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JANUARY IS THE IDEAL MONTH TO PRUNE TREES IN
THE HILL COUNTRY. MAKE SURE IT’S DONE RIGHT.

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

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

LOVE YOUR
WATER!
Have the Healthiest,
Cleanest, Freshest,
Water in the
Neighborhood!

FREE
Trial Offer

Try a Kinetico Water System on us for up to 30
days and experience the Kinetico difference!

830-443-4702
KineticoSA.com

your local Design Build Firm servicing
the greater Boerne and Texas Hill
Country, as well as North San Antonio.

Specializing in:

Other Features:

Architectural color rendered master plan

• Irrigation Installation and Repair
(including water efficient drip irrigation)

including brilliant images and plant descriptions

• Outdoor Kitchen

in both 2D & 3D, outlining 10 months of

• Lot Clearing, Cedar Tree Removal and Mulching

color with a balance between evergreen

• Outdoor Lighting

and deciduous foliage containing movement

• Hardscape
(including Fire Pits, Seat Walls, Retaining Walls,
Flagstone Patios, Stained and Stamped Concrete,
Arbors, Pergolas, Split Rail Cedar Fencing, and more)

throughout, resulting in low maintenance,
drought tolerant and deer resistant landscape.

Stop in and see us, our associates are ready to assist you.
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Fax: 830.249.3090

DIFFERENT BY NATURE
Relax | Experience | Enjoy

Newly Remodeled
Luxury Shaves In Our New Spa Room

Now Booking Women’s Experiences

We Are Truly Thankful For Our Clients This New Year!
930 E. Blanco, Boerne - 830.443.4500
www.hamilton-co.com
EXPERIENCE the difference
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Marjorie Hagy History
Marjorie is a bibliophile, a history
nut and an insomniac, among several
other conditions, both diagnosed and
otherwise. When she's not working
tirelessly to avoid getting a real job, she
nurses an obsession with her grandson
and is involved in passing legislation
restricting the wearing of socks with
sandals. She is an aspiring pet hoarder
who enjoys vicious games of Scrabble,
reading Agatha Christie, and sitting
around doing nothing while claiming
to be thinking deeply. Marjorie has five grown children, a poodle to
whom she is inordinately devoted in spite of his breath, and holds an
Explore record for never having submitted an article on time. She's
been writing for us for five years now.

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

Kendall D. Aaron Spiritual
I’m just a normal guy. I’m not a theology
student, I don’t preach in church, and I’ve
never written a book. I’m just a normal
guy that thinks, and feels, and is on a
never-ending journey attempting to be
the best person I can be. I fail frequently
at this quest, yet each day, the quest
continues. I’ve lived in Boerne since the
late ‘80s, I’ve got a most beautiful wife,
three wonderful children, and just really,
really love God. Thanks for going on my
spiritual journey with me.
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DEAREST EXPLORE READER,
He was being cranky and whiny and my daughter and I
chuckled while giving him a hard time about countless
things, and he grumbled through dinner and, upon
finishing the dishes, wandered back to his gameroom to
play Fortnite or whatever stupid game is cool nowadays.
I took a sip of my wine and was cleaning the dishes and
noticed that the wooden spoon we were using for the
pasta had burned on the bottom as it sat in the pan with
too much heat. Being who I am, I must have stared at the
spoon for 5 straight minutes.
Many, many years ago a writer for this publication put
in a simple sentence in an article he wrote that has stuck
with me for the next dozen years that I’ve been doing this
magazine. It was a simple sentence and I don’t think it was
even really supposed to be the “point” to his piece, but
when I read it, I inhaled sharply and have spent countless
hours simply pondering upon it.
The line?
“Life should abrade, you know?”
Man, I like just typing that line on this laptop. It’s just so
damn…DEEP. I know you’re thinking “Uh, Ben, it’s not
that deep and you’re making a big deal out of nothing.”
Maybe, but let me tell you the hows and whys of why I
consider it so powerful.
I just had dinner with my older 2 kids, aged 15 and 12.
While I cooked a simple pasta and shrimp dish, I hollered
to make my 15y old daughter come sit on the barstool
and just talk to me. She will normally pacify her old man
when I call her for these chores, and I only occasionally
have to admonish her to put “that godforsaken damn
phone down”. She sat, I stood at the stove sipping a glass
of wine, and we talked. Yeah, we talked. If you have a 15
year old you know that’s a rarity, but I’ll pat myself on
the back that I have taught my daughter that when Dad
hollers and says “Come sit with me” while I’m cooking
dinner, then my daughter understands that she’s supposed
to sit and just chat. I like to bug her and give her a huge
hug and remind her that (as a single dad) she is the most
important woman in my entire life, and sure enough,
we talk about her future plans and who is doing what at
school, and how life is just fully conspired against her.
Typical teenager shit. But man, I soak it up. As for her, she
rolls her eyes. But I like to think that she’ll tell her own
kids about the nights that she stood in the kitchen talking
with her dad.
Dinner was cooked and I called for my 12 year old son
who is the carbon copy of both every good and bad thing
that exists within me, though he has amplified the GOOD
things up to the volume of 11, despite not knowing it yet.
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Because life had abraded.
The definition for “abrade” is “to scrape or wear away by
erosion or friction.” The obvious applications of worn tires
or ruined razors from the shower are easy applications,
but what about LIFE?
“Life should abrade, you know?”
There I stood, stupidly staring at a burnt wooden spoon
that had been abraded by use and heat…but really, it
had been abraded by LIFE. It was a night of hugging my
daughter and sharing a silly story and hearing about who
was making out with who under the bleachers. It was a
night of chuckling with my son and listening to his crazy
thoughts as I sat and watched him and thought “Kid, if
I can keep you out of prison, you’ll OWN the world.”
Meanwhile, at the end of it, we ruined a wooden spoon.
Because life abraded the spoon. The process of existence
caused the abrasion of a wooden spoon and I stood and
stared at the damned spoon and just smiled. Talk about a
Hallmark moment.
I have scraped paint in my house and a random shoe
laying in my backyard and I even have a couple of broken
shutter flaps on my windows. Each of them make me
groan a bit when I see them, but the reality is that I
wouldn’t trade them for anything in the entire world.
Because MY FAMILY made those imperfections, and our
lives abraded, you know? In the pursuit of existence, we
caused erosion. And thank God for it.
I have another son, and if we are friends on Facebook (if
we’re not, we should be), you’d know that he doesn’t get to
come around too much. We have a great relationship, but
through a sad set of circumstances, I’m a bit minimized in
his life. He’s the opposite of “abrade”. He should have the
bumps and bruises and stupid memories of making pasta
with me that my daughter has, but he doesn’t. It is what it
is, I suppose, but he is far too smooth without the abrasions
of life with his father. He doesn’t know to come sit and talk
to his dad when I yell, and he didn’t have the pasta dinner
that burned the spoon, and for this example, he was not
part of the abrasion of our life. And that makes me sad.

A wooden spoon with some burned imperfections, a few
messy dishes in the sink, a glass of wine, and I lean against
the counter while the kids are in other rooms and just sort
of stare at the floor.
I “abrade”, you know. I’m no different than the spoon.
The heat and the friction and the bumps and the bruises
of day to day life abrade me as a father, and a son, and a
brother I used to be, and a worker…and some are good
and some are bad, but I am refined by experience and my
heart is molded by the friction. Life itself abrades me, and
I become something a little different for a new day.
We hear all the time sayings like “You know, old Billy
just hasn’t been the same since…”. His wife’s death. He
lost his job. He found Jesus. He quit drinking. He cut out
gluten. He changed his hair color. Whatever. The reasons
are endless for life to abrade and shape us, and they will
eternally be endless.
I nerd out sometimes on little things like a doorknob in
a century old home. I can sit and stare and think about
the countless number of hands that have grabbed that
doorknob and opened the door…for good or bad. For
laughs, or for bad news. For happiness, or to fight. For
hope, or for desperation.
I stare at a burned wooden spoon and think similar
thoughts. If that spoon was found in 200 years, nobody
would think a second thought about the slight burned
section of the spoon. But if I were there I would say
“Friends, LIFE caused that slight burn and let me tell
you all about that night and how I can remember it like
yesterday.”
Because, you see, life should abrade, you know. The
trick, I suppose, is to let it happen and then recognize
it for what it is. Because the things you notice like a
burned spoon are quite honestly, the very reasons for our
existence. For without them, we are hollow and void of
the appreciation that life can bring to each of us.
Welcome to January. A new year, a new opportunity
for life to abrade. May you EXPLORE your life, find the
imperfections, and then absolutely fall to your knees
rejoicing about them because it means that life, my
friends, has abraded. You know?
Smiling,

ben@hillcountryexplore.com

HAPPY NEW YEAR!
Na zdraví

518 RIVER ROAD | BOERNE, TX | WWW.LITTLEGRETEL.COM | 830-331-1368

AREA EVENTS

Get out and enjoy the great Texas Hill Country!

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

BANDERA
January 3 Cowboy Capital Opry See some Grand Old
Opry-style entertainment, hosted by Gerry and Harriet
Payne, and enjoy refreshments and door prizes. Silver
Sage Community Center, 803 Buck Creek. 830-796-4969;
silversagecorral.org

January 12 Second Saturday Art Beat Boerne shops and
art galleries are teaming up to bring you a heart-racing
fine art experience. Take a walk on the art side every
second Saturday of the month. Boerne’s Hill Country
Mile, 100 N. Main St. 210-954-6659; visitboerne.org

January 5-6 Bandera Endurance Run 100K, 50K, and 25K
Run along a trail of rugged and brutal beauty where
every- thing cuts, stings, or bites. Top male and female
finishers of the 100K earn an automatic entry for the
Western States 100. Hill Country State Natural Area,
10600 Bandera Creek. tejastrails.com/usatfnationalchampionships

FREDERICKSBURG
January 1-January 6 Eisbahn Outdoor Ice Skating This
annual seasonal outdoor ice skating event benefits The
Heritage School, the Cystic Fibrosis Foundation and the
Boys and Girls Club of Fredericksburg. Marktplatz, 100
block of W. Main. 830-997-6597; skateinfred.com

January 5 The Old Timers Trading Post Meet local artists
and artisans. The Old Timer, 14178 SH 16.
January 7 Cowgirl Round-up Brush off your best
horse and your best hat and hit the trail. Main Street.
banderacowboycapital.com
January 10-12 Bandera County Junior Livestock Show
The youth of Bandera County show their livestock on
Thursday and Friday, and an auction is held on Saturday.
Mansfield Park Show Barn, 2886 SH 16. 210-260-8224;
banderacowboycapital.com
January 13 Frontier Times Muse- um Cowboy Camp
Bring your guitar and join in the song circle, or just sit
and enjoy traditional cowboy music. Bring your own
refreshments and chair. Frontier Times Museum, 510
13th St. 830-796-3864; frontiertimesmuseum.org
January 17 Cowboy Camp Enjoy the pickers’ circle, and
join in if you wish. Bandera Beverage Barn RV Park, 1407
SH 16. 830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com
January 26 Wild Game Dinner Enjoy an expertly prepared
wild game dinner featuring venison in different forms,
from chili to gumbo to sliders. Other game entrees also
served. Grace Lutheran Church, 451 SH 173. 830-7963091; banderacowboycapital.com
BOERNE
January 11-12 Kendall County Junior Livestock Show and
Sale There is so much more than simply winning that
comes from the event. Raising livestock is a fabulous
teaching experience that brings families together and
develops lifelong friendships. Kids learn not only the
mechanics but also the underlying sense of responsibility
and what it takes to get a job well done. Kendall County
Youth Agriculture and Equestrian Center, 649 FM 289.
830-249-9343; visitboerne.org
January 12-13 Boerne Market Days Since 1850, Main Plaza
has been home to a magical outdoor market that blends
the traditions of the Texas Hill Country with the creations
of today’s culture. Hundreds of festive booths display
everything from collectibles and remembrances of the
past to modern innovations. Boerne’s Main Plaza, 100 N.
Main St. 210-844-8193; visitboerne.org
January 12 Kuhlmann-King Museum Tour Located behind
Boerne City Hall, the Kuhlmann-King house gives the
public the opportunity to step back in time to see what
a historic Boerne home looked like “way back when.”
Kuhlmann-King House, 402 E. Blanco Road. 830-3311033; visitboerne.org
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January 4 First Friday Art Walk Tour fine art galleries
offering special exhibits, demonstrations, refreshments,
and extended viewing hours the first Friday of every
month. Various locations. ffawf.com
January 18-20 Trade Days Shop more than 400 vendors
in seven barns to see acres of antiques, and enjoy the
biergarten, live music, and more. Across from Wildseed
Farms, 100 Legacy Drive. 210-846-4094; fbgtradedays.
com
January 19-20 Hill Country Gem and Mineral Show The
Fredericksburg Rockhounds bring artifacts, exhibits,
demonstrations, jewelry, minerals, fossils, and more to
this 50th annual event. Lady Bird Johnson Municipal
Park, 432 Lady Bird Drive. fredericksburgrockhounds.org
January 19 Luckenbach Blues Festival This 12th annual
celebration features local, regional, and Texas blues
artists in historic Luckenbach Texas. Luckenbach Texas
Dance Hall, 412 Luckenbach Town Loop. 830-997-3224;
luckenbachtexas.com
January 20 Windsync Woodwind Quintet in Concert Enjoy a
concert featuring the prize- winning Houston-based wind
quintet. Fredericksburg United Methodist Church, 1800
N. Llano St. 830-990-2886; fredericksburgmusicclub.com
January 26 Hill Country Indian Artifact Show This event
features a wide variety of some of the finest Native
American artifacts from Texas and the U.S. including
arrowheads, pottery, beads, and books. Lady Bird Johnson
Municipal Park, 432 Lady Bird Drive. 830-626-5561;
hillcountryartifacts.com
GRUENE
January 1 Hair of the Dog Day Enjoy free live shows all
day on New Year’s Day. Gruene Hall, 1281 Gruene Road.
gruenemarketdays.com
KERRVILLE
January 4 First Friday Wine Share This event is a fun way
to discover new wines, people, and places of business
or art. Please bring no more than one bottle of wine
per every two people. Finger foods are always welcome.
Various locations. 830-896-6600; firstfridaywineshare.
com
January 5 Symphony of the Hills in Concert Hear the
sounds of the symphony, and settle down at the wine and
cheese reception. Cailloux Theater, 910 Main St. 830-7924769; symphonyofthehills.org

January 11 Cowboy Breakfast The 15th annual breakfast
is the official kickoff to the Hill Country District Junior
Livestock show. Kerr County Hill Country Youth Event
Center, 3785 SH 27. 830-792- 3535; kerrvilletexascvb.
com
January 13-19 Hill Country District Junior Livestock Show
Enjoy the fun and excitement at the fifth-largest junior
livestock show in Texas. Kerr County Hill Country Youth
Event Center, 3785 SH 27. 830-792-4102; hcdjls.org
January 25-27, February 1-3 Renaissance Festival The
fest features the Last Chance Forever Birds of Prey
Show, The Great Rhondini Escape Artist, food, crafts,
games, and more. River Star Arts and Events Park, 4000
Riverside Drive. 214-632-5766; kerrvillerenfest.com
January 26-27 Winter Market Vendors from all over the
state and be- yond present their art, clothing, accessories,
gourmet food, gift items, and more. Inn of the Hills
Hotel and Conference Center, 1001 SH 27. 830-8955000; texasmarketguide.com
NEW BRAUNFELS
Through January 31 “War Stories: New Braunfels in
World War I” Presented as part of the commemoration
of the 100th anniversary of America’s role in WWI.
New Braunfels’ uniquely German character compelled
its citizens to respond with fervor once America was at
war with Germany. On view in the exhibit are artifacts
from the Sophienburg’s rich collections—posters,
photographs, uniforms, and other historical objects to
showcase events, individuals, and ideology from 1914
to 1919—as well as touch on the lasting impact of The
Great War on America and on this German community.
Sophienburg Museum & Archives, 401 W. Coll St. 830629-1572; sophienburg.com
January 11-13 San Antonio Area Vintage Guitar and
Instrument Show Buy, sell, and trade guitars and other
string instruments during the 10th annual event. New
Braunfels Civic Center, 375 S. Castell Ave. 830-221-4011;
jukejoint.com/ saguitarshow.htm
January 25 The Kingston Trio in Concert The American
folk and pop music group helped launch the folk revival
of the ’50s and ’60s and still ranks in the all-time lists
of many of Bill- board’s cumulative charts. Their hit
re- cording of “Tom Dooley” sold more than 3 million
copies as a single. Brauntex Performing Arts Theatre, 290
W. San Antonio St. 830-627-0808; brauntex.org
WIMBERLEY
January 1 Polar Bear Plunge and Fun Run Brave the
cold with a fun run through Blue Hole Regional
Park followed by a plunge into Blue Hole. Blue Hole
Regional Park, 101 Blue Hole Lane. 512-660- 9111;
cityofwimberley.com
January 25-27 Wimberley Art and Soul Enjoy a series
of creative workshops, classes, and experiences
combined with open houses at various businesses
throughout Wimberley. Various locations. 512-847-2201;
wimberleyartandsoul.com

80+

Craft
Beers

LIVE MUSIC
Kid ZONE
FAMILY Friendly
Dog FRIENDLY
Wonderful Food
Truck Eats

11 Upper Cibolo Creek Rd. | 830-428-3026
/RandomTexasFamilyFun

t /RandomBeeRGaRdn

/RandomTexas

24 Wasp Creek Rd.
Boerne, TX 78006
830.777.6704
SaintTryphon.com
@sainttryphonwine
#COMETASTETEXAS

REAL. TEXAS. WINE.
Open THURSDAY - SUNDAY

Boerne’s FIRST Winery

100%
Texas Wine

From your friends at

Your Hometown Home Care
and Hospice Provider Is Now
Five-Star Rated!

Locally owned & operated serving San Antonio
and the Texas Hill Country since 2007

Home Care

Skilled Nursing
Therapy Services
Specialty Programs
Home Health Aides
Palliative Care
Wound Care

830-331-1291

37131 IH-10 West, Suite 400 • Boerne, TX 78006

Visit us on the web at www.allcountyboerne.com
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Voted top 100 agency
in the United States

Hospice Care

Nursing Care
Pain and Symptom Management
Emotional and Spiritual Support
Hospice Aides
Trained Volunteers
Medical Social Worker

BADASS
OF THE
MONTH
Christmas Eve.
1971. 17 year old
Juliane Koepcke
was on a plane
to visit her father
while over the
jungles of Peru.
After a bright flash, Koepcke fell two miles
out of the sky, still strapped to her seat, as
the lightning bolt had blown the fuselage
of the plane all to holy hell. As if this wasn’t
crazy enough, then things got even more
interesting (and difficult).

C

After smashing into the Earth’s surface at a high rate of
speed, Koepcke awoke still strapped to her seat. She had a
broken collarbone, a severe concussion, deep cuts in her
arms and legs, and an epic black eye ala Stallone in Rocky II.
She unstrapped from her seat (which must have been
the most badass seat in HISTORY) and tried to get her
bearings. As the only survivor, she pretty much just saw
wreckage and dead bodies. Isolated in the Amazon jungle,
with a tree canopy that would keep her from signaling
for help, she was forced to recognize that help would
probably not come quickly. With no food, no tools,
no gear, no maps or compass, and a banged up body,
Koepcke quickly understand that it was just her vs. the
Amazon – a battle I wouldn’t want to wage.
We should stop here and set the stage for exactly what
kind of situation our badass has found herself. The
Amazon is a devil’s cauldron of nightmares. Ranked
right up there with the Congo, back-woods Siberia, and
the Saraha desert, the Amazon is not a place you’d want
to find yourself stranded. Much less plane-wrecked.
There are literally countless creatures that can kill you by
touching them, animals that would literally tear you apart
for a light mid-morning lunch, and all sorts of giant evil
gorillas in certain parts. This forest is not the Enchanted
Forest from storybooks – it’s a nightmare place that 99.9%
of people would never survive being stranded.
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Ah, but our friend Koepcke was also studying for a degree
in zoology, so it wasn’t like she was all girly-girly and
was going to squeal when she was ankle deep in mud
with a snake slithering by. Moreso, her dad was a famous
biologist, and she had actually lived with him in several
of his research stations throughout this very jungle.
Ready to kick some jungle-ass, our heroine grabbed a few
nibbles of food and drink from the wreckage all around
her and began walking off into the jungle. On her one foot
that still had a shoe.

tossed onto a plan and flown to the local hospital for help.
Of the 92 people on board Flight 508, she was the only
one that walked out of the Amazon Jungle alive…like a
true badass.
To complete her studies in Badass-ery, she went on
to get that PhD in Zoology, and now studies bats in
Germany, which alone is pretty cool. One of the most
harrowing survival stories in human history, Koepcke
proved once and for all that she deserves a seat at the
table of True Badasses.

Despite most of our instincts to simply freak-the-hell-out
and begin running around like fools, Koepcke knew that
finding humans would probably be what would save her.
So she calmly came upon a small river, and knowing that
humans tend to stick near to water sources, she calmly
began wandering down the river in the hopes of finding
civilization.
When the small river hit a larger one, she followed the
larger one. When the brush got too thick, she shrugged
her shoulders and waded chest deep through crocodile
and piranha infested waters – barefoot. She pulled the
leeches off her legs, she threw sticks at the anacondas that
were eyeing her for lunch, and did a whole bunch of other
badass shit to survive.
After 11 days of foraging for whatever food she could
find, and completely exhausted, she stumbled into some
old logging camp and fell face-first into the mud to wait
for help. Which didn’t come for another day or so just to
make sure things continued to suck.
The loggers literally poured gasoline on her wounds to
“help” her (which sounds like a TON of fun), then hauled
her bones into some old broke-down canoe for a SEVEN
HOUR canoe ride to the next town. From there, she was
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PERFORMING ARTS

EVERYTHING YOU EXPECT BUT LIKE
NOTHING YOU CAN IMAGINE!

K

Keep Calm
and Dance
On…as Boerne
Performing
Arts’ 2019
Season “kicks”
off with a
dance legacy that is rooted in tradition
yet forward looking and ever evolving. Call
it a fashion, call it a fad, call it a trend, or
just put it down as a crazy coincidence,
but the USA has enjoyed more Irish
dance companies than you could shake
a shillelagh at. The Trinity Irish Dance
Company is glowing proof that the
traditional art from can shine alone with
dazzling clarity, albeit freshly invigorated
by 20th century influences.
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Founded in 1990 by Choreographer/Artistic Director
Mark Howard, Trinity Irish Dance Company was the
birthplace of progressive Irish dance, which opened new
avenues of artistic expression leading directly to commercial productions such as Riverdance and Lord of the
Dance. Howard’s Emmy Award winning work has been
met with great critical acclaim around the globe, with
sold-out tours in Europe and Asia and appearances in
such distinguished US venues as the Kennedy Center,
New York’s Joyce Theater and UCLA’s Royce Hall, among
many others.
Trinity has appeared in feature films by Disney, DreamWorks, Touchstone and Universal and on numerous
national television programs including six appearances on
the Tonight Show. It has also been the subject of several
celebrated PBS documentaries and specials. Renowned
dance critic, Clive Barnes (New York Post), described a
recent Trinity performance at the New York Joyce Theater
as “Witty and Sassy…the dancers are a pure delight!”
Irish dance, in its standard form, favors backs set ramrodstraight and arms held tightly at the sides; only the feet fly,
drilling into the floor, turning in, out, and back in again.
But alongside traditional numbers will be boundarystretching modern works that experiment with arm and
torso movements, rhythmic variation, and contemporary
groupings and floor patterns.

Trinity dazzles audiences with hard-driving percussive
power, lightning-fast agility, aerial grace, and the aweinspiring precision of its dancers. It also offers something
profoundly more significant – the transcendence of craft
to art. In hard shoes, they can drive into the floor with
enormous power or brush it with exquisite delicacy, come
out of jumps with a decisive bang or without a sound. The
can do all of this and everything in between and most astonishing of all, they can shade and articulate in this way
whether they are soloists or performing as a corp. Trinity
dancers reward close observation with worlds of detail
and sophistication.
Trinity Irish Dance Company will take the stage as they
“step, leap and bound” at Champion Auditorium on Friday, February 22, at 7:30pm. For a bit o’ the Irish preview,
visit www.BoernePerformingArts.com to witness for
yourself the incredible speed and accuracy of these dancers…and while you’re previewing the videos, continue on
to purchase tickets ($20-$60). Tickets are also available to
purchase at the Greater Boerne Chamber of Commerce
(121 S. Main Street) or by phone (830.331.9079).
This night truly will be…everything you expect but like
nothing you can imagine!

1499 S. Main Street

Boerne, TX 78006 (next to the Dog & Pony Grill)

boernefarmhouse@gmail.com

830-331-1391

ART OF
THE DRAW
BY BEN SCHOOLEY

F

For JP Rankin and his small collection of characters that you can find most days hanging
out at the Cartoon Saloon, it’s never long between belly laughs. Built on Rankin’s property,
the Cartoon Saloon is unlike any “bar” you’ve ever been. No security system. No cash
register. Heck, there’s not even a real door. It’s literally a shack on the side of the road
where you can stop by most any day, have some free BBQ, grab a beer from the cooler on
the floor, and experience the uniqueness known simply as The Saloon.

As for the “business model”, there isn’t one.
Rankin explains, “I wanted an attraction, not a
business. As far as ever opening it as a business,
never. I don’t want to ever go through the red
tape and nonsense associated with it. It’s never
closed and never really open because there’s
no door so if you come by on a Saturday then
there’s no door so do what you want. We just
don’t encourage overnight camping.”

the Saloon). So for Texas Independence Day, we
said we were going to go stand out by the tree
and give out free hot dogs and beer. So we put
a sign up and the next thing you know we had
30 people lined up down the road wanting free
beer and dogs.”

Rankin, who is an insurance adjuster by trade, is
also well known as a Cowboy Cartoonist. There’s
actually a professional organization tied to this
industry, and Rankin is professionally employed
by Leaning Tree Greeting Cards who use his
work on postcards. With comics of old cowboys,
leaning against a bar and making jokes, then
you would see why something like the Cartoon
Saloon came to life.
Rankin begins, “About 5 years ago my youngest
daughter and myself were sitting around
the house near Christmas and we had an
overabundance of empty beer cans lying around
us and I told her “We should go hang these in
one of the trees out front.” So we did (see photo
above). I’m the guy that will drive 50 miles
out of the way to see something silly, and sure
enough it became a tradition for us to create
the Lone Star Christmas Tree (situated next to
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He continues, “At that point, I had said I
wanted to build a little replica of one of our
cartoon bars and we could cut caricatures…
and the next thing I know it’s a 10x12 building
we were planning. We were looking for pallets
and my friend gives me these HUGE pallets,
way bigger than I thought…and so it went
from 150sq feet to 400+ square feet very quick.
In all my cartoons the buildings in those
cartoons reflect what we built. The funny
sayings, the oddball characters, the swinging
doors…and we created that. We built it on
donations and the next thing you know for less
than $1000 we had it done. It cost more in beer
than the lumber and materials. People would
just leave stuff out there for us in the morning
to donate to what we were doing.”
With help from such characters as Brian
Coyle, “Biscuit”, Paul Denmark, and Gaylon &
Trina Morgan, a lot of beer cans, some good
laughs, and the Cartoon Saloon and Lone Star
Christmas Tree was born.

While Rankin has a “regular” job, as do most
of the volunteers that hang out at the Saloon,
it’s a mutual appreciation for people that feeds
them and keeps them motivated. “I’m not down
there every weekend but it’s interesting to see
where people are from and the characters that
come through. I do like people and the diversity
of our crowd, and one of the things that’s really
funny is the people that say ‘Thanks for building
this! That’s your place?’ and I just say ‘Sorta. It’s
your place and my place and if you come hang
out there, then you’re part of it’. There’s usually
always somebody there on Saturdays and
Sundays and I will be pulling out of the house
and I’ll chuckle at people taking pictures and
I just love their reactions. 99.9% of the people
that come by are super respectful of it and it was
a silly idea to start and has just grown.”
Rankin finishes, “Come drink a beer, write
your name on the can, and we will glue it to
the wall. Same with dollar bills. People have
started writing on the walls, and I love the art
and the scribbles. We have a guestbook to see
where people are coming from. Ireland was
the farthest.”
Take a Saturday afternoon and go experience
the Cartoon Saloon. On 473 between Sisterdale
and Comfort, take a few bucks, throw them in
the donation box and grab a cold one from the
cooler. Meet the characters, have a laugh, and
you will be enriched for the experience.
TheCartoonCowboy.com
https://www.facebook.com/The-CartoonSaloon-Lone-Star-Beer-ChristmasTree-610331809072193/
210.683.8928
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HISTORY

December is wildly, joyfully chaotic in my fam this year! We’re not only preparing for Christmas around here, we’re packing up to move to a whole ‘nother city, and the biggest, most
wonderful event of all, my firstborn son and his sweetheart are getting married the last weekend of this month! We’re currently up to our eyeballs in the three major species of wrap:
bubble, gift, and the fancy silk variety with which a wedding guest might cover her shoulders; UPS has given up delivering our packages by drone and has taken to employing a C-5
they’re borrowing from Kelly; and I personally have tried on a vast number of mother-of-the-groom dresses (not to mention various vêtements de base), and having seen myself way- yea
verily, WAAAAY- too often in The Altogether under fluorescent lighting in every three-mirror fitting room in the big city, my emotional state is somewhat...precarious. So this month I’m
re-running an oldie I hope you enjoy reading- again! By the time you guys read this, Christmas 2018 will be another one for the books, we’ll be in a brand-new home, and my son and the
love of his life will be one. These really are the good old days. Have a happy, joyful and wonderful new year y’all, and I’ll be back next month to lay some more history on ya!

NOSTALGIA FOR A PAST
WE NEVER KNEW
By Marjorie Hagy

L

Like most grown people not only living in the world today but all down through history, I am
nostalgic for a past I never knew. Wistful, perhaps- yearning. I may be groping for the word
sehnsucht, which I find means longing, maybe, or pining- but then, the description goes on to say
that it’s hard to really translate the feeling this word describes. In a wider sense, it means a kind of
intensely missing… something. It’s a sort of sense of melancholy, or nostalgia, but somehow morea kind of regret for something you’ve never experienced. An intangible thing.
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We all know that nostalgia for youth, our own youth
wasted on us in a sense because none of us ever realized
while it was passing that it would be so fleeting, or that
it was to become so precious down the years as we got
further away from it and looked back with longing. I often
drone on at you guys about my own magical memories
of youth: those long summer days in Pleasant Valley,
drinking out of the hose and swimming in the stock tank,
or the everlasting afternoons in the aura of chlorine and
Hawaiian Tropic by the edge of the Boerne pool.
Dancing around a coffee table a long, long time ago with
my brother and sister and my mom, all of us together
dancing to a record of Disney songs. But I can also sit
down with all those kind of blissful memories- they’re
all tinged with an autumnal glow and scented like a cold
day’s bonfire, or they have glistening drops of vividly
blue water sparkling in the sun on their edges, like when
water droplets land on a camera lens- I can take them out
of the album in my mind and look at them in the harsh
light of day and recall, with an effort, that they weren’t
all as sublime as they appear to me now. I was so often
sad as a child- all kids have so many nebulous fears, and
such very real ones as well, which are as enormous and
as terrifying as anything we may come to fear later in
our life- but some inner machinery edits out all of those
desperate tears and feelings of misery, leaving behind only
the divine, only the consecrated.
All the unhappiness I experienced as a child when
everything was so much more intense, all the hurt that
I felt, they were enormous in my heart when I was little,
but when I thumb through my memories all the pictures
show is the contentment, the laughter, the golden glow of a
childhood wild and free in my dusty old hometown. In the
looking back, what Kurt Vonnegut called our ‘forgettery’
gets to work. He called it a protective mechanism against
unbearable grief and, I think, against all of the things that
hurt to remember. I remember this line from The Great
Gatsby, a description of a character’s golden youth, and
even the dirt had a magical quality: ‘a hundred pairs of
golden and silver slippers shuffled the shining dust.’ In real
life, when I was living through it, the dust was gritty and
got in my eyes and my teeth and plagued my sleep at night,
but when I look back on it from here it was pixie dust, and
it shimmered in the sunlight.
A whole lot of us old-stock Boerneites feel like Boerne has
slid straight down the hill and it isn’t the same anymorethat this new version of Boerne is awful and we hate it. A
lady and I were commiserating once about the decline of
Boerne civilization and I found out late in the bitch session
that she’d been here for nine years- so as far as she was
concerned, the old cowtown was still in pretty good shape
as of 2008, and only fell to hell sometime after that. I think
of myself as real old-school Boerne, I started school here
in the 5th grade, and I’m pretty sure things set off downhill
when Walmart came to town in the late-ish 80s- but then
there are still others whose people were among the very
first settlers in the Latin commune of Tusculum, and they
feel pretty strongly that Boerne hit the skids a long time
before 1974 when the Hagys got to town.
Or maybe they think we were the turning point. Anyway,
whenever I see an old photograph of my hometown
taken a hundred years ago or so, I have this almost
overwhelming desire to somehow climb right into the
frame and just live there- before Walmart, before I10,
before anybody discovered us and there were any shoppes
on Main Street and if anyone ever called it the Hill
Country Mile everyone would’ve looked at that person
in disbelief and some suspicion. Back when you went
to Main Street to get your shoes resoled and to shop at
Adler’s store, when a favorite pastime was running to the
depot to meet the train hoping the Duerler Candy guy
and his pet monkey might be onboard, and Kronkosky
Hill twinkled with fairy lights and echoed with the sound
of orchestra music and the laughter from the Camp
Funston soldiers and their girls dancing the night away up
there, before they went off to war in Europe. Now those
were the days.

Those were the days before fast food and microwaveable
Hot Pockets and Mickey D’s, when people ate wholesome,
home-cooked food, especially on farms in the country,
where most of the population of Kendall County lived
a hundred years ago. In 1917, around thirty-one (31)
million Americans lived on farms, compared to about
three million people today. Most of their food was
homegrown or came from wild game- cows, pigs- either
their own or feral- chickens, deer and beans provided
most of the protein for the family. The pig also provided
many other needs on the farm- most folks know the old
saw about using every part of the pig except the squeal.
While commercial laundry soap was available one
hundred years ago, the vast majority of rural folks still
made soap the old-fashioned way: they boiled the guts
of a freshly butchered hog for the tallow, made lye from
ashes and mixed this mess up in water. And it was the
same soap for everything one needed soap for- the same
stuff for doing the laundry and scrubbing the floors
and for washing up your own bits and pieces in a tub
of water the whole family shared. The pig also provided
another crucial staple for farm families, speaking of all
that good wholesome food: lard. In fact, in all that home
cooking they did a century ago, Americans managed to
pack away nearly twelve pounds of lard every year, on
average. Let me say that again, so it can sink in: ONE
person ate TWELVE pounds. Of lard. This means people
used to eat roughly the same amount of lard as they did
chicken, on a yearly basis. A kid might tote his lunch pailliterally, a metal pail- with whatever veggies she fancied
accompanied by a nice lard sandwich on a couple slices of
home-baked bread. Yummy!
Cooking all that lard and chicken wasn’t quite like
popping an egg roll in the microwave either, or preheating
your electric oven or flipping a dial on a gas stove and
causing a flame to leap into existence. Pretty much no
farms, nor even little towns, especially in the South,
had electricity in 1917, and all the cooking was done on
a wood stove. You kept the fire lit all day in the wood
stove- and yes, right here in Boerne, Texas, where the
temperature gets downright tortuous in the summertime.
But producing a single meal was an hours-long task for
the housewife, the dishwater had to be heated on it too,
and by the time one meal was prepared and cleaned up,
it was time to start the next one- not to mention bread
needing baking in between, and wash water to heat.
There were no built-in cabinets, or sinks or fridges, just
a room where the stove sat in the corner and a table for
a work surface, or a Hoosier cabinet if you were really
lucky, with storage for flour and sugar and spices, plates
and silverware and a work surface for rolling dough and
the like. For cold storage, folks either kept food fresh by
putting it on a block of ice or keeping it in a root cellar- of
which there were precious few in the limestone country
of Kendall County- or in cooler weather, burying it
in the yard or storing it on a window sill. In town, the
iceman came around every day, and so did the meat
wagon- driven in this town by Henry Fabra, in 1917, who
announced his presence by hollering ‘Meat! Meat for sale!’
when his wagon came down the street. Boerne hausfrau
would meet him at their carriage blocks on the street and
buy whatever they needed to feed their family for the day.
Out on the farms, the people hung the hand-butchered
carcass in a limestone smoke house to preserve.
All that wholesome food though, and the primitive
methods of cold storage, could cause problems, including
cholera, smallpox and yellow fever. Contaminated food,
milk, and water caused foodborne infections, including
typhoid fever, tuberculosis, botulism, and scarlet
fever, and poor refrigeration caused salmonella and
staphylococcus. Pellagra, a vitamin deficiency disease
caused by a lack of niacin in the diet and known as the
disease of the four Ds: diarrhea, dermatitis, dementia,
and death, was a scourge on the former CSA states of
the southern US after the Civil War, and it raised its ugly
head again a hundred years ago, in the early 20th century.
Goiters and rickets were another couple of things that

happened to people because of lack of the right nutrients
in the diet.
The sorely beset farm wife had a lot of other stuff to do in
her day besides feeding her family and hopefully fending
off diseases that might be passed to them through their
food. She turned ‘boughten’ fabric or upcycled cotton
flour, guano, and chicken feed sacks into blouses, dresses,
shirts, underwear, sheets, dish towels, and even curtains
for her family (but she might spend actual cash money
on denim overalls, which had become widely available
by 1917 and which might be purchased at HO Adler’s,
‘the store of a million articles!’ or up the street at Joe
Dienger’s). She tended an extensive vegetable garden and
took care of her kids and often helped out in the fields
too, did the laundry (often outdoors over a boiling kettle
filled with water she drew out of the well or fetched from
the river, an old mop or broom handle called a punching
stick and the ubiquitous lye soap).
President Lyndon Johnson’s own mother ‘grew stoopshouldered lugging buckets of water from well to kitchen,’
in the Texas Hill Country, and she had plenty of company.
Wives and mothers a hundred years ago also sold extra
milk, butter, eggs, and other homegrown and homemade
commodities for cash, which they then used for all the
things they couldn’t make themselves: those denim
bib’alls, salt, coffee, and sugar, material to make clothes,
and school books and shoes for the kids. She dried and
canned vegetables for the winter, she smoked hams and
made sausage, she knitted socks and milked cows and
churned butter. Her work was literally never done.
In 1917, the Gibson Girl personified the very ideal of
feminine beauty, and the New Woman- that liberated
precursor of the feminist- was daring to sport revealing
bathing suits and pushing the envelope by donning trousers
in public- but not in rural Boerne, Texas. Farm women
still wore floor-length skirts with petticoats underneath,
button-down blouses and button-up boots and instead of
what we think of as a bra, she would’ve worn an undershirt
or some kind of cloth binding for support and modesty.
Imagine that ensèm in a kitchen with a fire burning all day
long, or while throwing her shoulder to the wheel alongside
her man in the cotton field!
And we must not ignore another delicate issue: in an age
before disposable feminine products, the woman of 1917
often made her own, utilizing everything from cotton rags
or plain old field cotton, to sheep’s wool and rabbit fur to
knitted pads and even grass in their undies to deal with
the visit of their Aunt Flo. (I’m sorry for that info, but
haven’t we all wondered? There were disposable sanitary
pads available a hundred years ago, first thought up by
nurses as a way to staunch bleeding on the battlefield, and
in 1896 Johnson & Johnson put the first American version
on the market, called Lister’s Towel: Sanitary Towels for
Ladies. Now I don’t know whether or not HO Adler or
Joe Dienger carried Lister’s Towels in their stores- Adler
did advertise that he carried a million articles but I don’t
know if this was one of them, and a hundred years ago
most farmwives in Kendall County wouldn’t have had a
lot of spare cash to go blowing on such frivolities anyway.
They were very expensive, and a staid German hausfrau in
1917 asking the counter clerk for a box of sanitary pads is
too great a stretch of the imagination.)
A quick visit to the powder room was no easy task a
century ago either- most houses, even in the big cities,
had no indoor plumbing, and virtually nobody in the
country towns or down on the farm enjoyed the modcons. Most houses and many businesses in the actual
town of Boerne still had outhouses in the 1940s, and the
percentage must have been even greater in the country.
Instead it was the chamber pot or the privy for one’s
dirty business, and don’t think there was a whole lotta
disposable toilet paper going around either- an old Sears
catalog served for some folks, while a corncob served the
purpose for other, more unfortunate users. One woman
remembered the very limited options available to her on
a dark night in the Texas Hill Country: ‘I had a horrible
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choice of either sitting in the dark and not knowing what
was crawling on me or bringing a lantern and attracting
moths, mosquitoes, nighthawks and bats.’ Nighthawks
and bats. Sit with that a minute.
Food was in tighter supply in many places in the country
in 1917, the year the US entered WW1, and farmers were
asked to produce more to feed Our Boys overseas, and
families to tighten their belts. Canned foods had recently
come onto the scene and were a great boon because of
the labor they saved, but botulism and lead poisoning
were a couple of risks one had to contend with in those
early days. Fortunately, fresh produce and eggs were still
plentifully available in Boerne, and the farmers hauled
their goods to market in town via horse-drawn wagon
or in rare cases, one of the new horseless trucks. In 1917
there were just two million cars on very few paved roads,
or about one for every fifty people in the US.
That kid we mentioned earlier, carting his lard sandwich
to school in his old tin pail? He’d be going to one of the
one-room schools that dotted the countryside, from
Panther Creek and Pleasant Valley to Wasp Creek and
Welfare and Waring, or to the ‘new’ two-story limestone
school on the hill in town that nowadays serves as the
City Hall. He and his buddies got to school however they
could- some rode horses with siblings clinging on the
best they could, while some lucky kids had pony carts
for the horse to pull along behind. A lot of kids walked.
At least the fear of running into native tribesmen was no
longer a potential hazard, as it had been just a generation
earlier when their parents made their own way along the
well-worn paths. School supplies consisted of a slate and a
stick of chalk and whatever books the family could afford,
and learning was often achieved by rote memorization
and students were terrified into doing their schoolwork
by primers that warned about the fate of bad children
who wouldn’t study their alphabet- they were frequently
devoured by bears. Kids in town tended to go to school
longer and more often than their cohort in the countryfarm kids were needed on the home place, to help with
the planting and the harvest and all the grueling work
of producing a crop, and they more often dropped out
early when the family figured he’d accumulated enough
knowledge to take over the place someday. In 1920, just
twenty-eight percent of young Americans between the
ages of fourteen and seventeen went to high school, and
the numbers were far, far less for children of color.
Women had more children back then, three, on average,
and those kids were expected to help on the farm, in some
cases by the time they were five years old. But there was
an additional and more heartrending reason that women
had more children than just to provide extra hands for
the farm: their children were much more likely to die.
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Ten percent of babies died before their first birthday. In
fact, everybody was a lot likelier to die before their time:
in 1917, the average life expectancy for men was fortyeight (48) years old, and for women it was fifty-four (54).
Some of the leading causes of death in the US included
tuberculosis, diarrhea or enteritis, heart disease, stroke,
accidents, cancer, senility, and diphtheria, and coming
soon, in 1918, a horrific epidemic of Spanish influenza
and pneumonia would hit the country like a bombshell.
This forgotten scourge was to kill more than fifty million
people on the planet, and at least a million Americansten times as many as were killed in WW1. The Kendall
County death registry reflects the same causes of death:
the flu, called ‘La Grippe’; stroke, termed ‘apoplexy’;
senility (and possibly Alzheimer’s) was called ‘hardening
of the arteries’- and a surprisingly high rate of suicide.
One hundred years ago no so-called social safety net
existed, and unless you were able to save money against
your own old age, you just hoped you were physically able
to work until you died. Otherwise you were just broke,
and you didn’t eat. With this grim reality in mind, and
instead of becoming a burden on one’s family in one’s
infirmity and old age- or when one didn’t have any familysome people saw suicide as their only option. It wasn’t
until the Social Security Act of 1935- hotly contested as
pure socialism- that older Americans could face their
declining years with any hope of supporting themselves.
Before that, poverty among the elderly was so crushing
that writers of the time referred to growing old as the
“haunting fear in the winter of life.” Another reason for
the high rate of suicide was that there was no treatment
for, and no real recognition of, clinical depression.
Soldiers returning home from the Great War in 1918
would bring back with them a condition that came to be
known as shell shock or battle fatigue, and from that start
medical doctors would eventually devote more study to
diseases of the mind. But if you suffered from what they
called melancholia or hysteria to any marked extent in
1917, there was a very real possibility that you could be
checked into the ‘insane asylum’ and never seen again,
while your shamefaced family by tacit consent might
never mention your name again in polite company- or in
any company, ever again. Tragically, untreated depression
often results in suicide.
As difficult as daily life was for most folks in and
around Boerne a hundred years ago, it was a thousand
times more grueling for people of color. Hispanic and
African-Americans were far less likely to own their own
homesteads than their white counterparts, and much
more liable to the abuse of the sharecropping or tenant
farming system. Under that system, a tenant lived in a
house provided by the owner- often in a state of squalor
and disrepair- and the owner also provided seed, horses

or mules, the plow and all of the equipment to grow
a crop. He would also pay the sharecropper advances
during the growing season, for anything the family
needed that they couldn’t produce on the farm. Come
harvest time, the landowner and the tenant shared out the
profit from the harvest, usually by halves, and then the
cost of the seed and the equipment, etc, and any advances
were deducted from the tenant’s share. The vast majority
of the time, in the case of black or Hispanic farmers,
the owner informed his tenant that his expenditures
outweighed the profit made on the sale of the crop, and
therefore the tenant was left owing the owner money. The
sharecropper was then unable to leave the owner’s farm
until the money had been paid back, and was thus he
was sucked into an unbreakable cycle of ever-mounting
debt, and virtual enslavement to the boss. This is called
debt slavery, and the practice persisted far past the end
of the Civil War and tied millions of African-Americans
to the land as irrevocably as race-based slavery ever did.
In the Jim Crow South, there was no conceivable way
a black man could ever challenge his white landlord
on his accounting of the value of the crop, or hope to
receive a fair settlement, but in the bleak landscape of the
South where the law, mob rule and the threat of violence
ensured that blacks remained meekly subservient, they
simply had no other choice. The lot of Latinos was not
much better. One sharecropper’s son remembered his
father’s backbreaking labor growing cotton on shares
with his white landlord, and the misery of settling-up
time. ‘You bought things—it was just on a handshake
back then,’ he said of the cash advances made before
harvest time. ‘So at the end of the year you pay the boss
man.... And my daddy would say that money left his
hands sore. He said so much money went through his
hands, that’s all they have left, sore hands.’
In a scant few years, the boll weevil would arrive from
Mexico and lay waste to Texas’ cotton industry, and the
poorest of the poor would, as usual, be the most sorely
affected. However, in 1917, African-Americans all over
the Southern slave states would begin to leave behind
the misery their people had known for generations,
often forced to flee in the middle of the night to avoid
the wrath of their white neighbors. Up North, plants
were emptying out when the men who manned the
factories and assembly lines went off to fight the
Great War, and black Americans packed up and left
the South forever to take those jobs and seek out new
lives and new freedoms. ‘They did what human beings
looking for freedom, throughout history, have often
done,’ wrote Isabel Wilkerson, author of The Warmth
of Other Suns: The Epic Story of America’s Great
Migration. ‘They left.’ And their struggle for equality
and just treatment, for respect in this nation of their
forefathers, continues today.
We look back on those times as a paradise, a time
when life was simpler and somehow more pure, less
complicated. Things were better then, we believe, looking
down through the mist of the years, through the haze
of all the intervening troubles that we had not yet lived
through. We’re too far away now to feel the grit of daily
life, to feel the ache in our shoulders from hauling the
water, to smell the acrid odor of blood when the pig is
slaughtered or the bone-weariness at the end of the day
with the sheets plastered to our bodies by the heat of the
oil-lit night. But there was grit and there were troubles,
mothers who stood stoic by the newly-dug graves of their
babies after the dry-heaving misery of their loss, black
men who bit back their fury and the red hot coal of their
despair as they allowed themselves to be cheated because
they had no choice. And yet- we dream our dreams of the
good old days.
I am alive today for a million reasons, most of which I will
never know. My life was saved because I had pancreatitis
in 2007, not a hundred years ago, and no one thought of
bleeding me or applying leeches. I have a trach that lets
me breathe through a useless windpipe. I keep my house
at 72 degrees and I’m about to nip over to the fridge for a
bowl of ice cream. These- these are the good old days.

PIZZA • PARTY • PATIO

Hand tossed dough made fresh daily
A diverse menu filled with unique homemade recipes
Full bar liquor, beer, and wine
Pizzas, appetizers, salads, sandwiches
$6.99 lunch special Monday-Friday
32 draft beers • 18 different beer-Rita’s • Live music • Kids play area

NOW HIRING!!

We offer a fun and energetic atmosphere that is based on total guest satisfaction.

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

SPIRITUAL

RESET
By Kendall D. Aaron

Sometimes I just feel like starting over. Don’t we all?
I mean, some days you toss a rock across the river
while taking a leisurely stroll and you just think to
yourself “Ya know, not a lot of things in my life are
going the way I’d like. My marriage is pretty crummy,
my job is SUPER crummy, my kids aren’t doing so
great and my car is old and falling apart.” Each list
we could create is as unique as we are, but we could
generate a pretty sizeable list of things that we’re
disappointed about. And as we consider these things,
some very dark part of us has probably just said “I would love to just pack my stuff,
disappear, and start completely over.” Even if you didn’t seriously consider it, you’ve
probably imagined what that would look like.

S

I decided one time that I was going to learn how to cook a pretty complex dish for
dinner one night. I had seen a video of the dish and, wow, it looked wonderful. It was a
little more involved than dishes I might normally cook, but I figured I could take a crack
at it and do decently. I read the instructions, laid out my ingredients and instantly began
some pretty intense cooking techniques I had never heard of, much less tried. I’ll fast
forward: I botched the sue of said cooking techniques, had to substitute for ingredients
I thought I had, burnt a few parts, and eventually just threw my spatula in the sink
after scraping the dish into the trash. I tried, made a mess of things, and simply had
to…………..start over.
I didn’t start over by trying the same exotic dish again – I simply went back to the triedand-true and whipped up a nice quick dinner. I grabbed my old familiar ingredients,
used the limited talents I already possessed, and worked with the familiar. I was right
back to enjoying my dinner, though it wasn’t quite what I was planning.
So could I make the dish with a little more practice? If I studied the techniques a little
more closely and followed the ingredients list a little closer, could I have pulled off my
elaborate dish? Probably.
In a lot of ways, starting over our lives is probably pretty similar…it just comes down to
what you want.
I recognize that the term “starting over” denotes dropping everything, packing a bag,
and jumping on a plane to never be seen again. And yes, that would be one form of
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starting over. However, I understand that (like me) most of have families and jobs and
responsibilities that probably wouldn’t appreciate us vanishing in the night. But as we
survey our lives and note the areas that we would like to remedy, there really is nothing
keeping us from starting over – except ourselves.
Want to be a better cook? Want to get in shape? Want to quit your crappy job and work
in something more fulfilling? Want to build a better relationship with your wife or kids?
DO IT. There is literally nothing keeping you from executing your “starting over plan”
except yourself. Yes, you will have many excuses for why you just can’t change, but in the
end, it all comes down to you. Short of physical limitations, there really is no reason that
you can’t become who you want to be. It’s all up to you.
Sometimes my spiritual life is something I yearn to start over. Like anything in my life, I
can get so out of sorts with it and lost and dark and confused…and it all just appears to
be a giant jumbled mess that makes no sense. Sigh. That’s because IT IS.
I’m not praying, I’m not reading the Word, I’m not seeking God in my daily life…and so
I walk along the river, throw a rock and yearn to begin anew.
The good news about our spiritual lives is that God Himself is walking right beside you,
no matter how lost you are. I tell my daughter that analogy all the time- “No matter how
fast you think you run or the ways you want to rebel…the moment you turn around
Jesus will be standing right there. You can never get away because He is always seeking
YOU.”
And it’s the truth. Want to start over? Turn around. It’s that easy.
Take any moment to turn around and hit your knees. Pray. Yell. Sing. Whatever. Just
make the decision that your starting over process simply requires a change in your heart.
10 minutes in the morning, man. That’s all it would take. Take 10 minutes and actually
slow down, calm your heart, and talk to God.
In a very short time I believe you’d find that your spiritual walk had been reset by
simply seeking quiet time with your Lord. Take inventory, friends. There’s plenty of
things you can start over in your life beyond even your spiritual walk. And like Nike
says, “Just Do It.”

Opening JANUARY 2019!

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

ROAD TRIP

ROADS LESS TRAVELED

OLD HIGHWAY NO. 9
By Jeanna Goodrich

T
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There’s nothing like a cold, wet, cloudy day to brighten the
spirits. Gusty winds create piercing drops of near-freezing
rain, and noses and toes are chilled straight down to
miserable. There is not enough drizzle to warrant turning
on windshield wipers, but just enough to smudge the view
hills, drenched in damp fog, ahead. Sounds to me like the
perfect afternoon for a road trip, no?

The destination was Alamo Springs Café; the roads we’d
take to get there were less certain. Could Google show us
the way? There was the tried and true path of I-10 to 87 to
Fredericksburg then down Old No. 9, but that seemed too
boring—too much highway and not enough road. There
was 1376 to 473 to Old No. 9, but that seemed too short—
too much road and not enough trip. And then there
were the mysterious, squiggly, grey lines representing
unmarked roads. If Google didn’t know what they were,
then they were definitely road trip roads by our standards.
And so the journey began.

The plan, as good as any other, was to turn right or left
whenever we pleased. We happened to please on Grape
Creek road, and as soon as we passed over the first cattle
guard, we knew we’d be back on a journey similar to that
on Crabapple Road. What we didn’t expect were the speed
bumps we’d meet along the way.
Here’s where I’ll go ahead and get philosophical. It was
a damp, dreary, dismal day. It could not have been more
than 45 degrees outside, and I’d already made up my mind
that I wouldn’t be able to get any good pictures because I
couldn’t see farther than half a mile in front of me. To top
it all off, I was just in a downright awful mood. The last
thing I needed was yet another speed bump on, erm, my
road of life.
So, of course, that’s when I hit it: the world’s most terrible
pothole. Talk about a speed bump. I threw my front right
tire in that sucker so hard, I had to stop the car to make
sure it was still attached to the rim. Pulling to the side of
the road, I got out to take a look. The tire was still intact,
but I was beginning to fear that my last nerve was not.
After we’ve been shoved over all of the speed bumps
we think we can take in one metaphorical trip, there is
one thing we tend to forget: On days when it seems like
nothing could get us out of a funk, it’s always the smallest,
silliest thing that actually does somehow. Sometimes it
takes the cold and dreary to illuminate the dim lights in
our lives, the lights that we might not have been able to
quite make out before. Think about it: When faced with
the grey and miserable, doesn’t even the smallest ray of
hope seem to shine more brightly?
My ray of hope was a cow. Before you laugh at me, or tilt
your head inquisitively, I want you to picture this cow. A
deep reddish brown with a few white spots, the cow was
standing not twenty feet in front of me, chewing slowly
on dew-drenched grass, casting the occasional glance my
way. She couldn’t have cared less that I was there, and was
probably wondering when I would move my car so she
could get back to, well, chewing (I suppose).
I was busy staring at this cow when Alison rolled down
the window and asked me, “Hey, wouldn’t it be an
awesome picture if the cow was in the middle of the
road?” I chuckled softly to myself, but soon my eyes
widened with excitement. It WOULD make an awesome
picture, and it would be a testament to how much we felt
like we were truly road-trippin’ through the boonies.
Suddenly, my mind switched from feeling glum to feeling
sneaky. We had to execute this cow-in-road plan carefully.
I tip-toed slowly back to the car and quietly opened the
passenger door. I lifted my camera from the floorboard
and held it up to my eye. Now if we could just somehow
get the cow to cross the road…
It’s not every day that you get outsmarted by a cow. And,
I’d say, on a day like this, being outsmarted by a cow would
most likely add insult to injury. Instead, I couldn’t help but
laugh. The moment that cow saw me put my camera to my
face, she’d had enough of my nonsense. She turned around,
shook her tail at us, and walked into the woods.
But we weren’t going to give up. No, we had our hearts set
on a picture of a cow crossing the road, and we weren’t
going to leave without it. We waited, and waited, and
waited, eagerly anticipating another cow to pop out of the

woods and, for some reason, need to cross the road. We
sat in the car, the drizzle slowly coating the windshield,
plotting ways to get our picture. Should we honk the horn
and hope the cows think they’re getting fed? Should one
of us get out and find a cow to chase across the road? Or
should we just sit here and, well, wait (but what would be
the fun in that)?
Luckily we didn’t have to wait long for an answer, as cow
number two and cow number three happened to come
out of the woods to see what was up. With laughter and
squeals that would rival any two girls at a Jonas Brothers
concert, we snapped photos like never before. They
gave us a reason to smile, these cows, and we carried our
smiles all the way down Grape Creek Road.
It was beginning to look like our speed bumps weren’t
going to be so bad after all. We even made up stories for
them. Our next speed bump was at an intersection of
an unmarked road, where we discovered a quarry and a
warning about explosives. “Man, if I was a high school kid
around here,” I said, “I know exactly where I’d be getting
in trouble.” After that, we had to slow down for a lone goat
making his way down the road, no other goats in sight.
“Where was he coming from?” Alison asked, laughing;
“It’s almost like he just told the other goats, ‘See ya’ll later!
I’m leaving this one goat town!’” Even better, we came
upon a rock wall that we judged to be at least a hundred
years old, and we lost ourselves in history and mystery,
excitedly saying to each other, “I wonder if…” and “What
must it have been like when…”
A quarry, a goat, a wall: things that, on a bright sunny
day, might not have caught our eyes, were an illuminated
contrast to the haze. Colors changed. Reds and oranges
popped brilliantly against grey trees and fog. Even the
drab yellow-brown of an endless, dead field of grass
seemed to shine with a sparkle of gold.
Yes, we eventually made it to Old Highway No. 9. Grape
Creek Road took us all the way there, and by the time we
were done with what might have been our most aweinspiring road trip yet, our tummies were rumbling,
pointing us in the direction of Alamo Springs Café. Cold
beer, good food, and a hippy band with scarves flowing
from their bongo drums were all great companions to
close out the night. And on the drive home—a shorter
route this time, through Comfort and down I-10 so we
could get home—I began to realize just what that road
trip really meant for me.
All too often we, as a culture, hear the phrase, “Take the
time to stop and smell the roses.” I suppose that has some
merit. However, we’re never told to take the time to stop
and smell the hyacinth, or the buttercup, or the cedar for
that matter. We’re so focused on either the best or the
bust that we forget about the things in the middle—the
normal, average, everyday things that actually give a lot of
substance to our lives.
And so I’ve discovered that it’s ok to have a bad day. It’s
ok to sometimes be surrounded by grey, because the
grey is what makes the little bits of color stand out. What
skewed perspectives we’d have if our lives were full of
neon color—we’d never be able to find joy in red berries
against a brown bush, or the last yellow-orange leaf on a
winter tree. We’d never be able to smile solely because of a
cow crossing the road. And we’d certainly never be able to
laugh hysterically because of a lone goat.
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NEW YEAR’S EVE
TRADITIONS AROUND
THE WORLD

R

Ringing in the new year and bidding adieu to the old one is a tradition that spans the
globe. But it’s not just all fireworks and glittery ball drops everywhere. Some celebrate
by eating 12 grapes, while others smash fine china. If you’re looking for a celebration
that’s a little off the beaten path this year, check out our list below of six unique New
Year’s Eve traditions around the world.

JAPAN

BRAZIL

DENMARK

SPAIN

SCOTLAND

BAHAMAS

Ringing Bells 108 Times in Japan
In Japan, New Year’s Eve (or Omisoka) is celebrated by
ringing bells in Buddhist temples. However, instead of a
mere dozen times, ringing a bell 108 times -- the number
of human desires and thus, causes of suffering, according
to the Buddhist tradition -- is thought to dispel negative
emotions and mentalities. If you’re in Tokyo, witness the
ritual at the city’s iconic Zojoji Temple.

Eating Grapes
Get your New Year’s health resolutions off to a good start,
thanks to Spain’s tradition of eating 12 grapes, one for
each stroke of midnight. It’s harder than it sounds (people
even practice for it), but if you’re successful, tradition says
you’ll have a year of prosperity. The place to do it is in the
Puerta del Sol in Madrid for Nochevieja (or New Year’s
Eve). Join the crowds, who will have 12 grapes in one
hand and a glass of cava in the other. Stick around as it
turns into a big party or head out to dance until the early
hours of the morning at one of the city’s clubs.
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Jumping Seven Waves
We’re all for a little mid-winter warmth, and while the
festivities in Rio de Janeiro -- especially on Copacabana
Beach -- are worth a trip in their own right, a few local
traditions should definitely be thrown into the mix. One
of them dictates that jumping seven waves will bring good
luck in the coming year. Bonus points if you wear white
while doing so (to bring peace) and bring a bouquet with
you to throw into the ocean (an offering to the goddess of
the seas).

Hogmanay in Edinburgh
New Year’s Eve is actually a three-day celebration in
Scotland’s capital -- and across the country. On December
30, 8,000 revelers holding torches create a “river of
fire” that winds down through Old Town’s streets,
from Parliament Square to Calton Hill. To top off the
procession, pipers and drums walk in step. On New Year’s
Eve itself, enjoy a few wee drams and ceilidh, a social
gathering with Scottish music and traditional dancing.
And if your head isn’t aching from all the wee drams you
knock back the night before, catch the last ceilidh of the
holiday season on January 1. If you’re truly brave, take
part in the Loony Dook, a costumed, polar-plunge event
in the Firth of Forth just outside the city.

Smashing Plates
Smashing things against someone’s house might be
considered bad luck -- but in Denmark, people hold on
to chipped dishes and glasses all year just for New Year’s
Eve. That night, they go around to the homes of friends
and family and smash them against their front doors. The
more shards you have on your doorstep the next morning,
the more popular you are.

Junkanoo
Junkanoo, a Bahamian festival that takes place on both
Boxing Day and New Year’s Day (the party starts at 2
a.m. on the first day of the year), is a can’t-miss if you’re
visiting Nassau during the winter. Thought to have started
in the late 18th century, when slaves were allowed to
leave plantations to celebrate Christmas as a community,
these noisy, vibrant parades that carry on until 10 a.m. are
now an important part of the islands’ holiday traditions.
Groups of dancers hit the streets, while musicians beat
goatskin drums and cow whistles. Plus, the costumes
alone are a sight to behold.

BUNION CORRECTION SPECIALISTS

Bunions are a common problem causing pain and limiting activities in over 30% of the
population between ages 18 and 80.
At Graser Podiatry and Bunion Surgery Institute we employ the most advanced
methods to repair your bunions and give you pain free, normally functioning feet again.
Many people are afraid to correct their bunions because they have the misconception
that it is a painful, long recovery. This is truly a myth.
Today, most bunions are corrected safely under local anesthesia with mild sedation
anesthesia.
In a procedure that is completely bloodless. The average bunion takes only 25 minutes
to repair and most patients are back in their own shoes doing normal activities in less
than 2 weeks.
Comprehensive foot and ankle care clinic treating
patients of all ages and conditions from athletes foot
to major bone deformities.

Give Graser Podiatry and Bunion Surgery Institute a call and we’ll be happy to answer
all your questions about any and all foot problems.

17 Old San Antonio Rd., Suite 201 :: Boerne, TX 78006 :: (830) 253-0008 :: Toll Free (833) BUNIONZ
www.drrobertegaser.com :: Monday - Friday: 8:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.

Priceless Moving
YOUR Moving Company
Complete Client Confidentiality
Bonded and Insured
Carefully moving Texans since 1984, our professional
staff takes great pride in transporting your valuables and
family treasures with great care. We value our reputation
and credit our longevity to our consistency, reliability and
trustworthiness.

“David and his team have been a great resource for us
at the Clubs of Cordillera Ranch. We have used them
frequently for our events, and we couldn’t be happier.”
- Monty Becton

David Price - 830-816-3068
3 Ranger Creek Rd - PricelessMoving.com
TXDOT # 006512375C
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FIRE
IT UP

GOURMET

PIZZA

CRAFT BEER & WINE
SANDWICHES * SALADS

A FAMILY RESTAURANT WHERE CRAFT BEER & WINE MEET CRAFT PIZZA
IJK

118 Old San Antonio RD. * Boerne TX * 830.331.1212
W e d n es d a y - S und a y 1 1: 00 a .m . - 9 : 30 p .m .
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• Ken Nietenhoefer •

Premier Custom
Home Builder
in the Texas
Hill Country
For over 40 years, KCN has been building
beautiful custom homes of all sizes in
Boerne, Comfort, Bandera, Pipe Creek and
throughout the Texas Hill Country.
Our reputation for honesty and integrity,
combined with our commitment to deliver
excellent quality, expert craftsmanship,
and customer service, has afforded us the
opportunity to build many long lasting
relationships with our clients. In fact, we
have constructed two or more jobs for 32
different customers.

830-816-5202
920 East Blanco Road
Boerne, TX 78006
www.kcnbuilders.com

Gentle, Caring, Family Practice, Courteous Professional Staff • State of the Art Procedures & Techniques

WE’ VE RECENTLY E XPANDED
George E. Metz III, DDS • Michael Hoeppner, DDS

830-229-5581

Gentle, Caring, Family Practice, Courteous Professional Staff
State of the Art Procedures & Techniques

NowRaccepting
appointments
for Kevin Beitchman, DDS, MS - Orthodontist
WE’ VE
ECENTLY
E X PA N DED
George E. Metz III, DDS • Michael Hoeppner, DDS

Kendall Woods Dental
830-229-5581

25 FM 3351 South
Boerne, Texas 78006

Now accepting appointments for
Kevin Beitchman, DDS, MS - Orthodontist

Kendall Woods Dental
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$CHULTZ’S BUDGET BALLOONS ON CITY HALL

Already set at a staggering $20m, construction is well in swing.
However, $chultz is going to tell us that because of “manufacturing
costs”, the budget has swelled another $5m. “It’s ok,” he’ll tell us all via
the Boerne Star. “We’ve cut our street maintenance budget to make up
for the shortfall so things can stay on course.” Because, as we all know,
we need a $20-$25m City Hall WAY more than we need adequate
roads. You know, priorities.

17 HERFF IS DESTROYED

Every time it drizzles, 17 Herff becomes a muddy field. Because God has a
sense of humor, we get a late spring deluge of rain ala 2015. Citizens gasp
at the sight and then laugh their asses off as the earth moving equipment
and partially-finished buildings are sent into the Cibolo for a watery
death. The developer then has top-secret meetings with $chultz & Co and
has the area re-zoned so that they can concrete in the banks of the Cibolo
much to the chagrin of, well, everyone. He then re-packages the entire
project as a mini-San Antonio-river type project. All adjacent properties
are then re-zoned to accept high-rise hotels.

BREWERY INDUSTRY TAKES OVER FOR THE
MEXICAN FOOD INDUSTRY IN BOERNE

With Tusculum Brewery online, and the incoming Fralo’s Pizzaria,
Boerne becomes the Hill Country’s most popular micro-brewery
destination, finally overtaking our long running title as “Most Cheap Ass
Mexican Food Per Capita” town. That’s good, I guess. Larry Woods rebrands his CVB pitch to “Come get Blitzed in B-Town!”

I BLAST ALL THE DUCKS ON RIVER ROAD
STRAIGHT TO HELL

Been saying it for years, and I’m not getting any younger. It’s bound to
happen some bourbon-soaked night. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.

GROSSMAN’S COMPLETE TAKEOVER IS
COMPLETE

One of the area’s most reclusive families, and a family that owns a LARGE
portion of town, Ms. Grossman steps out from behind the curtain on a
random Tuesday in early Spring and explains that her takeover of town
is now complete. $chultz is named her VP of Development and that she
has managed to purchase all of North Main. Plans include bulldozing
almost all buildings, a Chick Fil-A, a Target past Fritze’s, and a new
movie theatre. Bums is being transplanted into Doug’s Liquor Store, and
strangely, Bella Sera is being put in the old Riverside location. $chultz
waves to the cameras and explains it was all made possible due to him
ignoring zoning laws for years, so why start now?

THE TURTLES TAKE OVER

After I blast all the ducks to Kingdom Come, that will leave a hole in the
bread crumb food chain. It will soon be discovered that feeding copious
amounts of white bread to turtles causes them to breed like rabbits.
By November, you’ll be able to walk across the river on the backs of
turtles without getting your feet wet. Also, The Dodging Duck will be
rechristened as the Flattened Turtle, and an eight foot statue erected in
honor of our new river overlords. As for fishing, well... sorry kids.

TOLL ROADS GO IN ON HIGHWAY 46

Some that are currently sitting on our beloved City Council have spoken
out publicly in favor for toll roads on I-10, so they are now launching
their idea to fix Highway 46 traffic: toll roads. After they expand the road
to 4 lanes, the outside two lanes are now toll roads, leaving the inner 2
lanes still completely gridlocked, but hey, those Cordillera folks can get
from the high school to their front gate in record time.

BERGES FEST MOVES BACK TO TOWN SQUARE

Why is this even a thing? What in the hell is wrong with you people?
Berges Fest was tossed from Town Square because they tore up the
grass…but they put Market Days on the grass every other weekend?
Oh, and we can pay our City Manager $300k+ a year, but we can’t put in
artificial turf? C’mon people. I want Berges Fest back on Town Square and
I’m gonna bitch about it until it happens.

COMFORT’S POPULATION EXPLODES

This is going to happen, and soon. I don’t think Comfort knows it
yet because they’re too busy doing whatever Freethinkers do, but
the tidal wave is coming and they are next in line. Boerne just got
steamrolled by some sly leadership and lax regulations, and as soon
as people figure out that 10 minutes up the road lies an equally quaint
and charming small town, they are toast. Keep in mind Comfort has
virtually NO rules as far as zoning or even government. Developers
can do ANYTHING they want, ANYWHERE. It will be a bloody
free-for-all and it will bum me out. But I will drink Hill Country
Distillery’s moonshine while I watch it happen.

TIM HANDREN WINS MAYORAL ELECTION IN
LANDSLIDE

Yes, we have a viable candidate to oppose $chultz’s reign. He’s a smart
guy, he is passionate about this town, he’s asking the right questions…
and here’s the kicker…$chultz HATES him. So much so, that $chultz
has recently announced that he’s not running again. Nina Woolard
throws her hat in the ring, and we have a passionate campaign of
“New Guy vs. Old Guard.” I think that people are clamoring for a
new direction in this town, and because of this, Handren takes it in a
landslide, and proclaims me as Deputy 3rd Under-Secretary for Duck
Management…aka…The Enforcer.
I hope 2018 was good for you. If it wasn’t, may it kiss your ass. I hope
2019 is all you could hope for, and I keep praying for all of us. You should
do the same.
Until next time,
Quit Bothering Me.
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Upcoming events:

Ribbon Cutting & Open House Thursday February 19th
Come See Us & Enjoy some BBQ 1:30-7:30
Open Air Pavilion & Saloon For Events | Daily & Weekly Cabin Rentals | Live Music

Cabins equipped with 1 bedroom,
kitchenette & loft
Cabins On Event Venue Site
BBQ Pits

6005 W. Ammann Road
Boerne, TX 78163
830-336-4223
www.stargazer-ranch.com

10 minutes to boerne | 20 minutes to IH 10 | 15 minutes to Bulverde | Minutes to Fair Oaks Ranch

