
FOURTH QUARTER 2013 

Tom Lea • Witnesses Track the Forgotten Reach • Trivia • Bow Hunting Aoudad • She Had Some Horses
Voices of the BB • Big Bend Eats • The Last Birthday • Santa Inez Church • Big Bend Justice • The Desert Willow 

FREE



Cenizo
Fourth Quarter 20132

brown dog gardens

mon, thurs - sat 9 - 6  •  sun 10 - 2  •  closed tues-wed
unique gifts •  plants •  garden pottery

110 w. murphy st., alpine  432.837.0914

PO BOX 1079, ALPINE, 79831
THEMAXWELLCOMPANY.COM • 432.837.5500  

Specializing in Quality 
Custom Construction

HAMPTON INN OF ALPINE
2607 Hwy. 90 West • Alpine

432.837.7344



3Cenizo 
Fourth Quarter 2013

RANDALLBUILDERS

Custom homes and light 
commercial construction.

Consulting and construction 
management services.

512.788.1333  • 432.386.5199 

A three bedroom, two bath stone house available for vacation rental in beautiful Marathon, Texas
Accomodations for 2 to 6. Large yard, close to downtown. Call 432.395.2454

The McGonagill
House James King

office 432.426.2024
cell 432.386.2821
james@KingLandWater.com
www.KingLandWater.com

King Land & Water LLC
P.O. Box 109
109 State Street
Fort Davis, TX 79734



How do you explain where the
wind blows? How do you speak
to the broken? How do you

convince them that you will try your
damnedest to make this horrible wrong
a right?  How do you assure them that
YOU are the human who won’t let
them down…again? You learn to speak
horse, and in time if you listen long
enough you might understand more
than you ever imagined.  

When I first met Jules she was just a
fragment of a horse, not really a horse at
all—the spirit had been silenced in this
small, river-type pony that carried such
sadness in her eyes. The sweet little

white star on her sun-bleached, bay,
skeletal body shone through the herd
like a diamond in the rough. 

Jules was starved to the bone, and I
mean skin hanging off, hips sticking out,
the whole deal, riddled with wounds,
she had strangles, all a horrible combi-
nation. She had been through God
knows how many auctions and was left
with a herd of misfits in the July heat on
the border of Mexico to die—and some
did.  Jules and her herd, whom we
called The West Texas 25, were kill pen
rejects. Some breezy evening in the
summer of 2011 Jules and her herd
mates went through our sleepy commu-

nity, with no one the wiser, headed for
slaughter on the border of Mexico, like
they do here every day.  I have often
wondered what it was like for them star-
ing out the slats of a big semi in the heat,
going to hell. 

I believe that horses know when they
are going to die. I have seen it in their
eyes, wide and bewildered, or broken
and low.  The West Texas 25 were just
that, broken, low, no energy, some gave
up, some were almost there, and others
kept hope alive. 

Jules and her herd came to our ranch
in a flurry of media, naysayers, critics,
but most of all an amazing community

of family and friends. The Big Bend
area stepped forward to help us with
this herd and the others that trickled in
every now and then over the months.
We aren’t a rescue; we are just a family
in the film and photography business
who happen to have horses as cowork-
ers in what we do.  We believe in the
spirit of the horse and the healing they
bring. We know horses, so we thought
we could help this herd and we opened
our gate to all 25 of them. After the first
week, between the moves from the pen
to Marfa via the Sheriff, then to the
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continued on page 26

She Had SomeHorses
by Rachael Waller

“…She had horses who whispered in the dark, who were afraid to speak. 
She had horses who screamed out of fear of the silence, 
who carried knives to protect themselves from ghosts. 
She had horses who waited for destruction. 
She had horses who waited for resurrection.
She had some horses.”  

~ Joy Harjo (Creek Nation)
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It’s just past the
Autumnal Equinox,
the kinks have been

worked out of the new
school year and the sun
is setting at a reason-
able hour. Sure hope
you can find a little
quiet time to enjoy this
latest issue. Some of the
material  in this issue

was submitted on speculation, and I was so
pleased with the quality of the work. I have
always thought that special places attract spe-
cial people and Big Bend and the people here
prove the point. Out here, on just about the
edge of nowhere, we have art of almost every
kind, music in bars and music in concert halls,
history, prehistory, geology, environtology–
okay I made that last one up– you get my drift.
And we have the incredible, creative people to
do all these things. So if you've got a story idea
send me an email, please. One more thing. If
you are within an hour of Alpine be sure to go
to the corner of 5th and Holland and see the
grandtabulous mural. Oh, yes, check out our
facebook page, “Cenizo Journal.”

As we move into
the last quar-
ter of the year,

there are so many
things to look forward
to here in West
Texas—children are
returning to school as
the weather cools and
the leaves begin to
fall, chili cooks are

sharpening their spicing skills, works by
Albrecht Durer and Donald Judd will be on
display at Chinati Weekend, and the holidays
are just around the corner. 

Hunting season is also in full swing—and
hunting is a big theme in this issue of Cenizo.
From tracking outlaws on the run in the
mountains, to the search for the elusive
aoudad, to seeking the perfect home for a bat-
tered orphan pony, this issue is packed with lit-
erary trophies.

The last quarter of the year is a contempla-
tive time for many, as the weather changes
and the days shorten. While we in the Big
Bend might rejoice at the cooling days and the
brisk autumn nights, I for one always miss bid-
ding the sunlight farewell at nine p.m. (though
I love greeting it late in the morning—the
baby sleeps in for a change). I love the
Christmas festivals, though, and Artwalk espe-
cially, and I do look forward to those chilly
grey days that are the perfect excuse for stay-
ing in bed with a cup of cocoa and something
good to read. We hope this issue of Cenizo
keeps you cozy!

River and
Mountain Bike 

Tours
rentals & shuttles

desertsportstx.com

Terlingua, Texas
FM 170

888.989.6900
432.371.2727

/desertsports
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Closed Sunday

209 NE 1st St. / Hwy 90
Marathon, Texas

432-386-4184

bigbendrvsupply@gmail.com

SHOP ONLINE:
bigbendrvsupply.com

Taste and See
Bakery

Tues and Friday  4 - 6pm

802 E. Brown St. and Cockrell
Alpine

432-386-3772
gingerhillery@mac.com

• Organic spelt, hard white wheat berries. 
• Rye and kamut freshly milled in my

stone burr mill and baked into 
delicious breads, pizza crusts, cookies
and other goodies. 

• Stone ground flour milled to order for
home bakers.

We use no white flour or 
white sugar in our products

us on Facebook

Noon Buffet Wednesday and Friday
Famous Beef & Chicken Fajitas • Ice Cream • Clean, Fast Service

Rene & Maria Franco, Owners

513 O’Reilly Street • Downtown Presidio
432.229.4409

Mexican 
and

American
Food

NECTAR
COMPUTERS
Servicing West Texas with comprehensive 
and experienced support since 2003

202 N 11th & Ave E, Alpine Texas  • www.nectarcomputers.com
432 837 3021 • Support Cell: 432 386 7811 • Mark Hannan, Owner
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For eight years artist
Tom Lea’s Rio Grande
hung in the Oval

Office of President George
W. Bush, lending to that
room’s gravity the spirit of
the Trans Pecos.  A near-
monochromatic landscape, it
reveals the rugged and
serene grandeur of the land
Lea loved so well, a region he
would never leave.

Rio Grande (on loan from
the El Paso Museum of Art)
was for President Bush “a
symbol of (Lea’s) hopeful
outlook for each day.”  In
numerous speeches, includ-
ing his acceptance speech
for the Republican nomina-
tion, Bush quoted Lea’s
thoughts that he preferred
living on the east side of the
mountain so as to see “the
day that is coming,” for
him, “the best day.”  This
thought was echoed at the
dedication ceremony of the
George W. Bush Library in
the former president’s emotional sum-
mation that he will always believe
“our nation’s best days lie ahead.”
And regarding that Library, the Oval
Office replicated therein has a repro-
duction of that landscape as well as
other Western-themed art Bush so
appreciated.

Rio Grande is only one of many
paintings and murals inspired by Lea’s
beloved El Paso region.  These desert
landscapes resonate with the space, the
light, the mass, and the life that springs
from rocky soil.  The infamous Rock
House and other fires of 2011, consum-
ing the window dressing that had, over
the years, camouflaged large swaths of
land in the Chihuahuan Desert,
exposed its bare bones.  Lea’s land-
scapes, painted in earlier times, cele-
brated that starkness.  When asked
once what he found so special about

the “dried up, bare, empty country” he
chose to live in, his reply back then res-
onates with many of us today:  “I love
it for the intensity of its sunlight, the
clarity of its sky, the hugeness of its
space, its revealed structure of naked
earth’s primal form without adorn-
ment.”

Tom Lea was an El Paso boy, born
and raised three miles from the Rio
Grande.  With the exception of brief
sojourns, he spent his entire life there.
He was born in 1907, his father a
lawyer who became the mayor of the
city during the Mexican Revolution.
Once, when his father and Pancho
Villa had words and Tom Sr. threw
Villa’s wife and brother in jail on suspi-
cion of gun running, the Revolutionary
general put out a notice in Mexico
offering $1,000 in gold for the mayor,
dead or alive.  He also threatened to

kidnap the two Lea sons, so for six
months Tom and Joe went to school
every day with a police escort.   

Tom began art classes in school as
soon as he could – his sophomore year.
By his senior year he was taking double
classes of art and English at the junior
college level.  Also, he was editor-in-
chief and illustrator of the yearbook.
Upon graduation he went to the Art
Institute of Chicago where he studied
and later apprenticed under muralist
John Norton, a former Rough Rider
whose western type of instruction
pleased his father, who wanted to see
his son study under a man’s man.  

That he never got over being home-
sick for El Paso while in Chicago was a
condition that remained with him.  He
and his first wife Nancy spent a short
time in Santa Fe after they left the Art
Institute, but returned to his native city

when she fell ill and ulti-
mately died from a botched
appendectomy.  He had
returned home to stay.  

By the time the WPA art
project began in 1935, Tom
Lea had adopted the style
most frequently found in his
public works, American
Scene painting.  A
Regionalist, he saw rural life
as America’s cultural back-
bone and expressed that
belief in the murals he did
for government buildings.
In 1935, he was commis-
sioned by the Texas
Centennial Celebration to
create two murals for the
Hall of State, the shrine to
Texas history to be built at
Fair Park in Dallas.   At one
end of the room that is now
the Dealey Library is an
iconic cowboy; at the other,
a Family, with father, moth-
er and son in a wagon head-
ed out from a settlement
that could have been early

El Paso.   Lea used his brother and sis-
ter-in-law as models for the scene.

When the United States became
involved in World War II, Lea was
commissioned by Life magazine as a
combat artist.  From four tours of duty,
his best-known drawings were those of
the Marine assault on Peleliu.  He went
ashore 15 minutes after the first wave,
armed only with the Marine Ka-Bar
knife he used to sharpen his pencils,
and spent 32 hours under withering
fire.   More than two-thirds of the divi-
sion was either killed or wounded.
Unable even to sketch anything during
the shelling, he returned to the ship and
“before (his) hand steadied. . . put down
the words and pictures of the fight.”
Public reaction to his paintings in Life
was to recoil at the horrific images of
war; even today viewers find them
haunting.  For Lea, however, what he

Tom Lea: West Texas Regionalist
by Susan Pittman

Rio Grande, 1954. Oil on canvas, 22¼ X 32. Collection of the El Paso Museum of Art,
El Paso, Texas. Image courtesy of the Tom Lea Institute. 
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presented revealed the heroism of the
men in a hellish situation.  This was his
version of the Marines.   Still, it took
painting a portrait of his beloved wife
Sarah, to exorcise the sights and sounds
he’d recorded.  

From Life’s nine war artists’ 200 or so
paintings presented to the government,
the greatest number were by Tom Lea.

Prior to his time with Life, Lea had
met the author J. Frank Dobie, becom-
ing a close friend.  Initially, he illustrat-
ed Dobie’s Apache Gold and Yaqui Silver,
an opportunity that established his
credibility in illustration work, and later
he illustrated The Longhorns.  The study
for the latter’s drawings took him into
the brush country of south Texas and
Mexico.  He developed a keen interest
in the cattle industry, particularly in
bulls.  After the war Life gave him
another assignment, this one a painted
history of the beef cattle industry.
Again, bulls came to his attention as the
subject for his art, both as a writer and
an illustrator.  Out of that interest came
the novel The Brave Bulls, which became
a movie starring Mel Ferrer.  Another
novel followed, The Wonderful Country,
featuring the borderland and the 

people who lived on both sides.  This,
too, became a movie, but the screen-
play was so revised that Lea received
nothing for it.  Bob Parish, the director
and a friend, was able to get Lea a bit
part in the movie, enabling him to gain
a salary as part of the cast.

By now Tom Lea the writer was on
something of a roll.  His Brave Bulls
had found an aficionada in Helen
Kleberg, wife of the King Ranch’s
Bob Kleberg.  With her encourage-
ment Kleberg offered Lea the oppor-
tunity to write the history of the King
Ranch, tantamount to the history of
south Texas.   That commission drove
a three-year wedge into the friendship
of Lea and Dobie, whom Lea suspect-
ed of wanting to write the history him-
self and who wrote what was in Lea’s
opinion a rather snide review of his
two volume set, The King Ranch.  In
time the rift healed, and Lea served as
a pallbearer at Dobie’s funeral.

So, whence Rio Grande in the White
House? That’s Laura Bush’s story.
Her grandparents were from
Canutillo, a part of greater El Paso,
where she was a frequent visitor dur-
ing summers growing up.   She’d read

Lea’s books and, due to her father’s
military service, was familiar with his
war correspondence. When George
became Governor of Texas, she had
the opportunity to meet Tom and
Sarah and became such an admirer
she invited them to Austin to meet her
husband.  After his election to the
Presidency in 2000, George asked
Laura to select a Tom Lea oil to grace
the Oval Office; she looked to the El
Paso Museum of Art.  Rio Grande had
been donated to the museum in 1996
when the Tom Lea Gallery was estab-
lished there.  Coincidentally, the clas-
sic landscape was the gift of Maureen
and Robert Decherd, who was the
grandson of Tom Lea Sr.’s law part-
ner. When Lea died in January 2001,
Laura Bush travelled to El Paso for
his memorial service.  It was her first
trip as First Lady.

Even most Texans don’t realize the
extent of Lea’s seven decade career.
There are reasons.  By his own admis-
sion he “never subscribed to any of the
‘isms,’ nor (did he seek) approval from
critics, museums, directors, or art deal-
ers.”  Perhaps more significant is that
his work is not generally displayed for

public view, but resides in the homes of
friends.  That his work could be “in
personal conversation” with those he
cared for was most important to him.

Learn more about this man who cel-
ebrated our land in his painting at the
Museum of the Big Bend’s exhibit of
the Lea/Dobie collaboration on dis-
play now, and on October 17th at
Brandon Shuler’s talk on the subject.
Then on October 19th, when New
York/Van Horn landscape artist
Katherine Alexander discusses the
importance of space in his art at the
Chihuahuan Desert Research Institute
in Fort Davis.
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Iwatched my connection to the out-
side world disappear as the blue of
my wife’s VW crested a hill and van-

ished. The moment hung in the
Chihuahua Desert sun, fragile, as if
something was about to crack. What if I
didn’t come back this time, would I be
forgotten like this stretch of the river?
Was it worth the risks: mountain lions,
coked-up smugglers, death by dehydra-
tion, rifle-toting ranchers?

My hiking companions, Dr. Brad
Butler and Bill McNamara, cinched
their backpacks and looked in the oppo-
site direction, toward the Rio Grande.
Casting long morning shadows, we
stood there on the dirt
road 30 miles south of
Sierra Blanca and the
Interstate in this most
remote, and yet well-traf-
ficked of areas—rife with
drug and human smug-
gling along the Texas-
Mexican border.

“Let’s take the road as
far as we can,” Butler
said, adjusting the bill on
his cap.

The river road repre-
sented good walking and
a chance to improve our
one mile-per-hour aver-
age, the standard we had set for the first
75 miles of our hike. Our goal on this
segment was to reach the halfway point
of the Forgotten Reach of the Rio
Grande, 100 miles downriver from the
recently-constructed Homeland
Security steel border fence at Neely
Crossing, where we had started the first
leg last December.

From Neely Crossing just below El
Paso-Juarez, to Presidio-Ojinaga, where
the Rio Grande is resurrected by the
Rio Conchos, the Forgotten Reach runs
nearly 200 miles. Surface water occa-
sionally pools in the channel. It is
sourced from springs bleeding from
buried aquifers and ephemeral surges,
run-off from summer storms that drain
the 66 arroyos along the reach. But for
the most part, the river is not a river. 

We passed Guerra Farm across from

Cajonitos, a nearly-deserted Mexican
town. As we walked toward the river
rusting hulks of tractors and combines,
hay bailers, flatbeds and other farm
implements suggested a time gone by. A
time when cotton and alfalfa grew green
and plentiful along the river flats; when
the river flowed and wells pumped fresh
water rather than brine.

“Check it out,” McNamara called.
He had hurried ahead to the end of the
road and now stood on a grassy knoll
just above a pool of green Rio Grande
water.

“Springs,” Butler said as we stepped
up to join him.

In January, Butler and I had walked
the reach for three days in the snow.
Springs had perked just enough water to
make it hard to hike in the river bottom.
So we hiked on the banks, between steep
canyons, following wild burro trails. At
times we were crawling on our hands
and knees lugging 50-pound packs
through the salt cedar desert jungle.

Water in the river was good and bad
news.

The bad meant we would be slicing
through the salt cedar again. The good,
of course, was clean water, and although
at the time we didn’t know it, we’d be
drinking it soon enough.

The Forgotten Reach is forgotten
because the people and the water are
gone. During the last century power
brokers dealt the river away for farms
and ranches and cities. As if the river

itself didn’t need water, to wash down
the silt and sediment or to sustain the
clams, coots, catfish and cottonwoods.

We hacked through the jungle and
straightaway came upon a canteen
hanging on a limb, then a red marker, a
green marker, a machete-cleared
stretch, then a neatly arranged pair of
boots at a trail head coming across from
Mexico. 

Ahead a rocky protrusion blocked
the trail.

“Dead End,” McNamara
announced as his eyes followed the gray
bluff down its jagged sprawl and into the
river.

“No, look, wires,” Butler said.
Two lengths of barbed wire hung

from a mesquite growing on the side of
the cliff. Butler grabbed the wires and
pulled. He leaned his full weight against
the anchor, testing its purchase in the
rock above. He set a boot along a thin
ledge as bits of rock crumbled into a
deep pool of river water below. Then
slowly he rappelled around the jagged
outcrop to the  trail. He smiled and
swung the wires back to me.

“Are you sure?” I asked.
“It’s part of the system,” Butler said.
The smugglers’ system, I thought to

myself.
We crabbed around another ledge

and landed in a meadow: lush, green,
cat-o-nine tails, gurgling water and
stench.

Suddenly Russian Boar charged,

snarling and squealing across the river
into Mexico.

We continued along the narrow spit
of bottomland, stepping over sporadic
collections of bones from cows, pigs and
deer calcified in the afternoon sun. 

"Let’s camp,” I yelled ahead.
“Too early but soon,” Captain Butler

said in beat with his long-legged gait.
Two feral calves rustled out of the

mesquite. With a thump and the sound
of thrashing limbs, leaping across the
gray stone of the cliff, a mountain lion
powered uphill, muscles bulging as its
long body stretched, the spinal cord arc-
ing, de-arcing rhythmically as the hind

legs propelled him for-
ward in long taut ribbo-
neous strides. Sure-foot-
ed, the cat motored diag-
onally across and up the
canyon rock, gaining alti-
tude like some beast
about to fly.  Its gold coat
was marled with rem-
nants of a darker, longer
winter coat. The big cat
disappeared over a crest
then reappeared, rocks
spraying as it neared the
top of the mountain.
Slowing only slightly after
a most brutal 100 yard

pure ascent it reached the top of the rock
face and vanished.  

We camped that night, a little further
down river, at Eagle Canyon. For a
while we stared at the stars from our
bedrolls, not peacefully, but as witnesses
along the Forgotten Reach.

WITNESSES TRACK THE FORGOTTEN REACH
by Richard Mark Glover
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Ican feel the chill in the morning
air. It makes me think of big
dinners and slow-cooked roasts,

baked potatoes and broccoli/cheesy
rice. My favorite fall roast is veni-
son. I don't hunt myself, but every
autumn a generous hunter gives me
a roast or two. I put the roast and
the marinade in a big ziplock bag,
squeeze out the air, seal it and toss it
in the fridge for a day or two. Then
into a covered roasting pan with
about a cup of marinade and veg-
etables, and put it in the oven at
about 250 degrees for an hour a
pound.

When I was reading up on game
for this recipe I learned that venison
is not only deer meat, it is any meat

from game with antlers. Caribou,
elk, and antelope are all venison.
Venison game is native all over the
world except for Australia, New
Zealand and Antarctica. Just over
100 years ago venison was the pri-
mary meat on the table here in
West Texas. Now it's a special treat.
Try one of these marinades:

Heavenly Marinade
Because Chartreuse is made by monks
¼ cup Chartreuse
2 cups white wine
2 tablespoons lime juice
2 tablespoons soy sauce
2 teaspoons salt

Outlaw Marinade
Because every good hideout has the 

ingredients
¼ cup tequila
1 bottle strong beer
1 cup margarita mix
1 sprig each of sage & rosemary
1 tablespoon salt
Shake of hot sauce

By dinner time the kitchen will
be warm and filled with the deli-
cious aroma of wild game.

Big Bend Eats
by Carolyn Zniewski

Saint or Sinner: Marinade for Venison Dinner
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Voices of the 
BIG BEND
Jim Glendinning continues the tradition of  his popular radio interviews from “Voices of  the Big Bend,” an original production of  KRTS,
Marfa Public Radio. The program continues to be broadcast occasionally throughout the region at 93.5 FM.

Story and photographs by   Jim Glendinning

ROWDY MCBRIDE

I am sitting in the living room of
Rowdy McBride’s house overlooking
Alpine, with mounted game heads
from Central Asia on the walls, as he
amiably explains the intricacies and
changing times of game hunting,
which sounds like big business. I am
listening to a well-connected person.
No game hunting/conservation name
is better known in Texas, and as wide-
ly known elsewhere, than the name
McBride. His father, Roy, was spoken
of as “knowing more about mountain
lions than anyone else” and subse-
quently gained an international repu-
tation for his work on the Florida pan-
ther program.                                                                                                                  

Rowdy was born in Alpine on
November 1, 1963, the third son of
Roy and Jere McBride. His eldest
brother Rocky has, like their father,
made a career in the conservation side
of the mountain lion field, having cap-
tured, among other species,  jaguars in
Belize and snow leopards in
Kazakhstan. His other brother,
Randy, unconnected to the wildlife
field, lives in Houston.                                                                  

After graduating in 1982 from
Alpine High School, Rowdy studied
biology at Texas Tech in Lubbock for
three years before moving back to
Alpine (1985-1987) to complete a
degree at Sul Ross (Major: Wildlife
Management; Minor: Biology).
Meanwhile, at age 22, he had his first
experience in the field, a job trapping
and putting radio collars on mountain
lions in West Texas.  In the 90s his
growing reputation led local ranchers
to hire him to capture mountain lions
on their land. 

Today Rowdy McBride, trading as
McBride Hunting Services, has a

sound commercial business, primarily
locally based but also extending over-
seas.  He contracts with local landown-
ers to allow clients to hunt exotic
bighorn sheep on their ranches.

Nintey-eight percent of Texas is pri-
vately owned, and over the years
income from hunting has proved vital
to many ranches. Through interna-
tional contacts gained over the years,
he also arranges hunting for clients in
places like Kazakhstan or Russian
Siberia.                                   

His clients are typically self-made
city dwellers who crave the thrill of the
chase in the wild outdoors and the
acquisition of trophies; 75 percent are
U.S. citizens and 15 percent are
women. They pay good fees for
McBride Hunting Services to line up
free range game sheep (principally
aoudads). Local fees range from

$2,000 for javelina, to $11,000 for
mountain lion and aoudad, to $26,000
for red Armenian sheep.                                                                                              

Rowdy McBride reflects on the
hunting nature of his business, an
activity where he is plainly happy and
does well. First, he is outdoors.
Secondly, he is making people feel
good. Thirdly, he believes there is an
all-important balance between conser-
vation and hunting. His training as a
biologist and job as a hunter permits
him to see that both sides are necessary
to maintain that balance. He hunts
personally, and says a kill is not neces-
sary for satisfaction; simply following
man’s basic predilection as a hunter is
the reward. His son, Ryelan (aged 10)
will follow his footsteps, he forecasts.
He also has a daughter Mason (5), with
his wife Mistie, who is a physiothera-
pist in Alpine.

CAPTAIN JIM PORTER

The activities of over one million
hunters in Texas are supervised and
policed by 532 Game Wardens of the
Texas Parks and Wildlife
Department. Game wardens are also
fully commissioned Peace Officers,
whose responsibilities extend to
enforcing all federal and state laws.
Captain Jim Porter, working out of
the DPS building, is supervisor of the
tri-county region plus Pecos County,
which has a total of nine game war-
dens.  

Before starting on duty all TPWD
Game Wardens take a seven-month
course at the Game Warden
Academy in Hamilton County, near
Waco, which Porter describes as
“being put through the wringer.”

ROWDY MCBRIDE
Hunting Outfitter

JUSTIN HOFFMAN
Hunter

CAPTAIN JIM PORTER
Texas Game Warden
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While much of the work is routine,
like checking licenses and bag limits,
some aspects of the work are danger-
ous and the Texas Game Warden
Memorial at Athens, Texas lists 19
wardens dying in the line of duty since
1919.

Porter, anxious that I should
appreciate the huge economic impor-
tance of hunting, sets the scene for
me. Part of the TPWD Mission
Statement, in addition to running the
state parks and doing research, is to
“provide hunting opportunities to
present and future generations.” This
includes regulating all game hunting
activity.  In 2010, the State of Texas
sold 1,245,532 deer hunting licenses.
Hunting income provides a lifeline for
many ranchers and keeps afloat many
a struggling rural community. Half a
million jobs, directly and indirectly,
depend on hunting. Texas leads the
nation in hunting-related retail sales
at $1.7 billion annually.

The game being hunted range
from doves, to antelope and deer
(white tail and mule deer), to non-
native exotics like aoudad and big
horn sheep. West of the Pecos is mule
deer country. Hunting takes place in
the fall and winter. State biologists
look to the health of the species and
determine a viable number of each
species. A seasonal game limit is
established, via the permits issued, to
maintain that goal. 

Hunting activity takes place on
TPWD land such as Elephant
Mountain or Black Gap Wildlife
Management Areas, and on private
ranchland. Porter emphasizes that
“landowners do a magnificent job” of
looking after the wildlife population
on their property; their income
depends on it. Game Wardens regu-
late people’s behavior in hunting.
Much of the work is repetitive, but
sometimes remote areas such as
Terlingua Ranch have proved risky
terrain. Captain Porter’s office in the
DPS Building displays antlers and
birds seized by wardens locally from
illegal hunters.

Not surprisingly, Porter is a keen
hunter himself. He dismisses the neg-
ative perception of a hunter as a killer.
A good hunter reflects a level of inten-
sity in the appreciation of the sport;
sometimes a hunting experience can
be enjoyed thoroughly without a shot
being fired. 

Porter, who comes from South

Texas, has good things to say about
the region (one of five regions of
TPWD) that he is responsible for. He
considers that the tri-county area is
safer for Game Wardens than some
other parts of Texas. He, for one,
loves the region and intends to stay.
“Most hunters are good people hav-
ing fun,” he concludes.

JUSTIN HOFFMAN

Justin Hoffman was born in Wichita
Falls, TX on April 14, 1990 but spent
all of his early life including schooling
in Bowie, TX, one hour north of Fort
Worth. Being a Texan is important to
him. His father, Bryan, worked for an
electricity provider company and his
mother, Janice, was a nurse. He has
two younger brothers, Brandon and
Colby.

Hoffman enjoyed school and was a
good student but the defining moment
of his childhood was, at age 10, going
hunting with his dad and shooting a
deer. He felt a huge sense of accom-
plishment achieving a kill in front of his
dad. He later learned not to waste
hunting opportunities and not to shoot
just for the sake of firing a gun.

With two scholarships lined up, he
chose Sul Ross since Alpine was home
to his aunt and uncle, Jackie and
Bennie Molsbee, and started an under-
graduate BSc program in August
2008. His subject was Natural
Resource Management and his first
field project was a survey of mule deer
in 2010. He had no idea until that time
of the extent of hunting research and
management.

His second project came in 2011,
relocating pronghorn antelope to the
Big Bend area from the Texas
Panhandle under the auspices of the
Borderlands Research Institute at
SRSU. That year of extreme cold,
then fire and drought was terrible for
such a relocation program, and results
were slim. But Hoffman began to
understand the wider picture of
resource management and today sees
himself as a manager and scientist,
proud to be part of the excellent SRSU
Natural Resource Management grad-
uate program. Hoffman received his
BSc in Natural Resource Management
in 2011, and is due to complete his
Masters in 2014. 

Trained as a wildlife manager, and
following an individual passion as a
consumer, Hoffman can see both sides

of the picture. He knows that 90 per-
cent of funding for wildlife conserva-
tion comes from taxes. He also sees
that hunting across Texas is declining
among the younger population,
although non-consumptive activities
such as bird watching, wildlife photog-
raphy and ecotourism are on the
increase. 

Hunting, he believes, is the true
incentive for managing wildlife stocks.
He gets as much satisfaction from
watching someone shoot a gun, as in
shooting a gun himself. He believes
that everyone needs to shoot a gun to
understand what it means. Being out-
doors, testing one’s skill as a marksman
and the satisfaction of bonding with
companions all come together when
hunting.

Hoffman married Jessica Watkins, a
native of Bowie, Texas in November

2009. Jessica works as a nurse, and the
couple lives on SRSU campus.
Looking ahead to the job market,
Hoffman has plenty of options. He
takes time to make sure that I under-
stand his concerns and commitment to
his chosen profession. Landowners are
the best conservationists; they are on
the spot, their livelihood depends on
herd management. He adds that
Wildlife Management is 90 percent
people management and 10 percent
wildlife management – an intriguing
thought.
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His mother came from southern plains, a longhorn Spanish dun.
She’d never see a shipping pen, her freedom she had won
By adding to the boss’s herd a healthy calf each year;
Her value lay in mothering, so her life’s path was clear.
One year she had a bull calf, a strong and healthy male,
A perfect sample of the breed—and the subject of this tale.
He tasted freedom early, for during his first year
That mother cow evaded men and kept him in the clear.
But when he was a yearling, he was herded to the pen
To be roped and cut and branded by the boss’s men.
He found that process bothersome, and when they’d done their best,
He knocked the startled brander flat and scattered all the rest.
Back to his mother’s side he fled and followed her away.
Beyond the brush, in timbers tall, their destination lay.
The cowboys called him Table Cloth, for the colors of his hide:
Blue and white and yellow bright, and checkered on both sides.
The pair were seen from time to time upon the open range,
But when the roundup started, they disappeared again.
One year the mother was not seen; Table Cloth was on his own.
Now in his prime, he ruled the range that had become his home.
When he was ten and far afield with others of his kind,
Three cowboys spied the little bunch and hazed them into line.
They found themselves within a herd for market being trimmed:
Two thousand steers began the trek toward the shipping pens.
The first night out, the riders watched the milling herd bed down—
That is, except for Table Cloth: he stood and looked around.
The second night the wind came up, and stormy weather loomed;
The restless herd kept riders circling, working in the gloom.
The darkness favored Table Cloth; he took this chance to go; 
Back to the cedar roughs he sped, eluding men once more.
The weather cleared, the herd calmed down, the cowboys turned in late.
When morning came, they missed one steer and learned of his escape.
“Old Table Cloth is gone,” they said; and after break of day
They found the telltale hoof prints where he had loped away.
Two years went by and Table Cloth was still out, running free,
But the boss decided this was the year to end that steer’s long spree.
He sent the boys on a special hunt, and this was his last word:
“You find and catch that pesky steer and put him in the herd!”
They found him in the cedar brakes, and then the chase began—
Not being one to give up quick, the steer turned tail and ran.
They knew they’d have to rope him, so the riders made a push
Toward a wide arroyo, away from all the brush.
They didn’t see the enormous bear that stood right in the way
Until he faced old Table Cloth and wondered at the fray.
But Table Cloth was moving fast, he never slackened pace.
He bowled that big old bear aside and stayed right in the race.
They roped him, though, on open ground, and snubbed him to a tree.
And Table Cloth was caught at last—he was no longer free.

They yoked him to a gentle ox, and this time it seemed certain:
They’d ship him to the packing plant—this drama’s final curtain.
The boss was pleased; he promised special treats to all the men
Who helped to get old Table Cloth into the shipping pen.
The drive was going well, when two or three days down the trail,
The sleeping herd woke up and ran, spooked by a coyote’s wail.
The ox and Table Cloth, still yoked, joined in the wild stampede.
The cowboys followed, trying to catch the steers out in the lead.
One rider heard a mournful sound, he thought a steer was down;
To his surprise he found the pair; the ox was on the ground
On one side of a mighty tree and choking from the rope
That looped the trunk and held the steer. The cowboy cut the yoke
To keep the ox from dying, and the steer lost not a beat:
Old Table Cloth was gone before the ox got on his feet.
So once again, the cattle train pulled out without that steer,
And Table Cloth was free again—at least for one more year.
But as it turned out, three went by, with roundups every fall,
And Table Cloth, in perfect form, still roamed the timbers tall.
That year, the boss proposed the men could take their guns and ride:
Just shoot that steer and bring to camp his carcass and his hide.
He thought his offer well-conceived to give the men some sport;
Their answer came united, as if they’d tried that steer in court.
Hadn’t Table Cloth fought hard to win his liberty and life?
For 15 years, he’d proved himself through every kind of strife.
The whole outfit set out each fall to catch that wily steer,
And he’d outsmarted all of them, not once, but every year.
He wasn’t mean; he hadn’t killed; he just wanted to be free.
And he was getting old besides. It was time to let him be.
He’d won his freedom fair and square: he’d lived by their own creed.
Their arguments convinced the boss, and so they all agreed.
They left old Table Cloth alone, to roam the canyons wide,
To range among the cedar brakes, no reason now to hide.
For several years they saw him now and then, and then one year,
He was no longer seen; like his mother, he disappeared.
They never found a trace of him, not skin, nor skull, nor bone.
They liked to think that Table Cloth had finally gone home.

The True Tale of Table Cloth, 
the Longhorn Steer

By Billie Birnie

The facts being drawn from J. Frank Dobie’s book, The Longhorns
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Today the narrow, crooked Pecos River
is less than impressive. Efforts to con-
trol invasive brush along the banks

have left it bare and blackened. Upstream,
dams have tamed the Pecos which was once a
real river and a formidable
barrier to travelers headed
west. The steep banks,
unpredictable currents,
floods and quicksand
offered few places to ford
the river in arid West
Texas. 

Located near Girvin,
some 30 miles northeast of
Fort Stockton as the crow
flies, Horsehead Crossing
became notorious for hard-
ship and disaster for forty-
niners, emigrants and cat-
tlemen. When the Spanish
moved into northern
Mexico, the Comanche found rich pickings
raiding the settlements and haciendas for live-
stock and loot. Pushing the livestock hard
across the dry land to the Pecos River on their
return to the Texas’ high plains, many ani-
mals died, either from the dry march or from
plunging into the river or drinking too much
water, in the vicinity of the crossing. Their
bleaching skulls and bones were left to mark
the spot that would become known as
Horsehead Crossing. 

After the Mexican War ended and gold
was discovered in California, Texas Ranger
John S. "Rip" Ford and Texas Indian Agent
Robert S. Neighbors led an expedition to find
a suitable road from the Texas settlements to
El Paso. They found that some people were
so anxious to get to the gold fields that they
did not wait for a road and struck out on their
own across unknown West Texas. The expe-
dition encountered one such group at
Horsehead Crossing. Some of the gold seek-
ers were enjoying long-overdue baths in the
river when the Ford-Neighbors party, with

both Comanches and Apaches accompany-
ing them, came into view, causing a panic as
the gold seekers ran for their firearms. Once
armed, they realized that there was no danger
and that they were naked!

Aside from the lack of
water on the approach to
the treeless river, there was
the threat of Comanches
and Kiowas on the east
side, Apaches on the west
side and outlaws on both
sides. One California-
bound traveler called the
crossing "the very abode
and throne of death." 

Stagecoaches soon fol-
lowed and a stage station
was built near the crossing
for the Butterfield
Overland Mail. Following
the War Between the

States, Texas found itself with an overabun-
dance of cattle but no market and the days of
the cattle drives began. Many herds were
taken west to New Mexico to feed the Indians
now on reservations. Many thousands of cat-
tle were driven through Horsehead Crossing
on what became the Goodnight-Loving Trail.
And thousands left their lives along the trail,
unable to make the long, waterless drive from
the last water on the Concho River, or were
lost in the mud and waters of Horsehead
Crossing.

The coming of the railroad, automobile,
bridges and highways have left the feared old
crossing alone with the ghosts of men and ani-
mals that left their bones there to bleach in
the Texas sun.

HORSEHEAD CROSSING ON THE PECOS RIVER

Here crossed the undated Comanche Trail from Llano Estacado to Mexico. In 1850 John R. Bartlett, while
surveying the Mexican boundary, found the crossing marked by skulls of  horses; hence the name "Horse Head." The
Southern Overland Mail (Butterfield) route, St. Louis to San Francisco, 1858-1861, and the road west from Fort
Concho crossed here.

The Goodnight-Loving Trail, established in 1866 and trod by tens of  thousands of  Texas longhorns, came here
and turned up the east bank of  the Pecos for Fort Sumner and into Colorado. 1936

HORSEHEAD CROSSING
by Bob Miles

HARPER’S
Hardware

tools • plumbing supplies • home & garden

Monday - Saturday 7:30 am to 6 pm
701 O’Reilly Street • Presidio • 432-229-3256

Presidio’s favorite hardware store for almost a century

Main Street
Marfa 

Gift Shop

Tues - Fri 10 AM to 5:30 PM
Sat 10 AM to 2 PM

215 N Highland Ave • Marfa
We offer free gift wrapping!
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Photo Essay
Santa Inez Church, Terlingua
by Anna Oakley

Santa Inez was named for the 12-
year-old Roman martyr who was
burned at the stake for her faith,

because ground was broken for the
church on her feast day, January 21, in
1903. Built of adobe block on a stone
foundation, the tiny one-roomed
church has seen over a century of
funerals, baptisms and marriages,
interspersed with the everyday celebra-
tion of faith in the Terlingua mining
town.

The community of Terlingua has in
recent years been working together to
stabilize the crumbling building. A
new roof was put on in the 1990s,
which still needs work. The north side
of the building was rocked in at the
same time, preserving the most weath-
er-worn portion of the building.

More recently, stained-glass win-
dows designed by Crystal Albright and
handmade by Kaci Fullwood were
installed in the church, at least four of
which were paid for by the families of
miners from the town’s heyday. 

Currently Bill Ivey, who owns the
ghost own property, with the help of
donated money and labor from
Terlingua locals, has been working to
restucco the entire building to preserve
the crumbling adobe blocks.  A web of
rebar has been laid around the walls to
reinforce the structure and fill out the
five- to six-inch loss of adobe on parts
of the building. 

Donations of money or materials
are welcome to help preserve this West
Texas gem. Checks made out to The
Terlingua Foundation can be sent to
Cynta de Narvaez at PO Box 294 in
Terlingua, Texas 79852. 
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Big game hunting is the best west
of the Pecos. Mule deer, javelina
and aoudad, also known as

Barbary sheep, make for great hunting.
Businessmen from Japan fly into Alpine
and drive to a ranch in the back coun-
try for several days of hunting. Folks
from all over the United States come to
spend late fall days tracking game. The
Barbary sheep is the prize big game.
Aoudad are smart and elusive, living
high up in the rocky cliffs; they are hard
to spot and quick to escape.

Many folks will agree that the most
challenging free range hunt in Texas is
horseback bow hunting for aoudad. It
takes practice and experience in horse-
back riding, archery and tracking, so
the field is limited to serious sportsmen. 

A hunting party of two arrive the
day before the hunt, throw their

iPhones on their bunk and get into
hunting clothes. It's a good idea to
smell like the desert. Aoudads have a
sharp sense of smell and the smell of
hunters warns of danger. Leave that
people/city smell behind. No shower,
no shaving, let that desert dust weave
its outback spell. After kicking around
the barn and checking on their horses
it's supper time for the crew. The ranch
wife puts out a good spread for dinner
served with cold Big Bend beer. A few
plans for tomorrow and folks bunk
down early.

Aoudad are native to the mountains
of North Africa. They were imported
into southern Europe as a game ani-
mal. After World War II, GIs coming
back to Texas brought the aoudad as
stock for the game ranches that were a
growing business. Those Barbary sheep

just didn't like hanging out in the back
40 waiting for the next hunt. They
escaped en masse and took off for the
hills and mountains where they thrived.
Oddly enough, they are endangered
now in their native habitat. Texas has
so many aoudad and they are so diffi-
cult to hunt that they are in season all
year round.

After a big breakfast and plenty of
thick coffee the hunters are off at the
hour of the wolf. The horses whinny
objections to getting out before sun-up
as the hunting guide leads the way. It's
a half hour ride to the arroyo and the
hunters want to start tracking the
grassy stretches near the water run-off
just as the sun is coming up. They
might get lucky and come up on a herd
grazing on breakfast. Aoudad are cre-
puscular, which means they are most

active early in the day and at dusk.
They hide out near the craggy cliff tops
during the middle of the day. Except
during mating season, rams hang out in
the boys’ club. Groups of up to 20
graze together on the shrubs and grass-
es of the arroyo. Well-adapted to the
dry climate, they get enough water
through the plants they eat, although
they will drink when water is available. 

After mid-morning the guide scans
the rocky cliffs near the top. It's a chilly
day so the sheep might well be sunning
themselves. They are the tan and
brown colors of the desert with a long,
shaggy bib and mane, looking like
patches of dry grass scattered between
the rocks.

By noon it is getting hot and the
Barbary sheep will hide in the shade of
the rocks to stay cool. The hunting

Bow Hunting Free Range

AOUDAD
by Carolyn Zniewski



party finds some shade under a desert willow.
They water the horses and settle into a big
lunch, packed by the rancher's wife, and a nap.
This time of day even the lizards siesta. 

Now it’s getting to be mid-afternoon; the
guide suggests they head out across the desert to
another arroyo. Following slowly along the cliff
side, riding into the wind, they watch for signs of
aoudads. The
shadows grow
longer. The guide
scans the cliffs
with binoculars.
Then he points to
the cliff side. At
first it looks like
swaying grasses,
then the horns and
faces become
clear. It's a herd of eight or ten aoudad coming
down to a grassy patch for a little dinner before
bed. The party puts the horses behind some
rocks and drops the reins. The guide leads the
two men in a circling path around the aoudad
and partially up the cliff side, still downwind but
a bit higher than the rams. Quietly they close in. 

Aoudad have excellent hearing as well as
their sense of smell. They will be gone in a flash
at the first hint of danger. At just over 200 yards
the guide signals to stop. A coin toss settles who
will get the shot. There will be only one. The
winner takes his position and picks out a large
grandpa ram. He sets his arrow and draws the
bow. Then he lines up his shot and waits until
the moment is right. There is a muffled thud
and in a disappearing act like no other every
aoudad is gone except for the one who was hit.
He tries to leap away but falls to the ground.
The heads of the herd pop up almost to the top
of the nearby cliff, looking down at grandpa, as
if to say, "We want you to join us." They wait
hopefully a few minutes, then disappear over
the top of the rocks to the other side.

One of the beauties of hunting on horseback
is the quiet and the closeness
to the land. The other is you
can load the sheep on your
horse right where he has
fallen rather than lug it to a
jeep parked a mile away.
The ram is a big one, about
300 pounds, close to three
feet at the shoulders, and the
horns measure 31 inches.
Some very large males can
reach 320 pounds with 36-
inch horns. The females are
smaller, lack the furry bib
and mane, usually weigh
under 200 pounds and are
two-and-a-half feet at the
shoulder. Their horns are
smaller as well.

The men water the hors-

es and themselves, snack on some granola and
chocolate bars and cut out across the open
desert. They've been lucky to get a ram the first
day. They still have two days of hunting left to
find the second sheep. The guide might go back
to the same area tomorrow or head out in an
entirely different direction. Unlike mule deer,
the aoudad has a large range and may not

return to the same spot for a
year or more.  They are swift
and nimble and can easily
move 40 miles in a day.

It's a long ride back to the
ranch house. Time is spent
thinking about a big dinner and
margaritas waiting and a good
night’s sleep in the bunkhouse.
Night is settling on the desert
and as the hunters come to the

end of the day's trail they watch the stars come
out like a net of fireflies, feeling the kind of tired
of a difficult job well done.

A wide variety of game and hunting styles is
available in the Big Bend. Big game, little game,
birds; parties of one or two or up to 20; bow
hunting, black powder, rifle, hand gun and even
longbow with stone tipped arrows. There is an
outfitter, ranch or guide for your trip.  For more
information about hunting in the Big Bend con-
tact the chamber of commerce of a local town
or google Hunting West Texas.
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2013 Chamber Events

October - Marathon to Marathon & Quilt Show 
November - Cowboy Social at Ritchey Brothers Building

December - Fiesta de Noche Buena

– go to marathontexas.com for details –

Artisan bread • Cookies
Cakes • Pastries • Pies

(432) 386-5457 
emily@nice-bread.com

With God all things are possible 
(Matthew 10:26)

Church of Christ
432.371.2292

Highway 118 – P.O. Box 142, Terlingua
Worship: Sundays 11 a.m. and 6 p.m. and Wednesdays 5:30 p.m.

Awareness Coaching
Facilitation 

Personal • Professional

WAJIDA QUINTERO
210 271 9144

ocotillocom@aol.com
Se habla Español

Marathon Motel
& RV Park

Private Bath/Cable TV
Full Hookups/30 & 50 amp Pull-thrus

432.386.4241
HWY 90 W • Marathon • www.marathonmotel.com
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On the sixth of June 1880, the pioneer cit-
izens of Fort Stockton, Texas finally
exhaled a communal sigh of relief.  The

town had been an exciting, yet terrifying place
during the preceding weeks. Sometime earlier, a
group of young men had ridden into town trail-
ing their reputation by a few days…and what a
reputation it was!

The trouble that Jesse Evans had caused in
New Mexico began to quickly catch up to him
in Texas.  As a leader of the Seven Rivers
Warriors, Evans had played a large part in the
Lincoln County Wars. There, he had been
hired by the Murphy faction to harass John
Tunstall and his posse, known as “The
Regulators,” led by the famous Billy the Kid. In
fact, Evans had gotten the credit for killing
Tunstall in February of 1878, igniting the
Lincoln County War. Billy the Kid had con-
fessed that his biggest worry was Jesse Evans.
The two men didn’t necessarily hate each other,
they just happened to work for people who did. 

What was left of the Seven Rivers Warriors
became the Seven Rivers Gang. Following their
troubles in New Mexico, they made their way
into the Trans-Pecos region. The mountains
became a familiar and favorite hiding place for
the outlaws.  Their proximity to the border
afforded an easy escape to Mexico when the
pressure got high.   

From December 1879 until April the follow-
ing year, Jesse Evans had been incarcerated in
the guardhouse at Fort Stockton.  Evans, along
with a colleague, had been indicted by a Pecos
County grand jury on two counts of assault with
intent to murder.  His punishment was a fine of

five dollars (assault at the time carried a fine of
no less than five dollars and no more than twen-
ty).  After his release from the old Fort prison he
returned to his outlaw way of life, terrorizing the
area between Fort Stockton and Presidio. 

The Seven Rivers Gang robbed the Sender
and Siebenborn store, making off with $900.
This was a bold move, as the German landmark
store sat within earshot of the garrisoned Fort
Davis. Many homes and ranches were burglar-
ized and raided.  Within a span of two months
the area inside the Fort Stockton, Fort Davis
and Presidio region saw at least 20 incidents of
assault and robbery.  Whether Evans and his
crew of around 20 misfits were involved didn’t
matter: they received the blame. 

The terror-stricken region had seen enough.
Presidio County Judge George M. Frazer wired
Governor Oral Roberts on May 24, 1880 that
Rangers were needed—10 of them—and in a
hurry. In the meantime a local posse lead by
Judge Frazer himself and Pecos County Sheriff
Harry Ryan came together and went after the
outlaw gang.  Frazer’s rather unorthodox way of
riding and tracking led some to comment that
he was more dangerous than the banditos he
was after. 

The game of cat and mouse came to a head
on the last day of May, 1880. A shootout
between the Seven Rivers Gang and the Frazer-
Ryan posse ensued.  When the gun smoke
cleared it seemed that the fighting had actually
been a waste of ammunition. No one was killed.
However, Frazer and his posse had acquired all
of the outlaws’ horses. They also took one pris-
oner, “Ace” Carr.  Carr was locked up. 

Big Bend
Justice
by Jim N. Hammond 

Friendly service
Local coffee

WiFi

Breakfast and lunch
Thurs. through Mon.
7 a.m. to 2:00 p.m.

301 W. Hwy 90
Marathon 

432-386-4352

Marfa's Swiss Café

WHITE CRANE
ACUPUNCTURE

CLINIC

Acupuncture 
• 

Herbs 
• 

Bodywork

Shanna Cowell, L.Ac.
NEW LOCATION:

303 E. Sul Ross • Alpine
432.837.3225

Mon. - Fri. by appointment

The only local financial institution in Alpine

If you live or work in Alpine, bank with us

See the difference at your local credit union

Alpine Community
Credit Union

Now serving Presidio and Jeff Davis Counties

111 N 2ND STREET • ALPINE • 432.837.5156
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A unique, affordable hostel experience in the Big Bend.
First nightfree for Southern Tier cyclists! 

512-410-8370 • 401 S 6th Street • Marathon

La Loma 
del Chivo
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Carr had started to build a reputation of his
own. He was a suspect in the Peg Leg Stage
holdup at the crossing on the San Saba River.
The Peg Leg station was a favorite for outlaws
because of its geography, and had been hit mul-
tiple times.

With only one of the gang behind bars, citi-
zens prayed for safety.  That safety finally
arrived in the form of 10 Texas Rangers led by
noted Indian fighter and outlaw tracker
Sergeant Ed Sieker, Jr.

Apprised of the situation, the Rangers set
about to first secure their only prisoner and sec-
ond, to catch the others involved. The town had
been so much in fear of the outlaws that no one
would help guard the jail.  The Rangers found
that part of their duty would be protecting the
jail from being controlled by the prisoner.
Soon Sieker worried that even his men
would fall victim to the former Seven
Rivers Gang member—if not to
violence, then to bribery.  In fact,
bribes had already been
made for Carr’s
release.  The uncer-
tainty eventually
led the Rangers to
transfer the
prisoner to
Fort Stockton
in an attempt
to deceive the
outlaws. 

Meanwhile,
the search for the
Seven Rivers Gang contin-
ued. After close to a month of searching Sieker,
along with George “Red” Bingham, L. B.
Caruthers and four others, including a Mexican
guide, tracked the outlaws to the Chinati
Mountains southwest of Fort Davis.

The Rangers approached the men cautiously
but their advance was answered with gunfire.
After a gun battle on horseback stretching over
two miles, the outlaws dismounted.  The gun-
fight was fierce and according to Sieker the
Rangers finally got the upper hand after charg-
ing the bandits and taking their stronghold,
eventually forcing them to surrender.

Private Davy Tom Carson’s horse took two
shots and his hat took one, but not before he
brought down George Graham with his rifle. By
the time the smoke and dust had settled on the
foothills of the Chinati Mountains, all the out-
laws had been disarmed.  Only then did
Sergeant Sieker realize that he too had lost one
of his men.  George R. “Red” Bingham, 28
years old, received a fatal bullet through the
heart while trying to reload his Winchester.
Sergeant Sieker revealed that had he known one
of his Rangers had died he would have killed the
whole bunch. Bingham was buried in a tearful
ceremony on the side of the mountain. The out-
law was left high on the mountain, perhaps so

he could meet his maker and his judgment a lit-
tle sooner. 

The other prisoners and Rangers spent a mis-
erable night near the rocky battle site in the
Chinati Mountains.  The outlaws spent the next
few months bouncing from one courthouse jail
to another.  Jesse Evans received a murder
charge for the death of Red Bingham.  Even
though no one saw Jesse take the fatal shot, he

received the reward. 
Later, when Evans was in
prison, the Rangers intercepted

a letter he wrote to an old
acquaintance. In it he asked
for his pal to spring him
out of jail.  The letter was
headed to New Mexico
Territory.  The only name
on the address line was
“The Kid.” 

What happened to
Evans after that is debat-

able.  In 1882 he was sent
to Huntsville to serve his

time in the penitentiary,
inmate #9078. One story
has it that he walked off of a
work detail while on “the

farm.” Since then he has van-
ished from history. 

Because of the trouble
that plagued Fort Stockton
and Fort Davis in the years
surrounding 1880 and the

Fort’s distance from El Paso,
Company E was established in Fort

Davis under the direction of Lieutenant Charles
L. Nevill to offer greater protection to the area.
But the story of the marauding Seven Rivers
Gang and their subsequent defeat at the hands
of the Texas Rangers became the stuff of legend,
and has taken its place in the annals of our own
Wild West history.

The Annie Riggs Memorial Museum is open six days
a week, Monday through Saturday from 9:00 a.m. to
5:00 p.m.  Admission is $3.00 a person or $2.50 for
seniors. Located at 301 S. Main, the Museum sits adja-
cent to the county courthouse and the Grey Mule Saloon
in downtown Historic Fort Stockton.

Amble Along
Mule and Ass Salve

The Big Bend’s own equine
‘patent’ medicine! Available at

local feed & saddle stores.
Good for horses, too! 

amblealong.com
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poetry
by Larry D. Thomas

Hancock Hill
(Alpine, Texas)

Chollas
nestled on its flanks

are clusters

of old rugged crosses.
Deer trails

thousands of years old

are manicured
by the clacking

of cloven hooves.

Boulders,
saturate with eons

of sunlight

and moonglow,
loom like ruddy,

imperturbable prophets.

Yuccas
are so adept
at parsimony

they desiccate erect
into their own
tombstones.

Postcard 
(on the outskirts of Alpine, TX)

Iron frames his balcony
like a bold, black line
framing a postcard.

At the lower left

of the vista, he sees
a fawn trailing a doe,
their forked hooves

clacking against the red,

volcanic rocks.  He hears
the plaintive sounds

of the fawn’s bleating,
wooing warm milk

from the udder of its mother.
The middle of the vista

is dominated by a horizontal
of distant mountains,

seemingly beyond
the unrelenting

pummeling of time.
Finishing off the scene,

in the upper right corner,
like a black dust devil,

looms a darkening
swirl of vultures.



Not rain, nor wind, nor heat,
nor cold, nor snow can put a
cloud over the festive spirit of

Alpine’s ArtWalk. The event is held
each fall on the weekend before
Thanksgiving and draws visitors from
all walks of life and many foreign
countries. Most even make hotel
reservations upon departure from the
previous year in anticipation of the
next.

It began as a grass roots effort by a
handful of local gallery owners and
artists. The first event, known as
“Gallery Night,” was held the first
weekend of December in 1994 with
six galleries and the bookstore partici-
pating. Donations were collected
from the exhibiting artists and they
had an art silent auction, with the
proceeds benefiting the Craft
Emergency Fund. It was so well-
attended and welcomed by the com-
munity that it was decided to make it
a bi-annual event. After a couple of
years, with the event consistently
growing, the committee decided to go
to an annual two-day event on the
weekend before Thanksgiving.

Over the years many event extras
were attempted and some have
become ArtWalk staples. Music has
always been a part of the event and
started with local musicians playing at
various opening receptions. Several
years ago, Joe King Carrasco head-
lined the Budweiser Stage at Arbolitos
Park. This venue has continued over
the years, with the stage being set up
on 5th Street. Many years ago, a long-
time friend of Keri Blackman, Gallery
Night’s founder, asked if they could
have an Art Car Parade. Blackman
thought it was a great idea. This pop-
ular part of ArtWalk draws art cars
from all over the country. In 2012,
event goers and local students were
awed with the addition of the Austin
Bike Zoo. The group’s Human

Powered Puppetry is dedicated to
inspiring communities through the
creation of unique human-powered
vehicles, bicycle-based theatrical per-
formances and educational programs
for youth.

With the event being such a huge

success, Alpine’s Gallery Night, Inc.
became a 501(c)3 non-profit in 2005.
One of the favorite venues of ArtWalk
is the silent and live auction held at
the Granada Theatre. This event rais-
es tens of thousands of dollars to ben-
efit art scholarships at Sul Ross State

University and the Alpine Public
Library. Along with the silent and live
auctions, they have also raised over
$12,000 in the past two years from
raffles, rummage sales and auctions
for their public and private schools’
art programs and scholarships.
Thanks to this organization and sup-
port from the community, Alpine has
been designated an Arts Cultural
District by the Texas Commission on
the Arts.

Marking the 20th anniversary of
ArtWalk, a gift of public art was com-
missioned and painted by renowned
mural artist Style Read and area
artists during the Viva Big Bend
Music Festival this past July. The
mural, which is located on the side of
the building at the corner of 5th
Street and Holland Avenue, is a
vibrant salute to the Hispanic heritage
of the Big Bend Region.

This year’s ArtWalk, slated for
November 22 and 23, will again fea-
ture a host of gallery and artist open-
ing receptions, art cars, the Austin
Bike Zoo, silent and live auctions and
evening entertainment on the
Budweiser Stage with headliners Ray
Wylie Hubbard (Saturday) and Billy
Joe Shaver (Friday). For more infor-
mation, visit their website at www.
artwalkalpine.com.
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ART is in the WALK
by Luticia “Lou” Pauls

Art Walk, 1998. Oil on canvas by Tom Curry
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Desert Willow
by Maya Zniewski

Folkways

Wonderful examples of the
desert willow tree can be
seen in Big Bend National

Park. Easy to spot after a good rain,
it produces trumpet-shaped pink to
purple flowers that bloom between
May and September. Drought tol-
erant, they survive well without
heavy rains, only needing a once-a-
month soaking to produce these
fabulous flowers.  In your yard they
can be easily trained to take the
shape from which the name comes,
willow. The desert willow is native
to west Texas, southern California,
Nevada, Utah, Arizona, New

Mexico, and northern Mexico. If
given free rein and enough water
they can grow up to 25 or 30 feet
high and become tree-like; other-
wise, most remain bush-like, grow-
ing eight to 10 feet tall.

The desert willow is traditionally
used for basket making, roofing
material, medicine making and of
course, grown for the incredible
violet-like scent produced by its
flowers. When in full bloom the
scent is sweet and lush. The dried
flowers make a fine tea, good for the
lungs, or a poultice for coughing
and chest and lung illnesses. The

bark and leaves are used dried as a
powder for skin infections, cuts and
scrapes, and ringworm. Internally
desert willow fights an overgrowth
of candidiasis for those of us tempt-
ed by highly processed foods. If you
have more patience a tincture of the
leaves can be made for systemic
(system-wide) fungal infections. 

There is pharmacological inter-
est in the desert willow for the treat-
ment of cardiovascular and oph-
thalmological diseases. The bark of
other Bignoniaceae family flora is
being investigated for anti-tumor
and anti-viral compounds by the

National Cancer Institute, and
there is interest in the possibility
that it interferes with the replication
of the HIV virus. Put desert willow
in your garden to provide years of
beauty.
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In September 2011 I was diagnosed
with intrahepatic cholangio carci-
noma, a fancy name for common

bile duct cancer, a very rare and nor-
mally a quick killing cancer. But after
several rounds of chemo, surgery and
radiation the doctors were able to keep
things at bay and I was able to enjoy an
eight-month respite.  In March of this
year the cancer started misbehaving
again and they wanted to put me back
on chemo.  They kept telling me there
were no guarantees but I decided to
give it another go.  Well, this went bad;
I had only one round and I ended up
back in the hospital and sick for the
entire month.  After talking things out
with my daughter I made the hard
decision: quality over quantity, and I
stopped treatments.  I wanted to spend
whatever time I had left taking care of
my animals and visiting with family
and friends.

I wanted to go back to New
England for a birthday in the place
where I was born.  To go on a spiritu-
al quest, to write just one more poem
and to spend some time alone with
God.   After spending part of my birth-
day trip with my friends in
Connecticut I wanted to spend the rest
with my brothers and sister in North
Carolina.  Coming from a long line of
railroad people, I decided to treat
myself by getting a roomette and tak-
ing AMTRAK down to North
Carolina.

So armed with a piece of birthday
cake and some reading material, I

caught the train in Bridgeport and
connected with the Silver Star at Penn
Station in New York.  The crew, not
knowing how sick I was and not know-
ing my purpose for taking this trip,
treated me like a queen anyway.  I was
tucked into my room and the train
started southward.

Because of my illness I have to eat
frequent small meals, and my good
friend Terry loaded me up with food
for the trip.  Unfortunately I didn’t feel
like eating.  Not wanting to waste a
good piece of cake, I went to find the
steward who had tucked me into to my
small room.  I found Cameron munch-
ing on his lunch at the rear of the car.
Taking out my piece of cake, I asked
him if he wouldn’t mind sharing my
last, last piece of birthday cake.  A
shocked and concerned look came
across his face.  Taking my cake, he
asked me to sit down and join him, but
I was getting tired and wanted to head
back to my room.  I finally gave him
the Reader’s Digest version of the rea-
son for my trip.  Tears were now flow-
ing from this young man’s eyes.  He
then told me that he would be honored
to share this cake with me, smiling
while telling me that chocolate was his
favorite.

I made it back to my room, and
while looking out over the passing
landscape my eyes closed and once
again I was alone with my thoughts.  A
few hours later, Cameron came by
with the conductor.  They wanted me
to talk about my trip and my life, but I

was too tired to get into it. Cameron
then told me that his mother died from
cancer, and that he was still working
on dealing with his grief but that his
love of the theater helped him get over
some of the rough parts.   I talked to
them briefly about my life as a nurse,
but seeing how tired I was becoming
they left me alone to rest.

Supper time came around, and I
made my way out to the dining car.  I
met a young girl from North Carolina
and we spent a nice few hours eating
and watching the world go by.
Suddenly my dinner partner looked up
and started to smile.  I turned around
to see Cameron, the conductor, some
of the other stewards and kitchen staff.
With big smiles on their faces, they
started singing “Happy Birthday.”
Now tears were rolling down my face.
When they finished they all gave me
hugs, and thanked me for all that I
have done with my life, and thanked
me for sharing my last birthday with
them.  This is truly a trip that I will
never forget.  With Cameron’s encour-
agement I finished my “last poem:”

Walden  (The Last Poem)
by Linda M. Duncum

A spirit of a man walks silently
among forested halls.  His voice floats
as silently as a feather along the breath
of God.  As he walks, the sounds of
songbirds fills the air, singing their
praises to our Creator.  The gentle
breezes carry their songs through the
trees whose mighty arms stretch
upward encircling the sky.  The smell
of pine rises from the forest floor dis-
turbed only by the memories of those
who have traveled along the roots of
these ancient soldiers.

In the early morning stillness the

water of a single peaceful pond reflects
sacred images as seen only by our
God’s eyes.  The water sits as silent as
a single soldier’s grave.  As morning
arises the sound of a loon breaks
through the morning mist; which has
gathered along its edges.

Alas….solitude

Soon the silence is broken by the
crash of roaring trains, crying children
and crowds of careless tourists; the
sounds of lapping peaceful waters
strain against the sounds of man’s
metal monsters roaring above and
below.

A spiritual journey lost?

Alas….solitude no more.

The man stops and cries out to
those who can’t hear.  “Do not walk to
the edge of the forest and stare… walk
in deeper.”

Frustrated he stops and whispers
quietly and gently into my ear.  “Walk
quietly to the edge of your forest and
look across the pond…we will be wait-
ing for you there.”

As I now look back at my life, I have
been truly blessed by the people who
have crossed my path and helped me
in my lessons along my earth walk.  I
have been blessed by the opportunity
of living in my beautiful mountains, as
well as being truly humbled.  I will
walk home to God, knowing that I
have been the best Daughter, Mother,
Wife, Grandmother, Army Vet,
Medic, Search and Rescue Tech,
Teacher and Nurse that I could have
been.  Please remember that we are
spiritual beings on a human walk.  Be
true to your walk, and do not let fear
dictate your life.  May God bless my
brothers and sisters in the Big Bend 
of Texas.

The Last Birthday
By Linda M. Duncum
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SAN ROSENDO
CROSSING

Jewelry • Pottery
Unique Gifts

Hwy 90
Marathon

AYN FOUNDATION
(DAS MAXIMUM)

Brite Building 107-109 N Highland, Marfa

Open weekends noon to 5 pm 
For hours, please call: 432.729.3315

or visit www.aynfoundation.com

ANDY WARHOL
“The Last Supper”

MARIA ZERRES
“September Eleven”
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Made in the Big Bend
HWY 118  • Terlingua
3/4 mile N of HWY 170
432.371.2292

Quilts
Etc. 

by Marguerite
ST.  JONAH  

ORTHODOX CHURCH

Come, See & Hear the Services 
of  Early Christianity

Sunday 10 am  •  Wednesday  6:30 pm
405 E. Gallego Avenue  •  Alpine, TX 79830

bigbendorthodox.org  •  832-969-1719

◊

ranch, we were left with 19 after illness had
taken its toll on the youngest ones. It took
months to get Jules and the herd up to snuff.
Little by little they came around.  I knew we
were getting somewhere when I heard a nicker
come from the makeshift quarantine pen just a
few days in. It wasn’t a big nicker, but it was a
nicker, a flicker of hope
and one that made me
smile. 

Some started to raise
their heads, others still
walked by me like
ghosts. My husband is a
Crow Indian stuntman
for the movies and a
sought-after horseman
in his own right. With
his help and the help of
amazing local volunteers
we were able to get them
back on the right track.
Rain, sleet, snow, heat,
dust storms, you name it
we encountered it, but
they all lived and lived
well. 

As with anything that
is as frightening and
crazy as their story was, filled with law, out-
laws, crimes against animals near the border
of Mexico (someday I will write that story),
they got some press. 

Facebook was in a frenzy; it had some
angels who followed the story and adopted.
One is Connie from Iowa. She watched it all
unfold, and unbeknownst to me, was falling in
love.  I got a message late spring of 2012 from
her asking about Jules. I just smiled and got
kind of teary that someone would want this
tiny little girl, who was blossoming, but had
had such a hard journey.   Connie and I
exchanged many emails over the spring and
she made plans to come down here to see us
for a few weeks in the summer.    I wanted her
to know everything I knew about Jules and
having her come to visit was the best option.

I asked Connie if she would like to partici-
pate in this article and she gladly wrote this,
which I feel says it all: 

“The Jules Experience—I grew up having
horses in the pasture, playing with them every
day.  Ponies came into my life about age 13, a
pregnant mare that subsequently had two fil-
lies for us a year apart.  The ponies grew up
with my hands on them every day.  One day I
woke up and they were gone: Dad had hauled
them to the auction without a word to me.  
I never had the chance to tell them goodbye.
Where they ended up I never knew. It has 

tormented me since 1967.  
“Fast-forward 44 years, I had spent time

with horses owned by others but never had
one of my own. Maybe it was too hard to
think I deserved another one.  Until I was
scanning Facebook posts one day and seeing a
post about Firelight South Ranch and there
was Jules in rehab, looking at the camera,
looking into the crack in my broken heart.  I
immediately replied ‘I NEED HER.’  I’m sure

Rachael has heard this
a hundred times
before.  She didn’t
know me, I knew noth-
ing about her rescue,
but Jules was speaking
to me.  So we found
acreage, added stalls to
the barn, replaced the
fencing around the
property and I drove
to Texas in July 2012
to visit.  And found a
horse heaven.  

“The group that
Jules and Willow were
with had been there in
rehab for almost a
year, rescued from the
death pens at the
slaughter station, their
bodies were back, their

spirits were back.  Jules walked up to me, we
looked each other in the eye and sealed the
deal.  She was to come home to me, bringing
Willow along as her companion, to continue
to repair all our hearts.  Willow has felt the
betrayal of humans more than Jules; Jules has
been an “in your face and pocket” kind of girl,
loving, “pet me, look at me,” a strength in her
heart that pulled her through the darkest of
times.  Willow is beginning to believe she can
trust again.  

“Firelight South Ranch, with Rod, Rachael
and Cheyenne, and all  the volunteers and
family friends, gave them their life, their
hearts, their souls back. And I have benefited
the most—healing my heart as well.  These
horses have truly had the hands of angels on
them.  May they all live the life a LOVED
horse deserves to live.”  —Connie

Last October we brought the girls to their
forever home. With much fanfare and love we
got them settled in. When it was time to leave
the lovely farm they now call home, I smiled
as I looked back at them one more time and
with a tear in my eyes I said, “Fly free in love
and beauty girls. You have your whole life
ahead of you.” With my hand on the window
of the truck on a chilly October day we 
headed for home, back to the herd and the
journey of those that are still searching for
their forever home.  

continued from page 4

Subscribe to Cenizo Journal!
For details, please see page 6.
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My part of their journey was over and I was
passing the baton to Connie. It was time for
them to fly and grow and feel love from her.
Bittersweet is an understatement, with all the
nights we spent with headlights on, pulling
them up as their frail bodies wanted to give
up, volunteers helping day and night, getting
their heads together and their bodies, moving
toward the moment when we could hug them
and they would hug back, it was a journey,
one I will never forget, nor will anyone who
has been along for this wild ride since day one.  

Willow and Jules now live in my home state
of Iowa, where rainbows bend over their pic-
turesque red barn and green grass blows gen-
tly in the wind.  Where the wind is explained,
nickers are loud and proud, and hearts are still
being healed. Most of all, horses found their
heads, their hearts, and peace on this path
from our barn to hers. For that, we are forev-
er grateful. 

Our work here is daily and endless, but
worth it. This past spring we gathered togeth-
er and made prayer ties to honor the ones who
had died. Their bones are under an old oak
tree here at our ranch. Children, volunteers,
and neighbors joined us to honor the little
souls who lost the fight but died here in love.
There is a swing in the tree now and I often
find myself sitting in the morning and just
swinging. I swing for them; I swing for me,
always with a view of a herd that made it.   

Since their deaths in September of 2011,
every September yellow wild flowers spring up
under the old oak tree where they are laid to
rest and make a run to the little mountain and
over the hills here. 

I like to think it is the babies running free.
This year I will swing in yellow wildflowers
and remember them all, like I will every year
and for the rest of my life. 

Much love goes to Joanna Barnett, Georgia
Waller  and Carla Lowry who were my

strength, help, and always had my back. From
day one they came and helped me with the
herd. Both are amazing women whom I
couldn’t have done this without.  

To date we have found homes for all but six
of the 19 horses. 

Jules is named after a dear friend, Juliana
Johnson, whose spirit and love of life is a
blessed gift to the herd.

To learn more about the horses at Firelight
South Ranch or to adopt /sponsor one of our
beautiful horses in need, email
Wallerrachael@yahoo.com or visit our
Facebook page:  Firelight South Ranch.

Rachael’s fine art photography can 
be found at:  RachaelWallerPhotography.
smugmug.com and at Kiowa Gallery in
Alpine Texas.  All proceeds from sales go to
the horses in need at her ranch.  

DAVIS MOUNTAINS
NUT COMPANY
Roasted and Dipped Pecans

You can taste the difference care makes!
Please stop in for FREE SAMPLES
Hwy 17 in Fort Davis • Open: Mon. - Sat. 9 to 5
Great handmade gourmet gifts!
Visit us on the web: www.allpecans.com  

800-895-2101 • 432-426-2101
dmnc@allpecans.com
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Needleworks, Etc.
Ladies Fine Clothing

Peggy Walker, Owner

Flax  ˜ Brighton  ˜ Tribal  ˜ Double D
And other speciality brands

121 West Holland • Alpine • 432/837-3085
120 South Cedar • Pecos • 432/445-9313
M-F 10 am ‘til 6 pm • Sat. 10 am ‘til 4 pm
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GAME ANIMALS OF THE TRANS-PECOS
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by Charles Angell

Answers: 1-a   2-b   3-c   4-d   5-b

1) Barbary sheep, or Aoudad, have spread to many areas of the Big Bend and are sought
after by many hunters.  The first Aoudad introduced in Texas were released in the 1950s
in what region?

a) Palo Duro Canyon    c) Elephant Mountain
b) Glass Mountains             d) Pinto Canyon

2) The Collared Peccary, also known as Javelina or Musk Hog, has a native range from the
Southwestern U.S. to as far south as Argentina. It is also native to which Caribbean
Island?

a) St. Croix               c) Guadeloupe
b) Trinidad                      d) Puerto Rico

3) Desert Bighorn sheep were at one time plentiful across west Texas before being 
extirpated.  Reintroduction efforts are slowly bringing them back, with limited hunting
opportunities allowed.  What was the dollar amount of the record-setting bid in 2011
for the permit to hunt one?

a) $38,000                    c) $152,000
b) $104,000                         d) $181,000

4) Of the four species of quail that exist in Trans-Pecos Texas, only one has no hunting sea-
son allowed due to its scarcity.  Which one is this?

a) Gambels                c) Scaled
b) Bobwhite                    d) Montezuma

5) Mule deer are highly adapted to the arid regions of west Texas, able to survive in the
higher elevations and desert lowlands. One of their unique characteristics is leaping 
stiff-legged, high into the air and bounding, usually when startled.  What is this evasive
technique called?

a) slam dancing               c) hurdling
b) stotting                       d) shanking

BIGGEST
SELECTION
West of the Pecos

Open 10am to 9pm 
Mon  - Sat

605 E Holland Ave • Alpine

432.837.7476
www.twinpeaksliquors.com

A magical
oasis in the

Chihuahuan
Desert

of Texas 

Off the 
Pinto Canyon Rd

near Ruidosa

rustic lodging
camping 
reservations
required

432.229.4165
chinatihotsprings.com

Dan and Dianna Burbach,
Managers 



29Cenizo 
Fourth Quarter 2013

The Old Holland ~ Downtown Alpine
Luxury two bedroom suite for adults only

available for long or short term, fully furnished, all utilities

(432)837-9100 or (254)482-0077
Also 10.4 acre tract directly across from CASI

road frontage, survey-title insurance furnished, call for more details.
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‘Tis the Reason Flowers & Gifts
Hwy 90 - Sanderson
Free Delivery in Sanderson

We Love Creating 
Your Custom Order
Bouquet!

Your unique Sanderson
source for fresh flowers
and gifts for all occasions.
We also offer a great 
variety of regional jams,
preserves and sauces, 
jewelry, gift baskets, candles,
baby clothes ‘n’ more!

432.345.2222

Front Street Books

121 E. Holland Ave. • Alpine

Stop by and enjoy 
our calm, friendly 
atmosphere. Find a
quiet corner to sit
and read, sip a cup 
of coffee or talk
about life and litera-
ture with like-minded
folk . Front Street
Books – an institution 
in the heart of 
Big Bend Country.

432.837.3360
fsbooks.com

Holiday Hotel
Hwy 170, Terlingua
bigbendholidayhotel.com

Sophisticated
accommodations in
the Historic Ghost
Town of Terlingua,
Texas. Tasteful –
Eclectic – Luxurious.
Near Big Bend
National Park and
Big Bend Ranch State
Park between Lajitas
and Study Butte on
Scenic Highway 170. 

855.839.2701

Thomas Greenwood
Architect, PLLC

305 S. Cockrell St. • Alpine

Architectural services
for residential, 
commercial, 
institutional and
municipal projects.
Providing sustainable 
architecture for the
Big Bend.

Texas Registration
Number 16095
NCARB #49712

432.837.9419 tel
432.837.9421 fax

Moonlight Gemstones 
1001 W. San Antonio • Marfa
moonlightgemstones.com 

Lapidary, Fine Silver -
smithing, Minerals &
Fossils. Paul Graybeal,
owner. Ben Toro, assoc.
West Texas agates and
rare semiprecious gems
from around the
world.  We buy old
collections of agates
and minerals. Open
Mon.-Sat., 10-6, Sun.,
12-5 or by appointment. 

432.729.4526
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Fourth Quarter 20133030

SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND

Kenn Norris’ Antiques, Auctions
& Real Estate Services
Hwy 90 - Sanderson

Sanderson’s Other
Gift Shop

Years and years of a
growing and finely aging
collection of regional
antiques and collectibles.
We'll bet our boots you'll
find a surprise in every
aisle. Also providing expe-
rienced real estate and
auction services.

432.940.9425

sandersontxrealestate.com

Originals in contem-
porary and vintage
sterling silver jewelry.
Antique silver items,
Mexican antiques, rare
coins and antique
pocket watches. 

10 a.m. – 6 p.m. 
Monday-Saturday. 
Inside Ivey’s Emporium.

432.837.1882  

La Azteca
Located at Ivey's Emporium

109 W. Holland • Alpine
db.designs@sbcglobal.net
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Starlight Theatre

Terlingua

The Starlight is open
with a great menu,
friendly prices, excel-
lent service, a full bar
and live entertainment 
almost every night.
More fun!
Open 7 days a week 
5-Midnight
Dinner served 5-10
Happy Hour 5-6

432.371.3400
432.371.2326

Cheshire Cat Antiques
Art, Antiques, and Appraisals
301 East Ave. E., Alpine

Alpine's biggest 
antique store!

Located in a historic
home in downtown
Alpine, stop by and
enjoy our collection
of Texana, Western
gear, sterling jewelry
and collectibles of 
all kinds.

432.837.9466

HOLIDAY INN

EXPRESS & SUITES

OF ALPINE

2004 East Hwy. 90
Alpine, TX  79830
(432) 837-9597
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HBIJAB?J.-IA

Open 24 Hours 

Guest Laundry • Free breakfast • Free wifi
32" LCD tvs • Micro-Fridge •  Full hookups

www.fortdavisinn.com • ftdavisinn.tx@gmail.com

Hwy 17 N • 2201  N State St. • Fort Davis 

Largest Produce Selection in the 
Tri-County Area

Hundreds of Natural and Organic Items
Extensive Beer and Wine Selection

Friendly and Helpful Staff

104 N. 2ND • ALPINE • 432.837.3295
101 E SUL ROSS AVE • ALPINE • 432.837.1182

1600 N. STATE ST • FORT DAVIS • 432.426.3812
504 E. ERMA • PRESIDIO • 432.229.3776



REMINGTON 2013 EXHIBIT!
September 20 - December 8 

“Treasures from The Frederic Remington Museum”

Terlingua International Chili Championship
First Saturday of November

Held each year at RANCHO CASI DE LOS CHISOS in Terlingua, Texas
(Make no mistake - this is THE place)

• Over 10,000 chili lovers and fans
• Chili entries judged by celebrities and visitors
• Qualified Cooks submit traditional chili - meat only
• Entry fee covers a week of dry camping and entertainment

For more details go to www.casichili.net • www.chili.org

THE BIG BENDEPISCOPAL MISSIONWELCOMES YOU

St. James’ Episcopal Church, Ave. A and N. 6th St., AlpineHoly Eucharist or Morning Prayer every Sunday at 11 a.m.
The Chapel of Saint Mary and Saint Joesph at Lajitas Golf Resort and SpaHoly Eucharist - First Sunday of each month at 11 a.m.Morning Prayer - Third Sunday of each month at 11 a.m.
For complete services and activities visit our Website bigbendepiscopalmission.org
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