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This season, Burkett Arbor Care
is thankful for our customers who
entrust us with the beauty and health
of their trees.

Winter is peak tree maintenance season. Call today and
sign up to be on our winter tree pruning list for beautiful,
heathy trees in the spring.

CERTIFIED ARBORIST
DEEP ROOT FERTILIZATION
PHC TREATMENT
TREE PRUNING
TREE MITIGATION
TREE REMOVAL
PLANTING
STUMP GRINDING

www.burkettarborcare.com | 830.229.5700 | Contact us for a FREE ESTIMATE

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
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FOUR GREAT LOCATIONS
TO SERVE YOU
Boerne • Gruene • Bandera
New Braunfels
And Always Online!

118 S. Main St. • Boerne, TX
Open Daily 10am-5pm
Sun. 12pm-4pm
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Realize your dream of a Healthy
Mind, Body & Spirit.

[

Come check out our new products!

New This Month: Lemon & Carrot Cake Edibles and Soft Doggy Treats
Mon. - Fri. 10:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m.

Sat. 10:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m.

]

BRINGING WELLNESS TO THE WORLD
CBD American Shaman makes a Replenishing Face Cream that is Nature’s
nourishment for a youthful complexion. It’s silky, never greasy. Plumps,
moisturizes & diminishes skin discoloration. Replenish Face Cream has
carefully selected ingredients - featuring CBD Hemp Oil. As you get ready
to face the dry, cold winter months, this is a good time to figure out a
skin care plan that you can live with. It doesn’t have to be complicated or
expensive. It just needs to work. Our customers who have tried this have
raved about how much they love it. There is just no better praise, as far as
we’re concerned!
100% Organic & Terpene Rich

VISIT OUR
A
STORE FOR

FREE
E
SAMPn tL
his ad
and mentio
any
for 10% OFF
CBD product

BOERNE HILL COUNTRY

All Products

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

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 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.

DEVA MOORE
ART

CASEY BONHAM
SURVIVOR’S STORY

I have been married for 38 years,
we relocated to Corpus Christi
12 years ago. Love living on the
coast with my husband, dogs,
cats, chickens and rabbits. I enjoy
art, music, reading and spending
time with my husband. We have
a married son and a married
daughter I also have 6 grand
daughters, and one married
grandson and 2 great grandsons.

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

Local alumnus and advocate,
Casey Janes Bonham highlights
her talents and purpose with
insight and focus on social work.
She prides herself on having
a network focused impact on
life, struggle and victory. Casey
is a licensed social worker
with an additional Masters in
Interpersonal Communication
from Baylor Texas. As a Texas
native, she dedicates her life to her family, professional evolution,
community therapy and specialty court treatment.

Publisher
Benjamin D. Schooley
ben@hillcountryexplore.com
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Marjorie Hagy History

SAMUEL SMITH
REFLECTION

Operations Manager
Tiffany Usher
tiffany@smvtexas.vom

Creative Director
Benjamin N. Weber
ben.weber@smvtexas.com

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.

ADVERTISING SALES
210-507-5250
sales@hillcountryexplore.com

512 RIVER RD.

|

BOERNE, T X

|

NE XT TO LIT TLE GRETEL

DEAREST EXPLORE READER,

I read a little parable a few months ago that has stuck with
me. It’s called “The Elephant Rope”.
It reads that a gentleman was walking through an
encampment in Africa, and he noticed that there were
several elephants that weren’t being kept in cages, or held
by chains or any other sort of security. They were simply
standing around the camp with what appeared to be the
only thing holding them from escape being a single piece
of loose rope tied to one of their large feet.
The man gazed upon the elephants and he was completely
confused as to why the elephants didn’t use their strength
to break the rope and escape the camp. They could have
clearly just walked out of the camp with no restraints to
hold them back, but instead, they didn’t try at all.
Curious, the man wanted to understand why, so he asked
one of the nearby trainers why the elephants just stood
around and never tried to escape. The trainer replied,
“When they are very young and much smaller we use the
same size rope to tie them and, at that age, it was enough
to hold them. As they have grown, they are conditioned to
believe they cannot break away. They believe the rope can
still hold them, so they never try to break free.”
Ah, the parallels in our own lives.
The things that we struggle against can feel so
overwhelming. Real change in our lives is no small order
most of the time, and much like the elephants, we can find
the smallest excuse to hold us in our current patterns. We
all do it. The problem as I see it is that, before you know it,
life has a fast way of passing you by and you’ve now stayed
in your sad situation for far, far too long.
I had lunch with a friend the other day that is stuck in
what I’d call an abusive relationship. He is miserably
unhappy with his girlfriend, and there seems to be a daily
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situation that he summarizes for me that has me just
shaking my hand in compassion for him. They have no
kids, they rent a small apartment, and their money isn’t
really intertwined. He’s just with her, and is just battling
through the daily body-blows of dysfunction and misery.

However, yet again, I can find dozens of excuses for why
I can’t do it. My parents would miss me. Would the kids
come visit me enough? All the immigration stuff sounds
complicated. Would the drug cartels get me? Sigh, I’d have
to learn Spanish probably. What would I do for money?

“So leave her,” I say.
“I can’t!” he exclaims.
“Why?”
“Where will I live?”
“With me until you get on your feet.”
“But what about all my stuff?”
“Who cares. We’ll get you some new stuff.”
“But we have a lease on the apartment.”
“Oh well. Your health and sanity matter more.”
“But she can’t afford it on her own.”
“Not your problem.”
“But I need some important things from the apartment.”
“Then get them while she’s at work. I’ll bring my truck
and we’ll pack you up in one hour.”

And on and on.

...and on and on. An endless array of resistances against
this imaginary yet impossible entanglement that he
cannot escape. He’s blind to the fact that all he has to do
is make his decision and instantly improve his life, but he
keeps digging into excuses for why that’s just too damn
hard to do. So he’s reading this article right now, sitting
in that same little apartment, enjoying his dysfunctional
and abusive relationship. And he’s oblivious to the fact
that he has the keys to his freedom in his front left pocket
as they also operate his car, and he could be free in 32
seconds. But the imaginary ropes around him are simply
too strong.
I’m not innocent in this discussion. And neither are you.
How many of us have said “Ya know, I’m going to start
working out and getting healthier.”? We get our gym
membership or we buy some contraption that we put
in our bedroom and we work out. Three times. “Man, I
don’t have time for this.” Yes you do – know why I know?
Because you can spend 3 hours a day surfing stupid
Facebook. “I’m too sore.” Boohoo – keep doing it, and the
soreness will go away. “I get home from work too late.”
Then go in the morning. “I like to sleep in.” Sensing a
pattern here? We want the benefits of a healthier version
of ourselves, yet can’t shake off those imaginary ropes
that tie us to the ground. And so in the blink of an eye,
a decade flies by and we’re sitting on the couch watching
Jeopardy with a killer beer gut or sore knees because our
thighs are ballooning.
I keep talking about how one day I want to sell everything
I know and move to a coastal village in the Caribbean. I’ve
written about it on here a few times. I’ve had the thought
for several years and I lie awake at night thinking about all
the details of how I might pull it off. I want the simplicity
that the life would afford me, and as it’s my one and only
life, I want to experience it.

The reality is that when my kids graduate in a few years, I
could put a FOR SALE sign on my house, sell everything,
take the equity and begin the adventure. That’s really
it. The other details would just have to sort themselves
out. Maybe the kids visit a bunch to their crazy Dad’s
bohemian condo in Puerto Vallarta, or maybe their own
lives busy them and they can’t visit much. So I’ll come
see them perhaps. Same with my parents. Maybe I’ll
work on a fishing charter boat and make enough to be
comfy. Maybe I find an online job using my experience
to spend a few hours a day at a computer, and the rest of
the day beachcombing among the tourists. Who the hell
knows is my point. But these ropes around me are of my
own creation and I have nobody to blame but myself.
Adventure awaits, and the decision is mine with what to
do with it.
Sometimes life is as complicated as we make it. Just like
the elephants in the parable, we can be constrained by our
own minds, and not by any real shackles. Losing weight,
travel, health, relationship, career...the areas for positive
change are endless. It takes some real honesty to cease the
excuses and instead embrace that you ARE free, and that
you hold the keys to that freedom all the time.
Welcome to November. Ah, cooler temps. Take this
opportunity to strike out, EXPLORE your dreams, and
map out a plan. When you feel shackled by responsibility
or excuses, reach in your pocket, let your keys jingle a bit,
and smile knowing that you are 100% free at all times and
that nothing can hold you back. Except yourself.
Smiling,

ben@hillcountryexplore.com

Fun dreams and
ideas in my book
for the beginning,
average, and
expert knitter

Available at Amazon, Barnes & Noble, and
Little Gretel. Come by and I will sign it for you!

FRESH | HEALTHY | MADE FROM SCRATCH DAILY
CARRY OUT ORDERS WELCOME
ON ALL MENU ITEMS
518 RIVER ROAD | BOERNE, TX | WWW.LITTLEGRETEL.COM | 830-331-1368

AREA EVENTS

Get out and enjoy the great Texas Hill Country!

The most comprehensive events calendar. Send submissions to info@hillcountryexplore.com

BOERNE
November 1-2 Boerne Handmade Market This biannual,
two-day event boasts creative and new vendors selling all
handmade items. Cana Ballroom, 202 W. Kronkosky St.
210-663-9046; visitboerne.org/calendar

November 29-December 31 Old West Christmas Light Fest
Enjoy holiday flavors and fun at an all-new location for
this event’s sixth year of Christmas magic. Enchanted
Springs Ranch, 242 SH 46 W. 210-570-7669; visitboerne.
org/calendar

November 1-3 Vintage Market Days This upscale vintageinspired market features original art, antiques, clothing,
jewelry, handmade treasures, home décor, outdoor
furnishings, food, and seasonal plantings. Kendall County
Youth Ag and Equestrian Center, 649 FM 289. 281-8321734; visitboerne.org/calendar

November 30 Concert in the Cave: Sounds of the Season
Tinsel performs in the Queen’s Throne Room for a
special holiday celebration. Cave Without A Name, 325
Kreutzberg Road. 830-537-4212; visitboerne.org/calendar

November 2 Kendall County Wild Game Dinner Go hog wild
at this annual wild game dinner. Enjoy old favorites like
smoked turkey, smoked pulled pork, brisket tacos, and
beans, then move on up to something a little more exotic.
Kendall County Fairgrounds, 1307 River Road. 210-3164297; visitboerne.org/calendar
November 7 Diva Night Evening festivities include
shopping, live music, dining, and great specials. The first
200 divas to check in at The Dienger Trading Co. and The
Flower Shop get a tiara or a boa. Boerne’s Hill Country
Mile, 100 N. Main St. 210-861- 7333; visitboerne.org/
calendar
November 9 Concert in the Cave The Fredericksburg Music
Festival on Tour performs in the cave’s Queen’s Throne
Room. Cave Without A Name, 325 Kreutzberg Road. 830537-4212; visitboerne.org/calendar
November 9-10 Holiday Market Days On the second
weekend of every month, Main Plaza is home to an
outdoor market that blends the traditions of the Texas
Hill Country with the creations of to- day’s culture.
Hundreds of festive booths display everything from
collectibles and remembrances of the past to modern
innovations. Main Plaza, 100 N. Main St. 210-844-8193;
visitboerne.org/calendar
November 9 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, 100
N. Main St. 210-954-6659; visitboerne.org/calendar

COMFORT
November 16-19 Diva Day and Girls Night Out Downtown
merchants pull out the stops to give the ladies all the
best reasons to come to Comfort and shop. Selections
for the Christmas season, sumptuous tasty treats, and
drinks top off the experience. Saturday is Diva Day and
Tuesday evening is Girls Night Out. Guys are welcome to
come along. Historic Downtown Comfort. 830-995-3131;
comfort-texas.com
November 30 Christmas in Comfort Every year on the
Saturday after Thanksgiving, 125-plus arts and crafts and
food vendors line downtown streets for a day of shopping
and fun. Enjoy live entertainment throughout the day,
kids activities, and a nighttime lighted parade followed by
fireworks. Historic Downtown Comfort. 830-995-3131;
comfort-texas.com
FREDERICKSBURG
November 8-10 Die Künstler Fine Art Show and Sale The
27th annual weekend exhibition and sale features more
than 300 original artworks by DK’s member artists. Free
admission. St. Joseph’s Halle, 212 W. San Antonio St. 713201-1351; dkfredericksburg.org
November 9 Fort Martin Scott Living History and Pageant
During the day, military and pioneer interpreters in
period attire bring 1848 to life at the fort. In the evening,
a short pageant at the adjacent Texas Rangers Heritage
Center tells the story of this first fort on the Texas frontier.
Fort Martin Scott, 1606 E. Main St., adjacent to Texas
Rangers Heritage Center. 830-307-8715; ftmartinscott.org

November 21 A Thirst for Nature Learn about the area’s
different plant and wildlife. Those who are of age can sip
on an adult beverage made to match the theme for that
month, or choose the non- alcoholic version for kids.
Cibolo Nature Center, 140 City Park Road. 830-249- 4616;
visitboerne.org/calendar

KERRVILLE
November 1 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. Kerrville-Kerr County Airport, 1877 Airport
Loop. 830- 896-6600; firstfridaywineshare.com

November 23-24 Boerne Fall Antiques Show Exhibitors
gather their treasures from across the country and save
their best for this nationally acclaimed antiques show.
Kendall County Fairgrounds, 1307 River Road. 830-3292870; visitboerne.org/calendar

November 2 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, 3785 SH 27.
830-895-7524; kerrmarketdays.org

November 29-December 31 Christmas on the Ranch Join
Don Strange Ranch for a month long celebration of
family, friends, and neighbors with brand-new displays,
interactive carriage and hayrides, food, and Christmas
shopping. Don Strange Ranch, 103 Waring Welfare Road.
830- 537-3156; visitboerne.org/calendar

November 2 Holiday Magic Gift Market Shop for Christmas
decor, hand- made crafts, clothing, and jewelry, plus
enjoy a bake sale, and lunch. Elks Lodge, 1907 Junction
Highway. 830-542-9611

November 29-30 Dickens on Main The 20th annual
celebration officially kicks off the holiday season in
Boerne, spreading tidings of good cheer and merriment
galore. Boerne’s Hill Country Mile, 100 N. Main St. 830248-1617; visitboerne.org/calendar
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November 8-10 Kid ‘N Ewe and Llamas Too Fiber Arts
Festival Texas’ premier fiber arts festival for anyone
who enjoys the wide variety of fiber arts. Kerr County Hill
Country Youth Event Center, 3785 SH 27. kidnewe.com
com/events or traveltexas.com for a searchable list of events.
November 9 “An Evening to Remember” with Don Irwin
in Memory of John Iman Listen to a Steinway piano
memorial performance. Kerrville First United Methodist

Church, 321 Thompson Drive. 830-792-4044;
dietertcenter.org
November 9 Kerrville VA Open Car Show and Parade A
car show and parade benefit patients at Kerrville VA
Hospital. Entertainment and food are included. Kerrville
VA Hospital, 3600 Memorial Blvd. 830-792-2580;
everycarshow.com
November 23 Holiday Lighted Parade and Courthouse
Lighting Ceremony Welcome the holiday season with
an annual lighted parade and the arrival of Santa
on his signature fire truck. After the parade, enjoy a
Christmas program with caroling, and the lighting
of the courthouse with a 45-foot tree. Kerr County
Courthouse, 700 Main St. 830-792-7812; kerrvilletx.gov
NEW BRAUNFELS
November 1-10 Wurstfest Join in a unique celebration
rich in German culture. Enjoy food, music, dancing,
carnival rides, games, German and Texan beers, special
events, and the finest in Alpine- and Bavarian-style
entertainment. Landa Park, 120 Landa St. 830-625-9167;
wurstfest.com
November 9 Heritage Day This yearly production features
a day- long demonstration of life in early Texas featuring
some of the preeminent living historians in the state.
Activities include open-hearth cooking, weaving,
calligraphy, blacksmithing, and 19th century toys. There
are also military firing demonstrations of muskets,
rifles, and artillery. Museum of Texas Handmade
Furniture, 1370 Churchill Drive. 830-629- 6504;
texashandmadefurniture.com
November 21 Kathy Mattea in Concert With two Grammy
wins, four CMA Awards, four No. 1 country singles,
and five gold albums (plus a platinum collection of her
greatest songs), Mattea sings hits like “Goin’ Gone,”
“Come from the Heart,” and “Eighteen Wheels and a
Dozen Roses.” Brauntex Theatre, 290 W. San Antonio St.
830-627-0808; brauntex.org
WIMBERLEY
November 8-December 14 Second Saturday Gallery
Trail On the second Saturday of every month, come
early and stay late for wine, light bites, and an art-filled
evening at the galleries in and around the Wimberley
square. Various locations, 13811 RR 12. 260-290-5001;
gallerytrail.com
November 2 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, 601 FM 2325. 512-8472201; shopmarketdays.com
November 15-16 Winter Wonderland Visit the
wonderland of Thanksgiving and Christmas trees,
wreaths, and center- pieces created by local artists and
talented, crafty people. Bid on your favorite to take home
or to your office. Enjoy holiday music, refreshments, and
a visit with Santa. Wimberley Community Center, 14068
RR 12. 512-847-2201; wimberley.org
November 30-December 28 Trail of Lights More than
100 Christmas displays are set along a winding path.
Enjoy the yule log, live entertainment, visits with Santa,
train rides, and food and drink. EmilyAnn Theatre and
Gardens, 1101 FM 2325. 512-847-6969; emilyann.org

1499 S. Main Street, Boerne, TX 78006

Next to Dog & Pony Grill

830-331-1391

358 Sisterdale Rd. • Boerne • $795,000 • 10 ac. • 2618 sq. ft. • Must Sell!
Native Stone Home
•
•
•
•
•
•

4 Bedroom • 2.5 Bath • 2 Car • Two Story
Beautiful 10 Acres (Ag-Exempt!)
Covered & Lighted Sport Court/Pavilion
Shop With Covered Storage Areas
Separate Handicapped Friendly Guest Suite
Over 700 Ft. Frontage on Sisterdale Rd. and
Limited Commercial Use Allowed

For Sale By Owner: 830-644-8105

14 | EXPLORE

NOW OPEN

FRIDAY, SATURDAY, AND SUNDAY

Where Beer and History Come Together!
The perfect union of great beer & food
236 S. Main St. | Boerne, TX | 210.452.4720

ART OF
THE SMOKE

B

By Ben Schooley

Barret and Claire Klein, owners of Klein’s Smokehaus in Boerne, enjoy the
fact that their business is pretty much the “must-have” BBQ destination
when coming through Boerne. While they also run an extremely busy deer
processing business at the same location, their dedication to their customers
and innovative products have built them a loyal following. And they are doing
all of this while remaining true to the business’ early roots in Boerne.

Klein’s Smokehaus was born in 2006, but the location has been a meat market and
grocery store going back to 1950, and one of the original family owners still works at the
location. Originally a grocery store, the Waldeck family served Boerne from behind the
counter of a very humble grocery store in the early days. Gavin Waldeck and his sister
Donna went to school across the street and would come each day after school to put in
their required hours in the family business. As time went on and Boerne grew, larger
grocers moved to town, so the family transformed the business to focus on just their
prime meats and sausages, and Farmer’s Meat Market was born in 1976.
For the next 30 years, Farmer’s Meat Market was a Boerne staple for fine cuts of meat,
and the family worked diligently at not only providing the highest levels of service, but
to build the relationships with their customers that had existed since the ‘50s.
In 2006, the Kleins were actively looking for their own location to open their own
business, and after a few meetings, Farmer’s Meat Market became Klein’s Smokehaus.
Barret, who has an Animal & Meat Sciences degree, as well as a Master’s in Meat Science,
is serious about this business. His wife Claire is just as devoted to the industry, and it
shows in the duo’s passion and dedication.
Barret begins, “The longevity of this business is what I liked. I wanted a well established
company to putchase, and I wanted something that had a history and background. The
location is perfect in Boerne and being 100% German, the dry sausage we do is very
similar to what I grew up with in Fredericksburg, and I loved the idea of essentially
coming home.” Upon taking the steering wheel, the Kleins considered a few changes and
quickly adapted. “We expanded the BBQ and the deer processing areas quickly. I initially
wanted to shut down the BBQ side of the business, but I saw how well it was made and
that it was such a big part of the business, and it’s 80% of our business in the front area.
We tried to automate things in the deer processing area and improve our processes to
make it more modern and efficient.”
Claire is heavily involved in the business as well. She adds, “I think you want to meet
the customer’s needs every single day, and that’s what gets me going every time I walk in
here. The goal here is to make it right. I’m proud of what we have to offer and we make
it right. That’s what they’re paying for. Whether it’s a sandwich or a large processing
order, whether you’re teaching or filling gas, you’re wanting a service and we are here to
provide our service as well as we can. It’s our reputation on the line.”
Upon purchase, the Kleins were processing approximately 1200 deer per season. They
are now eclipsing 4000 annually. Valerie Mont, who handles marketing and operations
for the team, adds, “ I think we have some of the most innovative processing around –
they’re great quality, and people have more options than other places. The quality of our
service is top notch, and we have up to date packaging that you don’t find in most places
like ours.”
Barret adds that his passion for the meat sciences and the innovative opportunities
in front of him is what keeps him motivated. “I just love coming up with new ideas.
For example, in the last 10 years, dried Italian salamis are a hot thing, and so we’ve

been working hard on that. Using bacterial fermentation, the very old school type
techniques, and we’re coming up with new products. I love that. I love all things related
to meat where we can be innovative and make us more efficient, and make us more
technologically advanced...but in an old fashioned way.”
Speaking of old fashioned, Gavin Waldeck (son of the original owner) is still a daily
employee and a familiar face for many. Valerie adds, “We still have some older customers
that come in and only want Gavin to serve them.” Barret jumps in, “He’s a very big piece
of our business as far as maintaining the longevity and the history. They relate to him
being here and he’s a fixture.” Valerie ends, “Even up in the front, they might know that
they can get the same cuts at HEB, but they love to come here and talk to us personally
and let us provide that personal service and Gavin and the whole staff is very important
to us and the customers as well.”
With their appreciation for the past, the Kleins are ever-pushing forward. Barret
explains, “We’re adding 900 new square feet of retail space soon. We’re also planning
on smoked bacon and trying to get it carried in other retailers. That’s a big step because
it’s a large undertaking. Right now we’re seasonal with the deer, and are trying to find
some more consistency so that we can keep staff in line all year round.” Claire adds, “We
process year round, but the numbers significantly drop off after January, and we’d like to
increase production so we can keep them all on staff year round.”
With their eyes on expansion into retail stores (like HEB) carrying their products, the
team is focused. Valerie explains that while their products are the ultimate test, the
connection with a local store is important to customers. “As far as our retail offering
goes, we’re offering good quality products with good service and our presentation is
great. I think people are shying away from your chain stores, and we’re trying to make
it more of a one-stop shop where people can have that boutique experience with the
personal connection that I think people really value now.”
In what little down-time the team gets, Barret busies himself with the Ag programs
locally such as 4H and FFA. Claire comments that while their hours are intense, it has
just made them all appreciate their family time that they are afforded, and they guard
it closely. Valerie, an avid hunter and mother of 2, laughs that it’s simply perfect that
she can go hunting and then bring her trophy to Klein’s for world class processing and
production. All that said, the entire team is thankful for a staff and team that keeps the
business moving and growing and innovating. Claire adds, “We have the support of a
great staff, and they also are working some crazy hours, too. We have to have that and we
are so appreciative of that. In deer season, we rely so heavily on them or we wouldn’t be
here. It can be a struggle, but the core group is just fantastic and I can’t say enough how
much we appreciate them.”
With almost 70 years of history behind the business, they are firmly focused on the
future, while being respectful of the past. Barret concludes, “I want to maintain the
German heritage of the area, and as we grow, we will continue to tie things back to that
German heritage. Whatever we can do to maintain that culture, because I remember
what it was like in this area 50 years ago, and I want to maintain that a lot. For us as a
business, but also for this wonderful community.”

Klein Smokehaus | 342 N Main St. | Boerne, TX 78006 | 830-249-8063 | www.kleinsmokehaus.com
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Valerie Mont (left) and
Claire Klein (right)
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Ben Schooley, REALTOR®

Brokerage – Boerne, TX

BUYERS

SELLERS

KNOWLEDGEABLE

MARKETING

I grew up in Kendall County. I
knew your neighborhood before
it was even a neighborhood. I
bring all the knowledge about
this area that you could possibly
wish for, and will use it to help you
make the best decisions.

I publish 3 local magazines
(you’re holding one of them). Let
me use this space to promote
your listing and put it in front of
the maximum number of potential
buyers. No other REALTOR can
offer this service.

RELATIONSHIPS

TOOLS

If I don’t know the answer to your
question, I know someone that
does. I also work with some of the
most experienced professionals
in the industry, so no matter your
situation, I’ll bring exact answers
and concise solutions to your real
estate situation.

From professional photography,
to drone video, to websites, to
branding. Let me show you how I
can leverage my tools to promote
your listing like no other realtor in
this area.

DETERMINED
With almost 20 years of
professional sales experience, I
know the fine art of “getting the
deal done.” I’ll work passionately
on your behalf, and will seek a
satisfactory conclusion with all
parties coming together.

DRIVEN
I want nothing more than to exceed your expectations. I pledge
my complete focus, unparalleled
service, and the absolute top dollar for your home. Let me show
you how.

UTILIZING MORE MARKETING TOOLS THAN ANY
OTHER REALTOR® IN THE AREA.
LET’S START A CONVERSATION TODAY | 210.777.2075
www.theschooleygroup.com

MUSIC

ARTIST OF THE MONTH:
Noelle Goforth

By Matt Kersh

One of my
favorite things
about writing
this column each
month is it allows
me to sit down
and spend some
time with another talented musician
whom I usually wouldn’t get to connect
with otherwise due to our busy lives.

O

This month I sat down with Noelle Goforth, who I first
met as Noelle Wheeler over 25 years ago. Our families
went to church together for a period in another life, and
our parents both had made the decision to homeschool
us, so we came from the same conglomerate of families
that shared that educational model.
She grew up in a home with a father that has a strong
inclination towards music. Her dad, Richard “Little Bear”
Wheeler penned and sang a number of songs that taught
Christian values to children. I personally still remember
his song teaching the 10 Commandments and is how I
memorized all ten of them as a little boy nearly 30 years
ago. I still remember it today.
As time went by, we didn’t keep in touch as many people
you encounter through life also tend not to do. Not too
long ago, we reconnected and I was happy to discover that
Noelle is also a talented musician that performs around
the Texas Hill Country. She’s got a great love for jazz, but
does so with a unique nod at integrating folk and celtic
undertones. In her childhood, her first instrument was
the piano, which she began to study at age 12 and spent
time with for a number of years.
“I always loved performances that used harmonies.
Those vocal parts blending together really made my ears
perk up. So, in high school, there would be different
opportunities like a talent show, and my dad had
recording equipment around for his music. He had this
4-track recorder, so, I would sing the different harmony
parts into it and then give it to my friends for them to
learn so we could perform them together.”
Amongst musicians, many are notorious for flying by
the seat of their pants when it comes to “performance
preparation,” so it’s always refreshing to hear about the
process of talented musicians that take such pride in
their craft like Noelle does. The fact that she started
taking that kind of initiative at such a young age makes
it even more impressive.
As a busy mom of 5, juggling her shows is an incredible
feat. Needless to say, there were a number of years as
the kids were being born and growing that music was
on the backburner. As the kids have begun to gain
their independence and are busy with school and
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extracurricular activities, Noelle has been afforded more
time to again pursue her music.
“When I was ready to start doing more with music again,
I actually had a couple of friends approach me about us
doing some collaboration, but none of us really played
acoustic instruments. So, I decided to try and go after
learning the guitar, I knew the piano, but we wanted an
acoustic sound. An acoustic kind of folk music, with celtic
vibes is what I was feeling at the time. And we wanted
really tight harmonies.”
Noelle began to get fairly comfortable on the acoustic
guitar, but it was definitely that more folk/celtic style. That
trio project lasted for about 5 years. “Our manager played
the mandolin, and we had a fiddle player from Austin.
One of the singers moved to Austin, I had my 5th child,
and I just had to back off for a couple years.”
“Then I found myself in a duo that was very much
American folk style tunes. Covering Dolly Parton, Johnny
Cash, Bob Dylan, that sort of music. One day, a musician
friend handed me a ukulele. So, I took that home, and the
first song I wanted to learn was ‘Somewhere Over The
Rainbow,’ but I wanted to learn the original version with
all the jazz chords. I just fell in love with it and thought it
was so beautiful. I worked hard to learn it, and one song
led to the next, and my love for jazz was growing.”
When Noelle’s dad was younger, he was a crooner, and
took lessons under Earl Brent, who wrote the lyrics for
the jazz standard, “Angel Eyes.” She was listening to a lot
of the greats of the genre from a young age. “My dad grew
up without a dad, and Earl Brent didn’t have any kids, so
dad became sort of like a son to him, and they also really
just became like best friends. My dad was like the son he
never had and was the best man in my parent’s wedding.”

“I grew up listening to my dad sing. Andy Williams was
dad’s favorite, and he played a lot of Frank Sinatra, Perry
Como, and Bing Crosby. So, I heard all the men, but as I
got older, I started listening to all the female jazz singers
like Peggy Lee, Ella Fitzgerald, Anita O’Day, and there
was a singer named Lucy Ann Polk that sang frequently
with Benny Goodman; I loved her voice. I really began to
immerse myself in that old jazz music.”
Noelle really began to dive into her love of jazz a few years
ago, and was asked to put together a performance group
for a “swing night” themed prom. She approached Joe
Gonzales at Hearts’ Home Acoustics here in Boerne. Joe
hosted ukulele training nights at the shop and she knew
him to have a big heart for kids and music and he agreed
to help make this performance happen for this event.
“Joe asked me for a list of about 15 songs, and took them
from me and charted everything, and used his network
of jazz musicians to put together an amazing band. And
that’s really how our group, Three Swings and a Miss, was
born.” The fusion of genres in the project is truly excellent
work, with jazz being the driving force behind it. I highly
recommend following what’s going on with them and
catching a show sometime soon when you can make it
happen; it’s really something fresh and special.
Noelle, her husband, five kids, two cats, and four
chickens love their life on their 2 acre country
homestead in Boerne.
Website: threeswingsandamiss.com
Instagram: @noellegoforth
Facebook @3swingsandamiss
Email: noellegoforthmusic@gmail.com
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SURVIVOR’S
STORY
By Casey Bonham

G

Growing up in a small town where everyone knows your Mom
and being the oldest of 3 sisters can have its’ diabolic obstacles.
Little did Shanon Collins know, her journey from a youngster in
Boerne to a mother, wife and ultimate survivor would be filled with
unimaginable consequences.

“I had a pretty normal childhood but was always the kid
with broken arms, unexplained illnesses, and unrelenting
medical issues. I had Rheumatic fever when I was in the
third grade. I didn’t really think about it much when I was
younger but essentially I was referred to as the ‘sick child’.”
In 1995 Shanon and her family decided to move to
Boerne just before her freshman year of high school. She
describes her high school days in Boerne, “There was an
innocence about it. My fondest memory was cruising
Main Street and knowing what everyone drove and
meeting up at one end of town or the other. “
BHS Class of 1999 graduate had a unique social position
as she navigated her time in high school, “I never really
stuck with one group of friends, I would get to know
people and make friends and felt comfortable hanging out
with most of the different cliques.” Shanon was the first of
her sisters to go through Boerne High School and explore
the social construct of being a teenager and a new comer
to a small, tight knit community of families. Shanon is
proud to reflect and call on the days being raised as the
eldest and daughter to a single, working parent. “I knew
I had to step up and help out where I could.” The gleam
of dedication to her family radiated from her face as she
reflected on days and years passed. Consequently, as
with so many, the idea of what life will look like when we
grow up rarely parallels the journey our lives take and
leave us with an unexpected outcome. Shanon knows this
precipice all too well.
After graduation, Shanon accepted an opportunity to
substitute teach and work with children with a variety of
disabilities. She recalls, “I just wanted to figure out what I
wanted to do with my life but had no idea how important
this opportunity would be for me.” During the next 7 years
Shanon danced through life with her beaming smile and
golden locks. She started dating someone new, was going
to college, just started a new job and had an 18 month old
daughter. Then something happened that changed the
trajectory of Shanon’s outlook on life. “I went to the Doctor
and was misdiagnosed with a sinus infection which actually
turned out to be blood clot in my sinuses. I was admitted
to the hospital and suffered a stroke from which I lost
mobility for a time and subsequently began having seizures.
Then 7 months later I was fine. No one had any explanation
for what had happened.”
The series of medical events that led to Shanon enduring
the unexplainable prompted her to, like most, begin
to ponder “Why me?” As a young mother who was
beginning to build her life, as many 25 year olds hope
to do, she was stunted by what had happened. She was
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desperately working to manage paying her medical
bills, losing her job, parenting her daughter who had
been diagnosed with autism, maintaining personal
relationships and finding a way to go forward in her
life without fear and with unanswered questions. All
this was happening to the dismay of doctors who could
provide little to know evidence or reason for her history
of ailments. “When we go to the doctor and they tell us
something is wrong the importance of a diagnosis is so
we know how to move forward in life in such a way that
avoids any further life forsaking events. I never got that. “
Shanon found her answers elsewhere, “All I could do
was look inside myself and know that I was the one
responsible for rebuilding my life.” Despite having family
near, there were expectations she believes they had no
way of understanding were needed to help her pick of
the pieces of her life. Shanon gives a great deal of credit
to her boyfriend at the time who helped her with her
daughter and made sure that of all people, her daughter
was there to see her in the hospital to remind her why
she needed and wanted to fight to rebuild her life and
self. However, Shanon did not know her journey to true
survivorship had yet to reach its pinnacle.
In the midst of gaining momentum in the rebuilding
of her life an unexpected reaction to a common cough
medicine left Shanon in a coma for 2 weeks in 2013.
During this time she suffered a torn trachea, which
required invasive surgery and episodes of flat lining. Her
future was uncertain, recovery unknown and strength
challenged. She had met her ultimate match, but death
was not an option.
For Shanon and her family, Thanksgiving that year was
a pivotal occasion and came with gifts of immeasurable
value. Shanon woke up from her coma and showed signs
of improvement and promise. “I remember seeing my
Dad there and going in and out.” A gift worth truly being
thankful for, not just for Shanon but all who loved and
prayed for her recovery.
She knew she had a long road to recovery (again) and
support was going to be critical. “My best friend stepped
up more than I could have ever expected. She helped with
my daughter, driving me to work and to appointments.
She went above and beyond and I couldn’t have done it
without her.” Tears welled in Shanon’s eyes as she recalled
how integral that support was for her and her daughter
during a time when she felt helpless. “I still don’t have
answers about why all of that stuff happened to me.” And
so continued her journey of discovery and realizing her
answers would come in a different form. So she submitted

to the effects of her trials and tribulations as they began
to give her answers surpassed her medical questions.
Answers that shaped the rebuilding of her life to an extent
that exemplify strength, personal insight and gratitude.
Having a daughter with autism is a challenge, but Carter,
now 14, has also been Shanon’s saving grace. Carter
has a form of autism where functioning is high but
communication is limited to nonverbal expression. “She
is always there for me and has a great personality despite
everything. Yes, there are times when melt downs happen
but I know how to approach it because I have taken what
I went through and learned what I need to do for her and
how to show her my support. I was the sick child who
now has a sick child. God had prepared me for this.”
Such a revelation was critical for Shanon’s perseverance
and positivity despite the wicked cards life dealt her. It
would be easy to assume Shanon has experienced enough
in her short life to make her bitter, angry and exhausted,
but her outlook is so different than expected. She has
learned to live with uncertainty and master the unknown.
She has realized that family comes in all forms and often
doesn’t know what you need unless you tell them. And
most of all, her story has the power to impact others
who may be experiencing difficulties with their children,
medical issues, personal issues, any struggle, as they
all come with an element of not knowing why. Shanon
found value in her journey and a desire to share her
story with others in hope of helping others. Her advice
for others is to recognize asking why can lead to a life of
not getting answers, but if you ask how instead, you will
quickly learn the answer is an experience, an adventure
of self-exploration and how to get what you want out of
life. “Asking how do I do this, or how do I make it better
forced me to become the kind of person I wanted to be.”
Shanon now lives in San Antonio with her husband,
Carter and step daughter, Lucy. Her outlook on life is
ambitious as she has regained her health and sustained
it to the extent she can pick up where she was forced to
leave off those years ago. She is set to graduate with her
Bachelor’s this year and is hopeful about all life has to
offer as she and her family look forward to relocating to
Ft. Worth later in the year.
“Boerne will always be my home and I know the culture
there tends to expect perfection in ourselves and our
children, but life is not perfect.” Together we have
the power and choice to embrace our struggles and
differences with an attitude like Shanon’s. Life is how we
make it, even when we don’t know why.
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Health Insurance
Health Sharing Programs
Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance
Business Insurance
Workers Compensation Insurance
Commercial Property
Surety Bonds
Builders Risk

HEALTH INSURANCE
SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

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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S E N I O R | FA M I LY | W E D D I N G | C O R P O R AT E
www.westvita.com | 1015 N. School St., Boerne | 830.431.1157

HISTORY

5 SCORE
AND A FEW
MONTHS AGO
By Marjorie Hagy

A

A little over a hundred years ago, the people of Boerne were gearing up for an election. On
November 5, the men of Kendall County would decide between Rudolph Phillip and Adolph
Theis for the office of County Treasurer ; Otto Schweppe was running for re-election for District
Clerk, JA Luckenbach was on the ballot for Precinct 1 Commissioner, and James Monroe Saner
was up for Sheriff again- and would win. Election Day was a festival day in young Boerne, the
county seat, with whole families coming into town from Kendalia, from Bergheim, Wasp Creek
and Comfort, and all the farms in the country in between, piled into their wagons and bumping
over dirt-rutted roads with their lunches on their laps.

The women would do a little shopping and socializing while the men decided the
future at the ballot box- women didn’t have the right to vote yet, and while black men
were technically allowed to vote, none would be casting a ballot in 1912 in Jim Crow
Boerne.
The candidates for office were listed in the September 27 issue of the Boerne Star, in
the right-hand column alongthe edge of the page. Announcements in the paper there
set them back ten bucks for a district office, $5 for a county seat and a mere $3 for the
precinct election.
Oh yeah, a hundred years ago was a presidential election year, too, just like this year
and as hotly contentious as they all are. The 1912 race was a rare four-way contest,
a real doozie, with incumbent William Howard Taft for the Republicans, Democrat
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Woodrow Wilson (the Convention didn’t nominate him til the 46th ballot), the
American Socialist Party’s Eugene V Debs, and former president Teddy Roosevelt
who, having failed to receive the nomination of his Republican party, created the
Progressive (Bull Moose) Party and ran at the head of its ticket. Wilson would win,
handily, with 42% of the popular vote, while the next closest contender (Roosevelt)
got only 27%.
But those elections were still in the future that September 1912. There were more
immediate concernes in Boerne that week- like Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show, in San
Antonio, the evening of the 27th. The San Antonio and Aransas Pass Railroad was
running a special on a round-trip ticket to the show, leaving that afternoon from
Boerne and coming back in the morning, and you can bet there was a carnival feeling
in the mob that crowded the depot on (what is now) Rosewood Avenue, waiting

for the train. Kids used to flock to the depot to meet the trains coming in, just to see
if there was anybody interesting getting off, like the peddler who had the pet monkey
and gave out candy samples; Election Day was a social event. A train ride and seeing
Buffalo Bill in person must have seemed like going to heaven without the trouble of
dying first. The paper doesn’t say what the tickets were going for, but that same day the
railroads were offering round-trips from SA to Galveston for four bucks, so 50 cents
seems like a good bet.
The sixth Kendall County Fair was just over, too, and it was starting to look like it would
be an annual event. The Star ran the names of the winners, and we see Charles Herff
taking first prize to Oscar Bergmann’s second for draft stallion, Gus Wollschloeger
winning the blue ribbons for black angus cow, best ram and pen of sheep, and Mrs BS
Davis carrying off the first prize for Best Sow, Any Age.
There was excitement in the camp of newly incorporated (1909) Boerne’s promoters,
too, and in the considerable industry that had grown up around tourism in the Resort
Era of the town, over the news that the Northern Clericus of the Episcopal Church had
chosen to hold their convention here for the first time. Mr Albert Kutzer of St Helena’s
Parish (and also, incidentally, mayor of Boerne) was in charge of arrangements for the
convention, and was putting up the visiting preachers at Ye Kendall Inn. Townspeople
were encouraged to show the out-of-towners ‘much courtesy and attention, for if they
are favorably impressed,’ the paper proclaimed, ‘Our reputation as a desirable place to
visit will spread throughout…the state and bring back benefits to Boerne for years to
come.’ Indeed, a hundred years ago Boerne’s reputation as a desirable- and healthfulplace to visit had already spread far and wide, and September 1912 found the bustling
little town right smack at the height of the tourist boom. Ye Kendall Inn wasn’t the
only game in town, either, and Mayor Kutzer had five other fine hotels to choose from,
including Phillip Manor and the St James Hotel, as well as the Rob Roy Ranch and
John Reinhard’s luxurious Walnut Grove Resort, and countless boarding houses.
There were three saloons to choose from, too, not that any of the visiting padres were
of a drinking persuasion, but those who were could choose between Krause’s, Ort and
Zoeller’s, and Max Beseler’s place. “Don’t fail to look over HO Adler’s bargain counters”,
reads a reminder sandwiched in between other items of news and such- in the manner
of old newspapers, ads are piled up with social news and announcements and thankyou cards, all together willy-nilly. Adler’s store was one of seven general merchandise
emporiums in town in 1912, it inhabited the almost-new (1911) building where
Bergmann’s Lumber has been for years, and if you don’t believe me HO Adler’s name
and the date are out on front of the store on Main Street. Joe Dienger owned another of
these mercantiles, down the street in the Dienger building, and Joe Vogt another one,
on the corner of Main Street and Theissen, in a limestone building whose front door
faced catty-corner to Main Street. Indeed, construction was just finished on Joe Vogt’s
new store, which for years housed the Hill Country Bakery and now is home to the Bear
Moon. This year marks the Joe Vogt Building’s one hundreth anniversary.
The school was just-built too, having been built on Blanco Street- then Courthouse
Street- in 1910 on the site of the old schoolhouse. Boerne’s white school children used
to meet in a little frame cottage on the hill but now they went to classes in a beautiful
new two-story limestone building, which serves today as the City Hall, while the old
frame schoolhouse was given to Boerne’s black kids and moved to the Flats where today
it is a private home.
A strict notice is hereby given that all flues and stovepipes…will be inspected on
October 15, 1912. City Council. With school having just started up again and the
first cold front just blown in, it was time to start thinking about winter fires. The US
Weather Bureau map in the SA Light that September day shows it was 60 and partly
cloudy, a beautiful autumn day.
Miss Mattie Tucker, we are informed, had just thrown a party on the Saturday before,
a kitchen shower for Miss Tillie Dienger, ‘a bride of next month.’ Another friend, Miss
Ola Loe, hosted a six-course luncheon in Miss Dienger’s honor, at Miss Loe’s home on
the Tuesday. The honoree was twenty-one year old Ottilie Dienger, daughter of the Joe
who owned the general store on the square (and is said to still haunt the place) and his
wife Ida Dietert Dienger. Her husband-to-be was one Hugo Joseph Vogt, her father’s
business partner at the store until 1928, and the two married on October 10, 1912,
and lived the rest of their lives in their hometown and are buried side by side in the
cemetery.
News of Miss Loe’s lunch party is sandwiched between an ad for Newton ’s Grain Mill
(All farmers interested in better grain, call me…) and this bit of news: Ben Knibbe of
Kendalia was a business visitor in Boerne Wednesday. It was a day not only before
email and text and facebook, but before even the enormous wooden telephone box
hanging on the kitchen wall, and one was interested in knowing what one’s neighbors
were up to. A visitor from the country was news to read about in the paper.
The highest cash prices paid for chickens, egges, turkeys, ducks, geese, dry and raw
hides, also bees wax- S Kahn. Farmers would bring their produce into town early, early
in the morning- poultry, milk and cream, butter, eggs, vegetables- and sold to agents
who carried their wares to San Antonio for resale, or directly to local shopkeepers who
turned around and sold them fresh from their stores. The milk you would drink for
breakfast would be literally only hours out of the cow.
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September 1912. The first Keystone Comedy movie would be released this month, one
ehundred years ago. It was silent, of course, and the movie houses employed pianists to
bang out the madcap music that went along with the Keystone antics. The unsinkable
Titanic had gone down five months before, and my own grandfather had been born
the same week in San Antonio. Julia Child was a month old that Spetember, and WC
Handy published a song called ‘Memphis Blues’- the first blues song ever. In less than
a month the Boston Red Sox would beat the New York Giants in a cliffhanger of an
8-game World Series (one game ended in a tie.) And the circus was coming to townwell, to San Antonio. The Boerne Star announced that the bill posters were busy the
first part of the week hanging out signs for the Barnum and Bailey show.
Victor Talking Machines $1.00 down and $1.00 per week- Vogt Hardware Company.
An ad for a clothier in SA touted ‘Try H & R’s original Easy Credit Plan.’ Buying things
on time that one used to save up for was a growing trend in the early years of the highflying new century, and it worried the more cautious who felt that such a thing would
tempt people to live beyond their means. ‘We have a number of good subscribers who
are behind in their subscriptions,’ began an item in the Boerne Star, from the Boerne
Star. ‘Please come and settle or we will be obliged to discontinue your paper.’ That
would be Gammon Davis, father of the next editor, and grandfather to the editor after
that. Pay the Printer it says here and there between other news items, in case that first
was too subtle for you. I ask all my friends and customers who are indebted to me to
please come and settle as I am anxious to close up my books, Rud. Phillip respectfully
requests. ‘A cheap home in San Antonio’ is offered for $1100- a ‘3 large-roomed cottage’
with shade trees, rose bushes, a barn ‘for horse, cow or chickens’ and one block from
the car line- that would be the streetcar. Interested parties are instructed to inquire at
Becker House Hotel- proprietress Mary Schertz Becker, first white child born in Boerne.
There were two drug stores in town, selling drugs of course, but also a little jewelry, a
hat or other odd bit of millinery, a pair of ladies gloves. ‘Remember Willke’s Drug Store
sells Roof paint for 75 cents and House paint for $1.75 a gallon.’ Willke’s was supposed
to have been the very first place in town to have a telephone, and was located right
across the street from Mary Becker’s hotel at Main Street and Rosewood (Depot Street
in 1912) and in later years became Robert’s Drug Store. ‘Jacob’s Delicious Candy…fresh
shipment every week at Levyson’s Drug Store.’ Levyson’s was on the southwest corner
of the Plaza at Main Street, and Levyson was one of the first citizens of Boerne and one
of the very few Jews in town. His son was a leper, moved to an actual leper colony and
changed his name to protect his family from the shame, and became a very famous and
inspirational man under his new name. You could get your feel-good products outside
of Willke’s and Levyson’s too, and ads all over the paper told you where and how. ‘Are
you a sick man?’ in a black-bordered box. ‘Are you in bad health and discouraged? You
can be made well.’ What a promise! And Dr EA Holland goes on to promise more
extravagantly: he has ‘absolutely positive cures for Varicele, Hydrocele, Contagious
blood poison, Piles, Flatula and all chronic diseases of the stomach, kidneys, bladder
and prostrate gland.’
Whatever miracle cure ol’ Doc Holland cooked up to cure everything from blood
poison to hemmorhoids to excessive farting has, unfortunately, been lost to time. ‘A
cure for Tuberculosis,’ another ad blares, and yet another: ‘When your liver goes wrong
take Dodson’s Liver Tone.’ A third box bears the testimony of a grateful former sufferer:
‘I suffered five years with awful pains due to womanly troubles,’ but Cardui the Woman’s
Tonic, seems to have fixed her right up. Considering that most of these miracle cures
were either 100 proof alcohol or spiked with opium or both, the fact that they made you
feel better isn’t surprising at all, nor is the fact that they left you with a powerful craving
for more tonic. The medicos peddling their cure-alls were raking in so much dough
that they didn’t seem to be deterred by headlines such as ‘Consumption Quacks to be
Prosecuted,’ which ran in the September 27 paper right next to an ad promoting ‘Hot
Oxide Vapor and Our Madagascar Tonic’ as the cure for TB.
A terse note suddenly appears beside Dr John F Nooe, Physician and Surgeon and
underneath Patronize Home Industry, Boerne Electric Power and Mf ’g Co. Something
has apparently gone down out at the Theis place: I will prosecute anyone who is caught
within my enclosed land without my permission. Keep out! This means YOU. Jacob
Theis. Yeah, that doesn’t sound playful to me.
A choice building site in Oak Park addition to Boerne. Inquire of Dr Betts.
Just received an order of Studebaker Wagons, all sizes, Vogt Hardware Company.
Active work has begun on the new bridge across the Cibolo, foot of Main Street- up
til then the Main Street bridge was a wooden affair, down at water level.
Fabra’s Meat Market- the best of FRESH BEEF, PORK, MUTTON- both phones.
A fluff piece about a goat who got drunk and leapt through a minister’s window. A
coupon worth two dollars off at the Chicago Painless Dentist in San Antonio.
A different world.
A small town, everyone related by blood or marriage, farmers bringing their butter and
eggs into town by wagon over an unpaved road in the dawn of an autumn morning.
A bride-to-be, enjoying her round of parties and about to start life with the husband
she would grow old with. A fellow at his breakfast table grumbling over the *#!@
Republicans and a wife quietly sneaking a sip from her tonic bottle.
Boerne, one hundred years ago.
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$7.99

L U N C H S PE C I A
M o n d ay - F r i d
ay
11am-2pm

LS

NOW CATERING FOR YOUR EVENT AND OFFICE PARTY!

THE PLACE TO WATCH YOUR
FAVORITE TEAMS
HAPPY HOUR (FULL BAR)
Monday - Friday 11am-7pm

$1 OFF

EVERY DRINK

DURING HAPPY HOUR

“THE ANSWER IS YES, WHAT’S THE QUESTION?”
1540 River Road • Boerne, TX 78006

www.infernospizzeria.com • 830-331-2023

THE ULTIMATE
THANKSGIVING DAY

SURVIVAL
KIT
It is officially the start
of the holiday season.
Hobby Lobby and
HEB are putting out
their Christmas items,
stores are sending their massive toy
catalogues, and the weather is downright
chilly with highs in the low to mid 80s.
It’s the time of year when you can almost
taste the magic in the air. Though that’s
probably dust from the new concrete
factory on 46.

I

It’s also a time of great loathing and,
if one is not adequately prepared,
peril. Lucky for you we have complied
a kit for you that will get you through
Thanksgiving and perhaps, even allow
you to enjoy yourself.
1
DALLAS COWBOYS JERSEY
Even if you don’t normally root for the Cowboys, if
you’re going to Thanksgiving in Texas, chances are you
will be surrounded by people who do. If you’re unsure
about WHICH jersey to get Aikman or Smith is always
a safe bet. Or you could go with a generic navy blue
Cowboys shirt. Either way, if you plan on surviving the
day showing up in one of these will surely start you off
on the right foot.
2
NOISE CANCELLING HEADPHONES
Thanksgiving dinner usually means lots of people. Lots
of people usually means lots of noise. If you’re noise
adverse OR if you just don’t want to listen to what people
are saying these are a must have. Especially when your
mother, grandmother, or aunt start asking you about your
relationship status and how they have a friend who has a
son/daughter who would be PERFECT for you.
3
FAKE OPEN EYE GLASSES
There will be a lot of old people at this gathering. With
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the din of everyone talking and the Cowboys game on
chances are they’re only really half paying attention to
you anyway. So it’ll be easy for them to think you’re really
riveted by what they’re talking about even though you’re
in the middle of a turkey coma.
4-5
WHISKEY & FLASK
Sometimes, headphones just won’t do the job. You need
something stronger to take the edge off. Who knows, with
enough you might become the life of the party.
6
SWEATPANTS
Also known as “Buffet Pants” you can either use these
as part of your jersey ensemble or bring them to change
into just before sitting down to devour the big bird in the
middle of the table. You’ll also be nice and comfy to kick
back with your noise cancelling headphones and open eye
glasses and slip into a nice deep coma.
7-8
STUN GUN & TASER
EVERYONE has that one grandpa or crazy uncle who
will inevitably start ranting about SOMETHING they
hate. Whether it’s political or how they got short changed

at the corner store. Depending on your proximity to the
offending relative will determine which to use. Bring both
and keep on hand at all times. Also good to use when
someone actually manages to rouse you from your coma.
9-10
EXTRA STRENGTH TYLENOL & PEPTO
These are the cure for the annoying relatives AND
pushing your buffet pants to their limit. Don’t read the
recommended label. Use as needed.
11
FIRE EXTINGUISHER
Chances are whoever is doing the cooking knows what
they’re doing. But even the most seasoned chefs make
mistakes. Also good for when idiot Uncle Larry forgot to
fully thaw the turkey before putting it in the fryer.
12
TUPPERWARE
Even if you thought the food was horrible and don’t want
to take any home, this one will win you brownie points for
next year. And even maybe for Christmas, which is as we
all know, right around the corner. But really it’ll make the
host feel like you enjoyed their hard work, and regardless
of the time of year, that’s always a good thing to do.

1

2

3

4
5
7
8

6

9

10

11

12

WWW.HILLCOUNTRYEXPLORE.COM | NOVEMBER 2019

| 31

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

830-229-5581

25 FM 3351 South
Boerne, Texas 78006
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Kendall Woods Dental

50%
Off

one ses
sion
any serv of
ic
with this e
ad

Specializing In
Non-Invasive Weight Loss Treatments

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
Infrared Sauna

31007 IH-10 West, Suite #116
Boerne, TX 78006
227 N Loop 1604 East, Suite #150
San Antonio, TX 78232

Office: 210-730-6302
Cell: 830-719-9733
Fax: 210-455-5232
ForeverYoungByGrace@gmail.com
www.ForeverYoungByGrace.com
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THINK ABOUT
YOUR FUTURE
By Samuel Smith

T

“Think about your future, son.”
Regret is a strange phenomenon. It’s pain over
something we can’t change. Intellectually, we all know
it’s pointless and counterproductive. But it’s still there,
if we’re at all honest.

I’ve got a bag full of them. But one of them stands out
above the rest.
I wrote before about my father and how his lack of peace
left him vulnerable to addiction, disease and an early
death. As his only son, in a lot of ways I bore the brunt of
it. It’s not so much that I ever missed him; the person he
chose to be was toxic and manipulative and controlling,
even if he did it with charm. But I missed out on who he
could have been.
I also got to pay the price for his sins with my mother.
Still do, to an extent. I look like him. I have some of his
mannerisms and I still use some of his sayings. They’re
funny and accurate and in a lot of ways, the old man
wasn’t the devil she made him out to be. Just, as Nietzsche
said, “human. All too human.”
I know it pains her to see him in me, but I’m past the
point of concern with that. I’ve been paid back all that I
care to for having the audacity to love and emulate any
part of who my father was. If she doesn’t like it, she can
hurt. I won’t anymore. At least not over that.
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From that background, I missed out, to a large extent on
what is an important aspect of what every child needs.
I grew up insecure and needy and completely unsure of
myself. I was a small, nerdy smart kid in a redneck town
where everyone knew my Daddy was a disgraced former
minister, among other family secrets that were thankfully
less well-known.
Insecurity, meet shame. Shame, insecurity.
Life took its twists and turns, but in my ignorance and
fear, I thought that my character was set, that this was
life and that this is all that I’d ever be. After high school,
I moved to live with my Dad. First day there, he told me
I’d be better off moving back to College Station, where
my mom wanted me to be. Three years later I did. An
awkward year back in College Station and my Dad called
and invited me to his birthday party. I was off for the
summer and bored. College Station in the summer is
pretty dull. So I went.
We partied, as was our custom. He and a guy who later
had his own show on Fox News forgot me at a casino.
Really. Made a night of it anyway with some random
people I met.

A couple days later he told me if I was gonna stick
around, I should make some money. I agreed. I’ve never
shied from work, and besides I’d worked at this place
before when I lived close to him. It would be familiar and
comforting, in a way.
The place for my new job looked the same as it always
had. A white cinderblock nursing home at the end of a
long driveway in the middle of nowhere, south Louisiana.
The facility was licensed as an ICF-MR, intermediate care
facility – mental retardation. We weren’t so politically
correct in 1998.
On the day I showed up, the administrator who I had
worked for was there, kissing my ass like always, and so
was my Dad, glad-handing and hamming it up. It was
coincidental. He almost never showed up there when I
had worked at the home from 1994-1996.
But I didn’t really notice either one of them. Or the
director of nurses, who told the bawdiest jokes I’ve ever
heard from a woman and could flat smoke a pack of
cigarettes in two hours.
I just saw her.
I didn’t know who she was and regardless of what she
might say, I saw her first. She was about 5’2-5’3”, long
curly brown hair, full cheeks, the biggest brown eyes I’d
ever seen. Her chin was long and came to point and her
skin perfectly accented the green shirt she was wearing.
In the lobby of a run-down nursing home, of all places.
I was flat-footed. It was kind of embarrassing when she
turned to look at me, because it was obvious that I was
staring at her in the worst way possible. I think my mouth
was even open.
I averted my eyes and acted like I didn’t see her. I’ve
always been smooth, ya know.
Daddy and Jimmy the administrator were talking in the
hallway. I ignored their conversation and interrupted.
“Who is that girl?”
Daddy knew what was up.
“Go talk to her, son. You’re a grown man.”

Well. Yes and no. I was a 22 year old emotional disaster
area who was almost a year clean of pills, but still a raging
alcoholic, as my father had demonstrated for me so well.
I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her, though, and the place
wasn’t that big. Eventually, I ran into her in the hallway
and flashed my baby blues at her. She twisted her perfect
little mouth at me, as if she was sizing me up, but smiled. I
noticed that she had a Band-Aid over her right eyebrow.
I actually did do some work that week. I always felt the
pressure to uphold my end of the bargain as the CEO’s kid
and not be some entitled piece of crap. But eventually it
was cigarette break time. And, like a lot of people our age
in Louisiana at the time, both of us smoked.
There she was. I mustered up all my courage and asked
her for a light. I had two lighters in my pocket, but it was
the opening I needed with her.
“What happened to your eyebrow? Your boyfriend hit you
or something?”
It was a joke, of course. I mean, who would hit this angel?
She peeled back the Band-Aid to reveal a pierced eyebrow.
“They won’t let me work with this, but they said I could
keep it if I covered it up.”
At that moment, I didn’t think I could be more taken with
that woman. But she started talking, I was. She had that
south Louisiana lilt to her deep voice. Not obnoxious.
Not exaggerated. When she talked, you could see that
she really liked herself without being arrogant. I didn’t
at that time believe in “energy” – but I felt it. We made
some more small talk and chatted. Got along great from
the very beginning. I took the unusual step, for me, of
always looking her directly in the eye. Part of that just
appreciation. But another part of it was that I could
not make myself believe that she was there and she was
interested in me without seeing it.
For the next couple of days, we exchanged glances and
smiles, made small talk.
“Hey, I’m moving to Houston next week. We’re going out
tonight to celebrate. You want to come?’
I had already decided that I was gonna ask her out that
day, but she beat me to it. She has a habit of doing that.
I was actually sleeping on my Dad’s sailboat in Lake
Charles so I didn’t have to deal with his wife, who I hated.
It was well stocked with liquor. Before we met at the
agreed-upon place, I drank a half a fifth of vodka. I had
been nervous.
Suddenly, I wasn’t!
It was kind of a group date at first. Then I noticed one of
the girls who I had dated before was there and kept kind
of giving me the eye. Ever resourceful, I leaned over to
that curly-headed brunette.
“Hey, I used to date that girl and she kinda broke my
heart, but I think she wants me back. Come sit next to me
and let’s make her jealous.”
She let out her patented evil laugh and scooted close.
Come to find out, she was as fond of mischief and as
rotten as I ever thought about being. I will always love
that about her. I put my arm around her for the first time
and we talked and laughed and kissed and generally made
everybody in the place uncomfortable.
After some more drinks, it was time to take the
party mobile. She was pretty much sober, ever the
responsible one. I was not. So I asked if she’d give me a
ride. She agreed.

We both knew that although it had been initiated by a
ruse, whatever was going on between us wasn’t just to
make someone else jealous. It may have been puppy love,
but we were both puppies. She’s eight days older than I
am. A point I still make much use of.
Come to find out, she was running from her hometown
because her boyfriend had been abusive. And she wanted
a new start. I felt about two inches tall about the BandAid comment, but she just laughed it off.
Our conversations, even then, flip flopped between
drunken frivolity and the meaning of life itself. She was
curious and intelligent, although she’ll tell you she’s not.
Had her own thoughts and her own ideas about things.
I was a typical repressed Southern Baptist kid rebelling
against my background, but ultimately tied to it at the
time.
She came back to the boat that night and I did what was
always my custom in those days. I got a guitar out and
played her a song. “Dead Flowers” by the Rolling Stones.
Nothing gets a girl’s attention like a song about shooting
up heroin.
She stayed with me. No, not like that. I just held her and
we talked until some obscene hour. She was as comforted
by me as I was by her. I could tell.
The next day, we went to her mother’s house and got her
things for the trip to Houston. I told her goodbye. She
asked me if I’d come visit her there. I said I would.
I lasted five more days in Lake Charles. She asked me
again to come stay with her. My car was in the shop, so
I borrowed my Dad’s Mazda Miata. Those things will do
almost 130 mph. I know from experience that night.
For the next several weeks, we were together whenever
she wasn’t working. I’m no Casanova, but I’ve been
around a few women and there has never been another
one like her. All of the weirdness that is me, she either did
too, agreed to or laughed at.
She was going through a rough time with all the fallout
from the abusive ex. But she was curious and very
insightful. She was sharp. She was funny. She puts garlic
in everything.
I have never known someone as sweet. As kind. As
thoughtful. It was never big gestures. It was just in the
way she went about things. Matter of factly, she handled
what life threw at her. She smiled a lot. And she had a
bunch of them. Some were for inappropriate things I said
that only she would appreciate. Some were for the times
when I could be unabashedly sweet to her and the scared,
defensive little boy go play while the man told her how he
felt. When she was down, we talked about it – not whose
fault it was She didn’t blame people for problems, she
just solved them. Composed is a good word. Capable is
another one.
Eventually, the summer ended. I had to make a decision.
I think I blew the interview for the job I was basically
set up for so that I could stay there with her. She thinks
otherwise, that I just didn’t want to stay with her.
The fact comes back to insecurity and shame. I didn’t
think I was good enough for her. I had to prove myself
to the world and then earn her. If she knew the real me,
a girl like her could never want that. I wasn’t even good
enough for my folks, for god’s sake.
So I had to go back to College Station. Be an Aggie. Join
the biggest fraternity in the world and be a part of the
“Aggie Network.”

I didn’t have long to finish my undergraduate degree and
we could keep it up long distance seeing each other on the
weekends and whatnot. Lots of people do that.
She saw it otherwise. All she ever wanted was me. As I
was. We’d figure it out together. When I left, she saw that
as me not wanting her. A few weeks later, she ended it.
Took up with a very successful older man.
But over the course of the next few years she kept calling
me. Would drop by to see me occasionally. I was hurt. I
felt like she was toying with me. In fact, she just had never
stopped loving me. For me. Not for anything else.
I could believe that about as soon as I could believe that
there was hope that someday Guns N’ Roses would get
back together or the Cubs would win the World Series.
So I was cold. I was not dismissive. Hurt. Still, I couldn’t
turn her down. I still loved her as much as ever.
One day she called.
“Is it more important to have money or be happy?” she
asked. I knew she had a wedding planned, and I knew
exactly what she was asking.
“That’s not my decision to make. You have to figure that
out on your own,” was my reply.
And that, my friend, is how you create a life of regret.
Don’t see value in yourself. Don’t think what you really
want is possible. Don’t accept love that is freely given.
Don’t tell people how you feel. Shut them out. And you,
too can join the club.
Life went on, as it usually does. We’re both still alive.
We’ve had differing experiences, shall we say. The magic
is still there when we talk. But life is infinitely more
complicated now. And chances are pretty good that
friends is all it will ever be.
The line my Dad used when he was trying to convince
me not to throw away the chance to get a degree from the
mighty Texas A&M, was, “think about your future, son.”
As in a lot of other things, he was wrong.
Well, to be fair, I was wrong. If I had thought about my
future, had realized how rare she was, I’d have made a
completely different decision.
Of course, I might regret that just as much. There are no
guarantees. But we can only go by what we know, not
what we could have known had things gone differently.
But there is a way out. And it’s not by wallowing in shame
and insecurity.
Yes. I chose to shut out the one who loved me. Yes. I
eventually chose one who was a lot more like my mother
with a laundry list of my failings that I needed to correct
and “you need tos” to complete if I wanted to earn her
approval. Then, as my stepfather so artfully pointed out,
had a bunch of kids with her and let her walk all over
me and determine the course of my career. He said it
laughing, because if it wasn’t me, I’d laugh, too. I’d be
ashamed if it would do me any good, but it won’t.
So what is the answer? End shame. Admit mistakes. Learn
from them. Recognize that everyone makes them.
Remember who she loved. Be that man and even more.
Improve every day. Remember that the essence of
character is that no one ever does anything once – unless
you know yourself well enough not to make the same
mistake again.
So, yes. “Think about your future,” is good advice. But
while you’re thinking about it, think about who you want
in it, too.

So that I could prove myself. To her, above all.
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ART

MOORE ON ART:
STEVIE RICKS
By Deva Moore

B

Beauty is always in the eye of the beholder and Stevie
Ricks is certainly beautiful inside and out.

Before you get to know, Stevie in person admiring
her art will give you a glimpse into her soul. Just a
glimpse... as she has many facets of interests and
talents. Stevie is definitely not one dimensional. Like
her artistic creations, Stevie is multi-dimensional.
Her home is a haven for her animals. Her cats, dogs and little burro share her
enthusiasm for the Hill Country.
Stevie has always produced her beautiful works here
in the United States but there came a time when an
opportunity arose to travel the world in a rejuvenating
and inspiring manner. According to Stevie, “My
international experiences include an exhibition in Rio de
Janeiro and Brasilia. I was fortunate to spend extended
time with the cultures of South America. A Senator from
Brazil saw my work in a Chicago gallery and invited me
to come to Brazil to paint an exhibition for his galleries.
He built me a studio in Brasilia where I painted for several
months and produced a body of work for his galleries
with much success and fond memories.”
Stevie Ricks has shared her art with the world, yes world,
for more than 40 years. She has been an artist her entire
life. Influences from her grandfather encouraged her to
the arts as a child and she never wavered from her calling.
She is one of the lucky ones, from an early age, she
never struggled with what do I do when I grow up;
Stevie knew her livelihood and talents were one and the
same. Not everyone is lucky enough to enjoy an art and
realize a sustainable income through one’s passions. She
was raised in a time when her mom taught her that she
would need an income that would provide for her in any
society in any situation. Her mom encouraged Stevie
to pursue teaching initially. After securing the proper
credentials Stevie taught art for many years to middle
school and high school students successfully. Her choice
to leave formal teaching and pursue art as a career came
easily for her as she feels art is “in her blood”. While
Stevie never took art specifically in her own public
school years, she did take art in college. Stevie credits
her inner being with her talent to art and channels that
inner being in all of her work.
Stevie brings her abstracts to life for all who enjoy them.
She encourages her admirers to not only “see” but “feel
through touch” what each piece has to say. When creating
a work, she not only paints but she puts physical effort
into each piece. She handles the canvas no matter the
size and she mixes the paint using a mixture she created
herself with paint, water and heat. Stevie has painted
every size from small to huge canvases for corporate
offices. Each one is a unique and moving experience. Ford
Motor Company, Alcoa and Dupont companies are just a
few of the major companies who proudly display Stevie’s
work in their organizations. Stevie has enjoyed great
success in the United States, leaving her imprint on cities
such as Chicago to Houston to Detroit to Reno never
slowing down her exhibiting or creating schedule.
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She was also afforded such inspirational settings as
Egypt, Peru, Japan, New Zealand, China, Ireland, Italy,
Turkey, England, Greece, Rio de Janeiro, Brasilia and she
then always returned to her quaint studio outside of San
Antonio in the secluded Texas Hill Country of Boerne,Tx.
Through her travels Stevie has left her mark through art in
over 600 private and corporate collectors throughout the
world, including many here in the area. Stevie has worked
with interior designers, commissioned work and person
to person clients. Currently, someone who is interested
in what Stevie has created or interested in taking art
lessons from her may contact her to visit her studio by
appointment only.
As an artist, it is important to Stevie that there are many
textures in her work. She leaves some canvases in its natural
state choosing not to completely cover the space with its
story in paint yet incorporating the canvas in the story.
Colors are chosen by the client if it is commissioned or
by Stevie’s choice if starting a piece for public exhibit. She
seldom uses black other than in accent and is surprised
at the black tones that emerge when she has finished.
The use of iridescent paints in some of her work brings
an almost ethereal feel to her art. Stevie’s pieces are not
to be traditionally viewed but each painting is signed to
encourage the abstract work of art to be interpreted from
many angles-there is never a true right side up or down.
Each painting is a singular piece of work and according
to Stevie is a constant source of decision...each stroke
requires thought and consideration. Painting for Stevie
brings her peace, joy and a grateful heart for all she enjoys
in life.
Her art came to fruition as a source of sustainable income
when she sold her first piece to someone who bought
it without meeting Stevie. It gave Stevie an awesome

sense of validation. She said “that it was wonderful that
someone liked my work on its merit and not because they
knew me.” Competing, winning, and getting awards gave
her clout, and it is what opened doors to gallery showings
and made Stevie Kesner Ricks a name in the artworld.
She explains, “I have won many regional and national
awards including “Best of Shows” in the Rocky Mountain
National Watercolor Exhibition, the Western Federation
of Watercolor Exhibition, the Southern Watercolor
Exhibition twice; The Southwestern Watercolor
Exhibition several times; the Texas Watercolor Society
Exhibition; and the San Antonio Art League Onderdonk
award. My work hangs in galleries in Chicago, Detroit,
Reno, Miami, Pittsburgh. Through the Chicago
gallery, I was invited to Brazil for several months to
paint exhibitions in both Brasilia and Rio de Janeiro
and concluded with new acquisitions by the Brazilian
branches of Fiat International and TV Redo Global.”
Art enthusiasts knew who Stevie was. She had arrived.
Stevie has a couple of words when asked what describes her
art. She explains simply, “I feel grateful and joyous. I feel
absolutely blessed and grateful for what I have achieved and
received from painting and also from the public.”
Painting is Stevie Ricks passion and she puts her passion
into each piece. Putting time and energy and effort into
her work is what she teaches her students. Stevie told
me “Even if one thinks they cannot paint, they should
give it a try”. Painting does not require a special studio
or location just a desire to create and a brush and canvas
of some sort. Some works of art take only a short time of
investment and others take months to create. A work of
art is only completed when the artist feels it is complete.
There is no set rules for art, just a passion for creating.
Stevie allows her inner being to bring her art to life.
Painting is an emotional venue for Stevie and she is very
passionate about painting. Each work of art has a passion
one sees, feels and absorbs.
Stevie exhibits kindness, compassion, and goodness and
that is exactly what she wants her art to exhibit. And
to those who view her work, she is successful in her
endeavors. Stevie can be reached for appointments or art
classes at 830-981-4171 or www.steviericksstudio.com.
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OLD TIMER

B

Btown. Ever growing. Ever expanding. Ever under construction.
Yeah, it can get old as it seems like as soon as one thing is finished, they tear up a different
section and begin screwing up another part of town. I shake my fist at all of it like the rest of you,
but guess how much good it does? I suppose I’m sorta resigned that we’re going to be a wide spot
on the freeway heading westbound, as our official absorption by the black hole known as San
Antonio is virtually complete. It is what it is.

However, it doesn’t mean that Boerne can’t maintain its soul and hang onto some tattered remnants of a cool, quaint, small-ish
area. I know that’s hard to believe, but it IS possible I think. To do this, I need some rich business folks to put in a few additions to
town that I think would add some cool flair to town and make it as enjoyable as possible. I won’t be part of any of these ideas or
try them myself, but I have no problem telling YOU that YOU should do them. They’ll be home-runs, promise.
So here’s a few things that I think Boerne DOES need, despite our collective groans that it appears the last thing that Boerne
needs is...ANYTHING more.

1

3

My friends at Dobbs and Dog & Pony should not get
offended as I know they are doing the acoustic live
music thing. I’m talking about a Gruene Hall. A Floore’s
Country Store. Somewhere that’s got some character and
attracts larger regional and national acts. I want Robert
Earl Keen to play Boerne. Why can’t Pat Green come rock
Boerne? Guy Clark. Hell, George Strait lives down the
street – he could grace us with a few tunes perhaps. The
list is endless. Currently we don’t have a spot that attracts
this level of talent, and that’s too bad. Wouldn’t it be cool
if we all headed to XYZ Dancehall and enjoyed some
great music? All the business it would bring to town, the
excited visitors, and the hustle and bustle of some latenight revelry. I think it would be great. Maybe our EDC
can work on this and try to make it happen? Ok, stop
laughing. They’re busy trying to recruit a Arby’s or some
damn thing.

Been saying this forever, but Btown needs a cool seafood
joint. Don’t tell me that Peggy’s has seafood or that Iron
Stag has some seafood (I think) as we both know that
is super fancy gourmet level dishes. I’m talking about
a place where you sit at picnic tables, can order raw
oysters and a Dos Equis and make a huge mess. I want
boiled shrimp by the bushel, crab, and crawfish. And
affordably done. A place where families could gather, be
completely informal, pile up the shells across the table,
and laugh loudly. I’ve said forever that the old Tin Roof
building would be great for this so I will keep saying it.
I have heard “getting fresh seafood” is hard, but I’m not
buying it. We’re 3 hours from the coast – it can’t be that
damn hard. Problem solve, people.

WE NEED A TOP-NOTCH MUSIC VENUE

2

WE NEED A TROLLEY
Seriously. One of those old school trolleys that have no
windows and folks could just jump on it as it cruised
around town. It could run from perhaps the old Texas
Meat Co. location north and then head up and down
River. Then all the way up Main Street until perhaps the
VFD. This would open up all these other areas to new
foot traffic that only the main shopping district enjoys.
Make it free, too. Just run in a continuous loop on busy
weekends and make it so that tourist could shop South
Main, hop on to go grab a bite at Little Gretel, then jump
on to visit the Dienger, and ending at Cibolo Brewing
Company. During our busy summer months, walking
this path is a butt kicker in the heat. Let’s simplify. How
much could a trolley cost? $50k? Pay somebody $12/
hour to drive it. We have the cash. Don’t tell me we
don’t. I dare you to tell me we don’t have the money –
the Mayor’s bathroom in Taj-Mah-City-Hall cost three
times that much. Make it happen.
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SEAFOOD

4

MEN’S CLOTHING
Guys spend money, too, ya know. It has been pretty sad
that Bealls has pretty much been the only place that guys
could go for some dress shirts, but now I understand that
Bealls is changing into some sort of TJ Maxx style thing.
Whatever. We don’t want a franchise Men’s Wearhouse,
but wouldn’t it be great to have a reasonably sized,
reasonably priced men’s clothing and accessories store? I
think they should put it in the old Boerne Soup Kitchen
location. Guys don’t care about meandering up and down
Main Street – we want to get in and get out. Restaurants
haven’t done well in that location, so let’s turn it retail. Put
a small cigar and whiskey bar in so we could use the nice
courtyard after we wear ourselves out with exhausting
20 minutes of shopping. Just regular name-brand jeans,
shirts, blazers, shoes, belts, and the like. We have no
options currently – I think it would be a home run. I
know that Bechants is opening a men’s store of some
sort where Accentric is, but I’ll bet you $5 that it’s crazy
expensive. Just a hunch. We’ll see.

5

SOMETHING – ANYTHING – TO CREATE A
LARGE DRAW TO NORTH MAIN
I mean no offense to any of the existing businesses north
of Taj-Mah-City-Hall, but there’s nothing up there that
draws and keeps large crowds. I bet all those businesses
would really like that. Hell, the large strip center where
Duke’s used to be is ¾ empty and has been since ‘92. I
wouldn’t care if they put a damn Applebee’s in there (not
really, please don’t)...but if it drew people up there and in
turn pulled in other higher profile businesses, it would
revitalize the whole area. What about my seafood idea?
Put that up there, create a cool ambiance and pack that
parking lot. The other businesses around there would
benefit, it would bring in other business and in 5 years
you’d see a complete resurgence instead of the fastturnover that the whole area has experienced for decades.
I could go on and on, but I won’t. As I always say, nobody
really listens to me so none of my amazingly awesome
ideas will come to life, but they SHOULD. Dig in your
couch cushions and make it happen, people! Your friendly
Old Timer has never led you wrong – except for that
time I said I wanted to put gun turrets on I-10 to stop
expansion. Don’t you wish you had listened to me when I
said that? Here’s your chance.

2

Building materials provided by Imagination
Inc. Talking dolls that affirm your sense of self
worth are a premium upgrade option.

Surely we can pull something out of the water
in front of Little Gretel and The Duck bizarre
enough to draw people off I-10.

4

5

The modern man must be
prepared for anything in urban
Boerne.

1

Maybe the City will donate the land next to the Y and they’ll
build the Buc-ee’s-CVS Arena. First show? Madonna featuring Crosby, Stills & Nash.

It’s not a logistical problem about getting
fresh seafood to Boerne. It’s finding sea life
that won’t fight back.

3
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