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PackSaddle

TACK N' TEMPTATIONS

Gifts and Gear for the horse,
for the cowboy lifestyle,
for a cowgirl's western charm.
Enticing western gimmicks & indulgences
that'll make the little 'uns want to
grow up to be cowboys.

*

TR T
729 FORD STREET, LLANO, TEXAS 78643  915/247-2206 FAX: 915/247-2322
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OF PECOS BLL ¢
SLUE-FOOT ST

Explore the adventure of
TEZAS from past to present. gy
From early hunter-gatherers ;&ﬁ
to today's adventurous road
trips. It's all about Cowboys
and Indians, history, s
mystery, treasure and travel. = g
*
X one year subscription is
ONLY §25. Justsendusa
check along with your M
name and address and f._";"."'i&é«
we'll take care of the rest. —
Compiete set of back issues (0] for ONLY 0.

ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

P.0. BOX 355, LLANO, TEXAS 70643

STAR
goUR S S RATRy g pBRATING
24 YEARS OF
AWARD WINNING
ABBY'S . o
MEXICAN FOOD $ 3.95
HOURS: Tuesday thru Friday
LUNCH 11AM-2PM * Tuesday-Saturday
cLosED + sunday & vonny - (915) 247-5318
1208 BESSEMER (HWY. 16 NORTH) * LLANO, TEXAS 78643

Hill Country Lodge
& Mini Storage

512-793-2838
All Suite Motel with Kitchenettes

Daily & Weekly Rates

Rt 1Box 575 ¢ Buchanan Dam, TX 78609

v

Canyon filed with oak and bluebonnets
while relaxing on the front deck of this
secluded Mason County lcdge 3 miles from
Fredonia. Hike the trails, look for arrowheads,
and af night you can gaze at the stars deep
in the Texas hills. The Lodge is one bedroom
but can seep 4 to 6 people. Comfortably
furnished country-style, with all the amenities
including afully-equiipped ktchen and wood

! burning stove.

Call Randy or Beverly Baker for reservations: 915/429-6222

HEART OF THE HEART GUEST LODGE

IN HISTORICAL DOWNTOWN LLANO

On the Square A2

* EXOTIC COFFEES FROM AROUND THE WORLD = CAPPUCCINO
* SOUPS, SALADS, SANDWICHES « FRESH BAKE SHOP GOODIES
* OLD FASHIONED ICE CREAM TREATS * MARBLE SODA FOQUNTAIN

NOW FEATURING A NEW GIFT MALL
BEHIND THE OLD FASHIONED SODA FOUNTAIN

OPEN: Monday - Fiiday 8AM-5:30PM + Saturday 9AM-6PM

1905 LAUTERSTEIN BUILDING
825 FORD STREET « LLANO, TEXAS 78643 - 915-247-4902

g njoy panoramic views of 30 miles of Qak
o of the s, E

Suest cad™
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exas writers of history and folklore are hard-
pressed to {ind a magazine willing to print their
stuff, no matter how good it might be. In fact, as
far as [ know, we're it. Consequently, we receive
submissions and queries on a regular basis. We
also acuvely seck permission from other
publishers to reprint stories which deserve to live again. In
this issue we present to our readers the work of two authors
which warrant special mention.

Hazel Oatman Bowman was more than a writer. She
was the biographer of a county. Borm in 1901, she dedicated
her life to the written word. Starting out as an English
teacher, she later became a news correspondent for the
Associated Press, the Austin American and the San Antonio
Press. Butit was through her articles for 7he Cattleman that
Hazel left a legacy in print that 1s worthy of a Pulitzer Prize.

Hazel lived in a ime when the people who settled in and
around Llano were still alive to tell their story, and she
traveled the country far and wide collecting first hand
accounts of the prominent pioneers in the areca. From
shoeing horses to training polo ponies, from history to hog
dogs, she captured the facts and flavor of a time that was
passing into history. Hazel had the gift to take a mountain
of details and present them in plain, and at times poetic,
English. At the ume of her death on May 10, 1951 she was
stilll writing.

I would like to thank the Oatman Family for their kind
permission to reprint "The Indian Battle on Packsaddle
Mountain." [See page 36.] A Collection of Stories,
Biographies, and Articles Writien by Hazel Oatman Bowman
is available through the Oatman Family Enterprises, at the
Oatman Law Office at 915/247-4117.

C.F. "Charlie" Eckhardt recently sent us a letter and
story. After reading what Charlie had to say I wasted no
time getting him on the phone. | was delighted. He is not
only writer of clear, unaffected prose, but a spellbinder of a
storyteller. As a historian he is definitely not the armchair
variety. Charlie goes to where it happened and gets the fcel
and lay of the land. And all this comes together in everything
he writes.

Charlie had inquired about our guidelines. Apart from
having the manuscript double spaced, which is the standard
cverywhere, and [ told him that we didn't have any. I've
always believed that if a person was knowledgeable and
enthusiastic about their subject, and if they could hold an
audience when they told it, they could write. Dee Harkey,

ENCHANTED ROCK: LOCATED IN CENTRAL TEXAS, ENCHANTED ROCK WAS A
SACRED LANDMARKTO THE AMERICAN INDIANS FOR OVER 10,000 YEARS . CONSISTING
OF SOME OF THE OLDEST ROCK ON EARTH, ENCHANTED ROCK IS'THE SECOND
LARGEST GRANITE DOME IN THE UNITED STATES AND IS THE CENTRAL CORE ARQUND
WHICH THE LAND MASS OF TEXAS FORMED.

BORN TO WRITE

born in San Saba, wrote in the preface of his book, Mean
as Hell, The Life of a New Mexico Lawman, "Before 1
undertook to write this, I asked a friend about getting some
cducated person to do the writing, and he said, 'Hell, no,
Dee, don't do that! You'll lose the flavor and tang of your
story if you do.' And to my reply that I didn't know what to
wrile about or how to say it, he said, 'Just tell the story of
your life from the time you were born until you retired from
public service. Tell it just as you have told parts of it to me.
It's the story people will be interested 1n, not the words.
They can find plenty of them in the dictionary."

Dee's book, plus that of his sister Sarah Harkey Hall
(sclections of which appeared in the Dec-Feb issue of
Enchanted Rock Magazine) are proof positive that our
guidelines and those of Dee's advisor are more than
sulficient.

Anyway, I could have listened to Charlie all night.
Since our first conversion he has sent several excellent
picces which will appear here on a regular basis. Charlie's
letter appears on page seven; and his story, "Cousin Dobbin's
Last Fishing Trip," is on page 32.

Back to our guidelines —Cowboys and Indians, history,
mystery, treasure and travel. That's what we like. You'll

gel a subscription for your story. W/MEZ”{: .
FNCIANTED ROCK

MAGAZINE

P O. BOX 355, LLANO, TEXAS 78643 PHONE/FAX 915/247-3708

EDITOR & PUBLISHER: |IRA KENNEDY
PUBLICATIONS MANAGER: HOLLY SCOTT
EDITOR -AT-LARGE: CHARLES TISCHLER

COUNTRY MUSIC: BEAU BURTON
CAMPFIRE STORIES: L. KELLY DOWN

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS: KENN KNOPP
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CORK MORRIS
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ADVERTISING SALES:

FREDERICKSBURG AREA & d
AUSTIN AREA 512/601-2381: MARYBETH GRADZIEL

BOERNE AREA 210/249-8550: TOM LUND
MARBLE FALLS & LLANO AREA 9153883251 LEE CROMWELL
BURNET & LAKE BUCHANAN 512/7569406: NANCY WALKER
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DEDICATED TO THE MEMORY OF JAMES E. CORNETT, AKA L. KELLY DOWN

9 GEORGE WILKINS KENDALL j 28 THEY WEREN"T ALL GERMANS
Kendall County's Founding Story, ‘ The Danes Settle In Old Fredericksburg,
by Elizabeth Gray Hudson Part One Of Four Parts, By Kenn Knopp |
1 1 HLL COUNTRY MAPS 30 GOLIAD REVISITED
Fill The Cooler, Grab Your Camera—These Fannin's Last Stand, Part 1 Of Two Parts,
Maps Are ‘Must See' For Bluebonnet Treckers By Steve Goodsen

16 THE LEGEND OF THE BLUEBONNET 32 COUSIN DOBBIN'S LAST FISHING TRIP
The Definative Story of The Origin Of The A Game Warden Tries To Out-Fox Cousin
Specis, By Cork Morris Daobbin, But gets His Come-Uppance Instead,

By C. F. Eckhardt
1 8 TRACKING BLUEBONNETS
Where To Find Them And A Little History COWBOY TALES

As Well, By Ira Kennedy 3 4 How The Bremmer Came To Texas And How
‘ To Figger When Your Calf Was Bomn,
19 THE ROADS OF TEXAS | By L Kelly Down
How To Become A "Roads Scholar",
By Randy Eads 36 LTSG’L“% :J?\'IITLE ON PACKSADDLE
20 PARDNERS TOGETHER 5 Young Men Baltle Savages in Uano
Slue-Foot Drives A Few Head North, County, By Hazel Oatman Bowman
By Warren Lewis
‘ 42 INDEX TO ADVERTISERS

ONTHECOVER: WARRIORDOLL, by lraKennedy.

ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE IS HERE:

' BUCHANAN DAM | Stonewall Pizzeria, Page 33
IN ADDITION TO Catfish Barge, Page 14
Fuzzy's Corner . MARBLE FALLS
BOOK STOP’ Gallery of the Hills, Page 14 . Beyond Beyond, Page 39
BARNES & NOBLE, Picadilly Circus, Page 6 Buffalo Gals, Page 38

City Jewelry, Page 38
HASTINGS BOOK STORES  ENCHANTED ROCK AREA Main Street Emporium, Page 39

Crabapple Crossing Past & Presents, Page 39
& WALMART STORES, Country Store, Page 12 Pomegranites, Page 39
YOUCANFIND  erepeRicksBURG WELFARE
Basic Crafts, Page 23 PoPo Family Restaurant, Page 10
THE MAGAZINE OF TEXAS | Main Street Book Store '

AT THE FOLLOWING Gastehaus Schmidt, Page 10 WILLOW CITY

The Pioneer Musem, West Main Harry's on the Loop, Page 12

Badu House, Page 19 Sisterdale General Store
Catfish Barge, Page 14

IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO RETAIL The Old Feed Store, Page 34 STONEWALL

ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE Merle Norman, Page 31 Stonewall Chili Pepper Co.,

IN YOUR PLACE OF BUSINESS Olen's Ice Box, Page 6
PHONL: 915247-3708 | Packsaddle Tack N Temptations, Pg. 2 |
Pinckney's, 110 East Main
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BURNET COUNTY BARBEQUE
& CENTRAL TEXAS CATERING

I & REAL PIT COOKED BAR-B-QUE
‘\ \.§, WE PUT THE HEAT TO THE MEAT
P/

512/756-6468
HIGHWAY 29 W., BURNET, TEXAS 78611

STAG’S LEAP

an american bistro
& wine bar

*kk CASUAL DINING

LUNCH: MON—FRI 11 AM.-2 P.M
DINNER MON —THURS. 5:30-9 P.M.
DINNER: FRI & SAT. 5:30-10 P.M.
"SUNDAYS AVAILABLE FOR PRIVATE PARTIES.
755 5. WASHINGTON, FREDERICKSBURG, TX 78624
(210)990-8881 - FAX (210)990-1399

Highlander Club

PRIVATE CLUB » MEMBERSHIP AVAILABLE
POOL ¢ SHUFFLE BOARD ¢ DARTS ¢ BIG SCREEN TV
Hours: Mon.-Fri.: 3-12 p.m. ¢ Sal.: 3 p.m.-1 a.m.

512/756-0139
401 BUCHANAN DRIVE  BURNET TX 7861 |
5555555550655 55505 5.5 5555550

SHADY GROVE FARMS
NURSERY

* TREES + SHRUBS

* BEDDING PLANTS ¢ HERBS

* HANGING BASKETS

* NATIVES » WOODCRAFT ITEMS

512-756-1614

612 BUCHANAN DR.» BURNET, TEXAS 78611 y
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IRA & COMPANY

Please find enclosed a check in the amount of $25 to begin our
subscription to Enchanted Rock Magazine. Onour trips to the Hill
Country we always try to pick onc up. Please make sure my
subscriptions includes the January '97 1ssue. I don't want to miss
part 2 of Marathon Run. I haveaweb page about traveling in Texas
via motorcycle, Texas GS Adventures. If you're interested, itis
located at: http://web2.airmail.net/rer |00gs/randy.htm
[ am including a copy of an article | wrote for the BMW

Motorcycle Owners of Amenican Owners News magazine about
The Roads OfTexas. If youwould like touse itor modify it for more
general appeal, feel free to do so. I'm sure Cathy Shearer would
appreciate it. Keep up the good work on the magazine.

Sincerely,

Randy Eads

|Eads's article appears on page 19] Royse City, Texas

FOR YOUR CONSIDERATION

Enclosedis$25forayearsubscrnptionto Enchanted Rock Magazine.
Alsoenclosed is an article published in Frontier Times. 1 read in
your magazine you have permission toreprint articles. I'm notsure
this is the same publication.

A.T.Jackson was onc of the pioneers of Texas Archacology.
This wntings and research are in the Archives of the University of
Texas. Dr. Lewis was A. T. Jackson's grandfather and my great-
great grandfather.

Thereare manydescendents in Llanoand central Texas as well
asoverthe U. S.

[ERMag is seeking permission to reprint  Carmen Penninglon
"A Double-Barrel Pioneer” ] Llano, Texas

- DELIVERY
* DINE-IN
« CARRY OUT

OPEN EVERY DAY

HWY 29
(NEXT TO COSTAL BANK)
BUCHANAN DAM, TX

512-793-2264

PICCADILL

A




FROM AUNT SUKI

I am Jim Comnett's aunt and would like to get the back issues of
the magazines he had articles in. John, his brother, said he
talked to you, and that it sounded as though he enjoyed what he
was doing in Llano. Those two "boys" and my 2 nicces were the
nearest o children that I had.

The magazine is a treasure and I've enjoyed reading it very
much.

Sincerely,
P.S. 1 was Jim's "Aunt Suki" Gladys Tuley
Markham, Texas
FROM A WORKING WRITER

Dear Mr. Kennedy:

I've just seen my first copy of Enchanted Rock, and have
thoroughly enjoyed it. I'm a writer by trade, and I'm particularly
interested in any magazine that publishes historical and folklore
articles about Texas, because those are my specialties. I'm
currently the book review editor of The Tombstone Epitaph, I've
written for The Epitaph, True West, I'rontier Times, Civil War
Times, Guns & Ammno, Louis L'Amour Western Magazine,
several other magazines in this country, and for magazines in
England, Switzerland and Australia. I'm also the author of two
books by myself— The Lost San Saba Mines, published by the
now-defunct Texas Monthly Press, and Texas Tales Your Teacher
Never Told You, published by Wordware Publishing—and co-
author of a third, Unsolved Texas Mysteries, with Wallace O.
Charito and Kevin R. Young, also published by Wordware. |
write a weekly column on Texas history, legend and lore for the
Seguin Gaczette-Enterprise, and for a time | was half the radio
team of "The Old Buzzards" on KCTI Radio in Gonzales. ['ve
also been a f1nalist for Western Writers of America's Spur award
for short fiction twice with "Beef For Uncle Sam's Injuns,"
published in New Frontiers Il from TOR books in 1991 and "131
Blue Jay Road," published in Louis L'Amour Western Magazine
in 1995.

I'm a working wniter. That means I don't work unless I get
paid for it. Obviously, I don't know what Enchanted Rock's
rates are, but having been raised on a hardpan and ceadarbrake
ranch just west of Georgetown and having lived through the
drought of the '50's on that ranch, I've always kinda figured
every dollar [ getis one I didn't have before. I'd be interested in
your writer's guidelines and an idea of your rates.

Sincerely,
C. F. Eckhardt

[Eckhardt's arlicle appears on page 32] Seguin, Texas

RESTAURANT

OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK
6 A-Mo - 10 PoMo
DAILY LUNCH SPECIALS

SI1I2/793-4014

1/4 MILE WEST OF HWY 1431 ON HWY 29
BUCHANAN DAM, TEXAS

"FORD STREET INN

A BED AND BREAKFAST ESTABLISHMENT

Located three blocks from the Llano historic district, the Inn offers (wo bedrooms with
private baths: full or continental breakfasts, AND a large backyard with pecantrees. A casual
room features a massive bar of Argentine quebracho wood, backgammon and dart boards.

MARCH IS IRISH MADNESS MONTH!!
FEATURING
Delightful Irish Music and Breakfasts
* OLD-FASHIONED FRONT PORCH WITH SWING* QUEEN SIZE BEDS

* COMPLIMENTARY AFTERNOON TEA/SHERRY *» NONSMOKING ENVIRONMENT
1119 Ford Street, Llano, Texas 78643 * Reservations: 915/247-1127

O It it et i i) ¢ Ry Rt ) ot et i) 0

and see us!

ICE COLD Drinks & Beer and large selection of
GROCERIES ¢ TACKLE ¢ ICE « LOTTO
o T-SHIRTS & HATS ¢ GAS FOR BOATS & AUTOS

ON PARK ROAD 4 BETWEEN LONGHORN CAVERN
L & INKS LAKE STATE PARK

A Fine Art Gallery of Avian Images

'"THE FINEST GALLERY OF BIRD ART | HAVE EVER SEEN."
—ROGER TORY PETERSON

ORIGINALS, PRINTS & PHOTOGRAPHS
REPRESENTING INTERNATIONALLY ACCLAIMED
ORNITHOLOGISTS AND PAINTERS OF BIRDS
* ORIGINAL HAND COLORED HUMMINGBIRD AND TOUCAN
LITHOGRAPHS BY JOHN GouLD

* ORIGINAL ARTWORK PUBLISHED IN NATL GEOGRAPHIC
SOCIETY FIELD GUIDE TOo NORTH AMERICAN BIRDS
AND MANY OTHER FIELD GUIDES AND PUBLICATIONS.

MARK & KATHLEEN WITHERS
BY APPOINTMENT

P.O. BoX 748 « KERRVILLE, TX 78029
210/257-2837 » FAX 210/257-2091

EMAIL: kwithers@ktc.com Visa and MasterCard accepted

3
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8th ANNUAL LLANO

CRAWEFISH OPEN

he cighth Annual Liano Charity

Crawfish" Open scheduled for

April 18th and. 19th promiscs 10

provide cnough food, fun, and

entertainment for everybody in
the Hill Country. The brainstorm of a
group of Beaumont hunters and local
Llanoites, the Llano Crawfish Open was
first held in 1989. Over the years a
friendship began between the two groups
and the success of the open really took
off.

Following success, the group realized
they needed a goal to serve the cntire
Llano County area. That goal became
The Llano Special Opportunity Center
for mentally and physically challenged
adults. Though the cenler receives a
limited amount of funding from the stale,
their needs are still great, the remainder
of the funding must come from the
community.

Now, in their cighth ycar of
continuous growth, the Crawfish Open
plans to cook up over 7,000 pounds of
crawfish, 3,000 pounds ol barbecue for
the "must attend” eventin the Hill Country.
Plan for a weekend of day-and-night fun
along the banks of the beautiful and
legendary Llano River. Onc band on
Friday, and two on Saturday will provide
live entertainment.

Boiled crawfish, potatocs, corn and
barbecue will be served at the Llano City
Park on Friday from noon to 6 p.m. and
again on Saturday from 11 a.m. 10 5 p.m.
The plates are $7 for adults and $5 for
children under 12. Followed by the Friday
Night Dance at the city Park Pavilion
from 7-11. Admission is [rec.

The Saturday Night Dance will be
held at Ocestreich's Rose from 9 pm 1o 1
a.m. on the west end of Llano on Hwy 29
with CMA artist Kevin Eagan. Admission
is $10.

In addition to the cookout and dance,
the cvent includes a Sporting Clay
Tourmament, Golf Open Tournament, and
Washer Pitching Tournament. Top prize

8 ENCHANTED ROCK MAGAZINE

for the golf open is a 1997 auto. For golf
tournament information phone the Llano
Golf Course and ask for Ronnic Humphrey
al 915/247-5100. For sporting clay
information phone Sandra Overstreet at
915/2388-4934 (day) or 9015/247-5017
(night).

144, Al Buomet

For additional dctails contact Kirk
Winfrey at the, Llano Farm Burcau 915/
247-4161. To find the Llano City Park
(also known as Robinson City Park) drive
3 miles west of the courthouse on County
Road 152 on the way to Castel.

ikc blucbonncts bursting into
bloom, the 14th Annual Blue-
bonnet Festival will unfold a
colorful celebration,and every-
onc is invited. There will be
something for everyonc at this family
oriented event, from April 10-14 in the
friendly little town of Burnet, Texas,
nestled at the footof the spectacular Texas
Hill Country.

Those cager o get out and enjoy the
color, beauty, and unspoiled air of the
Texas Hill Country can take partin several
fun competitions. Participalte in the SK/
10K Bluebonnet Fun Run, the Bicycle
Tour or the Golf Tournament. Children
will be kept entertained by joining in the
Children's Fun Run and the Bicycle
Decorating Contest. The Pet Parade
provides what children love the most,
critters of all shapes and sizes. Kids and
grown ups alike, will enjoy a delightful
parade around the square with over 100
cntrics followed by a camival full of rides
and excitcment.

For creative competition, there is the
Bluebonnet Festival Outhouse Chariol
Racc on the Square. In this wacky event,
contestants will race their best outhouse-
like contraptions. The Old West Town
provides the backdrop for a re-creation of
an authentic shoot-out by the Burnet
Gunfighters where visitors are surc (o gel

caught up by secing history comealive. A
street dance is also sponsored by the
Gunfightersso, youneverknow whatbrand
of specialentertainmentyouwillencounter.
Entertainmentis provided continuously
cither by land, airor rail. Dilferent types
of music, and dancing will be on-going
during the arts & crafts vendors on the
square. Diving from the skics, Highland
Lakes Squadron of the Conlederate Air
Force, showing off theiraircraftand lying
skillsat the fly-in. A Destruction Derby on
the fair grounds add thnlls and chills to the
auto fan. The Hill Country Flyer, onc of
the last authentic stecamtrains in the world,
arrives during the festivities depositing
passengers cager (o join in.
Otherfascinating and histonc sites can
be discovered ncar Burnet. Longhorn
Cavemn State Park and the Highland Lakes
in considered to be one of the mostancient
geologic areas of the world. Original
settlement Fort Croghan has been restored
to give aview of Texas [rontier history.
Spring is perfect timing for this annual
cvent during the peak Blucbonnet scason
and during the Blucbonnet Arts and Crafts
trail is in full bloom in Central Texas. The
varety of wildflowers blooming across
the ficlds and along highways make every
mile cventful.
Come sce for yourself why people call
Bumet the jewel of the Highland Lakes.



corge Wilkins Kendall was one of the shapers of the
Hill Country to which he was devoted. He was born
August 22, 1809, at Mount Vernon, New Hampshire.
Young George became determined to study printing
and by age 29, Kendall was in New Orleans founding
the New Orleans Picayune. His fame as the first war
correspondent, followed his coverage of the Mexican
War in 1842,

He acquired a farm near New Braunfels; and in 1845,
purchased the land he called "Post Oak Spring Ranch" a few
miles cast of the Cibolo Creek near what was to become Boerne.
On one of his trips to Europe in 1849, George met and married
the lovely Adeline de Valcourt, the daughter of Colonel de
Valcourt of the French army. [t was not until they had three
children that he brought her to the beautiful, but frontier country
he loved. Not favorably impressed, Mrs. Kendall, neverthelcess,
adapted and graciously welcomed all travelers to their home.
This charming lady was to become one of the most loyal citizens
of Texas.

On this land purchased from the Republic of Texas, Kendall
was to distinguish himself as the father of sheep-raising. Ottmar
von Behr had brought from Germany a small flock of Saxony
sheep which he crossed with Mexican stock. Kendall in tum
purchased a fine breed of Merino bucks from France to replace
the inferior Mexican breed. In time his flock consisted of tens
of thousands. These brought about a thriving industry in San
Antomo, developing the largest market in the world, and
processing the finest wool.

An abolitionist, Mr. Kendall would not buy slaves to work
his place. Because of his greal admiration for the energetic
Germans, he hired their young boys as shepherds. This practice
alone with his close work with them to develop a supenor breed
of sheep, endeared him to the Prussian transplants. Great
distress racked him when the Indians killed three of his men.

[n aletter to a friend, 1n later years, Kendall reported, "I am
enjoying the finest health. I have here, at my frontier home
among the mountains, grown young again. [ have pasturage for
20,000 sheep, and any number of cattle, and to see all this space
covered with them is what I am working for. I do not bother my
head about Kansas, or brother Brigham Young, or politics of
any kind; don't care who is president; fear God, but hate the
Indians for stealing my horses;...try to keep my feet warm and

by ELIZABETH GRAY HUDSON
BOERNE AREA HISTORICAL PRESERVATION SOCIETY

my head cool, and smoke my pipe in peace with all
mankind."

A signer of the petition for a new county, Mr.
Kendall worked with Erastus Reed, a Boeme resident
who served in the Texas Legislature, to carve a new
district out of parts of Bexar, Comal, Blanco, Gillespic
and Kerr Counties. In honor of his tireless devotion to
the arca and its interests, the citizens named it for him.

Kendall died in 1867 at the age of fifty-eight of
pneumonia he contracted in a blizzard, tending to his
flocks. The epitaph on his grave in the Boerne Cemetery
reads, "Printer, Journalist, author and farmer; eminent
in all. Clear head, stout heart, strong hand; a man of
many [riends' most beloved by those who knew him
best."

MORE ABOUT GEORGE WILKINS KENDALL?
eJacob D¢ Cordova, Texas: Her Resources and her Public Men,
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott, 1858
*'The Polish Texans," San Antonio, Texas, Institute of Texas
Cultures.
eMrs. Clifford Mooers, "George Wilkins Kendall."
Biography in the Eidith A. Gray Library.

A Short

—_—
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The Velveteen Rabbit Ltd.

Men & Women's
Fashions & Shoes
Fine Gifts
and Collectibles

=5

Phone 915-247-4457

STEP BACK INTO THE PAST ; : . Fax 915-247-4248
OFFICIAL TEXAS HISTORIC LANDMARK Serving the Hill Country since 1910. 109 W. Main St. » Liano, TX 78643
L_MC/V/D ||
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FAMILY RESTAURANT
A Texas Traditior sivice 1929...
“As You Remember it

,I’

.

Over 1400 Collectors Plates

* STEAKS « CHICKEN « SEAFOQOD *

HOURS: TUES-SUN: 11 AM - 10 PM
CLOSED MONDAYS

210-537-4194

7 miles north of Boerne,

JIM BERRY

HILL COUNTRY RANCH SALES

MARBLE FALLS OFFICE * 607 HWY 281
210-693-1122
FAX 210-693-5826

take the Welfare Exit #533 off IH-10 D)

Put Yourself In" Our "Place

Reservation Service Office
Guest Houses and Bed & Breakfasts

210-997-5612
231 West Main « Fredericksburg, Texas 78624

COBIERS

PIT BARe<Be(QUE

HOMH OF THE BIG CHOP

Featured in:
TEXAS MONTHLY ¢ SOUTHERN LIVING

“Llano is the barbecue capitol of the world.”
“COOPER'S is the best joint in town.”

-TEXAS MONTHLY MAGAZINE

DINE IN - TAKE OUT - CATERING

915-247-5713
Terry & Karen Wootan, Owners

604 WEST YOUNG (HWY. 29W) ¢ LLANO, TEXAS 78643

TERRY WOOTAN
REAL ESTATE

“THE HILL COUNTRY RANCH FINDERS”

IDENT MERC
gANCHEg gpSIDENTI,, , (oMITERCIy,

Terry Wootan
Broker

915-247-5711
FAX 915-247-3052

(JOLDEN ¢

FRIED CHICKEN
AL CHOAEN R 000

OPEN: 7 DAYS A WEEK
10:30AM to 9:00PM

915-247-3600

608 West Young* Highway 29 West
Llano, Texas 78643
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Gallery of the Hills

— PRESENTS
WILDFLOWER |
CELEBRATION | KAREN VERNON |
EXHIBITION | WATERCOLOR i
APRIL 5-30 | WORKSHOP |
reaTURING: | MARCH 3427

ROYCE ROBERTS
FAYE CASWELL
‘ VIE DUNN-HARR

|

aren has a BFA from '
University of North Texas

and has studied with Robert {

Wood. She has exhibited nation- |

ally and internationally and was ’

\

{

|

|

JO BECK fcalluécd in sceveral magnl;f_incs
including American Artist. Karen
CAROL LIGHT owns Vernon Fine Art & Editions,

COLLEEN LOONEY
BETSY MASSEY
STACY DAWKINS,
LAURA CARLTON
ARMOUR $HIN

PRINTS & ORIGINALS

Humble. Tx. Galleries include
Coconut Grove Gallery, Florida
and Altomar Collection, Carmel
by the Sea, California.

CLASSES ARE $260 (340 DEPOSIT)
CALL FOR DETAILS

é-uri lﬁ; 'r;Jet' for Galleryioi-t'r;; Hills at
http://www.inetport.com/lakes/gal.

|
|
|

512-793-2341  [ormn

|

|

+Onginal Art + Fine Prints + Custom Framing !
Laura Cartton & Loretta Box = « Arist Matenials * At st_ors * Gifts |
OPEN: 9:30 AM. to TO 4:30 P.M.WEEKDAYS - 10 A.M. TO 4 P.M. SATURDAY I
HWY 23 WEST - (NEXT TO COSTAL BANK) + P.O BOX 602, BUCHANAN DAM, TEXAS 78509

—— e

F—
VOTED THE #1 BAR-B-QUE RESTAURANT TI

| OF BAR-B-QUE

IN BURNET COUNTY FOR 1994

AL, ,
AR—B-QUE

"Where the Finest People Meet."

| COMPLETE SELECTION

SPECIALIZING IN RIBS

210-693-6531 4

GOING TO WALMART?
Stop and see us - Right across the street

2407 HIGHWAY 281 NORTH « MARBLE FALLS, TEXAS 78654 J'

> @ (&) L
GET HOOKED OMN

(o)

Restaurant

"Casual Dining on Inks IL.ake."
LOCATED JUST OFF HWY. 29 AT THE INKS LAKE BRIDGE * BUCHANAN DAM - (512) 793-6860
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THE LEGEND
; OF THE

BLUEBONNET

(A COMANCHE TALE)

by CORK MGRRIS
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ers that ease me into and through the heat of
summer. [ decided thata greal conjuring was
needed so we wouldn’t get a repeat performance
(or lack thereof). As so often happens, when I try
that magic stuff, I get slapped in the head by
history. I ran across this little story that has probably
been told a thousand times, and nothing | could do will
improve the tell.
With help, however, we can gel spring.

ast year, the drought and odd weather played
havoc with the farmers, ranchers and me. |
sorely missed the lakes of springtime wildflow

‘Great Spirit, the land is dying. Your People are dying,
00.” The line of dancers sang.

“Tell us what we have done to anger you. End this
drought. Save your People. Tell us what we must do so
you will send the rain that will bring back life.”

For three days, the dancers danced to the sound of the
drums, and for three days, the people called, Comanche,
watched and waited. Even though the hard winter was .
over, no healing rains came.

Drought and famine are hardest on the very old and the
very young.

Among the few children left was a small girl named,
She-Who-Is-Alone.

She sat by herself, watching the dancers. In her lap was
a doll made from buckskin. A warrior doll. The eyes, nose
and mouth were painted on with the juice of herbs and
berries. It wore beaded legging and a belt of polished bone.
On it’s head were brilliant blue feathers from the jay that
flitted among the trees in summer. She loved herdoll very
much.

“Soon,” She-Who-Is-Alone said to her doll, “the medi-
cine man will go off by himself to the top of the hill to listen
for the words of the Great Spirit. Then, we will know what
to do so that once more the rains will come and Our Mother
will be green and alive. The buffalo will be plentiful and
the People will be rich again.”

As she talked, she thought of the mother who had made
the doll, of the father who brought the blue feathers. She
thought of the grandfather and grandmother she had
never known. They were like shadows.

It seemed long ago that they had died from the famine.

The People had named her and cared for her. The
warrior doll was the only thing she had left from those
distant days.

“The sun s setting,” the runner called as he ran through
the camp. “The medicine man is returning.”

The people gathered in a circle and the medicine man
spoke.

“I have heard the words of the Great Spirit,” he said.
“The people have become selfish. For years they have

—

* taken from Our Mother without giving anything back. The

Creat Spirit says the People must sacrifice. We must make
a smoke offering of the most valued possession among us.
“The ashes of this offering shall them be scattered to the
Four Winds. When this offering is made, drought and
famine will cease. Life will be restored to Our Mother and
to the People.:
The People sang a song of thanks to the Great Spirit for



telling them what they must do. '
“I’'m sure it isn’t my new bow,” said a man as he left the

circle.

“It can’t be my special blanket,” said another woman.

As the evening grew dark they all went to their tipis to
talk and think over what the Great Spirit has asked.

Everyone left the circle except She-Who-Is-Alone. She
held her doll tightly to her heart.

“You,” she said, looking at the doll, “are my most
valued possession. It is you that the Great Spirit wants.”

As the fires died out and the tipi flaps were adjusted for
the night, the little girl returned to the tipi where she lived,
to sleep and to wait.

The night outside was still, except for the deep call of
the Owl. Soon, everyone in the tipi was asleep, except She-
Who-Is-Alone. Under the ashes of the fire, one stick still
glowed. She took it and crept silently outside.

She ran to the place on the hill where the Great Spirit
had spoken to the Medicine Man. Stars filled the sky, but
there was no moon.

“Oh, Great Spirit.” She called, “Here is my warrior
doll. Itis the only thing I have from my family who died in
this famine. Itis my only possession. Please accept it.”

Then, gathering sticks, she started a fire. She watched
as the sticks caughtand began to burn brighterand brighter.

She thought of her grandmother and grandfather, her
mother and father, and of all the People who had suffered
and gone hungry. Before she could change her mind she
thrust the doll into the fire.

She watched until the flames died down and the ashes
had grown cold. Then, scooping up a double handful she
offered them to the Wind.

East, to where the Sun faithfully rises each day.

South, to where the People come to escape the bitter
winter gales.

West, to where her family and other of the People lived
now.

North, where the buffalo would grow thick and fat in
the summer.

She slept there, on the hilltop, until the morning sun
woke her.

Rubbing the, too little, sleep from her eyes, she looked
out over the fields and stretching out from all sides, were
the ashes had been taken by the wine, the ground was
covered with flowers—beautiful flowers. They were as
blue as the feathers in the hair of her doll, as the feathers of
the jay who flits in the trees of summer.

When the People came out of their tipis, they could
scarcely believe their eyes.

They gathered on the hill with She-Who-Is-Alone, to
look at the site.

They were in no doubt, the flowers were a sign of
forgiveness from the Great Spirit.

The People began to sing and dance their thanks to the
Great Spirit, and a warm, gentle rain began to fall. Their
Mother began to live again.

From that day on, the little girl was known by another
name, One-Who-Truly-Loved-Her-People.

Every spring, the Great Spirit remembers the sacrifice
of the little girl and fills the hills and valleys of the land with
beautiful blue flowers. To this day.

Yol /0
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Bcau(y and Elegance
_ tn the ristoric District.
Fredericksburg's premier guesthouse-
Stve secluded, suites in a century-old villa.
Luxury, grace, przfvar(:j‘..

% Austin Street Retreat

408 W. Austin
Fradcn'clcsbmg, Texas 78624

Reservations 210-997-5612 Ask_for the Austin Strect Retreat I|

REAL ESTATE

HOME OWNED AND OPERATED

«300+' LBJ waterfront, 3/2 brick, 1800 sq. ft home,
super buy. $225.000.

=252 ac. Southﬁ 3 wells, tank
excellent wi /Agent $1700/ac

« Resort/camp, 61 ac. 1000°+ waterfront,
50 RV hookups. 8 cabins, pool. $485.000.

512-793-2851
HIGHWAY 29 » 122 MILE WEST OF BUCHANAN DAM ¢ OPEN SEVEN DAYS A WEEK

TRADERS

BUY, SELL, TRADE
PRIMITIVES - WESTERN DECOR - COLLECTIBLES
BARN WOOD - FURNITURE - SKULLS - HORNS
ARTIFACTS - SOUTHWESTERN ARTISTS - METAL ART

609 West Main, Fredericksburg, TX 78624
R.L. (Buster) Beseda (210) 997-6499
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oad your cameras, pack vour
cars and head for the hills. It's
Bluebonnet scason— that time
of yecar when we celebrate
spring and the state flower all
at once. In case you haven't
heard, the Bluebonnet was a
late comer in the contest for
voles at the state legislature. Back on March |,
7, 1901, when the matter was up for a vote, |58
the cotton boll, or " the white rose of |
commerce” was running neck and neck with |
the bloom of the prickly pear advocated by
John Nance Garner who later became vice-
president of these here United States. Garner
lost out on his flower of choice but got stuck
with the name "Cactus Jack" for his efforts.
Seems a few stalwart ladies from the The
National Society of the Colonial Dames of
America in the State of Texas stepped forward
lobbying for the bluebonnet. The problem
was few of the menfolk knew what flower
was under discussion.

Some called it ‘el conejo' or the rabbit,
others called it Buffalo Clover.

Still others said it was the Wolf Flower.
Seems so many of them political types in
Austin knew so little about flowers

it took a painting of bluebonnets by
Mode Walker of Austin to show

the politicos exactly which

purdy flower they were arguing over.

best of Bluebonnet country. Within that

arca are Highways 16, 71, 281, 290, and
1431 all of which are noted for
wildflowers, conscquently these roads
arc likely to be about as thick with cars
and people as flowers. If vou need a
little elbow room vou'll want to strike
out on your own. You'll need a good
map plus the spirit of adventure and

Part of the confusion was the many
aliases of the Blucbonnet at the time. Some called 1t ‘e/ conejo'
or the rabbit, others called it Buffalo Clover, and still others said
it was the Wolf Flower. Seems so many of them political types

in Austin knew so little about flowers it took a painting of

bluebonnets by Mode Walker of Austin to show the politicos
exactly which purdy flower they were arguing over. Needless
to say the Dames with their painting won out.

'‘Course after that another debate raged for years as to which
species of bluebonnet was the actual state flower. Well, in 1971
the matter settled democratically when the legislature decided
that all six species and "any other varicty of Bluebonnet not
heretofore recorded" were all the official state flower(s).
Naturally the whole matter never should have been left up to
men in the first place. Seems most of us just naturally gravitate
to things thorny.

Now that we've dispensed with matters political and
historical lets get on the fun part. |

The Bluebonnet crop this year is likely to make an indelible
impression on everyone, even on the old-timers. Although
Bluebonnets, being the state flower, get top billing the variety
and beauty of the other flowers such as the Indian Paint Brush,
Indian Blanket, Mexican Hat, Wine Cup, and Black Eyed
Susan—just to name a few—all together make a stunning
mixture. And if you've never seen Texas wildflowers in full
bloom before you're in for an experience.

Interstate Highways 10 and 35 hold, like a wine glass, the
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discovery. That's why I've included three
maps in this issue. [ also recommend the Shearer publication,
The Roads of Texas, (sec sidebar) which I always take on a day-
trip

A few county roads, such as the renowned Willow City
Loop just north of Fredericksburg, will be (for good reason)
thick with cars. Other routes, such as the little-known Click
Route southeast of Llano, offer the opportunity for a close-up
view with hardly any traffic, but for that one you need a four-
wheel drive vehicle 'cause you'll have to ford Sandy Creek twice
and there's no low-water crossing. If you're not geared for that
kind of running, try Ranch Road 2323 which runs south from
Llano to Hwy 87 northwest of Fredericksburg. It's a beautiful
drive with several photogenic buildings along the way.

Blucbonnets are always plentiful around the Highland
Lakes, as 1s Ranch Road 965 that runs from Fredericksburg past
Enchanted Rock toward Llano. If you happen to go that way, or
anywhere clse for that matter, drive carcfully. There are
photographers, artists, sightseers, children and pets all along the
roadsides. When traveling on county roads remember many of
them go through private land. Stay in your car, or on the
roadside. And please, don't litter.
We will continue our coverage of wildflowers next month and include a guide

to selected art galleries in the area. The Bluebonnet Trail runs through the
months of March and April. If you want to really take it all in you might want

to stay over in the area. Please note our index to advertisers for listings of
lodging, dining, entertainment, and shopping. And please mention you saw
their ad in Enchanted Rock Magazine.




THE ROADS OF TEXAS

BY RANDY EADS

nless you arc more fortunate than I am, sooner or later

other obligations such as work, school, Kids, ctc.. will

ultimately limit your riding opportunitiecs. When this

happened to me [ began to look for ways to get the

most enjoyment out of the chances that [ had. Instecad
of long tours through scvcral states, my trips had become
wecekend rides around my home state of Texas.

Past experience had shown that roads in close proximity to
cach other sometimes differed greatly in riding enjoyment. |
started looking for ways to plan my rides to make sure we found
the good roads and avoided the boring ones. The solution was
to become a Texas Roads Scholar.

Now that | knew the solution, all | needed to know was how
to accomplish it. The main thing [ needed were maps that
showed a lot of detail. The first one I tried was the map handed
out at the Texas State Line welcome centers. This was better
than the map in my atlas, but not all of the Farm-to-Market roads
were shown on it.

Then [ discovered that the Texas Department of Highways
and Public Transportation had maps for sale at a reasonable
price that were larger than the welcome center maps. Of
particular intercst was the availability of County Maps. A
complete book containing all 254 Texas Countics in the 10" X
14" size was only $20.00. A real bargain if | ever saw one.

Now 1 had the detail I was looking for. These maps showed
the curves in the roads and the nivers and creeks. 1 discovered
that usually a road running along a river or creck generally had
more curves and clevation changes, just what you nced to make
a good nide. There was only one problem, the book was in inch
and a half thick. It was great for studying at home, but a little
too hefty to carry in a saddlebag.

Then in 1988 [ discovered the ultimate solution. The folks
at the Texas A & M University Cartographic Laboratory and a
company called Shearer Publishing created an atlas of Texas
titled, The Roads Of Texas. Itis based on the county maps from
the Texas Department of Highways and Public Transportation.
This book is about the same size and weight as a standard road
atlas, but has the same detail as the previously mentioned
county maps. Itis probably the best $12.95 | have ever spent.

Now [ had something that casily fit in a saddlebag and
showed all of the roads and all of their curves, bndges, cemeter-
ies, cattle guards, gates and the vanous types of road surfaces.
It also contains a listing with addresses and phone numbers of
all State and National Park facilitics and some interesting
glimpses at Texas History.

Without this book I might never have discovered Green's
Sausage Housc in Zabcikville, Texas (oops, that’s another
story). I am now on my second copy, having worn out the first
after many miles in the saddlebag of my beemer.

Whether you have a Sport Tourer or a GS, you can find the
roads worth riding, cither paved or unpaved. Itallows you to get
off the beaten path and still know where you are going.

The Roads Of Texas is currently available in its second
cdition. You can find it at most bookstores or at stores special-
izing in maps. It may also be ordered direct from Shearer
Publishing by calling 1-800-458-3808

“
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THE
BADU
HOUSE

THE HILL COUNTRY'S PREMIER INN,
RESTAURANT AND PRIVATE CLUB.

UNEXCELLED FOR FINE CUISINE

ST. PATRICK'S DAY PARTY
MARCH 15TH
LIVE MUSIC 7 PM - 11 PM
~_ DINNER SPECIAL
m RESERVATIONS EARLY FOR THE CRAWFISH OPEN

Come lr% our new lunch menu! Tucs.-Sat.
& Restaurant Open Nightly

\ [ EST. 1891 | J

VISA, MASTERCARD & AMERICAN EXPRESS ACCEPTED

oO15-247-4304
&601 Bessemer ¢ Llano, Texas 78643 )}

[ BESTOFTEXAS

* Complimentary Wine & Gourmet Food Tasting % Largest Selection
of Texas Wines in the Hill Country % German Beers & Steins
% We Ship Custom Gift Baskets % Rated by Southem Living
Magazine as "one of the best shops in Fredericksburg!”

210-997-0123 217A EAST MAIN, FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624
X OPEN EVERY DAY %

GERMAN AUTHENTIC
RESTAURANT GERMAN
& BIERGARTEN CUISINE

Chef-Owneringrid Junger-Hohmann
OPEN 7 DAYS - 10:30AM - 10:00PM * NEAR THE NIMITZ MUSEUM

FOR RESERVATIONS CALL: 210-997-9126
312 EAST MAIN « FREDERICKSBURG, TEXAS 78624
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PART SIX OF EIGHT PARTS

RDNERSTOGETHE

PAE TRUE STORY OF PECOS BILL AND SLUE-FOOT SUE
BY WARREN LEWIS

i

SLUE-FOOT DRIVES A FEW HEAD NORTH

urin' the time that Pecos Bill was off kickin® up his heels,

like I said, the onliest boys from Billy's old outfit that stayed

on with Slue-Foot Sue was Curly Joc and Moon Hennessey.

Slue-Foot, like I also said, hired on a few more

hands, and they was the ones that helped Sue
clean ol® Pancho Villa's plow.

Now buack in them days, cowhands that
was fresh off a cattle drive or otherwise
outa work had a way of kind've driftin’
around from spread to spread, und
sometimes they might scttle down
fer a spell and even do a little work
fer their supper, if there wadn’t
nothin’ better to do or a poker game
up. And that how come've Slue-
Foot Suc’s bunkhousc bein' mostly
more full than it was empty of
strayed dogies. Sue had all the help
she could use, if'n you can call that
help.

Trouble was, some of them good
ol' boys was purty mangey. Curly Joe,
o' course, was right much of a gentle-
man—he never did cuss in front of a lady,
and he always said “Yes-ma'am” and “No-
ma'am” to Sue, like his mamma'd leamed him. But
as fer Moon Hennessey, when it come to cussin' and showin®
no respect at all fer ladies or the preacher or a horse, Mooney was
the worstest of the lot,

Of a wintertime durin' a rainy spell or a cold snap, them sorry
sons would hole up in the bunkhouse like a pack of javelina hogs
all plied up in a waller undemeath the roots of a mesquite tree, and
they wouldn’t come out fer love ner money ner even when it
thundered. They was 50 lazy, they wouldn't've come out if*n a
whole passle of polecats had moved in with ‘em; and after a
while, mangey and rangy as most of ‘em was, it begun to smell
so pow'rful that any decent self-respectin’ polecat would've
skeedaddled right outa there.

One rainy month one winter, when it was too wet and too cold
outside fer work—jist the contrary of how'd it'd been back in the
summertime, when it was too hot and too dry outside fer work —
Sue's patchwork outfit got into gamblin’ fever and commenced
to bettin’ on any chaince that offered. They played poker of all
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Kinds, and black-jack, and faro, and monte; they even played
fish and old maid. They’d bet on which one of two {lies on the
wall would scratch cither his right or his left hind leg [irst.
They’s bet on whether the next man to come in
through outa the rain would be a Irishman.
When the weather'd let up, they'd
linc up on the porch and bet on
which one could spit the lartherest
out into the yard. And then
when it started into rainin’
again, they'd go buack inside
and bet on which one could
gpita stream of tabacey juice
the fartherest acrost the
bunkhouse and hit the stove.
And after that, they'd bet
on which one's spit would
sizzle the loudest and b'ile
the longest, and then they'd
argue about who'd won,

Wellsir, ‘tween the
spillin‘ and the sweatin’ over the
poker-playin® and the bettin® on the
rainy weather and the Irishmen and the
flies, I can tell you, it was beginnin’ to smell
beutiful inside that bunkhouse. And considerin’
how much beer them boys guzzled and tabaccy they chawed,
you can calcalate fer yersell how many world's records that
got set and broke and set agin,

Then, as much fun as they was already havin', it come
suppertime, What with all that heavy labor, all the boys agreed
that honest work did make a man hungry, so they trooped on
over o Slue-Foot's Kitchin to git theirselves a full belly.

Slue-Foot Sue herself was a mighty fine cook, and that is
widely known. Slue-Foot was famous fer her cookin' ‘cause
she knowd what a man likes to cat. She made her biskits with
Gladiola flour, and they was the kind that was crusty and
golden-brown on the tops ‘n’ bottoms, and light and fluffy and
melt-in-yore-mouth hot and steamin® on the insides, as white
as a maiden's brow, till they turned yeller and drippy all
soaked up with butter, and then dark purple when you piled on
Sue’s declicious dewberry preserves. Um-hm, I am here to tell



you, Sue's biskits and dewberries was a treal.

This pertic’ler night, Sue was fixin’ to bar-b-que up some
steaks, and she had several nice ones all laid out on the table by
the backdoor, ready to slap on the fire. Each one was bigger'n
both yer double hands all splayed out, and they was three-by-
three—a good three inches thick and weighed mor'n three
pound apicce. o

As the boys come into the kitchin and smelt that promisin’
mesquite smoke and walked past where Suc was a-cookin’,
Moon Hennessey stopped and eyed all them marbledy red slabs
ol dead stecermeat, his mouth all a-waterin’ and his stomach a-
growlin’, and he picked out fer hisselfl the biggest, reddest,
marblediest, beefsteak of ‘em all.

“Gnarggh-haachh, ptucy,” Mooney, with catarrhal accla-
mation—as they told it afterwards—spat a bull’s-eye on the
steak he'd picked out. “That’n’s mine,” he said.

Slue-Foot stopped in the middle of what she was doin’,
looked at Mooney right sharp-like, put her hands on her hips,
and spat back: “Gnarggh-haachh, ptuey.” Her aim was as good
as his: *“You can have it,” she said.

All the boys hee-hawed at that, and set down and fell to—
even ol’ Mooney, thinkin® hisself as smart, I guess, as his louse
had been thinkin’ he was, didn’t take no notice of Sue’s eyes.
She’d gone straight back to her cookin’. but her famous eyes
was a-goin’ through their changes, and this time they was as
blood-and-fire red as the mesquite coals she was bar-b-quein’
over, and as sizzlin’ mad as bumt-black charred-crisp steak fat.
Moon Hennessey a-spittin’ on Sue’s steaks right ‘fore supper,
I reckon, weren’t exac’ly that ranchwoman’s idee of a proper
horsedoover (I’m talkin’ Frenchy talk, now don’t ye know.)
Suc didn’t say a mumblin’ word—as was her wont— but she
was thinkin’ plenty. Slue-Foot had jist about had all she wanted
of that pertic’ler bunkhouse full of cowboys. She was already
so fed up with Moon Hennessey, she was about ready to go
ahead kill ‘im and tell God he died.

After they had all et as much as they could hold, and
Mooney was feelin’ his fodder, he jumps up from the table and
runs over to where Sue was sittin’, studyin’ the leftovers on her
plate. That horse wrangler with commush fer brains starts into
actin’ like he's gonna smooch Suc up, and the, danged if he
didn’t go and pull the stupidist stunt of all: Moon Hennessey
goes down on one knee, like yer supposed to when you pop the
question to a gal, and he pulls open the front of his shirt—bears
his breast, so you might say. Suc—'n ever'body else, fer that
matter—could see them little wiry little curly manly brisket
hairs of his a-crawlin’ out at the top of his red-flannel longjohns,
like so many fishin’ worms a-crawlin’ out of a bait can. It was
deesgustin’, cven fer ol’ Mooney, but I reckon he thought Sue’d
be real impressed.

“Sluc-Foot, m’darlin’,” Mooney commences so sweetly,
you'd’ve thought he was gonna sing a hymn, *a woman that can
cook as good as you can, needs a husband to cook fer. Sue,
m'honey, I want you to marry me.”

Whoa, Nellie! How them buckaroos did hoot and holler
when they heard Mooney say that, ‘cause they all knowd that
cven if Mooney was sweet on Sue (which he was), they also all
knowd that Slue-Foot would’ve married Sittin’ Bull afore
she’d’ve married Moon Hennessey.

Hard-headed Harold—the feller who never had but one
good idee in all his born days, and this weren’t it—he com-
menced 1o traipsin’ around the kitchin like he was wearin’ a ball
gown, and yodelin’: “Oh, girls, we'll all make sech lovely

Later on, ever’body agreed that Mooney had to’ve
been joshin’, “cause he didn’t have an ice-cube’s
chaince in hell to turn that woman’s head. Nobody
disagreed that he shouldn’t’ve did what he done
twhich he done anyway! and couldn’t’ve meant
what he said {"cept that he did mean it}, and that
even Mooney should’ve been smarter than he was
{which he wadn’t), and that he should’ve

knowd better (which de didn™t).

bridesmaids.” And ever’body clse jined right in: It was “Oh,
ladies,” this, and “Oh, girl,” that. Matter o’ fact, all them
bearded ladics was havin’ so much fun, even Curly Joe took a
shot: “Harold, my darlin’, always a bride's maid and never a
bride, please marry me, and I'll be yore pride.”

“Oh, Curly, Sweet Curly,” Harold trilled back at him up
high in his nose like some Irish tenor singin® Danny Boy,
“Y ou’ve made me the happiest girl in the world.” How them
waddies did carry on, makin’ fun of Slue-Foot and Mooney.

OI’ Mooney, he didn’t pay them cowboys no never mind.
He was bent down on one knee, a-lookin’ up right camest-like
at Slue-Foot, the same way a sorry dog watches a bigger dog
gnaw a bone” The slobber was drippin’ down his chin, but
somethin’ down deep inside must’ve told him he weren’t never
gonna git a bite of that bone. Later on, ever’body agreed that
Mooney had 10’ ve been joshin’, ‘cause he didn’t have an ice-
cube’s chaince in hell to turn that woman’s hecad. Nobody
disagreed that he shouldn’t’ve did what he done (which he done
anyway) and couldn’t’ve mecant what he said (‘cept that he did
mean it), and that cven Mooney should’ve been smarter than he
was (which he wadn’t), and that he should’ve knowd better
(which de didn’t).

Slue-Foot stood up right where she’d been a-settin’, looked
al Mooney, and said, slick and cold and grey as gun-metal:
“Don’t you call me darlin’, Moon Hennesscy, ‘cause [ ain’t
vore darlin. And I ain’t yore honcy, ncither.” And then, she
walked out of the Kitchin. Out in the dark on the porch, Sue
commenced to studyin’ the Texas night sky and all them stars
shinin® brightly above her.

“Aw, darlin’,” Mooney kept it up, when he ort’t’ve left it
go: “Aw, darlin".. *

And then all them other adle-pated cowthieves chimed in,
cggin’ ol’ Mooney on. “Aw, Darlin,” they all hollered, and,
“Mooney, won’t'cha marry me. Mooney, my honey. Mooney,
my darlin’.”

The Inshman and the Swede wouldn't give itnorest: “Y’er
the bootifullest Swede ¢’er thar be; with that hole in y'er nose,
won’t ye please marry me.”

And the Swede answered the Irishman: “Marry yew, dat’s
vat I'll do. Mick and Swede, dat’s von fine breed.”

All them other rustlers just flat busted out in applause,
when they heard the rhymnin’. Cowboys, as is well known,
could be nght fit poets, when they taken a mind to it.

. T'reckon that Mooney must’ve thought that this was his only
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chaince. Horses go loco when they graze on Jimson weed, and
Mooney had been a-grazin® on thoughts of Slue-Foot-Suc in his
mind. Matter of fact, he was [uller of Suc than he was of Suc’s
cookin’, and Mooney could eat more free grub than any three
men, and he had a gut on him to prove it. Now, like a tcam of
run-away mules, Mooney taken the bit in his teeth and follered
Suc right out onto the porch.

All the boys was climbin’ over onc another to sce out the
winders, or clse they was crammed up into the doorway on top
of cach other, a-carrin” on and a-makin’ more noisc than a pack
o’ black-and-tan and liver-spotted coonhounds at full bay.
Them as wasn’t a-proposin’ marriage 1o somebody clse was a-
whoopin it up to git Mooney into as much trouble as possible.
Somcbody said: “Mooncy, darlin’. Moooooney, darlin’. If
Slue-Foot won’t have you, Mooney, I will.” And then some-
body eclse said: “Who gives this no account cowboy?” And
then somebaody clse said: “1 do.”” And then they all said: “I do.
I do.” And then they all hollered some more.

What with all the ruckus, and his thoughts on Slue-Foot
about as peaceful as a Panhandle sandstorm, Mooney had gone
slap-dab crazy with bodaciousness: “Suzie, darlin™ he started
in on her agin, *You know that worthless Billy ain’t never
comin’ back.” And as he spoke, Moon Hennessey done a
t'rrible thing: That fool put his arms around Slue-Foot Sue.
Then he started to go on: “I'd admire to ..."”

Back in them thar days in the Old West, you never pointed
a gun at nothin’ ner nobody that vou didn’t aim to shoot, and
vou never touched a woman that you didn’t aim to wed or bed
or pay fer or stcal. But Slue-Foot Sue was alrcady wedded, she
picked her own beddin’ times and places and men, she weren’t
ler sale, and she couldn’t be stole. [t’d be hard to say which one
thing was worser that Mooncy donc— puttin’ his arms unbid-
den around Slue-Foot, or sayin® what he said about Pecos Bill,
but I reckon it don’t matter much, ‘cause either which onc was
bad enough. And whatever it was that Mooncy would have
admired to have did, nobody ever found out.

“That’ll jistaboutdo it.” That’s all she said with words, but
as she said it, Sue turned on Mooney and put a fine point on her
speech with a well-aimed fist. A left hook come up from way
back, caught him in the chin, lifted that cowbody clean outa his
boots, and sent him bassackwards over the porch railin’ and
onto his backside, smackdab into the middle of a stand of Sue’s
prize prickly pears that was growin’ in the flower bed. And now
the hollerin’ really did start, when the boys seen Slue-Foot sock
it to oI’ Mooney— hell, vou could hear them boys hee-hawin’
clear to Big Spring and back. And as fer Mooney, it taken a
week and all the hot-melted candle-wax on the place to pick the
cactus needles outa the rosy cushion of Moon Hennessey’s
backside.

Slue-Foot hadn’t said that much, like I told you, but that
don’t mean that she weren’t thinkin® nothin’. Truth is, Slue-
Foot Suc had herself one powerful think that night. Sue stood
out on the porch till way past midnight, a-lookin’ up at the “stars
at night” that’s so “big and bright, deep in the heart of Texas,”

and wonderin’ if'n anybody had ever counted ‘em alore. Suc
reckoned not. And that’s when she had heridee: “There’s room
enough in the sky fer all them stars, but they ain’t room enough
in Texas fer all these here male-critters.” Then, with that
satisfyin’ thought, Slue-Foot went inside, bunked down fer the
night, and slept with a smile on her face, even when she was
snorin’.

Next mornin’, Sue said to Rosarita, her Messikin gal:
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“Rosic, git the chuckwagon ready to roll. I've taken a mind to
drive a few head north. I’ll be back with a better outfit in a
month’s time.”

“Si Senora,” said Rosarita.

And then, jist afore she vamoosed, Suc added: *“Fill up the
wagon with all the Lone Star 1t can carry.”

“;Senora?” Rosarita wondered at what Slue-Foot had said.
**Si Senora” —but she done what she was told.

Suc knowd that she’d need a special remuda of mounts fer
the drive that she had in mind: not cowboys, but cowgals; not
buckaroos, but buckarettes; not @ herd of cow-thievin' maver-
ick cayuscs, but a drove of fine-blooded, smooth-ridin’ saddle
marcs, like herself. " Slue-Foot was aimin’ to head up the Calico
Trail, and by the time she got back 1o her place on the Pecos,
Suc’d rounded up a even dozen of the finest women in the West.

Sagebrush Nance Apperson, that lady who'd stampeeded
from her own weddin” and had to be brought back hog-tied to
marry Big Charlic Lofkin in the Big Horn Basin, she said she’d
be ready to hit leather and ride with Sue, jist as soon as she could
give Big Charlie the slip.

Mrs. Montague Stevens, the high-born Englishwoman
from out at Magdalena, she come a-drivin® up in her buckboard,
crackin’ her blacksnake whip, dressed in her black lace gown
by Worth, wearin® her engraved ruby ring that was said 1o be a
stolenidol’s eye, and sportin’ tall ostrich fcathers in her hat; and
lopin” beside her was Czar and Czarina, her two full-blooded
Russian huntin’ hounds. Mrs. Montague Stevens said that she
was ready to do her part to keep the West tidy and clean and
smellin’ sweet.

Big Alice from The Cowboys’ Rest Saloon, famous in all
the parts around Ogallala, she come along, (00, 1n case the herd
Sue had in mind to head up nceded some comfort along the trail.
(Big Alice always had been big-hearted that way.)

All three of Chief Crazy Bull's Comanche squaws let off
chasin’ him around that tree with their skinnin’ knives long
cnough to lend Sue a hand, willin’ to turn their knives from red
meat to white, fer a spell.

Dorthy Scraggs, who'd advertized in the Marysville pa-
pers fer a husband to marry, had got one, and later on changed
her mind when she found out what a bad devil she'd got, she
signed on with Slue-Foot on account, she said, that she agreed
with Sweet Betsy {rom Pike.

“How’'s that?” Sue asked.

Dorthy recollected Sue of the part in the song about when
Sweet Betsy dainced with a miner, and her lover Ike got
jealous; then Dorthy she sang the last verse:

This Pike County couple got married, of course,

And Ike became jealous, obtained a divorce.

Betsy, well satisfied, cried with a shout,

“Goodbye, you big lummix, I'm glad you backed out.”

“That’s me,” hollered Dorthy.

Sue grinned and understood,.

Slue-Foot gave a invite to sev'ral of Brigham Young’s
wives oul in Salt Lake to come along on the drive, too, thinkin’
that if anybody'd be glad fer a chaince to git even, it’d’ve been
them Mormon ladies. But no, said the female Saints, Brigham
kept ‘em all too busy and too well satisfied fer them to go
galavantin® around the country with Gentile women.

The only woman Sue’d sorely wanted to git to go along
with her but couldn’t, was Ma Ferguson, who, at that time, was
too busy runnin’ the State of Texas to go on a cattle drive. But
to show that her heart was in the right place, the Lady Governor
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wrole up a proclamation, and named the middle day of May
“Calico Trail Day,” so that women all over the Great State could
have a vacation-day from their menfolk, if they took a notion to.
And that 1s why, to this good day, Texican womenfolks takes a
day off in mid-May—and somectimes morc’n one.

Wellsir, the Great Calico Cattle Drive started somewheres
out west of the Pecos. First of all, Slue-Foot clcaned out the nest
of critters that was hole’-up in her own bunkhouse, and she
hcaded them cayuses in a north-cast dircction, more or less
towards Dallas, where she’d heard there was a considerable herd
to be had. The onliest waddy from Billies’s old outfit that Sue
let stay on the place was Curly Joc—outa loyalty fer Pecos Bill,
you might say. Slue-Foot let the ol” Swede stay, too—Sue
Kindly like the ol” Swede.

Slue-Foot given Moon Hennessey the honor of bein’ the
bellwether. “I always did think,” Sue told Mooney, “that when

the time come, you orta be the first one to go.” Sue smiled when JIM
she said it, but ol” Mooney didn’t know whether to smile back

and say “Thank-vou, Ma'am,” or not. Whichever way it was,

howsomever, when Slue-Foot said “Git!” Moon Hennessey

got.

Al the start-up, even roundin’ up all the strays she could find & ASSOCIA’I‘ES

in every bunkhouse, bar and barn all over West Texas, Suc
didn’t have no more’n about a thousand head. But by the ime
they got to the crossin’ of the Trinity River—right there where TISHIRT SPECIALS
Central Texas stops and East Texas starts—Slue-Foot’s dnive PHONE OR FAX FOR PRINTED INFO:
had swelled by a good two thousand more. 512-249-8126

As they had passed ncar Abilene, a whole big herd of
preachers come a-runnin’ as fast as they could go, and kickin’
up a mighty cloud of dust, too, 1 can tell you. Jumpin’ . 1
Jeerusalem! How them preacher-fellers could run. [ reckon ?k
they’d had a lot of practice gittin” outa towns fast. And nght ]N'B LIANO

behind the rev’rend stampeed come a whole congregation of the

distaff armed with brooms and Bibles and song-books and s F T, NATIONAIJ

warshpot paddles. The fair-minded women of Abilenc, fed up
with preachers’ promises, was makin’ their contribution (as you BANK
might say) to Sue’s cattle collection, and not makin’ no denomi-
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Josce’s, Estebans and Jesus-Marias that stretched out from Waco
to San Angelo looked like what was left over from General
Santy Anny’s army after the Battle of San Jacinto.

From Austin, a uny little ol” scrawny-lookin’ bunch—no
more’n a couple of hunderd—come stumblin’ in, all of ‘cm sent
by Ma Ferguson. She’d been aimin’ fer some time, she said, to
clean out that nest of horny toads and sidewinders they call the
Texas Legislature.

And from over in decp East Texas, a long line of black
bucks and red-necks come a-stragglin’ up togither in what is
said to have been the first in-te-grated activity since Recon-
struction days. Black sisters and white sisters alike knowd a
good time when they seen one to do a little spring cleanin’.
Naturly, the women also knowd that shuckin” off the menfolk
fer a spell would last about as long as a skillit stays warsht or till
the dust balls up agin under the bed. Sull and all, ever’body
knows that a pair of fresh undershorts feels finer’n frog hairs
cver’ onc’t in awhile, and nobody minds when you ask fer a
clean plate and some more beans.

Sue’s drive taken on its biggest new bunch in the stagin’
arca at the Trinity crossin’, ‘cause that’s where the herd from
Dallas and the herd from Houston come togither. Even in them
days, there was so many lawyers and doctors and real-estate
agents in them two big towns, that the gals from Big D and the
gals from Buffalo Bayou got the same idee at about the same
time. ‘Course, as ever’body knows, both of them places (illed
up agin’ in no time with more lawyers and more doctors and
more real-estate agents then they’d had before or that anybody
nceds. But that didn’t make the women of Houston and Dallas
no nevermind. After weeks of nothin’ but beans and taters, a
change to taters and beans tastes good. Peace fer a spell is
better’'n no peace a-tall.

All acrost Okie-homa and up through south-east Kansas,
Slue-Foot and her hard-rnidin’ outfit of killer women kept ‘em
headed up and movin’ out. Dorthy Scraggs was prob’ly the
omenest one of the lot, which is understandable when you think
on her alivin’ all them years with ol” jecalous [ke. Whenever one
of them two-legged dogics would stray from Sue’s herd, thinkin’
mebby so to slip away in the sagebrush and sncak back to Texas,
Dorthy would rnide that maverick down into the dust, and cither
bulldog ‘im or rope ‘im. Then Sagebrush Nance Apperson
would come a-ridin’ up and hogtie that sucker—jist like ol’
Charlie Lofkin done her on her weddin’ day.

Both Dorthy and Nance argued with Slue-Foot around the
campfire that they orghta at least git to brand the runaways. But
Sue said she thought that weren’t a very good idee. Sue said the
whole point of the drive was to git some fine Kansas City lady
or some Yankee woman from back East to put her own brand on
one of these here mavericks, and she wanted her stock in the best
shape possible when she got ‘em to where they was goin’.

Sue and her bunch didn’t have hardly no trouble with
stragglers a-1all, what with Mrs. Montague Stevens bringin’ up
the rear in her buckboard and crackin’ her blacksnake whip and
sickin’ Czar and Czarina on any slow-fooled travelers that had
a mind to lag behind. Mrs. Montague Stevens could make that
blacksnake crack as good as any mule drover or bull breeder.
Whatever high-heeled, faincy-booted buckaroo in his tight

jeans and cowboy hat that didn’t move along fast cnough 1o suit
Mrs. Montague Stevens, he would feel the (lick of that black-
snake lickin’ at his bec-hind; and if he give her any of his lip, she
could make that blacksnake craw! through the air and pop a belt
buckle off without even steppin’ down outa her buckboard.



Then, with no belt to hold ‘em up, them fcllcrs” britches would
generally work their way south till they was down past the
knces. Itonly taken a few times, watchin’ them fellers strugglin’
to makec hcadway with their feet hobbled with their own jeans
and their cheeks a-blushin;® at the crack of that blacksnakc
alorementioned, fer most of yer smarter compadres to figger out
that it was better to keep a eyc out fer them tall ostrich feathers
and to keep as fer ahcad of Mrs. Montague Stevens as they was
able.

Fer as [ know, nary a brandin’ ner a cuttin® ner nothin’ clsc
untoward happened along the whole drive, but it is very likely
that the most persuasive argument (o keep a fceller headed north
and placidly on the move was the sight of them three Comanche
squaws and their skinnin® ‘n’ scalpin’ knives. Ridin’ their little
pinto ponies, they always taken the points or scouted on ahead,
but ever one’tin awhile, one of ‘em would draw her shiny blade
and hold it up so’s it glinted in the sunshine. Thinkin' how
pleasant it was to keep their scalps in place and on tight, there
weren't @ man among ‘em who wanted to git crossways of ol’
Chiel’ Crazy Bull’s three Injun women.

Truth to tell, it sounds worse'n it was, Sue was a wisc trail
boss that knowd that the only way to drive a herd fast is slowly.
There was plenty to drink—they crossed many a river—and
although there wadn't much to cat, range grass under the right
conditions can be mighty tasty. Besides, most of them fcllers
wus well-provisioned fer the journcy. Some of ‘em had been
soft-livin’, broad-bottom preachers; others was pork-fed politi-
cians, or double-dippin® doctors, lawyers, and rcal-cstate ugents;
and 1l they wadn't that, then they was some hard-working',
good-cookin’, sweel-lovin' woman's well-kept man; and the
rest of ‘em was cither bunkhouse bums fat as pigs or beer-
drinkin®, barstool-ridin® cowboys heavy in the gut and overlupp’d
in the suddle bags. Like them camels that the U, S, Army tried
runnin’ acrost the deserts of the Great Southwest, these fellers
could go many-u mile a-drawin’ on their humps and handles
afore they needed refuclin',

And what's more, Slue-Foot, who knowd the heart of man
bettern® any woman alive, had done had the foresight to invite
Big Alice of Ogallala along fer the drive. Ever' night, when the
dogies retired, a few dozen of the better-behavin® ones would
find theirselves chosen to be among Big Alice's select com-
pany—a Kind of trailwise clection that Slue-Foot forcordained
and predestinated on a nightly basis, somethin® to fill that ol’
devil John Calvin's black heart with envy, und make all them
preachers re-think their religion,

And better'n that, i’ possible, was Slue-Foot's own thought-
ful bounty. Knowin' that you can ketch more flies with beer
than you can with honey, Sue doled out her chuckwagon load
of Lone Star in nightly rounds to all them other, unlucky fellers
who hadn't found no fuvor in Big Alice's favors. It was a matter
of some considerable debate which way or the other was better
(o go: On the one hand, most fellers couldn’t do more’n a half-
a-dozen times whatever it was them other fellers done of
a-cvenin' with Big Alice. On the other hand, nary a one of them
thirsty fellers ever stopped at six beers a night, when somebody
clse was buyin’, and all the Lone Star he could drink was [ree
and on the house. Nosir, you'd have to agree, motly herd tho’
they was, Slue-Foot Sue's Great Calico Trail Drive was well-
oiled and mostly orderly all the way from the Pecos to the
Mighty Mo.

And, oo, not to be fergot is the whole reason fer the drive
in the first place—a point which Slue-Foot did not fail to noise
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abroad. Ever’ onc of them sorry sons knowd that he was on his
way to Kansas City, where the whole flower garden of Eastern
womanhood would be in bloom, each one of them damscls a-
waitin’ and a-palpitatin’ fer the first crack at a genuine-article
Texas cowboy. As is well-knowed, there’s been nary a
Kansas-City gal that could ever resist the charms of a real man
from Texas. We may’ve lost the War to them Union boys,
bein’ out-numbered and out-gunned like we was, but in a fair
fight man-to-man, Johnny Reb can steal a Yankece woman
cver’time.

Wellsir, when Sue’s herd crossed the railroad trestle near
the stockyards, and Kansas City was jist over the river, they
was like ol” Bossy of a evenin’ milkin’ time when she come in
sight of the bam™ Them boys commenced to runnin’. When
they scen that field full of about ten thousand prize heifers a-
waitin” on the other side—all single women of Kansas City,
and not a few of the marnied ones, too, includin’, it is said, even
a preacher’s wife or three, all come out to meet ‘em, and ever’
blessed one of them sweetencers of our cup of human unhappi-
. , ness bonneted, be-ribboned, bustled, and busty—Sue’s whole
LANDSCAPE & XERISCAPE herd stampeeded acrost that bridge like a lot full of lost calves
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in Kansas City. You can figger out fer yersell how declighted
them Kansas City gals and all them other Yankeec women was,
now that they had a full supply of Texans to pick from. And

MAGNOLIA LAWN & GARDEN with all that gratitude comin’ back‘.lhcir way, Slue-Foot's

NANCY WALKER 512/756-9406 ) roglnd-up soon fergot the troubles they’d left behind ‘em on the
trail.

Slue-Foot and her female outfit lit out the very next day,

headed back to Texas. They figgr’d they hadn’t lost nothin’ in

a faincy-daincy place like Kansas City, [ull of silly women

carryin: fnlly parasols that didn’t keep off neither sun ner rain,
and dandied-up dudes that smelt better’n the women did. The
Calico Gals had already done the job they had came to do: That

bunch of ringtail cats they’d been rarin’ to git shut of, was now

WE LCOMES YOU TO THE lcl. loose in the Ya_nkpc henhouse, so there wadn’t no Texans

left fer them hard-ridin” women to have no truck with, and they

ﬁ \‘3“?/14-”"' ANNUAI_@ had even less use fer them damnyankec fellers. So, they
hecaded out.
B URN ET B I.UE B ONNET FESTIVAL When they all got back to Sue’s place on the Pecos, Slue-

Foot throwd a big shindig and bar-b-que fer her lady wranglers,

\

e

MARVIN ADAMS e 512/756-2510 Curly Joe and the big Swede doin’ the cookin’. Slue-Foot and
214 SOUTH MAIN « BURNET. TX 78611 her gals enjoyed a Lone Star and a steak as much as the men
— . did, and after they had et, they j’ined in some lady-like games

of their own, ever’onc of ‘em a-hollerin’ and a-carryin’ on like
school girls on the first day of vacation. The sportin’ event that

raised the most dust was the cow-patty toss—ecach one them

WM W calico cowgals sailin’ out a few of the dries, flatest, smoothest

cowpiles she could find as fer as she could fling her’'n. They

cach one taken sev’ral shots at it, but with Slue-Foot Sue in the
game, it jist naturly weren’t no contest.

* MEXICAN & SEAFOOD
e LIVE ENTERTARINMENT
& KARAROKE
e BEAUTY & NAIL SALON AVAILABLE
e PARTIES » RECEPTIONS
e BUSINESS MEETINGS &
HOLIDAY GATHERINGS
* FOR RESERVATIONS & INFORMATION
ON UPCOMING HOUDAYS CALL:

S12/ 79520005 HVEISEITN DAM CONTINUED NEXT MONTH
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BEST BETS FOR

TEXAS VETS

Since 1949, the Texas Veterans Land Board has helped
more than 150,000 Texas military veterans buy land, i
houses and make home improvements with low-interest || |
loans through three unique programs; a total |
low-interest loan package of $110,000.

* Land Program—up to $40,000 at up to 8.85% ‘x
on five or more acres of land f

Housing Assistance Program—up to {
$45,000 at 6% on home purchases. Texas veterans
who want to buy a home costing more than *
$45,000 can combine their VLB loan with a FHA, |{ |
VA or conventional loan.

Home Improvement Program—up to
$25,000 at 7.5% (plus .5% for FHA insurance) for
home improvements.

Special Sale Notice—On April 29, 1997 the
VLB will conduct a special sealed bid sale on more
than 100 forfeited state land tracts. Located in '
counties throughout the state, this is quality land |
suitable for recreation, a home site or as an
investment. Only qualified veterans who have J ‘
never purchased land through the VLB are eligible

to participate. The VLB will finance the full
amount of all winnings bids with no down payment
at 7.64% interest on a 30-year, assumable note.

Learn how to make the Texas Veterans
Benefits Programs work for youl

For more information on tracts available, bid procedures or
how to apply for land housing or home improvement loans,
please call

1-800-252-VETS i |

Ka

Texas Veterans Land Board

I

=

The very best is at

R {.}?“ Growers ” ‘

( GEO GROWERS |

6300-C Highway 290 West
in Oak Hill

| 512-892-2722

)
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PART ONE OF FOUR PARTS

THEY WERENT ALL GERMANS

THE UNDAUNTED DANISH PIONEERS OF FREDERICKSBURG
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by KENN KNOPP

hile the carly settlers of Fredericksburg, Texas

were primarily from Germany, the next largest

group of Europcan immigrants came from Den-

mark. Then came the English, Irish, Swiss,

Austro-Hungarnians and Belgian-Flemish. The
Great Potato Famine of the 1840’s that brought terror and
upheaval to Ireland was not limited 1o the Emerald Isles but
included virtvally all of Western Europe, including lower
Scandinavia. The famine was a prime catalyst to migration, but
not the only reason to say good-bye to hearth and home.

There was the mystical lure of democratically free
America and its awesome visions and everyman promises in its
constitution; the ever-obstinate hecavy-handedness of recalci-
trant European impenialists; and the endless feuds and intertribal
wars that wasted vast numbers of young boys just to determine
master and slave dominance to protect feudalism.

Sometimes, thank goodness, enough gets to be enough,
even when living in God’s wonderland of Scandinavia. Repres-
sion of the liberal or democratic spirit was occurring in
Scandinavia also. The Scandinavians loved to swoop down into
the lower countries to scoop up spoils, such as the almost never
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THE MATHISEN HOUSE AT ROCKY HILL

ending Thirty Ycars War that Sweden spearheaded. Their
subjects, 100, like those in Germany and other parts of Europe,
found the constitution of the United States of America fascinat-
ing—and untamed Texas frontier individualism particularly
cnticing.

The following Danish pioneers are presented here to
give long overdue credit to the other nationalities that joined
with the Germans in first settling Fredericksburg and the Hill
Country beginning in the spring of 1846.

CHRISTIAN ANDRUS MATHISEN was born on
September 21, 1870, in Stenderup, Denmark, the son of Mathis
and Maren Andersen Ludwig Mathiscn. Known as an ingenious
agrarianist, or scienltific farmer, Christian decided to [ollow,
also, the rigid standards of apprenticing as a blacksmith when he
was 16 yecars old. At age 20, in 1890, being the curious,
cautious, but brave person he was, he decided to spend his
“Walzer” or post-apprenticing period before getting serious
about a permancnt career or commitment o marriage by visiting
American and sceing Texas for himself.

Within the next year his letters to his parents were SO




persuasive his father, mother and brothers and sisters joined
him in Friedrichsburg, where they made their new home. In
1893 he opencd his own blacksmith shop. Inventive and adroit
about business his talents were in wide demand by both farmers
and ranchers in the arca. He was the first to introduce the
gasoline engine in Gillespic County; and thus he had the first
fucl driven clevator. Several patents were taken out in his name.

Christian married a local teacher,. emily Stricgler,
who lived just down the way in the Rocky Hill community, the
daughter of Frederick C. and Mary Mogford Stricgler. She was
the granddaughter of J. F. G. and Jensine Strigler (Stricgler).
Christian learncd English, scriously, from Emily—and thereby
fell in love with her in the process. He also perfected the
German language, not only through day to day German conver-
sation 1n Friedrichsburg, but by studying the Luthern catechism
in German.

Always innovative and generous, he arranged to have
a tclephone in his home and brought phone messages to others
in the arca. As a mcans to combalt crosion because of sudden
downpours, he developed a means of terracing with the tools
and cquipment he invented with the assistance of the new farm
agent, Henry Grote.

[t was Christian Mathisen’s determination and grit that
led the state to set up an agricultural office in Fredericksburg.
His neighboring farmers 1n Rocky Hill and throughout the
county soon adopted the new conservation methods that re-
sulted in making Gillespie County a prime producing area in the
state. ’

In 1917 he founded and directed the Natonal Farm
Loan Association, a pioneer organization of 1ts type in Texas. In
1934, he and his son Fred, along with banker-lawyer Arthur
Stehling founded the Fredericksburg Savings & Loan Associa-
tion which helped bring Fredericksburg and the county out of
the Great Depression.

Christian and Emily had three girls and a boy. The
oldest, Louise Mathisen Ergas, born on August 15, 1898, still
lives on the family farm at Rocky Hill just east of Friedrichs-
burg. Onc of her singular achievements was to become a full
coloncl in the US Army. Atage 99, in January of 1997, Louise
1s blessed with a radiant personality and keen memory, chock
full of recollections of the carliest of days.

Myrtle Mathisen Weslterfeldt became a model school
teacher still lives in Fredericksburg. Ruth Mathisen Basse
raised her family in Dallas and was active in many community
service projects there before she and her husband Arno retired
in Fredericksburg.

Frederick “Fred” Mathisen, the only son, also became
onc of Fredericksburg’s most prominent businessmen, an insur-
ancc exccutive and rancher. His co-founding and directing the
first savings and loan association in Fredericksburg was a key
lactor in opening up more [nancial opportuntitics that helped to
make the city and arca the progressive.

Fredericksburg teacher and historian Esther L. Mueller
wrole and essay ol tribute to Christian Andreas Mathisen,
“Christian Mathisen died at his home in the Rocky Hill commu-
nity on January 25, 1959, and was buried in the Greenwood
Cemetery in Fredericksburg. Many farmers remember grate-
fully how his foresight saved their lands in the drought years.”
(E. L. M., Pionccers in God's Hills, Gillespie County Historical
Socicety, 1960, pp 123-124.)

CONTINUED NEXT MONTH

FROST

ILLER

RANCH REALTY, INC.

f 915-247-3997 - FAX 915-247-3675

Frosty Miller - Broker * Anytime 915-251-6671 * Pager 512-756-5837
+ ASSOCIATES *
PONTOTOC OFFICE

307 Bessemer *Uano, Texas 78643 PO Box 13 « Pontotoc, Texas 76869
915-247-3997 - Fax 247-3657 915-251-6671 - Fax 251-6506

We have many ranches in this area and in South & West Texas.
GIVE US A CHANCE TO FIND YOUR RANCH FOR YOU.

[Lillic's )

HONEST, FRIENDLY SERVICE

Glasswae @ Collectibles

Fumiture € Primitives

OPEN: 9AM - 6PM + MONDAY - SATURDAY // 1PM - 5:30PM - SUNDAY
BUY & SELL

303 BESSEMER » LLANO, TEXAS 78643 » 915/247-4618
North End of the Bridge in Historical L]an%

LANELLE'S HAIR AFFAIR

PRESENTS
PERFECT SOLUTIONS
for Hair - Body - Nails
with these quality retail items:

O.P.I.: Nails
Hairpothics: Hair
Graham Webb: Hair
Glycloguic: Body

LLANO OFFICE

Bain De Terre: Body & Hair
Redkin: Body & Hair
Vavoom: Hair
Matrix: Body & Hair

915/247-4902 830 Ford Strect, Llano, Texas 78643

M&0 AUTO REPAIR

SERVING LLANO SINCE 1971

EXPERT BODY REPAIR & CUSTOM PAINTING
FOREIGN & DOMESTIC CARS & TRUCKS
FRAME STRAIGHTENING & WIRE WELDING
FREE ESTIMATES
INSURANCE CLAIMS WELCOME

1008 BESSEMER, LLANO 915/247-5433
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PART ONE OF TWO PARTS

REVISITED

oy STEVE GOODSOMN

he prisoners shuffled out of their quarters and into
the courtyard formed by the high walls of the fort-
ress called Goliad. It was around cight o'clock and
they felt the cool moming breeze upon their stubbled
faces and saw the sun begin to light the sky of what
promised to be a glonous spring day they couldn't
help but feel a little hope for what had been a seem-
ingly hopeless situation. The guards who
had summoned them from the burned out church
which had been their quarters for the past ninc days, were
conscripts from the Yucatan peninsula deep in Mexico. The few
prisoners who could speak Spanish attempted to ask the soldiers
when they would be set free and returned to their homes as had
been promised. But their keepers could not or would not reply
as most of them were Mayan Indians and unable to speak much
Spanish. As their eyes adjusted to the light of the new day, the
prisoncrs noticed that the cannons which up to this time had
been pointed toward the gates that opened to the fortress had
becn swung around and now faced them. Many of them refused
to believe, however, that this signaled any ill intent towards
them. It was Palm Sunday, March 27, 1836.

These 342 men were people of varied backgrounds and
talents who had come united by their dreams of overthrowing
the existing government and establishing a new home and career
in the land called Texas. Many of them were from Kentucky,
Tennessce, Georgia and Alabama. Most of them had only been
in Texas for a few months coming in response to the call for
"every able bodied man, each with his rifle" to assist the
Texicans in their struggle for independence. By land and sea
they arrived at Goliad and under the command of a young
Georgian, Colonel James Walker Fannin, Jr.

Fannin had come to Texas as a slave trader hoping to realize
the profits that one could make by selling human contraband
(slavery was illegal in Texas and Mexico) 1o the cotton farmers
located along the Brazos River and the Texas coast. Being one
of the few men in Texas who had any military experience (he had
attended the military academy at West Point), Fannin soon
found himself selected to command the garrison located at
Goliad. But, he quickly grew to dislike commanding these men
as most of them were volunteers in the militia, and militiamen
traditionally lacked discipline, preferring to elect their own
officers and holding "regular” army officers in contempt. It
seems that Fannin also lacked the charisma needed to command
respect from such a loosely knit set of soldiers. By the time the
Mexican army arrived, Fannin's command was in trouble.

"Our commander is Col. Fannin, and | am sorry to say the
majority of the soldiers don't like him," a private named J. G.
Ferguson wrote. "For what cause I don't know whether it is
because they think he had not the interest of the country at heart
or that he wishes to become great without taking the proper steps

to greatness."
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Colonel James Walker Fannin, Jr.

Obviously, Fannin wanted and needed structure, and
everything around him was chaos. As the cold north winds
blew against the walls of the fortress, the Colonel came to
rcalize that he was destined for defeat unless he could produce
and execute a clear course of action. As the Mexican army
approached, his desire to command and lcad these men left
him. He wrote the governor, "Will you allow me to say (o you
... that I am not desirous of retaining the present, or receiving
any other appointment in the army ... | am a better judge of my
military abilities than others, and if [ am qualified to command
an army, [ have not found it out."

The Colonel also expressed disappointment at the failure
of the existing Texican settlers to rally to his support. "They had
been called ... " he wrote, "I have but three citizens in the ranks,
tho' I have called on them for six weeks, not one yet arrived ...
" At least on paper Fannin remained willing to fight," ... I must
now play a bold game—1 will go the whole hog. If I am lost,
be the censure on the right head ... I am too mad ... to do any
thing but fight."

Fannin's letters describe his confused mental state and
explain his inability to formulate and stick with a clear plan of

action.



His indecisiveness must also be blamed on the Texican's
refusal to be led. The alcalde of Victoria later wrote of the men
that Fannin was in charge of, "The major portion of his
command were volunteers from the United States, who had
come, they said, to have a brush with the Mexicans, and they
feared that by leaving Goliad they would lose their opportunity
for so doing. In justice to the lamented Fannin it may be said,
doubtless with truth, that he found himself utterly powerless to
control his insubordinale though brave and generous men."

So the Colonel and his men did not react until the Mexican
army was upon them. By then it was too late. After it became
obvious that the major portion of the attacking column had
armived, Fannin led his men out of the fort under the cover of an
early moming fog. The Mexican scouts did not discover their
departure until noon of that day. The Mexican cavalry quickly
rode out and pinned down the slow moving column about a half
mile from the timber that runs along Colcto Creek. The
Texicans formed a square in the middle of a slight depression in
the prairie, a decision they soon came to regret. They fought
bravely, but soon had about 40 to 50 wounded and their situation
rapidly grew worse when they ran out of water by the end of the
day.

After listening to the cries of the wounded all mght, Fannin,
who had been wounded in the thigh, called for a council with his
officers. The Texicans felt that they could break through the
surrounding’ lines, but this would mecan abandoning their
wounded comrades, a decision no one wanted to be responsible
for. Surrender was agreed upon and they scnt out a courier
carrying a white flag to request a parley to determine the tcrms
they would be given.

Did Fannin and his men surrender without any assurance of
safety and fair treatment? A physician, who was later spared
from the massacre, Dr. James Barnard, kept a journal which
states, " ... a capitulation with Gen. Urrea was agreed upon, the
terms of which were that we should lay down our arms and
surrender ourselves as prisoners of war; that we should be taken
back to Goliad and properly attended to, and that all private
property should be respected. These were the terms that Col.
Fannin distinctly told his men on his return had been agreed
upon, and which was confirmed by Major Wallace and Captain
Dusangue, the interpreter ... [ am thus particular and minute in
regard to all the incidents of this capitulation, and especially
what fell under my personal observation, because Santa Anna
and Urrea both subscquently denied that any capitulation had
been made, but that we surrendered at discretion (without
terms). We were also told ... that as soon as possible we should
be sent to New Orleans under parole not o serve any more
against Mexico during the war in Texas ... "

Urrea knew Santa Anna's standing orders that any prisoners
were 1o be treated as "pirates" and, if found bearing arms, would
be executed, but he obviously thought that these men would be
spared. He personally mentioned to Fannin that the Mexican
government did not execute prisoners who appcaled for
clemency. Urrea attempted to intercede with the president and
was quickly told to execute every onc of the prisoners. The
Mexican army archives hold a document with Fannin's
signature, in which he surrendered unconditionally. But it is
absolutely certain that these men, and at lcast some of the
Mexican officers, believed that the prisoners would be treated
fairly.

CONTINUED NEXT MONTH
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TCTHIIRS
IBUSTINIESS
CIBENTIEIR

FREE DELIVERY T0 BURNET, LLANO & ELANCO COUNTIES

RUBBER STAMPS ¢ FAX SERVICE
COPIES *OFFICE SUPPLIES
OFFICE FURNITURE
210-693-5744

- 1-800-759-8107
207 Main Street Marble Falls, TX 78654

MERI .
NORMAN

We Know How Beautiful You Can Be!
MADA B. WEST
CONSULTATIONS FREE

Polished Llanite Historical Marker

Open 9:30 - 5:30 Monday - Saturday
104 East Main ¢ Llano, Texas 78643 ¢ (915) 247-4976

DESIGN IT... LOGO IT..
PERSONALIZE IT.. MONOGRAM IT.

719 FORD STREET, LLANOQ, TX 78643 * 9152472045
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his talc was told tome by my granddaddy.
My granddaddy was a coldwater Mecth-
odist preacher. We all know preachers,
cspecially coldwater Mcthodist preach-
crs, don'tlic,especially not to their gran-
dsons, so it's got to be truc.

A distant cousin of mine, who

dicd long belore | was born, was a feller
named Dobbin MacPhail. That was his
rcal name, too. Dobbin wasn't a nickname as far as | can
tell. He's buried in the Schuyler-Colfax cemetery over in
East Texas, and it says Dobbin MacPhail on his tombstone,
and Dobbin doesn't have quotations marks around 1t, so
Dobbin was, as far as anybody can prove, his actual, given
name.

Dobbin MacPhail, in the ebbing years of the last
century, was renowned as the greatest fisherman in all
East Texas. From any body of water larger than a half-
gallon Mason jar, Dobbin could extract fish. In fact, he
could pretty well extract all the fish in it.

Fishing tackle, in East Texas in those days, didn't
consist of rods and reels. Only amateurs fished with
trotlines. There were three methods of real fishing—
telephonin', shinin' and dynamitin'. You telephone fish
by hooking a couple of long wires to the contacts on an old
crank-telephone generator, putting sinkers on the ends of
the wires, dropping them over the side of the boat, and
spinning the crank. Don't ever try it from an aluminum
boat, by the way. You shine fish by pouring a jug of the
worst rolgut moonshine you can get into the creck.
Dobbin's fishing tackle, however, consisted of a onc-
pound stick of 60%-nitro dynamite with a four-inch
waterproof Bickford fuze in it.

Understand, please, that these fishing techniques
weren't legal when Dobbin and his cohorts were fishing
with them, and they aren't legal now. However, when
Dobbin and his counterparts started fishing with them,
the enforcement of game laws was something of a hit or
miss thing. There weren't any game wardens then, the
shenff enforced game laws. He was generally too busy
chasing pig thieves and dealing with wife-whuppers to
worry 100 much about how a feller caught his fish.

Every now and then the high sheriff would stop at
Dobbin's while he was cleaning fish. He'd notice the
legal, 100-hook trotline Dobbin had hanging in the fish-
cleaning shed. Then he'd count maybeso 300 fish.
"Dobbin," he would say, "how's a feller go 'bout catchin'
threc hunderd fish on a hunderd-hook trotline?"

Dobbin would reply "Treble hooks. 1 bail ever'
point." That would usually be the end of it.

Eventually the state of Texas got around to hiring
some game wardens to enforce the game and fish laws,
and the state didn't go about it halfway. It didn't hirc any
fancy-pants college boys, nossir. It hired some of the
most successful poachers and fish telephoners, shiners

and dynamilters in the state and put them to work catching
the rest. There's even a rumor it tried 1o hire Dobbin, but

he wouldn't sign on.
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COUSIN
DOBBIN'S

FISHING

by C.F. ECKHARDT

Dobbin MacPhail brought to grief every game warden
assigned 1o his part of East Texas. Everybody knew Dobbin
was dynamiltin' fish. All you had to do was stand on a town
square someplace in East Texas, and when there was a big boom
back in the pines, the ground shook, and the churchbells dinged
a hittle bit, everybody in town said "Well, Dobbin's fishin' agin."
Catching Dobbin in the actual, criminal act of dynamitin' fish,
though, was the trick. Nobody could catch Dobbin dynamitin'
fish.

Finally the statc assigned a special warden just to catch
Dobbin MacPhail. That was his job—catch Dobbin MacPhail
red-handed, in the act of dynamitin’ fish, so the state could make
an example of him for the rest of the fish dynamiters and
tclephoners and shiners. He set to work to do exactly that.

Dobbin, of course, knew about this. There wasn't much
that went on that Dobbin didn't find out about, especially if it
had to do with those pesky game wardens. Nevertheless, bright
and early one morning he set out from his home, his corncob
pipe aglow in his mouth, a bushel basket in his hand, and a
bright red stick of dynamite sticking out of the back pocket of
his blue-duckin' overalls. The warden, who'd been sleeping in
the bushes for weeks, just waiting for this chance, followed
him.

Dobbin went deep into the pines, the warden following at
a respectable distance. He smoked his pipe down and shook it
out, repacked it with Prince Albert, and relit it. The warden hid
in the bushes, waiting.




Fishing tackle, in East Texas in those days,
didn't consist of rods and reels.

Only amateurs fished with trotlines.
There were three methods of real fishing—
telephonin', shinin' and dynamitin',

Dobbin put down his basket, knocked out and refilled
his pipe yet again and lit it, and finally took the dynamite
out of his back pocket. At that point the warden yelled,
"Gotcha, Dobbin MacPhail!" and jumped out of hiding.

"Got me fer whut?" Dobbin asked.

"Dynamiun' fish."

Dobbin scratched his head and looked around. "You
know, I don't see no fish," he said.

At that point the warden realized he'd been just a mite
previous. Hc stomped up to Dobbin and jerked the
dynamite out ol his hand. "Just whut wuz you gonna do
with thishere dynamite an' that-air bushel basket i you
wa'n't gonna dynamite [1sh?" he demanded.

"Well," said Dobbin, "I sorta figgered to blow that
stump over yonder an' pack ‘em chips home fer kindlin'.
Liable to get Kinder col' this winter, an' I'm gonna need a
power a Kindlin""

"Dammit, Dobbin," the game warden shouted, waving
the dynamite around, "I know you come out here to
dynamite fish. You know you come out here to dynamite
fish. T done caught you at it."

"I don't sce no fish," Dobbin said, mildly. The warden
began (o rant, turning red in the face and hollering a lot,
and waving that dynamite around. Dobbin took his pipe
out, and the next time the dynamite went past he touched
the glowing bowl to the four-inch waterproof Bickford
fuze. The fuze began to sputter, then to sizzle. After a
little—there was maybe three-quarters ol inch of fuze
left— Dobbin said, just as mildly as before, "Warden,
don't you reckon you better get rid of that 'fore it goes off
an' hurts somebody?"

The warden looked at the sizzling dynamite in his
hand, turned just as white as he had been red, and {lung the
dynamite into the only safe place to fling it—the pond.
There was a terrific bang—a good, old lashioned Dobbin
MacPhail sort of bang—and water went everywhere.
When the splashing and the smoke cleared, the surface of
the pond was covered with dead fish. "Warden," Dobbin
said, as mildly as ever, "whut you reckon we oughta do
with all them fish you done dynamited?"

Dobbin MacPhail, they say, retired from fishing after
that. He always insisted there was no way he could go one
better than getting the state's own game warden to dynamite
his fish for him.

'ROBINSON HOUSE |

L Bill or Brenda Schneider, Owners * Llano, Texas 78643

BED & BREAKFAST

A BEAUTIFULLY RESTORED 1915 VINTAGE HOME

915-247-3125
* Four Bedrooms ¢ Private Baths  Full Breakfast
¢ Community Living Room
» 1/2 mile from the City Park on the Beautiful Llano River
» Surrounded on 3 sides by a 18-hole Golfcourse
¢ 2 1/2 miles West of Llano on FM 152

PlZLtRlPﬁ & uRlLL

101 WEST MAIN ¢ LLANO, TEXAS 78643

PIZZA » SALADS » SUBS » PASTA
BURGERS ¢« CHICKEN FRIED STEAKS
Dine-In or Carry-Out * Delivery after 5:00PM
WE DO IT THE OLD-FASHIONED WAY - FROM SCRATCH
915-247-2240
OPEN: Monday-Thursday 11AM:9PM o Friday-Saturday 11AM-I0PM » Sunday 11AM-2PM
ON THE HISTORIC SQUARE IN LLANO

RANCH-RETREATS-HUNTING

400 AC. 10 miles N. of Llano—highfenced, with cabin, some very rough, deer
management program unmatched. Put a partnership together on this one.

456 AC. 12 miles W. of Llano—new fencing in this great retreat, home of three
stones, 4-2 views off top floor deck—it does not get better than this, creek with
your own slab crossing. Must see.

180° AC.No i improvements, 2 tanks, great tree cover, good deer country,
some Hwy frontage, 20% down, owner [inance at 9% 5—$1350/Ac.

268 AC. North of Llano 25 miles, Hwy. frontage, geatly rolling, heavy tree cover,
old ranch house, old bams, deer, turkey, 2 wells. Owner {inanced w/20% down—$1 250 Ac.

VIRDELL REALESTATE

LLANO, TEXAS78643-915-247-5776 )

S

FIRST CHOICE MARINA

CENTRALLY LOCATED ON LAKE LBJ
BOAT SLIPS FOR RENT

LIGHTED, COVERED, ELECTRIC LIFTS

LEE & CAROL CROMWELL
OWNERS ¢ ON PREMISES

218 SKYLINE DRIVE ¢ SUNRISE BEACH, TX 78643-9272

915-388-3251
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COWBQY

® by L. RELLY DOWN

Best time to buy cows is like now when
the price is way low. You sell when
doctors and lawyers is a buying and buy
when they is selling and you will be the
smartest cowman around. Happens that
way every time, that’s a fact.

e

THE OLD FEED STORE
ANTIQUE WAREHOUSE

NOW OPEN

FURNITURE 4 GLASSWARE
WESTERN COLLECTIBLES 4 JEWELRY

HERD BULLS

ou fellows now a days just take for granted good bulls
for your cows. It weren’t always so. Now everyone
knows the right bull can add another pound per day of

weight gain on say 40 calves. This extra now with
low cow pricesis the difference between you goin to see
your banker or him trying to find where you is hiding out.

There were a time when Texas Tick Fever near-a-bouts
ruined Texas cowmen. That’s when up north they passed laws
keeping live Texas cattle in Texas. None could be sold live up
there. One answer was dipping vats you ran cattle through
about every three weeks to kill ticks, but that sure was a lot of
work don’t you know.

Now Mr. Borden of the Shanghi Pierce Ranch in the
Wharton County on the Coast, teamed up with Mr. Hudgins of
the same county and imported bremmer cattle from India. They
stayed in quarantine a long time till the government vets said
they was clean and none of the bad stuff from [ndia was getting
into our U. S. of A. cows.

Why bremmers? Well, first off, they throwed off ticks
lots better than cows here. Next, they sweat all over not just they
nose like the mainly English Herefords most people had for beef
cows. Then they was like a horse and could shake they skin and
keep flies away some better. A double plus was they could be out
in the summer heat eating away while most Herefords, Angus
and Shorthorns was in water holes with only they nose and
eyeballs sticking out. Them bremmer mama cows would clean
they calves of screw worms as best they could while most others
didn’t even notice. That were another plus.

Them bremmers was just under native longhorns when
it came to cating most anything if a dry spell hit. They and
Longhorns would get fat on pasture the rest of the cattle would
be dead as a door nail on—the story was that you could put them
on a concrete floor pen and they would keep getting fat.

For years the Hudgins and Pierce Ranches would only
sell females to each other—the rest of the ranches got only bull
calves. But them bulls more or less broke the ice, don‘t you
know. They showed not only Texas cowmen what a difference
a bull would make in the calf crop, but the rest of the U. S. of A.
cowmen, too. Soon everyone got to keeping records and all
breeds of cow raisers they found the bést bulls—a real herd bull.
Better the bull—better the profit—that friend is like dutch oven
biscuits—don’t take much learning to figger out quick which is
the best.

1 8 8.6.6.0.0.6 06060686 ¢ ¢

LILANO

REAL ESTATE

MAS-0-LLAN" Large custom 4B1/3 1/2 Bo, 2-car garage on over 47
acres with approx. 1,555 ft of Liano River. Very private....$165,000

Commerclal Bullding: Large. modern with living quarters, high traffic
count, - $79,500

LLANO RIVER ACCESS, with fantastic views. All city utllities, Restricted,
greal location, large pecan trees, over 2 acres, only $16,500

502 BESSEMER, LLANO, TX 78643 915/247-2438
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No, a herd bull ain‘t Leroy. Back when everybody had
a C. B. radio and used handles for names like Hardridder and
such, Leroy named hisself Herd Bull. Some fair ladies an-
swered his call but one look at him in person and they was
colored gone.

That's a fact.

BY THE HAIR OF A GALE'S TAIL

00ks to me like you boys made some good buys on them

growed up cows in this lot.  Them big bellies they be

gone by this time next year cause down on the coast

where you got them they had to eat lots of grass to keep

in shape. Here in our Hills theres more strength in
grass so they will not have to eat as much and they will have
flat bellies. Best time to buy cows is like now when the price 1s
way low. You sell when doctors and lawyers 1s a buying and
buy when they is selling and you will be the smartest cowman
around. Happens that way every time, that's a fact.

What about that pen of two hundred Louisiana calves
over there? Well you 1s happy with your buy so lets not speak
of them a-tall. You sure you wants to know? O. K. here it is.

You say them calfs was borned in first of summer and
was just pulled off they mamas? Well let me be a monkeys uncle
if they didn’t get borned early last winter—I'd say for sure they
saw the New Year’s day, not born after Easter. They are closer
to ten months old than the five you said you were told when you
bought time.

How does I know? Well when a calfis born his tail has
just some short puffy hair on the end, like is all over the rest of
him. If he is a doggie—no mama—and has to try to get milk
from the few cows who will let him, he ain’t going to grow
much. Even when he can handle grass with the slow start he
don’t ever do good and catch up.

But one place on a calf that will grow near-abouts the
same speed, no matter how he eats, is the hair on his tail. See
how long the tail hairs are on the two hundred you just turned
out in that pasture. They got hair on they tail that’s nine-ten
month old size and long. So they going to be smallish all they
life. You better find a rich lawyer or doctor and make them a
real deal—they can’t tell how old they is. More or less like if
human type peoples had to wait till they is say fifteen year old
for they gets biscuits, red beans and cane syrup, don’t you
know. A good cowman can tell within two-three weeks how
old a calf is, and that girls is a fact, just by the hair of a calf’s tail.

915-247-5011
(24 Hours)

915-247-5775
(Fax)

1-800-880-0359
(Toll Free)

Jim Inks

BROKER

RANCHES LAKE PROPERTY  HOMES ~ SMALL ACREAGE
103 East Main Street e Llano, Texas 78643

'OLEN'S ICE BOX

WE SELL FISHING & HUNTING EQUIPMENT
BY THE BOTTLE, CASE, KEG, JUG OR BARREL

COME BY AND CHECK OUR

WEEKLY SPECIALS
FOR ALL YOUR PARTY NEEDS

DR. PEPPER/7-UP/BIG RED ONLY $2.99 (12-PACK)

OPEN MON-SAT: 10 A.M. - 9 PM. 915-247-4027

HWY 16 NORTH, ON THE SAN SABA HIGHWAY
1502 BESSEMER, LLANO, TEXAS 78643

Contacl:

Gene Hall Reagor
915-247-4074
P.O. Box 488
Llano, Texas
78643

* Charming country cottage for 2
+ Secluded hunting lodge for families or groups
¢ Fishing ¢ Birding ¢ Artifact and rock hunting ¢ Photography

>

FARM

BUREAU

INSURANCE

and we back it up with prompt, professional attention, and a fast, fair claim
service. Plus, we'll sitdown with you and conduct a non-obligation review of
your total insurance needs. It's just that simple. Call today.

HELPING YOU IS WHAT WE DO BEST

KIRK WINFREY % BILL WOOTAN
303 EAST HIGHWAY 71 LLANO, TEXAS 78643
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PART ONE OF TWQ PARTS

INDIAN BATTLE ON

PACKSADDLE MOUNTAIN

HAZEL OATMAN BOWMAN

{f CAIL L.l = ‘:‘.5 = :
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IMAGINE EIGHT YOUNG COWBOYS ON THE TEXAS RANGE MANY YEARS AGO HURRIEDLY BANDING
TOGETHER FOR CONCERTED ACTION, FOLLOWING AN INDIAN TRAIL HORSEBACK FOR MILES ACROSS
ROUGH COUNTRY AND FINALLY WAGING A FURIOUS BUT DECISIVE BATTLE WITH THE MARAUDERS,
ONLY TO WAKE UP IN THE COURSE OF A VERY SHORT TIME TO FIND THEMSELVES HEROES IN THE EYES OF
THEIR TOWNSMEN AND COUNTRYMEN. THAT, IN BRIEF, IS THE STORY OF THE HISTORIC PACKSADDLE
MOUNTAIN INDIAN BATTLE IN LLANO COUNTY ON AUGUST 5, 1873, WHICH THE LATE CAPTAIN DAN

ROBERTS, AN EARLY-DAY TEXAS RANGER CAPTAIN, DESCRIBED LATER AS “THE MOST GALLANT AFFAIR
| HAVE EVER KNOWN, EXCEPT THE BATTLE OF SAN JACINTO.”

REPRINTED FROM: ACOLLECTION OF STORIES, BIOGRAPHIES AND ARTICLES WRITTEN BY HAZEL OATMAN BOWMAN (1901-1951)
Published by The Cattleman, a magazine establishedin 1914 and publishedin Ft. Worth, Texas, devotingits publication to cattle and horse raising,
biographies of people of noted character germane to the Western population of Texas, and still publishes such articles.
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his stirmng incident, more than anything else, perhaps,

shows the spirit of the Texas cowboy of the carly days. At

least it is indicative of those brave and daning sons of the

frontier, who blazed the trail for successful cattle-raising

in Llano county in the years to follow. William Edwards,

one of the oldest retired ranchmen and former trail-drivers
in Llano county today, who came to Llano in 1874, said recently:
“When I came here, the Packsaddle fight was already over, but
everybody was still talking about it. They thought the men who
fought in it were real heroes—and they were. Pcople still
consider them heroes.”

It was the expression of tribute by Captain Dan Roberts,
quoted above, which was set down in writing and dispatched 1n
later years to Austin and then on to Washington, that won for the
late Stephen. Boyce Moss, a hero of the gallant fight, a mere
pittance of $20 as a Government remuneration for his services as
an Indian fighter during the frontier days in Texas. Yetitcan well
be assumed to Mr. Moss and his comrades had no thought of
future reward to fame as they quickly banded for action on that
moonlight night in August, 70 ycars ago and laid plans for what
proved to be the last desperate encounter with the Redskins in
Llano county.

ALL YQUNG MEN

Stephen Boyce (Steve) Moss, whose death occurred in 1932, was
25 ycars of age at the time of the fight; and his older brother,
James R. Moss, the leader of the band of fighters, was 30. E. D.
Harmington was only about 20. All of the participants were young
men, bold and adventurcsome. They possesscd an innate game-
ness. In them was bred a spirit of gallantry and courage —a spirit
which was exemplified by their forgetfulness of self in their
concern for others. They manifested a deep love for their country
and a readiness to fight for it and for the protection of their homes
and their possessions whenever it became nccessary.

These daring young men were not unfamiliar with the depre-
dations of the Indians, who for 10 or 15 years had made living
hazardous in the Llano country. Human lives had been lost,
property had been wilfully plundered and destroyed, horses and
other livestock had been stolen.

Itis a matter of history that some of the most outrageous crimes
of the Indian days took place in the Llano River Valley, which
was onc of the last stamping grounds of the Red Men in Texas.
After being driven from first one part of the state and then from
another, they happened upon this comparatively new and virgin
land along the Llano River. The woods thereabouts were replete
with wild game of various kinds, and fish abounded in the clear
bold streams and creeks. There were miles and miles of unfenced
land on which livestock could graze and fatten. It was a veritable
land of plenty, and the Indians naturally were reluctant to give it
up. Nor did they proposc to leave it without a fight. Soit was the
stubborn struggle for possession of this particular section that

THE MOST DETAILED RECITAL, HOWEVER, IS THAT WHICH WAS$
GIVEN BY MR. HARRINGTON, WHO RECALLED THE FACTS
VIVIDLY EVEN AT HIS ADVANCED AGE. T WAS HE,

TOGETHER WITH W. D. GEORGE, BOTH OF WHOM WERE
WORKING FOR JIM MOSS, WHO DISCOVERED THE ARROW
IN'OLD DUTCH, THE MILCH COW, WHEN THEY WENT TO THE
LOT TO MILK LATE THAT AUGUST AFTERNOON. AFTER
QUICKLY NOTIFYING THE REST OF THE MOS$ HOUSEHOLD OF
THEIR DISCOVERY, MR. HARRINGTON AND BILL MOS$ STARTED
ON HORSEBACK AFTER THE HORSES THAT HAD BEEN TURNED
OUT, HOPING TO REACH THEM AHEAD OF THE INDIANS.

JUST AS THEY SIGHTED THE HORSES, THEY SAW

THE RED MEN COMING TOWARD THEM AT FULL SPEED.

brought about some of the Indian outrages and history-making
cvents, such as the battle which took place on historic Packsaddle
Mountain.

The late Miles Barler, a well known pioneer and a deputy
sheriff of Llano county during the early days, recounted in his
autobiography: “I came to Llanoin 1857. | mamicd and for about
four months lived with my father-in-law, John Buttery, who lived
close to where the passenger depot now stands. Many a deer and
turkey have I killed there from the yard and cow-pen fence. There
were no Indians in the country at that ime, but in about 18 months
they broke out on us and we had it with them for about 15 years.
They killed about 40 persons during that time.”

Two days before the Packsaddle fight a band of about 20
Indians came down on the South Llano, where a man by the name
of Kirkpatrick and three other men were building a house. While
the men were at work on top of the structure, the Indians crept up
between them and their camp and fired on them. Being cut off
from their arms, they jumped off the housc and sought safety in
the cedar brakes. Then the Indians gave their attention to the
horses. They made other raids that night and the following day
in the Beaver Creek and Legion Valley section, stealing a number

of horses.

INDIANS SHAT A COW

It was believed that these same Indians comprised the band that
participated in the Packsaddle Mountain fight. The James R.
Moss ranch was located in that vicinity, and it was there, late in
the evening of August 4, that an arrow was found piercing the
hind lcg of a gentle milch cow. This incident precipitated the
battlc, which took place about noon on the following day,
according to the story that has been handed down through the
years by Llano pioneers.
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EARNMGIEESE

RESTAURANT

HOME OF GOOD COOKING!
Speclalizing In Mexican Food, Chicken Fried Steak and Catfish

TUES.WED., THURS,
ALL YOU CAN EAT MEXICAN FOOD OR CATFISH
Can Accomodate Large Parties.

OPEN: Tuesday - Sunday 11:00 AM
"To Go Orders Welcome"

Pat Heinecke: Owner 2 10-598-2934

All Major Credit Cards Accepled 116 Hwy. 1431 West * Granlte Shoals, Texas 78654

EWELRY REPAIR

Custom Crafted Repairs ¢ Stone Setting

STEVE McCOY - Owner/Jeweler ¢ 210-693-8333
1612 Highway 281 North *» Marble Falls, Texas 78654
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The late E. D. Harrington, the last survivor of the fight, whose
death occurred in Pantano, Ariz., in 1940, gave the writer an
account of this historic event several years before his death. He
said: “Our Captain, J. R. Moss with seven other men made the
company—Robert Brown, Stephen B. Moss, W. B. Moss, Eli
Lloyd, Arch Martin, Pink Ayers and myself. W. B. Moss, Lloyd,
Martin and Ayecrs were all wounded in the battle.”

W.B. Moss went (o his grave in 1926, sull carrying in his body
the lead from an Indian’s weapon, the wound having almost cost
his life at the time of the Packsaddle encounter, and causing him
a certain amount of pain and discomfort until his death 53 years
later.

The three Moss brothers who took part in the battle were sons
of the late Matthew Moss, who came to Llano in 1857 and settled
on a league and labor survey granted him for his services in the
Baltle of San Jacinto. The old, original Moss ranch, where James
R. Moss was living as a bachelor when the Packsaddle fight took
place, is located on Sandy Creek, in the southern part of Llano
county, about 15 miles from the town of Llano.

Captain James R. (Jim) Moss, who was selected as leader of
the band of cowboys because of his experience in the Civil War,
setdown in writing in later years a brief account of the battle, parts
of which will be quoted later in this story.

The most detailed recital, however, is that which was given by
Mr. Harrington, who recalled the facts vividly even at his
advanced age. It was he, together with W. D. George, both of
whom were working for Jim Moss, who discovered the arrow in
Old Dutch, the milch cow, when they went to the lot to milk late
that August afternoon. After quickly notifying the rest of the
Moss household of their discovery, Mr. Harrington and Bill Moss
started out on horseback after the horses that had been turned out,
hoping to reach them ahead of the Indians. Just as they sighted
the horses, they saw the Red Men coming toward them at full
speed. They managed to bunch the horses together and get them
started toward the ranch, but were followed for some distance by
the Indians.

8TOAD GUARD ALL NIGHT

“When we had run about 400 yards, I looked back again,” Mr.
Harrington said. “The Indians had tured off to the east, so we
ran the horses in the lot and stood guard all night. We decided that
someone would have to go to Cat Town after Eli Lloyd and
George Lewis. About nine o’clock that night Steve Moss and
Bob Brown went after the two boys. They got back about two
o’clock. Istood last guard, at got Chock (W. D. George) up at
3:30in the moming. We cooked breakfast and ate at four o’clock.
About five we all went to the lot and saddled our horses and
started. Captain Moss appointed me trailer and told me to go
where I last saw the Indians. We went there and found a plain
trail.

“We went east until we got near Cedar Mountain, then south-
east through Cut-Off Gap (near the Llano-Gillespie county line)
and from there to the top of Bee Rock Mountain. Ata little spring
there the Indians had stopped and broiled meat and had left quite
a number of broiling sticks lying around. It looked as though they
had been there some time.

“From Bee Rock Mountain we followed the trail north off the




"BOYS, YOU SEE THAT SMOKE
UP ONTHE MOUNTAIN?
THEY'RE CAMPED UP THERE,
AND WE'RE GOING AFTER
THEM. IF THERE'SANY OF YOU
THAT DON'TTHINK YOU CAN
STAND TO BE SHOT AT, HERE'S
THE PLACE TO TURN BACK.

mountain into Cut-Off Gap, and then a little east through Jack
Martin’s ranch. There Bill Moss and Lloyd went by Martin’s and
picked up Pink Ayers and Arch Martin. [n a pasture just a little
west of Uncle Jim Wilson’s house we saw there the Indians had
stopped at the ficld and cut all of his pumpkins.”

In general, up to this point the Indians had been traveling in an
casterly direction. At Sandy Creek, where the water was still
muddy 1n their horses tracks, 1t was presumed that the Indians
held a council and decided to go north to Packsaddle Mountain
to rest up for the night before striking the settlements below. On
the way to the mountain they had crossed all the high points such
as Spy Knob, in order to give their look-outs a chance to spy back
on the trail.

From Sandy Creek, the trail led straight to the ridge. The
cowmen had trailed the Indians a distance of some 25 miles from
the point where they started. At the foot of the mountain it1s said
that time Jim Moss stopped the men with this admonition:
“Boys, you see that smoke up on the mountain? They’re camped
up there, and we’re going after them. If there’s any of you that
don’t think vou can stand to be shot at, here’s the place to turn
back.”

The story goes that Pink Ayers, who had been in the Llano
country only a short time, having come to Texas rom North
Carolina, answered that he was as yet untried, that he had never
fought, but that he was not going to turn back. The others in the
party said nothing.

“I'll go ahead,” were Captain Jim Moss’ words as he turned
and started up the rough, narrow canyon.

Next in line was E. D. Harnington, followed by Steve Moss,
Bill Moss, Bob Brown and Arch Martin. Pink Ayers, who was
having considerable trouble with the white mule he was niding,
came last.

CAUGHT INDIANS NAPPING

Captain Jim Moss, in his account of the battle, wrote as follows:
“Our horses were pretty much jaded and we were leading them
up the mountain when we saw the Indians. Their horses were
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GIESECKE & ASSOCIATES

REAL ESTATE, INC.

HAS A NEW AGENT
& SHE IS HERE TO STAY

graduate of
Southwest Texas
State University and

the single mom of a 2-
year-old daughter Jordan,
Dana has a vested interest
in this community and is
laying down roots here.

If you are interested in buying or
selling in the area and want a hard-
working, ambitious agent on your side
call Dana Vann.

GIESECKE & ASSOCIATES

210/693-2030 « 701 HWY. 281 ¢ SUITE C
MARBLE FALLS. TEXAS

grazing in a little flat dircctly between them and us, so we
mounted our horses and put the spurs to them until we got
between them and their horses, some of the boys [iring as they
came up, but as the mountain was very steep and rough our men
strung 1n onc at a ime.

“The Indians had two or three hundred pounds of beef roasted
and laid out on a big, flat rock and were sitting around in a circle
cating (all but six who lying under some trees, probably aslcep).
When they had gotten their arms and opened fire on us, we were
not more than 30 steps from them and had them cut off from their
horses, so we dismounted and turned our horses loose, and then
the fight commenced in ecarnest on both sides. But the Indians did
not stand long before they fell back behind a ledge of rocks and
tree tops, where they formed a line and charged back on us,
coming up amongst us; but it wasn’t long before they had to give
way and help some of their men off.

“One buck, bolder than the rest, advanced alone some distance
to the nght of the others, and without firing his gun, which,
however, he held grasped in an upright position scemed deter-
mined to make his way to the horses. He came within a few feet
of the cowboys, some of them finng at him, when suddenly he
turned and retreated to the edge of the timber, fell forward stone
dead, but, as we afterward found, he still had his gun grasped
tightly in his hand.

“About this time three or four Indians started up a chant and
began to lile off under the bluff; the others followed suit, and
almost in a twinkling of an eye nothing more was seen of them.
On inspecting the battleground, we found three bodies. Four of
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our men were wounded, William Moss being shot in the right arm
and shoulder, the ball raging through the breast and coming outon
the left side. Arch Martin was shotin the left groin; Eli Lloyd three
slight wounds in the arm, and Pink Ayers lWO balls in the hips. It
was estimated that there were 20 Indians, 17 bucks, two squaws,
and a boy. They did not shoot an arrow at us, and were armed with
guns and pistols the same as we were.”

BILL MO@8S§ SHOT BY INDIAN

E. D. Harrington, in describing the fight, said that after the Indians
had been sent scampering over the bluff, about seven or eight
came back and opened [irc again as they tried toreach their horses.
He said:

“When the Indians charged back, they camec up within one
hundred feet, or less. There were three or four to Jim’s right, two
in frontof me, and one in front of Bill. The two that were shooting
at me had pistols, and the one shooting at Bill had a Winchester.
Bill had emptied his pistol. The hulls had hung, and he was bent
over trying to punch at him, but the two were making it so hot for
me that | didn’t get a chance to shoot Bill’s Indian until I had put
the two that were shooting at me to flight.

“Justas| gotachance toshoot, I saw the Indian taking good aim
at Bill. Just as the Indian shot, | shot him. Then I ran to Bill and
tried to set him up, but he was so ncarly dead that [ called Steve
to come to me. We picked him up and carried him about 25 or 30
fect to a small live-oak sapling. When we set him down, he gave
a termible groan, and | knew what he wanted. Looking toward the
Indians’ camp I saw a canteen hanging on a snag. It was full of
water, so [ took it to Bill and gave him a drink.”

Mr. Harnngton told that later duning the fighting he went over
to sec how Bill Moss was. “He threw me his pistol and told me
to load it, saying ‘I have one good hand yet.” ButI told him to sit
still and we would do his fighting for him.”

After the cries of the Indians could be heard no longer, attention
was given o the wounded. The four men were helped onto their
horses and the company began their descent of the stecep mountain
trail. Itis said that so intense was Bill Moss' suffering that it was
almost impossible to hold him on his horse. With all the haste
possible, the party headed for the John B. Duncan house on Honey
Creck, about three miles away.

CONTINUED NEXT MONTH
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MARK YOUR CALENDAR FOR THE

EIGHTH ANNUAI._

SPORTING CLAY TOURNAMENT
BUD LITE ROPING & CAJUN CO OUT

FRIDAY, APRIL I8TH &
SATURDAY APRIL 19TH
@ THE LLANO CITY PARK

\

BOILED CRAWFISH, POTATOES, CORN AND BAR-B-Q

WILL BE SERVED AT THE LLANO city PARK ADJACENT TO THE GOLF COURSE
RANCH ROAD 152, 3 MILES WEST OF THE INTERSECTION OF MAIN & FORD
STREETS (RANCH ROAD 152 & HWY 16) IN HISTORIC DOWNTOWN LLANO.

FRIDAY: NOON TO 6 P.M. & SATURDAY 11 AM.T0 5 p.v.  ALONG THE BEAUTIFUL
PLATES: ADULT $7 & CHILDREN 12 AND UNDER $5 LLANO RIVER

WASHER TOURNAMENT @ 11 A.M. SATURDAY
DDA ECIES

FRIDAY AT THE LLANO CITY PARK PAVILLION FROM -1 ] P.M. ADMISSION IS FREE |
SATURDAY AT THE OESTREICH S ROSE ON HWY 29 WEST OF LLANO WITH CMA ARTIST

REVIN EAGAN

AS ONE OF TEXAS' HOTTEST LIVE ACTS, KEVIN EAGAN
HAS BEEN LEAVING AUDIENCES BEGGING FOR MORE
WHEREVERHE PLAYS. WELL-SEASONED BY THE HONKY-
TONK CIRCUIT, KEVIN HAS BEEN PLAYING ACROSS THE
STATE FOR THE PAST FIVE YEARS. WHILE HIS HEART
IS IN TRADITIONAL COUNTRY, KEVIN HAS INTRODUCED
HIS AUDIENCE TO THE JAZZ, ROCK, AND R&B INFLU-
ENCES THAT FORM THE BACKBONE OF HIS UNIQUE AND
UNFORGETTABLE COUNTRY SOUND. THE MUSIC THAT
INFLUENCES HIS AND HIS POWERFUL DELIVERY COME
TOGETHER TO MAKE KEVIN EAGAN AND HIS MUSIC...

BEYOND REASON. ADMISSION $1O
| FOR MORE INFORMATION PHONE KIRK @ 915/247-4161

\\"‘(.

FOR LODGING SEE THE INDEX TO ADVERTISERS ON PAGE 42,




