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NOW OPEN

101 South Main St, Ste A
Boerne, Texas 78006

830-428-6736

101 South Main St, Ste B
Boerne, Texas 78006

830-388-0004

SMALL BATCH COFFEE, BY VETERANS FOR PATRIOTS
BRCC imports the highest quality beans from around the world and roasts 

them here in America.

NOW OPEN ON MAIN ST.,
NEXT TO MONTECHEMA FIREARMS



Perfect lock and leave, second home 

opportunity! Beautiful Sitterle home 

in the Fairways section of Cimarron 

Hills. 2 bed, 2.5 bath (Office/Study has 

pull out couch (queen size) and can be 

used a 3 bedroom). Enjoy a day on the 

course or courts then take in the golf 

course views from your “Texas-sized” 

back porch. 

Kris Norwine
Realtor®
c :: 512-710-9216
o :: 512.900.9905
e: kris@supreme1realty.com
w: www.krisnorwine.com

109 GRAND OAKS LN. • GEORGETOWN 
$549,900  |  MLS #: 8477684
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236 S. Main St.  |  Boerne, TX  |  210.452.4720

Where Beer and History Come Together!
The perfect union of great beer & food

NOW OPEN
FRIDAY, SATURDAY, AND SUNDAY



Kevin Beitchman DDS, MS

Orthodontist
25 FM 3351 S.  •  Boerne, TX 78006

830-229-5444
www.beitchmanortho.com

Just around the corner from Voss Middle School

118 S. Main St. • Boerne, TX
Open Daily 10am-5pm

Sun. 12pm-4pm

FOUR GREAT LOCATIONS
TO SERVE YOU

Boerne • Gruene • Bandera 
New Braunfels

And Always Online!
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BRINGING WELLNESS
TO THE WORLD
Our hemp-based CBD products at CBD 

American Shaman Boerne Hill Country 

can trigger the body in a positive way. 

We ensure you’re getting a high-quality 

product with our edibles, tinctures, and 

other goods that are made with ultra-

concentrated, terpene-rich hemp oil. We 

even have CBD products for your pets, so 

be sure to ask about treats for your dog!

Mon. - Fri. 10:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m.                    Sat.   10:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m.

31007 I-10 West, Ste. #108  •  (830) 368-5020  •  www.boernecbdstore.com
Se habla español  •  10% discount to military, veterans & first responders with ID

All Products

Realize your dream of a Healthy
Mind, Body & Spirit.

VISIT OUR

STORE FOR A

FREE
SAMPLE

and mention this

ad for 10% OFF

your purchase.

Come check out our new products!
New This Month: Lemon & Carrot Cake Edibles and Soft Doggy Treats ][
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Marjorie Hagy History
Marjorie is a bibliophile, a 
history nut and an insomniac, 
among several other conditions, 
both diagnosed and otherwise. 
When she's not working 
tirelessly to avoid getting a real 
job, she nurses an obsession 
with her grandson and is 
involved in passing legislation 
restricting the wearing of socks 
with sandals. She is an aspiring 
pet hoarder who enjoys vicious 

games of Scrabble, reading Agatha Christie, and sitting around 
doing nothing while claiming to be thinking deeply. Marjorie 
has five grown children, a poodle to whom she is inordinately 
devoted in spite of his breath, and holds an Explore record for 
never having submitted an article on time. She's been writing 
for us for five years now.

old TiMer Just old timer
The Old Timer tells us he's 
been a resident of Boerne 
since about 1965. He enjoys 
telling people what he doesn't 
like. When not bust'n punks 
he can be found feeding the 
ducks just off Main St. or 
wandering aimlessly in the 
newly expanded HEB. Despite 
his rough and sometimes 
brash persona, Old Timer is 
really a wise and thoughtful 

individual. If you can sort 
through the BS.

CoNTriBUTiNg WriTerS

CoNTeNTS
10 From The Publisher

12 Calendar

16 Art Of

20 Music

24 Badass of the Month

26 Wine Trail

30 History

34 Reflection

36 Art

38 Old Timer

KeNdall d. aaroN 
spiritual
I’m just a normal guy. I’m not a 
theology student, I don’t preach 
in church, and I’ve never written 
a book. I’m just a normal guy 
that thinks, and feels, and is on a 
never-ending journey attempting 
to be the best person I can be. I 
fail frequently at this quest, yet 
each day, the quest continues. 
I’ve lived in Boerne since the late 
‘80s, I’ve got a most beautiful 

wife, three wonderful children, and just really, really love God. 
Thanks for going on my spiritual journey with me.

SaMUel SMiTH
spiritual
Samuel holds a master 
of divinity from a large 
Southern Baptist seminary 
in Fort Worth. He completed 
coursework for a Ph.D. in New 
Testament before he left, too. 
He served various ministries 
from 2005-2016 before 
getting into something more 
straightforward and honest - 
selling cars. 

MaTT KerSH
musiC
Matt Kersh is a freelance writer 
out of Boerne, Texas that 
focuses on almost exclusively 
on the local music scene. Kersh 
is an accomplished musician 
who plays hundreds of shows 
throughout Texas and the 
Southwest United States. 
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the lights shine in a particular way and there’s this smell 
throughout the fairgrounds and damn, it’s humid. The 
band is ok and my drink is lukewarm and the high school 
kids look SO young, and there’s a drunk guy trying to 
dance and I’m just feeling super melancholy tonight. I can 
grab all of these details and file them away subconsciously 
to my memory banks, and they become the picture in 
mind of my memory of Berges Fest.

If I didn’t attend Berges Fest for the next 10 years, only to 
finally return on year 11, would I be home again? Prob-
ably not. The music would be different, the lights wouldn’t 
have the same sparkle, the smells have changed, the kids 
look even younger, the drunk guy is still dancing, but his 
clothes have changed. I’m here again, but it’s not the same. 
And it will never be the same as I remembered it. Because 
I can never go “home” again.

This whole concept used to depress me I think. This 
thought that as soon as a chapter changed, I could never 
return to the same familiarity bothered me. I think that 
we all like thinking that we could move back to our 
hometown and feel this same warm, fuzzy feeling like 
we did when we were a kid. We tend to think in terms of 
such self-importance that we believe that if we’re not in 
our hometown or at the old job or at Berges Fest...that 
those things will somehow cease their growth and remain 
stagnant, patiently awaiting our return. 

And then we realize that each time we return to these 
familiar situations, things have inevitably changed and 
there’s some sense of disappointment that our memories 
no longer align with reality. It is one of the reasons I think 
that we all have such strong desires to go to the beach 
or to go fishing, hunting, or to see the Grand Canyon. 
They are things that don’t change. The experience is 
nearly always just the same as we might remember it. The 
ocean doesn’t change much. The friends around us might 
change, but the sound and the smell and the feeling of the 
ocean are pretty darn constant. Same with fishing or hunt-
ing – the experiences and the locations might change, but 
the activity of fishing is always the same.

Think about it – what’s the last place that you visited again 
and internally critiqued the changes? Heck, the last time 
I went to Lubbock (my college town), I got lost because 
it had changed so much. There were new highways and 
homes and sprawl was everywhere. I had a great time, 
but you better believe that I grumbled that the town was 
WAY better when I was there in the late 90s and early 00s. 
I found the old rathole bar that my brother and I used to 
waste hours, and it was great, but even it had been cleaned 
up and the old drink specials we used to enjoy were 
gone...and it just wasn’t “home” anymore.

Because home is in Boerne, on a sleepy street in a modest 
house, where 3 kids and I live. That’s HOME. For now. 
This is the chapter I’m in right now and when I ultimately 
move away after the kids graduate, I’ll come back through 
Boerne on a random weekend and I’ll complain about 
the growth and the traffic, and I’ll drive by this old house 
and I’ll marvel at the changes to the neighborhood and 
the new strip centers nearby and I’ll undoubtedly exclaim 
“Man, everything is so different now!” Because it would 
no longer be “home”. 

Where are you now? In what chapter do you currently 
find yourself? Take a moment and burn your current 
chapter into your memory. Your home. Your job. The 
ages of your kids. The layout of the living room. The way 
the yard looks. The car you’re driving. Your friends. Your 
struggles. Your celebrations. The challenges. The goals. 
Mentally photograph your life because it will never, ever 
be the same again. Ever. Even if you intend to die in your 
current home, it will not look the same as it does today 
in 20 years. Everything will change. It will still be home, 
but take a look at your home today. It will even change 
by next month (because of the new scratch that your 
husband put into the drywall moving some furniture). 
Everything changes.

You will only pass this way but once. Our lives are not 
a destination, but a journey...even when we think we’ve 
reached the destination. Soak it all in and savor as much 
as you can, even the crappy stuff. It’s part of your journey 
and its yours alone. How can you ever appreciate what 
you have, if you can’t recognize what you HAD?

Welcome to October. I trust we’ve got some cooler tem-
peratures coming, and the seasons are changing. Look 
around your life and the season that you are in, and smile. 
EXPLORE your heart, hug someone, and know that ev-
erything will look different tomorrow.
 
Smiling,

deareST eXPlore reader,
I read a quote one time that has stuck with me. It’s quite 
simplistic, and on its first reading you think to yourself 
“That can’t be true.” But taken in context, I’ve learned it to 
be extremely true.

The quote: You can never go home again.

Again, upon first review you might think to yourself “Of 
course you can go home” but that’s not what it’s address-
ing. It was quoted on a discussion in returning BACK to 
a “home”. Back to your college. Back to your hometown. 
Back to your old job. Back to your old girlfriend. Back to 
your childhood home. No matter what you want to return 
to, it’s never as you left it. Ever. Because even if IT hasn’t 
changed, you have.

When I first left Boerne for college, I would come home 
every few months to hug my folks and do the obligatory 
laundry. In the mid-90s, things were changing even then. 
I would return back and cruise through my old stomp-
ing grounds and say “What in the world?” as I gawked 
at the latest new construction or new stop light or new 
sign. While it seems like Boerne changes when I go away 
for a weekend, my 6 years at college rendered it virtually 
unrecognizable upon my ultimate return. It had already 
changed without me. 

I had a job in the early 2000s that I ultimately left and 
spent a few years doing other things. While visiting the 
area, I stopped by the old job to visit with my old friends, 
and sure, they were still there, but everything else was dif-
ferent. My comfortable old chair that I used to sit in while 
we all shot the breeze was gone, new sterile chairs were 
brought in, things were repainted, there was a new front 
desk girl...I was not at all comfortable and didn’t stick 
around long. It had changed without me.

I set foot in the home I grew up in not 3 weeks ago after 
almost 30 years away from it. My family had long since 
moved on, but as luck would have it, a friend actually 
moved into the house. I went by the house out of sheer 
curiosity and nothing aligned correctly with me. My 
memories of door positions and the size of the fireplace 
and the layout was all wrong from reality and I was 
very thrown off. I remembered a door here and there, I 
remembered the patio looked a certain way, the view from 
the front porch looked a particular way...but none of that 
was reality. Maybe it was at one time, but it wasn’t any-
more. Clearly my memories had not me served me well in 
the past 30 years. Yet again, it had changed without me.

Sometimes I think about this quote while I’m sitting with 
my kids on a mundane evening at Berges Fest. I’m just 
lounging there, enjoying a drink while the kids van-
ish off to flirt with friends, and the music is playing and 

ben@hillcountryexplore.com
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FRESH  |  HEALTHY  |  MADE FROM SCRATCH DAILY

CARRY OUT ORDERS WELCOME
ON ALL MENU ITEMS

Dame Good 
Soups Created

By Czech
Grandmas

Dame Good 
Soups Created

By Czech
Grandmas



October 26 Pumpkin Run 5K/10K and Harvest Festival At 
the ninth annual event, dress in costume and stay 
for the Harvest Festival—a free event following the 
Pumpkin Run. Food, cake walk, and carnival games are 
included. Salvation Army Kroc Center

October 26 A Night at the Museum Enjoy ghost stories, a 
costume contest, food trucks, and live music. Museum of 
Western Art

October 26 Halloween Mystery Dinner Enjoy a night of 
suspense and laughter with a catered meal paired with 
delicious wine. Kerrville Hills Winery

October 31 Family Fright Night Activities include trick or 
treating, games, and a costume contest. Lousie Hays Park 

NEW BRAUNFELS
October 5 Rods at Riley’s Car Show This is a classic 
car and hot rod meet with live music. The event is 
free, and classic cars, hot rods, and motorcycles are 
welcome. Riley’s Tavern

October 10-13 Gruene Music and Wine Fest The 33rd 
annual festival has specially curated wine and beer 
tastings, plus live music. Tickets include three wine-
tastings. Additional tasting tickets are available for 
purchase. No one under age 21 admitted. Gruene 
Historic District

October 18 Donny Edwards in Concert: An Authentic 
Tribute to Elvis Las Vegas Headliner Donny Edwards 
performs a world-renowned tribute to Elvis Presley that 
is one-of-a-kind and should not be missed. Brauntex 
Performing Arts Theatre 

October 19-20 Fall Into Art Festival Over 60 fine art 
vendors are set up in the most adorable setting. The 
fourth annual festival supports and promotes the arts in 
New Braunfels/Comal County. There is fine art, food, 
music, and entertainment. Gruene Lake Village

October 25 John Anderson in Concert John and his 
longtime steel guitar player sing all the classics and tell 
the stories behind the songs. Freiheit Country Store

WIMBERLY
October 5 Market Day More than 450 outdoor booths 
are filled with art, furniture, collectibles, and treasures 
of all kinds. Live music and food and drink make for a 
shopper’s delight. Lions Field

October 17 Susanna’s Kitchen Coffee House Concert 
Series Every third Thursday, talented and well-known 
musicians perform in an intimate venue. Texas Pie 
Company’s famous pies, tamales, pizza, coffee, and 
soft drinks are available. Concerts are held in the 
Fellowship Hall at Wimberley United Methodist 
Church. Wimberley United Methodist Church

October 26-28 Haunted Pioneer Town Enjoy an evening 
of frightful family fun in a Hill Country pioneer setting. 
Pioneer life was hard. It’s even harder when it’s haunted. 
Life on the frontier was a constant struggle with gun 
fights, drought, snakes, coyotes and…ghosts? Perhaps 
these ghosts still dwell in Pioneer Town. Experience 
shivers and shakes with ghouls, ghosts, and other scary 
creatures not often found in your normal pioneer 
village. 7A Ranch Pioneer Town

BLANCO: 
October 26 Arnosky Family Farm Marigold Dance In the 
amazing, open-air barn, enjoy live music with plenty of 
space to dance. Celebrate Dios de los Muertos with fields 
of marigolds in view of the barn. Arnosky Family Farm
October 26 Hill Country Western Showcase Get a glimpse 
into the history of the Texas Hill Country. See antique 
buggies and carriages, re-enactments, knife-throwing 
exhibitions, and chuckwagon cooking. Buggy Barn 
Museum and Pine-Moore Town 

BOERNE
October 5 Boerne Book and Arts Fest Celebrate books and 
literature on Boerne’s Hill Country Mile. Main Plaza 

October 5, 12, 19, 26 Farmers Market at the Cibolo Shop 
fresh local produce, farm fresh eggs, breads, jams, jellies, 
local honey, and Texas Hill Country arts and crafts at 
the historic Herff Farm at the Cibolo Nature Center in 
Boerne. Enjoy free live music, gardening classes, cooking 
demonstrations, and children’s craft activities, too. Herff 
Farm

October 12 Antique Tractor Pull and KurbisFest This is 
a special KurbisFest (Pumpkin Fest in German) that 
includes the annual “Key to the Hills” Tractor Pull. The 
AgriCultural Museum

October 12 Second Saturday Art Beat Boerne shops and 
art galleries team up to bring fine art to the people every 
second Saturday of the month. Look for flashy banners 
displayed through town. Boerne’s Hill Country Mile

October 12-13 Key to the Hills Rod Run The 33rd annual 
event displays fabulous cars on Main Plaza and 
throughout the closure area along the Hill Country 
Mile. Main Plaza 

October 12-13 Boerne Market Days On the second 
weekend of every month, Main Plaza is home to a 
magical outdoor market that blends the traditions of the 
Texas Hill Country with the creations of today’s culture. 
Hundreds of festive booths display everything from 
collectibles and remembrances of the past to modern 
innovations that will bring a smile of wonder to those 
who stroll past. Main Plaza

October 17 A Thirst for Nature Every third Thursday of 
the month, the Cibolo Nature Center hosts a specially 
themed event for guests to learn about the different plant 
and wildlife of Boerne and the Hill Country’s surrounding 
areas. Those who are of age can sip on an adult beverage 
made to match the theme for that month, or choose the 
nonalcoholic version for kids. Cibolo Nature Center

October 19 Concert in the Cave: The Haunted Show The 
Rahim Quazi Trio returns with a wonderfully eerie 
evening in the Queen’s Throne Room down inside the 
Cave Without A Name. Cave Without A Name

October 26 Boerne Boo Celebration Enjoy mule rides, a 
balloon sculptor, face painting, arts and crafts, a bounce 
house, trunk or treat, a costume contest, and a boo-cycle 
contest. Patrick Heath Public Library

BURNET
October 9-12 Burnet Art Festival Spend the weekend in the 
Hill Country with talented artists, and enjoy art showings 
and auctions. Burnet Community Center

October 12 Oktoberfest Enjoy kids activities, vendors, craft 
beer and wine, a food court, and live music all day. Stoney 
LaRue headlines the evening concert. East Jackson Street 

October 12 Fort Croghan Day See reenactments of what life 
was like for early pioneers and settlers. Visitors can try 
their hand at things like making rope, quilting, making 
corn husk dolls, and churning butter. Fort Croghan

COMFORT
October 8 Music in the Park Held the second Tuesday of 
May through October, these free concerts also include 
free drinks provided by Gaddis Methodist Church, the 
co-sponsor of the event with the Chamber of Commerce. 
Bring a lawn chair, enjoy the music, and dance 
too. Comfort City Park

October 15-31 Scarecrow Invasion Unique, fun, and 
creative scarecrows invade the town of Comfort every 
October. Visitors can see them in front of local businesses 
and homes. This is an annual tradition, and the entries are 
judged in several categories. The best viewing is in mid- to 
late October Various locations

October 26 Harvest Moon Celebration Harvest Moon 
Celebration is an old-world Halloween and harvest 
festival offering a full day of food, crafts, entertainment, 
kids’ activities, nature and agricultural education, 
demonstrations, and contests. Last Chance Forever hosts 
exciting bird of prey demonstrations and an owl walk 
after dark. Enjoy music and dancing in the evening. 
Costumes are encouraged. Muleshoe Farm & Ranch Trust

FREDERICKSBURG
October 12 Oktober Market Shop local vendors while 
sipping a chai latte, butter beer, or fall sangria crafted 
with Messina Hof ’s award-winning wines. Get in the 
Oktoberfest spirit with German food pairings from 
Messina Hof, or enjoy delicious eats from a food truck. 
This event is free to public. Messina Hof Hill Country 
Winery

KERRVILLE
October 3 Symphony of the Hills: “Swan Songs”A 
professional symphony orchestra performs a concert that 
blends classical with contemporary. A wine and cheese 
reception precedes the concert. Cailloux Theater

October 4 First Friday Wine Share A fun way to meet new 
or different wines, people, and places of business or art. 
Bring no more than one bottle of wine per couple and a 
glass. Gardens at the Ridge

October 5 Kerr County 4-H Wild Game Dinner Enjoy a feast 
of wild game, chicken, or catfish. Auction and raffle are 
included. Kerr County Hill Country Youth Event Center

October 11-13 James Avery Invitational Golf Tournament A 
54-hole, two-man golf tournament played over three 
days. Comanche Trace Golf Course

October 12 Kerr County Market Days Peruse an indoor 
marketplace of vendors with original handcrafted goods, 
artwork, and homegrown plants and produce. Kerr 
County Hill Country Youth Event Center

October 25 Movies in the Park: “Monsters Inc.” Load up the 
car and bring the kids, blankets, chairs, and flashlights for 
a free evening outside at the movies. Lousie Hays Park

October 25-27 Kerr County Fair and Carnival/Midway The 
40th annual event includes judged creative arts exhibits, 
4-H prospect show, bull riding, carnival and midway, 
parade, dance, vendors, and children’s activities. Kerr 
County Hill Country Youth Event Center

AREA EVENTS geT oUT aNd eNjoy THe greaT TeXaS Hill CoUNTry!
The most comprehensive events calendar. Send submissions to info@hillcountryexplore.com 
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Hailstorm Damage?
Shelter  Pro Has You Covered.

Call for a FREE inspection today!

• Windows
• Gutters
• Siding
• Painting
• Repairs
• Garage Doors

(7663)

Residential & Commercial 
Roofing

San Antonio Roofing Contractor & Storm
Restoration Expert Since 1984

www.ShelterProContracting.com





derenda shewbert, owner of CBd american shaman in Boerne (next to 
toyota) is on the forefront for one of the hottest natural remedies in recent 
memory. through a series of events, shewbert now spends her days 
growing her own business, working closely with her customers, and going 
home satisfied that she is helping people enjoy better and healthier lives.

ART OF THE 
ALTERNATIVE

D
By Ben Schooley

She begins, “Let me tell you – it was really a life changing moment.  I took my mom to a 
CBD Shaman store in Lubbock in January of 2019. As soon as I walked in the door, my 
heart and my soul had found what I had supposed to be doing. I just knew it. My mom 
had terrible bone-on-bone knee ailments that caused her a lot of pain, and within 10 
minutes of putting the cream on her knee, she was no longer in pain.”

Shewbert moved to the area in 1994 due to her husband’s work and set out to create a 
very successful real estate career. In the spring of 2015 her husband developed COPD, 
and Shewbert’s priorities shifted quickly. “I tried to be a realtor and caregiver for him. 
That became more and more difficult as his struggles advanced. My last real estate deal 
was in 2016, and I lost him in November of 2017.” After taking some time to recover, 
Shewbert knew that she had some large decisions to make.

“I had been wondering what I was going to do next, and then I fell into this CBD 
concept. I didn’t know what I wanted to do, but I knew I didn’t want to do real estate 
anymore. It was just too much stress. I wanted to simplify my life. I wanted to do 
something that I enjoyed doing, loved, and had fun, and I wanted to help people. I can 
tell you that I absolutely love what I do now.”

Following her trip to Lubbock, Shewbert began going through the steps to apply to offer 
the products and to become a vendor and begin the foundational work for her new 
business. Though it wasn’t always easy. She continues, “I immediately began looking for 
a location. Nobody in Boerne would lease to me initially. They told me that they didn’t 
want my kind of clientele in their strip centers. They thought I was a head shop, basically. 
But I moved forward with designing and picking out materials. My landlord here 
understood what I was wanting to do, and he’s been a great supporter of me going into 
business. This is my first ever attempt at retail and it hasn’t been easy, but I’ve had some 
great people around me.”

So a mere 6 months after her visit to a CBD American Shaman location, Shewbert 
opened her own. As the customers have frequented her business, she explains that there 
are some familiar questions with most of them. She explains, “A lot of people just want 
sleep. CBD is great for that because it relaxes you. It helps you quiet your mind for 
attention and focus. I tell them how it works and CBD isn’t a magic pill or oil – it gets 
into your system and it fires up your neurotransmitters and it helps your body heal itself. 
We’ve been deprived of hemp for 80-something years and our bodies were designed to 
have it. Stress is the other thing – anxiety. You do half a dropper in the mornings and it 
calms your mind down, your body down, to where it gives you a little bit of a chilled out 
effect. I can tell when they start feeling it because their shoulders start to relax and they 
say WOW – I  feel better. It’s not magic, it’s just something that we need in our bodies.”

And Shewbert is loving her new passion and mission. “Knowing that this is MINE, and 
it’s up to me to make it work is what gets me out of bed. Outside of helping people, the 
responsibility of it is bigger than I expected, and I”m having a ball doing it, and so long 
as I’m loving it, I’m going to keep doing it. I never once think about real estate, even after 
doing it for 23 years, so that should tell you how much fun I’m having with it.”

Shewbert is actively looking for expansion locations everywhere from San Antonio to 
Kerrville as the demand continues to grow. While she has had day-to-day challenges and 
growing pains that exist in every business, Shewbert is thankful for the adventure she is 
being afforded. She finishes, “I’m working on this 7 days a week. Sure it’s hard, but I’m 
having the time of my life. My granddaughter even comes to work with me, each day is 
so exciting for me, and I’m truly having the time of my life.”

CBD American Shaman
31007 I-10 #108
Boerne, TX 78006
www.boernecbdstore.com
(830) 368-5020
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UTILIZING MORE MARKETING TOOLS THAN ANY 
OTHER REALTOR® IN THE AREA.

LET’S START A CONVERSATION TODAY | 210.777.2075
www.theschooleygroup.com

Ben Schooley, REALTOR®

Brokerage – Boerne, TX

Perfectly located only a short walk from downtown Boerne and some of the best shopping and dinning venues in the Texas Hill Country. This beautiful 4 /4 Town House is perfectly 
suited for just about anyone with a huge living area and over sized bedrooms both upstairs and down. There is also a giant two car garage for secure parking and extra storage space. 
This is one of the most comfortable and affordable property’s on the market in Boerne and it is certain not to last long. Beautiful!! Don’t wait. Listing provided by Coldwell Banker D’Ann 
Harper Realtors

424 HERFF ST.
$340,000

108 COTERIE PL.
$400,000

Stunning home on the golf course in Tapatio Springs. This recently remodeled home is virtually a new home in a beautiful established neighborhood. Large Master suite with access to 
back patio. Office could easily be a third bedroom. Large laundry room with lots of storage. Unique workshop and additional room/storage area off the patio. Fabulous Kitchen with 
two refrigerators, double ovens, induction heat cooktop, wine cooler, soft close cabinets with lots of pull outs. Truly a relaxing garden home! Listing provided by Solid Realty Group

28926 FAIRS GATE
$460,000

Home features soaring ceilings, open floor plan, cozy brick fireplace, large covered patio overlooking a double greenbelt! This home offers an abundance of living spaces with separate 
game room, office and media rooms. All bedrooms are downstairs with only the media room and a half bath being upstairs. Single owner home which was custom built with over 
$125,000 worth of upgrades! Listings provided by Solid Realty Group
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MUSIC

The way Kylie managed motherhood alongside the busy, 
unpredictable, trying life of a singer songwriter was 
something special to behold. As Corbie grew, when she 
was at her mother’s shows, she became a staple in the 
performance for at least one duet with her sweet mama.

Kylie was one of those people that made an impression 
upon people without having to try, which I think is the 
best way to make an impression that matters. Her smile 
was like a beacon; I can remember thinking how beautiful 
she was right after we first met.

There are plenty of beautiful people in this world, and 
there are a number of beautiful souls, though it’s often 
sadly uncommon to encounter someone where the beauty 
is both in body and soul, which creates a being that is 
truly special. A being that makes you feel a little better 
about life, and all that’s hard in this world. She seemed to 
have the innate ability to find the silver lining, even when 
I noticed a hint of pain behind those great, big, blue eyes.

Over the years, the times I spent with her weren’t as 
frequent as I would have liked, but when you had time 
around Kylie Rae, she had an uncanny way of lifting your 
spirits. This was never more true than when she sang. She 
was that rare breed of what I like to call the “Musical
Trifecta.” She was skilled at her instrument, the guitar, 
she could pen a song that spoke from the soul, and had a 
voice that cut right through all the noise in the world and 
hit you in the heart.

Like so many, I was devastated by the news of her tragic 
death, especially in the way it happened. Heartbroken as 
well for the lives affected even beyond Kylie’s significant 
sphere of lives she touched. To think of all the wonderful 
songs she had yet to write and share that are gone with 
her is incredibly sad, but to anyone that knew her, the 
inimitable light she shone wherever she went is the 
greatest loss of all.

“Kylie Rae had started what would become her 1st record 
when she was 19. It wasn’t going the way she thought it 
should be, and our mutual friend Bobby Duncan had her 
talk to me. I finished that record with her, because when I 
heard her voice, I thought it was one of the coolest things 
I had ever heard. It had soul, of course, but also beauty 
and wisdom. Her voice got to me, always. And a couple 

of these songs had some promise, too. Introspective 
and wise, especially for her age. One morning, while we 
were mixing the record, she came in with a song she had 
written the night before. It was called “Change,” and every 
verse was perfect. I immediately got the Mystiqueros 
together the next day to record the song so we could have 
it on the record. To me, that song was a turn for her to 
another level of expression. She never looked back.

‘Kylie and I stayed friends, with a bond that comes with a 
first record. I was another sort of uncle that cared about 
her progress, her art, and well-being. I really just delighted 
in her gifts; her songs, that voice, her easy laugh, and how 
she adored Corbie. Losing her is terrible. Losing her how we 
lost her, and this other beautiful young woman Maria from 
Taos, is tragic beyond words. Bonnie Bishop told me that 
all of this is Kylie Rae’s worst nightmare, and I think that’s 
true. A loss for so many, at the deepest levels. I’ll treasure 
my memories of singing with her all over Texas and beyond, 
and watching her with Corbie. I’ll miss her voice, her smile, 
and that great laugh.”
—Walt Wilkins

“Kylie was one of those beautiful open souls. People were 
drawn to her light. Her songs were honest and raw, her 
voice was my favorite, and singing with her was a joy. She 
loved and lived for the music and for her precious Corbie. 
It’s been hard imagining a world without her in it, and so I 
won’t. I’ll sing and share her songs and remember the light 
she brought to our lives. I sure will miss my friend, but she 
will never be forgotten.”
—Courtney Patton

“Kylie was just this ball of light and energy. Her voice 
was pure gold, but her soul and personality somehow 
always outshined it. She had this infectious smile that just 
stuck with you. I fell in love with her as a songwriter and 
musician the night we met some 10 or 12 years ago. We 
sat on a front porch in Stephenville and traded songs and 
stories until the sun came up. She was an amazing friend, 
mother, and musical sister. There will always be a little hole 
in the music scene with her gone.”
—Mike Stanley

“Kylie Rae was a wonderful soul. I loved seeing her. I loved 
her writing. I loved her style, her grace, and her joyous 

spirit. God... and that voice... powerful and achingly 
beautiful.”
—Tina Wilkins

“I had the honor of sharing the stage with Kylie for nearly 
15 years. It is an honor I will miss tremendously. Every 
time a show with Kylie came up, I never hesitated to take 
it. It was magic to stand back and watch her command the 
moment. Our music community lost a truly special talent. 
One that was on track to transcend the seemingly endless 
state highways between bar and restaurant and listening 
room. But, we also lost a dear friend. I will miss her voice 
and her words, but more than that I will miss the moments 
shared off stage. Before and after shows.
The random phone calls in excitement over a new song or 
project. The loss of those moments will sting for quite some 
time. I loved Kylie very much, and I will miss her.”
—Bobby Duncan

“Kylie Rae, thank you for being an inspiration of a life 
well-lived/loved. You were always so kind to me and others. 
When we’d see each other or perform together you would 
give so many compliments and gush about my voice that 
it made me blush! But that’s just who you were, everyone’s 
biggest fan, and you were ours. You had a way of making 
people feel extra special, especially when you were around 
them because you radiated this energy that was always 
so good. Your smile was beautiful and bigger than Texas. 
And you gave kisses and hugs full of warmth and when 
you laughed it was from your belly and was seriously 
contagious! You were an extraordinary woman whom I 
idolized and will forever look up to, even though you made 
me feel like one of your dear friends. That’s how sweet 
you were, and even more talented and driven, which was 
remarkable. You were one badass female, mama, soul sister, 
singer, songwriter, and musician. I got my guitar out of my 
case today that had been collecting dust for months so that 
I could sing to you, up in the heavens because that’s how 
you made every one of us who was honored enough to get 
to know you feel like, high in the heavens. I’m so grateful 
for you and proud of the big waves you made during your 
journey here. You were special and I’m so sad you’re gone. 
We’re gonna miss you like crazy and spread your light the 
best we know how!”
—Haley Cole

I first met Kylie 
rae Harris in 
New Braunfels a 
handful of years 
ago at river 
road icehouse. 
it wasn’t all that 

long after the birth of her sweet Corbie. 
Corbie was Kylie’s joy, and remains just 
that to everyone who loved her mother, 
both in life and in death. Corbie grew up 
not just close to the music, but in the 
music, as it was in her mother as she 
grew inside her womb.

ARTIST OF THE MONTH:
Kylie Rae Harris

I

By Matt Kersh
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Kendall Woods Dental

George E. Metz III, DDS • Michael Hoeppner, DDS

830-229-5581

25 FM 3351 South
Boerne, Texas 78006
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Services Include:
Weight Loss Management
Laser Lipo
Lipo Cavitation
Vshape Body Contouring And Cellulite Reduction
Cryo Coolsculpting 
Vacuum Therapy
Fibroblast Plasma Pen
Cryoskin Slimming And Body Toning

Specializing In
Non-Invasive Weight Loss Treatments

Office: 210-730-6302
Cell: 830-719-9733
Fax: 210-455-5232
ForeverYoungByGrace@gmail.com
www.ForeverYoungByGrace.com

31007 IH-10 West, Suite #116
Boerne, TX 78006 

227 N Loop 1604 East, Suite #150
San Antonio, TX 78232
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texans are some strong folks, and always have been. We have 
countless stories of men and women that have thumbed their noses 
at authority (or made their own “authority”) and broke out on some 
amazing adventures. eXplore has chosen to celebrate a few of these 
folks with a new little section we’ll just call “the Badass of the month.” 
may you learn something new and renew your pride in the people and 
stories that makes texas as awesome as it is.

BADASS OF
THE MONTH

T

BADASS
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Our first honoree is none other than John Paul Stapp. If 
you wanted to create a list of crazy people that willingly 
strapped themselves onto crazy machines, designed 
to go faster than a .45 bullet, just to see if they could 
survive it, then you’d put Stapp as the first name on your 
list. Literally a human crash test dummy, he also was 
responsible for the invention and integration of the safety 
belt (if you were riding a rocket at 600mph, you’d want a 
safety belt, too) and holds countless records. 

Stapp was born in 1910 to missionairies from 
Texas while in Brazil, and then was raised in Texas, 
attending school and graduating from universities 
here. He received a slew of advanced degrees including 
Biophysics, and then picked up an MD when he wasn’t 
writing theoretical physics articles so complicated 
they’d make your eyes roll back.

From there, Stapp enlisted in the Army Air Corps in 1944, 
where the fun really began.

Altitude and Decompression Sickness
While studying the effects of altitude and decompression 
on pilots, Stapp ingeniously decided to test this by 
stripping a B-17 bomber down to its skeleton and then 
flew it for 65 straight hours with no cockpit…just to see 
what happened. After somehow not dying by freezing to 
death nor having his skull explode from the pressure, he 
discovered that huffing pure oxygen 30 minutes prior to 
takeoff could help pilots fly even higher. This discovery 
led to the development of high-altitude spy planes and 
strategic bombers. Oh yeah, it also helped with the start of 
the Space Program.

Rapid Deceleration
Colonel Doctor Stapp decided then to study ways to help 
pilots survive plane crashes. He also wanted to know 
how many G’s the human body could survive. Common 
knowledge at that time was that 18 G’s was the maximum. 
So he built a rocket sled (yes, a rocket sled) that upon its 
first test, flew off the tracks and exploded. He then sent it 
with a crash test dummy at 150mph and then slammed it 
to a stop. The dummy went through 2 feet of solid wood 
and was sent 710 feet down range into a mangled mess. 
On its third test, Stapp threw the dummy out, climbed 
in himself against the objections of staff, and launched 
himself at 200 mph before slamming to a stop and racking 
his body with 35 G’s. He survived almost twice the G’s as 
was thought possible.

World Record for Speed
By 1951, his research on deceleration continued, and 
so he built a newer railed rocket sled that proceeded to 
take him 632 mph and stop him in 1.4 seconds. This 
resulted in 43 G’s and to this day, is the world record 
for the fastest any man has ever gone on a railed sled. 
He also went blind temporarily from this experiment as 
his retinas detached, broke a ton of bones, and actually 
had friction burns on his face from the freakin’ dust 
that was hitting his face so fast.

The invention of the seatbelt
While nobody can argue that Stapp’s research was, well, 
pretty badass, it also ended up saving countless lives via 
the advances that his research led to in aeronautics and 
automobiles. He did some of this by going up in a fighter 
jet at 570 mph, blowing the canopy to see if he could 
survive the wind pressure, and of course DID. He further 
went on to develop better harnesses for combat pilots, 
allowing them to go even faster in flight. Because of his 
propensity to strap himself onto rockets and then crash 
them into walls, he invented the crash test dummy, and 
convinced LBJ in ’66 to sign a law that required all auto 
manufacturers to include seat belts in the cars. 

Murphy’s Law
Yeah, he invented Murphy’s Law (which says that “If 
something can go wrong, it will.”) Murphy, it turns out, 
was the USAF Captain that was working with Stapp on 
much of his work and kept telling Stapp that shitty things 
kept happening to him. The saying took off, and is now a 
common household saying. 

Death
Despite spending his entire career doing badass things 
that involved trying to kill himself in new and unique 
ways, this Texan survived to the ripe old age of 89, and 
died in his sleep in 1999. When he died, fellow badass 
Joseph Kittinger (who parachuted from the lower orbit 
of SPACE), was quoted as saying “I hope St. Peter has his 
seat belt on when Dr. Stapp shows up.”
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The Texas Wine Trail has many vineyards to choose 
from, which is why my friends and I decided to take 
a mini tour last Labor Day. It turned out to be a 
good time to visit the wineries, because we did not 
have to deal with any crowds.
 
We started our trek out at Sisterdale where we 
stopped by Sister Creek Vineyards. The winery is a 
mix of rustic and modern elements. It is actually a 
renovated 1885 cotton gin with has all new stainless 
steel technology.
 
I wish we saved this winery for last, because it 
turned out to be my favorite. When we walked into 
the tasting room, there was only one other group. 
Encouraged to take the self-guided tour by the 
friendly staff, we saw oak barrels and steel tanks 
galore. Then it was back for our tasting.
 
The Muscat Canelli and Muscat Canelli Reserve are 
just two reasons why Sister Creek should be on your 
trail stop. These two sparkling wines are exactly 
what I look for in a wine, both sweet and refreshing. 
This is where we also tried a mix of their Cab with 
Muscat. I’m glad I learned this trick since it turns 
the dry wine I usually dislike into a sweeter wine I 
can handle.
 
After driving through Luckenbach and a quick 
bite to eat, we stopped at the Fredericksburg 
Winery. This one is in the middle of Main Street 
Fredericksburg, therefore, you see the vineyard. 
But it is a big super-cooled commercial building 
where the wine is made right there. I wasn’t crazy 
about the wine choices, because the “sweet” wines 
seemed dry to me. But the customer service 
was awesome and the winery also offered other 
samples besides wine.
 
This is also where we found out about the Texas 
Winery Passport. You stamp the winery’s code into 
your own little passport booklet, and afterward 
enter the codes into the website. All of these codes 

contribute to rewards, just for visiting wineries. Some 
of the rewards include wine glasses, private tours of 
wineries and meals at your favorite vineyard for you 
and your friends. I know this program has motivated 
me to try more wineries soon!
 
After the Fredericksburg Winery, we went outside 
of town to Rancho Pointe Vineyards. Only two 
years old, this winery has a beautiful new tasting 
room, which we had to ourselves that day. Most 
of the wines were too strong for my taste, but they 
were flavorful. For being so new, this winery knows 
good wine.

Next was a winery known for using 100% 
Texas fruit called William Chris Vineyards in 
Hye. That day featured live music and grape 
stomping. The tasting room had an eclectic feel 
(doors for a ceiling) but also made you feel at 
home. No sweet wines were on their tasting list 
the day we visited, so I decided to pass, but my 
friend liked their wines. 
 
Just off of Highway 281 in Johnson City we made 
our last stop at Texas Hills Vineyard. This winery 
had an upscale Tuscan feel on a sprawling plot 
of land. Once again we had the tasting room to 
ourselves. I stuck with the muscato again, and 
was pleasantly satisfied with the two they had to 
offer. I’m not a big fan of oranges, but the Orange 
Muscato didn’t have an overpowering fruit flavor. 
The Muscato also was enjoyable and is now on my 
personal wine list.
 
After 200 miles, five wineries and more than 
15 types of wine, I’m no closer to being a 
connoisseur, but I have found more wines I like. I 
highly encourage visits to all of the wineries and 
to be braver than I was toward the dryer wines.
 
For more information on the Texas Wine Trail, visit 
http://www.texaswinetrail.com/index.html.

By Ben Schooley

let me speak frankly. i don’t know wine. 
i can’t pick out the notes or tell the 
difference between vintages. that doesn’t 
mean i don’t like wine. even if i can’t stand 
the dry ones, i do enjoy an occasional glass 
every now and then.

THE WINE TRAIL

L

WINE

1851 Vineyards
 4222 S State Hwy 16
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
 www.1851vineyards.com
 (830) 391-8510 
 
4.0 Cellars
10354 E Us Hwy 290
Fredericksburg, Tx 78624
www.FourPointWine.com
(830) 997-7470

Becker Vineyards
464 Becker Farms Rd
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.beckervineyards.com
 (830) 644-2681 
 
Bell Springs Winery
3700 Bell Springs Rd
Dripping Springs, TX 78620
www.bellspringswinery.com
(512) 643-7398 
 

Bending Branch Winery
142 Lindner Branch Trail
Comfort TX 78013
www.bendingbranchwinery.com
(830) 995-2948
 
Bent Oak Winery
 Bent Oak Winery
Cedar Park, TX
www.bentoakwinery.com
(512) 953-8094 
 

Bingham Family Vineyards
3915 B, US-290 E
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.Bingham.wine
(830) 304-6616 
 
Blue Lotus Winery-Hye
8500 W US-290
Hye, TX 78635
www.bluelotuswinery.com
 (830) 379-WINE (9463) 
 
Branch On High
704 High Street
Comfort, TX 78013
www.bendingbranchwinery.com
(830) 995-3394
 
Chisholm Trail Winery
2367 Usener Rd
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.chisholmtrailwinery.com
 
Driftwood Estate Winery
4001 Elder Hill Rd
Driftwood, TX 78619
www.DriftwoodWine.com
(512) 858-9667
 
Dry Comal Creek Winery And 
Vineyards
1741 Herbelin Rd
New Braunfels, TX 78132
www.drycomalcreekvineyards.
com
(830) 885-4076
 
Duchman Family Winery
13308 Farm to Market Road W 
150
Driftwood, TX 78619
www.duchmanwinery.com
(512) 858-1470
 
Fall Creek Vineyards At Tow
1820 Co Rd 222
Tow, TX 78672
www.fcv.com
(325) 379-5361 
 
Farmhouse Vineyards
402 E Main St
Johnson City, TX 78636
www.farmhousevineyard.com
(830) 282-4249
 
Fiesta Vineyard & Winery At 
Lometa
18727 FM 580
Lometa, TX 76853
www.fiestawinery.com
325-628-3433
 
Fiesta Winery
6260 US Highway 290 E, 
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.fiestawinery.com
(830)997-4466 
 
Flat Creek Enoteca
112 U.S. 281
Marble Falls, TX 78654
www.FlatCreekEnoteca.com
(830) 637-7123 
 

Flat Creek Estate
24912 Singleton Bend East, 
Marble Falls, TX 78654
www.flatcreekestate.com
(512) 267-6310
 
Fredricksburg Winery
247 West Main Street, 
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.fbgwinery.com
(830) 990-8747
 
Grape Creek Vineyards
10587 E US-290
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.grapecreek.com
(830) 644-2710
 
Grape Creek Vineyards On Main
223 E Main St
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.grapecreek.com
(830)992-3373
 
Hawks Shadow
7500 McGregor Lane
Dripping Springs, TX 78620
www.hawksshadow.com
(866) 551-9463
 
Heath Sparkling Wines
10587 E US-290
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.heathsparkling.com
(830) 304-1011
 
Hye Meadow Winery
10257 US-290
Hye, TX 78635
www.hyemeadow.com
(830)225-4047 

Inwood Estates Winery & Bistro
10303 U.S. 290
Fredericksburg, TX
www.inwoodwines.com
(830) 997-2304

Kerrville Hills Winery
3600 Fredericksburg Rd 
Kerrville, TX 78028
www.kerrvillehillswinery.com
(830) 895-4233 
 
Kuhlman Cellars
18421 U.S. 290
Stonewall, TX 78671
www.kuhlmancellars.com
(512) 920-2675

Lewis Wines
3209 Hwy 290 W. 
Johnson City, TX 78636
www.lewiswines.com
(512) 987-0660
 
Longhorn Cellars
315 Farm to Market 1376 
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.longhorncellars.com
(830) 990-2990 
 
Lost Draw Cellars
113 E Park St
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.lostdrawcellars.com/
(830) 992-3251 
 

WINE TRAIL LOCATIONS
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Messina Hof Hill Country
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.messinahof.com/
hillcountry
(830) 990-GOLD
  
Narrow Path Winery At Albert
6331 S Ranch Rd 1623
Stonewall, TX 78671
www.NarrowPathWinery.com
(830) 644-2144
 
Old Man Scary Cellars
302 E Wallace St
San Saba, TX 76877
www.oldmanscarycellars.com
(325) 372-6071 

Pedernales Cellars
2916 Upper Albert Road
Stonewall, Texas 78671
www.pedernalescellars.com
(830) 644-2037 
 
Perissos Vineyard And Winery
7214 Park Road 4 West
Burnet, TX 78611
www.perissosvineyards.com
(512) 820-2950 
 
Pillar Bluff Vineyards
300 Co Rd 111
Lampasas, TX 76550
www.pillarbluff.wine
(512) 556-4078 
 
Pontotoc Vineyard Weingarten
320 West Main Street
Fredericksburg, Texas 78624 
www.pontotocvineyard.com
(512) 658-0023 
 
Ron Yates
6676 W Hwy 290
Johnson City, TX 78636
www.ronyateswines.com
(512) 585-3972
 
Saint Tryphon Farm & Vineyards
24 Wasp Creek Rd
Boerne, TX 78006
www.SaintTryphon.com
(830) 777-6704 
 
Singing Water Vineyards
316 Mill Dam Rd
Comfort, TX 78013
www.singingwatervineyards.com
(830) 995-2246 
 
Sister Creek Vineyards
1142 Sisterdale Rd
Boerne, TX 78006
www.sistercreekvineyards.com
(830) 324-6704
 
Solaro Estate Winery
13111 Silver Creek Rd
Dripping Springs, TX 78620
www.solaroestate.com
(832) 660-8642 
 
Spicewood Vineyards
1419 Co Rd 409
Spicewood, TX 78669
www.spicewoodvineyards.com
(830) 693-5328 

 Stone House Vineyard
24350 Haynie Flat Road
Spicewood, TX 78669
www.stonehousevineyard.com
(512) 264-3630 
 
Texas Heritage Vineyard
3750 Grapetown Rd
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.Texasheritagevineyard.com
(830)992-3323
 
Texas Hills Vineyard
878 Ranch Road 2766
Johnson City, TX 78636
www.texashillsvineyard.com
(830) 868-2321 
 

Texas Legato Winery
2935 FM 1478
Lampasas, TX 76550
www.texaslegatowinery.net
(512) 556-9600
 
Torr Na Lochs Vineyard & 
Winery
7055 TX-29
Burnet, TX 78611
www.torrnalochs.com
(512) 766-0555 
 
Wedding Oak Winery At San 
Saba
316 E Wallace St
San Saba, TX 76877
 www.WeddingOakWinery.com
(325) 372-4050 

Wedding Oak Winery Burnet
229 S Pierce, Burnet, TX 78611
www.weddingoakwinery.com/
visit-us-in-burnet
(512) 715-3303 
 
Wedding Oak Winery 
Fredericksburg
6009B US Hwy 290 East 
Fredericksburg, TX 78624
www.WeddingOakWinery.com
(830) 304-9333 
 
Westcave Cellars Winery And 
Vineyard
 25711 Hamilton Pool Road
Round Mountain, Texas 78663
www.westcavecellars.com
(512) 431-1403

William Chris Vineyards
10352 U.S. 290
Johnson City, TX 78636
www.williamchriswines.com
(830) 998-7654 
 
Wimberly Valley Winery
2825 Lone Man Mountain Rd
Driftwood, TX 78619
www.wimberleyvalleywine.com
(512) 847-2592
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HEALTH  INSURANCE
SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

Health Insurance
Health Sharing Programs

Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance

Business Insurance
Workers Compensation Insurance

Commercial Property
Surety Bonds
Builders Risk

Jeremy Diller,
MBA, CPCU, ARM-P, CSRM

Assistant Vice President
jeremy@hcdtinsurance.com

210-232-0040

www.hcdtinsurance.com  |  210-647-0134  |  2161 NW Military Highway #210, San Antonio, TX 78213
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Logos, websites, branding, and every issue of EXPLORE Magazine 
210.507.5250 • www.smvtexas.com

WE ALL KNOW THE OLD SAYING
“CLOSE ONLY COUNTS IN 

HORSESHOES AND HAND GRENADES.”

DON’T LET IT APPLY TO YOUR MARKETING.
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Back in high school i admit i wasn’t real ripped on history, to me it was just a required 
course i took after lunch when i was already nodding off and my teacher was a coach 
who told us to read a certain chapter & answer the questions at the end while he read the 
sports section.   He didn’t really strive to make it a living, breathing thing and besides, we 
were usually studying something like the finer points of the Stamp Act which, while I’m 
sure that can be fascinating, made absolutely no impression on a 16 year-old who found 
it more compelling to ponder whether one might possibly run into some Clark boys while 
cruising main the coming weekend, and sometimes got lost in admiration over the way 
her peg-leg jeans looked tapering off into her pumps.

By Marjorie Hagy

HISTORY

HIGH AND DRY
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I was a numskull. My after-school job was up at the 
Hilltop Nursing Home, where most of the residents had 
been born in the 19th century and had grown up in a 
Boerne that was fast disappearing, who all went to school 
together in the wood-frame schoolhouse before they built 
the 2-story rock one, who remembered the first fair and 
who went to the parade barefoot when it wound down 
a dirt Main Street with oak trees growing in the middle. 
And I just never noticed all the real living, breathing 
history all around me. I did sit and talk with some of 
the old folks up there, the ones who were my friends, 
when things were quiet after other people had gone to 
bed, and they talked about life and gossiped about each 
other- after all, they’d gone to school together when the 

graduating classes numbered in the single digits and had 
lived all their lives in the same little isolated mountain 
town. One old lady had a terrible foul mouth and would 
cuss you out in a piquant mix of German, Spanish and 
English, and a couple other languages I’m pretty sure she 
made up, and one of the ladies that I sat with tsk-tsked 
and told me that the old firecracker had been a maiden 
lady who worked in a restaurant here and who was always 
very shy and quiet and almost painfully ladylike, and 
who suddenly in her dotage shocked everyone by turning 
into a fluent and artistic cusser, and loudly and publicly 
spilling all the secrets she’d ever known about anybody, to 
much consternation. Ach, said my friend Mrs Schwope, 
we didn’t even know she knew what some of those things 
were! Sometimes I used to sit with a brother and sister 
pair named Emil and Alma Haag, neither of whom had 
ever married and who’d lived together their whole lives 
on the farm where they were born and at the end shared 
a room at the nursing home. Alma would hold my hand 
and pat it while she told me about their life on the farm. 
What wasted opportunities! How I wish I could go back 
there and pay attention, and ask them more about their 
lives in this little town, to listen to their stories, to what 
it looked like and sounded like and smelled like! That’s 
history, not just long lists of English kings in the 15th 
century but the people who put the rocks together to 
build the places you grew up in and who walked on the 
paths and climbed in the trees and swam in the river and 
lived and died in the place where you are. 

So, speaking of the nursing home (neat segue) the Hilltop 
Nursing Home was at 200 Ryan Street, and nowadays 
is called Care Choice. It’s between Main and Blanco 
Streets, on the top of the hill behind the pet store and 
next to the Kuhlmann-King historical house museum. 
The nursing home is one of those long, low-slung brick 
buildings they built in the 60s, strictly functional and not 
very interesting to look at. Just what you want to read a 
story about right? But in the early 80s, when I worked 
there and my great-grandmother lived there, just out the 
back door stood another building, a big old abandoned 
house in serious disrepair and threatening to collapse 
at any moment, a place my sister and I naturally snuck 
into to have a look around. It had been the old nursing 
home before they built the new boring one, and some 
of the rooms were still set up for business with old stuff 
they hadn’t bothered to move- old iron bedsteads with 
their mattresses belching feathers and a couple of old-
fashioned highback wheelchairs like the one that chased 
George C Scott around in ‘The Changeling’. If the beds 
people certainly died in a hundred years ago and old-
school wheelchairs don’t give you the creeps, then your 
creepometer is on the fritz, pal. It freaked us out most 
pleasantly. A staircase had fallen in on itself. Somebody 
had been storing the kind of things in there you feel you 
can’t legally throw away until you’ve aged them at least 20 
years, so there was a dressmaker’s dummy in a doorway, 
a croquet set moldering in a dim, narrow hallway, an old 
tin bedpan here and there. Seriously, all it needed was 
a clown and you would’ve had a readymade set for the 
scariest horror movie ever made. 

This old house was the second Kuhlmann house, the one 
he built for his childhood sweetheart who died there in 

childbirth, in its heyday the crowning jewel of Boerne, the 
mansion on the hill. 

William Kuhlmann was born in Germany in 1856, 
immigrated to Texas and bought the hill in the original 
town section from John and Helena Werner in 1883. He 
first built the rock house that stands today and houses 
the Historical Society Museum in 1885. Kuhlmann was a 
druggist in here in town and once he established himself, 
he returned to the motherland to marry his sweetheart 
Marie and brought her back to Texas with him, where he 
began building his bride a bigger and nicer house next 
door. It was finished in 1895 but William and Marie lived 
there together just a little more than a year when Marie 
died delivering their baby, who also perished. William, 
who would go on to be a very well-known guy in town, 
who owned the first motor buggy in Boerne, sold his 
empty dream home and moved off the hill. 

Meanwhile, in the latter part of the 19th century, 
the ‘White Plague’ was cutting a swathe through the 
population of America and the rest of the world. 
Tuberculosis was a voracious killer, at one time 
responsible for one out of every four deaths in the US. 
A doctor in San Antonio, Dr. Ferdinand Herff, was the 
first one in the medical community of that city to begin 
sending his tuberculin patients to Boerne- at first he 
sent the hopeless cases here, to spend their final days in 
relative comfort, as the higher altitude and drier climate 
eased their labored breathing. He sent so many of these 
walking dead to town that they started calling Boerne 
‘Herff ’s burying ground.’ But soon the town began to 
gain a reputation as a healthful spot for TB patients, as 
some of the ‘hopeless cases’ began to recover here, and 
doctors from all over the country began to recommend 
Boerne to their patients. The Kuhlmann mansion was 
sold to Dr WE Wright, who established a tuberculosis 
sanitarium there, and the old house began to fill up. In 
World War I, chemical warfare was- arguably- employed 
for the first time and soldiers began returning from the 
front with lung diseases caused by poison gas. Dr Wright 
signed a contract with the Veteran’s Administration to 
treat soldiers suffering from lung ailments, both nerve 
gas and TB, and Dr Wright’s Sanitarium was immediately 
filled to overflowing. Patients had to be lodged in private 
homes all over town- one contemporary report says that 
at one time or other almost every home in the section 
boarded a consumptive. Many patients also had to stay 
at St Mary’s Sanitarium, a mission of the nuns of Santa 
Rosa, begun in 1896 and located next door to Dr Wright’s 
on the now empty lot across Main Street from St Helena’s 
Church. (These two places weren’t the only game in 
town- sanitariums and resorts sprung up all over Boerne.) 
Dr Wright got busy expanding to accommodate the 
overflow, adding onto the house and building 15 cottages 
around the place bunking 4 men a piece. Some of the men 
who came to town to recuperate liked it so much they 
stuck around and made Boerne their permanent home, 
including Dr Dewitt Hogue and his wife Cora who lived 
into the 80s and are buried in the Boerne Cemetery. 

Due to the imperfect medical knowledge of the 
day regarding how tuberculosis was spread and the 
importance of taking precautions against it, many of the 
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families who took in consumptive boarders had members 
who also became infected and died. Also, there are stories 
that some of the young girls from poor local families who 
were employed as servants at Dr Wright’s, not knowing 
any better, finished leftover food on the patients’ plates 
and so sickened and died. There are many, many death 
certificates in the courthouse that list TB as the cause of 
death, and its victims came from all over the country to 
die here. 

Dr Wright’s last patients left in 1929, and the house on 
the hill passed into the hands of a man named Gallagher 
who turned it into the Hilltop Hotel and Tourist Courts- 
the cottages were the tourist court part. Gallagher also 
added onto the house, and put in a swimming pool on the 
grounds for the comfort of the guests. In the hotel lobby 
one could buy a picture postcard of the oak-shaded pool 
with a farm and its windmill in the background, to send 
to the folks back home. Adding to the thrill of a stay at the 
Hilltop was a dance school that rented a couple of rooms 
from the hotel, where I imagine you could waltz on in 
and learn the Charleston or the Lindy Hop, or whatever 
they were cutting a rug to in the 30s. Sadly, it seems as if 
all these happenin’ attractions weren’t pulling in enough 
to pay the bills, and the Hilltop Hotel and Tourist Courts 
were repossessed for payment of debts. 

After that the old house became a private home again, 
and Harry Davis Sr lived there until his death in 1957. 
In those days it was plainly visible from up and down 
Main Street and from miles around, a big white two-
story stuccoed rock mansion with open porches and 
screened porches and balconies, rambling additions and 
fountains and planters and statuary and a swimming pool, 
with little cabins dotted around the lawn. The town was 

proud of her, that showplace on the hill, home to one of 
Boerne’s most well-known citizens. After Davis’ death, the 
place was rented to Mrs Mosely who established Hilltop 
Nursing Home there and, in 1963, broke ground on a 
new building that stands today, and the old home was 
abandoned, and began its decline. In 1990, 94 years after it 
was built and 10 years or so after my sister and I explored 
its rooms, the mansion was torn down. The cottages had 
been falling apart and disappearing a few at a time, and 
one or two of them still stood in my callow youth, but 
then the last of those went too. 

I went up on that hill the other day while I was thinking 
about this story, and back behind the nursing home I saw 

a sort of ghost. There’s a fountain in the back courtyard 
of the nursing home with a lady’s figure at the top. And 
listen! In an old picture of the Hilltop Hotel you can see 
that same fountain, with the lady on the top, cascading 
water in the front yard. The fountain is dry now but there 
it is, one of the adornments of the glory days. And the 
woman on the fountain- she may be one of the muses, 
who knows- but standing there, a spirit stepped out of a 
photograph of the past, she reminds me that the mansion 
that crowned the hill was built for a lady, William 
Kuhlmann’s muse, who also lived here a while, and then 
passed into history.  
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Maybe it was the booze, maybe it was a young man in search 
of his own answers from the man who was supposed to have 
them, I don’t know what emboldened me to challenge the 
wisdom of the great man at just that time. 

“You’re a CEO. You make $200,000 a year....”

“I make a hell of a lot more than that...”

“Yeah, well. You’ve got two Porsches. A house in the nicest 
neighborhood in town. 1,200 employees who adore you. 
A son who has always thought you’re 10 feet tall and 
bulletproof. Enough guitars to go on tour with. Enough 
guns to win a war in a third world country....”

He waved me off.

“And I’d trade it all,” he said, dramatically. “For five 
minutes of peace.”

That is the enduring image that I have of my father, above 
all others. A man who was accomplished in ways most 
people could never imagine before he was 40. A man 
who bounced back from being badly burned in a fire in 
his home when he was three years old. A man who had 
a heart for the less fortunate that never left him until his 
dying day. 

A man who could work a room like Bill Clinton. By the 
time he was done making the rounds, he knew everyone 
there, was related to half of them and had gotten a 
restaurant recommendation or recipe from three quarters 
of the crowd. 

When he owned an environmental testing lab, I heard him 
absolutely eviscerate a couple of formerly haughty Conoco 
executives on a conference call. They were used to getting 
their way and didn’t like some of the results this little upstart 
was turning in to the authorities in Louisiana. 

“I’m here in Ponca City, Oklahoma, so you might need to 
think about who you’re talking to, Mr. Smith,” said some 
guy who had the kind of accent that comes from the brain 
damage that causes growing up in Oklahoma and going 
to SMU. I think his name was Clyde. If it wasn’t, it should 
have been. 

“Whelp. I’m from Jena, Louisiana. A small town full of 
little people. But I own this lab and I don’t give a damn 
what you think. Y’all need to clean up your act if you want 
to keep doin’ business in the town where my employees 
live and work. Threaten me one more time, Bubba. I was 
the finance chairman on the Louisiana Attorney General’s 
last two campaigns. I’m sure he’d take my call.”

This was before the phrase “mic drop” was invented.

For all his bluster, his real gift was in making what he 
considered to be “regular people” feel appreciated. 

REFLECTION

By Samuel Smith

When i was 21, i sat in the cabin of my father’s 40 foot 
sailboat at an expensive marina in Kemah, Texas. Our 
neighbors were a Nasa scientist and an oil company 
executive. after another night of drinking, he kept 
repeating his mantra: “it don’t mean nothin’. it don’t 
mean nothin’.”

TO KNOW AS WE 
ARE KNOWN

W
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Once, one of the nurses at one of the homes he owned was 
assaulted. The director of nursing basically blew it off. But 
Kellie, a licensed practical nurse, wouldn’t drop it. She was 
22 and in no shape to take on more than she was already 
dealing with. He approached her. She didn’t even know 
who he was, just a guy in a suit.

“Who do they think they are? Are you okay, young lady? 
I don’t provide a place for you to work so that people can 
mistreat you. I’ll get their ass out of here. There’s always 
more residents.”

I didn’t know that story for 20 years after it happened, but 
as soon as I heard it, it rang as true as if it had happened 
today. That’s just who he was. 

When he was a pastor early in life, he was “Brother Joe.” 
And carried that title like a prophetic mantle. Once, a 
white woman came to church with a black husband and 

wanted to join. Half the deacon body wanted to deny 
them membership.

“You guys have a full day tomorrow, findin’ y’all a new 
pastor and all.”

A few deacons left the church over it. But he stayed. 

Standing up to the man, standing up for the oppressed: 
these were examples of him at his best. And there are lots 
more stories just like those. I could bore you with them 
for hours.

He was also fun. A lot of fun. We took quite a few 
family vacations. We were in Cozumel when I was 22. 
The tequila was flowing. Mostly in my direction. As the 
festivities heated up, it seemed like a good idea to put all 
the  tables together and make an impromptu dance floor 
in the middle of the room. He had rented it out when the 
manager complained that we were getting a little rowdy. 
But, of course other bon vivants were invited. 

I had been doing shots with this guy from Colorado 
named Mike. He offered me another, and I accepted, of 
course.

“Man, I want to introduce you to the coolest guy I’ve met 
since I got to Mexicooooooo....” he bellowed over some 
awful Mexican pop music.

He then turned and introduced me to my father. 

He always said that running a Southern Baptist Church 
was the best training a man could get for corporate 
America. Then he was, ahem, asked to leave the ministry 
and proved it. Characteristically, before he became an 
entrepreneur, he got into the “nursin’ home bidness.” 

Why? I had to ask.

“I just gotta do something for people who ain’t got 
nothin’,” was his reply. 

In four years he went from being an administrator at a 
112 bed facility on the outskirts of Alexandria, Louisiana 
to the CEO of a $26 million per month corporation. 

By the time I was 21, he had, “made it.” His business 
acumen had been rewarded in half-dozen ventures. 

He was a man with everything money could buy, traveled 
the world numerous times. He was an avid sailor, scuba 
diver, political mover and shaker. He was married and 
divorced twice and told me outright in 1985 that he was 
remarrying because, in his words, “I can’t be alone.”

For all his very real talent, there was very little beneath it 
to support the weight of his image. He was always at war 
with himself, a war no man can win. To convince himself 
of his own worth, he became a master of persuasion. The 
term “master manipulator” is overused. But in his case it 
was extremely accurate. 

I grew up hearing I acted “just like your Daddy,” and 
because of his many personal indiscretions, I took that 
as an insult - the worst possible insult. And I loved him, 
which made it even worse. More than that, like every son, 
I wanted both to be like him and to surpass him so as to 
make him proud. 

In your 20s, you can’t see that someone who doesn’t really 
like themselves for who they are and is constantly in need 
of validation can’t give what they don’t have: affirmation, 
endorsement, unconditionally love. He literally did not 
have it in him. 

Toward the end of his life, I recognized the true nature of 
the case and accepted him for what he was. Life and his 

choices had humbled him to the point that we were more 
equals than father and son. I’ll never forget him grasping 
my arm as we walked into an Indian restaurant after he 
had lost 94 percent of his vision. It was exactly the same 
sensation that I had when one of my children clasped my 
hand before walking into an unfamiliar place.

Fear. That’s what drove him to be a senior pastor at 18 and 
CEO before he was 40. It was the fear that he would never 
measure up. The fear that everyone would see just how 
little he thought of himself. 

The fear hurt him so badly that he medicated. With 
food. With alcohol. With sex. Later in life with drugs. 
But to say that food or drugs or alcohol killed my 
father at 62 would be disingenuous at best. He killed 
himself using those means. If it hadn’t been those, he’d 
have found something else. 

I was 42 when I read a book by Robert Greene in which 
he tossed off phrase about “care-taking” being a form of 
control. I have found on reflection that Greene was 100 
percent right. If you respect the other person and their 
choices, you don’t try to save them. If you don’t, you try to 
control them. And in my Dad’s case, his care taking was 
probably a mix of benevolent concern and manipulation. 
I know at least some of it was real. But there was also an 
element of putting the less powerful under his spell. The 
question was always his motive, which was impossible to 
discern even when he was alive. I doubt even he could tell 
the difference. 

The tragic part of his life is not that he died at 62. Lots of 
people die younger than that. It’s not that he threw his life 
away with alcohol, drugs and food. That’s pretty common 
these days. 

My only real regret with him is that never saw himself as I 
did, and still do. 

Fired with religious fervor as he had once been, I 
stood up in front a literal camp meeting with a couple 
hundred other people present when I was 16 - with him 
in attendance - and said I’d gladly give my own life if he 
could be “right with the Lord.” 

That was kinda awkward. 

I honesty thought religion was the cure for everything. It’s 
not, by the way. 

I saw a value in him he could never see in himself. 

No man ever sees himself as he truly is. Our self-opinion 
is always either inflated or too limited. And in dealing 
with an addict, the weird thing is they do both at the same 
time, which is hard to grasp. 

I wish I could say he’s unique. I spent eight years working 
with the homeless and saw the same pattern over and over 
again. And to a somewhat “normal” person (whatever 
that means) the behavior is well-nigh inexplicable. It’s 
maddening. It’s infuriating. It’s inconsistent. 

And the real tragedy is that you can’t do anything about 
it from the outside. All you can do is watch, unless they 
make a decision to be different, and very few ever do. 

I still believe the only actionable course is to love 
unconditionally. It doesn’t work all the time, as I 
remember every time I think about my father. 

But you will have done your duty as a human being. 
When the person you love makes the decision to save 
themselves or succumb to their own demons, you can 
hold your head high in a way that those who moralize and 
condemn and berate could never do.
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This sculpture is the perfect introduction to a self-effacing 
artist who isn’t really comfortable talking about himself, 
preferring to let his work speak for him. Little Sure Shot is 
more than articulate. She represents talent beyond words.

During a tour of his gallery and studio, John explains 
that he didn’t always want to be an artist. In fact, he never 
even thought about it. He didn’t know what he wanted to 
be when he grew up. And, even after he grew up, he still 
didn’t know. Nothing seemed to hold his interest for very 
long. He thought that since he had been in 4H while in 
school in Houston, perhaps a major in agriculture might 
be a good idea, but he only lasted a semester at Texas Tech 
University in Lubbock before dropping out.  He enrolled 
at North Texas Farrier’s School in Mineral Wells, thinking 
he might learn how to shoe horses, but that turned out 
not to appeal to him, either. 

Still, one thing led to another, and while working with 
anvils and coal-fired forges, he became fascinated by the 
related art of blacksmithing.  By the time he graduated 
he had produced several wrought-iron pieces that others 
thought were remarkable—but John didn’t.

“See, I never realized I had any ability at all,” he explains 
with a shy smile. “But when I looked at other people’s 
sculptures, something inside of me just told me I could 
do that.” He chuckles and adds, “I couldn’t, but I thought 
I could. So, about 40 years ago, I picked up some clay and 
made a little fiddle player for my dad for Christmas and 
had it fired. It wasn’t very good, but that’s how I started. 
I just did it. I was in my thirties before I thought about 
sculpting seriously.”

John Bennett’s modesty isn’t for show. It’s real. He’s never 
had a mentor, never took a lesson, and has only attended 
two art workshops in his life. Because he’s self-taught, 
he says, he doesn’t have the foundational skills of more 
highly-educated sculptors. “I’ll stare at something for a 
long, long time until it looks right,” he explains simply, 
“instead of approaching it with some technique or 
methodology. It usually takes me longer.”

That may be, but John’s style is uniquely his own. It’s 
immediately recognizable, expressing what’s in his heart. 
And what’s in his heart is The Old West.

Although he’s a fourth-generation Texan, John’s a long 
way from a cowboy. Still, he wore boots to school when 
nobody else did and always loved horses, even though 
he was pretty much a big-city boy, having been born in 
Dallas and spending most of his youth and adolescence 
in Houston. The only explanation he can come up with is 
his early childhood memories of The Lone Ranger, Roy 
Rogers and Maverick on television, and his father’s tales of 
being in the 112th Mounted Cavalry Unit during WWII.

“They were the last mounted cavalry, so I grew up with 
my dad’s uniform and his stories. I loved that whole horse 
thing.” Then John grins and adds, “But the only cowboy in 
my family was my sister’s husband.”

Regardless, every piece with his name on it has a western 
motif.  There’s a cowgirl spinning a lasso with so much 
gusto she looks like she’ll leap off the table, a nearly-
completed work-in-progress depicting a whirling woman 
playing an accordion, and a cowboy hanging on for dear 
life to a bucking horse. There are buffalo, jackrabbits, 
longhorns, and roadrunners—all significant to western 
folklore. Limited edition busts of Texas Ranger Gus 
McCrae and Woodrow Call of Lonesome Dove fame 
grace a display table and are so realistic they can be 
recognized from across the room. 

John Bennett’s first life-sized cowgirl bust was that of the 
1920’s bull rider/rodeo star Vera McGinnis, the original 

By Ronni Hoessli

ART

in a luxuriantly landscaped yard next to a 
charming1880’s sunday House in Fredericksburg 
stands a bronze statue of annie oakley kneeling 
beside her cherished dog, dave. surrounded by thick 
foliage and towering trees, an old cedar pavilion 
behind her provides an authentic rustic touch to the 
life-sized sculpture of the famous cowgirl. Created 
by award-winning sculptor John Bennett and titled 

Little Sure Shot, this magnificent piece is breathtaking in its detail. The young 
sharpshooter’s face is expressive and meticulously drawn: prominent cheekbones, 
strong chin and jawline, even thick eyelashes and shoulder-length hair. the dog’s fur, 
wavy and long, actually looks real enough to stroke—and many visitors to John and 
Cathy Bennett’s agave Gallery Fine art pause to do just that.

JOHN BENNETT:
ROMANCING 
THE WEST

I
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of which now sits in The National Cowgirl Museum and 
Hall of Fame in Fort Worth. 

“Even though I had done a couple of cowboys and a few 
little critters in the past, I saw a photo of Vera McGinnis 
in a book and she fascinated me,” John explains. “I found 
myself really drawn to the cowgirls. Because of her I 
started doing more portrait-type pieces. We all have such 
infinite variations in our faces making up emotion and 
identity—that fascinates me still. Vera opened the door to 
what I do today, what I call ‘romancing the west.’”

While John often photographs people in motion, they’re 
seldom strangers because he’s shy and doesn’t want to 
bother anyone he doesn’t know. Yet he says he has no 
choice but to use a photo because it takes him so long to 
get what he wants. Then, because he can’t draw (or so he 
claims), he has to begin by building the piece in clay so he 
can see it from every angle. Finally, it will take him two 
or three months to complete the work, and another two 
or three months for the foundry to finish the bronzing 
process—which, John claims, is an art form itself.

Keeping this complicated procedure in mind, a bronze 
sculpture of a strapping Native American warrior firing 
off an arrow while atop a rearing horse is a particularly 
amazing piece, partly because it’s smaller than many that 
John exhibits. The muscles in the Indian’s body ripple 

and bulge as he pulls back his bow, and the power and 
speed of the horse is nearly palpable. The same is true of a 
cowboy on horseback being attacked by a longhorn bull: 
through long, loose, flowing lines, John depicts in-motion 
power, tension, and imminent danger so intense the 
viewer actually gets chill bumps. 

Although John Bennett’s work is highly respected 
and even celebrated, the story of Little Sure Shot, 
that magnificent life-sized statue outside the gallery, 
illustrates how much of his career has been more 
fortuitous than strategic. 

“Annie Oakley stayed in a little town in Florida called 
Leesburg—she, her husband, and her dog, Dave—in 
between the Buffalo Bill Wild West shows,” John 
explains with a grin. “So the Friends of the Leesburg 
Library wanted a statue of her with her dog to 
recognize her historic link to them. My brother, who 
lives in Florida, asked me to come out to do a few art 
shows, which I did, and that’s how they became aware 
of me. A committee asked me to do the sculpture and 
now the original Little Sure Shot sits in front of that 
library.” In 2007 the mayor of Leesburg gave John a key 
to the city, an honor he never expected.

In 2010, in recognition of his exceptional work and 
outstanding commitment to the arts in Texas, John 

received an even greater honor when he was designated 
to serve as Texas State Three-Dimensional Artist by the 
81st Texas Legislature. Sharing the excitement with poet 
laureates and Texas state musicians—including Willie 
Nelson—was a high point in his career.

Although John has received numerous awards during the 
last several years, these accolades aren’t most important 
to him. What he finds far more rewarding now is his 
ability to encourage people to persevere in whatever their 
passion is. He likes to use the fact that he’s completely self-
taught—and began his work in his later years—as a tool to 
inspire others.

“I’m not a teacher or a good speaker,” he says seriously, 
“but I try to speak from the heart. People come into my 
gallery and they see in one quick glance what it’s taken 
me years to build in a body of work, and they think: I 
can’t do that. They turn inward. They tell me they haven’t 
discovered their gifts, so I’m able to encourage them. I 
really like that. I tell them that if they find their passion, 
they’ll find their gift. That’s what life’s all about, isn’t it? No 
matter how old you are when you start, your passion will 
take you where you want to go.”
 
*Agave Gallery, owned by John and Cathy Bennett, is 
located at 208 E. San Antonio Street in Fredericksburg, 
Texas. (830) 990-1727. www.agavegallery.com
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O OLD
TIMER

DID ANYONE LISTEN TO YOU ABOUT ALL THE 
WAYS WE CAN FIX TRAFFIC IN TOWN?
In all my time of doing this column, I start almost every 
one of them with “Nobody will take me seriously or even 
consider any of my ideas, but I’ll give it another shot.” The 
traffic column from last month is no different. In fact, 
because I poked the sleeping bear, TxDot last week shot 
off a press release saying that as they are getting closer 
to wrapping up all of the I-10 traffic that has snarled 
our area, they have now deemed it inadequate and are 
proposing expanding 10 from a 4 lane highway to an 8 
lane highway. They’re not even done with the current 
construction and have decided to demolish what they’ve 
done and re-do it, including tearing down all the bridge 
work that they did last summer. TxDot exists solely to 
justify its own existence. Build a road, celebrate with a 
ribbon cutting, then go to lunch and say “Ya know, that 
road project we just did? I don’t think it’s good enough. 
Let’s tear it up and re-do it BIGGER!” In my head they 
are all stereotypical fat white guys in tweed jackets that 
then laugh loudly, clink their drinks and mutter about the 
stupid sheeple of the world. 

To answer your question, of course nobody listened to 
me.

OT, I’M NEW-ISH TO TOWN AND HAVE REMARKED 
SEVERAL TIMES THAT THE TOWN SEEMS TO ROLL 
UP THE SIDEWALKS AT SUNDOWN. WHAT GIVES?
It’s been this way forever and nobody knows why. We 
have become a sort of craft-brew mecca of late, but sure 
enough, the attendance is pretty sparse come 8:30pm. I 
know that Salavador Dobbs and The Duck are pushing the 
envelope with some late night music, and people hang out 
at Cibolo Creek Brewing until 9:02pm. But I would guess 
that they’re really the only ones. 

I don’t suppose that there is much of a “solution” to this 
issue – it just is what it is. I keep hoping that we’d get a 
place that has full-band live music that would keep people 
out late and bring some much needed two-stepping to 
town, but alas, I’ve also been saying that since the ‘60s so I 
don’t expect much to change. (Though I know that Dobb’s 
acoustic music calendar is pretty robust and should be 
supported).

TOLL ROADS ON I-10? TRUE OR UNTRUE?
Some of our previous City leaders tried very hard to 
get toll roads on I-10. VERY hard. However, they were 
ultimately stopped with this nefarious plan and I haven’t 
heard of any new initiatives related to this. However, 
HOV lanes are in the works. Time to buy that mannequin 
off of Ebay and plop it in the seat next to you for your 
morning commute.

ASK OLD TIMER

TAJ-MAH-CITY-HALL. HOLY COW.
Man, I chuckle every time I drive by that God-forsaken 
thing. After being assured countless times that it wouldn’t 
loom ominously over Main Street, we have a building 
that even some local leaders have shaken their heads at 
and muttered “Can you believe that damn thing? It’s...
awful.” I had an old buddy come visit me the other day 
from the Northeast and upon driving him down Main 
Street to show him the area, he gasped and said “What 
in the Sam Hill is THAT damn thing?”  Oh, nothing. It’s 
our not-ominous-completely-necessary-not-opulent-
appropriately-sized-Taj-Mah-City-Hall...for a town of 
16,000 residents. He laughed and laughed.
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THE OLD RIVERSIDE LOCATION. WHAT’S GOING 
ON THERE?
Nobody knows. Except for a billionaire from Mexico that 
lives full time on his yacht. (True story. That’s the owner of 
the property – one of Mexico’s richest people that I don’t 
think has ever set foot in town). They’ve put in a curb 
and I saw the other day that they’re throwing down sod. I 
also saw the giant FOR SALE sign. And I hate to predict 
something BAD, but what are the odds that our City 
leaders have sat down and poured over the zoning for 
this property and assured themselves that nothing awful 
can be built there? Like a CVS. Or what are the odds that 
something awful will buy it, will cause the citizenry to 
freak out, and we’ll get an Arby’s? If history is any guide...

SCHOOL CALENDARS ARE PRETTY WONKY HERE. 
THERE’S LOTS OF RANDOM DAYS OFF. WHY?
Because the ISD decided to let the parents vote on our 
school calendars. Not a terrible idea, but I cannot account 
for the vacation days that are allotted. I’m far removed 
from having school children, but it’s strange even to 
me that the kids have a 4 day vacation for something 
as important as Columbus Day. Nor why upon the 
conclusion of a long Christmas break, the kids are off the 
first Monday back and the Friday of the same week. The 
inconvenience to parents is spectacular, but I hypothesize 
that it’s really just Margarita Monday for the teachers after 
the long break and a way to drag out their vacation by 
calling it a “Teacher Workday.”

OLD TIMER, NEWBIE HERE. IT’S LATE SEPTEMBER. 
IT’S HOT. WHEN IS FALL?
Welcome to Texas. I’ll assume you moved here from 
someplace that actually has “seasons”. We don’t do 
that here. It’s hot from April through November, with 
the occasional pretty days mixed in with tolerable 
temperatures. In deep winter, it’s still hot, with a random 
cold snap here and there just to break our pipes and kill 
a few dozen people with icy roads. Then it’s back to hot. 
You moved here from California didn’t you?

“THE FLATS” - THAT’S A CONFUSING LITTLE 
AREA. WHAT’S THE STORY IN THERE?
Back in the day, the day labor families lived in there. 
Migrants. Minorities. Poor folks. The houses were mainly 
little shanty houses, there was a fair amount of crime, and 
there was lots of poverty. It was the poor part of town 
because every time it drizzled, the whole area would 
flood, thus “The Flats”. As we’ve moved into this new era, 
rich folks are buying these little houses, knocking them 
over, and building sexy McMansions. Is it good for the 

area? I guess. It also has removed one of the few areas of 
“affordable housing” for the area and is misplacing some 
less-fortunate families. Some are getting rich on their 
property sales, which are now multiplied in value, but 
let’s be real...they can’t afford a different house in town. 
Why are rich people buying land that has been known to 
flood? Because it doesn’t flood in there any more...there’s 
no water left.
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