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TREES
ARE THE
REASON
FOR EVERY 

SEASON

CERTIFIED ARBORIST 

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

TREE PRUNING

DEEP ROOT FERTILIZATION

PHC TREATMENT

TREE REMOVAL

TREE MITIGATION

PLANTING

STUMP GRINDING

HIRE OUR CERTIFIED
ARBORISTS TODAY.

CALL US TO GET ON OUR WINTER PRUNING LIST.



Kevin Beitchman DDS, MS

Orthodontist
25 FM 3351 S.  •  Boerne, TX 78006

830-229-5444
www.beitchmanortho.com

Just around the corner from Voss Middle School

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

Sun. 12pm-4pm

FOUR GREAT LOCATIONS
TO SERVE YOU

Boerne • Gruene • Bandera 
New Braunfels

And Always Online!

4 | EXPLORE





N a t i v e  S t o n e  H o m e
•	 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

358	Sisterdale	Rd.		•		Boerne		•		REDUCED	$739,000		•		10	ac.		•		2618	sq.	ft.		•		Must Sell!
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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

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

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

BOERNE H ILL  COUNTRY

All Products

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

VISIT OUR

STORE FOR A

FREE
SAMPLE
and mention this ad 

for 10% OFF any 

CBD product

Come check out our new products!
New This Month: Gift Cards Now Available! ][
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Christine Friesenhahn 
FOOD
Texas born and bred. HR 
Professional, Chef, cake artist, 
recipe developer, writer, and 
frequent insomniac. Habitual 
do-gooder and chronic 
optimist, living my best life in 
Boerne. Be kind. Make wise 
choices. Be happy. I love you!

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

individual. If you can sort 
through the BS.

COntriBUtinG Writers

COntents
10 From The Publisher

12 Calendar

16 Art Of

18 Music

22 Survivor’s Story

26 xxx

30 Food

34 Reflection

36 Art

38 Old Timer

CaseY BOnham 
surViVOr’s stOrY
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.

deVa mOOre
Art
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.

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

matt Kersh
musiC
Matt Kersh is a freelance writer 
out of Boerne, Texas that 
focuses on almost exclusively 
on the local music scene. Kersh 
is an accomplished musician 
who plays hundreds of shows 
throughout Texas and the 
Southwest United States. 
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512  RIVER RD.   |   BOERNE,  TX  |   NE XT TO LITTLE GRETEL

ALWAYS A  PLACE 
TO CELEBRATE!



Slurring his words, and with far too much dramatic flair 
with his arms and expressions, I tried to catch up with my 
friend from college as best I could. As I made eye contact 
with him, his eyes were glassy and blown out. His skin 
was pocked and pale. His hands were rough and dry. His 
clothes didn’t quite fit very well, and weren’t his best look. 
His hair was disheveled and flaky. And while I’m noting 
his shortcomings and the things that didn’t represent 
himself the best, I could still see that great big giant heart 
behind his eyes. The ones that made me just love the guy 
when were in our 20s, with our lives laid out ahead of us, 
ready to conquer the world. He was still in there; there 
were just more layers you had to fight through to find it.

We shared stories, and talked about our careers, and 
shared all the dumb memories that people can remember 
from college days. We talked about relationships, and 
the funerals we had attended, and the heartache we had 
experienced. We did all of this while he pounded drink 
after drink under the bright sun of a Saturday afternoon.

At one point, two guys at the end of the bar cheered 
toward a TV screen as the Longhorns had just run a 
touchdown. As we went to Texas Tech, we loathe all 
things Longhorn so we rolled our eyes. Or I should say 
that I did, as my old friend had a snide comment for the 
duo at the end of the bar. Some stupid trash talk comment 
regarding the Longhorns, to which these guys responded 
in kind toward our Raider loyalties. I laughed and raised 
my glass to them. 

My friend put his drink down and began walking 
toward them.

A bit of masculine bravado ensued. A bit of cursing. Some 
“you suck” type comments. I intervened, assured my new 
Longhorn friends that my drinking friend didn’t mean 
any harm, some laser stares, and things simmered down. 
Thankfully.

I grew weary of it all quickly.

20 minutes later and I left my old college friend, still 
pounding beers at the bar on a beautiful Saturday 
afternoon, still running his finger slowly around the lip of 
the glass, still disheveled, still glassy eyed, and probably 
still hoping that UT scored again so he could rekindle his 
recent pleasantries. I just shook my head and closed my 
car door to head home.

I’ve thought about him for the past month or so. I’ve 
thought about how much I enjoyed talking with him, and 
how much it has depressed me. How many memories we 
have together, and how distant they seem. Perhaps most 
of all, I’ve thought about what bubbles beneath the surface 
of us all is what comes out.

There’s an old parable about how someone comes by 
and bumps your cup and you spill coffee. They exclaim, 
“Why did you spill coffee on me?!” and you say “Because 
you bumped my elbow!” However, the lesson is that you 
spilled coffee because your cup was full of coffee. If it was 
full of beer, you’d spill beer. Lemonade. Water. Soda.

The lesson behind the parable is: What is in your cup? 
Because someone will always bump your elbow, what 
would you like to splash on them?

A dear friend from high school once said to me (and I have 
shared this no less than 12,830 times since) “It is impossible 
to splash a little happiness around without getting some on 
yourself.” Pretty profound for a high school kid, huh? It’s the 
same message, packaged slightly differently.

dearest eXPlOre reader,

I went for a short drive the other day and ended up at a 
bar on River Road. 

It was a pretty Saturday afternoon, the girlfriend was busy 
doing other stuff, so I threw a baseball cap on, grabbed 
my shades, and was pulling my chair up to the bar a few 
minutes later. It was a beautiful afternoon, my kids were 
with their mom, and sometimes you just have to Carpe 
Diem and make the most of these small pieces of time 
where responsibilities can be set aside.

As I watched the cars zoom by and the tourists meander 
the River Road sidewalk, a voice said “Hey, Schooley!” I 
turned and it was a friend from college that I had not seen 
in a very long time. Warm handshakes happened, slaps 
on the shoulder, and obligatory “catching up” summaries 
were given. He smiled large, it had been a full two decades 
so it was great to see him, and I was excited to rekindle 
some memories with him.

Except that’s not what happened. 

For some perspective, this guy had always been a bit of 
an angry soul. Even back in college, he was the one that 
was always in danger of getting you into a bar fight, or 
putting his hand through a wall, or requiring you to step 
in between he and his girlfriend. I hate to characterize 
him that way, because I promise that he is a wonderful 
man. He has always had the biggest heart. He would 
worry about his friends so very much, and if you were 
up late and your girlfriend dumped you, you called him. 
He’d be at your house in 15 minutes, a 6 pack in hand, and 
was more than happy to talk you through your tragedy. 
He was close to his family, his sisters adored him, and 
he called his mother every week. He went to church 
regularly, encouraged his friends to be the best they can 
be, and wanted happiness for all.

Yet, at the same time, the anger ran right under the 
surface. It was always quite perplexing. The guy that 
wanted nothing but happiness for YOU was at a loss for 
how to find it for himself. He wanted peace and harmony 
in your relationships, but his were tumultuous and 
violent. He’d laugh at your jokes, but made himself the 
butt of the rest of them.

And here I sat, 20 years later, overlooking the Cibolo on 
a random Saturday with a guy hadn’t talked to in a very, 
very long time. Sadly, I discovered very quickly that he 
had been at the bar FAR longer than I had been.

ben@hillcountryexplore.com

My dear college friend was an angry soul and his cup is 
filled with that same anger. For damn near his entire life, 
his anger has spilled out of his cup. From his heated (and 
damn near physical) arguments with his girlfriends in 
college, to 20 years later and sitting at a bar in Boerne...
if you bumped his cup, you got his anger that overflowed. 
Cross his path, in even the most slight of ways such as 
cheering for your football team, and that anger would 
spill out and cooler heads would have to intervene. The 
young man, and the older man now, were consumed 
with anger. There was no room for much else, and so if 
you bumped into him, you would invariably witness and 
experience that anger.

I think about him all the time. I feel very, very sorry for 
him in a lot of ways. There’s a lot of things that I’d want to 
fill my cup of life, and anger isn’t one of them. I hate that 
he has to endure that, and I know that he probably hates 
it more than I. As I looked at him, beyond the anger, you 
could see the anger in his eyes. Maybe it wasn’t anger, 
actually. It was actually desperation. He wants to be free of 
his anger, and I’d wish that for him also.

I’ve spent a few evenings on my walk around the block to 
think about my good friend from college. Well, maybe I’m 
not thinking about him so much as I’ve spent some time 
thinking about me. What would you say about me? When 
I walk away from you at the bar, what would you say to 
your friends at the bar about me? “That guy is so angry!”? 
Or perhaps “He’s so depressed.”? Or even “I feel so sorry 
for him. He’s so unhappy.”? 

I can sit on the front porch of my house and watch clouds 
drift by the moon and say that I really, really hope that 
you can’t say those things about me. I don’t think I feel 
those ways, but oftentimes it’s those around us that have 
a better view of what’s in our cup than even ourselves. I 
suppose I can’t really question what you claim to see in 
my cup, as you have no reason to see anything but truth.

I want you to say I’m happy, and that I’m so caring, and 
that I’m just a damn good person...but what I think is 
pretty irrelevant. I hold my cup, and you’ll bump my 
elbow, and as my friend once said, I hope I splash a whole 
bunch of happiness around. I really hope that.

Take a minute this month to think about what fills your 
cup. It’s Christmas season, you are probably busy with 
family and work obligations, and people are generally 
trying to splash happiness. Are you? I hope that you find 
some time to sit on the front porch, think about your cup, 
and fill that cup with all the best parts of yourself. 

And then splash it everywhere.

Welcome to December. As you close out of one year and 
turn the page into a new one, may you EXPLORE your 
heart, your family, and your life. May you laugh, may you 
love, and may you bless those around you with a cup full 
of everything you would wish for them.
 
Smiling,
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518 RIVER ROAD  |  BOERNE, TX  |  WWW.LITTLEGRETEL.COM | 830-331-1368

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

Fun dreams and
ideas in my book

for the beginning, 
average, and
expert knitter

Fun dreams and
ideas in my book

for the beginning, 
average, and
expert knitter



KERRVILLE
december 6 First Friday Wine share A fun way to meet 
new wines, people, places of business, or art. Please bring 
no more than one bottle of wine per every two people 
and your own glass.

december 7 the Four C-notes in Concert Enjoy the 
premier Frankie Valli and the Four Seasons tribute act 
in the country, and kick off your yuletide celebration in 
rock ‘n’ roll style with hits like “Sherry”and “Big Girls 
Don’t Cry.”

LLANO
december 14 snow day Thirty-five thousand pounds of 
ice create a giant sled riding hill for all ages to enjoy. No 
need to bring your own sled, they’re provided.
Badu Park.

NEW BRAUNFELS
december 5 Wassailfest Enjoy food, shopping, 
entertainment, and wassail—a beverage of hot, mulled 
cider. Sample wassail while strolling through the 
streets of Downtown New Braunfels and see what local 
merchants have to offer for holiday gift-giving needs.

december 6-7 Christkindlmarkt This open-air Christmas 
market, inspired by the Christmas markets of Germany, 
Austria, and other European countries, is complete with 
food, drink, craft beer, handcrafted gluehwein (mulled 
wine), music, singing, dancing, and vendors selling 
Christmas ornaments and décor, handcrafted artisan 
gifts, family-friendly activities, and the Christkind—the 
traditional Christmas gift-bringer.

december 7 Gruene town lighting After a day of 
festivities, Gruene closes out this event with a brass band 
street performance at 5 p.m., followed by the annual 
town lighting at 6 p.m. Cowboy Kringle rides into town 
on horseback and hands out candy canes to the kids.

december 14 Jingle Bell run/Walk The 27th annual 
Jingle Bell 5K Run/Walk and Kids Run benefit St. Jude’s 
Ranch for Children. Awards are given to the top male 
and female finishers, the top male and female masters, 
the top three finishers in each age group (five year 
increments through 75+), and the top three wheelchair 
athletes. Registration begins at 7 a.m., and the race starts 
at 8 a.m. Gruene Historic District.

WIMBERLEY
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.

december 14 Winter’s eve Enjoy live music, fire pits, 
food, drink, a visit with Santa, and lots of holiday 
festivities set around the shops, art galleries, and eateries 
of the Wimberley Square.

december 14 Blue Christmas Stroll in the park and enjoy 
Christmas-themed vendors, food trucks, and hot drinks. 
Sit by the fire and roast a couple of marshmallows and 
listen to live Christmas music. Catch a horse carriage 
ride through the park and stop by the photo booth and 
get your picture with Santa. Kids enjoy reindeer games 
during the event. Wear your ugliest Christmas sweater 
and enter the ugly-sweater contest.

BOERNE
november 28-december 25 Old West Christmas light Fest
Featuring a rustic, true Texas “Old West” town filled with 
holiday lights on beautiful ranchland, Old West Christmas 
Light Fest brings the holidays to life with twinkling magic 
and family fun. Visit Santa, listen to live music and enjoy 
a beer, wine, or hot chocolate in the saloon. Stroll your 
way through town and play holiday games and activities 
while you make memories and enjoy tasty treats around 
the campfire. Be sure to visit Santa’s Holly Jolly Herd, 
Santa’s very own Longhorns ready to pull his sleigh across 
Texas. Enchanted Springs Ranch.

november 29-december31 Christmas on the ranch Join 
Don Strange Ranch for a monthlong celebration of 
family, friends, and neighbors with brand-new displays, 
interactive carriage and hayrides, food galore, and 
Christmas shopping all in one place.

december 3-4 a Walk through Bethlehem Take a walk 
through Bethlehem and experience the camels, Roman 
soldiers, townspeople, music, and angels much like Mary 
and Joseph did when Jesus was born. This event is free 
and the city gates open at 6 p.m. and 7:30 p.m. St. Helena’s 
Episcopal Church

december 7 Weihnachts Parade A long-standing Boerne 
Christmas tradition, this parade has 100-plus lighted 
entries and takes place annually on the first Saturday of 
December.

december 7-8 Oma’s Christmas Craft Fair
For more than 35 years vendors have been bringing their 
wares to Oma’s Christmas Craft Fair—everything from 
handcrafted clothing and homemade jellies to custom arts 
and crafts, ceramics, and wood items. The merchandise 
takes up three large buildings, so be prepared to browse 
and shop, as well as indulge in concessions and photos 
with Santa. Kendall County Fairgrounds

december 19 Christmas with the 5 Browns
Presented by Boerne Performing Arts, this concert 
features five sibling pianists who famously studied at the 
Julliard School at the same time and have gone on to 
perform internationally as a classical music ensemble. 
Boerne Champion High School Auditorium

december 21 Winter solstice Celebration Circle
Celebrate the Winter Solstice with this evening featuring 
the natural beauty of Cave Without a Name and music 
that combines contemporary arrangements of traditional 
carols, soaring vocals, original acoustic music, and 
pulsing world-beat rhythms, performed on a mixture of 
ancient and modern instruments. Part of the concert will 
be performed in total darkness and flickering candlelight. 
Cave Without A Name

CASTROVILLE
december 6-7 Old-Fashioned Christmas Celebrate the 
holiday season with the lighting of the town’s Christmas 
tree, plays, live music, handmade crafts, homemade food, 
and a kids’ area.

COMFORT
november 28-december 31 nativity Figures display Life-
size nativity figures grace Comfort Park each year from 
Thanksgiving through December. These historic figures 
originally sat atop the Sears building in San Antonio. 
When no longer used there, they were moved to Comfort, 
where they have been displayed annually ever since. The 

figures were artistically renovated in 2016 by Jeannette 
MacDougall through funding provided by the Greater 
Comfort Area Chamber of Commerce. Comfort Park.

december 1-January 1 december decorating and lighting 
Contest Residences and businesses in Comfort go all 
out to decorate yards and buildings with lights and 
decorations to fit the season. The Greater Comfort Area 
Chamber of Commerce sponsors a contest with several 
categories of winners. Lights and decorations usually go 
up around Thanksgiving and remain through Christmas.

FREDERICKSBURG
aug. 23-February 2 “World War ii art of Private Charles J. 
miller” The National Museum of the Pacific War presents 
an exhibition of the nearly-forgotten paintings of World 
War II soldier and artist, Charles J. Miller. The exhibit 
features 100 paintings and drawings produced by Miller 
during his deployment in the Pacific Theater of WWII. 
“World War II Art of Private Charles J. Miller” provides 
a first-person perspective and emotional account of one 
man’s experience of the war, more personal and direct 
than much of the photo journalism from the era. The 
exhibit was first curated and displayed by the Wright 
Museum of WWII in Wolfeboro, New Hampshire.

december 1-15 2019 Christmas Wine affair Tickets 
include a Tasting Passport to receive complimentary 
tastings and wine discounts at dozens of participating 
Texas Hill Country wineries on this self-guided tour.

december 1, 2019-January 5, 2020 eisbahn Outdoor 
ice skating This annual outdoor ice skating event 
celebrates the season while also benefiting local nonprofit 
organizations. Marktplatz.

december 6 First Friday art Walk Tour Fredericksburg’s 
fine art galleries, which are offering special exhibits, 
demonstrations, refreshments, and extended viewing 
hours, at this art walk that takes place the first Friday of 
every month.

december 6 light the night Christmas Parade and 
afterglow Presented by the Fredericksburg Chamber of 
Commerce, the lighted night parade casts a holiday glow 
over the town’s famous Main Street. Be sure to visit the 
Marktplatz before or after the parade and enjoy local 
foods, wines, shopping, and free Santa photos.

december 7 Pearl harbor day Observance To mark the 
historic December 7, 1941 attack on Pearl Harbor, the 
National Museum of the Pacific War hosts guest speakers, 
a Joint Color Guard, a rifle salute, music, and other 
activities.

december 14-15 the singing Christmas tree Local 
volunteers present this one-hour concert (“Der Singende 
Weihnachtsbaum” in German) standing on a 30-foot-tall 
decorated and lighted Christmas tree.

LUCKENBACH
december 21 luckenbach Christmas Ball Enjoy this annual 
holiday dance in the historic Luckenbach Texas Dance 
Hall with a performance by Kevin Fowler.

december 31 luckenbach new Year’s eve Celebration
Usher in the New Year with one heck of a party in the 
historic Luckenbach Texas Dance Hall.

AREA EVENTS Get OUt and enJOY the Great teXas hill COUntrY!
The most comprehensive events calendar. Send submissions to info@hillcountryexplore.com 

12 | EXPLORE



1 4 9 9  S .  M a i n  S t r e e t ,  B o e r n e ,  T X  7 8 0 0 6 8 3 0 - 3 3 1 - 1 3 9 1N e x t  t o  D o g  &  P o n y  G r i l l



Premium CBD Products including Tinctures/
Oils, Beverage Additives, Lotions and more!

All products are made from federally legal 
hemp - LEGAL IN ALL 50 STATES

Visit us at our Pur IsoLabs Retail Store and try 
CBD products at the CBD Sample Bar

Locations in Fredericksburg, downtown San Antonio and 
Coronado Island, California with New Braunfels set to 
open in January 2020.

PURISOLABS IS TEXAS’ TRUSTED SOURCE & FIRST CBD COMPANY

EXPERIENCE • QUALITY • EXPERTISE • PURITY

46 FM 3351 N, Bergheim, TX, 78004  ::  (830) 336-2199  ::  www.PurIsoLabs.com

As an exclusive offer to 
EXPLORE readers
use discount code 
SALE15 online at

www.PurIsoLabs.com
 and receive a

15% DISCOUNT
at checkout.



236 S. Main St.  |  Boerne, TX  |  210.452.4720

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

NOW OPEN
FRIDAY, SATURDAY, AND SUNDAY



From there, Old Timer has simply continued doing what he does best...
with mixed results. “I always laugh that even though I think some of my 
ideas are actually ones that would help, they are disregarded as just the 
ramblings of a pissed off old man. I suppose some of them are just plain 
stupid, but those are also my favorite ideas. But the real ones come from 
a thinking person, and seem to me to be grounded in common sense. But 
no matter how decent I think my idea or suggestion to be, I hear little from 
city leaders beyond a chuckle and a snide comment. It seems to me that 
this attitude is why the citizenry doesn’t trust our local government one 
damn bit, but hell, I’m not running for City Council so what do I know? I 
just wish that they would LISTEN better to what people are saying and try 
to sculpt a town representative of those citizens, and not for what would 
bring in the most tax revenue. So far I haven’t seen that. I like our new 
administration, but they have a lot of work to do to clean up for the past 
decade and a half of destruction. Hell, we’re going to get a Buc-ees. Are you 
kidding me? This was handled in secret meetings and $chultz was out there 
glad handing about bringing that stupid gas station here, while everyone in 
this town wanted to throw him out at the city limits sign. That disconnect is 
confusing to me, and has done untold damage to this sleepy little town.”

As to his favorite parts of his job as columnist, B.D. says with a smile, “I 
love hearing people laugh when they read it. I sometimes sit at the coffee 
shop and watch people while they read the magazine, and I always smirk 
when I watch a husband laugh and then show the article to his wife. I’m 
not a comedian by any stretch, but I do enjoy people having fun with it. 
As I said, some of the stuff I cover is just ridiculous, because I’m sort of 
ridiculous, and talking about shooting the ducks or putting gun turrets on 
I-10 makes me laugh while I’m writing it over a whiskey, and it gives me a 
good feeling to see others finding some humor in otherwise ugly topics.”

What’s next for B.D., er, Old Timer? “Oh, I don’t know. I’ve quit the column 
twice because I didn’t like the atmosphere where it caused people to 
become angry. I think our city leaders are good people...that sometimes do 
stupid things. Just like me. I pick on them, but I don’t like it when feelings 
get hurt. I hope that I can continue to pen little columns that steer clear 
of the hurt feelings, and instead, just makes people laugh and think. And 
maybe remember. If I had one wish, it’s that I could keep spitting out my 
thoughts on local things, and that it would cause people to laugh at the 
silliness of my suggestions, that they might be caused to stop and really 
think about solutions to an issue, and that they might remember what we’re 
working for here. The culture. The history. The memories that so many of 
us have here in Boerne that are in danger of being forgotten. Let’s laugh, 
and think, and remember – because if we do that, there’s a lot of good 
things that could be done here in town. And maybe I’ll still be alive to see 
some of it. I’d like that, too.”

Few columnists that have written for eXPlOre have polarized people more 
than our favorite curmudgeon, affectionately known simply as Old timer. 
rumors have run rampant the past few years as to the true identity of Old 
Timer, but all were false. After much convincing, we are pleased to finally be 
able to unmask Old timer and to tell a bit of his story.

ART OF THE 
OLD TIMER

F
By Ben Schooley

“I hate doing this”, B.D. begins. “I started this silly column, but I always said 
I wanted to maintain my anonymity. I can’t believe you guys are making me 
do this.”

Known amongst friends and family simply as B.D, he lives alone a few 
blocks from River Road. In a humble house full of family pictures, 
momentos, and awards from his Air Force days during WWII, B.D. lives a 
simple life. As he has mentioned countless times in his column, his front 
porch is his favorite spot to relax, and we sat down for a few minutes for 
this article.

“I moved here right after WWII. My dear wife and I had a couple of boys, 
and it was the greatest place in the world to raise a young family.” Following 
a career in banking, B.D. enjoyed his retirement years on this same front 
porch in this same house that he raised his family. He continues, “Those 
were good days. My wife and I enjoyed traveling and eating some fine 
dinners in the area. Once I lost her, I sort of lost my way for a while.”

An admittedly “dark period” followed him through the better part of the 
90s and early ‘00s, but slowly he began to engage his life a bit more in a 
growing community. “I went for a walk one day along Main Street and 
I suppose I had been oblivious to much of what was going on around 
town for a long time, but I opened my eyes and just stood aghast at what 
was happening in town. The city leaders from perhaps ‘05 until now 
have deliberately tried to destroy this town and, well, it pissed me off. So 
whenever it was that I started writing...I don’t even remember when it 
was...but it gave me a bit of a voice to get people talking about what was 
going on.”

Having covered every topic imaginable, some of it seriously and some of it 
not so seriously, B.D. is unclear about the reach of his voice, but knows that 
people have resonated with some of his messages. He continues, “When I 
started doing it, I just thought I’d make fun of a bunch of things, and that’s 
what I did. I got a few chuckles here and there, but the message wasn’t so 
funny: Quit destroying our town. City council folks instantly quit talking 
to me, I got some ugly looks at the coffee shop, but a lot of folks would stop 
me and tell me that they enjoyed the article and that they liked my message. 
Then I got hold of the proposed City Hall plans. Ol’ $chultz (he asked us 
to print his name this way) worked really hard to sneak those plans past 
folks, but I made a lot of noise about it in the magazine during its planning 
stages and the town went insane. Facebook exploded with the news. Yes, 
I read Facebook. The Boerne Area Informed Citizen’s group was formed. 
The council meeting was packed. People HATED that damn thing, and I 
instantly gained a bunch of credibility...that I didn’t necessarily want. I was 
just having fun complaining about local issues, but all of a sudden I had 
caused a real ‘news’ item to hit the town and it made a lot of people angry 
as hell. I don’t blame them. Have you seen that monstrosity? Every thing 
that they swore it wouldn’t be...imposing, looming, scary...it IS. God I hate 
that damn building.”
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MUSIC

I’m a tall guy at 6’5” and Tyler’s got a good inch or 2 on 
me, so it’s not surprising that he was into basketball. He 
was living in the Houston area during the glory years of 
the Rockets with Hakeem Olajuwon, Clyde Drexler, and 
Kenny Smith. Some of the players even sometimes did 
basketball camps and instruction for the homeschool kids 
in the area. “I had exhausted my ‘athletic credits,’ I even 
did cooking, and different foreign languages; music was 
really the last thing left.”

Little did Tyler know, the last thing he found in those 
formative years of his personal and educational 
development, would become the most important thing 
in his life. At about 11 years old, he first tried piano 
briefly and wasn’t really into it. There was a guitar around 
that was his grandpa’s he spent a little time playing, but 
the action on it was awful, making learning to play it 
incredibly difficult. 

“There was a point there, early on, that I had kind of made 
it up in my mind that I wasn’t really a musician. I was 
really into swimming and doing well regionally, and also 
was into basketball, so I thought that maybe sports was 
the way to go for me.” As fate, or whatever you’d like to 
call it, would have it, he had to take a music class.

“At the time, the only option looked like it was for me 
to take a class on the recorder, and I really didn’t have 
any interest in learning the recorder.” This gave us both 
a good laugh. I imagine this big man sitting across from 
me, knee to knee, being relegated to the recorder, and 
possibly never becoming who I now know to be one of 
the more broadly-talented musicians around. My (half-
hearted) apologies to anyone whose deepest love is for the 
recorder.

“My dad helped hire on a pastor for quite a large church 
in Houston for the senior citizens ministry that also 
happened to be an amazing ukulele player. His name is 
Buddy Griffin, and is still teaching a number of students 
there to this day well into his eighties. I thought to myself, 
‘Ukulele is definitely more intriguing than the recorder, 
it’s kind of like a little guitar. I guess I’ll give that a go.’”

That marked the beginning of realizing that simple 
fingering could make chords and open things up for him. 
Having played the piano, a difficult guitar, and looking at 
music books that are far too complicated for beginners 
that deter many seeking to learn to play instruments, 

Tyler suddenly found that it didn’t take much to be able 
to play entire songs with a few easy chords. He even 
began to try and improvise while playing along with 
songs he listened to, thus birthing his development and 
love for playing. “The eight week course absolutely flew 
by, and I was actually pretty bummed it was over. Buddy 
approached me at the end of the semester, and said, 
‘Hey, you’re pretty good at this. Would you like to learn 
something bigger?’”

Tyler knew Buddy played the banjo, and decided that he 
was interested in that instrument. Unbeknownst to Tyler 
at that time, and to me as well until this interview, there 
are quite a few different breeds of banjo. Buddy was a 
tenor banjo player, so that’s what Tyler learned, and would 
become the instrument in which he most greatly excels.

“Our deal was, he would give me free lessons if I would 
play gigs with him for free. He would throw pretty 
challenging songs with the agreement that I wasn’t 
allowed to come back for another lesson until I learned 
whatever he had given me. It wasn’t scheduled weekly or 
every other week as is most typical of a schedule for music 
lessons, so I would leave for three days and just work and 
work and work, and then come back and say, ‘I got it.’” 

One thing that makes Tyler such a superb musician is 
his work ethic and hunger to be great. I know many 
truly talented but fairly lazy musicians (I worry I fall in 
this category more than I’d like to admit), but when you 
combine talent and time and hunger like Tyler Jackson 
has done for many years, the musical product is sure to be 
special. 

Upon showing back up having virtually mastered in three 
days what Buddy apparently expected to take weeks, the 
rate at which Tyler was already growing as a musician 
at the age of 11 and 12 years old was unique. “Ignorance 
served me well in that I didn’t know what I was doing was 
hard, I just thought it’s what everyone did.” As a musician 
myself for 25 years, both personally and observationally 
of those that are musicians, and especially of those who 
simply aspire to be one, it’s absolutely not what everyone 
does.

“Looking back on it, it was kind of hard stuff.” To 
translate, when musicians like Tyler say things like, “it was 
kind of hard stuff,” I decode that as “it’s the kind of stuff 
I’ll likely never be able to play.” Thankfully, I was blessed 

to write songs and sing along with my playing, but when 
it comes to straight musicianship, there are just players 
like Tyler that are at a level of proficiency that just feels 
otherworldly to me.

By the time Tyler was 13 or 14, Buddy had taught 
him everything he could. There weren’t many skilled 
tenor banjo players, so Tyler was referred to Smokey 
Montgomery of the Light Crust Doughboys, who were 
the primary contemporary of Bob Wills’ Texas Playboys. 
Tyler would pick Smokey’s brain and watch him play, 
being that he was really the best at the instrument in 
Texas. Then, Tyler began his attendance at conventions 
around the country.

While at a convention in Baltimore, Tyler would meet 
another “Buddy” in Buddy Wachter. Wachter is virtually 
the best ever when it comes to the tenor banjo. One of 
the main reasons the tenor banjo is limited in proficient 
players, was that it was pegged as an instrument that was 
really big for about 10 years in the 1920’s in jazz music. 
Jackson and Wachter began a friendship where they 
would converse over the phone, sometimes for hours at 
a time, and simply talk music and trade licks. Tyler was 
truly learning the instrument he loved most from the 
best; a musician’s dream. One of the main things Buddy 
imparted was not to just listen to banjo players. He told 
me, “Don’t listen to banjo players...open your mind up to 
more.”

Buddy encouraged Tyler to listen to the way some 
of the great jazz musicians like Charlie Parker, Wes 
Montgomery, and Django Reinhardt approached their 
instruments. Wachter also told him, “If you want to make 
any kind of living playing music, you also need to be 
really strong on another more mainstream instrument.” 
Tyler was drawn to the bass guitar, which is perfect, being 
that every single genre uses the bass, and it also worked 
well for jumping in the orchestra as their wasn’t a line 
for filling the void on the daunting task presented by the 
(literally and figuratively) giant upright bass.

Tyler, not surprisingly, became an excellent bassist, and 
was accepted into the prestigious music school at the 
University of North Texas, which is inarguably one of 
the finest programs in the country. “The skill level of the 
students at UNT was incredible. I felt like everyone else 
was just way beyond me. They had a big head start on me 
with most of them beginning to play seriously by the time 
they were 5 years old. I was one of the only people from 
Texas, many of my classmates weren’t even American, and 
at the beginning I felt pretty small.” 

Of course, Tyler hung in there, and grew even more. Out 
of the blue, he got a call from a man named Fernando 
“Ferdie” Calderon. “At first I thought it was a joke. Ferdie 
was a from Del Rio and sounded like he was straight out 
of Cheech and Chong.” Tyler was now 20, and took the 
call, and heard this “unique” voice on the other end of the 
line that says, “Hi, this is Ray Price’s manager, Ferdie. Ray 
called the school and wanted some recommendations for 
someone to play upright bass and we got your name.”

Tyler thought to himself, “Is Ray Price even still alive? 
The same guy I listened to with my grandpa as a little 
boy? If you went to my grandparent’s house, in the guest 

tyler Jackson grew up in sugarland, texas, as the son of 
a Baptist minister. He was homeschooled throughout his 
elementary and middle school years. His family was part 
of a cooperative school that had 8 week “semesters” where 
they would go take their classes that were more specialized. 
Having grown up homeschooled in Boerne myself, we had 

virtually the same model. Going to classes for a term much like college, learning 
subjects that were difficult to do at home. Both my mom and Tyler’s were teachers 
before we were homeschooled, and we were blessed to have great instruction both 
at home and in our co-op schools in our courses ranging from upper level maths, 
sciences, debate, and drama. 

MUSICIAN OF THE MONTH:
TYLER JACKSON

T

By Matt Kersh
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bedroom, you’d find early LP’s of Merle Haggard and 
The Strangers, Hank Snow, Ernest Tubb, and Ray Price. 
I wasn’t sure if this was for real.” Turns out, it really was 
THE Ray Price. 

And THE Ray Price was really interested in Tyler as 
a bassist. Ferdie asked if Tyler had a suit, which he no 
longer had one that fit. So, he went to Target and put one 
together that matched well enough. He made the 150 mile 
drive from Denton to Mount Pleasant, which is where Ray 
Price lived.

“I brought my banjo along, because I was afraid I’d get 
bored. I walked up with my tenor banjo in the case, which 
no one ever recognizes what it is. Ray asked me, ‘Is that a 
tenor banjo?’ I was shocked he recognized it that quickly, 
and replied, ‘Well, yes, sir. It sure is.’ Price said, ‘Good, 
that’s the best kind. I can’t stand that 5 string (stuff).’ I’ll 
never forget that moment.”

It was definitely a good start. There was a guy playing 
with Ray at the time named Dale Morris Jr. who was one 
of the absolute best fiddle players around. He played for 
Ray forever, but he’s been with many of the greats. Marty 
Stuart, Merle, Willie. He also sees Tyler’s tenor banjo in 
the case, and happens to also love that 1920’s jazz era 
music for which the instrument is known. Right away, 
they begin jamming on the bus. Tyler was immediately 
fitting right into this group of incredible musicians much 
older than he was, and bonding over their mutual love of 
the same genre of old jazz alongside Price’s ever-evolving 
brand of country music. 

When touring on a bus, there’s no choice but to come 
to terms with the fact that you will be spending a lot of 
time with your bandmates. Heaven help you if you don’t 
get along. Fortunately, Ray’s band did get along, and they 
took to Tyler right away. Here he was, just 20 years old, 
jamming alongside these accomplished musicians that 
are 40 and 50 years older than him, and he’s meshing with 
them from the start like an old pro.

“All the guys were really cool. Great musicians. Nice. I was 
already so excited and was just hoping it would work out. 
Thing is, I hadn’t yet seen or played ANY of these songs. 
And all these guys had played this show together so long 
they could do it in their sleep. I really didn’t want to be 
that guy that made them sit around and have rehearsal 
when that was probably the last thing they needed or 
wanted to do.”

Tyler was able to get some charts from Ferdie for most 
of the songs, as well as a disc that had all but 4 or 5 songs 
so that he could prepare for taking the stage. Turned out 
Ferdie had previously been the bass player, so he was 
able to help get things in order. Not surprisingly, Tyler 
got along swimmingly. He was having a great time and 
drawing invaluable knowledge from a troupe of talented 
musicians with shared chemistry among them as he grew 
as a player. 

After talking to his parents and deciding he was going 
to take a break from school to stay on tour, it was a few 
weeks down the road. One day, Ray, who always took 
his calls on speaker phone, got a call while they were on 
the bus. It was Willie Nelson. Guess where Willie got his 
start? Playing bass for Ray Price. Willie told Ray he was 
putting together a tour called “The Last of the Breed” 
and was inviting Ray to join him and Merle Haggard to 
make it happen. Asleep at the Wheel was going to be the 
opening act on the tour. They talked through details and 
WIllie asked Ray if he would join, and Ray said, “I guess 
that sounds pretty good.” To which Willie replied, “Well, 
that’s good, ‘cause we already got a hell of a lot of shirts 
and posters printed up with your name and face on them 
next to ours.”

Ray was adamant that his band back him on the tour. 
After the producer of the tour tried to steer Ray from 
bringing his group with him, Ray said that’s how it was 
gonna be and would pay them out of his own pocket 
so the tour didn’t have to foot the bill. These things are 
almost always about money, after all. So, literally just over 
two weeks after joining Ray Price’s band, Tyler was going 
on tour with Willie Nelson and Merle Haggard. You could 
say it was one hell of a good gig. This would be the first 
of three tours of 30+ shows over the next few years that 
Tyler, Ray, Willie, and Merle would all go on together.

Ray loved to play more than anything else. He wanted 
to be on stage for as long as he could and always said he 
would quit if he couldn’t sing anymore. Until the year of 
his death, Ray was playing nearly 150 shows annually. 
This was a man that was singing his songs in the original 
keys in which they were all played without problem or 
having to change things up, he always took care of his 
voice, was a consummate professional, now well into his 
eighties, who had made his living on stage for over 60 
years, still working hard. What an example.

As the time with Ray was drawing to a close, Tyler ended 
up sort of being recruited to join the accomplished 

jazz circuit in San Antonio. He moved to the area and 
got connected with Joe Gonzales at Hearts’ Home. Joe 
asked Tyler if he would come play at a “house show” at 
the shop and then was offered a teaching position at the 
store. Having been in shops around the world, Tyler was 
immediately struck with the special nature of Hearts’ 
Home. He started teaching lessons and covering much of 
repair work on various instruments. It’s the closest thing 
to a “normal job” Tyler Jackson has ever had, but it’s still 
very much about the music.

Between being a husband, father, teacher, and performer, 
Tyler Jackson has a full life. He put in the work to become 
a musician’s musician, and is enjoying the fruits of his 
labor; not that it still isn’t hard work.

Tyler collaborates with some of the most talented 
musicians throughout the Texas Hill Country. He teaches 
lessons on bass, banjo, cello, guitar, and probably could 
do so on almost anything with strings on it. His family 
has now lived in Boerne since 2014. Tyler is married to 
Kristin, and they have two children: Matthew (3) and 
Hannah (1). www.tylerjacksonmusic.com

matt@hillcountryexplore.com
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Tim spent a total of 3 years at a boarding school in Los 
Angeles County at-the direction of his parents who 
were searching for what they thought was the best way 
to address Tim’s unruly behavior. While at this Catholic 
boarding school, Tim encountered evil on a level 
inexplicable and unfathomable. 
 
Today, Tim Ekno is a cherished husband to wife of 38 
years, Vanessa, proud father of 4 beautiful children, 
grandfather to 4, Pastor of Faith Bible Church in Boerne 
and survivor. He has lead a life of extensive missionary 
work throughout Asia while leading a congregation 
of non-denominational believers in Christ and been a 
pinnacle of the community for the last 7 years. From the 
outside in, Tim fits the part, looks the part (with a little 
extra spunk) and presents himself with transparency 
and endless knowledge in faith, community, love and 
personal growth. His tall slender build and magnetizing 
personality captivate believers with ease and transform 
even the non-believing leapers of Sri Lanka.  
 
His experience is one shared by many but rarely 
talked about, yet his story is a phenomenal example of 
survivorship, insight and rebirth. The details of Tim’s 
survivorship are being shared in hopes of destigmatizing 
victimization and provide hope, guidance and 
encouragement to those who have endured similar abuse.  
 
“As a 12 year old boy, I thought I was doing something 
that made him to choose me to molest. Of all the boys 
there, why me? But as I got older I began to think he 
was really molesting many more boys than just me,” Tim 
recounts his 3 year stent living and suffering at the hands 
of a Brother Pacheco at a boarding school.  
 
“At one point I decided to tell my parents and distinctively 
remember my mother telling me ‘Catholic priests don’t do 
that’. So I tried to put it in the back of my mind”. He was 
somewhat successful in suppressing away for many years. 
However, his Junior year of high school Tim had returned 
home and was unapologetically on a mission to prove 
his sexuality in an effort to overcome the damage and 
ruminating questions stuffed in the depths of his mind. 
His sexual prowess was later accompanied by explosive, 
irrational anger. 
 
While in college Tim met his wife Vanessa, a story of 
infamy and favored by his congregation who also adore 
and are warmed by the spirit of Vanessa. “I really wanted 
to go out with her and finally got her to agree, but on the 
second date she said to me ‘Look, I’m sorry but I can’t date 
you. You are not Christian.” Tim was flabbergasted, he 
was Catholic and convinced of his security in Christianity. 
Nevertheless, Tim’s love struck senses motivated him to 
go to church with Vanessa. From that point, his journey 
through survivorship began to shape and manifest in ways 
his family could have never predicted. And around 1980, 
in church with his soon to be bride, a seed was planted, “I 
heard a message of forgiveness.”
 
A year later, Tim and Vanessa got married, Tim built a 
successful career in commercial lending and they began 
to start a family. On the outside looking in Tim’s family, 
career, marriage and life appeared to be favored, but on 
the inside there was a tornado of “explosive anger over the 
smallest most trivial things” touching down periodically 

and reeking havoc on his marriage and family. Vanessa 
tolerated and she and Tim engaged in counseling for 
years to work through the rage devastating their lives. It 
was after a particular explosion when Tim knew he had 
to take action to address what he knew would persist and 
damage. He called a dear and trusted friend in Denver 
who had served as a counselor and mentor to him 
and Vanessa over the years, “I told him I needed to do 
something about my anger and asked if he would meet 
with me. He agreed and I flew out the next day.” In the 
basement of his friend and counselors house they prayed 
and Tim’s friend called on the expertise of the one entity 
he knew would lead them both to aid in Tim’s healing. 
He asked the Lord to show Tim what was behind his 
anger and Tim’s answer was made clear: the molestation. 
“Lord, what do you want Tim to do about his anger?” 
Tim was met with an obstacle beyond expectation: he 
must forgive. Tim’s response to this was an absolute, 
predictable, “Hell no, I am not forgiving that man.” With 
all sincerity Tim’s friend responded, “Then you are going 
to continue to be angry, is that what you want?” The path 
to healing had been made clear. At the age of 40 and 
more than 25 years later the name of his perpetrator flew 
out of Tim’s mouth in a plea to seek forgiveness for what 
had been done to him. “For all those years I thought if I 
forgave the Brother Pacheco then I was saying what had 
been done to me was okay.” 

So began Tim’s journey, years after he heard that message 
of forgiveness in church with Vanessa as a 20 something. 
Here he was in his 40’s, facing what he knew he had 
to do to save his marriage, family and himself from a 
life of victimization manifesting as a rage hidden in 
the depths of his being, “During my journey to true 
forgiveness I began to understand what power forgiveness 
truly had in my life. It was a release of the debt of how 
they (perpetrator and his parents) wronged me, not an 
acceptance of what had been done to me.”

After returning from Denver, one of Tim’s brother’s 
called him, a very uncommon occurrence, and just as 
one might ask, “What’s for dinner?” his brother ask him 
“ Were you molested while you were at boarding school 
by Brother Pacheco?” Much to Tim’s dismay, other 
victims had come forward with allegations of abuse 
while at the same boarding school and were looking to 
proceed with an investigation and hopeful prosecution. 
As the investigation developed, it was discovered Brother 
Pacheco had passed away from an AIDS related illness 
and would not therefore face the earthly consequences so 
many victims require to move forward with healing. What 
came out of Tim’s mouth next was beyond conceivable, 
“When I found out of his death I grieved for him and 
knew there had been a change in me.”

“We live and grow up in a fallen world and most all of us, 
unfortunately, suffer some kind of trauma at the hands 
of another. We act out in unfathomable ways, thinking 
it will hurt the perpetrator and until we come to a place 
where we can truly forgive we engage in a re-wounding 
that spreads to those we love,” in this case it was Tim’s 
family. He was determined to transform his story of being 
a victim into a story of victory. In order to preserve those 
he loved most, Tim sought and found liberation from the 
effects of his abuse. 

As a clinical social worker and therapist, I have been 
charged with becoming fluent in the treatment of trauma. 
I have worked with hundreds of clients who have been 
victimized in countless, grotesque ways. My arsenal of 
therapeutic techniques and treatment modalities have 
clinical validity and reliability but in no book or training 
have I ever been trained to coach people on how to 
forgive, yet, I know there endless is liberation in it only 
because it is the hardest possible skill to master. 

Tim’s ‘rebirth’ into a life of victory has provided him with 
divine purpose and peace. He continues to find healing 
working with others and having a positive impact on 
those who suffer. True to fashion, life threw another 
curve ball. Tim was diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease 
a few years ago after a long and arduous stent of medical 
testing and questioning. Once diagnosed, Tim’s outlook 
shifted further and he knew his journey of forgiveness 
would need to include his parents. By this time, the 
extent of abuse was an open topic within Tim’s family. 
His father was the first to reach out and provide insight, 
“We thought we were doing what was best for you.” 
Understanding his father’s perspective was one thing, but 
his mother’s struggle forced a gut wrenching response, “It 
really couldn’t have been that bad.” 

Such a jarring response is often similar to what many 
victims of abuse are faced with when coming forward to 
parents, particularly in situations such as this. But Tim 
did not let this impede his journey to forgiveness, “I knew 
she just couldn’t cope with the idea that she had put her 
child in place where he was so horrifically violated. So 
I was going to have to work through reconciling that 
notion on my own.” Sadly, Tim’s mother suffered the fate 
of Alzheimer’s disease and later died before he could 
receive the condolence he so much wanted from her. 
Nevertheless, he continued on his path to heal, forgive 
and evolve in his rebirth. His evolution resulted in a deep 
understanding of how his rage for so many years effected 
his family, particularly his children, “I wrote them letters 
asking for forgiveness for my behavior, really talking 
to them about their experience as child in the midst of 
my anger. I learned so much and was grateful for the 
opportunity to tell them I was sorry and acknowledge 
what I had put them through was not okay.”

The suffrage one endures at the hand of abuse whether 
as a child or adult is immeasurable. There are many 
who live as victims, accepting the fate of a life filled with 
anger, promiscuity, addiction or even abuse of others not 
knowing the shackles that bind them can be broken. This 
holiday season we are reminded of the birth of Christ in 
the midst of family, blessings, indulgence, privilege and 
joy. For many, making memories and celebrating is jaded 
and masked with the demons of pain and holding on to 
life as a victim. Tim’s transparency regarding his journey 
is intended to be a gift to those who also may be suffering. 
It is our wish this holiday season for anyone seeking 
refuge from victimization to experience victory through 
‘rebirth’ and receive one of the greatest gift of all this 
season, a life of liberation and peace. 

raised in a catholic household, 6th in a brood of 8 children and 
living in California was life as tim ekno knew it. the trajectory 
of his life was drastically re-routed in at the age of 12 after he 
experienced the unthinkable while attending boarding school.

SURVIVOR’S
STORY
By Casey Bonham

R

casey@hillcountryexplore.com
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Casey Bonham (author) and Tim Ekno
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SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

Health Insurance
Health Sharing Programs

Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance

Business Insurance
Workers Compensation Insurance

Commercial Property
Surety Bonds
Builders Risk

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

Assistant Vice President
jeremy@hcdtinsurance.com

210-232-0040

www.hcdtinsurance.com  |  210-647-0134  |  2161 NW Military Highway #210, San Antonio, TX 78213
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DISHONORABLE MENTION
Simply printing things on a sweater/sweatshirt isn’t enough to make it into 
the holiday hall of fame of horrible. However, we have to give props to the 
person who came up with this little number. In researching this piece we found 
innumerable examples of BAD Christmas sweaters. They were unimaginative 
and uninspiring with quotes and bad graphics. This one was truly a diamond in 
the rough. Though we’re not fans of the ornament nipple piercings, the color and 
hairy gut made us do a double take. Take a moment and marvel at its awfulness.

Everyone, even people who may not celebrate Christmas, can appreciate a truly appalling Christmas sweater. You may 
have even participated in an “Ugly Christmas Sweater” contest at work. We at EXPLORE thought we’d compile a list of 
what makes a sweater truly an UGLY sweater. As we found, there are many iterations of this concept, but so many are 
lazy and bad. Here are the things we found that are necessary for ugly sweater glory.

LIGHTS
This, above all else is the essential 
ingredient to a truly infamous ugly 
Christmas sweater. If your sweater 
doesn’t need its own power supply, 
then you haven’t taken that final step 
to make it truly “next level”.

HANDMADE ELEMENTS
The point of an ugly sweater is to make it just 
that, ugly. So if you cover yourself in store 
bought embellishments, you run the risk of 
making the sweater look too polished. It can 
be time consuming, but it’s necessary.

ACTUAL 
ORNAMENTS
If you can take your 
sweater off and hang 
it on your Christmas 
tree, and it blends in 
seamlessly, then you’re 
on the right track.

SHINY
Plastic garland or even actual tinsel 
is a good place to start. You should 
never ask “Should I put this on my 
sweater.” The real question is “How 
much can I put on before I become 
a fire hazard.”

ANATOMY OF AN
Ugly Christmas Sweater
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Perfect lock and leave, second home 

opportunity! Beautiful Sitterle home 

in the Fairways section of Cimarron 

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

pull out couch (queen size) and can be 

used a 3 bedroom). Enjoy a day on the 

course or courts then take in the golf 

course views from your “Texas-sized” 

back porch. 

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

109 GRAND OAKS LN. • GEORGETOWN 
$549,900  |  MLS #: 8477684

Logos, websites, branding, and every issue of EXPLORE Magazine 
210.507.5250 • www.smvtexas.com

WE ALL KNOW THE OLD SAYING
“CLOSE ONLY COUNTS IN 

HORSESHOES AND HAND GRENADES.”

DON’T LET IT APPLY TO YOUR MARKETING.
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“THE ANSWER IS YES, WHAT’S THE QUESTION?”
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www.infernospizzeria.com  •  830-331-2023

THE PLACE TO WATCH YOUR

FAVORITE TEAMS

HAPPY HOUR (FULL BAR)
Monday - Friday 11am-7pm

EVERY DRINK
DURING HAPPY HOUR$1 OFF

$7.99
LUNCH SPECIALSMonday - Friday11am-2pm
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Just west of San Antonio, Alsatians (along with Belgians) 
made their home in the Castroville and Hondo areas. 
First of all, I know what you’re thinking. What the heck IS 
an Alsatian, anyway?  Well, Alsace and Lorraine were two 
regions of France until 1871, when Germany took control 
of most of the area  following it’s victory over France 
during the Franco-Prussian War. Alsace had it’s own 
language, however, more closely resembling German than 
French, but before modern German had really taken hold. 
After World War I, France being listed among the victors 
during that war, reclaimed it’s prior territory. So, Alsatians 
are French. And Germans. And French. But the Alsatians 
that settled in Texas arrived in the 1840’s before all of that 
silliness, so escaped that wartime whiplash. They arrived 
here as authentic Alsatians, which really was a hybrid of 
the French and German cultures. 

A dish that you will find all over the Medina County 
area, and rarely anywhere else, was created in Texas by 
the Alsatians that settled there. It is known as Parisa. 
At first glance, the ingredient list reads like a riff on 
steak tartare—minced raw beef, cheese, lime juice, salt, 
pepper, serrano—served with crackers. Given the French 
influence on the Alsatian people, it would be easy to 
believe that they brought steak tartare with them, and 
simply created it with local ingredients. It is often joked 
about that Parisa is what happened when the Mexicans 
got ahold of steak tartare.  Those things DO happen when 

different cultures populate the dame area (literally, the 
entire Creole diet is evidence of that) But steak tartare 
didn’t start appearing on menus and tables in France until 
quite a bit after Parisa was being eaten as a staple here. 
Today, it enjoys cult like standing in the area, and you 
can find it at almost every grocery store and meat market 
from Castroville to D’Hanis. It has also made inroads into 
some of San Antonio’s finest eateries (though with quite a 
few artistic liberties being taken). Or, you know, you can 
make it yourself. It’s way easy, as you’ll see below.

Here’s a bonus. If you have finicky little eaters that won’t 
try it because “ewwww,  it’s raw” (even though it IS cured 
with lime juice), you can fry it up in a pan with eggs the 
next morning, or make patties out of it and serve it as 
burgers to the little ingrates kids.

Okay, back to why I wanted to start with Parisa. Its 
hunting season at the moment, and Parisa is also an 
excellent way to prepare venison. In fact, the more you 
cook venison, the more you ruin it, so Parisa just may 
be ideal.

Now is a good time to issue some CYA. It is very unlikely 
that using this technique you could get sick from 
consuming raw beef. However, people with compromised 
immune systems should play it safe and eat the queso dip 
on the Holiday buffet table instead.

PARISA
1 pound piece of very lean beef (sirloin, filet) or venison
1 C 10% acidity white vinegar
8 ounces grated American cheese (from the deli, not the 
plastic stuff near the lunch meat)
8 ounces very finely chopped onion
3 gloves finely minced garlic
2 or 3 finely minced serranos
1 t salt
2 t pepper
1.5 T lime juice

Sterilize the meat. Place meat (whole) in a ziploc bag with 
vinegar. Push out all air and seal the bag. Let sit for 15 
minutes. 

While beef is sitting in vinegar, mince your onions, 
peppers and garlic, and shred your cheese.

Remove meat from bag, and rinse in cold water. Discard 
vinegar.

Finely mince your meat. You can do this by hand, or pulse 
in a food processor several times.

Mix all ingredients thoroughly. Taste, and adjust 
seasonings if desired. Cover and let sit in refrigerator at 
least 4 hours.

Serve on a plate, typically surrounded by saltine crackers. 
I actually prefer toasted baguette slices, but this makes me 
a heathen. A fancy, bougie heathen.

FOOD

By Christine Friesenhahn

christine@hillcountryexplore.com

the texas hill country area is the birthplace of a 
number of famous dishes. Corn dogs. Chili. margaritas.  
i’ll get around to writing about those in future issues, 
but this month i want to start with one of the least 
known, and arguably weirder offerings. Because why 
not lead with weird? more about why in a bit.

PARISA
T
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Kendall Woods Dental

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

830-229-5581

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

Specializing In
Non-Invasive Weight Loss Treatments

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

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

227 N Loop 1604 East, Suite #150
San Antonio, TX 78232

Cryo Shape, Cryoskin Slimming and Toning or 
Plasma Pen for stretch marks reduction$200.00 OFFDecember Special
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A furnace was attached to the house after it burned to a 
shell and had to be rebuilt in the early 1960s. The owner 
fashioned a wood-burning furnace and installed a series 
of air ducts to keep the various rooms in the house warm.

The small bathroom has an open flame space heater. In 
the winter of 1955 one of the inhabitants of the home 
stood in front of it to warm himself and his clothing 
caught on fire, leaving him with burns over 30 percent of 
his three year old body. Only the quick intervention of 
his brother, then 12, saved his life. The younger brother 
would idolize the elder until his death. 

He saved his life. Can you really blame him?

The owner of the house was a product of the depression 
and maintained 50 head of cattle near Catahoula Lake, 
just a few miles down the highway. He also kept up a two 
acre garden and a pond stocked with catfish and bream 
out back. No bank crash would ever leave his family 
hungry again. 

Ever the resourceful one, the owner of the home had a 
shop out back where he would tinker when not working 

for the oil company. The shop had every kind of tool you 
can imagine, catfish traps, trot lines, and other detritus 
of a life spent in the outdoors living as his ancestors did, 
although he lived in the modern world.

He worked for Hunt Oil for 39 years, beginning in 1938. 
He knew H.L. Hunt personally from when he was just a 
regional operator with absurd dreams of chasing down 
Standard Oil and John D. Rockefeller. Mr. Hunt trusted 
him so much he once offered to make him superintendent 
of one of Hunt’s fields in South Texas. 

Excited, he told his father who guilted him into staying 
close to home. For all of his ability, he lived his life like 
that more than he was willing to admit. It was a hereditary 
pattern, unfortunately.

A few years later, he was injured on the job and took a call 
from Mr. Hunt.

“Milton, you can sue me if you want and get a lot. But 
I want to make this right without all that. What do you 
need?”

“Just pay me while I get better and let me keep my job.”

That’s all he asked of one of the wealthiest men in the 
world. Honor meant something. He was a man, not a 
charity case. That was another trait he passed on. 

He was the kind of man who, at the height of the 
Depression, would shoot ducks on the lake then take 
them around to the older folks, along with some groceries 
from his garden. Social Security wasn’t very far along in 
those days. 

He had made the pilgrimage over dusty backroads from 
Jena to Baton Rouge to pay his respects at Huey P. Long’s 
funeral after the Kingfish was assassinated inside the 
Louisiana State Capitol in 1935. He remained a yellow dog 
Democrat until the day he died.

“Republicans don’t care about the poor people,” was his 
only political criterion. “It’ll take a generation for people 
to forget what they did to us.”

He was not without his own mischievous side. According 
to legend, the family had two Great Depressions: the first 
when the stock market crashed and the second when they 
repealed prohibition. He and his brother maintained a 
still out of on the old family place near Catahoula Lake 
until his brother died and his wife sold the land. 

Once, he took his sons and his brother out to one of his 
hunting camps on the lake. His youngest was the first up 
the ladder and started getting struck at by whip snakes 
that had taken up residence in the camp.

REFLECTION

By Samuel Smith

Just off of Highway 84 in Jena, louisiana there 
stands a white painted siding house. it’s at the 
top of a small hill. it has three bedrooms, one 
bath and an attached garage. Between the 
garage and the house is a screened-in porch.

A CASTLE IN
THE BACKWOODS

J

34 | EXPLORE



The elder men had had a few libations. Being free of 
their Southern Baptist wives enabled them to sneak some 
moonshine. Alcohol and decisions don’t always go well 
together. So they doused the surroundings in gasoline and 
lit the little makeshift camp on fire. 

As the flames engulfed what should have been their 
temporary abode, the youngest son spoke up.

“Daddy, where we gonna sleep tonight?”

The two slightly inebriated adults looked at each other.

“Shit,” they said in unison.

He was, as the old folks used to say, fond of a mirror. Well 
into his 70s, he’d sit and stroke his chin and say, “I’m so 
pretty. I wish you grandkids was as pretty as me.” On days 
when company was coming he’d get dressed up in rare 
form. He put on his immaculately polished Florsheims 
instead of work boots and his good coveralls. Stains were 
not welcome when visitors were in the house. 

Then there was the matter of his hair. He had been blessed 
then unblessed with a thick shock of dark hair. But he 
would not abide gray. So on the days when company 
was coming he was very concerned to apply the Grecian 
Formula to to what was left of his mane and make sure it 
was a suitable shade.

Properly attired, coiffed and shod, he’d retire to his seat in 
the Lay-Z-Boy in the regular living room and receive his 
progeny and their progeny like royalty.

The lady of the house was also a bit of a dandy and 
fancied the finer things, such as they were available in the 
rural south at that time. Well, that may be overstating the 
case by today’s standards. She was fond of nice clothes, 
perfume and make-up.. She loved jewelry.

But her home was her joy. Almost a quarter of the smal 
house was taken up by a formal living room equipped 
with a piano and a couch and a couple of dark wood 
armchairs the grandkids were afraid to sit on. The door to 
that room was usually closed. 

But one day a year, that room was the center of the 
universe. All four kids and their wives and kids would 
come over for Thanksgiving and eat. And eat. And eat 
some more. The lady of the house made chocolate custard 
pies, lemon custard pies and a dozen other treats. That 
woman did more to prevent hunger than some charities 
I’ve worked for. You never finished a plate that she didn’t 
offer to refill it. Eventually you learned to say you were 
full with a little bit left on the plate so she wouldn’t guilt 
you into accepting more.

Years later, I learned about love languages. Hers was food, 
apparently.

I also learned about high cholesterol and barely avoided 
adult onset diabetes. But she meant well. I’ve never been 
hungry for very long.

But she had. 

After lunch, dessert, coffee and a couple hours to sleep off 
the food coma, everyone would congregate in the formal 
dining room. It was time to decorate the Christmas tree. 

The decorations were old, even then. They were the kinds 
of things that were brought out, displayed for a month 

and then stored away for another year in a room almost 
no one frequented. Probably worth a fortune if they were 
still around at in some antique shop called “Things N’ 
Stuff ” or some such foolishness.

For the grandkids, it was like they had been granted 
access to the inner sanctum. 

For the mischievous ones, it was like being a gypsy in 
the palace. They traded knowing glances, but didn’t dare 
misbehave there. It was fun and relaxed, but almost 
reverential. They knew that they were doing something 
special. 

The house on a hill was the antithesis of anything edgy or 
“cool” (or whatever it is that young people say these days). 
Rock n’ roll was not a part of the equation.

But the King was always there.

Every year, the stodgy, staid grandparents brought out 
Elvis Presley’s Christmas album. Every year the lady of the 
house would say the same things.

“He loved his Mama so much. I can’t believe he’s gone.”

And so they retrieved the fake Christmas trees they had 
bought at the Ben Franklin’s store in town from the attic 
and put it together.

 For an hour or two, sibling squabbling would stop. It 
was expected that they set aside rivalries, disagreements, 
negative opinions about spouses and whatever else came 
between them.

Of course, that was a long time in this family. They were 
competitive. They loved each other, sure. But little brother 
who idolized big brother also wanted to compete with 
him and win. Pretty normal stuff. The two sisters got into 
typical sister drama, meddling and the occasional hard 
feeling. Nothing serious, but only seeing each other a few 
times a year means working out any negative stuff in an 
afternoon was almost not worth it.
 
So they all played nice for their parents. Mostly.

When the pressure got too much, they’d step outside for 
a smoke. Back then, everybody smoked. Including a few 
of the grandkids when they could get away with it and 
thought the folks weren’t around.

All was not always well between the man and the lady 
of the house, either. Almost 50 years of marriage had 
somewhat devolved into something of an uneasy truce. 
When the man of the house would suffer from sleep 
apnea and stop breathing his bride would exclaim, “well, 
breathe damn you.” 

Hearing grandmother say “damn” always made the 
grandkids laugh. She was always a strange mix of 
propriety and profanity. 

She was often demeaning toward him in other ways. It 
didn’t seem to bother him much, but he kept his distance. 
Who wants to get close to someone who makes you feel 
bad about yourself?

Sometimes he’d laugh and say with pride how mean she 
was. Family legend has it that his mother was even worse. 
He himself said once she was the meanest woman in 
Lasalle Parish. 

But on those afternoons, it seemed like they genuinely 
liked each other. 

Once, with the warmth and kindness that was palpable, 
the man of the house sidled up to his lady and put his arm 
around her.Together they surveyed the tribe of misfits and 
high achievers they had made.

“We done good, Lillian.”

She just smiled. 

Family has been a mess since Genesis. Cain didn’t kill 
a stranger. Father’s blessing is something brothers have 
always fought over. Thankfully no one in that house had 
married their cousins or anything too backwoods. 

But there were fractured marriages and broken homes 
and heartbroken siblings from time to time. As is usual, 
the better their own lives we’re going the less it seemed 
they needed each other. Scourge of our times, I guess.

But the real gift of those holidays was that for just a 
moment, they could put that aside. And the great thing 
about history is that it not merely instructive but also 
indicative. What our predecessors did, we can do too. 
Traits are real, but so are learned behaviors. We can look 
past what separates us. Not in all cases, for sure. But if you 
can, do it. 

Because it’s all gone now. The man of the house died in 
1993, killed in a car wreck driving home from his lady’s 
side as she struggled with Crohn’s disease in a hospital. 
The lady changed her diet, thinned out and lived another 
15 years. 

The family gets together now for funerals mainly. They’re 
scattered to the winds, maybe never to see each other 
again. When the youngest son finally got his death wish in 
2015 they reassembled and reminisced. The first topic of 
conversation was little brother. But the holidays we spent 
at that house came up pretty quick, too.

That house was as close as I ever had to a home. I’ve 
stayed lots of places, 10 years in one right down the road. 
But in terms of a family homestead where we knew every 
holiday we’d be together, that was it. 

The last time I talked to my grandfather was, fittingly 
enough, in the breezeway of that white house. He was 78, 
wracked with emphysema and barely moving. 

“Son, when a man gets to where he can’t do nothing…
might as well just move along.”

Made it easier a week later when I found out that he had 
died earlier in the day. He had run his course and knew it 
was time to go. He was a man, not an invalid, and he left 
us cruising along in the Lincoln Town Car he had bought 
cash while I watched him pull bills out of a shoebox as the 
salesman’s jaw dropped. 

And he did a lot. A lot more than I’ll bore you with here. 

But nothing meant more to me as a kid than knowing he 
was there. And you can give your kids and grandkids that 
gift this Christmas.

When they are in their darkest times, those memories 
will occasionally shine through. And that will mean more 
than any toy you ever fight Black Friday crowds for.

samuel@hillcountryexplore.com
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Kathleen McBride is one such artist. One who can 
see art in most anything but chooses some of her 
favorite things to recreate or create art. Kathleen’s 
daughter finds it amusing that her mom can see an 
old window frame sitting out as someone’s trash and 
know her mom will stop to pick it up as Kathleen 
sees art everywhere. Maybe not today or tomorrow 
but someday soon that window will become a 
beautiful piece of art.

As a child, Kathleen knew that art was her calling.  
Her first interests in art came at about 8 years old 
when Kathleen entered a contest for Mr Bubbles. 
She had to do some coloring and more intricate 

work as requirement for the contest. Kathleen was 
pleased to win in the contest and her prize was a 
pink poncho with Mr Bubbles likeness brightly 
displayed. Her accolades did not stop there as she 
entered many more contests involving art and won. 
Many of you will remember the “Draw the turtle or 
face” advertisements in the backs of magazines and 
Kathleen won many of those categories. While the 
majority of her winnings were accolades and not so 
much in the “prize in hand” type it did encourage 
her to continue expressing herself through her 
artistic talents. Kathleen knew her paintings and 
drawings would lead her to more artistic expressions 
and clay became her new medium.

Kathleen first found clay. Clay required more 
creativity with her hands. She could mold pieces 
from a chunk of clay and create something beautiful 
and at times useful. Pots, bowls, tiles and other 
work took her to a new level of artistic ability under 
guidance of local clay artist Doug Oian. Much of 
the shaping and forming used in producing clay 
creations and the technicalities of using kilns were a 
bridge for Kathleens near future as a hot glass artist. 
Kathleen discovered this new love while attending 
an arts and crafts gallery in Wimberly circa 1995, 
where she learned glass fusing and fused her first 
bowl. Glass intrigued her and Kathleen knew she 
had found a place to express with a medium she 
loved.  Information on the technicalities of heating 
and cooling rates for hot glass was very tightly held 
in the hot glass community at the time, but her thirst 
for knowledge spurred her need to master this new 
technique and she was able to find workshops that 
answered her questions. She learned the basics of 
glass fusing successfully. Since then she is largely 
self taught and today the knowledge is much more 
widely attainable in the art world where kilns control 
via computers have expanded and revolutionized hot 
glass as an art medium.

When heated, layers of glass fuse. They become one. 
The glass can then be slumped into a bowl or platter 
shape. It can also be “draped” over a tower creating 
unique folds and facets of beauty and allowing “one 
of a kind” designs to emerge in the glass creating 
bold pendant lights or gorgeous vases. Kathleen does 
all of this. Annealing the glass allowed it to heat to 
the desired temperature and then cool it properly 
to allow the glass to strengthen, remove stresses 
and become more durable. This occurs also in the 
kiln process of the piece. Kathleen said, “I cool 
my glass art down around 12 degrees an hour for 
safety and to keep the piece true.” Stress cracks can 
occur causing sometimes unwanted designing and 
actually can also cause wanted or desirable cracks 
or uniqueness to its design. This type of glass work 
does crack and shatter but not in the same way a 
baking or cooking dish shatters or breaks. Heating 
or tempering Kathleen’s glass hardens her work. 
She created a piece she calls “Roadrunner in 
Flight”. This piece is incorporating multilayered 
methodologies including Kathleen’s signature 
“pot melts”, where she brings the glass to molten 
temperatures exceeding 1600F. By utilizing clay pots 
she allows the multiple colors of scrap glass to drip 
down through the holes to ripple and pool creating 
interesting designs. After the various layers of this 
beautiful piece came together, “Roadrunner In 
Flight” spent over 2.5 weeks in 4 cycles being heated 
and cooled in the kiln. 

She does commissioned work, art shows, some 
galleries, and displays at her office and studio. 
Kathleen is not one to do many galleries other than 
her own displays due to the nature of pricing in 
galleries. She would rather her fans pay reasonable 
prices and she not have to mark up her art as 
required by galleries. This brings another facet of 
Kathleen’s basket of tools. A few years ago discovered 
that her love for running and doing marathons 
created some pain that needed attention she sought 
the help of a rather uncommon source-Rolfing. 
The official definition of Rolfing is that one must 
experience it to understand it and its effects 
on the human body. Rolfing answered so many 
of Kathleen”s pain issues that she became 
a certified Rolfer. According to the website 
“Rolfing refers to system of body education and 
physical manipulation. Stress, strain, traumatic 
injury and even simple everyday life can cause 
an array of issues. Rolfing unwinds those issues 
in your body facilitating the rediscovery of your 

By Deva Moore

ART

Art is described in the Webster’s dictionary as a skill 
acquired by study, observation or in this author’s 
observation just pure talent. An artist is the medium 
by which that skill is presented. An artist may use 
canvas, paper, metals, any material they find or glass. 

MOORE ON ART: 
KATHLEEN  MCBRIDE

A
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natural grace and youthfulness.” Kathleen had 
this to say on the website, 

“I became Rolfer after experiencing the healing 
effects it held for me in relation to a running injury 
while training for a marathon in the 1980’s.  What 
started out as “Please fix my feet!” turned into 
“Wow!  I thought that pain was just because I was 
getting older” ….and my Rolfer fixed that too!  --- I 
was 30 years old at the time! LOL!  A short time later 
I left the telecommunications profession to return to 
school and become a Certified Rolfer…A decision 
I still relish today. I had always been interested 
in health and was in the process of looking for a 
health oriented career path when I stumbled onto 
Rolfing….the rest is a wonderful and fulfilling 
history.  Kathleen is a member of the Rolf Institute 
and you are encouraged to do some research for 
your own health.

Rolfing did not replace Kathleen’s artistic work 
with glass it just enhanced her joy. Kathleen is a 
licensed Rolfer and her office is in San Antonio and 
displays some of her glass work. Kathleen’s contact 
information will be at the bottom of this article. 
As a resident of Boerne for over 20 years now, 
Kathleen homeschooled her daughter Chloe, 
through high school and with their affiliations with 
various homeschool groups, Kathleen taught art 
classes including hot glass classes that were semester 
long. These classes allowed the students and their 
parents to enjoy creating with glass. The absorption 
of the students brought happiness to both Kathleen 
and her students. Projects for fused glass can take a 
short time or weeks and even months to complete. 
Glass work art uses so many techniques and talents 
from fusing, heat direction, layering, sandblasting, 
tempering, temperature and timing. 

One of Kathleen’s more recent pieces was a glass 
fused picture in front of one of the historic fronts 
Zoellers grocery store and Vogt’s drygoods in 
Boerne along with the proprietors in front of the 
storefront. It incorporated imaging and sandblasting. 
Today this is Bear Moon Bakery. Kathleen has also 
done some memorial pieces, one for a beloved pet 
who passed away using one of her own dogs as a 
model and some of the remembered pet’s ashes 
melding in the glass memorial.

Fusing glass is not the same as glass blowing which 
is another art value for glass. When fusing glass and 
using the kiln, the process requires knowledge of 
tempering, cooling and heating. The artist, Kathleen, 
must impart the need to understand why each step 
is crucial to a precise piece for the outcome desired. 
When she does work for sale, Kathleen showcases 
it in many venues-her Rolfing office, her facebook 
page, Boerne market days, and Boerne Handmade 
shows. Kathleen has many affordable pieces such 
as ornaments, hangings, décor and more. Scraps in 
glass are desirable for future projects and Kathleen 
keeps them all!!! 

Kathleen’s projects include light fixtures and 
windows. One project with a window was a couple 
whose neighbor could see in their more private 
room of their home through a window that the 
neighbor’s window overlooked. Kathleen took a 
window and created a fused glass design that was 
beautiful to look at while providing more privacy 
in the replacement. Kathleen sees potential in lamp 
post lights glass, most light fixtures, ornamental, and 
some dishes. 

Most of Kathleen’s glass art time today is spent 
creating in her studio, however, Kathleen still 
teaches classes on a limited basis in her studio. These 

classes can be full or part day, couples evenings, 
girl’s night out or even family group classes where 
she encourages family to create a piece together or 
an individual piece. Kathleen loves to garden, sew 
and work around her 5 acres with her menagerie 
of animals. Her favorite joy is her daughter, Chloe, 
who will graduate college in a few weeks. Kathleen 
is looking forward to that moment. Chloe has 
some interest in the glass art as she has spent a 
great amount of time in the studio creating some 
art of her own. She has found a talent in creating 
custom glass beads with glass rods and a torch.

The result is stunning.

Kathleen is also active in the Rolfing office and 
finds time to run. Kathleen is one of the founders 
of Boerne Runners. She has been running for 40 
years and one of her running projects is the 254 club 
which involves running in every county in Texas.  
One of her ongoing goals is to complete all 254. 
Maintaining her mental, physical and emotional 
health is important to whom she is and Kathleen is 
wonderful.  To reach Kathleen and see her works or 
find a special gift, to reach her for Rolfing, or to find 
one of her classes please call her at 210-317-4242 or 
her email at kathleen.mcb@gmail.com or visit 
www.kathleen-mcbride.com.
deva@hillcountryexplore.com
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1. BOERNE LAKE
Ah, the lake. Being built in the ‘70s, I was far too 
mature to engage in any shenanigans out at the lake 
“back in the day”, but I do know that it produced many 
memories for the younger folks in our area. There 
was no better place to take your girlfriend and put 
the moves on her, and most Friday nights there would 
be a small bonfire roaring in the middle of the fields 
surrounding the lake with a bunch of trucks pointing 
at the fire and kids dancing around drinking Pearl beer 
and acting stupid. Just like they should be doing. It 
was a beautiful small lake hidden in the hills with no 
formal roads, no stupid security hut, and was literally 
vacant 99% of the time.

The lake is in the process of being destroyed today by 
development on its banks. It is besieged with out of 
towners on the weekends, and has become I suppose 
little more than a small urban pond. But not for me. 
It will forever be a place of beauty and laughter and 
memories. Many of you up until perhaps 2000 might 
remember it the same way.  

2. DOUG’S LIQUOR STORE
It wasn’t really called that, but everyone called it that. It 
was formally Plaza Package Liquors, but good ol’ Doug 
was the man behind the register and he knew every soul 
in this county. When you walked in WAY back in the day, 
cigarette smoke hung in the air. There was forever liquor 
boxes littering every aisle of the cramped building and 
“orderly” was never a word I would have used. Nah, it 
was a mess with fishing photos on the wall, deer trophies 
hanging, random business cards...it was sort of a central 
point of information for a small town as at some point 
everybody seemed to find a need to visit Doug’s. I bought 
tickets to watch Robert Earl Keen play Berges Fest from 
Doug one year in the mid-90s. Yes, Berges Fest was on 
the square and we’d get musicians like REK. Once I pulled 
into Doug’s, grabbed my go-to bottle of whiskey and 
as I approached the counter, Doug chuckled and said 
“Don’t worry, friend. Your wife was by earlier and already 
grabbed you some.” Man, I miss Doug. And my wife.  
Doug ran into some health troubles, and he shuttered the 
business a couple of years ago. It was summarily painted 
beige to go with the rest of the town’s motif, and still sits 
with butcher paper in the window.  I’m sure someone 
with a lot of money will do something really fancy with 
the building that sits on some prime real estate. I’m sure 
tourists will enjoy it. I’m sure the City will take ribbon-
cutting photos with the new owners. I’m also sure that a 

little piece of our character went with Doug. I really, really 
miss Doug’s Liquor Store. 

3. FARMER’S MEAT MARKET
From the 50’s onward, the Farmer’s Meat Market was 
another central spot for all things necessary. In the winter, 
damn near every man in town would loiter around the 
Market as this was the central spot to have your deer 
processed. You’d need a beer to stand around outside, and 
then your friend would pull up with his harvest in the bed 
of his old truck, and then you’d need more beer while you 
stood around discussing said harvest. Your wife would 
come by at some point and pick up a few essentials inside, 
including tonight’s steak. Not in clear cellophane packing 
as you get it nowadays...but rather you’d watch the butcher 
cut your steak, wrap it in white paper, tip his cap to your 
wife, and send her on her way. Rumors would fly here. 
Community issues were discussed. Many cigarettes were 
had, more beer was consumed, and friendships were 
forged under the simple awning at the Farmer’s Meat 
Market than perhaps any spot. Klein’s is doing a good 
job of keeping this heritage going, but no business can 
capture the essence of 1960s Boerne.

4. I-10
No, I don’t like driving on 10 today. I’m fairly certain that 
noone does. However, as hard as this is for you to believe, 
up until the early 2000s, driving 10 was almost enjoyable. 
It was never busy, in fact it was pretty quiet. There were 
very very few businesses facing the freeway, it was all trees 
and pastures. You were heading eastbound. If you were 
heading eastbound, it was almost always for something 
exciting. You were going to go “into town”. You had 
something major you had to do or were buying something 
quite exotic, as Boerne didn’t carry the item. You had 
to plan your day, let your spouse know how long you 
intended to be gone as there were no cell phones then. 
You had a 30 minute leisurely drive through a meandering 
countryside before ultimately getting to 1604 and tensing 
a bit as the traffic picked up, billboards were everywhere, 
and people just seemed to be in a big damn hurry. You 
see, in those days, you were a resident of a small country 
town and had adapted to a slower pace of life – when you 
went “into town” it was a bit shocking how crazy everyone 
seemed to be...and on your way back out to Boerne, you 
shook your head and thought “Damn, I’m glad I don’t 
live in a place like that.” You returned via the same sleepy 
route through the countryside, pulled off at Exit 540, and 
exhaled that you had made it home.

5. QUIET
This memory is intangible and isn’t tied to a particular 
place, person or moment. This memory is one that you 
don’t even realize you’re enjoying until it’s gone. It’s the 
one where you sadly realize that the very thing you didn’t 
know you were enjoying is lost forever. For me, it was 
being the only car at a stoplight at the intersection of 
Main and Blanco. It was leaving early in the morning 
to go fishing and being the only car on Main Street as 
the one stoplight blinked yellow. I can remember road 
construction here and there, but it was never something 
for frustration, as you were typically the only car to 
encounter the traffic at any particular moment. You just 
tapped your brakes, waved to the guy with the shovel 
as you know him from the VFW, and continued your 
journey. Sitting out at the lake on a Saturday and you were 
the only person there while you sat in front of a tree and 
tapped your hat forward to catch a little nap. Taking your 
children to the parade and there weren’t enough people 
to actually line the total route for the parade. Smoking 
cigarettes at Riverside and a customer would come in 
every 10 minutes or so. You knew them all. Hell, you 
knew everybody. And they knew you. And it was quiet. 
And calm. And it was just about the best place you’d ever 
been, and you never ever thought anything would ever 
happen to change that.

Ok, storytime is over. This made me sad to do. I thought 
I would enjoy a few sweet memories of this area, and I 
suppose I did. But it also hurts my heart to realize just 
how far gone those days are. Yeah, the City folks will tell 
you that “we’re trying to hold on to our heritage and yet 
promote growth” and blah, blah blah. That’s what City 
folks say. I know there’s nothing that can be done to 
stop certain things from happening, and I suppose I’ve 
made my peace with it. But I also know that if you have 
come here in the past 15 years, you missed one amazing 
little town. It’s still pretty great and filled with some even 
greater people, but whatever lightning it was that was 
caught in the bottle in the early days of this town are 
gone. And will die out with folks like me. So appreciate 
the way it is TODAY, youngsters. Enjoy the deer that still 
roam through town and the Parade and having a beer 
at Dobbs or getting a cup of coffee at the Boerne Grill. I 
suppose that there will come a day when those things are 
gone, too, and we’ll lament the loss. 

Have a great Christmas.

OLD TIMER
Old timer reminisces a lot. 

i sit on my porch and remember the neighbors i used 
to have. i stroll to Bear moon and think back upon the 
days of standing on the same curb to watch the Parade 
with my wife and children. i drive 46 and remember 
when i used to be able to drive the entire length of the 
road from Boerne to Bergheim and not see another car. (that’s a true story as hard to believe as 
it might seem) i walk into a local business and remember the 3 previous businesses that used to 
occupy the space, the owners and their personalities, and how in many i used to remember the 
smell of cigar and cigarette smoke.

so i think about these places and these snapshots from my past (and the town’s past) and as i’m 
on my 3rd whiskey this evening and am feeling a bit romantic for a lost time, here’s just a few of 
my favorite memories from a town that no longer exists.

O

oldtimer@hillcountryexplore.com
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Beef. It’s what USED to be for dinner. Now it’s all 
kale chips and hummus. THANKS California.

They were all for show. Whiskey and beer. 
Those were your choices

Photo taken 20 minutes ago or 
20 years. You can’t tell can you.

SHHHHHH!!! or you’ll regret it.

It’s nice to go to the lake and see everyone you 
know. And everyone THEY know. And all of their 

extended family and all of THEIR friends.
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