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Growing Up In Bandera

By Glenn Clark
The Bandera Prophet

Head north on Main Street and turn west on Pecan. Go four blocks and 
you will arrive at the place of my raisin'.  
Now lots of changes have taken place around the neighborhood since my 
childhood. The trail leading down to the river just one block from our 
house is no longer accessible. As a kid I used that path to get to the old 
gravel road leading to the Mayan Ranch. Everything a kid needed was 
right there in that little stretch of the Medina River. Fishing, swimming, 
tubing and worm digging all right there in that tiny paradise.
If you add in the chance of running into Mr. Deskin doing his daily walk 
you would be rewarded with a root beer barrel or tootsie roll. If I was 
struggling while trying to dig fishing worms with my broken handle old 
shovel Doc Gray would lend me his spading fork for a bit.  
If the Hay Boys were hauling dirt from the area, the worms were pretty 
easy to pick out of the soil they had loosened with their front end loader. 
Their old truck with the noisy exhaust would give me a heads-up when 
they passed by our house if I wasn't already on the river. That wasn't 
very often as I recall. I can remember my mom telling me I couldn't just 
live on the river all the time. Still I gave it my best shot.
Across Pecan Street from our house where today stands Kingdom Hall 
of Jehovah's Witnesses, there was a small log structure that served as a 
corn crib for some of my ancestors. Around the corner on Eighth Street 
was a cypress board hay barn. Behind the house was a horse corral made 
of rails which was removed shortly after my folks bought the property 
from my great uncle Phil Kindla.  



Down at the end of the block at the corner of Eighth and Hackberry was 
where Kasper Mazurek lived with his wife and three good looking 
granddaughters. The girls had a brother named Victor and I would use a 
visit with him as an excuse to gain access to the property but Kasper 
would end my visits pretty quickly as I recall. I can assure you my 
intentions were as honorable as any other teen boy in town as Kasper 
would find out later when my buddy Darrell Faglie would come calling.
A good bit of my early days around the neighborhood along with my 
brother Eddie were spent playing baseball with the Martinez brothers 
Angel, Joey and Johnny. Jesse was just a baby in diapers back then and 
sometimes Angel's mom added babysitting to his ball playing time. I 
laugh thinking back to how Jesse would scream and cry when Angel 
would hand him to me to hold while he took his turn at batting. Angel 
and Joey found this to be hilarious. Me not so much.
All those early years of Growing Up In Bandera while attending St. 
Joseph Catholic School will forever bring happy memories to mind for 
me. I see those as the innocent years before we encountered the real 
outside world.
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