
POSTCARD FROM BANDERA 

THIS IS THE DELIGHTFUL VIEW OF US DRIVING ACROSS THE BRIDGE AT CORPUS CHRISTI  
WE GET HORRIBLE WEATHER IN THE SUB TROPICS, TOO… 

 
I was very happy to leave the Gulf Coast which was drenched with some very badly needed wet weather coming before 
a cold front.  We made a lunch stop at a little town called Pleasanton.  It was Sunday, so not much was open apart from 
a nice Texican restaurant named El Castillo.  Around the corner was one of those hilarious Texas signs! 

 

We were the subject of polite curiosity in 
Pleasanton – I don’t think it gets many tourists.  
It is just a working town close to some large oil 
reserves.  The customers all seemed to have 
come from church for lunch, men in suits; little 
girls all dressed up.  It appeared equally divided 
between Texican and Tejano (Caucasian or 
Hispanic ethnicity) and everyone knew each 
other. As you can see, the weather was still 
overcast but brightening as the day progressed.  
We had fun, people watching and wondering 
why you would need DNA tests to prove 
paternity. We surmised that there were many 
new oil men in the area but who knows - Santa? 



We were heading to the north west of San Antonio to a Hyatt Vacation Resort.  It is just a fancy time-share and we have 
taken advantage of these offers in the past and every time we say ‘never again’…  The weather seemed like a bad omen 
and I was driving with trepidation.  This very wet weather was followed by an incredible cold front and we went from 
high 70s in the south to freezing just a few hours later.  I hadn’t really researched our resort and if I had I would have 
realized that it was a magnet for families with children.  It was close to SeaWorld – I thoroughly disapprove of marine 
facilities that put dolphins and orcas on show to make money.  There are some excellent non-profit aquariums that have 
rescued manatees, dolphins and other sea critters that can no longer live in the wild.  Conservation not exploitation. 
 
We went to the sister resort by mistake and my stomach sank to my feet – the lobby was heaving with families making 
so much noise.  It reminded us of a Cairo hotel during Ramadan – something to be avoided at all costs.  Fortunately, we 
were in the wrong place and our resort was much quieter although there was a basketball stand close to our suite.  I 
really quite like children but they have to be completely silent, attractive and well mannered…  The suite was very nicely 
designed with a super big Jacuzzi but there was only one very basic restaurant on our resort and we were nowhere near 
the city center.  The kitchen was fully fitted – who cooks on vacation?  I hardly cook in real life.  When we got our 
timeshare ‘waterboarding’, I said straight up, “We aren’t buying anything.”  When he queried this, I told him that there 
were children there – he looked askance and then gave up.  There was also some football fiesta on in San Antonio 
proper so the roads would be more hectic than usual.  The representative suggested that we go in the opposite direction 
and visit Bandera, the cowboy capital of Texas.  We headed west on route 16 which was the old stage coach road.  It was 
great advice and I could feel our spirits lifting with bright, sunny cold weather, higher hills and real countryside. 
 
When we reached Bandera, I drove along the main street and went down a side street to park the car.  We crossed a 
little bridge over a stream running parallel to the main drag and I parked the car next to a ramshackle wooden house.  As 
we walked back over the bridge, my eye caught sight of this wonderful little herd of deer. 
 

 
This was right behind a busy street with traffic but there was a homestead on the banks of the stream and a man was 
feeding the free range chickens.  Although the deer were startled by us, they were totally at ease with the homeowner 
so perhaps they came to share food with the chickens every day?  Not everything in Texas is bigger – we were 



astonished at how small the deer are here compared to Scotland.  The little fawn on the left is not much bigger than the 
hens.  What a good start to our visit to Bandera, known as the cowboy capital of Texas.  The main street had hitching 
posts to tie your horse.  We went into one of the many shops that catered to western wear and I eavesdropped on a 
conversation between two ranchers.  They were both talking about the lack of water on their acreages (Texas has been 
in drought for a decade); one said that his wells were mostly dry but he still had three running streams – that must be 
some acreage! 
http://www.banderacowboycapital.com/ 
The town had a lovely rural feel that reminded me our years living in the countryside in the north of Scotland.  I didn’t 
even need to hunt for the Catholic Church because there was a signpost to St. Stanislaus.  It is one of the oldest Catholic 
churches in Texas and founded by the Polish community who settled Bandera.  

 
The church is on the left. The church door was pretty but locked – so no candle this time.  We spotted Kalka cat in the 

cemetery full of Polish names.  He was huge!  Half panther – half cat.  Some things are bigger in TX… 

 

This is a replica of a saloon 
owned by the legendary 
Judge Roy Bean who was 
both a judge and barkeep.  
There is a small museum in 
town that has various 
historical objects including 
bottles from one of his bars. 
http://www.frontiertimesmuseum.org/ 
 
Many of the older shops and 
houses in Bandera looked 
just like this – some in much 
better condition.  My 
antiquing husband was in 
junk heaven and found a 
1930s Texas license plate.  
We had a nice lunch in a BBQ 
restaurant – not our usual 
choice but yummy. 



 

 
 
We were sad to leave Bandera.  The weather was sharp but very sunny.  Back in San Antonio it was freezing for two 
nights but at least, at our resort, the heating was blasting out.  On reflection, I think it would be a great family resort 
with a heated outside pool (very rare in Texas) and the kids were having great fun running in icy conditions into the 
steaming pool.  Most of them were very well behaved and I know I am an old curmudgeon – do you get female 
curmudgeons?  Maybe sourpuss is a better description… 
 

The bar on the right looked like it would be a blast.  It would 
have been lovely to have stayed in Bandera.  Below is the 
beautifully green River Medina that crosses the edge of town.  
There were rather feisty geese and ducks, dogs and people. 

The Antique Mall of Bandera was really fun; free coffee, 
endless vendors and cool stuff.  It stocked everything 
from antique clothing to arrow heads.  There were 
multiple levels and it was very easy to lose your spouse.  
They also had one of these giant Bandera cats. 



 
 

 

These are night and day views of the lovely terrace at the 
Hyatt resort.  At night one couple, who must have been 
northern snow birds, lit a mesquite fire around the tree.  
We couldn’t even bear to walk for five minutes in the cold 
– wusses. 
We were kind of relieved to set off on the long drive back 
to Corpus Christi to get our flight back to Houston.  This 
time we went on the old route and it was a real eye-
opener.  We crossed over the Eagleford Shale and it was 
just frenetic with oil drilling.  There were many new hotels 
in small communities, RV camps and also the basic bunker 
camps. 
Much like North Dakota, it must be very strange for the 
locals to have all this new activity in sleepy rural towns.  I 
wonder what will happen as the oil price plummets 
down?  Next post from California, Love Kerry xxx 


