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Cisco, Texas 

 

Trip report from Otto Wende and wife  

and daughters Hattie and Meta 

--- 

 On Thursday morning, December 2, at 

6:00 o’clock we left our home in Cisco and 

went on a journey. Our first destination 

was La Pryor. Between Mason and Boerne 

we saw nice hills overgrown with trees, 

which shone in all colors of yellow, 

orange, and the best red. Between were 

green cedars; it looked beautiful. (But 

already on our return trip all this glory was 

gone, and one could sing: “The leaves are 

falling from the trees, the delicate summer 

leaves, the world with its dreams, 

crumbling in ashes and dust.”) Between 

the hills lay green cereal grain fields, 

interspersed with scattered and large herds 

– some sheep, some goats. Here and there 

you saw a beautiful property. Most of the 

houses are built out of natural stone; it all 

looked so comfortable. When we passed 

Fredericksburg we stopped by a historical 

marker to eat lunch. On this historical 

marker you could read that the Indians in 

the year 1837 were moved over the hills, 

and in the year 1846 the Germans settled 

there to build a colony. Then we went 

further on to Boerne. From here on we 

passed all over the place many Mexican 

families, who it seemed, had moved home 

from the best cotton-picking. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 About 12 o’clock we came to San 

Antonio, then went on to Uvalde and La 

Pryor, where we arrived at brother 

Traugott Dubes at 4:30. The entire family 

was at home, except for one son (Arnold, 

who is at A & M College). From there, for 

the next little bit, we then drove around the 

area. We saw the big spinach fields; one 

field had no less than 2000 acres, all under 

irrigation. The water was pumped by 

electric machines into large tanks prepared 

for this purpose, and from there distributed 

to the land. The spinach could be seen in 

different sizes; some were ready to cut, 

others were recently sown. This gives 

ongoing employment to Mexican families.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We also saw a field of tomatoes and also 

approximately so large a portion in sweet 

peppers, which were frozen, laden with 

fruit. There also the Mexicans were busy, 

pulling out the frozen tomato plants, 

shaking them out, and piling them up to 

burn. There were still a lot of good, ripe as 

well as green tomatoes under them. We 

picked up a good meal for dinner and took 

them with us to the house. In general it 

rarely freezes there at this time of the year. 

Later we also encountered a big herd of 

cattle, all “White Face” and all in good 

condition. From this it can be seen, that it 

must be a good area for cattle. We also 

went to the Nueces River and saw the 

many large pecan trees and we had some 

nuts. Then on the way home we drove up 

to John Michalks (brother Traugott’s 

parents-in-law), who have a big family of 

10 children. All except for the fifth 

daughter, Florina, have left home.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The next morning we thought we 

needed to take our leave and got away at 

9:00 o’clock; our next destination was 

McAllen. Already at Catarina we saw 

several extensive orange gardens with 

much pretty fruit on them, which are 

beginning to ripen. There were already 

several bushels set out to sell along the 

road. From Laredo we drove the “border 

road” and along the way we also drove 

through a rain shower, which made our 

way slippery in places. We were told that 

this was the shortest route; when it rained 

we were not so sure, but everything will 

soon turn into “paved highway” because 

big stretches have already been completed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We arrived in McAllen at about 4:00 

o’clock. I had not been here for 11 years 

and it has since then changed mightily. At 

first we could not find our way back; it 

took a while before we found the residence 

of T. J. Kapplers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

We arrived in McAllen at about 4:00 

o’clock. I had not been here for 11 years 

and it has since then changed mightily. At 

first we could not find our way back; it 

took a while before we found the residence 

of T. J. Kapplers. During the evening it 

began to rain and it rained through the 

entire night. The next morning (Sunday) 

we went to church before noon, and in the  

afternoon we drove around the area. We 

went out to Edelman’s garden, were there 

are about 10,000 trees in one garden. They 

have their own packing plant and orange 

crusher. When everything is going right 

they can finish shipping 15 freight loads in 

one day; that is, wash, dry, then artificially 

polish and ripen them, through which they 

get the nice, shiny yellow color. This is all 

accomplished by big machines, except for 

packing into the boxes. The substandard 

oranges (those that are too small, too large 

and uneven) go to the “crusher” where the 

juice is squeezed out and filled into bottles. 

The peels go through the mill were they 

are ground and dried, filled into sacks, and 

then ready for cattle feed.  

 

 

 

From here we went out to the cactus 

garden, which is over two acres big, and 

you should be able to find 1500 different 

cactuses there. We also saw beautiful birds 

there, light blue and light green. For dinner 

we were at brother Ernst Dube and family. 

The next night we were with the sister-in-

law Mrs. Gerhard Dube and family. The 

next morning we said goodbye to 

everyone.  

 

Everything went well for us; only the time 

was too short. On Tuesday morning at 8:00 

o’clock, laden with fruit, we started our 

way home. Our plan was to stop in Bishop 

for a day, but it soon started to rain, and it 

had already rained earlier in Bishop, so we 

had some anxiety and thought the safest 

way was to go home, and that is what we 

did. When we got to San Antonio we 

already had sunshine again; we arrived 

there at 2 o’clock. By 5:00 o’clock in 

Mason and by 9:00 o’clock we arrived 

safely at home. So ended a short, yet for 

us, interesting journey. Thanks again for 

the good hospitality extended to us. 

 

   Mrs. Annie Wende  

 

Translated by Richard Noack 
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