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IT’S PRUNING
SEASON!
AUGUST IS A GREAT MONTH TO PRUNE YOUR TREES.
CALL US TODAY!
CERTIFIED ARBORIST
TREE PRUNING
TREE REMOVAL
STUMP GRINDING
PHC TREATMENT
TREE MITIGATION
PLANTING
DEEP ROOT FERTILIZATION

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

Ben Schooley, REALTOR®

Brokerage – Boerne, TX

424 HERFF ST.
$340,000

Perfectly located only a short walk from downtown Boerne and some of the best shopping and dinning venues in the Texas Hill Country. This beautiful 4 /4 Town House is perfectly
suited for just about anyone with a huge living area and over sized bedrooms both upstairs and down. There is also a giant two car garage for secure parking and extra storage space.
This is one of the most comfortable and affordable property’s on the market in Boerne and it is certain not to last long. Beautiful!! Don’t wait. Listing provided by Coldwell Banker D’Ann
Harper Realtors

108 COTERIE PL.
$400,000

Stunning home on the golf course in Tapatio Springs. This recently remodeled home is virtually a new home in a beautiful established neighborhood. Large Master suite with access to
back patio. Office could easily be a third bedroom. Large laundry room with lots of storage. Unique workshop and additional room/storage area off the patio. Fabulous Kitchen with
two refrigerators, double ovens, induction heat cooktop, wine cooler, soft close cabinets with lots of pull outs. Truly a relaxing garden home! Listing provided by Solid Realty Group

28926 FAIRS GATE
$460,000

Home features soaring ceilings, open floor plan, cozy brick fireplace, large covered patio overlooking a double greenbelt! This home offers an abundance of living spaces with separate
game room, office and media rooms. All bedrooms are downstairs with only the media room and a half bath being upstairs. Single owner home which was custom built with over
$125,000 worth of upgrades! Listings provided by Solid Realty Group

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

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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Realize your dream of
healthy mind, body & spirit.

Tinctures • Gummies • Water-Soluble CBD • Topical Serums • Pet Products

BRINGING WELLNESS
TO THE WORLD
Our hemp-based CBD products at CBD
American Shaman Boerne Hill Country
can trigger the body in a positive way.
We ensure you’re getting a high-quality
product with our edibles, tinctures, and
other goods that are made with ultraconcentrated, terpene-rich hemp oil. We
even have CBD products for your pets, so
be sure to ask about treats for your dog!

VISIT OUR
A
STORE FOR

FREE
!
E
L
P
M
A
S

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

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

Matt Kersh is a freelance writer
out of Boerne, Texas that
focuses on almost exclusively
on the local music scene. Kersh
is an accomplished musician
who plays hundreds of shows
throughout Texas and the
Southwest United States.

Kendall D. Aaron
Spiritual

Old Timer Just Old Timer

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.

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

SAMUEL SMITH
SPIRITUAL

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.

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.

Operations Manager
Tiffany Usher
tiffany@smvtexas.vom

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

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

T H U RS D AY N IG H T I S L A DI E S N IG H T !
KAR AOKE & DRINK SPECIALS

512 RIVER RD.

|

BOERNE, T X

|

NE XT TO LIT TLE GRETEL

DEAREST EXPLORE READER,
Sometimes I wonder about the answer to a most simple
question: When will I get it ALL right?
I have learned that after you are done making a myriad
of poor decisions and sending your life off in some wild
directions, you will take a moment to sit down and say
to yourself, “Um, you’ve clearly got some issues to work
through.” After taking jobs you shouldn’t, and career
paths you’re not suited for, and having major relationships
go sideways and a whole slew of other things that can
happen to a person, many people will stare at their cup of
coffee and think “Maybe the root of my issues is between
my own two ears.” Sure, a lot of people can just blame
things on bad timing, bad advice, bad spouses, and bad
bosses...but I think that many of us ultimately have to
sit down and come to grips with the fact that the only
common denominator in those situations is: YOU.

“I’m terrified of failing.”
“I have so many hang-ups.”
“I just don’t care about those things any more.”
“I married the wrong person.”
“I’m not getting any younger.”
“When will I just be happy?”
And so each of them has struck off on a journey of
self-exploration and understanding so that they can
hopefully understand their situation better, make
some decisions, and finally, finally, FINALLY find the
peace that they seek. Maybe they’ll use Amazon Books,
maybe they’ll just pray a lot, maybe they’ll buy a
Corvette and chase a 20 year old blonde. I am not sure,
but they are all clearly at points of “Something has to
change” and so they are seeking that change.
What I suppose I wonder is: Do we ever figure it out?

So like many of you, we head to Amazon and type in
“How to stop being selfish” or “How to control your
own destiny” or “Why you make bad decisions” and you
are presented with an almost endless offering of books
covering every topic imaginable. How to fix broken
relationships, how to set boundaries, how to handle
emotions better, how to be a leader, how to follow better,
how to chase your dreams, how to be satisfied with where
you are...there’s a book for everyone.
Which means that there are a lot of people trying to
“figure themselves out.”
Want to know what they should teach in college instead
of Philosophy or 18th Century Literature? They should
take those same students and get them to sign up for
a variety of courses that could really have a positive
impact on kid’s lives:
How to Choose a Spouse 101
Ways to Cope with Stress 301
Why Money doesn’t Matter Much 802
What’s Really Important in Life 401
How to Take Responsibility for your Stupid Decisions –
Semester 1
...and on and on.
But we don’t. I know that it is our parent’s responsibilities
to teach kids life’s biggest lessons, but as a parent myself, I
can’t even imagine all the ways that I have failed my kids.
Yes, I’ve done my best, but there’s no way my kids know
a fraction of what they’ll need to know before they go
off and make some gargantuan stupid decisions. Just like
their dad did.
I have a theory that the Mid-Life Crisis isn’t just a bad
joke about balding men who buy corvettes and chase 20
year old women. Yeah, that happens...but I truly think
that it’s a season where men (and women) realize that
they don’t know a damn thing about anything. They find
themselves in their mid-40s (typically) and they gasp
in horror when they realize that they are in jobs they
don’t like, with marriages that are soulless, and they have
a really good golf drive, but dammit, they are tired of
trying to make everyone happy only to find themselves
miserable inside. So they lash out in the only ways they
can to try to turn back the clock and rediscover their
youth and perhaps reset the clock in some way. I’m
not defending these situations – just saying that I can
empathize with it.
No, I’m not corvette shopping. That’s not my point. But
here are a few things that I have personally heard spoken
by my friends in the past month (most of them in my age
bracket – 40s):
“I’m just not happy.”
“I am trying to control too much.”

10 | EXPLORE

I watched a show a few weeks ago about some mythical
time where a computer picks who we date. You are
with this person until the computer tells you to break
up with them, and you do so because the computer
has told the population that it will ultimately spit out
the PERFECT mate for you. So people go through
these endless relationships, and finally the computer
says “Here’s the perfect match.” The problem is that
what the characters learn is that a previous person was
actually the perfect relationship...but people got so
tired of the game, they would accept who the computer
picked just to make it stop.
If we endlessly chase self-perfection, do we actually find it
or do we just finally settle for who and what we are? Do
we improve ourselves with amazing effort, or do we just
find someone that will accept us, warts and all?
I’m guilty of the book reading. I have lots of them. I can
read chapters of some of them and think “Oh man –
they just described me PERFECTLY!” and I’m aware of
the situation and issue and I agree with it and I know I
should change some things – but do I? Maybe a little.
Maybe I can see things more clearly, but I certainly can’t
read a book, slam it shut and exclaim: “Whew!! Glad that
problem is behind me!”
Nope. I have to wake up and think about it and remain
aware of the issue and when confronted with a situation
that involves the issue, I have to try to handle it in
the most healthy way possible, due to my new book
knowledge bestowed upon me by Amazon. But I surely
fail, time and again.
We all know the saying “I wish I knew then what I know
now” and maybe that’s the only thing we can really tell
ourselves. I know that if I was magically transported back
to being 22, my life would look COMPLETELY different
today. I could have avoided some dumb situations, and
I would have made some far smarter decisions, but alas,
that’s not real life.
However, those lessons and that knowledge I possess
isn’t because of things I read – it’s because LIFE taught
me things. I had to go through it in order to learn. So on
a sleepy Sunday afternoon as I’m typing this, I have to
wonder: perhaps the single most powerful question you
can ask yourself is: what do you think that YOU would
say to yourself 20 years from now?
Should you stay in the crummy job? Struggle with the
marriage some more? Keep the same friends? Live in the
same town? Talk to your kids the same way? Keep the
grudge with your parents? Put up with your asshole boss?
The stumbling we do early on in life is due to lack of
knowledge and life experience. We regret those things in

mid-life and facepalm at our poor habits and decisions we
have formed. Yet we are still learning and there are still
experiences that will shape us. And 20 years from now,
we will face-palm at the things we are doing right now.
Books and self-improvement can assist you with clarity
and putting explanations to things we feel and struggle
through, but at the end of the day, we are left to simply do
the best we can...for right now.
I’m not sure about you, but 20 years ago seems like
about 10 minutes ago. I was 23 and I pretty much
knew everything there was to know. I blinked my
eyes and it’s 20 years later and I realize that I didn’t
know a damn thing. I know that I should have sought
more info, asked for good advice, researched more,
forecasted better...but instead I just took the path of
least resistance and continued my journey.
Since 20 years flew by, I trust that the next 20 will do the
same and then I’ll be in my mid-60s. If I apply the same
thinking, am I actually learning or am I just bumbling
along trying not to rock the boat too much and just keep
the wheels on the ground?
As I always say in this letter, I rarely have answers to the
questions I pose. I just see so many people that are so busy
kicking themselves for past decisions, even though those
decisions were based on the best information that they
had at the time. Sure, some were flat out stupid decisions
and had consequences, but even stupid decisions can have
the hope that they turn out ok.
Maybe, just maybe...we’re all just out there doing the
best that we can with the limited info that we have.
I wonder how our lives might change if we accepted
ourselves a bit more, warts and all, and give the same
grace to ourselves that we try to give others. But I do
know that you have things that you know you should
change right this instant and that YOU in 20 years
would wish that you had done so.
Live the dream people. Sometimes it may be a nightmare,
but it’s your dream and it’s the only one you’re going to
get. Love yourself because somebody does, and strike out
on those adventures your heart yearns for. Smile, laugh,
cry...and pack those experiences into what time God has
decided to give us.
You’ll thank yourself in 20 years.
Welcome to August. May you take some time this sunbaked month and just inventory your blessings, EXPLORE
your past, and dream of your future. Then make it exactly
the way you’d like to read about it in a book.
Smiling,

ben@hillcountryexplore.com

Texas Czech
Grandmother’s
Invention!
Lavender
Sausage Patty
Eggs Benedict

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

AREA EVENTS

Get out and enjoy the great Texas Hill Country!

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

August 31-September 1 Pacific Combat Living History
Re-enactment See equipment and weapons used during
WWII and a battle re-enactment set on an island in
the Pacific with flame- thrower, tanks, uniformed
actors, and more. National Museum of the Pacific War
Pacific Combat Zone, 508 E. Austin. 830- 997-8600;
pacificwarmuseum.org

BANDERA
August 3, 10, 17, 24, 31 Bandera Cattle Company
Gunfighters Experience gunfight re-enactments. Shows
are at noon and 2 p.m. Bandera Visitors Center, 126 SH
16 S. 830-796-3045; bandera cowboycapital.com
August 3, 10, 17, 24, 31 Cowboys on Main Every Saturday
expect to see and interact with a sample of the Old West
cowboy lifestyle on Bandera Main Street. Main Street.
830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com
August 18-24 Buck Sloan’s Musician Reunion Bring
chairs, camping sup- plies, snacks, and fans if you have
one—or a church fan would be ok. Enjoy a community
dinner every evening around 5 p.m. Come prepared to
have lots of fun listening to music, playing music, or
dancing. Mans- field Park, 300 Seventh St. 830-796-3045;
banderacowboycapital.com
August 25 Frontier Times Jamboree On the fourth Sunday
of every month, the Frontier Times Museum offers
live music, storytelling, and more free fun for all ages.
Frontier Times Museum, 510 13th St. 830-796-3045;
banderacowboycapital.com
BERTRAM
August 30-31 Oatmeal Festival Experience an “oatrageous”
weekend of fun in the towns of Oatmeal on Friday night
and Bertram on Saturday. There is a morning trail ride,
a pet and grand parade, multiple vendors, food, music,
games, arts and crafts, a baking competition, a barbecue
cookoff, and a street dance. Runners from across Texas
are expected to take part in the legendary 3.3-mile Run
for Your Oats in downtown Bertram Saturday morning.
Various locations. 512-244-6357; oatmealfestival.org
BOERNE
August 3, 10, 17, 24, 31 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
August 3, 17 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 Derringer Band per- forms classic rock. Soda Pops,
103 N. Main. 830-331-8799; visitboerne.org
August 10-11 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
August 10 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
August 15 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
August 17 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
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August 29-September 1 Kendall County Fair and Rodeo For
more than 100 years, the Kendall County Fair Association
has maintained its agricultural mission for the region.
This annual festival includes vendors selling food, jewelry,
and handcrafted items; a pageant; a rodeo and livestock
show; and a parade on Main Street on Saturday morning.
Kendall County Fair- grounds, 1307 River Road. 830-2492839; visitboerne.org
August 31 Concert in the Cave As the Marbriago Trio,
Mark Landson (viola), Brent Buemi (clarinet, and Thiago
Nascimento (piano) have bonded musically over the
years, creating their own hyper-roman- tic interpretations
of the trio repertoire for viola, clarinet, and piano. Cave
Without A Name, 325 Kreutzberg Road. 830-537- 4212;
visitboerne.org
BULVERDE
August 3, 10, 17, 24, 31 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
COMFORT
August 13 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
August 2 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
August 3 Texas Ranger Day The Texas Rangers Heritage
Center honors those who have served and those still
commissioned with a two-part event featuring historians
and educational pro- grams, including Ranger Camp reenactments and a cannon firing. Texas Rangers Heritage
Center, 1618 E. Main. 830-990- 1192; trhc.org
August 9-11, 16-18 “Nunsense” Join the Little
Sisters of Hobo- ken for a haphazard variety show
to raise emergency funds for the convent. Steve W.
Shepherd Theater, 1668 S. US 87. 830-997- 3588;
fredericksburgtheater.org
August 22-25 Gillespie County Fair and Parade The 131st
annual fair includes agricultural, livestock, and home
skills displays. Enjoy horse racing, concerts, dances, a
carnival, and midway— all at the oldest continuously
running fair in Texas. A parade starts at 10 a.m. on Friday
on Main Street. Gillespie County Fair- grounds, 530 Fair
Drive. 830-997-2359; gillespiefair.com
August 30 Hill Country Sunset Harvest Messina Hof Hill
Country Winery hosts its annual harvest festival. The
evening begins with a Blessing of the Vines followed by
grape picking in the vineyard. Attendees also receive a
souvenir “Harvest Crew” T-shirt, which you can sign
with your very own purple stomping feet. Stay for dinner
featuring a vertical port wine tasting. Messina Hof
Hill Country Winery, 9996 US 290 E. 830-990- 4653;
messinahof.com
August 31 Grape Stomp at Chisholm Trail Winery Stomp
grapes and enjoy live music and award-winning wines.
Chisholm Trail Winery, 2367 Usener Road. 830-990-2675;
chisholmtrail winery.com

GRUENE
August 6, 13, 20 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
KERRVILLE
August 9-25 “Southern Fried Funerals” In this new
comedy by Osborne & Eppler, Dewey Frye is dead and
the rest of his family is left to pick up the pieces— that is,
if they don’t kill each other first. Funerals bring out the
worst, the best, and the funniest in people, and the Fryes
are no exception. Playhouse 2000 VK Garage Theater,
305 Washington St. 830-896- 9393; playhouse2000.com
August 30 Summer Concerts in the Park Enjoy some
summer jams at this free event. Bring your lawn chairs.
Louise Hays Park, 202 Thompson. 830-257-7300;
kerrvilletx.gov
NEW BRAUNFELS
August 1-4 Lone Star Gourd Festival The Texas Gourd
Society hosts this quirky festival featuring a gourd
art competition, gourd art sales, gourd supplies, and
technique classes. You’ll be amazed at the art people can
create from gourds. New Braunfels Convention Center,
375 S. Castell Ave. 337-376-9690; texasgourdsociety.org
August 2 Sublime with Rome in Concert Since 2009,
Sublime with Rome has been one of the leading reggae
acts in the U.S. Originally comprising Sublime founding
members Eric Wilson and Bud Gaugh with vocalist
Rome Ramirez, this band began by performing Sublime
favorites like “What I Got” and “Santeria.” In later
years, Sublime with Rome has collaborated to create
original albums, like 2011’s “Yours Truly” and 2015’s
“Sirens.” Today in concert, the band mixes up its setlist
with Sublime standards and fresh hits like “Panic” and
“Wherever You Go.” Whitewater Amphitheater, 11860
FM 306. 830-964-3800; ticketfly.com
WIMBERLEY
June 8-December 14 Second Saturday Gallery Trail On
the second Saturday of every month, come early and stay
late for wine, light bites, and an art- filled evening at the
galleries in and around the Wimberley square. Various
locations, 13811 RR 12. 260-290-5001; gallerytrail.com
August 1-10 Antony and Cleopatra A love that changed
history. One fateful meeting reshapes the ancient world
when the great Roman warrior Mark Antony, like
Caesar before him, falls in love with the incomparable
Cleopatra, Queen of the Nile. His devotion to desire
rather than duty is the beginning of a downward spiral
for him, the Republic, and Cleopatra, the last in her
bloodline. Emily Ann Theatre and Gardens, 1101 FM
2325. 512-847-6969; emilyann.org
August 3 Market Day More than 450 outdoor booths
are filled with art, furniture, collectibles, and treasures
of all kinds. Live music and food and drink make for a
shopper’s delight. Lions Field, 601 FM 2325. 512-8472201; shopmarketdays.com
August 30-September 22 “Picnic” This play takes place
on Labor Day weekend in the joint backyards of two
middle-aged widows. It’s a classic drama of longing,
romance, and the rites of passage. The Wimberley
Playhouse, 450 Old Kyle Road. 512-847-0575;
wimberleyplayers.org

1499 S. Main Street

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

boernefarmhouse@gmail.com

830-331-1391

FENCING | SITE PREP | RESIDENTIAL UTILITIES
ROADWORK | LAND CLEARING
Double R Enterprise has specialized in game and ranch fencing since 2002 and has been a family known trade for over 40 years. We have
experienced almost every type of terrain and condition imaginable and exceed in making what seems like a challenging situation a success. We take pride in the quality and efficiency of our work and provide the best products and materials for our customers. Other service
provided include road construction, lot & acreage clearing, residential utilities, and excavation.

830-446-1502

128 Kasper Dr. • Boerne, TX 78006 • www.doublerenterprise.com

ART OF THE SLICE
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By Ben Schooley

Cary Hamer, owner of Inferno’s Wood Fired Pizza in Boerne is no rookie
when it comes to restaurant operation. With over 30 years in the food and
hospitality industry, he certainly knows his way around a restaurant. While
his motivation as an owner is for the success of his restaurant, at the end
of the day, it’s equally about maintaining the joy he finds in the smiles he
finds in his customers.

Originally from Iowa, Hamer was quickly relocated to Texas and has been here ever
since. Jumping into the restaurant industry in 1980 with fast food management of a
variety of franchises, Hamer then transitioned into bar management where he spent the
next 4 years. From there, his career path began to materialize.
Hamer begins, “I was with Mama’s restaurants where I was GM of the one on San Pedro,
and became a multi-unit manager of the Hofbrau – Mama’s was right next door to
the Hofbrau and I ran both of those. I was with them for 13 or 14 years.” From there,
Hamer was hired on with Hooters, and his career really began to take off. He continues,
“I started off as a Manager in Training at the Riverwalk location, and with a little help
from God and some great people, I worked my way up to VP of Texas Operations. We
were the number 1 franchise in sales and the number of units at that time. We were able
to grow that from 8 stores to 42 during my time there, and it was a wonderful 17 years.
It was such a great job and company. There weren’t any other restaurants like them at
the time, and so we were the only game in town. You were kind of a rock star running
around with a Hooters shirt and people always had a funny story about coming there.
The travel and the opportunities it opened for us were just great. You also get to buy into
Hooters as management, and so when I moved on, we were able to get bought out. That
ownership mentality was just wonderful and it made it so that the employees bought into
the whole company and was wonderful to see what it did for people and their families.”
And that’s exactly what Hamer is trying to do at Inferno’s.
“I knew I was going to leave Hooters, so I got the Gruene location going. I want to be in
the restaurant with the people and the staff, and those opportunities were getting hard
to come by at Hooters. I was motivated to get Gruene going because I really enjoyed that
whole lifestyle that Hooters gave to me.” So after opening his Gruene location in 2014,
Hamer was able to go back to his roots a little bit and focus on the business itself, and the
families that frequent his locations. “Hooters was male driven, obviously. With Inferno’s,
I always saw that it would be a family demographic and I always wanted to have that.
Everyone loves pizza, and I thought that the concept would fit with what I wanted to do.
I got with one of my beer reps and I wanted to find something that would set us apart –
and he was just in Houston and somebody got him to try a scorpion pepper. We sourced
it, brought it in here, and we started playing around with it and we’ve trademarked that

name – Scorpion Pepper – it’s in our sausage, spicy pizza sauce, bloody Mary, and we’re
messing around with a scorpion pepper brownie.”
With his Gruene location going well, Hamer explains, “I was having a blast with the
Gruene store because I was back in my element. I got it rolling pretty well and took some
time to travel, and then the opportunities here in Boerne popped up. When this location
became available, I jumped back in and have been all over it.” Opening in early 2019,
the location was met with curious patrons, and Hamer’s team has been up to the task.
“The staff here are some of the most polite young men and women that I’ve ever been
associated with, and that’s the straight truth. Usually in this industry we have to teach
kids to say THANK YOU, but these kids have been amazing and that’s a testament to the
families here.”
Speaking of the families, Hamer is having the time of his life meeting the local
community. “I just love interacting with the guests and meeting the new people. Talking
to these kids just keeps you young. I love being in the conversation and the interaction
with people when they come in. I just love walking around and talking to people. I just
love working, honestly – it’s a party here every night and families come here to forget
their woes for a little bit, and I love being able to provide that. Boerne has been great
– we’ve already got some great regulars – I’ve met so many great people here in town
and it’s been so welcoming. The school has been so supportive of us, and we’re looking
forward to doing more of the work with the local schools and groups and we’re so
motivated to just do what we can to make the community better.”
With locations going up in Dallas and in North and South Carolina, Hamer has his
hands full. While he still focuses the majority of his time at the Gruene and Boerne
locations (he lives equal distance between both), he has big plans to grow his concept.
But at the end of the day, while it might be “work”, Hamer is having a lot of fun.
He finishes, “The philanthropy side of this is very important to me. Not only to the
community, but to our employees. I had a pretty sketchy upbringing in the bar business,
and the good Lord pulled me from all of that and has given me some great opportunities
to grow and to give back. Somewhere in there is my mission, because I have to give back.
That’s really why I get up every morning to do this. Being around these kids and these
families is what keeps me going.”
Inferno’s Pizza
1540 River Rd
Boerne, TX 78006
infernospizzeria.com
(830) 331-2023
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FULL INVENTORY OF RIFLES, SHOTGUNS, KNIVES, AND ACCESSORIES
Silencer Manufacturing • Maintenance • Expert Advice
101 South Main St, Ste B | Boerne, Texas 78006 | 830-388-0004

Montechema is proud to announce the 1st store for Black Rifle Coffee
OPENING SEPTEMBER 2019

SMALL BATCH COFFEE,
BY VETERANS FOR PATRIOTS
BRCC imports the highest quality
beans from around the world and
roasts them here in America.

101 South Main St, Ste A
Boerne, Texas 78006
830-428-6736

Opening early Fall 2019!

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

HISTORY

WE, WHO CAME TO A
PLACE WE DID NOT KNOW
By Marjorie Hagy

O
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Ok kids, everybody who remembers my column a couple years ago about the immigrant
ships from Germany raise your hand. Do you feel silly wherever you are with your hand
raised for no apparent reason? You can put it down now. The rest of you guys, the ones
who DIDN’T raise your hands (and you know who you are) I strongly suggest you go to
hillcountryexplore.com and check out the archives there. Did you know you can read ALL
the back issues of our sweet little magazine online? Hey, I’m not even getting paid for that
shameless plug! So go online right now, I’ll wait. It’s important- there will be a quiz.

Yesterday I was riding shotgun while my daughter
drove us west on I-10 to Boerne. I’m rarely a passenger,
always the driver, so this was the first time in a long while
that I could really take in the scenery whizzing past on the
highway. At a certain point just before the Leon Springs
exit, in a tiny break amid the fast-food joints, the supermart convenience stores, the strip centers, the cars, the
mobile homes, the motorcycle and RV dealerships, the
mini-storage lots, you can see just off the access road,
in among the overgrown trees and weeds, a little bit of
wooden bridge spanning a dry creek bed, site of the
now-removed track from the SA&AP railroad that once
connected Boerne to the rest of the world.
Every mile since we’d passed- oh, say UTSA- my mood
had been sinking lower and lower. The whole Rim/La
Cantera monstrosity where the quarry used to be, that
brand-new eyesore towering God-knows how many
stories over the whole debacle, on the hill where an old
dancehall (and some say speakeasy) used to draw the
thirsty traveler along old Highway 87. Every bit of land
that had once been a field in crop when I was a kid or
some old family seat with its farmhouse, barn, windmill
and barbwire fence is now razed and
built up again as another subdivision.
Everything, everywhere I looked, as
far as the eye can see, paved, built up,
trees razed, cheapened, ruined, ugly,
sprawl - I was a mess already by the
time I spied that little bit of bridge in
what was left of the woods. The tracks
are gone now and the train, of course,
far in the past and, I imagine, the
people who remember that the railroad
ever even ran this way are fewer and
fewer every year and those who care,
even more rare. But for me, I can’t
ever see something like that, a silent,
hidden fragment of history, and not
time-travel, just a little, and yesterday
I thought of the people who’d ridden
on that train, transported to 2013, riding on the same
train and looking out the window at what we’ve become.
I thought: Their hearts would be broken. And fast on
the heels of that thought came: It breaks my heart. It’s
devastating. What have we done, in such a short time?
What a clean, beautiful, hopeful world we were given,
this blue and green ball, with what amazing possibilities,
and what kind of stewards have we been? And in this, our
little piece of it, our hills and forests of Oak and Spanish
Moss, Cypress and Cedar, and our sparkling clear creeks,
how have we taken care of what was entrusted to us?
I have this germ of a theory about this country of ours,
this land that became the United States, that may not
even deserve the lofty title of theory- it’s just an idea I
sometimes wonder about. I wonder, you see, if this wild,
beautiful and changeable land here in the middle of
North America, was ever meant to be lived in the way
our ancestors came and did, the way we do. In Europe,
in Asia, in other parts of the world, their land has
been settled and farmed and...domesticated, for many
thousands of years. In England, for one, there are remains
of civilizations- like the stone hut in which Sherlock
Holmes camped in The Hound of the Baskervilles, just
to give an example which firmly fixes my nerdinesscivilizations about which almost nothing is known so
ancient are they, their every trace lost in the mists of
prehistory. In these lands which have been indwelt since
the dawn of time, these places whose flourishing cities
were even mentioned in the Bible, the people have an
instinctive, an innate and material knowledge of the
behavior of their land- there is a history of every mood,
every season, every phenomenon of which their place
on earth is capable. The seasons, the tides, the behavior
of the land is familiar to the people whose forebears
worked the same acres. There is an ancient relationship
with the land. In America it is different. Here, people
came from overseas knowing nothing of the seasons or
habits, of the secrets and the moods of the land- they
came to claim their piece of the world, these people who
were full of hope or arrogance, with dreams of freedom
or colonization or riches or escape, and they came not
so very long ago. In Texas, indeed, not 200 years ago the
whole vast expanse, from desert to piney woods, from the
mountains in the west to the plains in the north to the hill

country to the shores of the Gulf of Mexico, was almost
completely unseen, unknown to any but the natives.
Nothing was known of what the land could do, good or
bad, of what it might be made to produce, of the climate,
of the soil, of the living, breathing earth.
But all over the whole of this country, from east coast
to the west, aboriginal civilizations had lived generation
after generation, time out of mind, back to the forest
primeval, and they, unlike the inflowing of Europeans,
knew the land and its ways. And they knew that some
places weren’t meant to be lived in permanently- they
knew that parts of this land went up in fire according to
cycles they understood but of which the Europeans knew
nothing. They knew the places that flooded in season and
that a permanent settlement should not be erected there,
because the floods were a part of the cycle in the life of the
land and to interrupt that cycle was harmful and wrong.
The Native Americans, the people who had lived here for
tens of thousands of years, knew that the land could be
dangerous and to avoid living in those places when the
earth was in that mood. Perhaps they wouldn’t have lived
in certain parts of Texas in the summer, and in certain

parts of Minnesota and Wisconsin in the winter. Perhaps
it wasn’t just a matter of following the various animal
herds for their meat that they migrated, but that they
understood what the animals knew by instinct- that this
land that would become the United States was a perfectly
balanced ecosystem and they must move according to its
seasons and moods, that they must respect the earth, that
they must live in accordance and in harmony, symbiosis,
with the land that was their home, in order for either of
them to be healthy and alive.
But then we, the non-natives came and of course, the
rest is quite literally history, and much of it a sad, tragic
history that we all know all too well. Knowing nothing of
the ways of this new land, the European immigrants chose
to ignore the ancestral knowledge of the natives who
had lived here and flourished for centuries, disregarding
their innate familiarity with the land and its ways as
superstition and barbarism, and barged ahead doing
things their own way. The things that worked back home,
however, didn’t necessarily work here, but the Europeans
forged ahead, bullheadedly, and bent the land to their
will. Where there were floods, they built dams, they built
artificial hills and changed the water courses, the flood
patterns, to suit the needs of man. Where the wildfires
swept through, in the places even the animals knew to
avoid during the season of fires, they built their towns and
their homes in defiance of the fire, and still, in the twentyfirst century, the fires come every year and we watch in
breathless horror the homes, the cities in its path, and
men and women die fighting the seasonal fires. In a
swath right down the middle of the country, in the place
that on the old maps was labelled ‘The Great American
Desert’, the great, flat grasslands of North and South
Dakota, Nebraska, Kansas, Oklahoma and North Texas,
one of the great ecosystems of the world was put under
the plow because the audacity of man convinced us that
we could rip the skin from the earth and grow a better
crop than she, and because of that highhandedness, that
breathtaking boldness, the very soil was sucked into the
air and blown out to sea, leaving a generation homeless
and hopeless, stunned victims of their own chutzpah.
We, the human beings who came to a place we did not
know and who chose to ignore the warnings of those

who’d been here for lifetimes already, we wreaked this
havoc in a hundred and fifty years, in a nano-second of
time. We were entrusted with the stewardship of a green
and flowering, blooming, life-giving land, of rivers blue
and green and brown flowing into seas unpolluted and
pure. And we twist and bend and break the green and
verdant land out of its natural shape to fit our own vision
and our own needs. We tear up by the roots the centuriesold oak trees to make the land more attractive to buyers
who will pave over the soil and slap up a sheet metal and
cinder block horror so more people can rent more space
to store more crap that they don’t need in the first place.
And the sign out front says “The Oaks Mini-Storage.”
We sully and befoul the purity of the clear water of the
creeks and rivers our ancestors found so clean and pure,
we dump our refuse into the life-giving water and then
we create more garbage by drinking water from plastic
bottles because we’ve turned our own water undrinkable,
and then the empty bottles find their way out to sea, to
join a floating garbage patch in the Pacific Ocean that’s
now the size of the continental United States. We heartily
approve, without even considering the consequences, the
oil pipelines and “fracking,” a procedure the impact of
which upon the earth we know less than
nothing, we howl “Drill Baby Drill” and
dismiss wind and solar energy as hippie
fantasies, and refuse to even consider
minimum mileage restrictions on our cars
because we’re Americans, dammit, and no
one’s gonna tell us we can’t drive an armyvehicle-turned-status-symbol that gets 14
miles to the gallon on a good day.
Marj, I can hear my readers beginning
to harrumph, what does all this hairylegged liberal Mother Earth rant have
to do with Boerne history? Where, you
may be wondering, is the light-hearted,
self-deprecating and humorous Marj we
read this column for anyway? She’s here,
folks, and she’ll be writing like herself
again next month, I promise. But to tell you the truth,
I’ve been unable to write my stuff for a couple of months
now because I’ve been in a funk about my hometown
and it’s thrown up a real block to writing a folksy column
about it. I will tell you the truth. I feel like an exile from
my hometown. I don’t live in Boerne anymore, I live in
Northeast San Antonio, almost in Converse, way over
here by Randolph AFB, and I live here for economic
reasons, because I can afford to live here and I can’t afford
to live where I grew up and where my friends and family
are. I haven’t been at the parades or Berges Fest. I miss
spending at least a few minutes of every day with my
sister- we used to joke that we were like Where’s Waldo,
the two of us appearing at every Boerne to-do of any size,
and now I’m not a part of anything at all. And because
I’m an unnecessarily complicated person, my feeling left
out of my Boerne and all the stuff that’s happening there
has all kinds of facets and gives rise to other, seemingly
unrelated feelings. I’ve felt resentment towards all the
people who don’t know Boerne from Adam’s off ox, who
read somewhere or heard from their friends that Boerne
is the happenin’ place to live and who were able, with no
more effort than changing purses, to indulge their whim
and move here while I, who love the town and feel like
my heart has an actual string tied around it whose other
end is in Boerne somewhere, hung on by my fingernails
until I finally had to let go and move away. When I got
sick I lost my job because I couldn’t work with food,
with a trake, and with that I lost my hold on my place
in Boerne. I sometimes feel like I’ve been shut out of my
own personal paradise, been thrown out of Eden, and I’m
sort of mad at everybody else who can be there where I
can’t. Unreasonable resentment, like when someone says
“Oh, were there a lot of German people in Boerne?” or
thinks that Traditions at the Depot was Boerne’s actual
train depot. And this other thing that bugs me, that
people who have no claim to, or love or affection for my
town, who see Boerne only as an up-and-coming highyield investment, will make a decision in some office in,
say, Cleveland, and boom, suddenly there’s a new retailresidential-planned-community going up next door to an
old family farm on the land where a baseball field used to
be. The guy who stands to make a bundle up in Cleveland
doesn’t give a rat’s big behind about the farmhouse he’s
tearing down, the memories he’s taking out with the
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bulldozers, the trees that have to die to further fatten
his already too-fat bank account. He’s never even been
here and doesn’t have to visit, it’s all money on paper to
him. But the thing that’s got me down most of all is that I
never feel bad at all. I’m always happy and so grateful for
my life- shoot, I almost lost it, I know how wonderful it
is- and I believe that I’m the happiest person in the world,
even over here in Converse, so all my sort of unfocused
resentfulness doesn’t sit well on me and somehow made
it all worse. So I took a hiatus this summer to decide if I
want to, or even if I’m able, anymore, to write about my
little hometown for the Explore.
And I believe I am, and I want to. There are people who
grew up here, too, and to whom our old Boerne is still
the best place in the world and a place whose history is
worth keeping alive, and people who tell me they love
the memories my columns sometimes stir in them. I’ve
actually known conversations to get started because of
stuff I wrote about, when one old Boerneite is moved to
ask another, Hey, do you remember where that was? Do
you remember when we used to do that? And if some
of the new people, those who never knew about the
Germans or the train station, if they learn something
new or get interested in finding out more, because of my
stories, well then, so much the better, but bringing back
those old memories and making my friends smile about
them is the big, the biggest payoff for me.
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About my Mother Earth rant, it is something I feel very,
very strongly about, and what we should become hyper
aware of even in our own little town. We just can’t keep
building more and more and more homes without the
water to support them. We cannot keep altering the flood
patterns by building up and digging down without seeing
the consequences in new and creative flooding disasters,
without understanding that the Hundred Years floods
that come around every five years or so are the fault
of our own disdain and contempt for the land. Boerne
has changed out of all knowledge in the past twenty
years alone because some of us not only welcomed but
encouraged and even courted, enticed a mega discount
store and fast-food chains which put out of business all
our mom-and-pop, locally-owned businesses and we
can’t get those back and let me hip you to one home
truth- a Whopper or a Whataburger ain’t never gonna
hold a candle to a Beef & Brew beefburger with chili.
When one used to leave Boerne behind once past the
Frost Bank (formerly Buck’s Court) and got into San
Antonio at Colonies North with a long drive through
fields and farmsteads in between, there is now a long,
nearly unbroken line of ugly sprawl all along the interstate
so that you can no longer really distinguish where Boerne
ends and SA begins. That’s a damnable shame, and there’ll
be much, much more of that if this loop thing goes
through- the loop that’s going to, like I said earlier, further
fatten already grossly obese bank accounts. Home Depot

now stands like a carbuncle on the end of a country road,
and a string of hotel/motels hasn’t improved the character
of our town much either. The point is, that progress is a
word which means, as far as I understand it, a positive,
forward impetus, and if you look at a before-and-after
picture of our town, you might be pretty hard put to find
the positive in the transformation. Before we lose what’s
left of the unique beauty and character of this hometown
of mine, we need to take a long, hard look at where we
want to go and then get involved with the process and
stand up for our town. And while we’re at it, we need to
get interested in saving the rest of our world too. When
our ancestors first got here they could have benefitted
from the wisdom of those who knew this land but they
chose to blaze their own way, in defiance of nature and
the natives, but we, today, can decide to heed their advice,
and make some real, meaningful and permanent progress
in the world:
Treat the earth well.
It was not given to you by your parents,
it was loaned to you by your children.
We do not inherit the Earth from our Ancestors,
we borrow it from our Children.
~ Ancient Indian Proverb ~

CELEBRATING 10 YEARS IN BOERNE!
Dr. Tamara Oesterling

• Calm, Quiet hospital
• Feline boarding only (no bark zone)
for the least amount of stress

WE L OV E C ATS!
Dedicated to providing the highest level of
feline medicine and surgery.

• Accommodations for the most
particular cat and cat owner
• Gentle care for even the most
feisty feline

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

ARTIST OF THE MONTH:
Gary Loper
By Matt Kersh

There are a lot of people that “play music,” but only a small
percentage of them that a learned-ear would define as
seasoned. Perhaps they’re just beginning their own musical
journey, or they become one of the many that give it up
before their ability has the chance to grow and mature. For
many, they find the level of effort required to develop true
skill to be too hard. A number of others simply don’t have the
natural talent. It’s a rare thing to find someone that has been performing for going on
5 decades and continues to seek to grow.

T

The journey music takes people on over the years is an
amazing thing. For just over 40 years now, music has
been a faithful friend to Gary Loper. “It was back in ‘79
when I first got myself in front of people with my guitar
and performed when I was 19.” When he talks about the
role music has played in his life, Gary’s eyes light up and
convey how it continues to give so much back to him.
This is an apparent mark in him that he really possesses a
deep love and awareness for the art and process of it all.
“I had a real strong musical education. It was when I was
8 that I started playing piano; I also played saxophone all
through school. Guitar was always something I wanted
to learn, but it wasn’t until I was 18 when I first picked it
up. I had been listening to a lot of jazz, some country, and
rock and roll on the radio stations. I grew up in Houston
and they played soul music on the radio, and I didn’t
know that soul music wasn’t rock until I moved away and
learned the difference between the two.”
We can all remember the joy and freedom we experienced
when first beginning to drive. It was around this time in
Gary’s life, in the mid/late 1970’s, that he began to develop
a love for some of the Texas songwriters that would shape
him as a musician. He made it a priority to be present at
many of the best shows happening around the Lone Star
State during this formative era of music.
“When I first started to drive, in 1976, we would go see
guys like Shake Russell, Dana Cooper, Townes Van Zandt,
Rusty Weir, B. W. Stevenson, and Willis Alan Ramsey. All
those cats were great, and I really started to want to finger
pick and play the acoustic guitar.” These artists were all
making waves in the world of music to varying degrees,
though they were definitely more in the realm of what
we would consider folk, and what many today would
affectionately refer to as Americana.
Like anyone that jumps into music, the journey of
discovering one’s own sound and style is a process that
develops over time. It’s something that usually shifts
in genre and feel until we begin to land where we feel
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most musically at home. “I was enjoying the little bit
of exposure I was getting through starting to play at
the time. I was starting to find myself. After a while, I
discovered guys like Lightnin’ Hopkins, Mance Lipscomb,
and Robert Johnson. These guys were more of the blues
finger pickers, and that was a real different kind of deal
that spoke to me on a whole other level. It wasn’t that
alternating bass note picking pattern, it was more of that
driving bass presence. It felt a lot more raw, primal even,
and I just really connected with what was going on there.”
A common staple of the blues is, lyrically-speaking,
it’s often fairly elementary. Having come first from
a foundation of listening to a lot of the Texas folk
songwriters, Gary realized his appreciation and
connection with lyrics that really told a story and
conveyed a lot of depth. He began to work at writing and
creating his own brand of music that he felt combined his
love of blues, finger picking, and storytelling.
All artists on their musical journey will absolutely
experience the certain ebb and flow in the creativity
and energy required in sustaining this demanding craft.
“I used to really have the self-promotion wagon going,
beating the bushes for gigs, but I needed a break for a
while and knew that the gigs would start finding me again
when the time was right. It’s starting to feel like the music
is just finding me again and that feels good.”
It’s both highly educational and thoroughly enjoyable
talking music with a player like Gary. He has been
growing as an artist, instrumentalist, and performer for
40 years now and still continues to hone his craft, which
makes him a rare and inspiring musician. It’s beautiful to
encounter folks that continue to choose to stay on their
own unique path in their musical journey like Gary has
done all these years. He exemplifies the reality, that if you
really have the music down in your soul, regardless of
where the path of life might lead, music never leaves for
good and always finds a way back to us.
www.facebook.com/garylopermusic
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Kendall Woods Dental

BADASS

BADASS OF THE
MONTH

T
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The most feared badass of the Civil War was
Bloody Bill Anderson. His real name, William T.
Anderson wasn’t nearly badass enough, so he
was quickly granted the name of Bloody Bill.

Bloody Bill Anderson was born in Missouri, sometime
around 1838-ish. His dad was a haberdasher who moved
the family north across the border to Kansas during a
magical time known as “Bleeding Kansas”, which sounds
about as fun as it actually was. Basically, Kansas was
going to become a state, so since the U.S. government
couldn’t decide if it should be a slave state or a free
state they decided to let the state’s residents vote on it.
Naturally, this meant that everybody in the state who had
an opinion on the subject went around killing everyone
who disagreed with them. Destruction, disorder, arson,
and street fights were a daily occurrence. Crime was out
of control. Death was a daily event.

Clarke Quantrill. Quantrill, a most murderous raider had
taken it upon himself to fight an unauthorized war for
the Confederacy in Missouri, attacking Union troops,
trains, and supply points all over the place to disrupt their
operations. Bloody Bill was promoted to Lieutenant, but
in his own words, he wasn’t really all that interested in the
War, he just enjoyed the robbing, killing, and looting.

Bloody Bill fit right in.

A week later, Bloody Bill and his raiders attacked
Lawrence, Kansas and its pro-Union tendencies, and
proceeded to burn the entire town down and killed every
man and boy “big enough to hold a gun.” His group of
raiders, which included infamous outlaws Frank James,
Jesse James, and Cole Younger, then took Fort Blair from
the Union and again killed every single man all the way
down to the Army band.

Initially little more than a common theif, robbing liquor
stores and stealing horses owned by anti-slavery people,
things got personal for Bill in 1862 when Bill’s father
was murdered. Apparently, Bill’s dad got pissed off when
a neighbor boy refused to marry his daughter, so pops
broke into the guys house with a shotgun. The neighbor
boy got the drop on Bill’s dad and shot him point-blank
in the chest, killing him instantly. Bill, whose mother
had already died from being struck by lightning a few
years earlier, responded by going to the neighbor’s house,
killing him and his brother-in-law, burning down their
family liquor store, fleeing to Missouri, and forming a
band of 30 outlaws intent on killing every pro-Union
person they could catch.
Anderson then hooked up with some fellow badasses in
the form of infamous Missouri guerillas led by William

The Union made a mistake in 1863, issuing warrants to
arrest any woman that had aided Quantrill and his group.
Bloody Bill’s three sisters were arrested, one was killed
when the prison collapsed, and one was crippled.
Now it was VERY personal.

Being now chased by thousands of Union troops seeking
retribution, the men headed to Sherman, Texas where
they could wait for things to cool down. While there,
Bloody Bill only killed a few people and robbed a couple
of the local stores. Oh, and he married the local saloon
girl. But then Qauntrill of all people said that Bill was
a complete psychotic and needed to cool it, so Bill split
town with his fellow outlaws Frank and Jesse James.
Some time passes, and local residents in Northern
Missouri find 12 Union soldiers who had been killed and

scalped, their bodies left to rot. Bloody Bill was back.
For the next four months, Bloody Bill and his ragtag
group of approximately 50 outlaws raised hell all over
Kansas and Missouri wearing stolen Union uniforms,
attacking troops, burning bridges, and leaving a trail of
the dead and dismembered.
One of the more notable attacks was in 1864. Bill’s crew
was hoping to team up Confederate General Price and
fight with them in Missouri. Price declined Bill’s help for
obvious reasons, so Bill got pissed and drunk, burned the
town down and robbed a half dozen stores. When the
noon train arrived in town, Bill and his men boarded it,
dragged 24 Union shoulders off the train and killed them
all. When a militia was sent in to deal with Bill, as you
might have guessed, Bill and his men rode them down,
killed all of them, and decapitated them all.
It was at this point that Samuel P. Cox was called in to
deal with Anderson. He ambushed Bloody Bill outside
Albany, Missouri, catching him in his own trap and
gunning Anderson down as he fearlessly charged straight
into a vastly-superior force, surrender never being an
option for such a violent man. His body was displayed
publicly in Richmond, Missouri for two days. On the
third day, pro-Unionists pulled his body down, decapitate
it, put his head on a pike outside the city, and dragged his
body through the streets behind a horse. It was eventually
recovered and buried just outside town. Much to the
mayor’s chagrin, the local townspeople came out and put
flowers on it every night.
“If I cared for my life, I’d have lost it long ago. Wanting to
lose it, I can’t throw it away.”
- Bloody Bill Anderson
William T. Anderson was NOT a good person. He’s
another in a long list of men that fall under the heading
of “Badass” if only because of the sheer ferocity that he
lived. Certainly not someone to be emulated, Bloody Bill
lived his way, and would never be deterred. While we do
not applaud his violence, we can at least tip our hats to
someone that lived life on their own terms, even if those
terms were bloody mayhem.

William Clarke Quatrill
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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

Mention this Explore ad
and receive

10% OFF

your purchase.

46 FM 3351 N, Bergheim, TX, 78004 :: (830) 336-2199 :: www.PurIsoLabs.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
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SUMMER’S
LAST
HOORAH!

I

It’s August and summer is drawing to a close. However, it’s
not over just yet. True you probably won’t be able to make
a quick trip to the Grand Canyon or Disney World but there
are some pretty great things to do much closer to home.
Definitely not day trips, these are places to go and things to
do that you’ll want to take a bit longer on. But nothing you
can’t accomplish over a three day weekend.

BALMORHEA STATE PARK
Balmorhea, TX

Are you the type of family who likes to take
trips off the “grid”? Then this is definitely
the place for you. Spring-fed swimming is
Balmorhea’s claim to fame, and it doesn’t
disappoint. Beautiful, crystal clear spring water
is a welcome refreshment to the August heat
in Texas. The hotel there is relatively spartan
in terms of amenities, so be sure to pack food
and activities for the family while you’re in
your room at night. The Davis Mountains
are right on your doorstep making for some
pretty spectacular scenery. The McDonald
Observatory is a relatively short drive which
is always good family activity. They even offer
“star parties” so check out their website before
your trip to see if they’re offering one when
you’re there.

PADRE ISLAND / SEA TURTLE RELEASE
Corpus Christi, TX

KEMAH BOARDWALK
Kemah, TX

Unfortunately you have to drive through Houston to get there from here, but we think it’s worth
the risk. This place is a trip back in time so to speak. Amusement park rides, midway games, an
arcade, playground, shopping, and dining. What more could you ask for in terms of family fun?
They even have special events year round. Houston’s only three hours away. Eight with traffic. So
why not go? You could even stop in Brenham for some ice cream or Shiner for a beer on your way
there. See? Lots of family stuff to do on this trip.
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The coast is always an obvious choice when it comes to long
weekend getaways. Bay fishing, deep sea fishing, the Texas
State Aquarium, USS Lexington, eating seafood that is only
hours old instead of days are just a few of the things you can
do with the family. Something you might not know about is
that the park service releases a WHOLE BUNCH of baby sea
turtles around this time of year. After digging up freshly laid
eggs, the conservationists incubate the eggs until their time
to hatch. They then release the new baby turtles at the Padre
Island National Seashore. You can watch these little guys
flip and flop their way into the surf all while being protected
(relatively) from scavenging gulls. And the best part? It’s
free. They do the release at 6:45 in the morning which,
admittedly, with a family can be a pain. But if you can muster
the motivation to do it you can stay at a pretty nice beach,
by Texas standards, all day for free. Check out their website
and call the turtle release hotline to see if there is a release
scheduled for when you want to go.
www.nps.gov/pais/naturescience/releases.htm
Hatchling Hotline (361) 949-7163

GREAT WOLF LODGE
Grapevine, TX

If parents ever questioned the existence of God, we submit this place as proof. Paradise on Earth
with an 80,000 square foot indoor water park, multitude of kids activities, shopping, kid’s and
adult spa, movie theatre, and multiple dining options. Kids love it because kids love sensory
overload. Parents love it because they can relax while jr goes on his water park induced psychedelic
activity trip. Then at the end of the day everyone comes back to eat and sleep like bricks after the
day’s activities. No, it’s not cheap. But if you’re like any other parent, you can’t put a price on your
child’s happiness. Or a few hours of peace and quiet. www.greatwolf.com

DINOSAUR VALLEY
STATE PARK
Glen Rose, TX

Long ago, dinosaurs left footprints in
the mud at the edge of an ancient ocean.
Today, you can walk in their tracks in the
bed of the Paluxy River. Find dinosaur
tracks, camp, picnic, hike, mountain
bike, swim and fish in the river, watch
for wildlife, ride your horse, or visit the
interpretive center. The park is a short
drive from Fort Worth, so if you don’t feel
like camping in the middle of summer
you’re not far from the big city. There’s also
the Fossil Rim Wildlife Center in Glen
Rose. So when you’re done looking at the
fossilized remains of dead animals, you
can go see some live ones.

DIGGING FOR DIAMONDS
Crater of Diamonds State Park, AK

This one is a little further than the others here. But let’s face it. You get to dig for freaking
diamonds. Granted, you need to keep your expectations realistic here. The chances of you digging
up a 40 ct. uncut white diamond (it happened here in 1924) are pretty slim. But for a family with
youngish kids it’s great. I mean, they get to dig in the dirt and get messy without mom and dad
getting mad at them. And mom and dad get the kids to do all the dirty work with the potential
to retire to Puerto Rico next month. It’s win win. The park offers tools for rent to aid in your
expedition as well as free identification of any potential money makers you might find. However,
you’ll have to employ your own gemologist and diamond cutters to get $$ value out of your find.
Most diamonds found in the park are too small to cut and are eventually set into pendants. But it’s
fun to think of the possibilities while you get your hands dirty with your now happy, if not a little
grubby, kids.
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SPIRITUAL

PROBLEM OF PAIN
By Samuel Smith
For five and half
years I ran the men’s
building of a Christian
homeless shelter in Fort
Worth. It was quite an
education. Volunteers
came from every part of
the spectrum. Hellfire
and brimstone, spittleprojecting preachers
rubbed shoulders with
Unitarian Universalists who were just there because the
universe told them to.

F

Differences of opinion abounded on everything. Some
people thought our facilities were too nice and would
encourage the people to never want to leave. Others
wanted to tear down the building if a ceiling tile was out
of place.
Homeless services is the open mic night of religion.
Anybody who wants to do anything they want, provided
they pass the background check. The reasons for that are
manifold, but the main one is volunteers tend to become
donors. So you kind of have to wade through the four
Mormon families bringing 30 people to volunteer in the
kitchen usually run by 6-7 people and the Orthodox Jews
who won’t unload the boxes containing donated pork
from off the truck from the food bank.
It was always a study in extremes. Casual church
attendees rarely take time out of their schedules to
do what we strenuously believed was a religious duty.
There were other places in town with no spiritual
component, so we ended up with most of the true
believers. Kept things interesting.
But no pair of extremes intrigued me more than the
prosperity gospel types vs. hardcore fundamentalists on
the problem of pain.
I’ll illustrate what I mean. One Sunday afternoon a lady
resident stopped at our front desk where I was working.
She asked if I was a minister, which I was.
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“I just called (name redacted)’s ministry and asked for
prayer for my daughter with cancer. The man on the
phone told me it was because I lacked faith and I needed
to sow some seeds of faith and she would be healed.”

But what about the fundies? Yes. You screwed up. Your
life sucks right now. Yes. It’s your fault. And I know the
Quakers used to hope for “peace in this life, happiness in
the next.”

I was dumbfounded. Over the phone, this desperate lady
had asked a guy for help. He had hit her up for cash. I
don’t remember exactly what I said. I didn’t cuss much
back then, but I’m sure I wanted to.

They also gave us Philadelphia sports fans, oatmeal and
Richard Nixon.

Your suffering is a result of a lack of faith, and faith can
only be demonstrated with cold, hard cash.
So that was one end of the spectrum. Your suffering is
given to increase not your faith, but “The Anointed of
the Lord” and his pocketbook. It was crass, but it was
also something I could understand. Despise, yes, but
also understand.
I also dealt with my guys after the regular chapel preacher
Brother Bill had with his cane and his King James had
been browbeaten them about how their sin had found
them out. They were genuinely scared. They knew they
had screwed up their own lives. They knew they deserved
what had happened to them. Or at least some of it.

I don’t buy for an instant that the guy who said to the
woman caught in adultery, “neither do I accuse you”
intended for her to be beaten up about it for the rest of
her life. He did say, “go and sin no more,” because those
kinds of behaviors cause problems. But he didn’t ask for a
donation.
In more moderate forms, in Southern Baptist life I
witnessed the veneration of suffering. “God did not
promise us an easy life.” True. “Through many trials we
must enter the Kingdom of heaven.” Yeah. I get it. Life’s
gonna suck. It’s my fault. “God gives his hardest battles to
his best soldiers.”
But he also said, “be of good cheer.” He added, “in
this world you have trouble. But take courage, I have
overcome the world.”

That may not have been what he intended, but that’s
what they heard time and time again. Regardless of his
intent, that’s what he communicated. The reception of a
message matters.

There isn’t a monolithic explanation for why evil
happens. Why children are sexually abused. Why
parents fall into drug use, why people do dumb things
like marry into psychotic families. The answers to
those questions are unique to the situations themselves.
The prosperity types want to blame it on a lack of faith.
The fundies like to blame a “fallen world” which is so
vague as to be unhelpful.

The prosperity types are just a variation on the folks
Martin Luther went to war with: pay God off and believe
and we can not only have eternity, but abundance thrown
in.

And you can’t avoid it. It’s there. Suffering, both just and
unjust, will always persist. And yes, there is such a thing
as unjust suffering. You don’t deserve it for having been
born. It’s not always your fault.

Old preachers will tell you that some churches are three
funerals away from a revival. I’d add that we’re a few
private jet crashes away from sanity in religion.

But it’s not the last word, either. In this world or in the
next. And you don’t have to write Kenneth Copeland a
check to pay for some JP-4 so he can go to Jamaica.

Your suffering is deserved, and you need to accept it and
realize that your only hope for a good life is in heaven
with God after you die.

(7663)

Hailstorm Damage?
Shelter Pro Has You Covered.
Call for a FREE inspection today!

San Antonio Roofing Contractor & Storm
Restoration Expert Since 1984

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

Residential & Commercial
Roofing

www.ShelterProContracting.com
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OLD
TIMER

Mobility. Traffic. God-forsaken stupid endless construction. A sea of red brake lights. All in little ol’ Boerne.
Pull up a chair kiddies. Your favorite friendly Old Timer is going to fix our traffic congestion in town. I’ve grown weary of it, as I
know you have as well, but I’ve got solutions.
So here we go:

It’s 5:00 a.m. and you’re the only car on the road. I will remain red for the next 20 minutes.

TIME THE LIGHTS
Try driving 46E or Herff Rd, and you hit countless lights
which invariably back up 50 cars deep and take you
multiple lights to get through. It’s sooooo stupid and
unnecessary. Why would we NOT time the lights? If I’m
going from Longhorn to Esperanza I have to hit 3 lights.
None of these are timed, so everything locks up and you
end up white-knuckling it. WHY? Time the freaking lights
so that when you get a green at Herff/Esser you barely tap
your brakes for the mile it takes to get to Esperanza. Same
deal on Herff – not only are these not timed, but they love
to give a super long green turn signal when nobody is
coming. This is 2019. When no traffic is coming, have the
damn light turn green. This is not NASA level thinking
here. This applies all over town. I want it timed so I can
drive from Wendy’s all the way to the North end of Main
without hitting a light. This must be done.

FLASHING YELLOWS
Why do we have a functioning light at CHS? During the
summer? When nobody is there? Why not just make it a
flashing yellow? Same at Rosewood. Same at Blanco/Esser.
Same at Esperanza. STOP IT. People are very capable to
be able to pull out into traffic. Hell, you have to jump 4
lanes of traffic at Blanco/Plant without a light at all.
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STAGGERED SCHOOL TIMES
46E at Charger High will back up damn near to Bergheim.
Why? Because every freaking school in town is kicking
off and releasing at the exact same time. It’s asinine.
You’ve got Cibolo Elementary and CHS within a few feet
of each other, so why not stagger these times so that it’s
not a complete disaster in the area? Boerne High and
Currington are a mile apart and the whole area is a circus
as the high schoolers release along with all the soccer
moms picking up at Currington. Stagger, people!! Let the
high school kids out in 10 minute increments so that the
lanes can clear and not come to a grinding halt.

Even when I’m flashing no one cares
about me.

ABOLISH TxDOT
Let’s be real – this is a government entity trying to
handle construction, which means it’s a guaranteed
failure. Bid these jobs out to the highest bidder and give
‘em deadlines. If they don’t hit the deadline, they don’t
get paid. I know road construction can be a daunting
task, but you tell me how much your commute has
IMPROVED in the past few years? TxDot was on TV
the other night and said that they are 50% done with the
10 “improvements”. If this is 50%, I’m terrified of 100%.
Abolish the entire bloated operation, get some hungry
contractors in there, and I bet you $5 that the entire
project is already over.

FLOG THE GUY RESPONSIBLE FOR ROAD
CONDITIONS ON 10
That’s a death trap. You’ve got weaving drunken lines all
over the place, random jumps that launch your car into
barriers, workers sitting around chatting or, better yet,
very little actual “work” even happening in most area.
Drag that guy out and flog him on TV. I’ll do the honors.
Show the others that when you risk the lives of countless
people every day due to ineptitude, you get flogged on live
TV. That’ll learn ‘em.

the drive just that much more less infuriating. If you don’t
wave at me next time, I swear I’m going to fake a heart
attack and veer into your lane. Ain’t kidding.

STOP DRIVING

RULES FOR DEVELOPERS

The most obvious solution is to park your car and no
longer drive it. Realistic? You’re damn right. If you’re
driving to work, that means you’re leaving town for the
day, so what’s our excuse the rest of the day? I propose
rolling travel-times where District 1 can drive, then
District 2, and so on. Stupid idea? Sure. Would it help? A
LOT.

You’ve got something like 400 houses going in at the
lake. The road in and out is a sleepy little road designed
to handle Farmer Bob and his weekly hay delivery for
his cattle. It is not designed to handle 300 homes x 2 cars
= 600 cars in and out each morning. Pass an ordinance
that if you build so many houses that it’ll overload our
roads, you just bought us a new wider road. It’ll slow the
development, and it’ll ease the burden on the citizens who
have to pay for the new roads.

Ok, so all I need is someone to pay attention to me and I
just remedied 90% of our little ‘burg’s travel nightmares.
As with everything that I’ve ever rambled on about, I
expect nobody to actually listen or take me seriously and
to simply blame other government officials for the fiasco.
But when you readers are ready, let’s storm City Hall and
let ‘em know that it’s time for some changes – even Old
Timer’s crazy suggested ones.

DUCKS. KILL ‘EM.
The next time I get stuck in a traffic lock-up because
Donald and his group of ladies are waddling across the
road, I’m mowing ‘em all down. Yeah, you think they’re
cute, but they are vile vermin that are trying to kill you.

I know we can fly. But if they run you over
the humans will erect a statue in your
honor. So there’s that.

STOP BUILDING STUPID SHIT
We can’t afford to fix School Street, but we can buy a TajMah-City-Hall for $22 million dollars. Priorities much?
KNOCK IT OFF. We don’t need $22m buildings, we don’t
need new CVB buildings, we don’t need fancy new trucks
for staff, and we don’t need to be paying our freaking City
Manger over $300k/year. We NEED good roads. Take that
money and provide infrastructure items like adequate
In a post-apocalyptic Boerne there will only
be... wait, this was taken last Tuesday at
I-10 and Deitz Elkhorn.

Don’t you just LOVE not driving?
Oh yes. I much prefer walking a mile to
the corner store in the middle of summer
instead of driving my air conditioned car.

roads so that we can get around without losing a hubcap
due to some giant pothole, only for City admin to tell
us there’s no room in the budget to fix. Oh, there’s room
allright, but you guys are going to have to knock off the
drunken spending you’ve engaged in for a long time.

I’m gonna run them off the road if they
don’t wave.

YOU BETTER START WAVING
Back in the day, you waved. At EVERYONE. You
didn’t have to stick your hand out the window and
wave, but dammit, you at least had to raise a finger of
acknowledgment to your fellow passing driver. Nobody
does this any more and it pisses me off to no end. We’re all
stuck in traffic together, so we might as well wave! Makes
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Health Sharing Programs
Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance
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Commercial Property
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HEALTH INSURANCE
SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

Jeremy Diller,
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$7.99

L U N C H S PE C I A
M o n d ay - F r i d
ay
11am-2pm
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COME ENJOY OUR NEW PATIO AND PLAYSCAPE AREA!
L I V E M U S I C F R I DAY & S AT U R DAY

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

$1 OFF

EVERY DRINK

DURING HAPPY HOUR

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

www.infernospizzeria.com • 830-331-2023

