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CERTIFIED ARBORIST 

www.burkettarborcare.com |  830.229.5700 |  Contact us for a FREE ESTIMATE
245 FM 3351 N.  |  Bergheim, TX 78004

TREE PRUNING

TREE REMOVAL

STUMP GRINDING

PHC TREATMENT

TREE MITIGATION

PLANTING

DEEP ROOT FERTILIZATION

IT’S PRUNING
SEASON!

DON’T WAIT. 
GET ON OUR SUMMER PRUNING SCHEDULE NOW!





COMPREHENSIVE STORM RESTORATION EXPERTS

Peak Storm Services restores all parts of
your property damaged by a storm.

We assist you with the entire insurance process from start to finish.

• Roofing

• Signage

• Siding

• Painting

• Stucco

• HVAC

• Gutters

• Decks

• Windows

Commercial      Industrial      Retail      Residential

Call 210.201.6640 for a hassle-free consultation.
mikebiles@aol.com   www.peakstormservices.com

We Do Everything For You!



Kendall Woods Dental

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

830-229-5581

25 FM 3351 South
Boerne, Texas 78006
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Premium CBD Products including Tinctures/Oils, Beverage Additives, Lotions 
and more!

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

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

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

Mention this Explore ad
and receive

10% OFF
your purchase.
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Marjorie Hagy History
Marjorie is a bibliophile, a 
history nut and an insomniac, 
among several other conditions, 
both diagnosed and otherwise. 
When she's not working 
tirelessly to avoid getting a real 
job, she nurses an obsession 
with her grandson and is 
involved in passing legislation 
restricting the wearing of socks 
with sandals. She is an aspiring 
pet hoarder who enjoys vicious 

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

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

individual. If you can sort 
through the BS.

CoNTriBUTiNg WriTerS

CoNTeNTS
10 From The Publisher

12 Calendar

18 Art Of

22 History

26 Music

28 Gone Forever

30 Badass

36 Spiritual

38 Old Timer

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

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

aMelia BaSKiN
art
Amelia Baskin is a Missouri 
native who moved to Boerne 
with her husband in 2013, and 
although reluctant at first, she 
has grown to love this town and 
all the great things about it. She 
is the mother of one active 3 
soon to be 4 year old, and one 
on the way. She loves writing 
and caring for animals and is an 
active member in the City Hills 

Church community. In their free time she and her husband also 
enjoy cos-playing at local comic-cons.

MaTT KerSH
musiC
Matt Kersh is a freelance writer 
out of Boerne, Texas that 
focuses on almost exclusively 
on the local music scene. Kersh 
is an accomplished musician 
who plays hundreds of shows 
throughout Texas and the 
Southwest United States. 
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One of the best and worst things about life itself is that 
we all must learn. What’s the old saying - “Life is a 
harsh teacher. She gives you the test first and the lesson 
afterward.” Isn’t that the truth? So much of life consists 
of your dumb naivety and sometimes you succeed due to 
your own blind luck, and sometimes you fall flat on your 
face, though you didn’t expect to. From there, you pick up 
your pearls of wisdom and move forward to your next big 
adventure, but you do so somewhat wiser. 

But maybe sometimes, you don’t just pick up wisdom – 
you pick up FEAR.

We are all born with no fear of virtually anything. 
Relationships, planes, money, health...as children, these 
have no real bearing on our lives so we can’t fear what we 
don’t know. But then life itself can beat the crap out of us, 
and your parents get divorced, so you learn a hard lesson 
in relationships and stability. Your sweet grandma grows 
ill and you learn about the value of health and begin to 
worry about others in your life that might fall ill. And on 
and on we go.

As we all mature and grow, I think that oftentimes we 
think to ourselves “All these bad things that COULD 
happen, won’t happen to me” and for the most part, that 
proves to be true. So we put our nose down and we get to 
living.

But then sometimes, after 20+ years of living and 
experiencing life in all of its ugly, chaotic, crazy madness, 
we catch ourselves assuming the worst for situations and 
being afraid of things that haven’t happened. That is a 
journey that does not make me happy, and here I sit on a 
Monday morning contemplating the frustration of fear, of 
faith, and of life itself.

I was just looking at a calendar and realized that I 
have spent the better part of the past decade in worry. 
ALMOST TEN YEARS. Up at night, wringing my hands, 
assuming the worst, avoiding people, hiding out, and just 
being separated from the things that have historically 
given me great purpose and a reason to live. I was very, 
very safe on my living room recliner. Alone. You can’t 
hurt me there. I can’t crash in a plane when I’m watching 
Netflix on my couch. A significant other can’t hurt my 
heart when I’m working 16 hours a day on my laptop. I 
can’t have friends that get sick when I have worked hard 
to remove friends from my life. Nope, it’s just myself, my 
kids, my couch, and my tv. I’m as safe as can be. Oh, and a 
dog. Can’t forget Bella.

I suppose that I could have lived out my days in this 
situation. I could have become a wrinkled old man, 
shuffling around my safe living room waiting for my kids 
to come visit, still terrified of flying and still pissed off at 
the entirety of the human race for taking advantage of 
me, and I suppose that I would have managed to miss 
some of the pains of life that were meant for me due to 
my isolation. Maybe I was close to doing that very thing. 
Maybe I was really really close.

But the other day I bought a book about overcoming a 
fear of flying because I really, really want to see Italy. I’m 
not sure if it will “work”, but I’m motivated. And I desire 
it. My job still stresses me out, but I’m trying to focus 
more on the big picture and see that things are, in fact, 
just fine. I’ve even been working to let new people into my 
life and to stop being such an old fuddy duddy and to dish 
out a hug now and then. My point is that I’m just trying 
and maybe that’s the biggest step.

You are reading this at some point during June and you 
have struggles. I know this to be true. You’re scared of 
things, and you avoid some other things, and you’ve 
sworn off some other things, and you’re struggling with 
each of them. Maybe you’re like me and you’re quite 
comfortable with your evening news and an afghan 
across your lap and surfing Facebook on your phone 
and the blinds being closed each evening. You have your 
dogs, and the familiar voice of Alex Trebek provides the 
comfort you need most evenings. Maybe you’re ok there. 
Maybe.

But I bet you really want to see Italy. Or Bora Bora. Or to 
meet someone new. Or to find some new friends and take 
up bowling. Or painting. Or reading. Or WHATEVER. 
You really desire more, but your boundaries have become 
so tight around you that nobody can enter. 

I’d challenge you to work on that.

I’m not far ahead of you in the race for self-improvement 
(trust me) but I’m honest and I know that I’m a broken, 
messed-up man. If you’ve ever read these columns, you’d 
know that I’m willing to unpack some pretty intense stuff, 
and I guess my fear issues are in that vein. But I want to 
get better, so I throw it out there and every month I hope 
that somebody writes me and tells me that they also fight 
the endless battles the same as I.

Let’s get better, huh? Buy the book. Take the class. Make 
the call. Get dressed up for the date. Buy the tickets. Do 
the thing that scares you and find the strength to grow. 
Life is too damn short to desire much else.

And too damn scary.

Welcome to June. It’s summer, Berges Fest is right around 
the corner, and adventure awaits. Throw off those lines, 
embrace your fears, and EXPLORE all that which holds 
you back. And then do it all...at least twice.

Smiling,

deareST eXPlore reader,
I’ve been fully self-employed now since 2003. No safety 
net. No side-hustle. No every-other-Friday paycheck. Just 
a laptop and some hard work that has managed to keep a 
roof over my head for a whopping 16 years now.

I remember when I started that I wasn’t really too 
worried about things. I was renting a tiny house over on 
Kronkosky St. as I was fresh out of college and everything 
I owned was a hand-me-down of some sort or another. 
I suppose I didn’t have much to worry about losing if I 
failed, so I just shrugged my shoulders and off I went. 
Here I sit 16 years later still doing the same thing.

I’ve had a lot of fun doing this job. Sure, I hate it some 
days, but for the most part, it has suited me well. I 
have never really worried about revenues or income 
or whether I could pay my mortgage because I’ve 
been blessed enough for things to just sort of work 
themselves out. Like many of you I would classify 
myself as “comfortable”, and that’s been dependable 
enough for me. That is, until recently.

I’ve started to not trust my job. I’m unclear as to why. 
Nothing has really changed for me. Business hasn’t dried 
up. My expenses haven’t multiplied. I’m still enjoying 
it. But sure enough, I seem to be “distrustful” of my 
vocation. As if, at any minute, it’ll all just explode and I’ll 
be left kicking a rock down Main Street as the locks on my 
house doors are changed by the bank. I’m left confused 
and tired from the stress.

I used to fly 3 times per week for a job I had right before 
this self-employed gig. I flew from San Antonio to 
Houston on Tuesday, on Wednesday I flew to Dallas, and 
on Friday I would fly home. I did this for a couple of years 
I suppose. I never much enjoyed flying as it always made 
me nervous, but I had no reason to fear it either. I stepped 
off of a plane in 2003 for the final time and haven’t been 
on one since. Again, without real reason, I have developed 
a full blown phobia for flying and have frequent 
nightmares about it and just the thought of strapping into 
the seat makes me break out in a sweat. I’m terrified of it, 
and have no reason to be.

I also would have characterized myself as a “lover of 
people” for the first 38 years of my life. I so enjoyed my 
relationships in my life and counted them as some of the 
most valuable parts of what made me who I was. I loved 
meeting new people, getting to know them, and trusted 
that the vast majority of people have my best interests 
in mind and that, at our core, most of us are pretty good 
people. I’ve lost that somewhere. Life has chosen to teach 
me in the past decade that my blind trust in people is not 
advised, and I’ve gotten spanked pretty hard. So now I 
catch myself resisting relationships, assuming that people 
are out to hurt me, and retreating from my relational 
growth that I think that I should be enjoying.

I’ve been thinking about these examples in my life 
lately and have been trying to make some sense of 
them. As always, I’ve made marginal progress, so 
perhaps so open discussion about them might spur me 
forward. Who knows.

I think back through these examples and one thing that 
I’ve accepted is that in all 3, I had no reason to FEAR. 
I believed I could be self-employed, so I was. I had no 
reason to fear planes, so I just did it. I was happiest when 
I trusted in people, so I did. So how and where did I pick 
up a “fear” of all three (and trust me, there are more)?

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

CARRY OUT ORDERS WELCOME
ON ALL MENU ITEMS

Czech
Chef Denise Mazal’s

Invention!
Wedding

Kolaches

Czech
Chef Denise Mazal’s

Invention!
Wedding

Kolaches



BANDERA
june 1 Bandera Market days Shop arts and crafts vendors 
in downtown Bandera. Bandera County Courthouse 
Lawn, 500 Main St. 830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.
com

june 1 The old Timers Trading Post Meet local artists and 
artisans. The Old Timer, 14178 SH 16 N. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

june 4 Cowboy Capital opry See some Grand Ole Opry-
style entertainment, hosted by Gerry and Harriet Payne, 
and enjoy refreshments and door prizes. Silver Sage 
Community Center, 803 Buck Creek. 830-796-3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

june 7, 14, 21, 28 Bandera Summer rodeo Friday night 
summer rodeo events include bull riding, mini bulls, team 
roping, tie-down roping, No. 10 roping, open roping, 
break-away roping, open barrels, junior barrels, and, of 
course, mutton bustin’. Mansfield Park Rodeo Arena, 2886 
SH 16 N. 830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com

june 29 Bandera riverfest Bring your swimsuit and 
river shoes and join in the fun as the Bandera Business 
Association holds its annual event on the banks of the 
Medina River. Bring your tube for the opportunity of 
floating in one of the cleanest, clearest rivers in Texas. 
Activities include kayak races, exhibits, water games, 
river rodeo, car show, music, food booths, arts and crafts, 
paddle boats, and cookoff. Children 12 and under and 
active military are free. Bandera City Park, 1102 Maple St. 
830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com

BOERNE
june 1 Boerne Family Fish The first Saturday in June is 
fish without a license day in the state of Texas—therefore 
adults fishing in this tournament are not required to carry 
a fishing license to participate. Boerne City Lake Park, 1 
City Lake Road. 830-248-1635; visitboerne.org

june 1 Hot rod Night With live music and classic cars, this 
event is reminiscent of old-fashioned Americana street 
parties—a gathering place for old and new friends. The 
C-Rock Band performs music of the ‘70s, ‘80s, and ‘90s. 
Soda Pops, 103 N. Main. 830-331-8799; visitboerne.org

june 8-9 Boerne Market days Hundreds of festive booths 
display every- thing from collectibles and remembrances 
of the past to modern innovations that will bring a smile 
of wonder to those who stroll past. Boerne Main Plaza, 
100 N. Main. 210-844-8193; visitboerne.org

june 1, 8, 15, 22, 29 Farmers Market at The Cibolo Shop 
fresh local produce, farm fresh eggs, breads, jams, jellies, 
local honey, and Texas Hill Country arts and crafts. Herff 
Farm, 33 Herff Road. 830-249-4616; visitboerne.org

june 8 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. Hill Country Mile, 100 N. Main. 
210-954-6659; visitboerne.org

june 14-16 Berges Fest Every Father’s Day weekend, 
this hometown celebration brings live music and old-
fashioned contests of skill and luck. The celebration 
started in 1967 as an ice cream social and music festival 
celebrating the area’s German heritage. Friday evening 
features the Miss Berges Fest Scholarship pageant, and 
Saturday has a parade, carnival, and family-friendly 
games such as dachshund races, wheelbarrow races, 
watermelon eating, washer pitching, sack races, a 
horseshoe tournament, and a stein-hold contest. There are 
also merchants, food vendors, and arts and crafts. Herff 
Park, 1307 River Road. 210-325- 5804; bergesfest.com

june 20 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 plant 
and wildlife of Boerne and the Hill Country’s surrounding 
areas. Sip on an adult beverage made to match the theme 
for that month for those who are of age, or choose the 
non-alcoholic version for the kids. Cibolo Nature Center, 
140 City Park Road. 830-249-4616; visitboerne.org

june 22 Concert in the Cave Enjoy an eclectic mixture 
of uplifting, con- temporary acoustic songs, ancient 
instrumentation, improvisation, and contemplation 
celebrating the Summer Solstice. Cave Without A Name, 
325 Kreutzberg Road. 830-537-4212; visitboerne.org

june 22 Moondance Concert Series Bring drinks, chairs, 
and a picnic for a concert beneath the Texas stars. Cibolo 
Nature Center, 140 City Park Road. 830- 249-4616; 
visitboerne.org

CASTROVILLE
june 9 artisans, antiques, and edibles Market days
Shop a selection of arts and crafts, unique foods, and 
goods from local growers. Houston Square, 1306 Angelo 
St. 830-538- 3142; castroville.com/events-festivals

COMFORT
june 11 Music in the Park Held the second Tuesday of 
May through October, these free concerts also include 
free drinks provided by Gaddis Methodist Church, the 
co-sponsor of the event with the Chamber of Commerce. 
Bring a lawn chair, enjoy the music, and dance too. 
Comfort City Park, SH 27 and Broadway. 830-995-3813

FREDERICKSBURG
May 31-june 1 The gatlin Brothers in Concert This 
Grammy Award-winning trio have dazzled audiences 
for more than 60 years with a lifetime of noteworthy 
achievements in their storybook career. Rockbox Theater, 
109 N. Llano. 830-997-7625; rockboxtheater.com

june 1 Masonic open Car Show The 15th annual event 
benefits various charitable activities, and features classic 
cars, live music, food, vendors, and more. Marktplatz, 126 
W. Main St. 830- 992-3333; fredericksburgmasons.com/ 
carshow.html

june 7 First Friday art Walk Fredericksburg Tour fine 
art galleries offering special exhibits, demonstrations, 
refreshments, and extended viewing hours the first Friday 
of every month. Various locations. 830-997-6523

GRUENE
june 4, 11, 18, 25 Two Ton Tues- days It wouldn’t be 
summertime without popular rockabilly band Two Tons 
of Steel holding court in Gruene Hall every Tuesday 
evening—now in its 24th year. If you haven’t caught Two 
Ton fever yet, grab your dancing shoes and get ready. The 
band takes the stage at 8:30 p.m. Come early for swing 
dance lessons from 6 to 7 p.m. Gruene Hall, 1281 Gruene 
Road. 830-629- 5077; gruenehall.com

june 15-16 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

june 20 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 complimentary tastings are held on the patio 
and garden of this popular tasting room. Samples of 
food that are offered for sale are provided, and each 
event features live music and three prize giveaways. 
The Grapevine, 1612 Hunter Road. 830-629-5077; 
grapevineingruene.com

june 23 Frank Schlather day in gruene Also known as 
Frank’s Tranquilizer Hour, this event commemorates the 
legendary former “mayor” of Gruene with special offers 
at Gruene Hall, including 50- cent beers from noon to 
2 p.m. Gruene Hall, 1281 Gruene Road. 830-629-5077; 
gruenehall.com

KERRVILLE
May 23-june 6 Kerrville Folk Festival The 48th annual 
event offers 18 days and nights of songwriters with 
national and international acclaim. Quiet Valley 
Ranch, 3876 Medina Highway. 830- 257-3600; 
kerrvillefolkfestival.org

june 1 Kerr County Market days Shop in 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

june 7-8 Shakespeare in the Park Bring a chair, 
blanket, and food, and watch a free play under the 
stars: Shakespeare’s “The Merry Wives of Windsor.” 
Louise Hays Park, 202 Thompson Drive. 830-896-9393; 
playhouse2000.com

june 8 National get out- doors day Enjoy this annual free 
event meant to encourage healthy, active, out- door fun. 
Louise Hays Park, 202 Thompson Drive. 830-257-7300; 
kerrvilletx.gov

june 14-30 “Women in jeopardy!” “Thelma and Louise” 
meets “The First Wives Club” in this modern comedy. 
Playhouse 2000 VK Garage Theater, 305 Washington St. 
830-896-9393; playhouse2000.com

NEW BRAUNFELS
june 1 Billy Currington in Concert With eight No. 1 
singles, five studio albums, and a Grammy nomination, 
country singer-songwriter Billy Currington has made 
a name for himself as a country star. Whitewater 
Amphitheater, 11860 FM 306. 830-964-3800; 
whitewaterrocks.com

june 29 Midland in Concert Hailing from Dripping 
Springs, Texas, lead vocalist Mark Wystrach fronts 
Midland’s rich sound that is rounded out with lead 
guitarist Jess Carson and bass player Cameron Duddy. 
Rooted in tradition in both sound and style, the trio 
initially garnered attention playing clubs in the region. 
Their critically-acclaimed freshman album, “On the 
Rocks,” features 13 tracks with songwriting credits from 
each member alongside hitmakers Shane McAnally 
and Josh Osborne. Their debut No. 1 single “Drinkin’ 
Problem,” which offers an intentional nod to country 
music reminiscent of the ‘70s and ‘80s, earned the 
band their first Grammy Awards nominations for 
Best Country Song and Best Country Duo/Group 
Performance. Midland was also named New Vocal 
Group of the Year at the 2018 ACM Awards and their 
current single “Burn Out” is Top 15 at Country Radio. 
Whitewater Amphitheater, 11860 FM 306. 830-964- 
3800; whitewaterrocks.com

WIMBERLEY
May 31-june 30 into the Woods As the result of the 
curse of a once-beautiful witch, a baker and his wife 
are childless. Three days before the rise of a blue moon, 
they venture into the forest to find the ingredients that 
will reverse the spell and restore the witch’s beauty: a 
milk-white cow, hair as yellow as corn, a blood-red cape, 
and a slipper of gold. During their journey, they meet 
Cinderella, Little Red Riding Hood, Rapunzel, and Jack, 
each one on a quest to fulfill a wish. This is an outdoor 
musical. EmilyAnn Theatre and Gardens, 1101 FM 2325. 
512-847-6969; emilyann.org

june 1 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

june 8-dec. 14 Second Saturday gallery Trail On the 
second Saturday of every month, come early and stay 
late for wine, light bites, and an art- filled evening at the 
galleries in and around the Wimberley square. Various 
locations, 13811 RR 12. 260-290-5001; gallerytrail.com

june 28-july 21 “The Best little Whorehouse in Texas” 
Based on a real-life brothel, the “Chicken Ranch” thrived 
for more than 130 years in La Grange, Texas. The 
destination of football teams, politicians, and others, it 
enjoyed the cozy protection of the town’s sheriff until a 
crusading reporter sets out to ex- pose the operation. 
A rollicking hootenanny of a musical with memorable 
music, dance, and characters, it stars small-town Texas in 
all of its glory. The Wimberley Playhouse, 450 Old Kyle 
Road. 512-847- 0575; wimberleyplayers.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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1499 S. Main Street 830-331-1391boernefarmhouse@gmail.comBoerne, TX 78006 (next to Dog & Pony Grill)



REDEFINING HILL COUNTRY REAL ESTATE

COMING SOON



Call 210-255-8122 or 619-247-3975 or email robertleborne@gmail.com now for a career changing interview

For several years, Robert LeBorne helped launch our Space Shuttles 
towards space. For many more years he has helped agents like you 
launch their real estate careers. Like the hundreds of clients he has 
helped over his 30 years of real estate His unique experience will help 
you achieve your career goals. As a Real Estate Broker, Robert offers the 
comprehensive service and support you deserve. He believes that you 
deserve to keep what you have earned and to that goal he has instigated 
a new membership program where you get to keep your commission. 
Join CJ Realty for $400.00 per year and a very small admin fee per 
transaction and enjoy one on one training and comprehensive support.

Robert LeBorne
Owner, Broker

REDUCED - $249,000
Sharp Boerne home 4/2.5/2 story. Motivated seller and will look at all offers.

Hurry! Call Robert today at 210-255-8122 or 619-247-3975 

CJ REALTY is hiring New and Experienced Agents



“THE ANSWER IS YES, WHAT’S THE QUESTION?”
1 5 4 0  R i v e r  R o a d   •   B o e r n e ,  T X  7 8 0 0 6

www.infernospizzeria.com  •  830-331-2023

HAPPY HOUR (FULL BAR)

Monday - Friday 11am-7pmEVERY DRINK
DURING HAPPY HOUR$1 OFF

$8.99
LUNCH SPECIALS

Monday - Friday
11am-2pm





Lister’s father was also an engraver (amongst other 
things), and had grown in skill to the point that he was 
working on engraving for the Texas Rangers, which 
enthralled the young Lister. He explains, “I’d go with him 
on the weekends to his shop and watch them all engrave. 
What your dad does is normal to you, and in this case he 
was engraving guns, so it was normal to me. Somebody 
told me when I was 17 that one day your dad will be gone 
and if you don’t learn his craft, it’ll go with him. It shook 
me. I had this new sense of urgency about it and I went to 
him and asked if he would teach me to engrave. HE said 
‘I will show you everything I know – what you pick up is 
up to you’.”

Lister, under the instruction of his father, began his 
learning. “August of ‘79 we started. It was pretty awful and 
brutal to start, but that’s how you start. By October of 79 
I had progressed to where he thought I could cut a gun. 
It was a Colt for a doctor from Laredo, and I’ve done well 
over 1000 of those guns now. The 2nd gun I did was for a 
Texas Ranger, and I was 17, and I figured that if I screwed 
this up I’d be dead or in prison. I’d be making belt buckles 
for the prison rodeo. I did it, he liked it, and 30 years later 
I met that fellow again and he still loved his gun and I was 
very pleased that he did. I’ve done work for a LOT of the 
Texas Rangers now.”

While the quality of engraving that Lister does is 
something that can rarely be taught, Lister took to it 
and has obviously excelled. He continues, “I think the 
creative process is my favorite part. I wonder what 
would have happened to me if I didn’t have a dad that 
would show me what he did. So many times we see 

people that don’t know what they’re cut out to do and 
they hit my age and they freak. They don’t understand 
that you need to be passionate about what you do and 
when you’re in a place where you can do that then you’re 
doing the thing that God made you to do. My gift is to 
be artistic and creative. When you’re working in that 
arena, you’re not really working.”

Lister’s workspace is little more than a few square feet of 
benchtop where he spends countless hours slowly tapping 
away at the metal as he forms his art. What looks tedious 
to the observer is a slow and methodical process for Lister 
to create his masterpiece. He explains, “It amazes me to 
stand there and hold a chisel in one hand and a hammer 
in another and to chisel and make metal look beautiful. 
It can be frustrating, but there’s a lot of satisfaction at 
getting what’s inside you as the artist onto your canvas. 
The vision is in the mind of the artist, and the challenge is 
to get it out of your heart and mind and get it onto your 
canvas and to carry out that vision. To be any good at it, 
you have to be able to see it in your mind’s eye and make 
it clear. There are parts where it does not look great, and 
in fact it might look awful...but don’t quit there. You just 
keep going.”

When asked how many pieces he has worked on, he 
laughs and simply says “I have done literally thousands 
of Colts, and simply an untold number of buckles and 
knives and instruments.” With an 18 month backlog on 
his work, Lister is looking forward to his 40th anniversary 
of engraving work to begin to shift gears and change the 
scope of his work. He explains, “In October of this year 
I’m going to stop taking commissions. I’ve got a backlog 

I’m working on and after that I’m going to create things I 
want to create. I’ve worked for clients for 40 years. I’m not 
tired of it but I think the 40th anniversary mark is a good 
one to turn the chapter. I’d like to do things that aren’t 
routinely encountered in this platform. I’ve got some 
visions for some art on the Colt that aren’t typical. We all 
know what the typical engraving looks like, and I’d like to 
do some stuff that looks different. I’ve developed an oak 
leaf engraving that is multi-dimensional and layered...and 
you can spot my work and it’s identifiable so it’s my own 
technique and I’d really like to focus some energies on 
that as well.” 

Lister, along with his wife of 39 years, Toni, and his 
grandson, Bently, continues to work through the many 
patient clients awaiting his works of art. As he engraves 
commission after commission, Lister credits his faith for 
a great deal of his success. He finishes, “Faith is hugely 
important to me. I’m thankful that I have been blessed 
with the ability to do something that people want me 
to do and that I have people waiting for my work. I give 
God all the credit for that – it’s not because I’m great – it’s 
because He’s great. Like any other talent, you’re going to 
have to work to develop it. The harder you work at it, the 
better you get at it. Things don’t come easy, but if God has 
given you an ability, you have to work at it. I’ve been given 
a lot of opportunities, and it amazes me that I’ve talked 
to the President of the United States, and have met and 
worked for movie stars, and it’s all because of a little God 
given ability and some hard work and it takes you places 
you’d never expect. All I ever wanted to do was create 
some world class pieces that people would find enjoyable 
to look at. Everything past that has just been a bonus.”

W
Weldon lister of Boerne, texas is one of texas’ (if not the world’s) most well-respected 
engraver. a simple man who works out of a small studio in his home, lister has built 
a catalog of work that has had him commissioned for work by everyone from George 
W. Bush to countless movie stars. as he nears the 40 year mark on his career, lister 
discusses what motivates him, what inspires him, and what is next for him.

ART OF THE CARVE
By Ben Schooley
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L
last month i left you readers teetering on the edge of civil war, and i apologize for any 
jitters my dirty trick may have caused in your lives as you’ve waited on tenterhooks to 
find out if the war really happened, or if cooler heads prevailed and they managed to 
avoid the whole thing. (tenterhooks were hooked nails used in a contraption called a 
tenter, and a tenter was a wooden frame they used to use to make woollen cloth all the 
way back to like the 1300s up until whenever someone came up with a better way to 
do it.

CIVIL - Part 2
By Marjorie Hagy

HISTORY
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You’re probably asking yourself at this point, why in the 
world are we still going around saying that in 2019 when 
nobody knows what a tenter is, let alone what function 
the hook serves, and the answer is either A, Well who’s 
Pete for Pete’s sake? Who’s Murgatroyd of ‘heavens to’ 
fame, Pete’s sister? Is Adam’s off ox actually mentioned in 
the Bible and if so, was he (or she) one of those talking 
animals in the Old Testament like Balaam’s ass, and 
speaking of that, do you suppose everywhere Balaam 
went after telling that story, like down to the pub or 
wherever, all his buddies would rib him by doing that Ace 
Ventura thing where you make your butt talk? What a 
waste, I mean how often does a guy announce that his ass 
suddenly spoke up?) So the answer is either A, and there 
is no B. The answer is A.

Forget all that, here, let me put you out of your agony of 
suspense: Yes, civil war did break out in the US. In fact it 
was the worst, most bitter and the deadliest war in United 
States history, and it still divides people today, a whole 150 
years after it ended. You probably already knew that, it 
was in all the papers.

What I started yammering on about last month was how 
the whole thing went down in this part of the world, in 
the German-Texas Hill Country. What did the Civil
War look like from here?

Quick recap: Last month I went on and on about how 
our former little one-horse Boerne wasn’t like most of the 
other little towns around us here in the Hill Country.

New Braunfels and Fredericksburg, Comfort and 
Sisterdale and Tusculum were all real-life German 
colonies, founded and settled on purpose by like-
minded German radicals and social reformers with a 
shared vision, who were tired of the same-old same-old 
in the Fatherland- you know, tyranny and oppression, 
a stultifying class system and forced religion and 
just war, war, war- who left their homeland en masse 
specifically in order to build their own kind of world 
here, a Utopian society along communist principles of 
freedom and equality.

Boerne was not that kinda place. Now, when they broke 
the ground to build Boerne, there was a little settlement 
like that a mile or two down the road, along the Cibolo 
Creek off Johns Road way, an experimental socialist 
commune and Latin colony called Tusculum. But the 
origin story about our little burg Boerne was different, 
it all started with a couple of surveyors-slash-land 
speculators- realtors, developer types, who were already 
living in Texas, one of whom wasn’t even German at all- 
who’d gotten ahold of this hunk of land that was situated 
in a likely spot along the military road from San Antonio 
to points west. It really was a great place for a town, this 
point about halfway between SA and Fredericksburg that 
would make an excellent way station, since there was 
nothing else between the two towns and it was a long 
stretch from one to the other for a single day’s travel. A 
savvy business-person stood to make a mint setting up
a hotel or a bar or a stage stop, or a general store selling 
wagon wheels and axles and guns and bullets and I don’t 
know what all, novelty items that said My Dad went to
BOERNE and all I got was this darn 200 pound barrel of 
flour but my Dad got it worse because on the way home 
he got shot in the leg with an arrow (a barrel has more 
room to write on than a t-shirt.) Anyway these two dudes 
thought Hey, let’s survey out a town right here and sell 
lots in it because I mean, location location location, am I 
right? It had nothing to do with all those lofty principles 
of freedom and equality and radicalism that had inspired 
those hairy-legged pinko founders of Fredericksburg and 
Comfort, Boerne was just a smart business idea. Wrote 
a young German woman who arrived in San Antonio in 
1852, the same year the grid for Boerne was being laid 
out: “A new town is to be founded between San Antonio 
and Fredericksburg, and everyone believes that it will be 
a good speculation to purchase land there.” That’s what 
Boerne was about. It didn’t matter if you were a wild-eyed 
Freethinker who’d been up to your eyeballs in the radical 

intrigue back in the Fatherland and you got here only by 
skidding onto the nearest boat one flying leap ahead of 
the German po-po, or if you were fresh out of a holler 
in one of the southern US mountain states- slave-states, 
like Kentucky and Arkansas, where a lot of Boerne’s first 
settlers came from- and you hain’t never holded no truck 
with the likes of no crazy abolitionist idee-ers- if you had 
the dough, you got yourself as much Boerne as you could 
pay for, which is still pretty much the prevailing credo. 
Boerneites never did hold any common beliefs that united 
them, we’ve always been a plain-old planned, mixed-
development community, which I suppose one could 
see as a real bad omen of what this place would become 
someday, I dunno, 167 years or so later.

One of the core beliefs shared by the German Texans 
of the older, Adelsverein towns, was that slavery was 
evil. Period. I mean, a group of people who’ve taken the 
enormous step- REALLY enormous, in 1846, when a 
rough overseas trip didn’t mean getting stuck in coach 
where Kindergarten Cop’s the movie and the jackass 
in the middle seat smells like a gourd patch, it meant 
holing up in the steerage part of a rickety ship where your 
neighbor might be a three-ton shipment of bat guano 
and you hafta do your poo-poo undies and eat your gruel 
within the same four square inches - anyhoo, if you go 
through all of that to get to the other side of the world 
all in the cause of living out your socialist philosophies 
of personal liberty and equal rights, then you probably 
aren’t the kind of person who’s gonna be big into owning 
other human beings body and soul. Then again, that’s 
pretty much exactly what went down with the American 
Revolution, when the same guy who wrote, “We hold 
these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created 
equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain 
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty 
and the pursuit of Happiness,” also ‘owned’ over 600 men, 
women and children over the course of his life.

At any rate, the German immigrants to Texas were a lot 
more true to their high-falutin’ ideals than Some Other 
Folks I Could Name, and they stood very staunchly 
against slavery. In 1854, the Texas State Convention 
of Germans called a meeting in conjunction with 
the German-Texan Gesangfest (singing society) in 
San Antonio, to which delegates were sent from New 
Braunfels, Fredericksburg, Sisterdale, San Antonio,
Coletto, Grape Creek, Pedernales, Victoria, La Grange, 
Seguin, Indianola, and Castroville- you’ll notice that 
Boerne is conspicuously missing from this list, especially 
since I just pointed it out. At the end of the two days 
of the meeting, the German Convention announced a 
pretty unambiguous resolution: “Slavery is an evil,” they 
declared, “The abolition of which is a requirement of 
democratic principles.”

Oooh boy, did they catch some flak for that . And the 
flak piled up about a hundred-fold more when a certain 
Dr. Adolph Douai, editor of the San Antonio Zeitung, 
took up his pen for the cause. Dr Douai was one of those 
German-born scholars, social reformers and outspoken 
abolitionists who were coming into Texas by the boatload, 
a ‘48er’ who’d been tried five times for high treason back 
in Germany for his role in the 1848 revolution, who 
ended up serving a year in prison. He lit out of there upon 
his release and became the editor of the San Antonio 
Zeitung soon after he got to Americathe Zeitung had been 
established as a “Social-Democratic Newspaper for the 
Germans in West Texas,” (they called the Hill Country 
West Texas in those days, since that was about as far west 
as anybody was willing to go unless they were looking 
to get in on the wrong end of a tussle with the Native 
people.) Anyway, the Zietung was mostly written in the 
German language, but editor Douai attacked slavery in 
both German and English, so everyone would have the 
benefit of his opinion of slavery. And none of this sat 
well with the pro-slavery faction in San Antonio- and 
that was a big ol’ faction- aptly called the Know-Nothing 
Party- in fact, their opposition to Douai’s Zietung became 
so frenzied that members of the local Turnverein - a 
coalition founded by fellow Forty-Eighters , (the founders 

of many of the state’s Turnverein s were original settlers of 
New Braunfels and Comfort), volunteered to stand guard 
at the newspaper office to keep it and Douai safe from 
the berzerkers who made up the proslavery mobs. The 
owners of the Zietung, scared yellow over the lightning 
rod their newspaper had become, decided to sell it right 
quick before someone hauled off and murdered them, 
so Dr Douai went ahead and bought it, and kept on 
calling out slavery and pro-slavers like nothing had ever 
happened. When the Gesangfest anti-slavery resolution 
was passed, Douai gleefully published the news and every 
word in both languages to make doubly sure everyone 
knew exactly what was up, and the Usual Suspects were 
not amused- indeed, their choler reached new heights of 
hysteria. Douai’s passionate editorials ended up turning 
public sentiment all over Texas fervently against Those 
Damn German Abolitionists. The local Know-Nothing 
newspaper, the State Times , seethed: “It is a matter 
of surprise to us that the citizens of San Antonio have 
tolerated so long in their midst, a nuisance like that of the 
Zeitung . For our own part, as much as we are opposed to 
‘mob law,’ we could find nothing to censure in the forcible 
removal of that paper.”

The same bad scene was playing out in the German-Texas 
Hill Country- in fact, it was the same thing all over the 
United States, not only between recent immigrants and 
other immigrants whose families had been here longer 
(like pretty much everyone who lived in the US and 
wasn’t of Indigenous ancestry), but between members of 
communities, villages and towns, and between people in 
the same family, as a line was drawn that widened and 
deepened every day- are you with us, or against us? Are 
you pro-slavery or abolitionist? Whatever middle ground 
may have once existed disappeared in the super-charged 
climate of animosity, and there was no riding the fence 
left. Are you with us or against us?

In Fredericksburg and Comfort, Union sentiment was 
extremely strong. The German-Texans there felt like the 
United States had taken them in and welcomed them 
when they’d come fleeing persecution and the intolerable 
conditions in their homeland, and they’d sworn oaths of 
allegiance to the United States, and now that it was nut-
cuttin’ time they would honor the troth they’d pledged to 
their adopted country, and remained loyal. That made it 
especially egregious- and ironic, and unfair- when the
Know-Nothings- and popular opinion in general- 
accused them of “assuming a hostile attitude towards 
native-born[see above] citizens and their democratic 
institutions.” The virulently pro-slavery State Times 
purple-prosied on: “They are the escaped victims of 
foreign tyranny and despotism, come to us by invitation, 
to share the liberties of this country and to enjoy the 
tranquility and those natural rights of men denied 
them in their native land,” it bemoaned. “. . . Verily, the 
Germans have departed from every rule of propriety, 
and from every shadow even of the love of their adopted 
country by which they have been actuated, and gone 
astray after the teachings and bubbles held up to them by 
traitors and this they cannot deny. Their famous ‘platform 
convention’ of San Antonio is the first stride toward 
treason…” Heavy stuff... and all a bunch of unmitigated 
bulls...er, bull-oney, is what I meant to say, heh heh. 
Plus yeah, I know it was a very different time and that 
newspapers back in the day tended toward a kind of 
cloying grandiloquence in their writing style, but I still 
can’t shake the feeling that a guy who could write “verily” 
in an un-ironic way HAD to’ve been a pretentious jerk.

Anyway, here were the pro-Union German-Texans, all 
for sticking to their United States- painted as traitors and 
treasoners. Yet one more reason for their position- these 
people knew from their own bitter experience back in the 
Fatherland, what it was like when a country fell apart into 
petty, bickering little city-states and duchys. They’d lived
it and they’d fled from it, that’s why they were here in the 
first place! As another newspaper man, a Forty-eighter 
and an unswerving abolitionist, August Siemering of the 
San Antonio Freie Presse für Texas wrote in his book Die 
Deutschen in Texas waehrend des Buergerkrieges (or as 

WWW.HILLCOUNTRYEXPLORE.COM | JUNE 2019 | 23  



you might know it better, The Germans in Texas during 
the Civil War) : “After years of hard toil they did not care 
to see their fields trampled by marching armies and their 
homes go up in flames. They have crossed the Atlantic to 
find peace, not to take up arms.”

And then there was Boerne, the town where anyone at 
all could move in, whether you were John Brown’s Body 
(before it became dead) or George Fitzhugh himself 
(some numskull who wrote a diatribe called Cannibals 
All! Or Slaves Without Masters )- as long as you had 
the dough, you got your land. So Boerne did have some 
abolitionist German citizens, but it was also chock full of 
the other guys too, and some of them even owned slaves 
themselves (and those slaves lived in the part of town 
called The Flats- or The Flat, as I’m told by one learned 
Boerne sage who should know). Some of the other, more 
ardent communities in the area (I won’t name names, 
but it was mostly Comfort), weren’t huge fans of Boerne, 
seeing it as sort of a town of money-grubbers with 
their minds on earthly treasure and no care for higher 
aspirations- they just weren’t, as a whole, concerned with 
human liberty and social justice and all the other things 
for which the original settlers stood. It’s funny now, a 
hundred and fifty years on, that whoever thought up the 
widely-swallowed nonsense about Boerne having been 
populated with wild-eyed abolitionists and Freethinkers, 
got it so incredibly wrong. It was the citizens of Comfort 
who banded together to keep churches out of their 
townand they could’ve told you that the people in Boerne 
were too busy making money to worry about things like 
that- and in fact, when the first church was built here in 
B-town, it had the full support and material help of most 
of the folks who lived here.

But that’s my own pet obsession, and if I don’t look lively 
this whole article will go running off down that rabbit 
hole. What we’re talking about right now is the powder 
keg heating up under the noonday sun in the Texas Hill 
Country. And now we’re at the part where everything shot 
up to a whole new level of vitriol, when the Texas State 
Legislature surged right over the top of Texas’s Grand 
Old Man, Governor Sam Houston, on a tide of feverish 
pro-slavery mania, and forced through a secession vote 
on February 23, 1861. Texas seceded of course, 166 to 8. 
One of those eight counties that voted down secession 
with a resounding ‘not only no, but hell no’, was Gillespie 

County, home to Fredericksburg, and they came back 20 
to 1 against it. In the town of Fredericksburg itself, the 
vote was 17 for, and 400 against, leaving the Union.

There had been the secessionist outrage over the 1854 
Resolution by the Gesangfest/Texas State Convention of 
Germans, the violent backlash against the German-Texans 
as a group, touched off by Dr Douai and the Zietung 
’s righteous campaign against slavery, and by now the 
atmosphere positively crackled with dangerous electricity 
and ever more rampant animosity toward anything and 
anyone deemed anti-slavery, (even Governor Sam was 
called a “traitor-knave” to his face. The ‘Old Man’ held 
out against secession for years, not because he was a 
passionate abolitionist- he himself owned slaves- but 
because, as he said, “I wish no prouder epitaph to mark 
the board or slab that may lie on my tomb than this: ‘He 
loved his country, he was a patriot; he was devoted to the 
Union.’” He also warned the US Congress, in 1854: “Mark 
me, the day that produces a dissolution of the Union will 
be written in the blood of humanity.” And he, or course, 
was right.) Now this, this was the last straw. Angry oaths 
and open threats were shouted from the floor of the 
legislature as the “Dutch” county vote was announced 
in the state house. And not only the German-Texans in 
Gillespie County, but by extension all the Germans in the 
Hill Country, were permanently branded with the label 
“traitors”. That anti-secession vote would be remembered, 
and would be avenged in a staggering epoch of violence 
and carnage, brute terror, and finally, appalling massacre, 
before that whole bloody war was over.

But how could they be traitors, these people who’d fled 
their own fractured homeland to find freedom in the 
United States- these people who had chosen, in the face 
of bitter, unrelenting pressure and the very real threat of 
violence-soon to be carried into action- to stand steadfast 
on the side of the country to which they had sworn 
their loyalty? How could they be traitors, who had voted 
against the declaration that Texas would henceforth be a 
“separate Sovereign state ... absolved from all allegiance to 
the United States”?

Excerpt from DECLARATION OF CAUSES:
February 2, 1861
A declaration of the causes which impel the State of Texas 
to secede from the Federal Union.

“We ho ld as unden iab le truths that the governments 
of  the var ious States ,  and of the confederacy i tse l f, 
were estab l i shed exc lus ive ly by the wh i te race ,  for 
themse lves and the i r  poster i ty ;  that the Afr i can 
race had no agency in  the i r  estab l i shment ;  that they 
were r ightfu l l y  he ld and regarded as an in fer ior  and 
dependent race ,  and in  that cond i t i on on ly cou ld the i r 
ex istence in  th is  country be rendered benef ic ia l  or 
to lerab le .

That in  th is  f ree government a l l  wh i te men are and of 
r ight ought to be ent i t led to equa l  c iv i l  and po l i t i ca l 
r ights ;  that the serv i tude of the Afr i can race ,  as 
ex ist ing in  these States ,  i s  mutua l ly  benef ic ia l  to 
both bond and free ,  and is  abundant ly  author ized 
and just i f i ed by the exper ience of  mank ind ,  and the 
revea led wi l l  o f  the A lm ighty Creator,  as recogn ized 
by a l l  Chr ist ian nat ions ;  wh i le  the destruct ion of  the 
ex ist ing re lat ions between the two races ,  as advocated 
by our sect iona l  enemies ,  wou ld br ing inev i tab le 
ca lamit ies upon both and deso lat ion upon the f i f teen 
s lave-ho ld ing States . ”

How could their cause be anything but sacred, who stood 
up against such evil?

*I know I’m taking a while to unwind this story, and 
that I’ve left you teetering on the edge of war once again. 
But it’s an intense and fascinating story with all kinds of 
creeks and streams feeding into it, like a big river growing 
bigger and stronger to the point where the force of its 
current would knock down anything that dared to stand 
up in front of it- and I felt like you guys might want to 
know the whole thing.
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MUSIC

It wasn’t until his senior year of high school that Bryan 
decided he wanted to play guitar. Though, as most of us 
are in youth, he was especially known for his frequently 
shifting interests. In light of knowing this, his parents 
bought him a child’s Yamaha for Christmas. Needless 
to say, it was too small for his already man-sized hands. 
Though it made learning a new instrument even more 
arduous, he pushed through and began to get to know 
the instrument.

After making the best of the situation on the miniature 
Yamaha and proving his sincere interest, for his birthday 
later that following year, his parents broke down and got 
him a nice Washburn. Bryan was 18, ready to graduate 
from high school and head off to college. At this point, 
as it is for most of us young men learning the guitar, 
capturing the attention of girls was a key motivator for 
developing as a musician. Though, beyond that, he knew 
he loved music.

Bryan went to the University of Colorado at Boulder, and 
the veritable cornucopia of life presented him options to 
contend with pursuing music. “I dove into school and 
became a collegiate athlete on the rowing team. We were 
competing at the national level with major powerhouses 
and the Ivy League. There were 4AM practices for the 
team, classes all day with full course loads of 18-21 hours 
each semester, cross-training at the end of the day, and 
juggling being in a fraternity and having a social life. I just 
wanted to do everything. I have really bad FOMO (hip 
lingo for: Fear Of Missing Out)! In the mix of everything 
going on in my world, music just kind of fell by the 
wayside for a while.”

Upon graduating, a move to New Orleans would present 
itself to Bryan. “I moved there on a whim for a job in 
oil and gas. My brother, who had been doing transplant 
research at Duke University, was going to move to New 
Orleans to study at Tulane University in Epidemiology. 
I called him and told him what was next for me. At that 
point, neither one of us knew about the other’s move 
yet. Obviously we were both surprised, and we ended up 
living together for a time there.”

there are those 
people that give 
you the sense when 
talking to them that 
they have a fire to 
be alive. in spending 

time with Bryan Catalani, that fire is apparent. 
there’s a zest for living that he exudes that 
many people seem to go through life missing.

ARTIST OF THE MONTH:
Bryan Catalani

T

By Matt Kersh

26 | EXPLORE



While having a residence in New Orleans, Bryan started 
dating a girl who was in College Station, and he took a 
significant work project in Livingston. Up in East Texas, a 
chunk of road north of Houston near Nacogdoches, in a 
dry county, living in a Hampton Inn for several months, 
something happened to Bryan that was incredibly rare. 
Bryan Catalani got bored. As life would have it, he made 
a point to get that Washburn guitar back in his now fully-
developed hands.

After the stint in the Hampton Inn, Bryan rented out 
the downstairs portion of an older lady’s house on Lake 
Livingston. It was during this slower time of life, music 
became the friend that would bring the fire for this new 
season. “I first began to write songs at this point. It’s 

funny that we’re sitting here talking right now in County 
Line, because the very first song I wrote was about this 
place. Almost 20 years ago now, being about 16, I started 
coming here to see guys play. I came here and saw the 
likes of Pat Green, Cory Morrow, and Robert Earl Keen; 
this place has always meant a lot to me. The second song I 
wrote was about that girl that broke my heart.”

At the age of 25, one night in Sisterdale at The Saloon, 
Bryan would get invited on stage for the first time and 
played a couple of songs. “I was so nervous, but I quickly 
realized, ‘Hey, I really like this. I want to do this.’ Most 
musicians recall their first experience on stage in an eerily 
similar manner.

“Not long after that night, the first place I really played 
what was actually my own show with some guys was 
at the old Jack’s on Jones Maltsberger.” It was there that 
Bryan began to meet other musicians that propelled the 
musical realm of his life forward to this day. 

For the next number of years, music became a 
more central part of Bryan’s life. “While I was 
playing much more and enjoying it a lot, I realize 
now, I hadn’t really taken the time to find my own 
authentic sound. I wrote a number of songs and 
learned a bunch of covers, but I never gave much 
real thought to carving out my own sound.”

Bryan married his lovely bride, Alexandra, in the 
summer of 2016. About 6 months into their marriage, 
he stepped back from playing shows for a while. 
Though on hiatus from performing much over the 
last couple of years, he has continued to write and 
find more of what he feels to be the kind of music that 
reflects what he’s really meant to create. 

“For a long time, it was just play, play, play. In this time 
off, I feel like I’m writing more thoughtful lyrics. My 
guitar-playing has improved dramatically. It had gotten 
to the point where we were playing so many shows that 
I wasn’t playing at home at all. I wasn’t writing. It had 
become more of a job rather than doing it because of 
the passion for the music. I was working full time. I was 
playing a lot. I got engaged. I got married. It was all a 
lot to balance. I’ll just go, go, go and never sleep. I was 
mentally fried and physically exhausted.”

Taking the time away has allowed for growth in Bryan’s 
talents and creativity, but also reawakened his love for 
the heart of the music. His marriage to Alexandra has 
inspired him to live well. She’s deeply passionate about 
her own career as a teacher and fully supports Bryan’s 
endeavors in his work and music. They recently bought 
a home in San Antonio, and are both happy in their 
relationship and careers.

He made a promise to himself a long time ago to come 
out with his own solo project of his original music. “We 
hope to have kids, and I don’t want to be a hypocrite 
that says, ‘Follow what’s in your heart, and do what’s 
important to you’ if I haven’t done this album.” It seems 
that when that day comes, hopefully sooner than later, 
the product will be from an artist that has matured into 
a stable, fulfilled person that has found who they are as 
a songwriter and as a man. If only all music came from 
such a place.

Keep an ear to the ground for the release of Bryan’s 
music and rare opportunities to hear him perform live. 
Follow on Instagram: bcataband and Facebook: Bryan 
Catalani Music

“AT THE AGE OF 25, ONE 
NIGHT IN SISTERDALE 

AT THE SALOON, BRYAN 
WOULD GET INVITED ON 
STAGE FOR THE FIRST 
TIME AND PLAYED A 
COUPLE OF SONGS.”
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FATHER’S DAY

BEER KEURIG
To hell with coffee. Give dad what he really 
wants to start the work day. Fresh brew.

May is for moms. June 
is for the dads of the 
land. Here are a few 
ideas if you’ve hit a wall 
in figuring out what 
dear old dad really 
wants this Father’s Day.

HOLD MY BEER
Open carry in style and stay refreshed while dad 
slings dinner on the grill.

WHISKEY PICKS
Infused with the gentleman’s drink, dad will 
enjoy the flavor while digging dinner out from 
between his teeth.

DESKTOP GOLF
If your dad hasn’t quite worked his way up to 
that corner office, he’ll need a space saving way 
to practice is short game.

BRAIN BLANKET
Is your dad hair challenged? With these 
temporary tattoos he won’t have to feel self 
conscious ever again. Or until he runs out.

SUPER DAD
There isn’t a dad out there who wouldn’t love 
this. It might seem a bit cheesy, but any dad 
who’s at least 30 would get a kick 

GO THE F**K TO SLEEP
New moms have it rough, but dads suffer too. 
This book will make them chuckle with sleep 
depraved delirium.

FRESHNESS
The bacon everything trend has since passed. 
But that doesn’t mean dad has to go without that 
sizzling smell of deliciousness.
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WE LOVE CATS!
Dedicated to providing the highest level of 

feline medicine and surgery. 

www.heartofthehillsvet.com  •  830-249-2147  •  117 Commerce Ave Boerne, TX 78006

• Calm, Quiet hospital

• Feline boarding only (no bark zone) 
 for the least amount of stress

• Accommodations for the most 
 particular cat and cat owner

• Gentle care for even the most
 feisty feline

CELEBRATING 10 YEARS IN BOERNE!
Dr. Tamara Oesterling
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think you know William Barrett travis? think again.

Born in sparta, alabama in 1809, travis was a badass from 
the get-go as he joined the alabama militia while somehow 
working as a lawyer, teacher and newspaper editor as well. 
When he was nineteen, the young officer married a 16 year-
old student of his (scandalous), but it turned out that she was 

catting around because he in fact was NOT the father of her unborn daughter.  Travis 
immediately went out, found his wife’s lover/boyfriend, killed him in a “pistols at dawn” 
duel and immediately fled the country for the greener pastures of the then-mexican 
state of tejas. 

BADASS OF THE
MONTH

T

BADASS
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While living it up on the lam, Travis tried to continue his 
work as a lawyer and militiaman, but living in Texas in 
the 1830s was a serious pain in the ass because some guy 
named Santa Anna had just been elected Presidente Por 
Vida of Mexico and was being a total jerk to everyone for 
no reason. So since Travis wasn’t the type of guy to just sit 
around and hope things work out, so he went all Thomas 
Jefferson on the situation and joined the local movement 
for Texas Independence against those Mexican punks 
who were oppressing his freedom to run from a murder 
charge in the US and live his life in relative peace. This 
independence movement got a lot of traction and soon 
enough, they had a full fledged backwoods milita style 
organization set up to fight for their rights to party.

For the most part, being a part of the Texas Revolution 
in the early days meant paying his monthly dues, and 
trying to use his lawyer skills to rewrite the increasingly-
oppressive Mexican constitution, but in 1835 Travis 
had the first chance to get a bit angry when a Texan 
named Andrew Briscoe was arrested for being awesome 
and resisting some unfair tax laws.  To protest this 
maneuver by Santa Anna’s government, Travis raised a 
25-man armed militia, commandeered a ship and led 
an amphibious assault on the prison where Briscoe was 
being held.  In less than an hour Travis’ men were able 
to overwhelm the 45 Mexican soldiers garrisoning the 
fortress, force their surrender, steal their guns and release 
Briscoe and his cohorts from jail.  This brazen display of 
badassery caught the eye of Texas Revolutionary leader 
Sam Houston, who immediately appointed Travis to 
be a cavalry commander of the newly-organized Army 
of Texas.  It also caught the eye of President-General 
Santa Anna, who wasn’t too fond of these jerk Texans 
screwing up all of his cronies, and stuff in Texas started 
to get out of hand pretty quickly.  Before you could say 
“Tuesday Tex-Mex Steak and Nacho Special”, the War of 
Texas Independence was on like a neckbone sandwich.  
Sam Houston’s first orders to the 26 year-old Lieutenant 
Colonel on 3 February 1836 was to send his troops to 
reinforce a Mexican stronghold that had recently been 
captured by a masterful Texan surprise attack – the 
mission at San Antonio de Béxar, better known today as 
The Alamo. 

When Travis arrived at the Alamo, he was greeted by a 
motley crew of hardcore freedom fighters – some two 
hundred Texan, American and Tejano soldiers from 
multiple backgrounds, ethnicities and nationalities, 
all unified by the desire to fight against oppression by 
any means necessary.  Travis had to respect these men’s 
fighting spirit, but it was going to take more than guts and 
braun to make The Alamo more heavily defended than 
one of the fortresses in Blood Gulch.  He worked with 
the fort’s commander, Colonel James Neill, to get stuff 
in order, setting up palisades, sandbagging the walls and 
putting extra cannons, sniper rifles and plasma grenades 
in strategic locations around the complex, but when 
Neill had to go home because he was being a wuss and 
he wasn’t feeling well it came down to Travis to complete 

the fortifications himself.  He 
stocked up on food, trained 
his men in the art of warfare 
and (along with fellow Alamo 
defenders and ultimate 
badasses Jim Bowie and Davy 
Crockett) whipped the garrison 
into a respectable fighting force 
capable of holding it’s own 
against pretty much whatever 
the Mexicans could throw 
against it. 

Well it wasn’t long before Travis’ men had a chance 
to prove their worth.  The Alamo was a key strategic 
and logistical fortress within Texas, and Santa Anna 
was pretty keen on having it under Mexican control 
and not run by a bunch of Texas rabble.  The General 
perosnally marched out at the head of 6,000 Mexican 
Regular Infantry, armed with over 20 artillery pieces and 
encircled the mission in late February.  The Mexicans 
cut off all communications and supplies between the 
fort and the outside world, besieging the defenders for 
thirteen days and pelting them with gunfire and Spanish 
insults.  Several times Travis was able to send runners 
out through enemy lines to appeal to other Texans for 
help, though no relief would come to the beleagured 
defenders.  The only reinforcements Travis and his men 
would see was a small group of 32 soldiers who managed 
to slip through the Mexican lines on March 2nd. 

Once word came down that the Alamo was on its own 
against the entire Mexican Army, everybody was pretty 
much sure that they were completely boned.  They 
were outnumbered sixty to one, surrounded, hopelessly 
outgunned, and every day and night for thirteen days 
Santa Anna’s men bombarded the fort with small-arms 
and cannon fire.  One day, with morale dwindling, Travis 
called all of his men out to the courtyard of the facility, 
unsheathed his sword, and drew a line in the sand.  He 
said any man who wished to fight should cross the line 
– anyone who didn’t cross was free to make a run for it 
during the night and save their own hides.  Every single 
man stepped across the line, except for Jim Bowie, who 
was dying of Typhoid Fever and confined to a stretcher, 
but he had his men carry him over the line so it’s pretty 
much the same deal.  Despite the bleak situation and 
impending death, Travis somehow managed to keep his 
men ready for action and pumped up about shooting 
Mexicans and fighting for their freedom.  He raised a flag 
over the mission that simply read, “INDEPENDENCE”. 

Just before dawn on 6 March 1836, Santa Anna raised a 
blood-red flag, signaling the order to begin the assault 
and issue no quarter to the defenders.  Mexican Infantry 
began rushing the Alamo immediately.  Travis saw what 
was going down, ran to the battlements, raised his sword 
over his head, fired his badass Doom II-style sawed-off 
shotgun into the oncoming hordes and rallied his men 
into battle.  He was hit in the side with a gunshot early on 

in the fighting, but managed to prop himself up against 
a wall and continue firing on the enemy.  Fierce fighting 
and exemplary bravery by the Texans repelled the first 
two Mexican assaults on the fortress, but on the third 
push by Santa Anna’s men, they were able to get ladders 
up on the walls and Mexican Infantry began pouring into 
the compound.  Brutal hand-to-hand fighting ensued, 
with men using fists, knives, rifle butts, whiskey bottles, 
bayonets, knee strikes to the groin and pretty much 
anything they could get their hands on to beat the ever-
loving crap out of each other, but it was ultimately a lost 
cause for Travis and his men.  According to an account 
by US Colonel Willam Gray, the Mexican General Mora 
entered the fort and saw William Travis sitting propped 
up against a wall and drew his sword to finish off the 
half-dead Alamo commander.  Travis drew his sword, 
swung up from his seated position at the same time that 
Mora dealt his killing blow, and both men simultaneously 
ran each other through.  In less than an hour of fighting, 
every single Alamo defender had been slain, but they had 
taken somewhere between 500 and 1,000 of the enemy 
with them.  News of The Alamo’s last stand reached 
Sam Houston by way of some of the women and slaves 
who were spared from the slaughter, and this display 
of heroism only served to make the Texans even more 
pissed off than they already were.  The bravery of Travis, 
Crockett, Bowie, and the other defenders inspired men 
across Texas to join the Revolutionary Army, and only 
one month later Sam Houston was able to beat the holy 
hell out of Santa Anna’s troops at the Battle of San Jacinto 
and secure independence for the Republic of Texas.  His 
battle cry, used to inspire troops to victory:  Remember 
the Alamo. 

The defense of the Alamo is one of the most badass last 
stands in history, and Travis should get major props 
for being the man in charge of the operation, and for 
his badass actions leading up to and during the battle.   
William B. Travis was an underrated badass sonofagun 
who took a group of 180 irregulars and turned them into 
a tough-as-hell force that held its own against impossible 
odds and inspired a nation to fight for its liberty. 
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HEALTH  INSURANCE
SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

Health Insurance
Health Sharing Programs

Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance

Business Insurance
Workers Compensation Insurance

Commercial Property
Surety Bonds
Builders Risk

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

Assistant Vice President
210-232-0040

www.hcdtinsurance.com  |  210-647-0134  |  2161 NW Military Highway #210, San Antonio, TX 78213

SCRATCH KITCHEN
We’re a family owned & operated restaurant, which means 
our core values have been passed down from generation to 
generation. We’re constantly focused on attention to detail, 

quality, & innovation in everything we do.

We pride ourselves in making you the tastiest & freshest food 
you can imagine. With over 50 years of combined experience we 
have been able to create a home away from home for you. Come 

in & relax with our friendly servers while our talented chefs 
prepare a meal you won’t soon forget. 

CRAFT COCKTAIL BAR
 The Iron Stag’s Craft Cocktail Bar is top of the line when it 
comes to quality drinks. Our mixologist has meticulously 

created a menu from the ground up and we produce every drink 
from scratch.

Enjoy drinks like the Sazerac, Manhattan, & Old fashioned done 
the right way. Or come & relax with a refreshing Margarita that 
will take you away to the beaches of Mexico. Even our Sangria is 

made with all freshly prepared fruits.

A TASTE OF HOME IN EVERY BITE

Now Open!

www.ironstag.us  |  911 S. Main St.  |  Boerne, TX  78006 
Open For Dinner Wednesday - Monday
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Hailstorm Damage?
Shelter  Pro Has You Covered.

Call for a FREE inspection today!

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

(7663)

Residential & Commercial 
Roofing

San Antonio Roofing Contractor & Storm
Restoration Expert Since 1984

www.ShelterProContracting.com



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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I grew up Southern 
Baptist. 

Looking back on it, I 
sort of chuckle. Ladies 
with big hair setting up 
the potluck, men always 
in suits that would say 
“AMEN” at the end of 
songs that the choir 
would sing. But no 

clapping for some unknown reason. Drinking was for 
the Catholics, dancing was from the devil, and that heavy 
metal music on the radio would hypnotize the young 
folks and cause them to have sex. I’m just picking on 
you if you’re currently a Southern Baptist and being very 
stereotypical, so please don’t send me hate emails. It’s ok 
to laugh at yourself sometimes. I do it daily.

But I grew up in the Baptist church, and honestly, 
my memories are good from those times. Yes it was 
constricting, but maybe that was good for me as a young 
wildman. As time went on and I grew and moved out into 
my own life, I transitioned to more of the whole “EV-free” 
environment (evangelical free). I suppose this descriptor 
is that it’s less defined by certain sects of religion, but 
instead, focuses on the overall messages and lessons from 
Christ. Music was pretty rowdy, the dress is casual, no 
more big hair, and wine is served at the Sunday evening 
group bible study in someone’s home.

As I’ve continued to grow and mature, I have cooled to 
this methodology of church also. In fact, I’ve just sort 
of cooled to “church” as a whole, but that’s not really the 
point I want to talk about. 

Sometimes I wonder how many of us ever actually 
challenge the things that we believe. Frequently we grow 
up in a certain religion or spiritual foundation, we are 
groomed from when we could first walk to believe what 
we are told, we go out into life with this frame of thought, 
and we spend the entirety of our lives living out this faith. 
We teach it to our own children, we expect them to teach 
it to our grandchildren, and on and on we go. 

I’m not here to imply that this is “bad” at all. Living a 
continuous life of faith and giving the entirety of our lives 
to this study is admirable, though, I don’t think that it’s 
healthiest. Let me explain.

If I told you that the earth was round from the time you 
were in kindergarten, you’d probably trust that the earth 
was round. You’d see the photos from NASA, you’d be 
told about the science behind a sphere shaped globe, and 
you’d probably spend little time wondering if the earth 
was, in fact, not round. But what if I told you that there is 
an entire counter-culture that believes the earth is actually 
flat. This movement actually seems to be growing. They 
have some other scientific reasons for their belief, they 
actually base much of their belief on Bible verses, and 
they are dead certain that the earth is actually flat as a 
pancake. At this point, please don’t make fun of me and 
think I’m making an argument for this – I’m really just 
trying to make a point.

While you might think they are crazy, what if you looked 
into it? What if you read their journals and their data, 
what if you talked to a few of them, and what if you 
studied up on the subject to reach your own conclusion? 
You’d probably come back to the table even more certain 
that your faith in a round globe is the correct one and the 
one that you are pleased to believe.

Christian science teachers all over this country walk into 
their classrooms and teach evolution to students. This 
debate is always super touchy, so I’m not going to debate, 
but the same analogy applies. The “creationist” folks 
(typically Bible believers) are dead certain that God waved 
his giant finger and POOF, the earth was created instantly. 
Evolutionists believe that they possess mountains of 
scientific data that proves, beyond the shadow of a doubt, 
that the earth is 6 billion years old and evolved from a 
cosmic piece of dust or something. Creationists scoff at 
this data and claim that they are just a bunch of atheists 
out there trying to brainwash our children, and the 
Christian science teacher having to teach evolution is just 
trying to keep his/her job.

So where’s the truth?

I’m not going to claim to know what to tell you to believe. 
That’s up to you. AND THAT IS MY POINT.

We are all told “the truth” as we grow. We are told what 
to believe and what it should look like. We are told who is 
on the “good team” and who are just a bunch of “trouble-
making atheist devil-worshippers” for not believing as we 
do. Those that question things are “lost” and those that 
drift from a particular way of thought are troubled, or 
confused, or adrift. Maybe they are to a certain extent, but 
maybe it’s not all that bad.

Whether it be organized religion and its many fragmented 
sects, or the creation of the earth via evolution or 
creation...there are some wildly differing views on things. 
Baptists recoil at the sight of alcohol, and Catholics have 
it with breakfast (I’m kidding). Evolutionists think I’m 
part monkey and Creationists think Noah’s flood was real. 
Who is to know the truth?

There’s only one person to know the truth: YOU.

From my earliest beginnings as a good God-fearing 
Southern Baptist, I suppose I asked enough questions 
and sought enough answers for my own beliefs to slightly 
change. Yes, I believe the earth to be round, but not 
because NASA tells me, it’s because I can see the other 
rounds stars in the sky. I have taken the time to defend my 
own faith and beliefs, and I think we should all take some 
time to do exactly that. Perhaps in order to strengthen 
one’s faith, he or she must actually question it. Prove it 
for yourself. I’m not saying that he should be trying to 
disprove God exists necessarily, but if that’s where your 
heart is, then have that discussion. 

It beats an inauthentic faith.

If you can find the truth, it requires less faith and 
produces more action. And regardless of which sect you 
identify or belief you hold – I’m sure that we could all 
agree that God would want us to believe what we believe 
with all that we are...in the truest and most authentic 
pursuit of Him.

I
By Kendall D. Aaron

THE EARTH IS FLAT

SPIRITUAL
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Kevin Beitchman DDS, MS

Orthodontist
25 FM 3351 S.  •  Boerne, TX 78006

830-229-5444
www.beitchmanortho.com

Just around the corner from Voss Middle School
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O OLD
TIMER

THINGS I DON’T UNDERSTAND
Why the City keeps telling you that they really tried to buy 
the property that is set to become Shoreline.

Yours truly actually picked up a phone and talked to Mr. 
& Mrs. Bergmann about how everything went down, 
and well, they are none too pleased. I’m going to spare 
you the ins and outs of exactly how we have found 
ourselves where we are today, but 1. the Bergmanns are 
heartbroken at what is being done to their property and 
2. The City never EVER offered them what they have 
told you repeatedly: $1.6m. In fact, the original offer was 
exactly $0. They just asked them to donate the property 
to the City and they would then get a park named after 
themselves. They declined. 
 
Just remember this the next time the City spits out their 
PR that tells you about how diligently they have worked to 
preserve or protect a particular resource...sometimes they 
didn’t at all...but they apparently have no problem telling 
you that they did.

THINGS I UNDERSTAND
A great amount of breath-holding regarding our new City 
Council.

Well, the whole council has flipped to some fresh blood. 
Well, Nina is a hold-out, but all the others are brand new. 
It’s taken 8 years for this to happen and is indicative of a 

sort of desperation from the populace that things simply 
HAD to change. They were all just sworn in, they have 
their agendas set...and I just sense the whole damn town, 
wide-eyed, nail biting, and watching. We’ll see what 
happens, but I’m optimistic. These are some good folks in 
charge now and I trust they understand that they need to 
undo some real political damage in town and will set out 
to do so. Of course, I always said I liked the past Council 
members as good people and they still called me a pot-
stirrer, so whatever. Here’s to hoping.

THINGS I DON’T UNDERSTAND
Why we have an all-white PD car with no markings.

I love our cop friends. I know a lot of them and support 
them and think they’re great people.

We shouldn’t be doing things like this with “hidden” 
police vehicles.
 
The role of police is to keep the peace. They keep that 
peace (typically) simply by having a presence that keeps 
people in line. You don’t cause trouble when you just see a 
cop standing nearby. When we buy a hidden PD car that 
is designed to blend into traffic (so you can’t see it), you’re 
clearly trying to catch me speeding due to the fact that 
I can’t see you. I don’t like it. Now you’re not preventing 
crime, you’re just hoping to catch me doing it. Cars with 
lights and all the markings are seen, and people slow 

down, they don’t commit the break-in, etc. Hiding in 
plain public tells me that you’re hoping I DO commit the 
crime, so you can ticket me. Which makes you money. It 
should be the opposite. Hell, put a siren on your car ala 
the ice cream truck. Run routes through town. Speeding/
crime would drop because the citizens would come to see 
that you guys are everywhere...not hidden in plain sight. 

THINGS I DO UNDERSTAND
Why Berges Fest is pissed.

Berges Fest is on Town Square. Always has been. It’s been 
there since the damn event started. It’s as old-fashioned 
as apple pie and every old timer in town has a memory 
of going to the Square and dancing and riding rides and 
drinking beer. But then it rains one year and the grass 
gets tore all to hell during the event. The City throws an 
epic tantrum because they had to fix the grass and boots 
Berges Fest to the Fairgrounds. Since then, the event has 
struggled. 

Keep in mind that twice a month the city lets some 200 
vendors set up booths on that pristine grass for Market 
Days. Then they let cars park all over it for whatever car 
show we’re having. Sometimes it even rains during those 
events and the grass gets messed up. But the City hasn’t 
thrown one of its tantrums over these issues, only at 
Berges Fest. This should be Mayor Handren’s first order of 
business – FIX THIS INJUSTICE. Berges Fest should be 
back at Town Square and it should never be moved again. 
And whoever blocked it from being on Town Square 
should be handed a wire brush and told to clean all city 
toilets for a month as punishment.

i catch a lot of crap for this column.
Because i have an opinion, i instantly irritate some portion of the population no matter what i have to say. that doesn’t bug me 
much (at all), but i feel i could be doing better at irritating a greater number of people with each column.
so for the next few, i’m just going to cover a variety of topics that i see happening around town. the way i see it, the more topics 
i can cover, the more people will get twisted up. With this said, let’s go:

Smell that? That’s the smell of high density 
runoff. Breathe deep citizens.

Don’t punish the wiener dogs. Their feet 
barely even TOUCH the ground.
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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




