
POSTCARD FROM FREDERICKSBURG 

 
OUR 32ND WEDDING ANNIVERSARY AT THE NAVAJO GRILL IN FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 

It is hard to compete with recent vacations to Lima, Peru and Istanbul, Turkey so we decided to stay in our own backyard 
for our recent wedding anniversary and my 29th birthday….I never was good at math! When we got married I was 
convinced that A. would never remember our wedding anniversary so decided to get married on the 19 July, the day 
before my birthday. Not only has he never forgotten but still remembers the date that we met, 11 months before we 
married.  I was so annoyed the evening that we met because I had turned down a double date at the Edinburgh Jazz 
Festival with someone who I fancied.  Life is strange and unexpected. 
Fredericksburg is one of Texas’s German towns.  I am not sure why, but in the 1800s there were boatloads of German 
immigrants to Texas via the port at Galveston.  They moved out and settled into farmland in the Texas hill country, right 
in the heart of Texas and west of Austin, our state capitol.  Until recently the local people spoke a German dialect that 
had evolved in the same way that Cajun French has.  We have some small German communities close to where we 
currently live in Texas and one of our local major thoroughfares has a German name.  Naturally, they have fun beer 
festivals in harvest time. 
We were staying at a nice private hotel just down from the main street.  Despite not being a chain it had no real 
atmosphere but the suite was lovely, quiet and had a view of the little creek winding through the rear garden.  We 
walked down to the creek and although it was very shallow, it was full of fish about 4 inches long and dragonflies galore.  
The water was very clear and I was very tempted to take my shoes off and paddle.  It was in the high 90s, so cool water 
was very appealing. 
Fredericksburg had a distinctive German feel with Beer gardens and gourmet restaurants as well as simple bakeries with 
black bread.  I sensed that the ambience had changed recently and there were many wineries and fancy schmancy 
boutiques which probably reflects the influence of wealthy Austinites who were there in hordes along with many other 
tourists.  I was highly amused by tourists obviously pointing at my very blonde hair and wondering if I was a German 
local.  The food was delicious with local game and small portions. 



About 18 miles north of Fredericksburg is a geological formation called a batholith – locally named Enchanted Rock.  
Basically it is a high granite mound; I could give you the geological definition which my husband insisted on telling me on 
the way up to the summit but I will let you Google it. 

  
SPORTY KERRY ON HER BIRTHDAY ATOP ENCHANTED ROCK 

En route to Enchanted Rock I kept stopping the car to a screeching halt to see one critter or another.  The first delightful 
animal was an older skunk, not striped but spotted.  We knew he was old because his fur was black and caramel rather 
than the original cream and black that they are born with.  I wound down the window and had a chat with him – he 
raised his tail in warning but just carried on.  Then we saw some lovely little deer and then some Jacob’s sheep.  The 
daddy was concerned that we were a threat to the little kids and his harem. 

 
 



I was intimidated with the steepness of Enchanted Rock given that I had a chesty cold but I raced off ahead of A., who to 
be fair had just had a cortisone injection in his foot (owww!).  It was a fascinating natural edifice of pink granite with very 

little vegetation but strange natural basins which filled with water and unique flora and fauna.  It had an alien feel but 
the view from the top of the surrounding hilly countryside was astonishing.  We climbed it at 8 am and even then the 

temperatures were in the 80s.  There are signs asking you not to climb it if you have a medical condition including high 
blood pressure. BELOW IS A BEAUTIFUL LIZARD WE FOUND ON ENCHANTED ROCK

 
After that I drove to a little local town called Luckenbach, population 3.  There was a post office, saloon and porta 
potties for the many ‘interesting’ tourists who were there for the weekend.  We were both a bit overwhelmed by the 
many bikers and their chicks (some were hens…).  We could only imagine what it was like in the evening with hundreds 
of inebriated bikers.  We were taking some photos when out of the blue, a guy rode into town riding a long horn steer. 

 
THIS IS WHY I LOVE LIVING IN TEXAS -AMERICANA AT ITS BEST! 



After we left Luckenbach we carried on down the narrow country road to Boerne, another German community.  I 
wouldn’t like to go on that road in the winter and it was intimidating in the summer with dips, twists and no edges to the 
road. When we arrived at Boerne, we knew that we should have stayed there for the weekend.  No tourists (apart from 
us)! We went down to the local river to investigate and passed this bronze statue of Wild Bill Hickok. If I look a little 
uncomfortable it’s because my ass was burning on the very hot metal… 

 
The History of Greene County, Missouri published in 1883, reported on Hickok "by nature a ruffian... a drunken, 
swaggering fellow, who delighted when 'on a spree' to frighten nervous men and timid women." 

It was rumored that he had dated Calamity Jane – I think I would have been his kind of gal.  I did some research on him 
and the statue but there is no link to Boerne or Texas.  He was a frontiersman, Marshall and Sherriff born in Illinois and 
was killed Deadwood, South Dakota holding the ‘dead man’s hand’ of cards, gambling in death as in life. 
On the day we were leaving Fredericksburg we wandered around a little park and river named after Lady Bird Johnson.  
It was swelteringly hot but was worth it to see all the dragonflies and butterflies.  Then we visited St. Mary’s Catholic 
Church.  The original church building was constructed by the early German Catholics and as the population grew, they 
built a bigger church.  Today they have a third church for the growing population of Spanish speaking immigrants and 
the masses are spoken in Spanish.  It is a perfect example of the evolving nature of immigration to the United States, and 
ironically the first churches in Texas were Catholic Missions while it was still part of the Republic of Spain.  The first 
mission in Texas was built in 1689.  I lit a candle in St. Mary’s for my mum and am still feeling a bit guilty that I only had 
80 cents instead of a $1 (I think that just sends me to purgatory for a bit longer☺).  When we left A. asked me where the 
priest was from and I remembered he had an Irish name. 
When we returned home there was a box of Irish chocolates in our mailbox from my auntie M.  I phoned to thank her 
and she told that on the weekend we were in Fredericksburg the parish priest from there was preaching in the adjoining 



parish in this tiny wee place in Ireland – what a strange coincidence?  He and his brother were both born in Ireland; one 
had been a priest for 40 years and the other 50 years (now in San Antonio).   

 
Kerry xxx 
 

 
Top left - St Mary’s Church, Fredericksburg.  Top 
left – a pretty vista on Enchanted Rock.  Below left - 
a widow skimmer dragonfly by the stream.  Below - 
a vibrant lilac plant growing on bare rock. 


