
POSTCARD FROM WACO 

 
INDIAN BLANKET FLOWERS AT CALVERT 

One of the awesome new experiences for travelers to Texas is the wonderful wildflowers that grow along the verges of 
most of the roads in springtime.  The most famous is the Bluebonnet which flowers first but on this trip it was swathes of 
Indian Blanket flowers -  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gaillardia_pulchella  I was traveling on the TX 6 northwards to 
Waco and it was blissful compared to usual traffic chaos in and around Houston – 75 mph with no stress, music on and 
wildflowers galore.  This particular verge was at Calvert, a small town on the TX 6. 

 
Nature’s Art was a cornucopia of new and old treasures and I loved the blue shop with the laundry day window dressing. 



I couldn’t resist poking around the cabinets and shelves of Nature’s Art and found an arrowhead.  Recently there have 
been some very old arrowheads found in central Texas that change some of our knowledge about the original people 
who settled here.  My husband had dithered over buying one in Bandera in case they weren’t real.  I talked with the 
charming owner who told me that her husband picks up the arrowheads because he knows which ones are authentic.  
To add to the provenance (or perhaps just my travelogue), the last one was bought by a Native American.  The lady 
seemed delighted that I, too, was part Native American.  Then the sparkle of unusual gemstones caught my eye and I 
bought an Alexandrite ring – it is a blue-purple clear stone. 
The blue store with the washing was not open but it brought back wonderful scented memories of helping my Nana do 
the washing with a very similar old machine.  You had to wash everything in the drum, then rinse it separately and finally 
put it through the mangle to take most of the water out.  It seemed like fun to me but it was bloody hard work!  It took 
all day to do but at least the mangle half-ironed the clothes before you put them on the washing line.  At the end the 
kitchen was always flooded but at least the floor got washed…  Calvert was a fascinating little place that must have been 
a glamorous place, back in the day.  Some of the early inhabitants were French which is not so common in Texas. 

 
Waco is small city and I quickly found the Hotel Indigo which was a beautiful boutique hotel in a slightly odd location.  It 
was very close to the Baylor campus and I guess those were the guests they are aiming at.  Downtown Waco looks like it 
is transitioning into a funky place to hang out on the river but the hotel was right next to a food kitchen for homeless 
people.  I had no problem with that but the contrast was unusual.  If anything, I probably felt guilty about being able to 
stay at fancy hotel when some people have no food.  The staff was really charming and it was the quietest hotel I have 
ever stayed at.  It had a bar and bistro which had tasty good food. We have some old ‘blue’ laws in Texas and I was 
amused that the waitress was unwilling to give me my glass of wine when my vodka diet wasn’t finished. I slugged it 
down; lady-like, eh? http://www.urbanspoon.com/r/325/1677788/restaurant/Brazos-Bar-Bistro-Waco   I noticed some 
incredibly rude Australian guests who were at a convention or some such.  They ordered a pizza from outside, brought 
their own wine, sat outside on the bistro’s patio, then asked for wine glasses and napkins from the bemused bar staff.  I 
hope they at least left a good tip… 

This fascinating historical sign piqued my interest further. It 
seems incredulous that 24 Chinese families were brought to 
this remote part of Texas in 1874.  Even more astonishing 
were the other settlers from the Canary Islands (Spanish on 
the North African coast) and Cuba, amongst others – wow!  
Houston is now the most ethnically diverse city in the US as 
you would know if you ever took a taxi downtown.  One 
lovely Sudanese refugee happily reversed on a highway to 
get us to our hotel – just like living in Egypt! 
I was sorry to leave Calvert but the road journey was fun.  
For the first time, I saw a flock of sheep in Texas, including 
Jacob’s sheep (cute fluffy brown and white sheep).  If I 
hadn’t been driving so fast I would have pulled over to see a 
field of baby longhorn cattle.  All too soon, I saw the signs 
for Waco and came in via the Baylor University Campus.  It 
was very fancy with one of the buildings looking like a 
Mormon Temple.  Later a student bartender (who didn’t go 
to Baylor) told me that it costs up to $20,000 a semester; 
thank goodness Glasgow College of Technology was cheap… 



The next day I went to Cameron Park Zoo right in the middle of Waco on the river’s edge.  It was a ‘good’ zoo with many 
certifications but I think they could have done better.  The zoo in Austin has signs asking you not to shout at the animals 
– the kids were very noisy.  Some of the enclosures were really huge but one had smaller cats pacing with not enough 
space to retreat from people.  It is always a hard balance for even a good zoo to allow you to see the animals but provide 
enough space/retreat for them to feel comfortable.  Most of the animals seemed as happy as rescued critters can be 
and posed beautifully. 

 

No wonder everyone loves Meerkats – they are adorable.  Mr. Bear was 
in a huge enclosure happily surrounded by dozens of vultures.  I think 
this vulture friend was saying, “Any snacks in your toes?” 

The otter, left, is trying to escape his own enclosure into the next (neck through the wire).  
The lemurs below were on a trek to the other side of their enclosure.  Look at those tails! 



 
I crossed the River Brazos from the zoo to have a cold beer at Manny’s Mexican restaurant (outside deck).  The Hispanic 
waiter couldn’t understand my request for a Bohémia beer, confusingly made in Mexico.  I attempted to ask for it in 
Spanish and he looked at me blankly – he didn’t speak Spanish but hadn’t heard a Scottish accent before. 

 

Then I went to the Carleen Bright Arboretum in Woodway, Waco, where I 
liked the plant lady and had great fun cuddling the Arboretum cat. 



I bet by now you are thinking, ‘I didn’t think there was anything to do in Waco?’  I paid $4 to get access to the beach at 
Waco Lake.  You could also take your boat out.  I walked along the sand looking for photo opportunities and two 
tattooed middle-aged men were behaving like teenagers – staring at me, giggling and drinking beer on the beach.  Then 
a turkey vulture bomb-dived me – I guess I was either near a nest or his prey? 

 

This is the turkey vulture circling to have another go at me.  He 
should have taken a trip to the zoo where I saw this lovely 
turkey.  Below – a fisherman taking advantage of the trees. 



My favorite part of Waco was the Texas Rangers Museum.  It was utterly fascinating.  I wasn’t really sure of their exact 
role in law enforcement.  This is the first paragraph of a page long list of their duties. 
The activities of the Texas Ranger Division consist primarily of making criminal and special investigations; 
apprehending wanted felons; suppressing major disturbances; the protection of life and property; and rendering 
assistance to local law enforcement officials in suppressing crime and violence. 

 
St Francis Roman Catholic Church, Waco 

It wouldn’t be a Chatty Kerry travelogue without finding a church.  This was a lovely old Mission style church – quite 
unusual for this part of Texas.  I loved the ornate wooden door with the blue tiles and orange walls – so exotic.  I lit two 
candles; one for my mum and one for a friend who has cancer.   

Texas is the only state which was an independent republic and they had their 
own money!   This handsome fellow was one of many Tejano Rangers and the 
only Hispanic who looks like he could be one of my relatives.   



 
Do you think they were Catholic Ducks – they have six beautiful ducklings?  

 
I just couldn’t stop taking photographs – what a wonderful place Waco is!  Top left, Checkered White on yellow 

flower; below left, an old Dr. Pepper’s truck at the museum and above, Scottish gravestone at the oldest cemetery. 

I hope that now when you think of Waco there are visions of bears, handsome Rangers, beautiful churches and one of 
the loveliest rivers.  Finally, in the Spice Village http://www.spicewaco.com/ I asked some local folks where I could get a 
good cup of coffee.  One lady said. “What about Dichotomy’s – it has a bar and coffee counter”.  I replied, “That would 
be the dichotomy, then,” laughing.  She just looked at me blankly – I think she thought it was a Greek place!  It was really 
good, BTW.  Kerry xxx 

 


