

HILL COUNTRY CHRISTMAS VARIETY SHOW
Friday-Saturday, Dec 13-14,7 pM First Baptist Church

SOUTH TEXAS TRADE FAIR
Saturday-Sunday, Dec 14-15, Kendall County Fairgrounds

NEW YEAR’S EVE DANCE
Tuesday, Dec 31, Kendall County Fairgrounds

@ 210/249-8000

GREATER BOERNE AREA CHAMBER OF COMMERCE

s
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FROM THE EDITOR

o From The EDGC e

ommonplace lives, given time, can stand in an

extraordinary light. So it was with the life of

Sarah Harky Hall, whose memoir, Surviving on

the Texas Frontier, was rccently published by

Eakin Press in Austin. In October, Maridell
Henry, great-granddaughter of the author, dropped by our
office. By chance and circumstance, Maridell had inherited
the responsibility and care of the original narrative which
she transcribed from the document for publication. |
offered to read the book, out of courtesy—and respect for
her enthusiastic recommendation.

I have read numerous memoirs of men about the early
days in Texas. And, as compelling as they are, | never was
given a clear picture of day-to-day frontier life—but Sarah
Hall, who was born near Richland Springs in San Saba
County in 1857, takes the reader back to those early days
when the Indians and buffalo still roamed the Hill Country.

Her's is not a light-hearted story. It could have began, " It
was the worst of times, then things got really bad." For
Sarah'’s life was one of hardship and disappointment piled
upon suffering and responsibility. The fifth of thirteenth
children—she her vounger brothers and sisters were or-
phaned in her twelfth year and Sarah took on the responsibility
of raising the family with some periodic financial help from
her older brothers.

Sarah's is an incredible story which I found impossible 1o
put down once [ started. The self-sufficiency of the settlers

on the frontier is difficult to comprehend today. At one
point in her narrative—during the 1880s— she tells her
younger sister, "Annie, let's go over in Jim's field and plant
some cotton (0 make us some mattresses.”

Maridell Henry and Eakin Press have been kind enough
to allow Enchanted Rock Magacine to publish the first three
chapters of the book in this and subsequent issues of the
magazine [sce page 8]. It is my hope that reading these

_chapters will inspire folks to buy their own copy and share

itwith others. Itis through such stories that we gain a clearer
picture of who we are. For without a history we lead one-
dimensional lives. Such stories put our culture in perspective.
We can sec what we've lost, what we've gained, and perhaps
provide some direction for the future.

ENCHANTED ROCK: LOCATED IN CENTRAL TEXAS, ENCHANTED ROCK WAS A
SACRED LANDMARKTOTHE AMERICAN INDIANS FOR OVER 10,000 YEARS. CONSISTING
OF SOME OF THE OLDEST ROCK ON EARTH, ENCHANTED ROCK IS THE SECOND
LARGEST GRANITE DOME IN THE UNITED STATES AND IS THE CENTRAL CORE AROUND
WHICH THE LAND MASS OF TEXAS FORMED

REMEMBERING

PLACING IN THE COOKOFF

The Enchanted Rock Magazine Brisket Cookoff
Team, led by Mike McPherson, capturcd Second Place in
the cookoff at Harry's on the Loop in Willow City on
November 23rd. We had a great time watching Mike cook
while visiting with old and new friends.

CHANGING PLACES

We're moving the offices of the magazine back
out in the wilderness come January 6th. We'll still be in
Llano County, but further south—-somewhere between Six
Mile and Oxford. This move places us over the Enchanted
Rock Batholith—the geologic heart of Texas where this
adventure first began almost three years ago. As soon as
we have more details we will provide them. In the
meantime, use the current address and phone number.
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OLEN'S ICE BOX
WE SELL FISHING & HUNTING EQUIPMENT

BY THE BOTTLE, CASE, KEG, JUG OR BARREL

COME BY AND CHECK OUR

WEEKLY SPECIALS
FOR ALL YOUR PARTY NEEDS

DR. PEPPER/7-UP/BIG RED ONLY $2.99 (12-PACK)

OPEN MON-SAT: 10 AM. - 9 P.M. 9015-247-4027
HWY 16 NORTH, ON THE SAN SABA HIGHWAY
150z BESSEMER, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

STICKS & STONES

ROCK SHOP

WE HAVE TOP QUALITY LOCAL AND WORLDWIDE
MINERALS, FOSSILS & UNIQUE GIFTS OF NATURE

YES, WE HAVE LLANITE
HOURS 9:30-5:30 MON.-SAT, CLOSED SUN.
210/997-1995

JIM CHUDE, GEOLOGIST

413 E. MAIN, FREDERICKSBURG, TX 78624

T0WN

ECLECTIC * DISTINCTIVE % TEXANA

GIFTS %« METAL ART % POTTERY
RANCH WEAR * JEWELRY % FURNITURE
FORTHE RANCH OR URBAN HACIENDA

OPEN: 10AM-5PM * Monday thru Saturday

ON THE HISTORIC SQUARE IN LLANO
105 West Main » Liano, Texas 78643 » 915-247-3290

TGl 2037 PORTARLE SHELTERS

COSTOM ORDERS ARE OUR SPECIALYY o FINISEED OR DNFINISEED STROCIORES
A BUILDING FOR EVERY PURPOSE

Offices * Classrooms * Storage *
Rent Houses * Tool House * Lake
Cottage * Refreshment Stand
* Boat House

*CUSTOM VINYL FENCING
* PORT-O-COVERS
for Carports and Boat Docks

FINANCING AVAILABLE

1-800-266-2709 * 1-210-833-2708
RY PARE AND PORTABLE BULLDINGS  + HIGHWAY %81 NORTHe BLANCO, TEXAS 78606

| S

6 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

T

lhele
|

From Lemoy Squeezer Ml

ames Allen Sloan—who changed his name to Jym Allan—

was born November 6, 1867 on the south bank of the San

Saba River in a log cabin (not the 2 story house as stated in

your article "Looking for Lemon Squeezer" -Nov. '96.).
This cabin stood near the mouth of the Sloan irrigation ditch.
His parents were Thomas Allen Sloan and Emma Ellen
Henderson Sloan.

He atiended Rock Shoals (later changed to Sloan) Public
School until 1890 and that Fall entered the State University at
Austin as a freshman 1n the Academic Department, leading to
a B. S. Degree. In the Fall of 1891 he entered Professor
Buckman's Alamo City Business College at San Antonio for
cight months.

Jym returned to his father's ranch and worked there until
1901 when a severe drought forced a shifting of livestock.
Thomas Sloan bought a ranch on the divide between the San
Saba and Llano nivers in Kimble County. Showers had fallen
all the year in this areca and pastures were fine where as cattle
were eating sticks on the Sloan Ranch in San Saba country Jym
Sloan drove a herd of stock cattle from the drought stricken San
Saba Ranch to the Kimble Ranch. The herd consisted of over
500 branded cattle. The herd arrnived at the new ranch about
June 1, 1901.

The next day Jym and the cook, Bob Simpson, drove the
chuck wagon into Junction, for stock salt and supplies; leaving
orders for the ranch hands to round up the cattle and distribute
them over the ranch at the various watering places. Late that
afternoon, when the wagon was nearing its return to the ranch,
thev met a deputy sheriff with Elmer Creech, one of the
cowboys, and the deputy told him that John Litman (a ncgro
boy who helped dnive the cattle to Kimble from San Saba) was
hiding in the brush wounded, and was waiting for Mr. Jym to
sce him safely into camp. A little after dark John came in, he
had a trench cross his left shoulder which a pistol bullet had
plowed, also the calf of one leg had a bullet mark across it.
Eyewitnesses said that John and Elmer had a dispute about
whether or not a certain cow was the mother of a missing calf;
that one of them wanted to cut the cow out and the other one
wanted to hold her in the herd. The two boys went over the
ridge, one trying to cut the cow out and the other trying to turn
her back into the herd. This went on until they got out of sight
of the other cowboys and then several shots were heard.
Presently, Elmer returned to the herd and said that John had run
his horse into a brushy canyon and disappeared.



The next day they all went to Junction. Dr. Birt attended
John's wounds and Elmer was placed under bond Lo appear
before Junction's next Grand Jury. Jym Sloan went back to the
ranch and all the other boys returned to San Saba.

Jym Allen Sloan was named after his maternal Grandfather,
James (Jim) Henderson who bought all the land on the San Saba
River that lay under the Sloan irrigation ditch from A. J. Rose.
This ditch was dug by Rose and furnished walter to turn a grist
and saw mill. The springs which feed this ditch were (are?)
known as Walnut Springs. Rose bought the land from the
German Colonists Land Grant brought about through
Meuscbach's treaty with 20 Comanche Chicefs.

James Henderson paid $10,000 cash for this property. He
paid in cash but the contract called for gold and Rose would not
accept the cash so the resourceful Jim Henderson rode to Austin
converted the cash to gold, bought a wagon and tcam and hauled
the gold back to Mr. Rose, but this 1s a completely dilferent story
and I've got off the track on just who Lemon Squeezer was.
Sincerely,

Lemon Squeeczer 111
Talpa, Texas

STanDine CORRECTED

As awriter and historian, [ appreciate good stories that tell about

this wonderful state of ours, and in particular the Texas Hill
Country. Youare doing an exceptional job and [ look forward
to getting Lnchanted Rock Magaczine regularly.

[ have lived around and roamed the Hill Country and
Highland Lakes arca for more than 50 years, and I never get tired of
rcading about its history and development.

In the November, 1996 issue, there is a misconception
concerning Camp San Saba (Page 23) and the peace treaty that John
Meusebach signed with the Comanche Indians. Meusebach and his
party met a delegation of chiefs near Camp San Saba on Feb. 4,
1847, and this group led him and his companions to the main
encampmenton the San Saba River. The peace treaty was actually
signed on March 1-2, 1847, near the Sloan Community in west San
Saba County. The official granite Texas State Marker is located in
agrove of oak trees justoff Farm to Market Road 2732. Few people
today recognize the importance of the treaty. Itallowed some 5,000
people to begin moving on to the land, that was available to the
German Immigrants through the Fisher-Miller Grant. The peace
trcaty was never broken.

Best wishes for continued success with your magazine.

Sincerely,
Ross McSwain
San Angelo, Texas

THE OLD FEED STORE
ANTIQUE WAREHOUSE

NOW OPEN

FURNITURE 4 GLASSWARE
WESTERN COLLECTIBLES 4 JEWELRY

502 BESSEMER, LLANO, TX 78643 915/247-2438

Crabapple Crossing

COUNTRY STORE - RV SITES - TENT CAMPING
RELAX ON OUR SCENIC PORCH & BIERGARTEN

-Oak Shaded Tent Camping Sites along
Crabapple Creek « RV Sites with Water Hook-
up & 30AMP Electricity « Hot Showers & Clean
Restrooms - Camping & Picnic Supplies - Call
for Overnight Reservations: 915/247-4260 *
HC 9, Box 39 + Llano, Texas 78643

ONLY 4 MILES NORTH OF THE
ENCHANTED ROCK PARK ENTRANCE

BESTTEXAS
% Complimentary Wine & Gourmet Food Tasting % Largest Selection
of Texas Wines in the Hill Country % German Beers & Steins

% We Ship Custom Gift Baskets % Rated by Southemn Living
Magazine as "one of the best shops in Fredericksburg!”

210-997-0123 217A EAST MAIN, FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624
* OPEN EVERY DAY X

OIN LAKE BUCHANAN
LODGING * MARINA + ENCLOSED FISHING DOCK + WATERFRONT RV. PARK
50 NEW PULL-THRU SITES
OPEN YEAR AROUND
JIM & CHARLOTTE DeGROAT
ROUTE 1, BOX 275 - TOW, TEXAS 78672

HI-LINE LAKE RESORTS

WATERFRONT DINING INSIDE OR ON THE PATIO
GREAT SEAFOOD, STEAKS OR BURGERS
DAILY SPECIALS * LARGE PARTIES WELCOME
THURSDAY NITE MEXICAN FOOD BUFFET: $6.95

SUNDAY LUNCH BUFFET: $7.95

915-379-1065

1-888-379-1065

Thursday 5 to 9PM * Friday 5 to 10PM

Saturday llAm to 10PM * Sunday 11AM to 3PM
DECEMBER 1996 7
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by SARAH HARKEY HALL

SURVIVING ON THE TEXAS FRONTIER: CHAPTER ONE — REPRINTED BY PERMISSION FROM EAKIN PRESS, AUSTIN, TEXAS

- I hope my reader will not think my story absurd or incredible.
What I am going to write is real facts of my life up to the present year, 1905.
I write this for the benefit of my children; that they may realize
the benefit of patience and endurance.

y ancestors were of fine descent. My father was
quarter German; my mother was an English lady,
bormm in West Virginia. My father was born in
North Carolina. They moved to Texas in the year
of 1853 or 1854 and located in San Saba County
in the valley of Richland Creek, one mile east of Richland
Springs among the recently vacated wigwams of the Comanche
Indians. This was the spot where I first saw the light of this
unfriendly world on March 2, 1857. When I reflect back to my
extreme early childhood, I behold those lovely grandeurs of
valleys and glades, all covered with fine mesquite grass, and
behold the scattered live oak trees clothed in their evergreen,
and the mesquites here and there and the great herds of fat cattle,
deer, and buffalo rushing down the glades to walter, it seems
almost a thousand years ago.

Here among the cruel tribe of the Comanche Indians,
my father settled with my mother and four children; two brothers
and two sisters, older than myself. He erected a log cabin,
bought 160 acres of land with one near neighbor; always
expecting an attack by Indians. He toiled late and early.
Oftentimes, when he knew the Indians were all around, he
would wait until after dark and take his team and Mother and the
little ones and slip to his near neighbor. On his way there, he
would hide his team in a close thicket which he had selected for
this purpose. They would often keep watch all night with the
little ones shivering with fear, thinking every move an approach
of Indians.

I was bomn in this perilous time and, by nature, [
inherited all caution and care. My first recollection is of fear of
8 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE
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Indians; sitting up at night listening to the whistle of the
Comanches all around and shivering with fear and trembling.
We were taught never to get but a short distance from our little
hut, for it was no uncommon thing to get news of some family
being massacred in the most horrible and cruel manner, with the
capture of the women, and perhaps some little innocent girl
being carried off with them. At the same time they would have
the scalp of father and brothers to present to the captives and if
they showed any grief, their torture was only increased until
relieved by death. We would often venture out to the old
vacated wigwams to gather trinkets left by the Indians; beads
and such like. We always had strand after strand of them, which
our childish hearts enjoyed. Although, once we were missed by
our parents, we would hear the call, "Come here children, you
will be picked up by the Indians," then we would take to our
heels.

My father soon put in a farm and began to try to farm
with poor success, but never an entire failure. He always raised
something. Although, in those early days that country was very
droughty. My father was very intelligent and full of energy;
killed game, such as bear, deer, antelope and turkey. We had
plenty of meat always. He would dress the deer skins and my
mother would make coats and pants of those dressed hides for
my brothers, and would sometimes make whole suits for men
and sell them. When my brothers' pants would wear out over the
knees, she would re-cover that part with a new piece of buckskin,
which she called "foxing their britches". My father bought a
couple of milk cows and a few sheep and from this sheep wool
my mother carded and spun thread and wove cloth for all



necessary uscs.

My earliest recollection was the fear of Indians and
trying to catch the sunshine through the cracks of our little log
cabin, and the horror I felt to the humming of the spinning
wheel. My parents were both very industrious; always had
something for every child to do. My oldest brother was a great
help to my father. When he was cight years old he could plow,
chop, and drive oxen well. He was very manly. My lather was
very punctual in every respect. In a few years, the few
ncighbors were in need of a schoolteacher, and my father was
employed as their teacher. He was a poor man, but with
patience and endurance, he prospered fast. He was a wood
workman and a cooper. He could apply himself anyway he
wished; was so jovial and kind and full of life, everyone was his
fricnd. He was a very small man in stature, but I thought him
the greatest man on carth. [ really loved him better than I loved
my mother.

I always thought my mother was not as kind to me as
I wished her to be. I was a very frail, delicate child full of
sympathy for everything and everybody. My father always
doted on me and favored me in everything. My mother was not
so patient, was fretful, but now I can realize her condition. Her
children were like stairsteps and such a burden to card and spin
and weave every thread. We all wove and made our clothes by
hand. No wonder I thought her impatient. My oldest sister soon
became a great help to her; could spin filing [sic] at eight years
old.

[ was the baby nurse. Oh! the hum of the wheel and the
rattle of the cards made me weary. [ knew my long weary day
had begun sitting by the cradle; rock, rock all the long summer
days. So sleepy [ would get, [ would fall over asleep but was
soon awakened with a button willow switch. I thought the baby
awfully cross. My father made me a nice little chair to nurse in.
I would take the little brother up and rock him until I was so
tired. | moved up close to the fire with him, but he cried the
more. Finally my mother took him and he still cried. She began
to examine him to [ind the cause of his fretfulness and [ had
blistered the poor little fellow's feet on the bottom where | had
rocked over the fire. 1 was too small to discern his feet over the
coals of fire. I was so sorry I could have shed tears, but my
mother scolded me severely. | never did any wrong on purpose.
I always told the truth about everything, although my mother
punished me often when I was innocent.

She taught my older brother, then me, myself, our
ABC's while carding. I learned faster than him and | would run
to the workshop to where my father was always employed to
tell him my progress. He would dote on me. Oh, my heart
would lcap in my bosom for joy. This was before I was old
cnough to be nurse. I stayed with him in the shop. I would assist
him in many ways; would turn the turnlay [sic] for him to shape
up nice pieces of furniture, and turn the grindstone to sharpen
his bits. I learned by observation to sharpen all kinds of tools,
yet [ was very young.

This is the first of three chapters that will be reprinted
in Enchanted Rock Magazine from Surviving on the Texas
Frontier. Reprinted with permission from the publisher,
Eakin Press. To obtain copies of the book ($19.95 hardback)
contact your favorite bookstore, the publisher, Eakin Press by
calling 1-800-880-8642, or writing P.O. Box 90159, Austin,
TX 78709, or you may obtain autographed copies from the
editor, Meridell Henry, P.O. Box 1627, Kingsland, Texas78639,
great-granddaughter of the author.

STORIVES

RESTAURANT and Gerb

SEWHEI=)

Famous for Old Fashioned Hamburgers & Milk Shakes

¢ Fresh-cut French Fries
- ® Drive-in Speaker Service Outside
* Inside Dining Room

BROWSE OUR CHARMING GIFT SHOPPE
FILLED WITH UNIQUE ANTIQUES AND GIFTS

CONTINUED NEXT MONTH

WOMEN’S CLOTHING
Size 3 to Plus
CHILDREN’S CLOTHING
Boys & Girls Sizes
Gift Items ® Tanning Bed
Sterling Silver Jewelry
Brighton Belts & Accessories

Barbara Gilger - Julie Gilger - Kelly Reavis
915-372-3967
207 East Wallace ¢ San Saba, Texas 76877

RODEO DRIVE

RUSTIC BUT ELEGANT BED & BREAKFAST 1/2 MILE FROM THE LUCKENBACH
DANCE HALL—10 MINUTES FROM HISTORIC FREDERICKSBURG—12 ACRES

OF TREES & WILDLIFE ON SOUTH GRAPE CREEK. 4 ROOMS WITH PRIVATE
BATHS, 2 ROOMS WITH ADJOINING BATH. ALL ROOMS HAVE A/C, HEAT, CEILING
FANS, QUEEN BEDS. FULL COUNTRY BREAKFAST IS INCLUDED.

WE DO WEDDINGS, FAMILY REUNIONS OR ANY SPECIAL OCCASION YOU DESIRE.

ANNIVERSARY SPECIAL
FREE SPLIT OF CHAMPAGNE
AND FRESH FLOWERS IN YOUR ROOM
1-800-997-1124

VISAMasterCardAmEXpDISC.
http:/iwww.web-brothers.com/luckenbacktx.html

- J

&THINGS

T-SHIRTS « CAPS PRINT OR EMBROIDERY
512-249-8126

JIM LAUBHAN
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Motel

For the Rest of Your Life

* 40 Large Rooms * Direct Dial Phones (24 hrs)
+Cable TV * Free Local Calls

(#2 Movie Channels) NEXT DOOR
o Swimmi * Club & Restaurant

Swnmmlng Pool . Prﬁ/ale DininguRoom
* Coin Operated Laundry * Service To Go
MasterCard — RESERVATIONS TOLL FREE — .
VISA 800 690-5763 l oy 46 |
S aman ™ ,249:3562 [ ¢
Diners Club e R Mot =

:;“/

VILLAGE QUICK ST0P

OPEN: SEVEN DAYS A WEEK » FROM 6AM - 10PM

collectible dolls. These whimsical
doll creations have been a part of
Christmas celebrations for over 35
vears You'll find Elves.
Santas, Reindeer,
Clarolens, and

nuinv more
y 1TCms
R deagnad o

‘l’.y B ke vour
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l”}’ Collectible. colortul and festivess
Stop by today and <5
start a magical new A

Chestmas nadition!

Bring this ad
and get 10%
off your
Annalee
purchase.

World Famons
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P THE TRUE STORY OF PECOS BILL AND SLUE-FOOT SUE
BY WARREN LEWIS

SLUE-FOOT SUE AND PECOS BILL GO INTO THE COW BIZNESS

Bein’ that it was a Monday mornin’, Sue got out
her smooth warsh paddle and her lye-soap and her
bluin’, and she set right to work a-doin’

the warsh. Trouble was, ‘tweren’t
enough water in the Pecos River
to float a waterbug, much less
do Sue’s warshin’. So, like it
or not, Bill found hisself a-
haulin” water to keep Sue’s
warshpot filled up, which
she kept a-b’ilin” over a
fire of buffalo chips all
day long. Bill fetched
water from ever’
where—from the Texas
Colorado, till it run dry,
and from the Colorado
Colorado, till it run dry;
and then, Bill even tried
to fool Slue-Foot by
sneakin’ in a few buckets-
ful of salt water from the
Gulf—but Sue was too smart
fer that. She offered to turn his

Next mornin’, Slue-Foot got up ‘fore breakfast, like she
always done; fact is, she even got up “fore the chickens.
(Later on, ol’ Billy said he wisht he’d knowd
about Sue’s early risin’ habits, ‘fore they’d
got hitched.) Sue allowed as how she
hadn’t felt so fine since the time she’d
went tarpon fishin’ down at Port
Aransas; she’d landed a big ‘n
that time, too, she said. This
mornin’, as | was sayin, Sue hit
the ground runnin’, and in no
time a-tall, she had the coffee
pot a-bubblin, the biskits a-
bakin’, and the sidemeat
a-fryin’.

“You got nothin’ better to
do than sleep?” Sue kicked
Bill’s foot, where it was stickin’
out from under that b’ar-skin
rug that ol’ Billy was now kind
of all rolled up inside of, or you
might say tangled. Bill had a
pow’rful hard time wakin’ up on
most mornin’s, and this mornin’ more
‘n usual. Pecos Bill was altogither done-in, mother’s warshpot up on top of his
you might say, and plumb tuckered out. (Later - head again, ‘cept this time, she said, she
on, Bill said he’d worked harder on his weddin’ night wouldn’t bother to empty out the b’ilin’ hot water.
than on most trail drives.) I reckon that woman Bill found out real fast that Sue weren’t the kind of
shivareed our boy Bill good and proper. Anyhow, he woman you mess with, and that's how come of the
finally crawled out and made it up all right. The smell old Eddard’s sayin’ that you hear all over Texas
of b’ilin’ coffee, a pan of biskits brownin’, and sidemeat these days: “Don’t mess with Slue-Foot.”
cookin’ up crispy, was somethin’ that Billy—ner any- It was also Billy’s job, when he wadn’t haulin’
~ body else, fer that matter—cain’t never resist. water, to gether up them nice dried-up cow-patties

Bill was downin’ the last of the second pot, and to keep Sue’s warsh fire stoked. So, after a few
thinkin® about an after-breakfast nap, when Sue ups Monday mornin’s of haulin’ water and totin’ buf-
and says: “Now we’re married, wat we gonna do about falo chips, Bill's mind jist naturly set to work on a
it?” And what she meant by that was not what Bill, still plan to make life easier. First off, he dug some
sore from the night before, at first was afeared she artesian wells, but the water had so much gyp in it,
meant. Nosir, the sun was up, and Slue-Foot thought it all the clothes dried crusty brown and brittle, and
was time to go to work. (Later on, Bill said Slue-Foot they cracked to shivers flappin’ in the wind. That

was the out-workin‘est work-crazy danged workwoman gyp water turned Sue’s white sheets as rusty as a
he ever did see.) West Texan's smile; and besides that, the water
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comin’ up outa the ground was so cold, it kept Bill a-
hoppin’ to pile on prairie coal enough to hot it. Bill
seen straightway that his plan would have to be more
scientific.

Billy borried Sue’s grubbin” hoe, the one she used to
root up mesquites with and cedar breaks and prickly pears,
and he set to diggin’. Now, everbody already knows that
Pecos Bill dug the Rio Grandy River single-handed, but
prob’ly nobody has ever told you before the reason why he
dug it, and why he dug it where he dug it. Why he dug it
was to keep his warsherwoman a happy wife, and to get
hisself out of a lot of work. And where he dug it was from
the Rockies to the Gulf, so that by the time that cold
Colorado mountain run-off had snaked its way acrost the
meltin’-hot sands of New Mexico and the hotter flats of
West Texas, it'd be steamin’ ready fer Sue’s warshpot.

Sue was mighty obliged, but she said she had a ques-
tion fer ‘im: “Young son,” says she, “if y’er so danged
smart, how come you ain’t rich?”

Slue-Foot had heard tell about all of Bill’s many
enterprizes and inventions, and seein’ that it wadn’t all
lies, she got it into her head to put him to work on somethin’
that would pay. ‘Course ever'body already knows how
Bill it was—one day when he was fiddlin" around with
nothin’ better to do—who first put thorns on mesquite
trees. And then, when those turned out to grow so well, he
picked ‘em off the trees and stuck ‘em onto rusty lizzerds
and invented the horny toad. Billy it was, fu’thermore, that
whipped up the first centerpede and the first tarantula and
the first stingin” lizzerd, makin’ use of the same trick he’d
used with the mesquite trees. For a joke on some of his
friends, Bill stuck mesquite stickers on a worm to make a
centerpede, on a woolly spider to make a tarantula, and on
some desert shrimps to make stingin’ lizzerds, or scorpi-
ons, as some folks calls ‘em. You’d have to say that some
of Pecos Bill’s inventions was better’'n others, ‘cause it was
Bill, after all, who did also invent the ropin’ rope, the
brandin’ iron, and the six gun. Yessir, some of Bill's
inventions was more famouser than others, and some of his

bizenesses got him into a lot less trouble than the others
did.

To give you a fer instance, that time Bill taken out a
contract to supply the Southern Pacific Railroad with fire-
wood, he like to got hisself strung up. Billy hired a few
hundred Mexicans to chop and haul the wood to the
railroad line, and then, as pay fer the job, Bill give each
Mexican a quarter of all the wood they’d chopped. ‘Course,
it didn’t take the Mexicans no time a-tall to figger out that
it weren’t much of a deal, and that they had way more
cordwood than they needed to cook their tortillas. That’s
when Billy agreed to take it off their hands, and he never
even charged ‘em a cent fer his trouble, neither. Billy
~ always was gen’rous that way. Now, Mexicans is sweet
people, but they ain’t dumb, and it was a long time “fore
Billy could travel South of the Border agin without runnin’
a risk of bein’ invited to a Mexican necktie party.

Billy done better at U.S. Gummit work. In record time,
he built the line fence that marks the boundary from El Paso
to the Pacific, and the way he done that was by roundin’ up
a whole herd of prairie dogs, and settin’ them little critters
to diggin” holes, which, by nature, a prairie dog jist loves to
do anyhow. Whenever one of them dogs would finish a

Now, Norther was Pecos Bill’s amazin’
squatterhound. She could run faster’n a
deer, she could bark a bear up a tree;
and onc’t she’d set down on a covey of
quails, wouldn’t nothin’ move that dog till
the feathers was skun off and the quails
was fryin’ in the pan.

nice hole and settle down to live in it, along would come ol
Bill and kick the pore ol" prairie dog outa his hole, stick a
fence-post in it in place of the prairie dog, and move that
four-footed gentleman posthole-digger on down the line
to keep up the good work. Bill done hisself so proud with
the prairie dogs, it put him in the mind to use badgers to
prospect fer gold; but, as fer as | know, Bill never got rollin’
on that one. He did use the badgers to grade roadbed fer
the railway, though. Trouble was, badgers can be a ornery
lot—they was always wantin” to take out after Bill's prairie
dogs, and he had to spend a lot of time chasin’ the badgers
back to their own camp.

Bill's other most famousest money-makin’ scheme had
to do with harvestin’ buffalo robes. Billy learned how todo
it from the Indians, after he and Norther'd been runnin’
with a bunch of Kiowas on a huntin’ trip. Now, Norther
was Pecos Bill’s amazin’ squatterhound. She could run
faster'n a deer, she could bark a bear up a tree; and onc’t
she’d set down on a covey of quails, wouldn’t nothin’ move
that dog till the feathers was skun off and the quails was
fryin’ in the pan.

Tell you what: You buy me another Lone Star, and I'll
take time out from my lyin’ and tell you a true story about
Bill's dog. Onc’t upon a time, when Bill was still a young
whipper-snapper, and him and Norther was out quail
huntin, they was creepin’ through the shinnery, and ol
Norther had jist spied a nice covey of about twenty quails
all hunkered down with their tails togither under a bush;
so, she naturly squatted down and went on point. Jist as
Bill was drawin’ a fine bead with his double-barrel, .12-
gage to take a skillit shot and bag the whole dang covey
with a single cartridge, up run Bullfrog Doyle, tellin’ Billy
that Santy Anna had the Texicans cornered in the Alamo,
and Bill's help was needed mighty fast.

Now, as ever'’body already knows, Bill didn’t git to San
Antone in time, else we’d’ve won the war right there, and
could’ve skipped the Battle of San Jacinto. Howsomever,
Billy lit out in sech a all-fired hurry, he plumb fergot about
pore ol’ Norther. And then, what with settin’ up the
Republic of Texas, and all, it wadn't till after the winter and
spring and summer and into the next quail season that Billy
remembered where he’d left his dog.

“Oh sh..., sh..., shugar!” says Billy, who was still too
young in them days to cuss much, and he lit off to find his
pooch. When he got back to West Texas and out in the
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shinnery, shur ‘nough, there was ol’ Norther, still on
point—she hadn’t moved a hair. And as fer them quails,
they hadn’t moved a feather or an inch. Naturly, it bein’ a
year later, each pair of birds had hatched out about twenty
more chicks, and they’d all growd up, so that Billy’s skillit
shot bagged him some two hundred mighty fine quail.
The best part of it—which Billy hadn’t knowd the year
before—was that Norther had been in the family way
herself, and now she had a litter of eight of the finest
quailhound pups that Pecos Bill would ever live to see.

Anyhow, as | was sayin, Bill put ol’ Norther to work in
the buffalo robe bizness. Norther would run down a
buffalo and hold ‘im by the ear, till Bill could ketch up and
skin that critter alive. Then, Bill would turn the buffalo
loose to grow a new hide—thataway, you didn’t have to
shoot the pore brutes, like them faincy hunters from back
Eastalways done. Bill said he thought it was a waste to kill
the whole animule jist to git the hide. Bill done all right
with his buffalo robe bizness, till spring of one year when
he harvested the hides too early, and a blue norther come
down late out of the Panhandle and froze all them naked
buffaloes to death.

It was mighty sad to see ‘em go, and that’s why ther
ain’t many buffaloes left in Texas today. ‘Course, it hurt
Billy to see all them blue buffaloes, but not so much that he
couldn’t figger out how to turn a profit. He jist tumbled all
them frozen carcasses into the Salt Fork of the Brazos, and
by the time spring come and the meat thawed out, Billy
had all the pickled buffalo he could sell in Kansas City.

Wellsir, when Sue seen what a clever feller she’d hired
to stud, she reckoned there jist wadn’t no stoppin” her ‘n’
Bill, when they put their minds and their backs into it. So,
they decided to go into the cow bizness togither. And the
first thing they done was build a big ranch house with a big
yard around it. That yard was so big, and the driveway
was so long, to git from the yard gate to the front porch, Bill
and Sue kept a string of fast saddle horses at stations along
the way to make it convenient fer visitors. Bill and Sue was
always hospitable when company come, and they always
tried to git you to stay as long as you could. Sheriffs and
brand inspectors and revenewers, fer instance, almost
never ever did leave.

The next thing Bill and Sue done was stake out New
Mexico and fence Arizony fer a calf pasture. Then, they
hired on as many hands as thy could find: Mushmouth
and Fat Adams, Pretty Pete Rogers and Legs and Bean
Hole (the cook) all throwd in with Bill and Sue’s outfit
about this time. Curly Joe and Moon Hennessey and
Bullfrog Doyle had already been ridin’ with Bill since
shortly after his coyote days.

Now, ever'thing was all set up and ready to go, ‘ceptin’
fer one bad thing: Could’t no good kind of cows live in
secha t'rrible country as the Great Southwest. Either there
was too much drouth or too much flood, either the grass
was too short or too long, or the winters was too cold or the
summers was too hot. Livin’ in Texas, like my momma
used to say, was always feast or famine. An then, even if
you did find some cows that was scrawny enough to stay
alive by eatin’ nothin’ but mesquite beans and prickly
pears, first the Indians, and then the Mexicans, would
rustle yer stock, and after that the Easterners and the
Englishmen would come along steal ‘em from you fer
pennies. ‘Bout the onliest way a honest cattleman could



Anyhow, as 1 was sayin, Bill put o’ Norther
to wark in the buffalo robe bizness.

Norther would run down a buffalo and hold
‘Im by the ear, till Bill could ketch up and
skin that critter alive. Then, Bill would turn
the buffalo loose to grow a new hide—
thataway, you didn’t have to shoot

the pore brutes, like them faincy hunters
from back East always dane.

keep hisself a sizeable herd was to steal “em up outa
Mexico, but that, of course, could git you into hot water
with the Mexiquitas.

Now, Slue-Foot was as hard-workin” a cowhand as the
nexl feller, and she decided to do somethin’ about the fix
they was in. That time, they was havin’ a drouth in Texas,
and Bill and Slue-Foot, though they didn’t have near
enough money, they had a whole lot less to eat. It had got
sodry and hot, you could hear the prairie dogs of a mornin’
brushin’ their teeth with caliche dust fer toothpowders and
garglin’ dry sand fer mouthwarsh. The grass got so short,
not even a jackrabbit would leave his hole without takin’
his lunchbucket, or at least a canteen, along with him.
What with the water that skeerce and the grass that short
and everbody’s herds a-dyin’ from the drouth, Bill and
Sue—smart Texans that they was—calcalated that it was
time to git theirselves some more cows.

So when Pecos Bill heard tell they was good stock to be
had down Mexico way, he allowed as how he sure would
like to git his hands on some of them cow-critters. And
when Slue-Foot heard him say that, knowin’ that Bill
wadn’t exac’ly as popular in Tequila Land as he migh’ve
been, she knowd ther weren’t but one way to keep Bill from
goin’ back to his rustlin’ ways, and mebbe have ‘im die of
Mexican lead piznin’. Slue-Foot herself would have to git
Bill'’s cows fer him.

Slue-Foot Sue put on her Sunday-go-to-meetin’ dress
and her best frilled bonnet, scooped what little cash money
they had left into her saddlebags, and taken off in the
buckboard fer South of the Border, where there never is
enough money, but there’s always plenty of cows.

Sue made it a point to git all faincied up whenever she
went out to do dealin’s with some of them good ol’ boys.
Sue knowd that then they seen a lady comin’ all purty’d up,
they’d commence to speculatin’ on her frills, a-ponderin’
on whatever it was she was either a-hidin or a-pointin’ to,
and git it in their heads that they could put one over on her
on account of her not bein’ a man. Right then is when Sue
always made her best deals. Slue-Foot Sue could git more
out of a man with a pot o’ rouge and a little powder than a
highwayman ever got with a six-shooter.

Sue told Billy she thought she’d be back about
suppertime, and that she’d admire to see some grub on the

table when she got home.
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That last longhorn was a bruiser of a bovine brute—
a one-eved brindled bull, and meaner-lookin’ than all
the rest. His hide was so tough, he didn’t hardly have

no ticks on him, ‘cause the ticks couldn’t chew

their way though the leather; they jist naturly broke
their teeth whenever they tried to take a bite, so they
starved to death instead and fell off on the ground.

Shur'nough, when Sue got down to Mexico, she found
herself a whole herd of the rangiest, orneriest-lookin’ long-
horns, with the longest, sharpest, twistiest, meanest-lookin’
horns you ever did see; and they was fer sale cheaper'n
frijoles. The ol’ boy she bought the cattle from was busy
grinnin’ and bowin’ and lookin’ at Sunday finery and frills,
whilst Sue was buyin’ herself come mighty fine steak on the
hoof. OI’ Sue, she paid the Mexican, like she orghta, and
started drivin’ her beef back to Texas.

When they got to the Rio Grandy, the drouth up in
Texas had done broke. Some hurricane or other had blowd
in from off the Gulf, the rains had come, and the river was
all riled up and on a tear. That muddy li’l ol’ creek that
some folks calls a river was a yard-'n" a-half deep and about
three miles wide and rollin” lickity-split fer Brownsville.
If'n Sue had’'ve drove them longhorns into the river,
ever'body down in the Valley’d’ve had free beefsteak—all
they could eat.

So ol’ Slue-Foot, she sat herself down on the riverbank
to think a spell, while them longhorns grazed on Mexican
cactus, gravely sand, and river rocks. Purty soon, Sue said
she thought she had it figgered out.

She upped and grabbed one of the tick-infested cow-
critters by the tail, swung her up into the air, wheeled her
round and around her head a few times, and then she let ‘er
rip. Slue-Foot Sue flung that longhorned bovine clean
acrost the Rio Grandy River at floodtime all the way from
Mexico to Texas.

Now, whilst that animule was a-sailin’ through the sky,
Slue-Foot hit the trail back to town fast as greased lightnin’
and found the telegraph office. She sent a wire to ol’ Billy,
and told him to git hold of Curly Joe, the foreman of their
southmost spread—the one they called the Big Bend. Sue
told Bill to tell Joey if he seen a longhorn come flyin’ down
out of the blue, to go and brand it, ‘cause it was her'n.

Purty soon, a wire come back fer Sue from Bill, tellin’
her that, yes indeed, Curly Joe had seen a kind of a mean-
lookin’ longhorn come a-flyin” up from Mexico, and he’d
wondered if mebbe Sue hadn’t sent it.

By that time, Slue-Foot was feelin’ downright
braggadocious. On her way back down to the river, she
said “Buenos Dias” to ever’ Mexican she met, and with a
twinkle in her eye, she said that she knowd they’d all seen
a horse fly, but she wondered if'n they’d ever seen a
longhorn fly. Not a one of ‘em said they had.

Before Sue sent any more longhorns a-sailin’, she taken
off her faincy duds, right down to her bloomers. She’d
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already found out that a Sunday-go-to-meetin’ dress ain’t
the best thing to wear when you're swingin’ a longhorn
cow-critter around your head by the tail. Some clothes, like
some folks, is purty to look at, but they jist ain’t fittin’ fer
honest work.

One by one, Sue flung all them other bovines—several
hundred head of ‘em—by their tails acrost the Rio Grandy,
till they was all on the other side, ‘cept one. That’s when
Sue went back into town and sent another wire. You
should’ve seen that Mexican telegraph operator’s eyes roll
out. He never had sent a telegram fer nobody dressed only
in bloomers and a bonnet before. Slue-Foot wired Billy to
git the biskits in the oven and to look fer ‘er when he seen
her comin’. After that, she turned her horse loose, so’s he
could find his way home, and then she give the buckboard
to the telegraph operator fer his trouble. That telegraph
operator was more amazed this time than he had been the
other time. Nobody in bloomers and a bonnet had ever
give him a buckboard before.

Wellsir, that’s about all she wrote to the tale of Slue-
Foot Sue and the flyin’ longhorns, ‘ceptin’ fer the last part.
OI’ Sue went back up to the river, rolled her Sunday-go-to-
meetin’ dress up under her right arm, and picked up the
last longhorn by the tail with her left hand—Sue was a lefty,
all right; but I reckon you’d already guessed that.

That last longhorn was a bruiser of a bovine brute—a
one-eyed brindled bull, and meaner-lookin’ than all the
rest. His hide was so tough, he didn’t hardly have no ticks
on him, ‘cause the ticks couldn’t chew their way though the
leather; they jist naturly broke their teeth whenever they
tried to take a bite, so they starved to death instead and fell
off on the ground. That bull was so tough, when he did
finally die, they didn’t have to tan his hide ner cook the
meat—the whole danged critter weren’t made up of nothin’
but boot-leather, bones and beef jerky.

Sue wheeled that gentleman cow around and around
and around her head about a half-a-dozen times and flung
him out acrost the river, jist like she’d done them others.
‘Cept’n this time, when she let him fly, she shifted her
bundled-up dress to under her left arm and grabbed on to
that longhorn’s tail with her right hand as he flew past her,
and she hitched herself a ride. That one-eyed longhorned
ornery mossback brindled bull, with Slue-Foot a-hangin’
on behind, flew through the air so fast, folks down on the
ground thatseen ol’ Sue a-sailin’ overhead in her bloomers
said she looked like the tail of a shootin” star on a hot
August night.

The flew so fast, I'm here to tell you, they’d no more'n
got started but that they landed. When Sue, all dressed up
in her bonnet and bloomers, come a-draggin’ that bull by
his tail up to the front of the cabin, Bill was jist takin’ the pan
of biskits outa the stove. When Bill seen Sue come stridin’
in her bloomers and bonnet, he looked at her and sighed
with a satisfied mind: “Sue, you orta dress up more often.”
And that’s how Slue-Foot Sue come to fling a whole herd
of longhorns acrost the Rio Grandy from Mexico to Texas,
and git home in time for supper.

Handy as it was to bring up stock from Mexico that-a-
way, Slue-Foot and Bill decided—'specially now that they
had a plenty of stock—that there jist had to be a easier way
of makin” a livin’. That's when they put their heads
togither and come up with the first scientific feed lot that
anybody had ever seen in them parts. ‘Fore Slue-Foot Sue



and Pecos Bill happened along, hadn’t nobody ever no-
ticed that you could breed cows to git ‘em to come c_)ut the
way you wanted ‘em. So, Bill and Sue hatched the !dee of
goin” into the scientific cow bizness togither—breedin’ ‘em
and raisin’ ‘em and fatnin’ ‘em up for market. As feras I
know, long before yer Red Brangus and them other half-
breed cows, Bill and Sue was the first ones that bred up a
special breed of cow jist right fer West Texas.

It all started out one day when Sue was a-studyin’
mountain goats and mountain sheep, and she taken note
that most of “ems legs was either shorter or longer on one
side or the other, and she figgerd it was that way ‘cause
they was always standin’ on some mountainside or other.
Puttin” 2 and 2 togither, Sue calcalated that what works fer
sheep and goats would probly work fer cows, too. So, Sue
and Bill culled their herd fer any short-legged dogies, and
commenced to breedin’ a whole new kind of mountain cow.

Spring of the year, jist as soon as a cow’d calve, Bill and
Sue would start that calf eatin' his way up and around a
mountain on the tender young grass, the short-legged side
on the up-hill side, and the long-legged side on the down-
hill side, to keep ‘im from rollin” down the hill. Then,
another calf would git born’d, and they’d start that calf in
right behind the first one, eatin” his way up and around that
same mountain, and so on with the next calf and the next,
till Sue and Bill had a whole string of lop-sided dogies a-
grazin’ their way up half the mountains ‘tween Pecos and
Santa Fe.

Now, since them little caffies was short-legged on one
side and long-legged on the other, there weren’t no way
they could turn around and come back down the moun-
tain, so they jist had to keep on eatin’ and a-climbin’, and
eatin” and a-climbin’. And that’s what made Bill’s and
Sue’s scientific cow-ranch so easy to ride herd on. Them
yearlin’s didn’t have no choice but to take care of theirselves,
eatin’ their way up and around the mountains. You didn’t
need no fences to keep ‘em from runnin’ away, and you
didn’t have to go huntin’ fer mavericks and stray dogies,
which made Bill and Sue and the whole outfit happy.

All you had to do was git them lop-sided baby calves
aimed right, headed up the mountain in the springtime,
and then sit back and wait fer the beef to fall. It was easier'n
pickin’ peaches or shakin’ pecans from the trees. End of the
feedin’ season, when each fat full-growd yearlin’ had et his
way up to the top of the mountain, then—'cause they
couldn’t turn around or go some other way, and ‘cause
they couldn’t climb no higher—each one jist naturly taken
his turn a-rollin” down the mountainside, butter-ball fat,
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down to the bottom where Bill and the boys and Sue was
waitin” to ship ‘em off to Kansas City. Weren’t no time a-
tall till Slue-Foot Sue and Pecos Bill was as rich as a dog’s
insides from sellin’ Texas veal to Easterners. And as a
matter of fact, it’s on account of Sue and Bill’'s mountain-
growd calves that certain select cuts of beef is called
“mountain oyschers” back East.

Soon as Bill and Sue got their ranch to workin’, they put
up a great big sign so’s ever’body would know whose place
it was: “Two Pardners Ranch” the sign said, and then it
said: “Pecos Bill and Slue-Foot Sue’s Scientific Cow Ranch.”
Sue and Bill both agreed, their pardnership in scientific
cow ranchin” was a heap sight better'n rustlin” or chasin’
stray dogies or flingin’ up longhorns from Mexico.
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ORIGINALLY TITLED "PIONEER DAYS IN BURNET COUNTY.” REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION FROM THE FRONTIER TIMES, FEBRUARY, 1925

he pioneers who came to Texas from 1840 to 1855 to
cast their fortunes in the young Republic, that after
ward became the brightest star in the brilliant gal-
axy of States, have practically all passed to the
Great Beyond. We who now enjoy the rich and
bountiful blessings of this great state owe a great
debt to those pioneers, a debt we can never repay,
but we should embalm in history their noble and self-
sacrificing deeds to be treasured up for the coming
generations.

Samuel E. Holland was oneamong the very first perma-
nent settlers of Burnet County. He was born in Troupe
County, Georgia, December 6, 1826. In December 1846 he,
with others arrived in Northeast Texas, driving a spike team
of three horses after a seventy-one days drive. Then follow-
ing the drag of civilization in Texas they came to Austin, then
a small village, and camped for a time near where the great
granite capitol now stands. The rumble of the Mexican War
was charging the atmosphere at that time and Mr. Holland

3 joined the ranks, going to Mexico immediately. He was in
5 the battle of Buena Vista and was also engaged in other
battles of that war. Indians were depredating and Mr.
Holland’s regiment was sent back to protect the frontier. He
18 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

et 3

was engaged in several skirmishes with the Indians and
was then honorably discharged from the army in 1848.
He then came to Burnet County which was then on the
Western Frontier. When he arrived, soldiers under Rob-
ert E. Lee were stationed at old Fort Croghan.

Mr. Holland liked the country and decided to, and
did, purchase 1280 acres of land three miles south of the
present town of Burnet, which is situated in Hamilton
Valley. This tract of land was greatly desired by General
McCullough, Mr. Holland paid fifty cents and acre for the
land—today much of it is well worth $100 an acre. In the
latter part of 1848 Mr. Holland with all his personal
property, a mule and a wagon, moved to his land, later
married, raised a family of fourteen children and pros-
pered. In his declining years he divided the land among
his children and others who now enjoy the blessing of our
present generation.

The County of Burnet was organized in 1852 and Mr.
Holland was the first Treasurer-Clerk of the county, and
was the first man married in the organized county; mar-
ried Miss Mary Scott in October 1852, and a son, George,
was born to the union and he now is in his seventy-second
year and bears the distinction of having been the first



white child born in Burnet county. Mrs. Holland died
March 3, 1855. In September, 1855 Mr. Holland married
Miss Clara Thomas. Ten children were born to that union,
four boys and six girls. On Jan. 8, 1887, the second Mrs.
Holland " 1 and in September, 1887, Mr. Holland was
again ! This time to Mrs. Susan A. McCary. Three
boys v 1 to that union.

L lived on his 1280 acre tract of land from
"r engaged in farming and stock

represent his district in the
or 1890, when his eye sight
nued to take keen interest in

J J ...hear]ier days of his life, Mr. Holland

fought Indians on the frontier through Gillespie, Blanco,
Llano, Mason and Burnet Counties. During those earlier
days the country was also infested with desperadoes and
outlaws and he was quite a factor in helping to drive them
out or bringing them within the confines of the law.

After the close of the Civil War, Mr. Holland, ever the
law abider and the law enforcer, helped carry his part of the
country through the troublous days of reconstruction when
Texas was infested with political Carpet-baggers, political
sharks, scalawags and cut-throat bands. However, Mr.
Holland was sharked out of some $70,000 during those
times.

Sometime about 1869 Mr. Holland bought the Mor-
mon Mill, which was located seven miles South of Burnet
on the falls of Hamilton Creek, paying in the neighborhood
of $3,500 for the entire property and moved his family there
in August 1869, leasing his home place to George P. Pankey,
1646 acres at $300 per year.

At that time Mormon Mill was the grinding place for
the people from Williamson, Blanco, Gillespie, Llano and
Burnet Counties, some coming from Mason, San Saba and
Lampasas counties. Many of these customers had to spend
several days for coming and going to and from having their
grinding done.

After sixteen months Mr. Holland
sold the Mill to Jas. T. Moore for consid-
erably more than he had paid for it. He
then made arrangements with his les-
sors with provisions for moving back to
his home place just south of Burnet.

While on his way to make such
arrangements he encountered twenty-
three Indians who had the day before
raided the country in the old Smithwick
Mill section, some fourteen miles down
the Colorado River from the present town
of Marble Falls, and in the raid had en-
countered some white children and
Negro children in a field. The children
all succeeded in hiding out in the timber
orundergrowth, except a Negro girl who
was captured and made prisoner.

Mr. Holland had heard of the raid
and knew that the Indians were some-
where near and on the warpath, but
supposed them to be somewhere to the
South or Southwest,

The night before Mr. Holland was
to start to his old home just south of

Mr. Bolland was probably
150 or 200 yards ahead
looking back watching the
savages, for he did not
have any more loads in his
pistol. Mingo kept flaying
his team but never drew
his pistol, as the Indians
drew closer, Mingo yelled
“For God Almighty’s sake
Mr. Holland, go to the

brush or the Indians will
get us sure.”

Burnet, his mother-in-law, Mrs. Elizabeth Scott and her
son, Henry, had spent the night with him, and as he was
preparing for the trip, Mrs. Scott, who lived on Oatmeal
Creek some miles east from Mr. Holland, asked him to wait
just a little while until she and her son could start, as part
of the journey lay over the road which Mr. Holland was to
travel. The three of them traveled together for some miles
when they arrived at a point where their respective desti-
nations lay in different directions, Mrs. Scott and her son,
Henry, to turn or go on East, Mr. Holland then turned West
across Hairston Creek and directly rode near, but did not
see the Indians who had just stripped and stabbed to death
the Negro girl whom they had made prisoner the day
before. While this was taking place Mr.. Holland rode
leisurely along, headed North and as the wind was from
the North he did not hear the Indians until they were close
behind him. Thinking he heard a rumbling as if rapidly
running horses were somewhere near, he looked back and
saw the Indians coming. Spurring his fat, lazy, bay pony
into a run, and reaching for his old Navy Colt, loaded with
only four cartridges, he found it hung in his holster, the
Indians having first let him ride on until he came outon a
sparsely timbered hill, so finding himself with all odds
against him he continued to spur his pony and finally
succeeded in unloosing his pistol from the holster. By that
time seven Indians on horseback, armed with pistols were
almost upon the heels of his pony. Two of the Indians were
riding faster horses than was Mr. Holland and ran up on
each side of him, shooting all the while, the five just behind
doing likewise, and Mr. Holland using all four of his
cartridges with no more on his person, although he had
powder and caps. Of all the shots fired none took effect
unless it was Mr. Holland’s last shot. He thought his last
shot probably took effect in the body of the horse ridden by
the Indian who rode almost against Mr. Holland’s left side.
The other sixteen were probably armed with bows
and arrows but were behind the other seven. As Mr.
Holland sped on he recognized old Negro
Mingo Dale who was headed toward the
cedar brakes from whence Mr. Holland had
come. Old Mingo had heard the shooting
and had stopped his wagon and team to look
and listen. As Mr. Holland passed heshouted
d “Get to the brush.” By that time Mingo had
turned his team and had taken a pecan stan-
dard from his wagon frame and was flaying
his team with all his might, the team running
at full speed, the wagon hitting the road in
high places. The Indians were then shooting
at the Negro, and Mr. Holland was probably
150 or 200 yards ahead looking back watch-
ing the savages, for he did not have any
more loads in his pistol. Mingo kept flaying
his team but never drew his pistol, as the
Indians drew closer, Mingo yelled “For God
Almighty’s sake Mr. Holland, go to the brush
or the Indians will get us sure.” By that time
Mr. Holland was very near the edge of a
dense thicket. He jumped from his horse
and ran into it, a moment or two more and
Mingo jumped from his wagon and joined
Mr. Holland, his team still going full speed
up the road. Mr. Holland told Mingo to
DECEMBER 1996 19
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hand him some bullets for his pistol, these Mr. Holland
whittled down to fit his empty Navy Colt's, for Mr.
Holland and Mingo expected to give fight from the thicket.
Strange though it happened, the Indians continued the
flight after Mingo’s fleeing team, finally caught them, cut
them loose from the wagon and went on up the pathway.
After waiting some little time in the thicket, Mr. Holland
and Mingo came cautiously out of the thicket and went on
up the road some seven or eight hundred yards to where
Mr. Holland’s widowed sister, Mrs. Ruda Covington,
lived with several grown sons. There he secured another
horse and a rifle and then sent Mingo on the run to the little
village of Burnet to tell men of the encounter and for them
to form a band of men to head toward the North Cabriel
out North and East of the little town. For Mr. Holland’s
opinion was that the Indians headed that way, but as we
shall see he miscalculated upon their maneuverings.
After leaving his sister's home and after having sent
Mingo to give warning, Mr. Holland proceeded on his
way to the old home place. Meanwhile, the Indians had
turned Eastward about three-fourths of a mile and had
come together for a consultation and in the meanwhile
two Negroes, who had been to old Mormon Mill for
grinding the day before, were jogging along walking by
their ox teams and had at that time arrived near to where
the Indians had come together. The Negroes had a dog
with them and their dog scented the Indian band and gave
the alarm. The Negroes then saw the Indians and broke to
run to the little settlement just west of them. The Indians
gave chase and soon it was a race for life. The Negroes out
ran for some distance, jumped a fence, screaming at the
top of their voices as they ran toward two or three houses
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situated near Coon Spring. The men-folk of the little
settlement were all off from home that day at work, most
of them away down in the cedar-brakes.

Mr. Holland, who was then riding on the North, heard
the screaming of the Negroes. Of course he supposed it
was caused by the Indians from whom he had just escaped.
He wheeled his horse, felt for his pistol and sped toward
the screaming, for he knew it would never do to let the
Indians reach the little settlement, for the women were
alone and he could not hope for re-enforcements. He
intended to meet them before they reached the first house,
which was occupied by the Coon family. As he raced
toward the screaming Negroes, the advance Indians saw
Mr. Holland, and recognized him and fell back. No doubt
in their savage minds they regarded him as an uncanny
specimen of white flesh, since the fierce battle with him
earlier in the morning had proved his miraculous escape
from their fusillade of shots at such close range. Mean-
while, Farrel Coon and Henry Par'  *he two Negroes,
came up all but scared to death of breath. Mr.
Holland asked, “Why didn’t yot for they were
both well armed. They replied Halland, them
thar’ Injuns didn’t givg 1~ the
nearest house, occ- i
that one of the wc
helped the other i
Mr. Holland and o.. 1€
place to which Mr. Houid. u ., harted,
they being within less than one mul ul 1. Mr. Holland sent
the Negro out East across Hay Branch to hunt for his horse.
The Negro found a horse almost dead which the Indians
had left and later another horse was found that had been
ridden down and left. The men whom Mr. Holland had
bade Negro Mingo to warn to band and go to North Gabriel
had gone but missed running upon the Indians for the
savages had turned west crossing Hamilton Creek at Gov-
ernment Crossing, some four and one-half miles southwest
of the town of Burnet, thence on into Llano County, plun-
dering, murdering and burning as they went through the
sparsely settled country. On that raid the Whitlock family
of the Eastern part of Llano county were murdered. Mr.
Whitlock was far out from a settlement and had taken up
land on the Indians’ main passage way and in revenge they
found Mr. Whitlock plowing in the field, killed and scalped
him and took his team. Itis supposed that his wife and four
or five children saw or heard the Indians when they came
upon the husband and father in the field and their scream-
ing caused the Indians to find them, murder them and then
burn the house. Some people thought that one of the little
Whitlock boys was taken prisoner, as no trace of him was
found in the burned ruins, and though search for him
through the reservations failed to reveal any trace of him,
the supposition was that he was killed on the way to the
reservations, his body buried and covered with rocks or
else burned. :

The tracing of this noted Indian raid took place De-
cember 6 and 7, 1870. Mr. Holland's encounter taking place
December 6, 1870
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MARATHON RUN

THE FIRST LEGOFATHREE-LEGGED JOURNEY

VIEW FROM LANCASTER OVERLOOK, THE WESTERN MOST HiLL COUNTRY ABOVE THE PECOS RIVER. PHOTO BY CHARLES TISCHLER.

BY CHARLESTISCHLER, EDITOR-AT-LARGE

The sun was bright and the south wind was blowing as my wife
Dixie and I climbed into the trooper in the parking lot of the
Albertson’s supermarket therc on Anderson Mill Road., just south-
west of our home in Jollyville. This trip had been in the works for
more than half a year. AsIslid into the driver's scat and admired
the sparkling clean glass all around. I finally felt like the trip had
started.

We were heading west to explore the Big Bend country, with
the first night’s stay planned in Marathon, almost 400 miles west.
Dixie had never been out there and it seemed the best place for us
to getaway. All the chores had been done and Buck and his dog,
Buddy, were coming in 1o take care of K-9s Sammy and Chester
and the cats. | had finally washed the trooper the night before and
she was vacuumed and armoralled. I had even used the foaming
brush iwiceand inthe long process of spent $3.75 scrubbing months
of bug juice off her leading edges.

We headed west on Anderson Mill Road and then west on
Ranch Road 620, the road that runs from I-35to Highway 71 at Bee
29 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

Caves. Austin's Fiday morning tralfic had justabout run its course,
and within minutes we crossed the Colorado River just below
Mansficld Dam, came on past Lakeway, and then at Bee Caves
headed Weston 71.

In no time | could see there was going to be a problem. The
Monarch and Snout butterflies were well into their autumnal
migration and each had battled this far south on their way to the
wintering grounds in central Mexico. Today they were fighting a
fifteen to twenty mile an hour breeze, but were still able to make
hcadway if they kept about grill high, justabove the tall grasses and
bright yellow flowers. The speed limitchanges to seventy miles an
hour just west of the Pedernales High Bridge there at Paleface. |
brought the trooper up to speed and mashed the cruise control
button. After over twenty years of fifty-five mile an hour speed
limits on Texas’ roads it felt likeacrime. Onwest past Spicewood
and across Highway 281 into Llano County the road runs through
huge ranches in the country beneath Packsaddle Mountain.

Snap. Another Monarch bites the dustand leaves its yellow



xxxxxx

signature on the windshield. I grumbled my concernand guiltover
the Monarchs. The winter before a rare frecze Killed of f millions
inthe high valleys of Mexico. The Snouts on the other hand, smaller
and dingier, had produced a record brood because the drought
conditions of 1996 killed offa particular wasp which usually keeps
the Snout populations in check.

The sunshone brightly on Llano as we made our way up Ford
Strect, Highway 16, and crossed the LlanoRiveronthe picturesque
steel bridge. The Llanowas running clearover polished granite and
clean sand on its way to the Colorado, only 30 or somiles left to go.
Then it was left on Highway 29 and west again, not taking the
turnoff to Brady, but with sights set on Mason and Zavalas
Restaurant fora Hill Country lunch. It was fried fish Fnday and the
locals at Zavalas who filled the parking lot with battered pickups,
minivans, and latc model full-sized sedans came inside and filled
their plates with hand battered catfish, coleslaw, frics and hush
puppics. Dixicand [ went Mexican — hers the steak tampiquena
and mine the carne guisada and the hot homemadec flour tortillas
and coffee.

Well fed, we continued west on Highway 29 1o Menard and
there we picked up Highway 190. Just west of town, we paused at
the Presidio San Saba, strangely tumbled ruins of a WPA project
that commemorated the establishment of the Presidio during the
reign of Spain over Texas. The laded information at the kiosk
between the golf course and the ruins said that the original Presidio
had been made of logs and nothing remained of the failed attempt
towrestle the country and all her wealth from the native tribes who
in 1769drove those early Europeans back out of the hillsall the way
to the Balcones Escarpment. Mention was made of irrigation
canals from the carliest period (still in evidence back closer to the
town of Menard), but there was no time for that on this run.

We continued weston 190 and paused at the historical marker
telling about Peg Leg Crossing. Then, just a little further west a
large porcupine lay dead on the yellow center lines. We discussed
turning around and retrieving afew quillsas we had done on the last

car-struck porcupine we had found almost two years earlier near
Vanderpool. A single quill from the Vanderpool porcupine still
rode inthe map pocketon the dnver' s side in the Trooper. We kept
going.

We had chosen the Highway 190 route for several reasons. On
carlier trips out west we sometimes traveled to Kerrville and I-10;
other imes wedrove 290 west through Fredenicksburg and Harper,
then catching I-10 cast of Junction. Buton thistrip[ didn’ t want to
struggle with the transcontinental traffic, the overloaded compact
cars with Florida plates, and the cighteen wheelers Pacific Coast
bound. I was also trying to retrace the route I had followed on my
first trip to the Big Bend with Tim Ballew on Labor Day weekend
1969. Traffic was almost nonexistent, and we were making good
time. The migrating butterflies continued their trek from right to
leftacross the road, sometimes seemingly attracted to the orange
reflectors on the center stripes. We topped off the gas tank in El
Dorado and took the time to drive around the few streets where
abandoned architecture told of more robust times.

The rolling valley peanut fields ncar Menard had given way to
the high platcau, and the first evidence of the petroleum industry
started popping up in the form of small-scale pumping operations
widely scalttered before the flattened horizon. Out west of El
Dorado we turned south on Highway 163 and headed toward

e

WE GOT OUT AND | STARTED READING THE
HISTORICAL MARKER. “HIGH LONESOME
STAGE STOP,” A MILE NORTHEAST OF THAT
LOCATION, HAD PROVEN ESSENTIAL IN THE
LATE NINETEENTH CENTURY AS A WAY
STATION BETWEEN OZONA AND POINTS
NORTH. THAT OCTOBER DAY THERE WAS
JUST THE WEST TEXAS SUN AND WIND AND
BLOWING GRASSES FOR COMPANY.

Ozona. Another historical markeratallittle picnic areaon the right
beckoned us and we pulled in.

I'wasstill fiddlingaround, getting ready to turn of f the ignition,
when through the driver's side window there appeared a young
orange and white short-haired cat emerging from under a bench
there at the picnicarea. The way the picnic area was laid out the cat
was almost cye level with me. He repeatedly rubbed his head on
the underside of the wooden bench and kneaded the air above the
concrete slab, exhibiting his warmest greetings. I could sec he wore
afleacollar... OhKkitty, what adventures have you already had?
I tumed to Dixie and said, “Look at that.” .

We got outand I started reading the historical marker. “High
Lonesome Stage Stop,” a mile northeast of that location, had
proven essential in the late nineteenth century as a way station
between Ozona and points north. That October day there was just -
the West Texas sun and wind and blowing grasses for company. |
tried to read the marker in its entirety but was distracted by the cat
who had escalated his affections from kneading patterns in the tops
of my Red Wing boots to full frantic nursing behavior on the cuff
of my right pant leg.

[ had alrcady looked at the cat closely enough to rule out any
profound skin diseases so I picked him up and gave him another
once over. He was in good shape, and from the feel and texture of
hisabdomen it seemed he was far from starving todeath. From the
dirt on his front claws that he continued to flex as he seemed
compelled todo, I figured he had been hunting, maybe finding mice

. and rats out on this high grassland. I whirled him around and by the

condition of his plumbing, judged him to be seven or eight months
old. He was purring like a Briggs and Stratton motor. All the while
I was pondering what todo. . . I thought about our menagerie back
inJollyville, I thoughtabout the long, international journey thatlay
before us and I thought about options, all of which I ruled out one
by one. As I continued to hold him, I gazed down the lonely
highway and there, afew hundred feet furthersouth, wasamail box
and a ranch gate. Then to the east I could make outa stand of trees,
a power line and the hint of buildings and water tanks. Dixie and
I agreed ona plan of action. She got back into the trooperand put
a towel over her lap. [ threw the cat on the driver’s seat and he
moved on over onto Dixie’s lap and commenced to nursing the
buttons on her denim shirt. I climbed in and we crossed the
highway, past the mail box that said CHILDRESS, anddownafine
little paved road maybe a mile in length. There were herds of fat
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IN THE LOBBY—GENERAL MANAGER, BILL STEVENS, OF THE GAGE HOTEL IN MARATHON. PHOTO BY CHARLES TISCHLER.

sheep and then a ranch headquarters, and then Dixie said, “We can
ask that lady over there in the yard.” Sure enough, in the front lawn
area of an old ranch house I could sce a figure hunkered over,
working onadead Oleander witha bow saw. A wom straw cowboy
hat only half-covered long grey hair. We stopped and I extracted
the cat from Dixie’s blouse, got out and walked toward the yard
gate. The person in the yard looked up. He was a fully-bearded
Hispanic ranch hand, with long grey hair over his shouldersand the
fullest grey beard I had ever seen on such a man.

Aslwalked toward the gate where we had disturbed him, I held
thecatoutinfrontof me. I spoke English, asking if he knew the cat.
He looked confused. I realized | was in the wrong language, but
continued with gestures saying ‘park’ and pointing toward the
picnic area to the west. Communication was accomplished and he
stepped forward and took the cat. The last time I saw the two of
them, the man was gingerly carrying the cat toward another house.
I wasted no time in getting back in and heading out the road,
remarking thatit was in God’s hands now, and wondering what the
future might bring to the pair of them.

Within fifteen minutes we had come off the high plateau and
were rolling into Ozona, the county seat of Crockett County, with
a Chamber of Commerce sign announcing Ozona is the biggest
little town in the world. I’ ve always felt special about Ozona; it was
there on that first trip to Big Bend 27 years earlier that Timand I had
bought some snacksand soft drinks, having discovered we had left

our sack of groceries in Tim's kitchen back in Austin.

On this trip Dixie and I remarked about the well kept homes
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under pecan trees and the nice courthouse square that seemed to
politely ask us to stay longer, but there were miles before us and we
merged onto [-10, keeping an cye peeled for the exit for the old
Highway 290 just a few miles west. We exited I-10and pulled up
to the intersection at the overpass. There was a Highway Depart-
mentsawhorscand sign that read ‘road closed’. But, thisis the way
[ had wanted to go. . . to take Dixie down the old road where the
Western-most Hill Counlry Canyons give way to the Pecos nver.
I said, “Well, let’s see how far we can go.” I pulled around the sign
and started making good time across the flat top of the Edwards
Plateau. Further along there was an intersection and another sign
saying ‘road closed’. We continued. Just at the Lancaster Over-
look, the road was fully barricaded.

We pulled intothe overlook and gotout. I wassausfied. Before
us in the afternoon haze was hundreds of square miles of West
Texas framed by the limestone ledges of Government Draw with
its scrawny mesquite, cedar and oaks mixed with the vegetation of
the Chihuahuan dessert.

The historical marker there at the overlook recalled the passing
ofancient tribes and later Spanish Explorersand later still, mounted
marauders of every ilk. The treacherous route down the southern
edge of the precipitous draw had felt the hooves of old time bison,
the metal shoes of Army Mules, and the old world pads of the camel
corps on their way to Ft. Lancaster. It had felt the hooves of yoked
oxen on the long trek from old St. Louis to Chihuahua City that still
laid so very far to the west.



I had been thinking about and remembering that very place
overthe 27 years since | had been there my only other time. Toour
backs was the Texas Hill Country in its broadest sensc. We stood
at the western-most edge of a huge block of limestone from which
our finest rivers are born and fed by springs of the best water. At
our backs was the heart of Texas from High Lonesome to San
Antonio.

For the past ycar and a half this is where Enchanted Rock
Magaczine had drawn its western boundary of editorial territory.
But we had justrecently cut the strands demarcating that territory
and had redrawn the magazine’s focus to the outline of Texas from
the Rio Grande to the Red and from the Sabine to Guadalupe Peak
and beyond. This was my firsteditorial journey over the line. And,
while my birthplace and my heart lie in the Texas Hills, [ feltalift
of frecdom. We got back in and as we were exiting the parking
arca, a white Texas Department of Transportation work truck
approached. [ lowered my window and had a pleasant conversa-
tion with the burly lone workman at the wheel. He said the caliche
beneath the road bed had given way and TxDoT was patching
things up. Onthe way back totheinterstate we encountered several
official vehicles from sedans to big trucks headed out to Govern-
ment Road to reconnect the link to Ft. Lancaster. Backonl-10we
drove throughsleeping little Sheffield and then climbed southward
on Highway 349 and then southwestward on Ranch toMarket road
2400 and then south again on highway 285 to Sanderson. Andall
this way the butterflics had continued to meet their maker on the
leading edges of the trooper, leaving nasty remains of rusty brown
and yellow splatters on the white paint. Atthe Diamond Shamrock
Station I worked on the windshield and bent downand checked my
radiator through the gnll. The house flies in Sanderson have
learned to feed on the butterfly juice of traveler’s cars and they
swarmed around me as | scrubbed the windshield clean.

The sun was getting low and there came that melancholy
evening feeling of rcalizing how far you are from home. From
Jollyville, Sanderson fecls way out yonder.

We headed west on highway 90 and before the sun set we
amvedat the Gage Hotel in Marathon. We had heard recently that
the Gage was a great place to stay, but we really weren’ t prepared
for such a tasteful oasis.

Over [ifteen years ago J.P. and Mary Jon Bryan rescued the
Gage and the block of western store fronts along old Highway 90.
They pumped a bunch of money into it, added on a wing of adobe
guest rooms, a swimming pool and a courtyard. The original two
story brick section of the hotel had served as ranch headquarters for
the Gage family back in the twenties and thirties. Out here there
are plenty of holdings that by area surpass a surprisingly long list
of sovereign countries in other parts of the world.

Today the traveler enters the lobby area through double-hung
screened doors when the weather' s right and steps into nothing
short of a living museum of the old West. Rawhide tables and
chairs invite the traveler to sit a spell and marvel at the myriad
artifacts on display. Above the fireplace, I ramed by Tarahumara
drums and their sticks, the mounted head of a White Buffalo kept
watch. We soon met Bill Stevens, general manager of the Gage
operations. When asked about the White Buffalo he confidently
said, “One of seven in the world”

Bill went on to say that Mr. Bryan had bought a western

Continued on page 36

LANELLE'S HAIR AFFAIR

PRESENTS
PERFECT SOLUTIONS
for Hair - Body - Nails
with these quality retail items:
O.P.L.: Nails
Hairpothics: Hair
Graham Webb: Hair
Glycloguic: Body

Bain De Terre: Body & Hair
Redkin: Body & Hair
Vavoom: Hair
_ Matrix: Body & Hair
915/247-4902

830 Ford Street, Llano, Texas 78643

IN HISTORICAL DOWNTOWN LLANO

(Cappucci
On the Square AL %2

* EXOTIC COFFEES FROM AROUND THE WORLD « CAPPUCCINO
+ SOUPS, SALADS, SANDWICHES « FRESH BAKE SHOP GOODIES
« OLD FASHIONED ICE CREAM TREATS * MARBLE SODA FOUNTAIN

NOW FEATURING A NEW GIFT MALL
BEHIND THE OLD FASHIONED SODA FOUNTAIN
OPEN: Monday - Friday 8AM-5:30PM « Saturday 9AM-6PM

1905 LAUTERSTEIN BUILDING
825 FORD STREET - LLANO, TEXAS 78643 « 915-247-4902

"+ BOOKS OLD AND NEW
+ EPHEMERA
+ IMPORTED COFFEE
+ IMPORTED CIGARS
+ ANTIQUES

HOURS:
Wednesday-Saturday
10AM to 5:30PM

)\ 915-247-2273

110 EAST MAIN

LOCATED IN THE RESTORED
BARLER BUILDING

\_ INHISTORIC LLANO.

M&0 AUTO REPAIR

SERVING LLANO SINCE 1971

EXPERT BODY REPAIR & CUSTOM PAINTING
FOREIGN & DOMESTIC CARS & TRUCKS
FRAME STRAIGHTENING & WIRE WELDING
FREE ESTIMATES
INSURANCE CLAIMS WELCOME

1008 BESSEMER, LLANO 915/247-5433
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PART TWO OF TWO PARTS |

BUFFALD 14

JOLDIERS

by STEVE GOODSON

he Tenth's regimental hcadquarters re-
maincd at Fort Riley until April 17, 1868,
when they moved to Fort Gibson, Indian
Temmitory. The Tenth's duties here were
muchthesameasthey had been in Kansas,

patrolling the surrounding area for
rencgade bands of Indians and guarding roads used by work details
stringing telegraph lines and railroad construction crews. The Tenth
remained at Fort Gibson until the end of March, 1869, when General
Sheridan ordered them to Camp Wichita, a site selected by him as
suitable fora military outpost.

TheTenth began constructing the installation on a beautiful
grass prairie located near Cache Creek and, the following August, it
wasnamed Fort Sill. Theirduties here were to hold the country from
which the Indians had been expelled and to keep the Indians within
the boundaries assigned to them. Whisky peddlersand horse thieves
complicated theirduties greatly. The Comanches and Kiowas soon
rebelled at being forced to remain in an area which was only a small
portion of the lands they once claimed. The Indians were definitely
unwilling to cease their raids into Texas, an activity which quickly
enraged the settlers there. Life at the post soon fell into the routine
of countless patrols around the reservation and along the Red River.
The Indians even attacked the garrison at Fort Sill several times.

Temperatures had pretty much reached the boiling point

when General Shermanarrived to assess the situation. He undertook
a tour of the frontier military posts in Texas and at first everything
secmed to be relatively quiet. However, Sherman was on hand when
a bloodstained teamster staggered into Fort Richardson with the
story of a massacre which occurred on the same road that Sherman
had just used to arrive at the outpost. During the afternoon of the
pervious day, a war party of about one hundred Indians attacked ten
wagons about twenty miles west of Jacksboro. According to the
teamster, seven of his eleven companions had been killed. He and
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four others managed to escape into some nearby timber.

Sherman angrily ordered Colonel Ranald Mackenzie, the
commander at Fort Richardson, to lake every available man to
locateand apprehend the renegades. Colonel Mackenzie arrived at
the scene of the massacre during a heavy thunderstorm by early
evening of the next day. He found seven mutilated bodies, one of
whichtheIndians had chained toa wagon poleand bumed toa crisp.
Mackenzie left a small detail to bury the dead and continued to
pursuetherenegades, but the rinand accompanying mud hampered
his efforts.

Sherman suspected that the raiding party had originated
from the reservation at Fort Sill. He arrived there on May 23 and,
Jjoined by Colonel Grierson, went to the reservation agent, told him
about the raid and demanded his help in identifying the culprits.
Theagent,a Quakernamed Lawrie Tatum, called the chiefsinto his
office the next day while they were at the agency Lo receive their
rations. Tatum told the chiefs about the raid and asked them if they
knew who had done it. A Kiowa, known as Satanta, stood up,
berated the agent for the many wrongs his people had suffered at the
hands of the whites, accused the agent of cheating the Indians and
then demanded guns and ammunition. Satanta boasted that he had
led the raid and that Satank and Big Tree had accompanied him.

Tatum went to Sherman and Grierson and told them what
he had learned. The two officers decided to request a council with
the Kiowas, hold it in front of Grierson's house and apprehend the
guilty chiefs there. Grierson ordered a detail of Buffalo Soldiers to



g0 to the stables located near his house and wait there saddlcd and
mounted, ready for action. He then told them to remain concealed
until he gave a signal at which time they were to deploy into
defensive positions to prevent escape and any resulting bloodshed.
Asan added precaution, adozen troopersarmed with Spencerrifles
werestationedinside Grierson'shouse behind theshuttered windows
facing the front porch.

These preparations had just beencompleted when Satanta
amved. Underquestioning from Sherman, he readily admitted his
part in the raid, but, as he saw Sherman's temper rising, he first
began to alter his story, then got up and attempted to leave.
Gnierson's orderly drew his pistol and told the chief to sit down,
which he immediately did. Just then twenty Kiowas rode up with
Satank totake partin thecouncil. Shermantold them that the chiefs
who had led the war party were to be arrested and sent to Texas for
trial. Satanta flew into a rage and clutched a pistol under his
blanket. At this moment, Sherman gave a command and the
shuttered windows flew open revealing the Buffalo Soldiers with
their carbines cocked and ready. In the face of such 0\'er\vhclming

the growing (rontierand provide forces todeal with Indians, Mexican
banditsand revolutionaries and assist the local authorities in keeping
the peace. Texans, in the throes of Radical Reconstruction
implemented by the North after the War Between the States, were not
apt 1o welcome anyone in a blue uniform, however, much less an
African American in a blue uniform.

There was trouble from time to time between parties of
Buffalo Soldiers and the people who lived in the small towns that
grew up around these forts. There's blame to be placed on all sides,
as it often is in situations such as this. The populace that lived in
these small towns was, often as not, made up of outlaws, prostitutes
and gamblers. To say that there was often a general contempt for the
law and those whose duty it was to enforce it would be, at best, an

“understatement. These troopers, whose fate it was to be transferred

to Texas, found that their new assignments involved more than just
kecping the peace on the reservations. Any Indian that they
encountered on their patrols was to be considered hostile and were
treated as such, as all Indians had been removed to Indian Territory.
At first their main adversaries were Comanches, Kiowas and bands
of Southemn Cheyennes riding the old war trails into

Grierson then signalled to
the troopers concealed in the stables.
The gates opened and two companics
trotted into position, one on the left
and one on the right. Another detail
covered the front and back of the
house with one detachment quictly
movinginto place behindsome nearby
Indians who had gathered to observe v
the council. .

Atthispoint,aKiowanamed Al
Lone Wolf armived. he got off his
horse carrying two Spencer carbines
and abow witha quiverof arrows. he
strode up to the porch, tossed the bow
and arrows toone warrior, a carbine to
another,cocked hisremainingcarbine,
then turned and faced General
Sherman. At this moment Colonel
Grierson grabbed Lone Wolf'scarbine
and shouted to the interpreter to tell
the Indians that violence would not
save their chiefs. Forasplitsecond, it
looked as if the porch would become
aslaughter pen. Satanta screamed an
order to the warriors and they put
down their weapons, allowing the

odds, Satanta calmed down at once.
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northern Mexico. But, as the 1870's drew to a close

The Apaches had been driven out of Texas by
the Kiowas and Comanches many years before.
But they confinued to struggle to hold on to ther
strongholds in the mountains of the Big Bend,
New Mexico and northern Mexico. From these
vast mountains, the Apache nation developed
into some of the most relentless querila fighters
the West has ever known. Even the Comanches
refused to pursue and attack the different bands
of Apaches that would from time to me sweep
down from their mounteins to reid and plunder
any unsuspecting pares they came wpon.

Soldiers to take the chief’s to the post's
guardhouse.

With the wagon train affair resolved, Sherman left for
Fort Gibson, escorted by a troop of Buffalo Soldiers. Colonel
Grierson and the Tenth Cavalry had impressed the general with the
new post they were constructing. Sherman later told a fellow
general that it was one of the best he'd ever seen.

In April and May of 1873, seven companies transferred
to military outposts in Texas. Three companies went to Fort
Richardson, two to Fort Griffin and two to Fort Concho. These
outposts were part of a line of forts established in Texas to protect

they encountered a new enemy, perhaps the most deadly they had
ever met, the Apache.

The Apaches had been driven out of Texas by the Kiowas.
and Comanches many years before. But they continued to struggle
tohold on totheirstrongholds in the mountains of the Big Bend, New
Mexico and northern Mexico. From these vast mountains, the
Apache nation developed into some of the most relentless guerilla
fighters the West has ever known. Even the Comanches refused to
pursue and attack the different bands of Apaches that would from
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LLANO

REAL ESTATE

MAS-0-LLAN" Large custom 4Br/3 1/2 Ba, 2-car garage on over 47
acres with approx. 1,555 ft of Liano River. Very pilvate.. .5165,000
Commercial Bullding: Large, modern with living quarters, high tratfic
count, - $79.500

81.64 ACRES, 8 Miles N. of Llano, panoramic views of Baby Head
Mountain, Well + Barn. $2,000/acre.

805 EAST YOUNG * LLANO, TEXAS 78643 - 915-247-5168

JIM BERRY

HILL COUNTRY RANCH SALES

MARBLE FALLS OFFICE * 607 HWY 281
210-693-1122
FAX 210-693-5826

JESSE JAMES JEZVFER
REAL ESTATE [~

REsu)ENmL
HOME OWNED AND OPERATED

* 5,000 Sq. Ft. 5/5 home/lodge, pool, 400+ on
Lake LBJ. Firm $350,000

* 252 ac. Southeast Llano Co. 3 wells, tank,
excellent wildlife. Owner/Agent $1700/ac

* Resort/camp, 61 ac. 1000'+ waterfront,

50 RV hookups, 8 cabins, pool. $485,000.

512-793-2851
HIGHWAY 29 + 1/2 MILE WEST OF BUCHANAN DAM + OPEN SEVEN DAYS A WEEK

RANCH-RETREATS-HUNTING

400 AC. 10 miles N. of Llano—highfenced, with cabin, some very rough, deer
management program unmatched. Put a partnership together on this one.

456 AC. 12 miles W. of Llano—new fencing in this great retreat, home of three

stories, 4-2 views off top floor deck—it does not get better than this, creek with

your own slab crossing. Must see.

212 AC. 15 miles N.W. of Llano—fenced, fronts county road, pens, wall,

deer all over. Owner consider owner financing,

2013 AC. 32 NE Llano—live creek; old ranch home, very secluded, beautiful rolling

live oak country, deer, turkey all over.

VIRDELL REALESTATE
LLANO, TEXAS78643-915-247-5776 y)
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TheTenth Cavalry'ssingle greatestadversaryin
the Trans-Pecos wasa MescaleroApache chief
named Victorio. Victorioand his band dweltinthe
mountains of Mexico, thebeautiful Sierra Madres.
Hereinthisincredibly rugged country, heand his
warriors couldfeel secureintheirstrongholds
fromanyattacks by Mexicanor Americanforces.

time to time sweep down from their mountains o raid and plunder
any unsuspecling parties they came upon.

What developed pretty much established a pattern f[or the
next eighteen years. The military would make peace with the
various bands of A paches who would remain on their reservations
as long as they were well fed, sober and happy. For those of us who
know anything about this regionin this period know that many times
the efforts made by the government to care for thesc natives were
at best ill informed and misdirected. Throw into the equation the
ranchers, miners and speculators who were cager (o take advantage
of the many opportunities offered by the newly opened country and
you have prospects fora very dangerous, volatile situation, ripe for
violence. Thrust into the middle of all this came the Tenth Cavalry
Buffalo Soldiers.

Col. Grierson quickly realized he could not patrol the vast
area that made up his theater of duty. He soon learned that these
raiders had established many different routes by which to enter and
leave the country. What Grierson leamed to do was send patrols to
spy on activities at the preferred mountain passes, river crossings
and springs. Life in these barren lands revolved around the water
holes found from one place to another. As Grierson and his men
learned more about the Apaches and the watering places that
connected their war trails, they found themselves to be more and
more effective in their efforts to keep the peace.

The border with Mexico had to be dealt with also. The
Apaches had developed the tactic of attacking on one side of the
borderand then fleeing tothe othersideintoa fineart. After Grierson
and his officers contacted the military authorities in Northern
Mexico and began to coordinate movements and communications

915-247-5011
(24 Hours)

915-247-5775
(Fax)

1-800-880-0359
(Toll Free)

Jim Inks

BROKER

P =Y v : - > $Z/ ..
RANCHES  LAKE PROPERTY HOMES SMALL ACREAGE
103 East Main Street = Llano, Texas 78643
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between their two forces, they were able to seriously effect the
Apache's border "shuffle". This took an extended period of time,
however, with degrees of varying success.

The Tenth Cavalry's single greatestadversary in the Trans-
Pecos was a Mescalero Apache chief named Victonio. Victorioand
his band dwelt in the mountains of Mexico, the beautiful Sierra
Madres. Herein this incredibly rugged country, he and his warriors
could feel secure in their strongholds from any attacks by Mexican
or American forces. Victorio did have to come down from his
mountains, however, to acquire weapons, food, horses and supplies
by raiding the settlements in New Mexico. Victorio soon learned
that the armival of Grierson and his Buffalo Soldiers at Fort Davis
meant that raiding north of the border would be met with much less
success and more danger for himself and his warriors.

Inlate July, 1880, Victoriocrossed the Rio Grande and met
Grierson's Soldiers ata place called Tinajade las Palmas. Grierson's
men stopped the Apaches and forced them to retreat into Mexico.
Victorio waited and prepared to make another effort to cross.
Grierson and his Buffalo Soldiers waited and watched across the
nver.

After the battle at Tinaja, Grierson shifted his troops
upnver to join his forces at a place called Eagle Springs, which was
cighteen miles to the northeast. They spent the next few days
scouring the country for signs that Victorio had recrossed the Rio
Grande. Grierson's knowledge of the country and hisenemy led him
to guess that Victorio would try to cross at a different place further
downnver. He decided that Victono's next attempt would take him
upanold war trail which skirted the Van Hom mountains. Leaving
half his command at Eagle Springs on August 2, Grierson made for
the springs at Van Hom Wells.

The next day, August 3, a patrol met Victorio's war party
and engaged them in a running battle over several miles. The patrol
did not have the manpower to bring Victorio's men to bay, however,
as they soon left the Buffalo Soldiers behind and headed northwards
into New Mexico. Now, Grierson know that Victorio would have
to head for a wide valley called the Salt Flats as the only water
available in that area were some springs located there. Griersonand
his men knew that they had to get to those springs first to stop
Victorio. Before dawn on August 5, they began a desperate race to
a place called Rattlesnake Springs located on the Salt Flat.

The cavalry's route led them east of a small spurof hills, the
Baylor Mountains, which penetrates the center of Salt Flat from the
south. Victorio and his warriors were somewhere to the west. By
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MARBLEFALLS

Pomegranates

- RARE FINDS ¢« ANTIQ
COFFEE » TEA e DESSERTS
Marjorie Chatham - Owner

210-693-8975
115 MAIN STREET - MARBLE FALLS, TEXAS 78654

e Antiques ¢ Collectibles ¢ Primitives

e Limited Edition Dolls « Art Gallery
Wendy & Randall Davis - Owners

OPEN: Monday-Saturday 10AM - 6PM * Sundays 12PM-5PM

210-693-8877

s 212 MAIN « MARBLE FALLS, TEXAS 78654 )

 ;RSURRy  CELEBRATIVG
* 23 YEARS OF

AWARD WINNING
ABBY'S

FOOD IN LLANO
MEXICAN FOOD oty ot
HOURS:

S3.95
Tuesday thru Friday
DINNER OPM-OPM - T\.leadny-Sat\udi\:
CLOSED * Sunday & Monday

(915) 247-5318

Oak Furniture - Glassware
Western Artifacts - Old Books

210-693-7037

1208 BESSEMER (HWY. 16 NORTH) ¢ LLANO, TEXAS 78643
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THE BUFFALO SOLDIERS
Continued from previous page

midnight Grierson's men had ridden sixty-five miles over some of
the most rugged land found in the southwest in just twenty-one
hours. As daylight broke the next morning, Grierson learned that
he had won the race to the springs. He and his men could take up
their positions and await Victorio and his men.

Early in the afternoon Viclorio approached the springs,

camea longline of Congressional Medal of Honor recipicnts, some
of the best, most dedicated men who've ever served in the military.
During their service in the West, the Buffalo Soldiers had fewer
deserters, and dishonorable discharges than their counterparts did.
It's all a part of the record, a record that few can equal cven to this
day.

MORE ABOUT THE BUFFALO SOLDIERS?
The Black Military Expenence in the American West, edited by John M. Carroll

travelling up an arroyo where Grierson had placed two companies  The Buffalo Soldiers, by William H. Leckie

of BuffaloSoldiers. The Apaches chargedatfirstbutretreatedafter  The Lance and the Shield, a novel by Elmer Kelton
the Soldiers were reinforced by two more companies of Buffalo
Soldiers. During the pause which followed thisinitial skirmish, the
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army supply train came into view, further down the valley. The H =L
temptation proved too great for the A paches and they roared down 1689L X1 ‘T935%) s
from the ridge of mountains where they had taken refuge and 501 X0g '0°d
attacked the train. The guard which accompanicd the wagon train £ISO) g
counterattacked and drove the A paches back into the hills over the ke
same route they had used to enter the valley. The Battle of INIZVOVI
Rattlesnake Springs was over. Victoriolet his warriors back across 108
the Rio Grande. This was the first time he had been met, defeated CTLNVHINT
and forced to return into Mexico without raiding the settlements 10200
fint , _ isuoneosijqnd
The Buffalo Soldiers went on to establish themsclves as .19.1{10 o1
an effective military force in Texas, New Mexico and Arizona and
continuing on into the Spanish-Amenican War fighting at San Juan o i L L
Hill in Cuba with Teddy Roosevelt. In fact, I've heard that they're HOYYVHS vkl fol

the ones who really won that battle and carmied the day. It wouldn't

surprise me. From these first regiments of infantry and cavalry SVKX SvZIdl
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Pilgrims Flock to Monastery PLEASE DRESS MODESTLY'.
NO SHORTS. WOMEN SHOULD
WEAR DRESSES OR LONG SKIRTS
NO SMOKING ON THE PROPERTY
PLEASE SPEAK SOFTLY AS
MONASTERIES ARE QUIET PLACES

Hundreds of thousands of Pilgrims
flock to Christ of the Hills Russian
Orthodox Monastery, nestled on a moun-
tain top six miles southwest of Blanco,
Texas and overlooking the Blanco River A

Va]ley. = i of the 1ls % B
Onbodos Mosastery Jm-'-n,

8% God in this intimate situation.” In the words of the founder of the
2y _A_nonyrnous Pilg-im to New Snrov Monastery, “me Mo‘her Of GOd Ca“S a”

History of the Icon people to her Son. The Mother of God calls
: all to repentance, fasting, prayer and an
%8  OnMay 7, 1985, an Icon of the Mother  other-worldly way of living. Like St. John
gof God was discovered weeping Myrrh by  the Baptist, her cry is, ‘Make straight the

=

gone of the Monks in a small Chapel at way of the Lord, Christ is coming again.” 4
3 Christ of the Hills Monastery. The Monks' o
9 first step was to discern if the manifestation Visiting Hours 1N
% was authentic and to notify their ecclesias- . ) .I
;'lﬁlw’l:"u?:i'&om All attested to the miracle’s June, July, August: .......... 7 days per week .: o
; September—May: ......closed Tues. & Wed. s
Ly The Monks see her tears as a sign of . E
B2 distress over how far we have all gone from : Services Hil
B2 Christ. Mating ........ccooeviiiiicmirerereens 4:30 am !
Third HOUF ....covvevieveereenee 7:30 am o JET
®  Great miracles have come as a result Of — AKARISt......ov.voosossossoososososon 1:15pm = =~ Y
@ anointing with the Tears of this Icon: cures  Vespers .............oeveveeuvereevreressienns 6:00 pm Christ of the Hills Monastery
@of cancer, leukemia, blindness, mental ill-  Compline ............o.cocovveverrvererrnnns 8:30 pm New Sarov
B®¥ness, and the most precious gift on earth—  Vigil (Saturday Night) .................. 8:30 pm 1 Texas 78606-1049
Ethe gift of peacc of mind—given to many, Sunday Divine Liturgy ................ 10:00 am Blanco, e

(210) 833-5363




IEEEEA I NEW YEARS EVE
by Bill Mesley

Tidings of COMFORT and JOY! And the other OESTREICHIS Rosn
towns on this list; they're all on the official map of LLANO, TEXAS

Texas — and have something to do with Christmas, 1997

though that's probably not how they got their names.

See if you can find them here, and on the map! Hid- COURTHOUSE CHRISTMAS LIGHTING BENEFIT

den words may be spelled up, down, across, oron a MUSIC BY:

diagonal; they may also be sdrawckab. TEXAS EX- *

TRA Clue: What Christmas means.
JOLLYRPALESTINE
BGARLANDSWETEAYV
LLWTOTEMSPSVSZE
NEEHHSIAOIMAHAR
OTNSBGEHRSNCURG
I HOLSNIHCTSAMER
CGTLOICRAOHOBTE " S
PILEUSNMHPMTLHE COUNTRY ARTIST
ENLBUIAGSTPPFEIBN
coorerenyvryoss | | BODIE BARKRER
NOREINFEGIRISRS :
OORAOTEKELEOVBEBET ode Barker is a talented young country singer/
B songwriter from Cherokee, Texas with a heart 3,

CGALTRAIROLGALA for the people. Bode is currently working in the
CACTUSDREHPEHSR studio with Purelight Productions on his first ten song

» ) CD release. High praise for his performances is the norm
SRETNIWDUFROSTS and not the exception with this man's following of fans.

; With God's given talent, Bode began entertaining at a
Bells Egypt Los Angeles very young age, accomplishing nearly every instrument
Birthright Evergreen Nazareth he has ever picked up. His heart and soul attitude toward
Blessing Frost New Hope his music and his fans will surely want to make you come
Blossom Garland Palestine back for more.

Cactus Goodnight Rising Star $35/COUPLE OR $20/SINGLE. i
Carrollton Happy Santa Maria TICKETS SOLD BY LLANO AREA MERCHANTS.
Comfort Humble Shepherd RESERVATIONS: CONTACT JANET BURKE,
Concepcion Jolly Star HILL COUNTRY VIDEO 915-247-3037
Corpus Christi Joy Turkey SPONSORED BY: OESTREICH'S ROSE & LLANO MERCHANTS ASSOCIATION
Cross La Gloria Winters 8 P.M.- MIDNIGHT
tl Lone Star
Earth BREAKFAST TO FOLLOW
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"TURN TO THE BEST"

The Oldest Single Owned

Full Service Taxidermy serving
the Hill Country since 1987.
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
Sam Jenschke - Owner

"THE BUCK STOPS HERE"

210-997-9494 « 1/800-866- 6174

L803 ETTIE « FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624

=

—

RIO BLANCO CAFE

Just above
the State Park
on the
Beautiful
Blanco River

INSIDE AND OUTSIDE DINING
210-833-4982

ART SUPPLIES * CAKE DECORATING ¢ SILK FLOWERS

SEWING NOTIONS * PARTY BALOONS AND SUPPLIES

WOOD ITEMS » FABRIC PAINTS ¢ PAINTING PATTERNS
AND MUCH MORE! U

XN g

I
i
B
N
off

| COUPON |
:E VISIT OUR STORE AND RECEIVE

E§ 25% off

ST AIVINVE STHIdNT

ANY ONE ITEM OF YOUR CHOICE
* FLORAL ARRANGEMENTS AND SALE ITEMS NOT INCLUDED »
I N BN BN BN BN N BN BN BN N BN A .

OPEN: MONDAY-SATURDAY 9AM - 5:30PM
SUNDAY 12PM - 5:30PM

210-997-2454
132 EAST MAIN * FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624

B s
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HILL COUNTRY
DELIGHTS

by MARY BETH GRADZIEL

t Christmastime, as so many other times. the best things
in life really are free. Carolling, Nativity Scenes, Santa
Claus, the magical flash of holiday lights seen through
drifting, deep winter mists....The Hill Country and
surrounding small towns just naturally seem to capture
the essence of Yuletide. Hop in the car and take off foran evening
of enchantment. The Hill Country Christmas Lighting Tour
winds through Fredericksburg, Blanco, Boerne, Bulverde, Burnet,
Lampasas, Llano, Marble Falls, Masonand Round Mountain. Each
community tries to outdo the other with lights and other holiday
decorations. Call now for a brochure and map: (210) 997-6523.

Christmas Lights of the Blackland begins in Elgin and
continues through Bartlett, Coupland, Granger, Hutto, Taylor,
Thorndale and Thrall with seasonal lighting and events December
1 - 25: (512) 365-8485 or 285-4515. Giddings goes all out for
Santa's Lane of Lights Hayride November 29 - January 4. Enjoy
wassail and cookies around the campfire at Ledbetter Bed &
BreakfastonPioneerTrail: (409) 542-3455. Wimberly'sChristmas
on the Square, November 22 - December 26, features beautifully
decorated shops, light displays, tree lighting, and a visit from Santa
on the town square. (512) 847-2237. Marshall's Wonderland of
Lights is world famous. More than seven million lights decorate
the town, which has bus and carriage tours, live entertainment, and
Santa on the Square December 1 - 30: (903) 935-7868. Marble
Falls' Walkway of Lights, November 22 - January 1, has over a
million lights on the shoreline, reﬂcumg in the water: (800) 759-
8178.

All are welcome at traditional celebrations in small towns
around Texas, where County Courthouses are festooned withlights
and holiday shopping is a treat rather than a chore. There's plenty
of parking and genuine cheer in Fredericksburg, Boerne, Llanoand
Blancoand other Central Texas towns. Weihnachts Fest welcomes
visitors to Boerne with carols and refreshments at local shops, a
parade December 6, December Chili Cookoff, Christmas Fair
December7-8,aHill Country Variety Show December 13-14and
a New Year's Dance (210) 249-8000. Visil beautiful Bastrop
December 5 for an old-fashioned Christmas Parade from
Fisherman's Park downtown to the Courthouse. Santa poses for
photos with youngsters. The Bastrop Historic Homes Tour is
December 14. Blanco sings Christmas with a county-wide
community choir performance December 8: (210) 833-5164 and
Christmas Cantata, December 15: (210) 833-5030. The Blanco
Tour of Homes, December 12, begins with a wonderful holiday
dinnerat Pecan Street Cafe before visiting beautiful historic homes
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in the Blanco River Valley: (210) 833-5737.

The San Antonio Lighting Ceremony and River Walk
Holiday Parade celebrates the season with trees and bridges
covered with more than 50,000 Christmas lights, November 29-
December 11. Santa Clausarrivesina boatduring the floating niver
parade: (210) 227-4262. Pancho Claus is the honored guest at
Fiesta Navidenas and Feria de Santa Cecelia in San Antonio's
Market Square November 29-December 22. There are pinata
parties, and a blessing of the animals: (210) 207--8600.

The Old Gruene ChristmasMarket Festival, December
7-8, offers shopping and feasting, a tree lighting ceremony, photos
with Cowboy Kringle, live entertainment and over a hundred craft
vendors: (210) 620-5077 or 629-6441.

INTERESTING, ENTERTAINING, BUT NOT SO FREE:

The Hill Country Flyer, a 1920's steam train lovingly
restored by volunteer Central Texas train buffs, makes trips from
Ccdar Park to Burnet. November30-December 22, Santa ndes the
flyer with candy canes forall good big and little girls and boys. It's
about a two hour train trip each way through breath-taking Hill
Country scenery where friendly folk wait at railroad crossings to
wave at travelers and, like as not, some of Santa's helpers will chase
the train along the tracks in true Texas style. Bumet's courthouse
square, restaurants, and shops are all decked out for the season, with
low small-town prices and an endless sclection of antiques and
curios. Pack a picnic basket or buy snacks on the train. If there's
anipintheair; bringablanketortwotosnuggle intoon the tnp back:
(512)477-8468.

The 4th Annual Kerrville Music Awards, December4
at the Texas Federated Women's Clubs Historical Foundation in
Austinisablack tie & bootdinner for 200 hosted by Eliza Gilkerson
with great live music entertainment. Friday, December6there's the
annual Songwriters' Circle at Lubbock or Leave It, and the 13th
Annual Christmas Reunion is December 7 at the Waterloo Ice
House, 6th & Lamar: (800) 435-8429.

The annual Armadillo Christmas Bazaar, December
12-24 at the Austin Music Hall, offers hand-crafted gifts in every
price range and evening entertainment: (512) 447-1605

For generations, parents have taken their children
underncath the Giant Christmas Tree in Austin's Zilker Park to
spread their arms and spin until the entire universe seems to itself
spin around the youngsters. It's a romantic date for couples, 100
(512)397-1463.

Visit Jourdan-Bachman Pioneer Farm December 13-14
& 20-23 for Christmas and Candlelight Tours in an outdoor
living history museum depicting the life of rural pioneer families in
Central Texas: (512) 837-1215. A Victorian Christmas at the O.
Henry Museum, December 14-15. Enjoy a Victorian setting
while viewing the museum to musical and entertainment.
Refreshments will be served: (512) 472-1903. Don Walser, Don
Edwards and other cowboy poets tell and sing the favorite holiday
tales and tunes when Texas Folklore Resources presents A Cowboy
Christmas December 20 at Bates Recital Hall: (512)471--1444 or
477-6060. A Tuna Christmas, wonderfully wacky and truly
Texas, returns foraholiday run at the Paramount Theatre December
31-January 5: (512) 472-1128. Merry Christmas Y'All!

e |

Retreat in Rustic Elegance

Indian Mountain Ranch
Bed & Breakfast

Between Historic
Glen Rose & Hico

817-796-4060 » FAX 817-796-4090

Q £ +S0UPS
4 s SALADS
¢ SANDWICHES
¢ QUALITY BAKED GOODS
+ FRESH COFFEE
+ ESPRESSO

LY b v e

- G Re, Nan Hanus - Proprietor
2
ery and GL7 (210) 833-5737

306 Pecan Street ® Blanco, Texas 78606

THE BEST SOILS ON EARTH
AT THE BEST PRICES FOR YOUR GARDENING AND

LANDSCAPING NEEDS
OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK
3 @ Monday-Saturday- 8AM to 6PM
< GEO - Sunday- 12 to 6PM
g GROWERS
l\:T_‘(..J‘ DD Austin - YOUR mERGErlCS

6300-C Hwy. 290 West

HEADQUARTERS
GEO GROWERS

6300-C Highway 290 West * Austin, Texas 78735

Q1 2-892-2722¢+ FAX 512-892-5228 )
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1506 Juliet Street » Austin, Texas 78704 = 512-422-6907

COWBQY
TALES

by L. KELLY DOWN

Word got back to a game warden on how much deer
sausage, backstraps, deer chili and other stuff |
cooks up for folks. That game warden he lit into me
with questions without no get settled in talk a-fall.
They done figgered out I must be using meat from at
least two hundred deers and he were hot and heavy
to get me in front of the Judge. When he shut up
long enough to pull in his breath I got in edgewise.

alley Herbs Inc,

ASK FOR REFRESHING
HIBISCUS-MINT TEA AT YOUR
FAVORITE RESTAURANT!

e Kerby Lane Cafes

* Madame Nadalini's

e Martin Bros.

* Mother's Cafe

® Sun Harvest

®* West Lynn Cafe

BAR-B-Q COOKOFFS

o! No! You fellows ain't getting me to sign on
your Bar-B-Q cookoff team. Why over half of
the Old Fools down at our coffee shop would be
down on me if I did. Yeah, Leroy is on a
different one each and ever year—but ain’t one that
gives him a invite back cause of the down talk he do.
Why he would talk down the Lotto if he won that.
But you know all you need about Leroy.

Main reason I don’t cotton to Bar-B-Q cookoffs
is | love my night sleep and cool ones in the proper
place in the day. Cook teams mostly don’t sleep
while cooking and sure has to have cool ones a lot all
the night through.

Next, I ain’t real sure that the fuss over the mix
of sopping sauce and blend of wood they guards so
ferocious is real smart like. Why a few years ago |
saw two real good friends have a nice friendly fight
right in the supermarket in town. Seems one be-
lieved the other was trying to see what he was buying
for his sop and eating sauce. Other times peoples
drives, I bet, one thousand miles just to pick up just
the right blend of wood to give just the right flavor to
they meat. You would believe the fair ladies would
be smarter, but I do think they get the Bar-B-Q crazies
just like the boys do.

They soak the meat in all sorts of mixes, then the
fire got to be just right hot, and this sauce goes on
first, then another later with more now and then.
Naturally, the last is when they take it to be judged.

Do it work? I ain’t saying—only thing I knows
is the Bar-B-Q place downtown that everyone agrees
is best in the Hill Country uses wood from right here,
cooks only 3-4 hours, and gets they eating sauce from
a store ready mix. But they got a owner that has to
make a profit, not just bragging rights by ten experts.

But them ten on the Bar-B-Q teams I notice also
is the same ones as them that fry turkeys, make too
hot chili, and catfish fries—so it ain’t the cooking—
it's the chance to tell tales—I has some each morning
with my dutch oven biscuits. You girls do notice
ain’t no dutch oven biscuits cookoffs? Maybe when
I kicks the bucket some will try biscuits, but till then
they know best they could do is second place—the
secret I'll tell just you girls now is how long you mash
the dough, that’s a fact.

BUREAU

INSURANCE

WE INSURE ALL KINDS OF FOLKS

Infact, weofferbroad coverage foryour Auto, Home, or Life Insurance needs, m—F
and we back it up with prompt, professional attention, and a fast, fair claim ‘
_ service. Plus, we'll sit down with you and conduct a non-obli gation review of
your total insurance needs. It's just that simple. Call today.

HELPING YOU IS WHAT WE DO BEST e A

J)

KIRK WINTREY % BILL WOOTAN
303 EAST HIGHWAY 71, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

91/247-416

e
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G00D DEER MEAT CHEAP

ow you boys like my dutch oven biscuits with

the venison sausage? Sure good ain't it? |

makes near about a thousand pounds every

year. Got to the way peoples comes from all
over to eat breakfast with me. Sure takes lots of
meat. Word got back to a game warden on how
much deer sausage, backstraps, deer chili and other
stuff I cooks up for folks. That game warden he lit
into me with questions without no get settled talk a-
tall. They done figgered out I must be using meat
from at least two hundred deers and he were hot and
heavy to get me in front of the Judge. When he shut
up long enough to pull in his breath T got in edge-
wise.

[ told him I ain’t done him or no body wrong,
ain’t broke no laws a-tall, much less hunting ones.
He cooled off some, got a cup of coffee and 1 told
him how I got so much deer meat.

I told him in the Fall of each year I finds a
rancher who don’t take too good care of his cows.
Then I buys the calfs that are old for their size—so
not too much fat on their bones and they is cheap
too. Next, I gut shoots them in the pasture with the
biggest rifle I has handy. I let them lay four or three
hours. Then clean they insides out right there on the
ground, hauls them in back of my pick-up about fifty
miles or so over to the Willow City Loop. Leaves
them out in the sun for a couple of hours and has a
few cool ones with Harry and his friends there at
Willow City. Then | takes them home and hangs
them from a limb of my big live oak tree for a day or
so. After taking them down | throws them on the
front fender of my pick-up and drives to Dallas and
back. Now the hide is ready to be pulled off and
insides washed out real good.

Next off, you got to have a few hogs to mix half
and half for sausage so get some of them, then cuts
up the calfs and hogs and mix the meats: Then make
sausage, cut backstrap steaks, chili meat and such.

That game warden ask if [ ever used any deer
meat a-tall. I told him years ago | tried one deer and
made sausage like you would do out on a ranch, but
people didn’t cotton to it—said it didn’t have no
wild game flavor or weren’t good venison sausage.
So, they pays for breakfast—they gets what they
like.

Funny thing that game warden was green
around his gills when he left—must been feeling
poorly all of a sudden—him nor none of his friends
comes by no more for breakfast made from my cheap
deer meat. But enough fair ladies does make life
interesting. You ain’t finished. Where you boy’s
going?

L ]

IT'S TEXAS, COMING OUT MONTHLY

Tell your friends about Enchanted Rock Magazine and help extend
our circulation. I you wish to subscribe or send a gift subscription,
see the article on page 37; or simply send your name and address,
plus a check for $25 to 209 East Main, Llano, Texas 78643.

v

\

SANTA ELENA COFFEE

FROM CHIAPAS TO YOU AT

FRESH PLUS

RANDALLS
SUN HARVEST
WHEATSVILLE
WHOLE Foobs

& YOUR FAVORITE
RESTAURANTS

Nt

S12/326-8172
FAX 326-5874

HILL COUNTRY

ONE HOUR PHOTOJ

Bring Your Holiday Film To Us!
Receive 10% Off.Processing.
And All Flrsi_ i """,Pr;nis.._

New Address:
200 South Sidney Baker #4
Kerrvile, Texas 78028

NURSING & RETIREMENT HOMES
FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS
Family owned and operated * 30 years of dedicated service

Irene Luckenbach - John - Jerry - Jane
PRIVATE-MEDICARE-MEDICAID *+ VA CONTRACTS AVAILABLE

* Registered & LVN Nurses HOME NO 1

+ 24 Hour Care 1208 M. Liano Rd

+ Private & Semi Private Rooms 210-997-3704
. DOdor Of YOU[ ChODe Residents 997.199

* Special Diets s

' Oxygen & inUaVGHOUS Therapy zg‘fo:::ﬁm' Ln
i 210-997-8840
+ Bedside Pushbutton Call Service & Intercom

+ Fire Detection Sprinkler System e
Bl Ot 210-997-7924
* Weekly Church Services enTen
+ Activty Director o e

* Fulktime Social Worker
* Speech, Physical & Occupational Therapy

210-997- 4{126

Residents 997

+ Beauty & Barber Shop

Hospm t&tz‘lilr:-[n:l{ij;::»"-"" ents
+ Personal Care 202 Hollmig Ln
+ Affordable Rates 210-997-3704
* Security Systems
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CREI?IWELGE

Chrysler ¢ Plymouth ¢ Dodge * Dodge Truck
Jeep ¢ Eagle « GMC Truck

210-896-4835

3 301 MAIN - KERRVILLE, TEXAS 78028 J

‘Bed and Breakfast
ofFTedemckaung

N Come as a Guest...
Leave as a Friend!

Fredericksburg's First B&B Reservation Service.

Unique & comfortable accommodations in town

- | orin the country. Carefully chosen private homes,
.| separate guest cottages & country homes.

Specify with or without hostesses.

Call or write for our free brochure:

Now relocated In our enlarged new Reservation
& Welcome Center at 240 West Main Street

Fredericksburg, Texas 78624 « 210-997-4712 J

TRADERS

BUY, SELL, TRADE
PRIMITIVES - WESTERN DECOR - COLLECTIBLES
BARN WOOD - FURNITURE - SKULLS - HORNS
ARTIFACTS - SOUTHWESTERN ARTISTS - METAL ART

609 West Main, Fredericksburg, TX 78624
R.L. (Buster) Beseda (210) 997-6499

THE EXOTIC

BIRTHDAY PARTIES
FAMILY REUNIONS
CLASS PARTIES

4 MILES NORTH of JOHNSON CITY
on HIGHWAY 281

210-868-4357

MARATHON RUN

Continued from page 25

museum in Cheyenne, Wyoming, and that's where many of these
treasures came from.

We made dinner reservations at the Hotel’ s Glass Mountain
Barand Grille next door, and then lugged our stuff up to our room,
number 16 on the second floor toward the front of the hotel.

Number 16 overlooks the restaurant next doorand through the
open window we could see folks enjoying their evening meal.
Number 16 has its own bathroom, a tall double bed with Mexican
blankets, a tiffany lamp on the bedside table, and a black cavalry
saddle on an old wooden rack. It was cowboy to the core.

That evening we dined on well prepared mexican dishes and
I gotupa couple of times to more closely examine the fine western
art and artifacts . . . a magnificent collection by any standard.

The Gage is full of life again, and it seems rather unfair to say
itisatounststop. .. it's much more a way station for travelers that
can serve as a base of operations for explorers or as a destination in
and of itself.

After the meal Dixie and I strolled past soon-10-open store
fronts and then walked down aside street to Captain Shepard's Inn,
another property operated by the Gage. The large, white, two story
adobe home was built in 1899 by a former sea captain, Albion
Shepard. Today travelers can stay in one of the five large bedrooms
orinthe original 1890's Carriage House which has been converted
toa 2-bedroom, 1-bath bunkhouse.

We walked back to the hotel and prowled around the grounds,
checking out the wing of newly constructed guest rooms surround-
ing a courtyard with more artifacts, saddles, and driftwood.

This was just the firstday of a five day run, and we talked about
our plans for tomorrow. It would be on west to Alpine to check out
Sul Ross University where Dixie had once planned to attend school

and then on to the National Park via Study Butte and across the Rio
Grande at Castolon to Santa Elena, Mexico. We had dinner plans
for the Starlight Club in Terlinqua and reservations for that night
and the next at the Chisos Mountains Lodge. We talked our way
back to room 16 where sleep finally overtook us. The cool Trans
Pecos night was punctuated occasionally by Southern Pacific
freight trains laboring through town just across highway 90.

PART TWO Through the Woods and Over the River — Trans
Pecos — Alpine, Santa Elena, Terlinqua, Boquillos del Carmen.

OVER 500 ANIMALS

GUIDED TOURS DAILY
PETTING ZOO
PICNIC AREA AVAILABLE

9AM till 7ZPM » 7 DAYS A WEEK * INQUIRE ABOUT GROUP RATES
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CHRISTMAS ON MY MIND

by RUTH ALLAN RAYMOND

It’s long way to the ranch my friend. We had to move you know.
And it's Christmas eve and we're here where it doesn’t snow.
Take my hand and come with me. Put your boots on at the door.
We'll use my imagination and besides, and furthermore

Just imagine eight white horses and silver bells, and a sleigh.
Here, take my winter jacket, it will be cold along the way.
But you do not believe me, keep faith and do not fear

The angels are going, too, and they're already here.

See the star in the eastern sky? Keep an eye on it tonight.

And up went the sleigh, the earth fell below. What a cosmic flight
Right into the heart of the milky way. Every star was shining,
Pegasus and Little Bear, all the planets were aligning.

The horses raced through a cloud and there was the ranch below
And the valley was covered with a blanket, of newly fallen snow.
I've miss the touch of a snowflake, on my face and in my hair
And watching them fall from the sky, in one’s, in two’s, a pair.

The sleigh had landed softly, and playful stars fell too

Right there in front of us, lighting the path and off they flew.
[ saw that everything was as it was, and felt the mountain air.
As we walked to the shed, seeing a light in the window there.

Inside, the goats lay still and two shepherds watched the fire.

And in the center, a man and a woman dressed in strange attire
Stood by a manger watching the babe, a halo circled his head.
We'd come to the ranch just to be here and found a miracle instead.

The horses stood were close by, all the silver bells rang out in song.
And Angel voices rose up, and sang for the gathering throng

Down along the river three riders had followed the star

And bowed low when they rode in; My friends, [ know who you are.

Too soon the sleigh brought us here, and now it is Christmas Day.
A day to rejoice and give thanks. We both knelt down to pray.
I'd only thought about going, or just keep Christmas in my mind
But found true meaning in the words, God Bless All Mankind.

Merry Christmas and a Joyous New Year

FALTIN & COMPANY

( Experience a Mercantile Legacy! J

* Antiques

+ Gifts

+ Fine Collectibles
¢ Crafts

» Specialty Foods

HISTORIC FALTIN HOUSE BED & BREAKFAST
P.0. BOX 11 » COMFORT, TEXAS 78013 » MAIN & SEVENTH ¢ 210-995-3219

(TR

Classic Motor Court
Quiet - Clean - Quaint

* Cottages around a manicured courtyard
* Huge Pecan shade trees

* Victorian lights, park benches, waterfall
* Beautiful pool - playground, horseshoes
* Picnic Area

* Phones - Remote TV

* Covered parking

Two (2) blocks South of Fredericksburg's Main Street
Serving the Hill Country Travelers Since 1939
American Owned and Operated

From

——9$29.25 . [——

Sunday thru Thursday

Free AM coffee, juice and sweet roll
Fresh from Andy's Dinner.

Allert and Jan will make every effort for your stay to be as
pleasant and memorable as possible.
For Reservations
1-800-843-4666

210-997-2117

401 SOUTH WASHINGTON
FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624
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These days Lake Buchanan looks a little low.
Cracked mud flats and ghostly tree stumps create

a damp, stinking moonscape on what is usually the
lake bed. During the Drought of 1996, water-skiers,
fishermen, and anyone who gets water from the lake
looked to the skies and prayed for enough rain to
raise the lake Ievel. Not so for geologists and rock
hounds. Secretly, they wish the lake would continue
to fall—by about ninety feet or so—far enough down
to expose what the United States Geological Survey
has described as one of the greatest deposits of
rare-earth minerals in the world: Baringer Hill.

espite its geological significance, Baringer Hill

was really only a “mound’” thirty four feet high

and covering a few acres of floodplain, visible

only because it proved to be more resistant to

erosion than the surrounding granite. Prior to

the construction of Buchanan Dam in 1937, it was located

on the west bank of the Colorado River, twelve miles from

Kingsland, just downstream from Bluffton, between
Redrock and Campground creeks.

Virgil Barnes, a senior geologist from the Bureau of
Economic Geology in Austin and professor emeritus at the
University of Texas, visited the area on a number of occa-
sions during the 1930’s out of curiosity and to collect rocks
from around the burned remains of the Baringer home-
stead. As he recalls the place, by that time, it was justa mass
of milky quartz that “looked like a lot of other places in the
Hill Country, except that it stood out like a sore thumb.”

To those who visited the area soon after its discovery,
Baringer Hill made quite an impression. Frank L. Hess,
who wrote a study of the area’s rare earth elements in 1907,
describes it as being composed of “granite of supreme
quality, having interlocked crystals of clear quartz and
brown colored microcline. . . with distinct white bands.
Between the bands, the quartz is glassy and clear.” Like
Barnes, he mentions a large forty foot wide quartz mass in
the center of the pegmatite, but he also describes other
geological wonders, such as a cavity “lined with “smoky’
quartz crystals reaching 1,000 pounds or more in weight”
and sheets of mica up to three feet across and an inch thick.

Baringer Hill was named for John Baringer, a young
carpenter who acquired the land in 1886 as part of a swap,
when a Mr. Wills was unable to pay him the $50 due for a
house he’d just had him construct. Mr. Wills considered
the hill the most worthless part of his farm, and most likely
felt he’d come out ahead on this deal. What good was a
chunk of rocks in the middle of a floodplain, anyway?
Baringer, however, soon realized he had something of



interest. In 1887, he stumbled upon an outcropping of
heavy, greenish-black ore while prospecting. Evidently,
once this deposit was discovered conventional wisdom
about the area also changed some. Between 800 and 1,200
pounds of the mineral were carried off as curiosities by
local people in the late 1880's

When Baringer stumbled onto the ore, no one knew
what it was; nothing like it had ever been seen before in
these parts. That was about the change. Late in 1887,
Professor N ] Badu of Llano sent ore samples to Philadel-
phia and New York. Badu was one of those flamboyant
characters who seem to flourish in Texas. A geologist by
training, he is best remembered for numerous schemes to
promote Llano and its surrounding environs in just about
anyway possible. No doubt, he had high hopes for the
mysterious greenish-black rock from Baringer’s Hill.

Sure enough, the samples were found to be composed
primarily of a radioactive yttria mineral, known as gado-
linite, that had previously only been found insmallamounts
in Russia and Norway. Because they were so

As is true when anything of
great economic value is found,
the discovery of gadolinite at
Baringer Hill triggered the interest
of the rich and famous, in this case,
two of the most important inventors
of the nineteenth century: Thomas
Edison and George Westinghouse.

WILLIAM E. HIDDEN POSES BESIDE MASS OF GADOLINITE FOUND ON BARINGER'S HILL.

rare, yttria minerals were extremely valuable. In §
1887, pure yttrium brought $144 an ounce. In §
comparison, pure gold brought $19 an ounce on
the London Exchange that same year. Because [
the minerals from this deposit were so valuable, §
they were wrapped in tissue paper, packed in
iron-bound boxes, and shipped by express at 100
pounds a box. At best, obtaining each pound of
ore cost ten dollars.

As is true when anything of great economic
value is found, the discovery of gadolinite at
Baringer Hill triggered the interest of the rich and
famous, in this case, two of the most important
inventors of the nineteenth century: Thomas
Edison and George Westinghouse. The race for |3
control of the area began when William E. Hid- |*°
den, a Newark, New Jersey mineralogist with
connections to both companies read a newspaper
account about the discovery. At that time, Edison
and Westinghouse were looking for gadolinite to
use in the creation of a filament for electric light
bulbs, but had found no accessible sources of the

mineral. Never one to miss an opportunity,
Hidden dispatched Dr. William Niven, a Scottish born
Texan, to investigate Baringer Hill in 1889. Niven identi-
fied forty-seven minerals there, including five previously
unknown rare earth elements: fergusonite,
monofergusonite, thorogummite, yttrilite, and rarest of all,
nivenite.

Hidden then commissioned Niven to buy the land. In
1889, during Niven'’s second trip, Baringer agreed to sell
his land through Hidden and Niven to the Piedmont
Mining Company of London, England (which was owned
by Edison). Depending on the source, the company paid
him either $5,000 or $10,000 in gold because that was the
only way he would take anything in exchange for his land.
The gold was picked up in Burnet by Baringer and seven-
teen year old Tad Casner of Llano County, who was
serving as his body guard. .

Although Edison experimented with all forty seven

Baringer Hill minerals, by 1903, the company could find no
use for any of them. Amazingly, during the same year, a
German chemist named Hermann Nernst, working for
Westinghouse, developed a street lamp that used raw
gadolinite as a filament.

Initially, the Nernst lamp had a life of only two hours.
Soon, this number was increased to seven hundred hours
by another Westinghouse engineer, Marshall Hank. The
lamp’s design was also modified to accommodate a fila-
ment consisting of 25 percent yttria and 75 percent zirconia.
Thgse ingredients were made into a paste, squirted into
strips, baked, and then cut into the proper lengths. When
the muxture was cold, it was nonconductive, but after being
heated, it became a conductor that gave off a brilliant light
yvnth wayelength penetrating deep into the infrared. With
its technical problems solved, the Nernst Lamp Company,
no doubt a subsidiary of Westinghouse, decided to put the
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lamp into production and bought Baringer Hill through
William E. Hidden.

During the winter of 1902-03, the Nernst Lamp Com-
pany sent Hidden, himself, to begin excavation. For four
months that winter and six months the following year, a
dozen or so miners worked full time for the company,
including Tad Casner and Baringer, who was probably
once again somewhat of a laughing stock for not getting as
much money as he could for the land. Work was slow
because the minerals appeared in pockets. The miners
struggled to remove ore using picks, shovels, and dyna-
mite to quarry rock from open forty foot deep pits around
the edge of the mound. Despite the difficulty of their task,
the men made progress. By 1904, they had blasted away
the top of the hill. A thirty foot high quartz pillar, however,
was left standing in the middle of the quarry because it
contained almost no rare earth minerals.

Hidden and the miners made many curious discover-
ies about the minerals at Baringer Hill. Masses of purple
and green coarsely crystallized fluorite up to 400 pounds
were fairly common, as were enormous crystals of feld-
spar, some over five feet in diameter. From a cavity big
enough to hold a horse, the miners removed a 600 pound
single smoky quartz crystal which measured 43 x 28 x 15
inches.

Other rock samples were radioactive, such as a sev-
enty-three pound double crystal of gadolinite. Even
seemingly common minerals could be radioactive. For
example, in a 1905 publication, Hidden mentions that
much of the fluorite from Baringer Hill exhibited “brilliant

i green light when strongly heated and viewed in the dark,”

and one piece was “self-luminous at night without heat.”

More ominous still were crystals taken from areas
where the rock matrix contained radiating lines that re-
sembled stars. The stars possibly formed when rare earth
elements crystallized from the magma before the quartz in
the matrix, thus causing the quartz to crack as it accommo-
dated itself to the incompressible crystals.

Hidden writes that while removing a mass of mixed
zirconium-yttrium-uranium and thorium ore from one of
the stars, his hands and face began to burn as if from the
effect of strong sunlight. After two or three days of mining,
he felt soreness in the parts of his hands and face that had
been directly exposed to the minerals.

Because the effects of radiation were not well under-
stood at the turn of the century, Hidden could only speculate
as the cause of his curious symptoms. He reports: “My
assistant (Mr. J. Edward Turner) asked me “if these miner-
als could be poisonous?” As no arsenic was present. .. The
thought came to me that this action might be the work of a
radio-active element and it is offered now more as a sug-
gestion than as a proven fact.”

William Hidden was not the only employee Nernst-
Westinghouse sent to work at Baringer Hill. In 1903,
Marshall Hanks, the engineer who had improved the

Nernst 1 * arrived to run the mining operation. Al-
though at least in his writings, seemed to find no
fault w. 1l Country or its inhabitants, Hanks did not

fa ks was unpopular with the miners be-
them. In addition, he had heard




In 1904 Westinghouse had enough gadolinite
to suit its needs and decided to recall Hanbs.

Availing themselves of this [ast, great opportunity,
the miners decided to play one final trick on their
boss. At that time, Wells Fargo was in charge of

shipping Baringer Hill ore out of Kingsland by train,
so the miners brought the Wells Fargo express
agent in on the prank. The agent convinced Hanks
that the only way he would get out of Texas alive
was to mail himself to Pennsylvania

in a crate of ore,

many stories about what murderers and scoundrels Tex-
ans were. The miners, therefore, took every opportunity to
play pranks on this “green as a gourd” Yankee.

In 1904 Westinghouse had enough gadolinite to suit
its needs and decided to recall Hanks. Availing themselves
of this last, great opportunity, the miners decided to play
one final trick on their boss. At that time, Wells Fargo was
in charge of shipping Baringer Hill ore out of Kingsland by
train, so the miners brought the Wells Fargo express agent
in on the prank. The agent convinced Hanks that the only
way he would get out of Texas alive was to mail himself to
Pennsylvania in a crate of ore.

After he was loaded up, the miners pretended to
search for him in the baggage car. Just as they threatened
to shoot at the crates to flush him out, the agent bellowed
out, “You fellows better not mess with Wells Fargo. Getout
of this baggage car.” Hanks escaped in the crate and
always believed the miners had wanted to kill him. Like
Hidden, his life does not seem to have been cut short due
to exposure to radioactive materials, and he went on to
have an illustrious engineering career in Pennsylvania.

For several years, the Nernst Lamp Company contin-
ued to annually extract a few hundred pounds of yttria
minerals from Baringer Hill. Eventually, however, Nernst
ceased operation as newer technologies surpassed the
lamp.

From the time the mining operation ended until the
building of Buchanan Dam flooded the area, Baringer Hill
was of interest primarily to mineralogists. One of the best
collections of minerals from the area was that of Tillie Badu
Moss, Professor Badu’s daughter. Among her specimens
were pieces of quartz which had been beautifully colored
through exposure to radiation. The University of Texas at

Austin also possesses a number of rocks from Baringer
Hill, including the 600 pound smoky quartz crystal that so
impressed William Hidden. For many years, it was dis-
played on the Little Campus at UT until renovation bega.n
in the 1970’s. Like many other exotic Texas mineral speci-
mens, it is now squirreled away as part of the geology
department’s Barron Collection. .

Other crystals found their ways into museum coll.ec-
tions across the country. For instance, the Smithsonian
Institution has a large, faceted piece of gadolinite that was
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once part of a neckdrop. Supposedly the radioactivity
from this gem led to the premature death of its original
owner.

Although more amazing specimens of rare earth ele-
ments remain embedded in Baringer Hill, don’t count on
being able to go out and collect them any time soon. Every
year, the Colorado River brings in several thousand acre-
feet of silt, which will continue to bury the area ever deeper
until the lake is topped off with sediment in approximately
320 years. Unfortunately, the Lower Colorado River Au-
thority has no immediate plans to “drain the late—for the
rockhounds’ sake.”

Hope springs eternal, however, because other depos-
its of rare earth elements exist in the Hill Country. There
are at least half dozen other plutons exposed in the area,
each one covering thirty or more square miles. Previously
unknown rare earth elements are also still being discov-
ered from time to time. For example in 1975 a5 x 5
centimeter sample Texasite, a radioactive apple green min-
eral, was discovered in the Clear Creek pegmatite in Burnet
County. Who knows what’s out there? Perhaps the next
magnificent collection of minerals like Baringer Hill lies
just beneath some pasture, road, or hill.

For Further Reading;:

1. Hidden, W. E., Some results of late mineral research in Llano County,
Tex.: Am Jour. Sci., 4th ser., vol. 19, No. 114—June 1905, pp. 425-433.
2. Hess, F. L., Minerals of the rare-earth metals at Baringer Hill, Llano
County, Texas: U.S. Geol. Survey Bull. 340, pp. 286-294, 1908

3. Landes, K. K., The Baringer Hill, Texas, pegmatite: Amer. Min,, vol.
17, pp. 381-390, 1932.

4. Geologic Atlas of Texas: Llano Sheet, Bureau of Economic Geology
- The University of Texas at Austin, Virgil E. Barnes Edition, 1981.

5. Oatman, Wilburn Jr. and Sarah Oatman Franklin, Llano Gem of the
Hill country: Revisited, 1988, Anchor Publishing, San Angelo.

6. Yarbrough, C. L., Canyon of the Eagles: A History of Lake Buchanan
and Official Guide to the Vanishing Texas River Cruise.
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