
MARCH 2019





TREES LOVE US!

CALL US TODAY TO GET ON OUR LIST TO MAKE YOUR 
TREES LOOK THEIR BEST FOR THE SPRING.

SO WILL YOU!

DEEP ROOT FERTILIZATION

AIR SPADE TREATMENT

TREE PRUNING

TREE REMOVAL

BALL MOSS REMOVAL

TREE MITIGATION

PLANTING

STUMP GRINDING

CERTIFIED ARBORIST 

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



FREE
Trial Offer

Try a Kinetico Water System on us for up to 30 

days and experience the Kinetico difference!

Have the Healthiest, 
Cleanest, Freshest, 

Water in the 
Neighborhood!

Have the Healthiest, 
Cleanest, Freshest, 

Water in the 
Neighborhood!

LOVE YOUR
WATER!

830-443-4702
KineticoSA.com

LOVE YOUR
WATER!





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

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

•	 Outdoor	Kitchen
•	 Lot	Clearing,	Cedar	Tree	Removal	and	Mulching
•	 Outdoor	Lighting
•	 Hardscape	

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

your local Design Build Firm servicing 
the greater Boerne and Texas Hill 

Country, as well as North San Antonio.  

Architectural	color	rendered	master	plan	
including	brilliant	images	and	plant	descriptions	
in	both	2D	&	3D,	outlining	10	months	of	
color	with	a	balance	between	evergreen	
and	deciduous	foliage	containing	movement	
throughout,	resulting	in	low	maintenance,	
drought	tolerant	and	deer	resistant	landscape.

Specializing in: Other Features:

32255	 IH	10	West, 	Boerne, 	TX	78006		 	 | 	 	 	Te l : 	830.816.3200		 	 | 	 	 	Fax: 	830.249.3090
www.acacia landscapeanddesign.com
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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.
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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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some are terrible, but our lives can be defined by these 
moments and how we respond.

I hope to lay my head on my pillow at night and feel 
confident that I have done the best I could, and if not, I 
pray I have the pride in myself in adequate supply to feel 
as little shame as possible for the areas I might have failed. 
Failure isn’t always the conclusion…sometimes it can just 
be another rung on the ladder toward the ultimate goal.

And I also pray I have the courage to face another day – 
no matter what it may bring.
 
Welcome to March. May you face the month with 
optimism, and may you EXPLORE your heart and know 
that your life is on the path as you would choose it – and if 
not, the courage to strike out and find all that you desire.

Smiling,

Benjamin D. Schooley

Publisher’s note – this letter originally ran in May of 2012. 
I found it pretty interesting that I wrote this letter about 
facing our fears, and having bravery, and handling things 
with as much pride and conviction as possible, as 2 weeks 
after this article was printed, my only younger brother was 
diagnosed with a rare form of lymphoma. The next 16 
months of hell as he underwent treatment was, perhaps, 
the ultimate test. Not for me, but for him. And I’m glad 
to report that 12 hours before he passed, he took his only 
son to the movies, despite all of our arguments for why it 
was a bad idea. If ever there was bravery, if ever there was 
conviction, if ever there was strength that stretched for an 
eternity, my brother had it. May none of you ever have to 
face something similar, but if you do, I pray you approach 
and complete your journey in a way that leaves people 
talking about how you handled it, and how they will forever 
hold you high for your strength. 

deareST eXPlore reader,
Back in 2012, in the frigid waters off the Italian coastline, 
the Costa Concordia cruise ship that was carrying almost 
3500 people hit a reef, almost sunk, and thirty-two people 
were killed. The boat’s captain, Francesco Schettino, 
quickly became the culprit blamed for the tragedy. 

The tragedy was on the news around the clock as it 
occurred, and the story captivated me because it was such 
a relatable situation that the Captain found himself, and 
in some ways, I pitied him. Many people were obviously 
furious at him, and the news media vilified him, but 
being so disconnected from the emotional elements of the 
tragedy, I just felt so sorry for him.

Frencesco was born 58 years ago in Castellammare di 
Stabia, one of the most beautiful seaside areas on earth. 
He and his brothers grew up working in the sea, and his 
family were seaman going back multiple generations. 
Young Francesco only wanted to do one thing, and that 
was to live and work with the sea. 

And so he did. He was a star student, and a star worker. 
Quickly moving up the ranks in the boating industry, and 
after several stints as a First Officer, he was promoted to 
Captain of the brand new Costa Concordia in 2006. His 
lifelong dream had been realized. He was the Captain of a 
multi-million dollar vessel.

And he lived the life of a Captain quite proudly. He had a 
slightly rebellious spirit, and often commented about how 
he enjoyed the excitement of breaking a little protocol 
now and then. He dined with beautiful women, enjoyed 
the celebrity that the Captain is afforded, and was widely 
respect amongst other Captains.

On the evening of the incident, Schettino navigated the 
ship by sight only through the waters that hug the Italian 
coastline. He had done this many, many times and so he 
stood at the bridge and announced orders to his officers. 
He was driving the ship so close to the shoreline so that 
he could basically show off for a fellow Captain that 
was on the mainland. As he veered closer and closer, he 
then saw the waves splashing on top of the exposed reef 
directly in front of the ship. He tried evasive maneuvers, 
but the ship slammed into the reef, slashing a 50 foot gash 
into the belly. Schettino would later say, “I don’t know 
why it happened. I was a victim of my instincts.”

After the impact, the crew worked to calm passengers. 
They told them that it was just an electrical problem, 
as the lights had gone out briefly. In the background, 
however, the boat was quickly taking on water. And lots 
of it. In what would prove to be the first of many errors, 
Schettino went to the dining hall and calmly ate dinner 
with a friend. Meanwhile, the boat began to list even 
more and the crew and passengers were getting frantic. 
Passengers were getting so frantic that they began calling 
the Italian Coast Guard from the ship, and they jumped in 
their own boat to come investigate. 

From there, details are sketchy. The boat continued to 
list, and the evacuation siren was eventually sounded. 
People jumped into the lifeboats, and the crew worked 
to lower them into the water. Unfortunately, one of the 
people that jumped into the lifeboat and were lowered 
into the water very early on was none other than Captain 
Francesco Schettino. We all know that the last person off a 
sinking ship is the Captain, and there were still thousands 
of people onboard. The Italian Coast Guard was able to 
phone Schettino and inquired as to the status of the boat. 
They assumed he was still on it. Once they learned he 
was in the lifeboat, they skewered him. They ordered him 

back aboard the ship multiple times, but Schettino created 
excuse after excuse as to why he couldn’t. The Coast 
Guard officer got more and more irritated with him, 
and finally told him that there were casualties aboard. 
Schettino could be heard on the audio recordings as he 
broke down and sobbed. The mighty Captain was reduced 
to a blubbering mess. 

Schettino was subsequently arrested, vilified in the media, 
and was sentenced to 16 years in prison for manslaughter.

I was working in central Florida for a period of time, and 
I went into the local gas station for something or other. 
I was grabbing whatever I was going to buy, and this 
teenager walked in. It was late at night, and he walked 
in with sunglasses on. He was looking around the store 
quickly, and was acting incredibly nervous. His hands 
were stuffed deep into the pockets of his sweatshirt. He 
grabbed a Twinkie, and then stood in line behind two 
people that were checking out. He slowly pulled the 
hoodie on his sweatshirt over his head, and continued to 
dart his head around looking about the store. He didn’t 
see me, as I was in the extreme back of the store. My 
heart began to beat incredibly hard as I was certain he 
was about to rob the place. I was certain of it. I frantically 
looked around me, trying to find something to use as a 
weapon. I quickly formulated an entire plan about how 
I was going to sneak up on him and hit him with a wine 
bottle. My hands were sweating as I held the bottle by 
the neck and stayed low behind the aisles. I was shaking 
with fear. I could hear my heart in my ears as he walked 
up to the counter and………..bought his Twinkie and 
left. I remember looking down at the bottle, setting it 
back on the shelf, and having to steady myself against the 
merchandise for a moment. 

I’ll never forget that event because I don’t know if I was 
ready to truly follow through with my plan. Did I have 
the bravery in me to really smash that guy over the head 
if he was pointing a gun? I’m not sure. But I also wonder 
how I would have felt if the teenager would have shot 
the friendly clerk and had escaped without knowing I 
was there. It was a moment I probably will carry with me 
forever, and I can only imagine that I would have given 
anything to follow through and to at least TRY to save 
the clerk.

And then I think about Captain Schettino. An honorable 
Captain for his entire life. Respected by his crew. Admired 
by his colleagues. And then in the face of a moment 
where his bravery was necessary, he faltered, and was 
left sobbing in a lifeboat in the middle of the night while 
his passengers were dying. And he was probably full of 
SHAME. 

We all live our lives and tell ourselves that we have the 
bravery and courage to face most any foe. But do you? 
Do you truly have the courage to not only take on any 
obstacle, but do you think you have the pride to accept 
the SHAME if you fail? It’s a tough question, and one that 
I’ve wrestled with in my own life. 

I think that there’s a difference sometimes in what courage 
is, and what pride is. Pride is sometimes characterized as 
a negative thing, but I think that it’s inherently necessary 
for one to have courage. Captain Schettino had PRIDE, 
but lacked courage. I had the courage in that gas station in 
Florida (maybe), but perhaps not the PRIDE necessary to 
feel confident that I could follow-through.

Life is a series of mundane events, punctuated at times 
by moments of intense drama. Some are wonderful, and 

ben@hillcountryexplore.com
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BANDERA
March 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 Bandera Cattle Company Gunfighters 
Experience the excitement of the Wild West with re-
enacted shootouts. Shows are at high noon and 2 p.m. 
Bandera Visitors Center, 126 SH 16. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

March 5 Cowboy Capital opry Grand Old Opry-style 
entertainment is hosted by Gerry and Harriet Payne. 
Event includes refreshments and door prizes. Silver Sage 
Community Center, 803 Buck Creek. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

March 15-16 Wild Hog Explosion and Cookoff Cookers 
compete in chicken, ribs, pork butt, and brisket categories 
on Friday and Saturday. Wild hogs are brought in for an 
action-packed day on Saturday, where teams of two enter 
the ring, catch a hog, and race to the finish line. This event 
also includes vendor booths, arts and crafts, and music. 
Proceeds benefit the Kronkosky Library of Bandera 
County. Mansfield Park, 2886 SH 16. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

March 28-31 Thunder in the Hill Country Biker Rally 
This three-day event offers tent camping, a poker run, 
vendors, food, field events, music all day Friday and 
Saturday, a bike show, a tattoo contest, and a Sunday 
morning church service. Attendees must be 21 or older, 
no exceptions. Mansfield Park, 2886 SH 16. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

BOERNE
March 9 Second Saturday art Beat Boerne shops and art 
galleries are teaming up to present a heart-racing fine 
art experience. Take a walk on the art side every second 
Saturday of the month. Look for the flashy banners 
displayed throughout Boerne. Hill Country Mile, 100 N. 
Main. 210-954-6659; visitboerne.org

March 21 A Thirst for Nature Every third Thursday of the 
month, the Cibolo Nature Center hosts a specially themed 
event where visitors can learn about the different plants 
and wildlife of Boerne and the Hill Country’s surrounding 
areas. Sip on an adult beverage made to match the theme 
for that month, or choose the non-alcoholic version for 
the kids. Cibolo Nature Center, 140 City Park Road. 830-
249-4616; visitboerne.org

March 23 Concert in the Cave– Spring Equinox A concert 
in the Cave Without A Name is a musical experience 
unlike any other. Immerse yourself in the natural 
acoustics of the Queen’s Throne Room. Cave Without A 
Name, 325 Kreutzberg Road. 830-537-4212; visitboerne.
org

March 26 The Ukulele Orchestra of Great Britain The 
Ukulele Orchestra of Great Britain is a global sensation 
and nothing short of a U.K. national treasure. Their 
show provides pure entertainment, dead-pan British 
humour and irresistible foot-tapping music. Masters of 
the unexpected: whether reimagining folk songs, twisting 
classical music, or playing alloriginal compositions. 
Boerne Champion High School Auditorium, 201 Charger 
Blvd. 830-331-9079; visitboerne.org

March 30 Science in Nature The Cibolo Nature Center 
is hosting their free event with an introduction on how 
to use nature to learn science. They are partnering with 
regional science and education professionals to host 
activities for elementary-aged children and their families. 
Historic Herff Farm, 33 Herff Road. 830-331-8596; 
visitboerne.org

March 30 Spring Family Fun Festival Join in on this 
community event celebrating the changing seasons. 
Explore the historical homestead, teaching gardens, and 
farmers market. There are children’s activities, adult 
workshops, and local food and artisans. Historic Herff 
Farm, 33 Herff Road. 830-249-4616; visitboerne.org

BULVERDE
March 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 Saturday Night Rodeo This rodeo 
features all types of Texas entertainment, from live music 
and dancing to mechanical bulls, mutton’ bustin’, and calf 
scrambles. Enjoy beer, wine, and soft drinks coupled with 
barbecue, tacos, steak, burgers, and more. Tejas Rodeo 
Company, 401 Obst Road. 830-980-2226; tejasrodeo.com

FREDERICKSBURG
March 1 First Friday – Art Walk Fredericksburg Tour fine 
art galleries offering special exhibits, demonstrations, 
refreshments, and extended viewing hours the first 
Friday of every month. Participating fine art galleries in 
Fredericksburg. 830-997-6523; ffawf.com

March 9-10 WWII Pacific Combat Program at the National 
Museum of the Pacific War History comes to life with 
equipment and weapons used during WWII and a 
battle re-enactment set on an island in the Pacific. 
Pacific Combat Zone, 508 E. Austin. 830-997-8600; 
pacificwarmuseum.org

March 15-17 Fredericksburg Trade Days Shop with more 
than 400 vendors or relax in the biergarten while listening 
to live music. Sunday Farms, 355 Sunday Farms Lane. 
210-846-4094; fbgtradedays.com

March 16 Celebrate Texas! Feel history come to life with 
The Old Chisholm Trail Show, the Traditional American 
Indian Society, Tales of the Texas Rangers, and more. 
Texas Rangers Heritage Center, 1636 E. Main. 830-990-
1192; trhc.org 

March 16 Luckenbach Mud Dauber Festival and Chili 
Cookoff Feel the heat at this open chili cookoff and music 
festival named in honor of that pesky wasp. Luckenbach 
Texas. 830-997-3224; luckenbachtexas.com

March 29-April 14 Texas Hill Country Wine and Wildflower 
journey Enjoy Hill Country wineries and wildflowers 
with self-guided tours, including special events, tastings, 
and discounts. Various locations. 872-216-9463; 
texaswinetrail.com

GRUENE
March 2 Texas Independence Day Celebration To celebrate 
the 182nd anniversary of Texas independence, Gruene 
Historic District is throwing its ninth annual Texas-size 

celebration with special offers and special events. Gruene 
Historic District, 1601 Hunter Road. 830-629-5077; 
gruenetexas.com

March 10 Gospel Brunch with a Texas Twist Bret Graham 
sings his cowboy style Gospel tunes and is accompanied 
by The New Soul Invaders, an uplifting gospel band. 
The New Orleans-style gospel brunch features a buffet 
catered by Gristmill River Restaurant & Bar. Gruene 
Hall, 1281 Gruene Road. 830-606-1281; gruenehall.com/
calendar

March 16-17 Old Gruene Market Days Nearly 100 vendors 
offer uniquely crafted items and packaged Texas foods. 
Gruene Historic District, 1601 Hunter Road. 830-629-
5077; gruenemarketdays.com

March 21 Come and Taste It: Meet Texas’ Best 
Winemakers Sample Texas’ best wines and craft brews 
on the third Thursday of each month throughout the 
year (except January). A featured winemaker showcases 
three of their newest releases, top-selling, or hardest-to-
find wines, alongside a craft brew hand-picked by The 
Grapevine staff. The Grapevine, 1612 Hunter Road. 830-
606-0093; grapevineingruene.com

KERRVILLE
March 2 Kerr County Market Days Shop at an indoor 
marketplace for vendors of original handcrafted goods, 
artwork, and homegrown plants and produce. Pets 
on a leash are welcome. Kerr County Hill Country 
Youth Event Center, 3785 SH 27. 830-895-7524; 
kerrmarketdays.org

March 9 Rockapella— Pioneers in the World of A Capella. 
Their mix of original arrangements from the worlds of 
pop, soul, motown, and more ensures an unforgettable 
night. Cailloux Theater, 910 Main St. 830-896-9393; 
caillouxtheater.com

March 9-10 San Antonio Kennel Club All Breed Dog Show 
– Annual all-breed dog show features approximately 
1,000 dogs and more than 100 breeds exhibited. Kerr 
County Hill Country Youth Event Center, 3785 SH 27. 
210-725-0661; sanantoniokennelclub.com

NEW BRAUNFELS
March 5 Alex Meixner in Concert Now that he’s finished 
up his movie with Jack Black, made appearances on 
“The Late Show with Stephen Colbert” and “The Today 
Show,” polka king Alex Meixner returns to the Brauntex 
Theatre. Brauntex Performing Arts Theatre, 290 W. San 
Antonio St. 830-627-0808; brauntex.org

March 14 Mary Shelley’s “Frankenstein” Written two 
centuries ago in 1818, “Frankenstein: The Modern 
Prometheus,” is the first true science fiction novel. 
Brauntex Performing Arts Theatre, 290 W. San Antonio 
St. 830-627-0808; brauntex.org/tickets

March 16-17 Hill Country Comicon – The event promotes 
art, literacy, and imagination through comics and 
pop culture. It features comic books, toys, cards, 
games, artwork, cosplay, apparel, guest creators, and 
celebrities. Break out your capes, helmets, light sabers, 
and wands and gather for a fun weekend. Civic & 
Convention Center, 375 S. Castell Ave. 830-625-2385; 
hillcountrycomicon.com

WIMBERLEY
March 2 Market Day More than 450 outdoor booths are 
filled with art, furniture, collectibles, and treasures of 
all kinds. Live music and food and drink make for a 
shopper’s delight. Lions Field, 601 FM 2325. 512-847-
2201; shopmarketdays.com

March 9 Second Saturday gallery Trail On the second 
Saturday of every month, galleries in and around 
Wimberley invite visitors to come early and stay late 
for wine, light bites, and an art-filled evening. Various 
locations. 269-290-5001; gallerytrail.com

March 10 Starlight Symphony Orchestra Features young 
artists concerts. Wimberley First Baptist Church, 15951 
Winters Mill Parkway. 830-865-0956; starlightsymphony.
org

AREA EVENTS geT oUT aNd eNjoy THe greaT TeXaS HILL COUNTRy!
The most comprehensive events calendar. Send submissions to info@hillcountryexplore.com 
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Craft
Beers80+

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

t /RandomBeeRGaRdn /RandomTexas/RandomTexasFamilyFun

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



REAL. TEXAS. WINE.
Open THURSDAY - SUNDAY

#COMETASTETEXAS

24 Wasp Creek Rd.
Boerne, TX 78006

830.777.6704
SaintTryphon.com

           @sainttryphonwine

100%
Texas Wine

Boerne’s FIRST Winery

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

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

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

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

Caring for your family as our own.Caring for your family as our own.
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as we’ve 
covered in this 
particular column, 
sometimes we 
“celebrate” some 
not-so-good-guys. 
some have been 

murderous military tyrants (santa anna) 
and some have just been blood-thirsty 
mad men that seemingly killed for the 
sake of killing, like this month’s feature, 
Cherokee Bill. 

BADASS 
OF THE
MONTH

A
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I want to stop here and say that no, we’re not great 
supporters of murdering madmen. In fact, the rule of law 
is quite popular with us. That said, sometimes we can take 
bad guys and call them “badass” simply because of their 
sheer determination to commit their evil. In the case of 
Santa Anna, he was exiled from Mexico something like 
12 times, yet kept coming back to wreak havoc. Cherokee 
Bill was no different, yet just as bad. An unstoppable force 
of mayhem, Bill did little but kill, kill, and kill some more 
so he’s certainly not an admirable person, but we’ll simply 
give him a tip of the cap for picking a path and seeing it to 
its awful bloody end at the end of the nooseman’s rope.

Cherokee Bill was born in Fort Concho, Texas, on 8 
February 1876. Bill's father was a hardcore Buffalo Soldier, 
a Sergeant Major in the 10th U.S. Cavalry, and his mother 
was half-Cherokee, half-white, but apparently being just 
one-quarter Cherokee (and not named William) was 
enough for him to get the nickname Cherokee Bill at 
some point during his adventures. In any event, Cherokee 
Bill was infinitely better than his given name, Crawford 
Goldsby, which simply does nothing to capture the insane 
badassery that ol’ Cherokee was about to cause.

Bill is believed to have killed his first man at the age of 12, 
when his brother-in-law told him to go feed some hogs 
(and was being a real jerk about the whole thing) so Bill 
capped him in the throat. Bill was tried for murder but 
acquitted because of his age, because even back in the 
Old West the judicial system was stupid, though the facts 
around Bill’s first murder are debated amongst folks that 
study this sort of stuff.

While this whole murder-at-twelve thing is hotly 
debated among historians with nothing better to do, 
what we do know for sure is that Cherokee Bill started 
getting hardcore into criminal evilness in 1894. It started 
innocuously enough – the 18-year-old Bill was at a 
county dance with some hot babe he was totally into – 
but then all of a sudden he came across some complete 
jerk 35 year-old guy who was a rival of one of Bill's older 
brothers. The jerkface started fronting all up on Bill right 
in front of his lady, so of course Bill had to get this guy 
handled by cold-cocking him in the face with a right hook 
and shooting him a couple times in the chest. The dude 
ended up pulling through his wounds and surviving, but 
not before Cherokee Bill had fled the scene of the crime, 
escaped to the Indian Territories, and joined a gang of 
hardened criminals intent upon turning the entire Indian 
Territory into a gigantic cesspool of scum and villainy. Ya 
know, stuff that was right up Cherokee Bill’s alley.

The next year and a half of Cherokee Bill's life basically 
reads like a non-stop series of murders, robberies, 
asskickings, and hostage situations without any trace of 
remorse, pity, or mercy. Riding with a hardened, ultra-
mustachioed gang of badasses with names like Texas 
Jack, the Verdigris Kid, Skeeter Baldwin, and Chicken 
Lucas (presumably the "comic relief " of the gang) these 
lawless desperadoes went on a criminal rampage that 
left every city in the Territories in the grip of panic and 
terror and death. In the summer of 1894, Bill robbed the 
railroad Depot at Nowata (in present-day Oklahoma), 
killing the depot operator with a mixture of bad language 
and bullets. He then proceeded to stand patiently on the 
platform next to a dead body and wait a few minutes for 
the next train to show up (he was just hard like that). 
When the train rolled up to the station, Bill threw open 
the express car's door and told the conductor he was 
robbing the joint. The conductor told Bill to go dry-hump 
a radiator, so Bill shot him through the beard at point-

blank range, gunned down the brake man (just for good 
measure), robbed the train anyways, and then somehow 
rode the heck outta there before the cops showed up.

For the next couple months, whenever Bill wasn't stealing 
horses, robbing stagecoaches and trains, or moonshining 
his own whiskey (awesome), he was busting a cylinder's 
worth of .45s into anybody unlucky enough to be within 
a few hundred feet of whatever crime he was in the 
process of committing. Like one time he robbed a bank 
and somehow ended up shooting the town barber in the 
back for a reason that probably made sense at the time. 
Another time he was robbing a different bank, and some 
local painter peeked in the window to see what was going 
on, so Bill capped that jerk through the window, said 
some shit about how he had no appreciation for the fine 
arts, and went right back to emptying the contents of the 
bank safe down his pants. (Interestingly, despite all the 
robbing/pillaging/plundering/murdering this guy did, this 
murder was the crime he actually ended up hanging for.)

But all things (both good and miserable) need to come 
to an end sometime, and Cherokee Bill was finally 
arrested in February of 1895. Bill was at some girl's house, 
hungover as hell from a night of whiskey, morphine, and 
sexing, and when Bill went to light a hand-rolled cigarette 
in her fireplace some jerkwad deputy ran into the house 
and clubbed Bill in the back of the head with a giant log 
of firewood. The deputy later testified that he thought 
he'd hit Bill hard enough to kill him, but instead Bill just 
fell down, rolled over, and started throwing haymaker 
punches at anything that moved. It took three deputies 
fifteen minutes to finally subdue him, but Bill still wasn't 
done resisting arrest – on the way to Nowata for trial he 
snapped his handcuffs (!) and tried to grab the pistol from 

one of his guards' holsters. The assaulted guard ended up 
falling out of the stagecoach, taking the pistol with him, 
and two deputies with shotguns managed to convince Bill 
to put on a fresh set of manacles and settle the hell down.

As you can imagine, Cherokee Bill still wasn't finished. 
When the sentence of "death by hanging" was issued by 
Judge Isaac Parker, Bill's mom started freaking out all 
hysterically, but Bill, in the middle of the courtroom, just 
turned to her, smiled a huge grin, and said cryptically, 
"Hey, I ain't dead yet."

A few days later an astute janitor found a six-shooter 
hidden in a bucket of lye in the prison bathroom.

Three days after that, when a prison guard went to 
check on the prisoners, Bill pulled a false brick out of 
the wall of his cell, revealing a hand-dug hole behind 
the wall that had a revolver stashed in it. Bill drew the 
gun, killed the guard, and then orchestrated a fifteen-
minute prison standoff, holding the guards off from his 
prison cell, shooting at anyone who peeked their heads 
around the corner. The terrified guards later testified 
that he was taunting them mercilessly, laughing like a 
madman, and, according to some versions, gobbling 
like a turkey every time he fired. This is weird, but I 
think it's weird in a good way.

The situation was eventually diffused by a fellow inmate, 
Bill was convicted for a second murder, and on 17 March 
1896 Cherokee Bill was executed at a well-attended public 
hanging. On his way out to the gallows, all he said to the 
crowd was, "This is about as good a day to die as any”. He 
was twenty years old.
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But Kathleen Marie Wilson figured out a way to make 
searching for images work for her—and became a 
nationally recognized, award-winning pyrographer in 
the process.

Pyrography actually means ‘fire drawing’: Kathleen selects 
a piece of wood that, to her practiced eye and exceptional 
ingenuity, will eventually become a vessel extraordinaire 
for stories and pictures. Once she has determined the 
tale her wood wants to express, Kathleen begins burning 
her visions into it with a delicate electric pen—always 
going with the grain, never against it—and occasionally 
applying color to the finished product. Her work is such a 

marvelous combination of imagination and hard physical 
labor that it’s almost impossible to determine where her 
picture begins and the wood grain leaves off.

Kathleen prefers light-colored hardwoods with interesting 
grain patterns. She began using basswood (and still 
recommends it to beginners), then advanced to woods 
with more character: pecan, maple, poplar, sycamore 
and cypress, among others. One piece of wood in her 
workshop had a beautiful blue cloudy haze through it, 
perfect for her work, but the color comes from a disease 
caused by a pine beetle. It’s perfect for her art, she says, 
but very bad for the Lodge Pole Pine.

“Pecan is another wonderful wood that I love to use,” she 
explains, “but those distinct lines are caused by spalted 
pecan fungus. Some of my best pieces are created on 
spalted woods.”

Kathleen started dabbling in the art of pyrography when 
she was just a child. Her mother, a Cub Scout leader, gave 
her an inexpensive wood-burning set, complete with a 
wedge-tipped tool similar to a soldering iron, like the one 
her scouts were learning to use. 

“The kit came with a little pattern,” Kathleen explains 
with a grin. “There was a little piece of plywood with a 

BY RONNI HOESSLI

KATHLEEN MARIE WILSON:
FIRE DRAWING

as kids, most of us loved to plop down in the grass, gaze up into the sky, and see 
how many images we could discover hiding among the swirls and swells of cotton-
candy clouds. Just as we were really getting into it, some grown-up would holler, “stop 
daydreaming and finish your chores!” Eventually, often rebelling all the way, we took on 
adult responsibilities and stopped looking for pictures in the clouds. 

A
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picture on it that you could burn in it with the iron, but 
I didn’t like any of the pictures. So I turned it over and 
burned my own picture into the back. I just wanted to 
do it my way.”

Encouraged by her family to follow her instincts, 
Kathleen Marie Wilson has always marched to the beat 
of her own drummer, as have her older brother and 
two younger sisters.

“My mother was very supportive,” she explains. “We 
didn’t have much money, but she always managed to 
scrape up enough to buy me some art supplies. And my 
grandmother used to save her old calendars so I could 
draw on the backs of the calendar pages. That gave me 
twelve pages of blank paper I could draw on. That kind of 
support is invaluable to a child.”

When Kathleen was about seven years old, the family 
moved to the edge of Mount Vernon, Ohio, a wonderful 
little town she calls ‘Dream Middle America.’ Kathleen felt 
as if she was living out in the country because there was a 
wide open field across from her home bordered by woods 
that seemed to go on forever.

“I could go out in the woods any time I wanted to and 
sort of get away from…people,” she says with a wry, rather 
embarrassed grin. “I climbed trees and stayed up there 
for hours. I liked observing the wildlife and how they 
behaved, and I studied the plants. I learned, too, that if 
I was still for five or ten minutes, all the animals would 
ignore me. All I had to do was stay quiet. Birds would 
land right next to me and do their thing like I wasn’t even 
there. One time I was sitting in a really comfortable tree 
when a squirrel ran across the ground, up the trunk of the 
tree, and right across my lap. It was so cool.”

She and her next-door neighbor, also a budding artist, 
became inseparable best friends.

“We’d go down in the basement and draw pictures 
together.” Kathleen chuckles. “Come to think of it, that’s 
probably where my love of western art started. We’d copy 
pictures from Remington—you know, cowboys and 
horses. We both loved horses so much.”

When the family moved to Fairborn, Ohio, Kathleen 
felt as if she had been uprooted from the heart of the 
wilderness and dropped into the middle of a major 
metropolitan area. “I’m a country girl,” she explains with a 
grin, “so even though Fairborn isn’t a large city, it was way 
too big for me.”

Maybe it was the woods of Mount Vernon, or the 
Remington pictures, or the Louis L’Amour westerns she 
had devoured as a kid, but Kathleen always knew she 
would one day move west. So, after college, Kathleen 
and her then-husband, Tom, headed for San Antonio—a 
seemingly fearless act Kathleen now says was based on the 
fearless stupidity of youth.

“It was just an adventure to us, even though we were 
completely broke and drove a ‘Heap of the Week’ car we 
bought for $180. We left Ohio in the middle of a blizzard 
with nothing but our camping gear, a few items of 
clothing, my dog and three pet mice. We didn’t have sense 
enough to be afraid.”

Over the years Kathleen has perfected not only the art of 
pyrography, but she’s also become a skilled woodworker, 
metal worker and furniture-maker.  It didn’t make sense 
to her when people said that a woman couldn’t work with 
wood or use a chain saw.

“What’s that got to do with gender?” she asks indignantly. 
“If someone else can do something, there’s no reason I 
can’t do it, too.”

Tall, slender, and utterly natural, Kathleen has never been 
afraid to take on unusual jobs in order to support her 

art career. She’s bartended, stuffed fish for a taxidermist, 
and even scooped poop as a groom for a quarter horse 
training stable. “Unlike most artists, though, I’ve never 
been a waitress or a secretary,” she says with a laugh. “I 
can’t type.”

Kathleen also worked in watercolor, acrylic, pencil, pastel, 
and pen-and-ink because those art forms seemed to sell 
better, but the procedures didn’t inspire her. She built 
furniture, carved wood, and worked in metal, but her 
heart longed to return to wood-burning. She had fallen 
back into the old trap, she says now, of accepting other 
people’s boundaries for her life and not listening to her 
own spirit. She realized she had to stop caring about 
whether or not her work would ever be accepted and 
simply return to doing what she loved.

“Wood-burning was my true passion and it didn’t matter 
how difficult it was. I finally understood that success isn’t 
how much money you make, but how much enthusiasm 
and energy you have to share with others.”

Today, Kathleen’s life is all about enthusiasm, energy, and 
passion. She and her husband, Jeff (an expert woodworker 
she met in an Austin lumberyard), reside on 15 acres near 
Pedernales Falls State Park outside of Johnson City, and 
their lifestyle is very ‘green.’ They heat their home with 
a wood stove, and cutting firewood is an annual chore. 
Their water comes from an elaborate rainwater-capturing 
system, they recycle so much they don’t even need trash 
pick-up, and they’re installing a ‘solar-toilet’ as part of an 
innovative Dream Shack they’re building to illustrate how 
green living really works.

“I’m not saying this is the only way to live,” Kathleen 
explains earnestly, “but it’s the only way for me to live. I 
have to walk the talk because I care so much.”

Since horses and natural living are so important to 
Kathleen, it stands to reason that one of her favorite 
charities is the Proud Spirit Horse Sanctuary, located in 
Mena, Arkansas; she does all she can to help them. These 
horses, formerly abused or neglected, will run free for the 
rest of their lives on 320 acres, making Proud Spirit the 
largest privately-run sanctuary in the country. (For more 
on this amazing sanctuary, visit www.horsesofproudspirit.
com.) 

Kathleen has won numerous awards over the years, and 
was inducted in 2004 into her hometown’s Fairborn 
Schools Hall of Honor: Career Achievement, Community 
Service and High Standard of Character. She also belongs 
to a group of professional artists known throughout Texas 
as the Texas Wild Bunch, and has been profiled by CBS’ 
Texas Country Reporter as well as several magazines. 

Kathleen’s work appears in The Black Spur Emporium 
(www.blackspuremporium.com) and The Silver K Café 
in Johnson City, as well as in other locations, and she 
especially enjoys receiving visitors at her workshop 
and gallery on her own property. Sharing the place 
that inspires her is one of the things she loves to do. To 
make an appointment for a private showing or for more 
information, visit  www.kathleenmariestudio.com.
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I’ve done a lot 
of talking about 
my Southern 
heritage, and a 
lot of cooking to 
show it off. But 
long before my 
people were living 

in the southern United States, their people were living 
in Ireland, Scotland, England, and Germany…Once 
they finally hopped on boats to come to the states, they 
married other Irishman, Englishman, and some Native 
Americans. What eventually trickled down to become the 
greater part of my heritage was Irish, Native American, 
and German. I know. I’m a regular World Atlas of genetic 
material. The upside is that I get to celebrate A LOT. Just 
about any week of the year, one or more of the groups in 
my gene pool is celebrating something.

When I am in the kitchen, the influence that comes out 
most often is the Native American, as it was also the 
most influential to the Latin American and Southwestern 
cultures from which Texas grew. My cooking style, which 
I call Texas Fusion, seeks to incorporate those flavors into 
dishes from other cultures and regions.

But the part of my heritage that was the most evident 
in my family life and my formative years was the Irish 
part. Since we celebrate Saint Patrick’s Day this week, it’s 
a perfect time to honor that heritage. My people came 
from Ireland, from the area around County Limerick, and 
County Cork. Our family name, and my maiden name, is 
Gough, a variation from the much earlier McKeough. It 
rhymes with cough.

One of the traits that has come to typify, if not stereotype 
the Irish people is their love of drink, song, and some very 
colorful language. Have I mentioned how a good thick 
Irish brogue (accent) makes me go weak in the knees? 

If you are watching a movie set in Ireland, there will 
almost inevitably be a scene set in a bar filled with rosy-
cheeked locals drinking pints of Guinness and singing 
Irish folk songs. A more cheerful and gregarious bunch of 
Catholics there never was. And nobody can turn a phrase 
better than an Irishman.

My Papa was no exception. Since I was a little girl, I 
remember him always, always singing--except when he 
was humming-- “GalwayBay”, and “Danny Boy”. And 
since he was also a proper Catholic—like any good 
Irishman should be—he also sung “The Lord’s Prayer”, 
and “Ave Maria”. He had the voice of an angel, and I can 
still hear him singing like it was yesterday.

Singing in an Irish Pub would not be complete without 
liberal application of alcohol, and Ireland is famous for 
producing its share. Guinness Stout, and Irish Whiskey, 
most notably.

Guinness is the famously dark ale that has been produced 
in Dublin since 1759, and is the most popular drink in 
Ireland.

Irish Whiskey is a hard liquor made of one or more types 
of grains—barley being most common. It is almost always 
distilled three times and aged for at least three years, 
although frequently much longer. Only products distilled 
in Ireland can legally be called Irish Whiskey, in much 

the same way that only sparkling wines bottled in France 
can legitimately be called Champagne. Also, the whiskey 
produced in most other countries—the United States 
being an exception—are spelled whisky. Scotch Whisky 
and Canadian Whisky, for example.

Given their proclivity for drinking and cheerful song, 
no culture has produced better toasts or folk expressions 
than the Irish:

“Bricks and mortar make a house but the laughter of 
children makes a home” 
“Many a time a man’s mouth broke his nose”
“May the roof above us never fall in, and us friends 
beneath it never fall out”
And due to the large incidence of Catholicism in Ireland, 
plenty of lovely blessings too…….
 
“May the road rise to meet you, 
May the wind be always at your back, 
May the sun shine warm upon your face, 
The rains fall soft upon your fields, 
And until we meet again, 
May God hold you 
In the palm of his hand.”
 
“May you have: 
A world of wishes at your command. 
God and his angels close to hand. 
Friends and family their love impart, 
and Irish blessings in your heart!”
 
“Laughter is brightest where food is best”

JEFF WILSON

ERIN GO BRAUGH
“may you always walk in sunshine. may you never want for more. may irish angels rest 
their wings right beside your door”

M

DINING
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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 

18 different beer-Rita’s • Live music • Kids play area
HH - Monday - Friday 11:00am - 7:00pm

NOW OPEN!

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

830-331-2023

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



Weekley begins, “I used to be co-owner of Calamity Jane’s 
on Main Street. I loved it, but with a young family, I left 
that and spent the next 10 years just being Mom to my 
sons, Brady and Blake.” Along with her husband Mark, 
Andi enjoyed real estate investing and flipping houses and 
found she had a real knack for it. However, 3 years ago on 
a routine trip to Telluride, things would change for her.
“3 years ago in August I was in Telluride and my sister 
in law passed away suddenly.  Obviously, it was awful. 
We flew home for a bit and I quickly went back with 2 
of my nieces to help out for a bit. I couldn’t sleep. I was 
just riddled with anxiety and worry. I ran into a woman 
that was a yoga instructor and I asked if she could teach 
my nieces and I yoga. We did it and I left there with such 
peace and I could sleep and I thought ‘I have to figure out 
how to teach this to other people.’ I had my certification 
the following year.”

But gaining certification was a twisting road for Weekley 
as she sought a particular “kind” of yoga certification. She 
continues, “I wanted to find a Christian yoga instructor 
to teach me. I called around and couldn’t find anyone.  
I forget where I was, but I found a business card for 
someone highlighting Christian Yoga, so I ultimately 
got certified through her. Since then, it’s simply been 
amazing. A lot of people have a major reality check after 
yoga because it’s the first time in a long time they’ve had 
a mind/body/soul presence, and yoga really does help 
with diabetes, blood pressure, anxiety, inflammation, 
everything . I simply love that I actually have a job that 
helps people, and I take great pride in that.”

With her certifications in place, Weekley took her real 
estate experience and immediately struck out to find 
her own studio. “My girlfriend told me about this place 
(121 Rosewood Ave) and I bought it. I then completely 
remodeled the entire thing. To say it’s been a lot of work 
is an understatement, but it’s done and I’m super proud 
of it.” 

As for “Christian Yoga”, Weekley explains, “I’ve done 
Bible Study Fellowship for 7 or 8 years and I went to a 
biblical college but I’m not the perfect Christian, nor am 
I trying to be. People connect with me in yoga because 
I’m not traditional. A lot of people that start with me 
that have never been into yoga and I have developed 
my own version of yoga that is not as “normal” as a lot 
of people might have experienced. And while I use the 
words “Christian Yoga”, I want people to know that I’m 
not preaching to anyone. At the end of each session, 
we read a devotional and if there are some folks that 
are battling something in particular, I pray for those. I 
simply thank God for the space, the time, our children, 
and to help us be better than yesterday – then we move 
through some of the requests. It’s probably the only time 
that some get a devotional throughout the day and I pray 
that it resonates with them. This is not MY studio – it’s 
a God thing. It’s not through me, it’s through Him, so I 
know that it will be successful.”

That success is obviously Weekley’s goal, but the end 
goal of what she calls success isn’t simply monetary. 
“Yoga Nidra is a part of our practice where I start with 
saying that you should focus on your knees, ankles, 
thighs, etc…it walks you through this relaxation and by 
the time they stand up they are jello. I talk with them 
about their intention for the day? Grace? Gratitude? 
Peace? Discipline? So throughout the pose, we talk about 
focusing on the intention as opposed to the pose. I ask 
them about what feeling do you get from that word? 
What action? When they’re mindlessly driving, they 
remember that I’m focusing on peace or discipline today 
and that is the part of yoga that I just love. It’s physical, 
but I just love working with people on their emotional 
health, mental health, and ultimately their spiritual 
health. That’s my real reward from this and the part that 
keeps me the most motivated.”

BY BEN SCHOOLEY

ART OF
THE STRETCH
With previous careers in retail store ownership and real estate investing, one shouldn’t 
be surprised that andi Weekley is now the owner of agave Wellness studio here in town. 
Struggling with grief, stress, and anxiety, Weekley basically crawled her way to her first 
yoga class, and has been hooked ever since. W

AGAVE WELLNESS STUDIO
121 Rosewood Ave.

Boerne, TX 78006
www.agavewell.com

830-431-5611
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CRAFT BEER & WINE

SANDWICHES * SALADS

GOURMET

PIZZA

118 Old San Antonio RD. * Boerne TX * 830.331.1212

Wednesday -  Sunday 1 1 :00 a .m.  -  9 :30 p .m.

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

FIRE
IT UP
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S
so anyway, where were we? oh yeah…

We were talking about the first people to ever live in Texas, many, many long years ago- people 
who got here 13,000, 50,000, maybe 100,000 years before us, and who have been living on this 
land ever since. they got here by walking across the Bering strait from russia when the strait 
had become a land bridge because the sea levels were so much lower then, in the ice age, being 
largely sucked up into massive glaciers and the thick ice sheets that covered most of the land.

FIRST COME FIRST 
SERVED
By Marjorie Hagy

HISTORY
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They got here by boats landed on the various shores 
of what would become the United States, Canada and 
Mexico, and they got here in many different waves 
of immigration at different times. That’s where I 
unceremoniously ditched you the last time we talked 
about the whole, total and complete history of Texas, and 
then I wrote several month’s worth of fluff - sorry about 
that, but there have been big huge seismic changes in the 
continuing Adventures of Marjorie, and I’ve been as busy 
as a three-legged cat in a roomful of rocking chairs... or 
would they be nervous? I feel like they’d be both, busy 
and nervous the poor things, hopping around on their 
three legs, and besides, I haven’t got an alternate folksy 
simile handy right now to convey to you just how bananas 
everything’s been over here in Marjville, so the three-
legged cat thing’ll hafta do. Now again, where were we?

Right, so now we have the First Americans in North 
America, following the herds that were their sustenance 
- not just their food, but their source of shelter, clothing, 
weapons, utensils, all that stuff- from the tip of Alaska 
(or from wherever they entered) on down into the 

rest of the New World, via an ice-free path that was 
opening up as the Ice Age came to an end and the world 
warmed up, melting all that ice and making it possible 
for the mastodon and the mammoth to roam further 
afield and for the people to follow them. And as the ice 
melted and the herds spread out over the land, so did 
the first Americans, until they had reached every corner 
of the North American continent by the end of what 
archaeologists and anthropologists today call the Archaic 
Period, which ended around 3,000 years ago and the thing 
we’re gonna talk about today.

The lives of the Paleo-Indians were about to change in 
a great big way. All those thousands of years, back into 
the mists of prehistory, in Africa and Asia and Europe 
and now in the Americas, the first humans had kept 
body and soul together by following the migration of the 
herds of enormous animals, and killing them in order 
to provide themselves with virtually every single thing 
they needed to survive in a harsh and brutal world- and 
now those animals were dying. Whatever did them in- 
whether it was the dramatic change in climate by the end 
of the Ice Age or something else- the First Americans 
suddenly had to rethink their ink. They would have to 
adapt their very nature to suit the colossal-scale changes 
taking place in their world. For as long as anyone could 
remember, the mainstay of their existence had been what 
are now called the Pleistocene megafauna- that is, the 
enormous herbivore creatures like the wooly mammoth 
and the mastodon, a pair of big ol’ bruisers running 
six to nine tons a pop; the gigantic ground sloth, who 
stood ten feet tall and weighed in at a ton and change; 
the Glyptodon, who was basically a Super Econo-sized 
armadillo measuring 11 feet long and a respectable one 
ton of his own; and another critter who called himself the 
Castoroides, or giant beaver, no slouch at seven feet long 
and nearly three hundred pounds, and sporting a full 
set of six-inch long teeth. Now hang on, indulge me for 
just a sec: close your eyes, right now. Don’t worry about 
somebody watching you and thinking you’re some 
kinda weirdo- if you do catch someone giving you side 
eye go ahead and confirm their suspicion by turning 
on them and demanding, “Can’t a guy [or whatever 
you are] visualize Pleistocene megafauna without you 
getting all up in his [or her] grill?” Now conjure up a 
picture of a ten foot tall, 2,200 pound sloth or a beaver 
the size of an African lion, and if you have the time and 
the emotional fortitude, a Glyptodon who makes Lone 
Star’s giant armadillo look like a musk turtle in a shoe 
box. Now open your eyes and go on with your life, but 
good luck sleeping tonight.

There were many other mythical-sounding animals too, 
whose, as Michael Cleese stated the case, metabolic 
processes became history, who kicked the bucket, shuffled 
off this mortal coil, ran down the curtain and joined the 
bleedin’ choir invisible, at the end of the Ice Age. And 
this mass die-off- what the scientists who study this kind 
of thing call the Quaternary extinction event- wasn’t 
unique to North America, it happened all over the world, 
changing the course of human history before it even got 
good and started. Animals weighing more than a hundred 
pounds or so simply went extinct just everywhere- across 
Europe and Asia the die-off included straight-tusked 
elephants, the cave bear, the interglacial rhinoceros and 
the Eurasian hippopotamus- and with the disappearance 
of the herbivores, the carnivores lost their food supply 
and vanished as well, the sabertooth cat, the cave lions 
and the European leopard. Here in what was to become 

the States, no less than ninety species just disappeared- 
the American lion and American cheetah, many varieties 
of moose (meese?), bison, pronghorn sheep, llamas and 
camels, birds like the giant condors and a 9-foot long 
behemoth called, nightmarishly, the sabertooth salmon. 
(And horses- yup, horses. That might not mean much 
right now, but we’ll get back to it later- see, the thing is, 
horses were supposed to have been introduced to North 
America by the Spanish in the 1500s, but here they are 
going extinct many moons before Spain was even a 
thing. Remember that.) The same scientists who throw 
around terms like ‘Quaternary extinction event’ have 
come up with several different possible explanations for 
the die-off, among the favorites are: that the big animals 
were over-hunted by all the new humans showing up all 
over the place; that they couldn’t adapt to climate change 
as the world’s weather warmed up; that they were hit 
with an epidemic- or several- of some disease; or that a 
cataclysmic phenomenon, like a direct hit from a comet 
or an asteroid, wiped them out. Most of the scientists 
tend to believe it was a combination of some or all of 
these factors that did it, but they all feel like the booming 
human population was likely the biggest contributor to 
the extinction of the Ice Age giants. But...what are ya 
gonna do? The Paleo-Indians in North America- and 
primitive people all over the world- had a great deal 
of respect for the creatures who provided everything 
they needed to survive, and wanton killing was not in 
their playbook- just, people gotta eat. And more people 
needing to eat meant more animals having to die.

So now our First Americans- and everybody else on 
the planet- had to adapt their ways of living to their 
changing world, and that meant hunting for much 
smaller prey, like deer and rabbits, as well as padding 
out their diet with other stuff they found growing from 
the earth, stuff like nuts and berries and insects- yeah, 
eeeww- and with the fish they saw teeming in all that 
fresh water in all those rivers, swollen now with the 
melt from the thawing Ice Age. They foraged- gathered 
(as in hunter-gatherer) for not only nuts and seeds and 
that kind of thing, but also for roots and leaves and 
mushrooms and wild onions and all kinds of edible 
plants, a lot of which they figured out how to preserve, 
and for fresh fruit which they ate right away.

This is a thing I know at least one of y’all out there in 
Reader World must’ve wondered about too- I can’t accept 
that I’m the only fruitcake on the loose who thinks 
about stuff like this: so, how did those very first people 
figure out what they could eat and what would kill ‘em? 
For instance, I’ve always heard that the berries on the 
mountain laurel trees (we used to call them hot beans, 
the standard procedure being to rub one briskly on the 
sidewalk like a madman and then stick it on your victim’s 
arm to deliver a literal sick burn- I can’t recall at this late 
remove whether the ensuing pain was relatively minor 
like being lightly poked by a sticker burr tangled up in 
your shoelace or whether it was horribly excruciating, 
more like having lit matches shoved under your toenails. 
Once when I was a kid and my chubby little feet were 
like shoe leather from running around barefoot on 
caliche and crabgrass and rocks all the time, I stepped 
on a scorpion and bent down for a simple sticker burr-
ectomy when I discovered that sucker hanging on to my 
foot like grim death. It hardly hurt at all, but the next six 
hundred scorpion stings sure as hell did, especially the 
time one of those bastards fell off the ceiling onto my 
face in the middle of the night- there was a significant 
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emotional toll to that one, sadly, and I still react to the 
merest unexpected brush to my skin by springing into 
the air with an alacrity surprising in someone of my age 
and weight category and breaking into a berserk parody 
of a person in the late stages of St. Vitus Dance. If giant 
scorpions were among the varmints who croaked off 
during the Quaternary extinction event I hafta confess, 
I’m not sorry at all and I’m glad they’re dead.) I’ll start 
overeveryone says mountain laurel berries are poisonous 
and the stricture against EVER eating one of those bad 
boys was right up there in the hill country catechism with 
the other Nine Commandments of Childhood, including 
Don’t Shove in Line for the Drinking Fountain, Never 
Go Into Mom & Dad’s Room After Bedtime Without 
Knocking And On Second Thought Just Stay In Bed 
and the classic, Don’t Ever Stick Your Head Out of the 
Bus Window Or An 18-wheeler Will Come Along and 
Knock It Clean Off Oh Yes Ma’am It Certainly Is True, 
It Happened On A Field Trip Once When I Was The 
Chaperone. To get on with this analogy- say you’re a 
brand-new forager, maybe the first Homo Sapiens ever 
to set foot in what will eventually become Boerne, Texas, 
and you’re going along picking and eating mustang 
grapes just as happy as a clam at high water, and there’s a 

mountain laurel tree in the same sun-dappled clearing 
and it’s covered with lovely little berries and you go, 
what the hell? And you eat a handful of those too how 
could you know not to? Maybe that’s how you know, 
or more accurately, how everybody else knows, maybe 
they’d glance up from their own hunter-gatherering 
and say “Wow, well Harry’s dead, y’all stay away from 
those little ones on that tree that smells so good.” And 
while we’re on the topic, how did early people know 
which animals you could milk? I can certainly see 
how the decision was made to NOT pull up a milking 
stool and grab a handful of teat on the undercarriage 
of a 2,000-pound sloth, but was there a whole painful 
process during which they tried milking everything 
else from a flat-headed peccary to a giant tortoise to a 
common or garden variety housecat? And which one of 
them saw a goat and said NOW we’re talkin’?

This is silly and beside the point. What really fascinates 
me about history, and prehistory too- and I’m not fooling 
around right now- is that when you look at all the things 
that’ve happened in the world all throughout time, you 
find yourself making these amazing connections- there 
are simply hundreds, thousands even, of what they call 
aha! moments when one weird puzzle piece finally falls 

perfectly into place and you suddenly see the whole 
picture. Now, looking at this Quaternary extinction event 
and realizing how this one sort of obscure episode that 
maybe a lot of people don’t know about, or certainly don’t 
think of in terms of shaping human society- that’s not 
the one missing piece that reveals The Great Mystery, it 
doesn’t explain the fall of Rome and how Nazi Germany 
happened. But it is, like every other thing that’s ever 
happened in our history, one of those revelations that help 
us understand how we are who we are and how we got 
here, and the more pieces we put together, the clearer the 
image of the world and our place in it becomes. See??

So this mass extinction of all those giant animals at 
the end of the Ice Age- one enormous result of the 
disappearance of the large prey was that the way people 
lived in the world had to change. They had to hunt 
smaller animals now that the big ones were gone, and 
a 5-pound rabbit who can run like a bat outta hell is a 
whole ‘nother enchilada than a 6-ton wooly mammoth 
whose peak lumbering speed would be just about as fast 
as you might imagine a 6-ton wooly mammoth could 
lumber, and whose barn-door proportions you could 
throw spears at all day long without a miss, and keep on 

doing it til he drops dead several hours later. So the Paleo 
Indians had to come up with some new strategies tailored 
to their new environment, and they rose to the occasion 
by thinking up a bunch of new and advanced tools, like a 
thing called the atlatl, a spear thrower that increased the 
distance and accuracy over one thrown by hand, which 
was also a lever- Bam! They’d invented a simple machine. 
In having to use fish as another source of food, the people 
had to develop the tools they needed to hollow out logs 
for dugout canoes and the technology to create boats 
covered with animal hides, and all kinds of things like 
that to basically refit their lives to their new reality. It was 
a big leap in thinking, in intelligence, in technology- all 
set off by the die-off of the megafauna. They had to adapt, 
and they had to expand their minds to fit the needs of 
adaptation. See how that works?

The people were forced to flesh out their diet with the new 
things for which they foraged, with edible plants and fruit 
and fish- look at it this way: a 10-ton mastodon would’ve 
provided considerably more meat than any amount of 
rabbits the hunters could bag in one day, so they had to 
look for food elsewhere. And from foraging and gathering 
it was another leap to farming, to rely less on the chance 
of what one might be able to forage, by planting and 

harvesting their own food, so ensuring they would have 
what they needed in the future. That’s a huge leap!

And what’s more- in order to make that provision, that 
investment in the future, the people had to make a 
commitment to stick around in that one place to tend to 
their crop, thus ushering in a whole new kind of life in the 
New World- the dawn of the community. Do you see what 
a prodigious bound forward in human development that 
is? Why, if the megafauna had lived forever, human beings 
might never have left off following the paths of migration, 
might never have coalesced into groups and families, 
might never have created a society. Now the people who 
had always lived a nomadic life following the herds as 
they ranged for thousands of miles, camping wherever 
they happened to be when the sun went down, they began 
to put down roots, literally, in one place. 

The hunters among their number still stalked their prey 
and brought the animal back to sustain their clan, but 
the prey was no longer on the move, it was now plentiful, 
all year round, in the forests and deserts and grasslands, 
in the hill country and along the coasts and rivers and 
lakes where they settled, and it was no longer necessary 
for the whole tribe to travel all day, every day, following 
the herds on foot while carrying everything they needed 
as they went. Instead, whole extended families were able 
to settle down in one place and work toward a future 
goal- and with their improved diet, and relieved of the 
necessity of spending their whole store of energy every 
day in the struggle to simply survive, the People suddenly 
had more freedom, more leisure time, as it were- I mean, 
they weren’t suddenly going to the nail salon and playing 
Candy Crush and going over to each other’s houses 
for coffee at the Stitch n’ Bitch, but unfettered from the 
burden of roaming the country on the trail of their ever-
moving sustenance, they gained the time and stability- 
and the energy- to put toward other pursuits, things like 
socializing and building a community, toward recreation, 
toward attention to their inner lives, to the tribal rituals, 
to their spiritual lives. 

And so communities began to form and grow, setting 
off more advances in tool use for construction and 
architecture, as they began building more permanent 
homes. And as their lives took on more stability, the 
various groups and families, clans and tribes began 
interacting with one another, trading skins and furs and 
tools and food, intermarrying and forming alliances and 
building the first vestiges of governmental systems.

Somewhere in there, around 3,000 years ago now, the 
First People, the Paleo-Indians- whether they got here 
from Russia via the Bering Strait or from the Far East 
across the Pacific or from any other spot on the North 
American shore- they reached the point where they’d 
had planted their camps and settlements from one end of 
the continent to the other. In Texas, from the fishermen 
Karankawa who ranged along the Gulf Coast to the 
Coahuiltecan people, eking out a sparse existence on the 
roots, herbs and prickly pear cactus they scavenged from 
the arid country of the Rio Grande; the Tonkawa and the 
Lipan in the central Texas hill country and the Comanche 
and Apache tribes arriving late in west Texas and down 
from the Great American Desert country in the north, to 
the Red River Caddo in east Texas from whose language 
came the word taysha meaning ‘friend’, a word the 
Spanish explorer-invaders would spell tejas - all over this 
place under the sun, the first Native Texans forged their 
deep understanding of, and abiding awe and respect for, 
this land, under the auspices of the great gods and good, 
faithful spirits who’d brought them to, and sustained them 
in, this whole New World.
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1499 S. Main Street 830-331-1391boernefarmhouse@gmail.comBoerne, TX 78006 (Across from the Dog & Pony Grill)

Visit The Rock Shop 
Featuring our huge new Erskine Rock Collection

Over 15,000 specimens for sale

Minerals • Crystals • Fossils • Gemstones

www.CascadeCaverns.com - Everyday 9 - 5
226 Cascade Caverns Road, Boerne

830.755.8080
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The average house costs: $362,400
The average car costs: $35,285
The average wage is: $59,055

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.50 
Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $2.79 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $3.21

The average house cost: $247,900

The average car cost: $29,024

The average wage was: $40,405

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.41 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $2.84 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $3.07

The average house cost: $21,724
The average car cost: $2,650

The average wage was: $4,659

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.05 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $0.31 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $0.95

The average house cost: $6,827

The average car cost: $920
The average wage was: $1,561

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.3 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $0.19 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $0.60

The average house cost: $122,900

The average car cost: $11,300

The average wage was: $21,028
Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.25 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $1.16 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $2.78

The average house cost: $16,751

The average car cost: $1,500

The average wage was: $2,799

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.03 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $0.20 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $0.92

The average house cost: $6,187

The average car cost: $440

The average wage was: $641

Cost of a first-class stamp: $0.2 

Cost of a gallon of regular gas: $0.16 

Cost of a gallon of Milk: $0.29

Iraq War – 2003-2011

Gulf war / OperaTiOn 
DeserT sTOrM

1990-1991

VieTnaM war
1955-1975

priCe
TiMeline

KOrean war
1950-1953

wwii – 1939 – 1945

WWI – 1914-1918

Ever wondered how much a gallon of milk cost during WWI? If so, you are in luck. We compiled a 

timeline of popular items and broke down the cost of each item during WWI, WWII, Korean War, 

Vietnam War, Gulf War and the Iraq War. Get ready to be surprised!
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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.

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.

Comprehensive foot and ankle care clinic treating 
patients of all ages and conditions from athletes foot 

to major bone deformities.
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I do an 
extraordinary 
amount of stupid 
stuff. I can sit in 
my chair and think 
about something I 
did 6 months ago, 
and simply groan 
at the stupidity of 
it all. The dumb 

comment I made. The poor choice. The harsh 
words I used. The foolish thing I did.

Am I a good person in spite of all my stupidity? Yes, I 
think so. Some of the people that are on the receiving 
end of my dumb choices might beg to differ a bit, but 
yes, in my heart, I am “good”. If I’m in 100 situations, 
I probably bet 90 of them right, so I’m batting at a 
pretty decent average, in spite of my strike-outs. 

Like many, I sometimes wonder if I’m “worst” than 
most. I don’t go to church much anymore (long 
story), but when I did, I would feel dirty as I looked 
around at all these folks jumping and proclaiming 
their love for Christ. To me, this translated to me that 
they were WAY farther along in their walk with God 
than I was, because I sure as heck wasn’t jumping 
up and down nor hugging everyone I see. I stood 
solemnly, prayed quietly, and left. Sometimes it made 
me feel disconnected from the service, and made 
me feel like there was something broken in me that 
caused me keep the “experience” of church at an arm’s 
length. Is there something wrong with me? Probably 
not, but appearances matter.

Back to me being an idiot.

When I have wronged others, and when I own up 
to that mistake, I typically will seek forgiveness. 
Sometimes that is a deep apology and a humble 
expression of my regret. Sometimes it means sitting 
one of my kids down, and getting down to their eye 
level and saying “Kid, I’m truly sorry for snapping 
at you.” Sometimes it simply means inviting my 

friend out for a beer and while laughing over a drink, I’ll 
say “Brother, sorry for that whole deal. That was stupid. 
How’s the wife and kids?” The intention is the same – the 
delivery can differ.

Sometimes I receive the forgiveness I am seeking. We are 
able to fist bump or hug it out and get on living. My kids 
can’t get rid of me so we tend to remedy our differences. 
My friends will normally drop the frustration and move 
on with me. However, sometimes it doesn’t happen. 
Sometimes the person on the receiving end of your idiocy 
simply won’t return your calls. Sometimes they block 
you on Facebook, block your phone number, and never 
respond to your email. Sometimes they decide that your 
sin is just too much for them and they drop you like a bad 
habit.

I’ve probably done this very thing to others, so I can at 
least relate to it. I’ve been wronged in some horrific ways, 
and I can sympathize with saying “Ya know, if I never talk 
to that guy again for the rest of my days, I’m good with 
that.” I’ve done it. You’ve done it.

Want to know who has NEVER done it? That’s right, God.

I was reading my new most favorite book EVER, “The 
Ragamuffin Gospel” and have stumbled across countless 
jewels in the book. If you haven’t read it, do it tomorrow. 
It’s about $3 on Amazon. It’ll change you. But back to my 
point, I read the following passage: 

“Then the voice says, “They have washed their robes and 
made them white in the blood of the Lamb.” 

There they are. There WE are – the multitude who so 
wanted to be faithful, who at times got defeated, soiled by 
life, and bested by trials, wearing the bloodied garments 
of life’s tribulations, but through it all clung to the faith.

My friends, if this is not good news to you, you have never 
understood the gospel of grace.”

Isn’t that a beautiful passage? Have you ever wanted 
to be faithful? Ever been defeated? Soiled by life and 

bested by trials? Yeah, me too. But have you clung 
to your faith? If all that is true, then you understand 
the gift that God has bestowed upon us all and its 
incalculable value. If we’ll receive it from God (and 
thankfully so), then why do we struggle so much with 
extending it to others? I know the answer is because 
we’re human, but it’s certainly something to chew upon 
the next time you’re sitting on the backporch. You 
understand the gift of Grace from God, but you also 
understand that you’re not extending the same grace to 
your ex-friend, ex-spouse, ex-person. Ouch.

Somebody told me one time that forgiveness doesn’t 
always have to mean that you rush up to your previous 
enemy and hug them and proclaim that all is well and 
that you have forgotten their wrongs they perpetuated 
against you. 

Sometimes it simply means that you wish them a good 
life. I’ve actually done this and have found it to be true. 
I had a person (who shall remain nameless because it 
doesn’t matter) that hurt me profoundly and maliciously. 
I was really cut off at the knees and hurt extremely deeply. 
For years, I refused to talk to this person because just 
thinking about them hurt. However, I became to realize 
that my anger and hurt wasn’t hurting them – it was 
hurting ME. So with a pained expression on my face, I 
finally had to say “I hope you have a great life”. That’s the 
best I could do, but it was a huge step. And looking back 
at the change that has occurred, I actually mean those 
words now for that person. 

People are both crazy and beautiful. They are sloppy and 
yet refined. They are mean, yet gracious. I’m all of those 
things, too. Just remember that you gladly accept the gift 
of grace from God...and you might try to extend it equally. 
It’s not fun sometimes, and it hurts sometimes, but I’m a 
Ragamuffin, and so are you, and so are your enemies. 

If all else fails, I had another friend tell me about one of 
their enemies once, and he said, “I have forgiven him as 
much as I can. I have to spend eternity with him, but I 
don’t have to do it here.” That works, too.

I
By Kendall D. Aaron

GRACE

SPIRITUAL

32 | EXPLORE



Kendall Woods Dental

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

George E. Metz III, DDS • Michael Hoeppner, DDS
830-229-5581

Now accepting appointments for 
Kevin Beitchman, DDS, MS - Orthodontist25 FM 3351 South

Boerne, Texas 78006

WE’VE RECENTLY EXPANDED

Kendall Woods Dental

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

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

830-229-5581
Now accepting appointments for  Kevin Beitchman, DDS, MS - Orthodontist

WE’VE RECENTLY EXPANDED
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“Let’s enjoy the first few days of spring sitting in a 
windowless bar watching March Madness.”

“My God – Spring Break 1993. There are so many stories 
I could share with you if only I could remember a single 
one of them.”

“College is funny.  We really need a break from the 
constant drinking and reckless sex on campus, so we run 
down to Padre and drink even harder. And yes, have lots 
of sex. Man, those were fun days.”

“I’m 38 years old, so a crazy Spring Break is not in the 
cards for me anymore.  However, in honor of thousands of 
co-eds running to the beach right now in their bikinis, I 
shall crush this beer on my forehead at 10:30am in honor 
of them all.”

“If they had Facebook when I was in college, my Spring 
Break photos would eliminate me from every job I’ve 
ever had. I was VERY lucky to grow up without social 
media.  Me puking over a balcony was funny the 
moment it happened, but I can’t believe kids nowadays 
can post that picture so that every future employer can 
find it. No thanks.”

“Where are my pants!”

“Before college, Spring Break was vacation time with the 
parents. In college it was vacation time with your friends, 
their friends and everyone else this side of the Mississippi. 
Now, the boss laughs when asked if I can take off Spring 
Break week. I miss it so much. Hell, I’d even take vacation 
time with the parents now. It’s better than nothing.”

“If you can remember your Spring Break, you probably 
didn’t try hard enough.”

“The professor who gives an assignment due the week 
after Spring Break, and expects it to be turned in, has 
absolutely zero grasp on reality.”

“White t-shirts and water go together like… like… I’m 
sorry, what were you saying?”
“If my parents only knew about half the stuff that went on 
during my Spring Breaks they’d probably have shipped me 
off to some Franciscan monastery in Siberia to atone for 
my actions.”

S

FAMOUS
LAST 
WORDS

spring Break. if you 
can remember the 
memories you made 
then you’re already 
ahead of the game.

SPRING BREAK
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THEN NOW 
BOERNE 

Bigs General Store was a fixture in Boerne in 1954. It was owned 

and operated by Alice Gerfers. Today it is home to Johnny's Feed 

and Supply, the Red Crest Pet Shop and Boerne Pet Grooming.

Boerne Camper’s Association event at the Cibolo Creek 
dam in 1890. 

The Robert E. Lee house, pictured in 1918 and today. The 

house hosted Lee when he traveled between San Antonio and 

Fort Mason.

St. Peter's Church was built in 1923. It was orginally built to house 200. By 1980 the congregation had grown to over 700 and plans for expansion began. Discussions  ensued over whether to raze the structure or save a portion of it. 
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You want to grow your business? 
We have you covered.

For more information call 210.507.5250 or visit www.smvtexas.com



O OLD
TIMER

Now don’t go off thinking I’m comparing $chultz to 
Hitler or anything like that – I’m just telling you about 
a bad dream. The previous night I dreamt that I was on 
a sailboat that was headed for Tahiti. Neither of these 
dreams are grounded in reality.

But there I was, locked into Boerne with approximately 
12,000 other poor saps and just as soon as I was 
frantically cataloging my supplies for my impending 
test of survivalism, I awoke glistening in sweat and 
breathing wildly.

From there, I crawled out of bed and sat in my favorite 
recliner in the living room and looked out across the 
streets alit with our street lights...and a town that is 
calmly slumbering. I began to imagine what I would do 
to survive the pitfalls of being in a Boerne that was cut off 
from civilization.  

From there, I generated “Old Timer’s Instruction for 
how to Survive the imaginary-not-real-totally-made-up 
$chultz Apocalypse”:

KILL THE DUCKS
First thing I’m doing is grabbing my trusty Winchester 
and heading down to the river for my long-awaited 
reckoning for the duck population. Oh the joy I will have 
as I laugh and laugh while blasting those awful vermin, 
causing feathers to fly. I’ve only waited about 40 years 
to do this, and it might make the entire ordeal of being 
locked away well worth it. I would then have about 40 full 
ducks to throw into my deep freeze. Food? Check.

STEAL THE ARMORED TANK THING THAT BOERNE 
PD OWNS
You guys remember that thing? Obama was doing 
some sort of deal where he was 
giving out armored trucks/tanks 
like candy, and good ol’ Boerne 
got right in line to pick one up. 
Those in law enforcement will 
tell you how valuable it is to 
have, and I’m sure they’ll 
have a point, but it always 
makes me chuckle 
when people 
whisper, 
“Think they’ll 
paint it purple 
and drive it in 
the parade?” 
Anyway, gotta have 

that thing. Steal it, drive it back to my house and park 
it in the backyard. If things go from bad to worse, I’m 
mobile and nothing can stop me. Tank? Check.

WATER
In order to get water, I need a heat source to boil the 
water. So first thing I do is make sure my propane tanks 
are full. From there, I live a stone’s throw from the Cibolo 
so I should be good. The only problem is that the water 
in that river is damn near radioactive it’s so unhealthy, so 
every glass will require a full boiling, and then perhaps 
even a prayer before I sip as even boiling might not 
remedy that water. As for bathing, that’s what the Town 
Square waterfall thing is for. Think anybody would mind 
a naked old man sudsing up in Town Squre? Water? 
Check

HAVE FUN
While everyone is freaking out, and since I have 
food, water, and a tank...I think I’ll head over to those 
apartments off Rosewood. The really low-income housing 
one. I drive by there all the time and those guys ALWAYS 
have a cookout going on, tejano is blaring, there’s beer 
flowing at 10am and everyone is laughing. I have wanted 
to hang out at that apartment for about 25 years, but I 
figured an old white guy might freak them out. In our 
new lawless community, I’m heading over there cause 1. 
they know how to have a good time, and 2. they also 
know how to spot trouble. I’m gonna 
eat some barbacoa, drink a 
Bud Light Lime, and twirl a 
senorita.

DECLARE MYSELF AS EMPEROR
Look, I’ve talked about this forever but I now have food, 
I have water, I have a tank and I know how to have fun 
with my new friends off of Rosewood. It’s clear that 
at this point in our city’s tumultuous history, it needs 
an Emperor. I will fill that role. We’re going to have a 
City-Wide picnic every single day in Town Square, we’re 
going to have a huge BBQ duck feast down by the river 
on Saturday evenings, and the Dodging Duck is going to 
open the taps and serve beer until we all pop. We’re going 
to invite the guys from Rosewood, we’re going to turn 
up the stereo in my tank, and we’ll all hoist beers to the 
civility, the mutual appreciation, and the return of our 
small town vibe that my reign will bring.  When $chultz 
comes back to let us out, we’ll all boo and hiss at him and 
tell him to raise the razor wire even higher because we 
don’t want none of their stinking outsiders...we’re good.

Sadly, none of my dream will probably ever come true. 
We’ll probably always be free, there will never be razor-
wire, and I’ll never get to steal the tank/truck. However, 
I may still machine-gun the ducks. And I’m definitely 
going to go hang out with my Rosewood friends. I’ve put 
that off for far too long, and I’m certainly not getting any 
younger. Turn up the Selena, boys! And hand me a Bud 
Light Chelada (man, that even sounds disgusting). 

i had the strangest dream the other night.

$chultz, in a last minute act of desperation, declares martial law in Boerne and instead of locking out the growth and san 
antonio commuters from our beloved little town, he locks us all iN. as if we’re in east Germany, he unrolls the razor wire, puts 
guys with assault rifles all over the place, and declares via a megaphone, “You guys wanted everyone to stay out of Boerne! Well, 
I couldn’t do that so instead I’m locking all of you IN!!” followed by a maniacal laugh.
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Cabins equipped with 1 bedroom,
kitchenette & loft

Cabins On Event Venue Site

BBQ Pits

Daily & Weekly Cabin Rentals | Open Air Pavilion & Saloon For Events | Live Music

JULIE SMITH, OWNER
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




