
FOURTH QUARTER 2014

“There’s one kind favor I ask of you. See that my grave is kept clean.” Blind Lemon Jefferson

Indian Emily • Photo Essay • Terlingua Dia de los Muertos • Voices of the Big Bend
Poetry • Ghost Stories • Monarch Butterflies • Solar Power • Big Bend Eats 

FREE



Cenizo
Fourth Quarter 20142

HAMPTON INN OF ALPINE
2607 Hwy. 90 West • Alpine

432.837.7344

James King
office 432.426.2024
cell 432.386.2821
james@KingLandWater.com
www.KingLandWater.com
King Land & Water LLC
P.O. Box 109
600 North State Street
Fort Davis, TX 79734

borderlands  
Wedd ing  
photography

marfa  texas  
grand  mara is  mn

portraiture
wedding/engagement
music/bands/video
218.370.1314

www.stephanhoglundphotography.com



3Cenizo 
Fourth Quarter 2014

DAVID LOREN BASS

Chihuahuan Solitude, 2009-2013    Oil on Canvas    48 x 64 Inches

Paintings of Texas and New Mexico

davidlorenbass.com • davidlorenbass@gmail.com

11 Reno Road Greasewood Gallery
Santa Fe, New Mexico Marfa, Texas

505-466-2557 432-729-413

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 

HOLIDAY INN

EXPRESS & SUITES

OF ALPINE

2004 East Hwy. 90
Alpine, TX  79830
(432) 837-9597



Terlingua Ghost Town, Nov.
2013—After sunset, stars rise
over the cemetery, promising a

magical evening for the Día de los

Muertos celebration. It’s an annual
gathering that Terlingua resident
Cynta de Narvaez describes as “a fan-
tastic ritual … the best one we have as

a community.” There will be fellow-
ship, food and candlelight. Maybe even
a spirit or two, if the dead heed our
invitation. After all, today is when the

veil between life and death is said to be
the thinnest. Tonight is about belief in
the ability to
commune with
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Keep It Like It Was
Story and photographs by Beatriz Terrazas

Terlingua Dia de los Muertos
Story and photos by Beatriz Terrazas

continued on page 26
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Cenizo Notes
by Carolyn Zniewski, publisher and Danielle Gallo, editor

SUBSCRIPTIONS
Cenizo Journal will be mailed direct for $25.00 annually. 

Make checks payable to: Cenizo Journal, P.O. Box 2025, Alpine, Texas 79831, 
or through Paypal at cenizojournal.com

SUBMISSION
Deadline for advertising and editorial for the First Quarter 2015 issue: November 15, 2014. 

Art, photographic and literary works may be e-mailed to the Editor.
For advertising rates or to place an ad, contact: advertising@cenizojournal.com

First I'd like to
introduce Rani
Birchfield. She is

the newest addition to
the Cenizo and will be
our Advertising Editor.
Welcome aboard,
Rani. Trey has moved
back to Dallas.

Autumn is upon us
and we have already

had a taste of what might be quite a winter.
As the weather cools our lives seem to quick-
en. The holidays are coming and there is
always so much to do. Art Walk in Alpine,
Mule Days in Fort Davis, The Quilt Show in
Marathon and Crowley Theater events in
Marfa. Fort Stockton always dresses the Giant
Road Runner in his Santa suit and Sanderson
is ready for hunting season. There is plenty
happening in south county. Day of the Dead
is celebrated in Terlingua Ghost Town and
Presidio dresses in the best finery for the holi-
days. For details on these and other fall events
you can check out the local Chamber of
Commerce websites. On a more personal
level, there will be school concerts, neighborly
potlucks and family gatherings. It is a time to
enjoy life with friends and family and to
remember folks who have died. It's time for a
bonfire in the yard and an evening of story
telling. To go with the tales have some mulled
wine or good hot chocolate and  marshmal-
lows to toast for s'mores. When you run out of
stories you can lean back and watch the stars.

The holidays will bring some shopping so
keep in mind all the great local shops, artists
and craftspeople that make our big bend in
the river so special.

Hope you enjoy reading our contribution
to the evening around the camp fire.

Everyone is saying
we’re in for a
long, cold winter

this year, and much to
my surprise I’ve found
myself thinking, “Bring
it on!” The idea of a
white Christmas,
replete with hot cocoa
and the warm smell of
snickerdoodles in the

oven, is more appealing to me this year than
any in recent memory. It could be a sort of
gung-ho reaction to the end of summer, a sort
of let’s-make-the-best-of-it mentality to protect
me from fleeing to southern Mexico to escape
the cold. Or maybe I just really need a good
hibernation this year.

Either way, there’s so much to look forward
to this time of year in the Big Bend! Chili cook-
off, hunting season, Noche Buena, the
Terlingua Green Scene, Chinati Weekend,
and then suddenly it’s Thanksgiving, with all
those mashed potatoes and pies! I love
Christmas in the Big Bend, because I feel like
we escape so much of the stress that Christmas
brings to adults elsewhere, making it easier to
focus on and enjoy the important things. 

Halloween is one of my favorite holidays as
well, and this issue of Cenizo has a healthy dose
of the hair-raising to celebrate the autumn. Big
Bend legends and ghosts abound, along with
my favorite migrants, monarch butterflies, and
a little solar power too. Enjoy some pecans and
tamales to grace your holiday tables. Most of
all, enjoy the fourth quarter issue of Cenizo, to
keep you company on the long winter nights.

Corrections:
Our apologies as some of the black and

white photos in the July issue were too dark.
Oops: A sharp-eyed reader noticed an editing
error in “A Life in the Stars” we repeated a
phrase. In addition the last line of the story
should have read “When Marc Wetzel came
to Fort Davis he found his calling.”
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Potluck every 1st Sunday

We believe in the freedom of 
religious expression.

1308 N. 5th Street • Alpine 
uubb.org  • 432-837-5486
e UUBB is a lay-led fellowship.

Marfa’s Swiss Café
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Several falls ago while visiting the
Chihuahua Desert Research
Institute in Fort Davis, I heard

reports of monarch butterflies roosting
overnight at Balmorhea Lake during
their migration south to Mexico. The
following morning I took off for the
lake with two birder friends. We drove
north from Marfa through empty
grasslands crowned with volcanic
peaks. On the other side of Fort Davis
the road climbed an igneous mountain
in the Barillas then dropped down
onto a plain of grasses that had evolved
by the early Miocene Age and were
now struggling to survive. 

The valley of Toyah Creek at
Balmorhea State Park is fed by a group
of artesian and gravity springs, and
there is so much water that a swim-
ming pool and a lake have been creat-
ed. By 1917 the natural cienega and
prehistoric site where Jumanos and
Mescalero Apaches lived and camped
had been transformed into a reservoir
by an earthfill dam. And evidently,
though hundreds of miles west of their
migratory flyway, the lake was also a
draw for monarch butterflies. 

A vigilant osprey perched high on a
pole served as the lake's ruling sentry.
Grebes and teals swam across the
water's surface while a heron hunted in
the marshy reeds. Morning on the lake
was conspicuously silent, until a splash
of water sounded as breakfast was
caught. 

The photographic image of thou-
sands of monarchs framing the figure
of a woman, Catalina Aguado, had

been in my memory since 1976, when
the discovery of the butterfly's winter
home was announced on the cover of
the National Geographic. 

Searching through the pale forest of
billowing tamarisks beyond the water's
edge, we spotted monarchs high in the
branches, here and there taking off in
flight. Perhaps sunset, when the mon-
archs stop and rest overnight, would
have yielded sightings of clusters of
butterflies. Yet that morning was as
magical as if I were exploring the infa-
mous Oyamel fir forests of Mexico
where the butterflies over-winter.

Within days the first southern
migrating monarchs of the year would
fly over the Rio Grande and pass into
Mexico enroute to the Monarch
Reserve. Rocio Treviño of Mexico's
monarch tracking project, Correo
Real, would announce the triumphal
crossing on October 23rd to the world
on the Monarch Watch website. I
wondered if our monarchs resting
overnight at Balmorhea Lake would fly
directly south of us into the state of
Chihuahua, or travel southeast to re-
enter their migratory corridor and
cross the border into Coahuila.

The 217 square mile  La Reserva de la
Biosfera Mariposa Monarca is under con-
stant stress. The Reserve has long suf-
fered from illegal logging operations,
moneymaking ventures for crime syn-
dicates. For most of the people who
make up the agrarian communities in
and around the Reserve, life is desper-
ate. Twenty-five percent are indige-
nous Mazahua.  The men look for

work in construction, while women
and children sell candy and gum on
the street.  Often they live in a “cuartito
de carton,” a cardboard shack, a room
perhaps made from the trees in their
forest.

As Mexico-based economist David
Barkin declared, “There are two mira-
cles in the Monarch Reserve area. One
is that the butterflies have survived,
and the other is that the campesinos have
survived.”

The mountains of the Reserve are
isolated islands of boreal forests left by
receding glaciers 13,000 feet high in
Mexico’s Transverse Neovolcanic Belt
of the Sierra Madres.  The air is cool.
Morning mists burn off in the sun.
During the winter months, millions of
monarchs cluster on the boughs and
cling to the tree trunks. The moist per-
sistent cloud cover keeps the butterflies
from drying out.

Lincoln Brower, the entomologist
who has been studying the monarch
since 1954 and has been an unflagging
activist for the past four decades,
describes the genius of the microcli-
mate: “Roosting on the trunk of the
tree at night is like sitting on a hot
water bottle.” 

Gaps in the forest canopy created
by illegal logging threaten the butter-
flies’ ability to withstand the cold.  “It’s
like sleeping under a blanket full of
holes,” says Brower.  The freezing
wind blows through the forest more
easily than ever before. 

In fact, the future of the monarch's
survival, certainly its migratory legacy,
is not solely Mexico's responsibility.
Perhaps equally or even more signifi-
cant to the monarch's decline - from
1.1 billion overwintering butterflies in
1996 to 33 million in 2014 - is the
destruction of the migratory corridor.
The butterfly's flyway stretches north
of Mexico through south and central
Texas, and passes into the summer

breeding grounds east of the Rockies,
reaching as far as Manitoba and
Ontario. A synchronous flight path
fans up through the eastern U.S. into
Quebec and Nova Scotia.

Waking from hibernation in
Mexico in March, flying northeast
across the border, the butterflies lay
their first eggs on antelope horn or
green milkweed in southern Texas.
The eggs hatch. The caterpillars feed
on the leaves of the milkweed, meta-
morphose, emerging as butterflies, and
continue north following the milk-
weed. If the milkweed is not plentiful
and the caterpillar doesn't get enough
to eat, the butterfly's wings will be
smaller and not as bright orange as a
stronger, better-fed monarch.
Drought, the loss of habitat to develop-
ment and industrial agriculture, the
mining of northern white sand for
fracking and pipelines, together with
the application of herbicides and pesti-
cides, have nearly made the milkweed
corridor disappear.

The development, marketing and
planting of “genetically modified
organisms (GMOs), like soybeans, that
tolerate herbicides” are cited in the
2007 North American Monarch
Conservation Plan as destroying and
fragmenting the butterfly’s flyway.  In
the 90s Monsanto produced a soybean
that thrives despite repeated applica-
tions of its herbicide, Roundup, the
chemical glysophate.  Glysophate kills
everything - the native floral sources,
including the milkweed – except
Monsanto's GMO bean. 

Monsanto is not alone in the chem-
ical agriculture business – Bayer,
BASF, Dow, Syngenta and DuPont
just don't make as many headlines. All
are engaged in compromising the
integrity and survival of our water,
plants and animals. However since
weeds have become increasingly
glysophate resistant, Dow is poised to

What Good Is A Butterfly? 
T H E P O E T I C S O F S U R V I V A L
by Sandra Harper

“What good is a butterfly?” the entomologist Lincoln
Brower told journalist Robert Lee Hotz for Science
Journal. “It can tell you about the fundamental biology of
all creatures on this earth. There is something so funda-
mental about finding your way.”



take over the GMO and herbicide
market with its new products set for
approval by the USDA and EPA. 

For the monarch the industrializa-
tion of agriculture means not enough
milkweed on which to lay their eggs
and not enough nectar to feed on
when the caterpillars become butter-
flies.

Chip Taylor, founder of Monarch
Watch, says, “They’re taking milk-
weeds out of the system, and monarchs
are totally dependent on milkweeds;
they can’t raise their caterpillars on
anything else.”

The intricate biology of the
monarch has long held our fascination
and given rise to intense investigations.
The monarch coevolved with the milk-
weed. The plant's bitter toxins provide
protection for both caterpillar and but-
terfly, making the monarch unpalat-
able to nearly all predators. As the
monarchs fly north in search of milk-
weed, three generations of butterflies
will emerge during the summer.
Development takes about thirty days
from egg to adult. Each butterfly lives
from two to four weeks. 

The fourth generation completes its
transformation in mid-August. They

feel the coming chill, monitor the posi-
tion of the sun and, equipped with an
internal magnetic compass, head
south. The sexual maturation of the
returning monarchs is delayed. Unlike
the previous generations, these butter-
flies have six times more fat, sustained
by drinking nectar from wildflowers
along the migratory corridor. Flowers
fuel the butterfly's two-to-three thou-
sand-mile journey to Mexico and keep
the butterfly alive for the duration of
the subsequent five-month hiberna-
tion. In March, at the end of hiberna-
tion, this same late summer butterfly
will fly north from its winter home,
cross into southern Texas and lay its
first eggs on spring milkweed.

Though technically we are west of
the milkweed corridor, there are fre-
quent sightings of monarchs in far west
Texas, like the clustering and
overnight roosting seen at Balmorhea
Lake. We can help offset the degrada-
tion of their migratory corridor by
planting milkweeds, several varieties of
which grow in our area. The monarch
is especially fond of Antelope Horn
milkweed, Asclepias asperula. This
milkweed is easily identified by its pod
that splits, horn-like, and releases

brown seeds attached to silky hairs. 
There are also the nectar-producing

flowers that fuel the monarch's migra-
tion. Cathryn Hoyt at CDRI tells us
that monarchs “prefer brightly colored
flowers that are flat or have 'landing
platforms' for them to perch on as they
feed, such as verbena, thistles, lantana,
mistflower and salvias.” 

My annual garden is a mix of
natives and non-natives, providing a
staggered bloom extending for
months. In the fall the sunflowers and
pink cosmos regularly have monarchs
feeding off their late blooms. 

Though the monarch is a widely
studied insect, mysteries abound in 
the unraveling of their biology.
Astonishing discoveries resulting from
monarch experiments underway are
being announced several times a year:
the monarch’s scales are solar collec-
tors; their antennae hold a second
compass that works with another one
in their brains; monarchs use a light-
dependent, inclination magnetic com-
pass to help them orient southward
during migration. Each new bit of
information provides another small
piece of a fascinating puzzle.  What
makes a monarch work is part of an

ongoing dialogue between humans
and nature and our place in this inter-
dependent world.  

Why all this fuss about an insect
when the people who live in the
Reserve are at risk as well?  Why
protest the death of the North
American prairies and the integrity of
our water supplies when there are stag-
gering amounts of money to be made
from corn, soybeans and the chemicals
that make it possible?

I am reminded of how Brower
explained the question in a piece by
Derrick A. Jackson in the Boston
Globe:

“People ask me, ‘What’s the differ-
ence whether we have a Monarch
migration or not?’ I say, ‘Why do we
care about the Mona Lisa or classical
music?’ We care because it is a cultur-
al treasure.  We have to start viewing
the natural world as a cultural treas-
ure.”

I am grateful to the monarchs, tiny
but tough survivors, for teaching me
about the environment they depend on
for life, leading me to their sources of
nectar and making me think even
harder about the importance of being
a guardian of the natural world. 
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Monarch on milkweed., Casa Piedra, TX. Photo courtesy Wendy Lynn Wright
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Norwegian playwright Henrik
Ibsen has a message for the
people of Big Bend: Don’t

shoot the messenger! In his 1882 play
ENEMY OF THE PEOPLE, Ibsen
depicts a small town rent by a realiza-
tion the source of its local economy,
medicinal hot baths, brings not healing
but sickness to tourists who dip into the
town’s polluted waters. Sensing a
threat to their income stream town eld-
ers declare the citizen who pointed out
their polluted springs to be an “enemy
of the people.” Some 132 years after
his play was published Ibsen’s insight

into the human condition applies to
our quest today for new energy
sources.

The sun shown in West Texas long
before we discovered stock dividends,
depletion allowances, trade secrets,
and fracking. Pre-Columbians in
Machu Picchu (Peru) based their civi-
lization upon exploiting the sun’s
power. No moving parts, no carbon
pollution, long system life, and low
maintenance: What is not to like about
solar photo-voltaic (“PV”) electricity?
Had this technology existed in Ibsen’s
time, even town elders might have

embraced it. Average annual 6.48
peak hours of daily sunshine make Big
Bend an ideal region for harnessing the
sun.

West Texans are self-reliant, but
solar PV is not a field in which the
inexperienced may dabble. A NAB-
CEP-certified solar PV installer is the
right guide. He will install the PV sys-
tem as well as guide a homeowner
through the daunting techno-speak
and paper-intensive, pre-installation
process. For example, after having
heard about the size of my pocket-
book, the installer said: “Well, that dol-

lar amount will buy a one-kilowatt
(“1kW”), pole-mounted, grid-tied PV
system which would meet only a por-
tion of your home’s power require-
ments.” Further, he informed me, I
could export back to the grid and sell
to my retail electric provider any
excess power (i.e., “unconsumed”
power) which my system produced
during daylight hours. If, for any rea-
son, the electric grid went down or
failed, the PV electricity generating
system would not supply my home’s
electrical loads unless I purchased sep-
arately a “battery-backup” module.

BIG BEND SOLAR:
How sunshine can power the Last Frontier
Story and photos by L. G. Lindsay



Here is my out-of-pocket, installed cost for a
grid-tied, solar PV system (without “battery
backup”) at my home in Brewster County:

Gross installed system cost 
for a 1kW solar PV system: .....$6,000

less incentives:
AEP PVcash rebate 
@ $1.30/watt ..........................($1,300)
30% residential PV Federal
tax credit....................................(1,410)

less total incentives...............($2,710)
Net, out-of-pocket cost.....$3,290

An AC-power production measurement
gizmo and associated web-application supplied
by the PV equipment manufacturer (included
in the all-in system cost) allow me to review
online the hourly/daily/monthly solar PV pro-
duction as well as to monitor the condition and
health of each of
the four  250-watt
solar PV panels in
my 1kW system.

As a measure
of investment via-
bility, the market-
place in solar PV
long has focused
upon the “cash
payback period.”
That is the num-
ber of years it
takes to reach
“ b r e a k - e v e n ”
when aggregate
utility bill savings
equal the out-of-
pocket, original investment cost. Assuming a
modest, year-on-year, 2% hike (compounded
annually) in electric utility rates, it would take
me about 15 years to re-coup my PV invest-
ment. The market’s present emphasis upon a
short “payback period” is, I think, a false met-
ric which reflects the hope by oldster-empty
nesters (who constitute the main buyers today
for residential solar PV) that they will live long
enough to justify their investment.

Another way to measure return-on-invest-
ment (“ROI”) in solar PV is the “net present
value (NPV)” method used in capital budgeting
analysis. An NPV analysis shows over the esti-
mated 25-year life of the solar PV system I
would recover (in today’s dollars) both my ini-
tial $3,290 out-of-pocket cost as well as capture
an additional 5.00% ROI. The actual ROI is
higher than 5.00% because the present value of
projected, future renewable energy credits
(“RECs”) over 25-years are not yet subject to
Federal income tax. The “tax-equivalent yield”
from my RECs will reach a whopping 6.67%
ROI (or 5.00%/1-.25 Federal tax bracket) over
the course of my 25-year investment in sun-

shine! I will receive a stream of monthly RECs
on account with my retail utility provider, as if
the RECs were annuity income whose dollar
amount floats with amount of electricity pro-
duced by my system at the current electric util-
ity rate.

Investing in a solar PV system clearly is not
comparable with short-term aims by investors
who seek quick trading gains and maximum
liquidity. You cannot re-sell on the open mar-
ket a PV system which you just bought. It is a
long-term investment based upon assumptions
about the estimated, useful life of a PV system
and whether solar PV represents a capital,
leasehold improvement which increases the
market value of your house. (Possibly the fitting
comparison lies in which market you care to
entrust your money: In the razzle-dazzle paper-
chase on Wall Street, or in a solar power-gen-
erator in your own backyard?)

For credit-
worthy buyers
who cannot
afford to pay
entirely in one fell
swoop, commer-
cial banks in West
Texas will
finance the pur-
chase of a resi-
dential PV sys-
tem. While loan
interest expense
reduces ROI in
solar PV, interest
expense associat-
ed with a home
equity line-of-

credit is tax- deductible. The Texas tax code,
moreover, allows homeowners an exemption
from any additional property tax which arises
from the increased property value associated
with the installation of “solar energy devices for
non-commercial use.” Separate Federal legisla-
tion expires, however, on December 31, 2016,
which currently supplies homeowners through
the end of 2016 with a 30% residential PV
Federal tax credit.

The languages of kilowatt-hours and capital
investment analysis are technical and tedious.
Here is the bottom line: Not all energy sources
lie beneath our feet. Renewable energy sources
lie also in the heavens above. And if he spoke
Spanish what might Henrik Ibsen say today to
people who live on the Last Frontier? “Viva Big
Bend solar!”
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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

Eat more
raspas!

Murphy Street Raspa
Ice cream. Gifts. Mexican 

folk art. Cold things to drink. 
Hot things to drink.  

Mon, Tues 12-5
Wed 11-6 • Thur 11-7
Fri, Sat 11-8 • Sun 1-5

100 W Murphy St • Alpine
432-837-5449

Kick off your holiday season 
with Eve’s Garden B & B

We invite you to a pot luck party 
the evening of Saturday Nov. 22

With LIVE MUSIC by 
famed Austin and Terlingua minstrels:
Guy Town & The Flying Sombreros

Eve’s Garden will provide snacks and beer.
Bring a treat if it’s easy. Everybody welcome.

It’s a free show, but tips for the band encouraged.

Ave C, N 3rd St • Marathon, TX
432 386 4165 • www.evesgarden.org
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Voices of the 
BIG BEND
Jim Glendinning The Galloping Scot, Author, World Traveler and sometime tour operator.

Story and photographs by   Jim Glendinning

JOHN FERGUSON
Music has played a vital role in the

life of John Ferguson, who was born in
Abilene, TX in June 1963. Both par-
ents played musical instruments, and
his father still attends music events
twice weekly at age 72. Of his two
younger siblings, Julianne and
Michael, the latter is a band director.

By the time he attended high school
(Garland High School, 1977-81),
Ferguson knew that music would play
a major part in his life. Garland, a sub-
urb of Dallas, had one of the best high
school bands in Texas, coached by
band director Neil Chamberlain, and
Ferguson played trumpet.

At the University of North Iowa
(Cedar Falls, 1981-85) Ferguson grad-
uated with a Bachelor’s of Science in
Education. He was encouraged to
apply for a scholarship to the
University of Arkansas, where he got
an invaluable introduction to jazz
music. He graduated in 1987 with a
Master’s in Music.

Music was one reason he met Lucy
McBride, a music major, at the
University of North Iowa. Four years
late they married - in Chester, Iowa in
June 1989. Earlier, the Fergusons had
taken a family trip to Big Bend
National Park. John had also taken a
geology course at the university. The
rocks, the landscape and the proximity
of Mexico all had a great effect on him.

On graduating and after marriage,
with the Iowa economy faltering, the
couple looked for music jobs in the 
Big Bend area. They both got jobs as
band directors with the Presidio
Independent School District: Lucy,
who plays trombone, at the middle
school in 1989, and John in 1990 at the
high school.

After 20 years, Ferguson, needing a
change, switched to high school 

counselor. Meanwhile, between 1991
and 1994, Ferguson was mayor of
Presidio, resigning early due to
employee fraud. Today, in a new
Presidio, he is again mayor and relish-
ing the challenge of developing
Presidio. 

He works with Brad Newton,
Development Director, to move
Presidio forward, following a commis-
sioned assessment of the town’s eco-
nomic strengths. The Arts Festival (in
its sixth year), the new baseball com-
plex, the UFO festival, and a mobile
home construction business (where the
homes are built in OJ and finished in
Presidio) are examples of new Presidio.
The reopened stockyard (in Ojinaga)
and the future new international bridge
are also part of the change. Much
depends on making contacts across the
Rio Grande, which he does well.

Music still plays a major role in
Ferguson’s life. In 2004, he helped to
found The Resonators, which now
numbers nine players, half of whom
are from Ojinaga. No one at Alpine’s
4th of July celebrations can ignore the
Resonators at full throttle, led by Lucy
and John, much of the music (and the
uniforms) being mariachi.

Meanwhile, daughter Molly (18) will
start studying music this year at SRSU,
and son Maxwell (15) composes music
and performs it in Ojinaga. From the
flat fields of Iowa to the border commu-
nity of Presidio, the Ferguson family
has transitioned well and brings great
talent and energy to the community.

MISSy CANTRELL
Missy Cantrell was born in Tyler,

Texas in 1965 to Shirley and Royce
Cantrell, who was head basketball

coach at John Tyler High School. She
has one older brother, Kenn. 

She had a nominal interest in aca-
demic matters when she attended John
Tyler High School, which in 1983
joined with Robert E. Lee High
School. From the time she started to
walk, she recalls, her only interest was
in horses.

The smell of horses and their sense
of power was what appealed to her.
From the time she started to walk, her
life was all about horses. She was
thrown off a horse at an early age and
broke her collar bone. Her grandfather
picked her up and put her right back in
the saddle. Her career began at three,
she says.

First she needed to make some
money and, after high school gradua-
tion in 1983, went to Dallas. There she
took a 30-month Court Reporting

JOHN FERGUSON
Presidio

JOHN ALExANDER, P.A.
Lajitas

MISSy CANTRELL
Fort Davis
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course and then spent 10 years as a court
reporter. She hated the demanding and stress-
ful job, and at the same time “flew through two
marriages.”

She compensated for the job by boarding a
horse. She had owned a horse since age eight,
and raised and trained a colt a year. In 1995,
after reporting a particularly horrendous death
case at the same time Hurricane Andrew
arrived, she had had enough, and quit the job
and Dallas.

In 1995, she sold her Range Rover, bought
a diesel truck and a 16-foot trailer to house her
horse, and moved to Terlingua, which she
already knew from a family visit. “I had come
home,” she says of the move.

In Terlingua she made friends with, among
other talented and unusual people, Gabriel
Acosta and Brian Bourbon. She worked at
Lajitas Stables, gaining experience in horse
trails, including trips into Mexico. She briefly
married again, to Boots Southerland, who
works in movies in New Mexico. She home-
schooled their son, Case (now 15 years old),
who plays guitar, mandolin and harmonica
and who lives with her today. “He is a gift,”
says Missy.

By 2006, she moved to Fort Davis and start-
ed Texas Horseback Adventures, using a pres-
tigious local ranch, which she describes as a
natural fit between outfitter and landowner.
She runs multi-day, high-quality trips with low
impact on the environment. Her groups tra-
verse the most beautiful rangeland, and she
gives them an experience of riding through a
herd of cows. She attracts clients of all ages,
including some from overseas. With her trim,
jeans-clad figure and a working cowboy hat,
she looks and is the genuine article.

When not guiding horse trails, she cooks for
hunters. She loves cooking, so preparing meals
of beef tenderloin or salmon enchiladas for
hungry hunters paying top dollar is a good fit. 

Missy lost her dad in 1996 and her business
is not without stress, but horses carry her
through any emotional turmoil. “It’s a dream,”
she says, and no one, hearing the determina-
tion in her voice, is likely to challenge the
thought. 

JOHN ALExANDER, P.A.
A large man sitting in a small office in

Lajitas, John Alexander, known to old-timers
locally as John A, explains how he came to be
the sole medical care provider in South
Brewster County for 25 years. In the old days,
if you fell ill in South Brewster County, you
might get a ride to Alpine in a friend’s pickup.
With John A’s arrival, emergency medical serv-
ice became available locally.

He was born in Denver, CO in the early
fifties to Mary Ann and Martin Alexander, an

Internist. His sister Lannie completed the fam-
ily. School at East High School was difficult
because of a learning disability, and he finished
without a high school diploma. 

At age 16, driving around one day in his
dad’s car, he witnessed a man die in a car acci-
dent. The vivid visual led him to sign up for 
a First Aid class and he later became an 
ambulance attendant. He took the pilot Senior
Seminar (an alternative education program),
which led to a job in the Outward Bound 
program.

In 1971, he became the assistant program
director and medical officer at Outward Bound
in Big Bend National Park. However, the 
program ceased in 1975 after a fatal drowning.
But he was hooked on Big Bend, and would
return, with the ambition to provide emer-
gency medical service to the area.

Later in the 1970s Alexander gained invalu-
able practical experience at Parkland Hospital
ER in Dallas. In 1977, he took a two-year para-
medic program in Denver, while also driving a
city ambulance. He stayed on one more year as
a paramedic in Denver, and with his earnings
bought a used Suburban that would later
become South Brewster County’s first 
registered ambulance. 

In 1980, he returned to South Brewster
County, and Terlingua Medics Inc. was born.
For the first time, emergency medical services
were available.  Gradually he earned recogni-
tion, particularly after he gained the Texas
EMT of the Year award in 1982. 

In 1989 Alexander married Emily Heidt
and became dad to twin boys. In 1992, he was
accepted into the University of Utah’s
Physician Assistant program. Upon comple-
tion, he came back to Alpine, working at the
hospital and other locations in Texas. In 1999
he got divorced.  

From his earliest days in South Brewster
County, Alexander had a connection with Far
Flung Adventures as a shuttle driver, and he
regards them as truly the first organized EMS
in the area. More recently he has had a fluctu-
ating relationship with Lajitas Resort.

Today Alexander occupies space in Lajitas
thanks to the graciousness of Lajitas Resort,
and acts as community Physician Assistant. He
does not bill insurance companies, and charges
a fee of $30 or nothing for appointments. He is
the sole medical practitioner for about 1,100
square miles, and the day I visited, had just put
10 stitches in the leg of a Terlingua Ghostown
resident. In an area known for free spirits and
community participation, John A. fits right in,
doing what he loves for little or no money. 

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”

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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West Texans at home, and vis-
itors bedazzled by the spec-
tacular desert and mountain

scenery that greet every Big Bend area
traveler, are happy Marfa Public
Radio is there on their FM radio dial.
The station offers national and inter-
national news as well as extensive local
programming. 

In February, 2006 Dan Rather,
native Texan and CBS News Anchor,
flipped a switch and cut away to
National Public Radio’s “All Things
Considered.” Except for occasional
shutdowns, KRTS has been broad-
casting National Public Radio news
and local programming from its offices
at 111 Highland Avenue in Marfa ever
since. KRTS now has nearly nine
years serving West Texas. In late 2011
it expanded into Midland-Odessa by
acquiring KXWT, adding yet more
credibility to Michael’s choice of a sta-
tion motto – Radio for a Wide Range.

The idea for the station began in
Alpine in 2002, when Michael’s wife,
artist Katherine Shaughnessy, was
lunching with Desert Candle editor/pub-
lisher Kay Burnett. The Michaels, new
arrivals from Chicago, moved to
Calamity Creek south of Alpine after
months of living on the road in a van  –
Tom was writing for Encyclopedia
Brittanica, and Katherine planned an
embroidery venture from home.
Burnett, then editor-publisher of The
Desert Mountain Times weekly newspa-
per and the Desert Candle, needed a
graphic designer and offered the job to
Katherine. At lunch in Alpine,
Katherine recalls, she mentioned to
Burnett that both she and Tom had
missed hearing National Public Radio
since their move to the area. After
some investigation, Burnett discovered
that people had been trying “for more
than 30 years” to get Public Radio in
sparsely-settled West Texas. 

“I said, let’s do it! I put seed money
toward the effort and hired a consult-
ant out of Washington, D.C. to come
to the area. He and Tom canvassed for

local interest. The response was over-
whelming,” Burnett said. She learned
that Marfa was holding an auction for
an FCC radio license, and she asked
Tom to represent her in the bidding.
“He stayed in constant touch with me
by telephone during the process to
know whether to keep bidding or drop
out. The tension was enormous...when
the price reached $500,000 I asked
Tom to stop. I wasn’t sure I could raise
the support needed for a station.”
Then Burnett found out an Austin cor-
poration had bought the license. She
called its president and asked to meet
with him. “I drove to Austin the next
day and met with him and his partner
that evening. We ended our meeting
by shaking hands on our working
together to make the station a public

radio, belonging to the people of Far
West Texas. Tom Michael was my
recommendation as our station man-
ager and I became the first director.”
Willie Nelson kicked off KRTS with a
sold-out benefit concert at Sul-Ross. “I
called Willie Nelson, who agreed to
come to Alpine with a benefit concert
as a favor of his friendship with my
deceased husband, Warren Burnett.
West Texas Public Radio has been one
of the happiest endeavors I’ve ever
entered.” 

After the studio on Highland Ave.
opened, Michael said, “In the early
days I had a 45-minute commute, a
commute like a lot of friends elsewhere
... but I saw more antelope and deer,”
he added with a smile. Katherine said
she and Tom, who are parents of

Fiona Mae, a nine-year-old daughter,
and Wyatt, a seven-year-old son,
“think of KRTS as our middle child.” 

“A lot of the grunt work, the grant
work to get the station started” was
accomplished in Calamity Creek. “We
left to go to Marfa when our second
child started walking,” she added. “We
thought we should head to town.”
They now live in northwest Marfa,
and Katherine has her arts studio at
home. She is an active community
member. Michael often commutes
from home to the office on his bike.
He’ll have a new destination when
KRTS moves soon to larger quarters
(2600 square feet instead of 2200) in
the 100 block of East San Antonio
Street, adjoining Marfa Studio of Arts.
He drives at least once per week to
Midland/Odessa to check in at Station
KXWT.

Rachel Osier Lindley, one of the
first interns to join Michael at KRTS,
heard of the station while attending a
Chinati Foundation open house in
Marfa in 2005. “There was a big
Marfa Public Radio party but the
radio didn’t exist yet,” said Rachel.  At
that time she was an intern at Austin's
KUT while finishing her degree at the
University of Texas. “The week after I
graduated in June 2006, I took stuff in
a U-haul, a long haul through a lot of
nothing ... I think my mother thought
I was crazy. I showed up at the station
when it had just started up. Just Tom
and Drew Stuart were working there.
Tom said: ‘You know about Morning
Edition, you helped with the show at
KUT, you’re our new host.’ And on
the third day I was there I was on-air.” 

Rachel and her fiancé Chase had
planned to move to Chicago after col-
lege, “But they paid me to stick
around,” so the couple – who married
in April 2007 – bought a house just
outside Marfa. Their first child, Rhett,
was born in 2011, “right before the
2011 fall pledge drive, and it was
announced on the radio.  I gave birth
just a few weeks later. There was a lot

Drew Stuart, Rachel Osier Lindley, Tom Michael - March 2007

The Early Days of
Marfa Public Radio

by Barbara Novovitch
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of joking about how hugely pregnant I was,”
she recalled. After her successful years at
KRTS, Lindley was hired as station manager at
the Birmingham, AL, NPR station WBHM.
“The Birmingham metro area is 1.1 million
people and we have 90,000-100,000 listeners.
We’re part of the university, off the beaten path
and we don’t have people walking in off the
street...not at all like Marfa.” In Marfa, she
said, the connection with the communities was
closer. “People would come through from Van
Horn on their drive to the doctor in Alpine. Or
a woman who got new dogs would bring her
dogs by to introduce them. I think the differ-
ence is that it made people feel more connected
in a rural area. I think it’s changed the charac-
ter of life out there ... it’s been this unifying
force for the region.” 

Rachel recalls learning how to do new and
unexpected jobs in the early days. “I learned
light engineering: got a screwdriver and
switched out the satellite receivers. Drew Stuart
had already run an automation system, and he
gave me a two-day tutorial. That was certainly
not something I learned in journalism school.” 

On April 9, 2011, on her way home for
lunch, Lindley alerted KRTS to the most
destructive wildfire in Texas history. She had
seen black smoke coming from the rockhouse
two miles west of downtown Marfa. The blaze
lasted three weeks, traveling from Marfa to Fort
Davis. Although the fire interrupted the sta-
tion’s spring membership drive, KRTS main-
tained coverage. In the end that drive turned
out to be the most successful ever, raising more
than $85,000. 

Megan Wilde Dumitrescu of Alpine also
interned at KRTS during its first summer. She
had visited Marfa frequently from Austin, often
seeing the late Marfa curmudgeon Tigie
Lancaster. "I think it was spring 2005 when I
went with Tigie to a mule and donkey beauty
competition in Fort Davis and ran into some
people with microphones and headphones who
were trying to start a public radio station. While
I was a grad student in journalism at UT, I
heard they'd started a station and asked if I
could intern." The summer of 2006 turned out
to be a rocky start for the station. The FCC took
it off the air for nearly a year while FCC hurdles
in licensing, including with Mexico, were
cleared. Megan recalls Michael setting up an
online feed, and "working on editing Fort Davis
historian Lonn Taylor's show," but then her
brief internship ended. Megan later returned to
Marfa Public Radio to produce Nature Notes
for the Chihuahuan Desert Research Institute.
"I found out I was pregnant with Matilda right
after I started the job, and then had her just after
I'd finished up a year's worth of episodes. So the
soundtrack to Matilda's in-utero life was a lot of
bird and frog calls and Dallas Baxter's voice."
Megan and her husband, who teaches digital art
at Sul Ross University, still live in Alpine. 

Ray Hendryx, who recently announced he is
moving to Kansas after 44 years operating
commercial station KVLF in Alpine, praised
KRTS. In a quote for a story in the New York
Times he said, “I have mixed emotions about
using taxpayers’ money for public radio, but if
ever there was a case for public radio, NPR is
it. They are providing a definite need to an area
that doesn’t have much.” 

Drew Stuart’s journalistic background
included two years at the Desert Mountain Times
but no radio experience; he was Michael’s first
hire. He lived in Marfa or Alpine until he
bought land in Hudspeth County. He now edits
the family-owned Hudspeth County Herald in Bell
City after the death of previous editor Mary
Lynch. “We had to learn on the fly,” Stuart
recalled. “For quite some time, except for the
NPR programming, it was just my CD collec-
tion – a lot of country music, old-time folk
music, Townes Van Zandt, Willie Nelson – I
think somebody suggested calling the station
KRVZ because we played so much Townes
Van Zandt. We didn’t really have a music
library, just me and Tom.  You couldn’t have
somebody there to load things.  Occasionally
we made goofs and put music that was not
FCC - legal on the air. We had to learn quick-
ly.”  Stuart remembers “lots of flat tires from
having to drive up into the Davis Mountains to
check on the transmitter ... at one point I got
stranded up there for several hours.” Michael
recently rehired Stuart to write Nature Notes –
the program that volunteer Dallas Baxter has
read since the first days of KRTS. “I’m pleased
to be doing that,” Stuart said. “I’ll be writing
the text and Dallas will still be the voice.  That’s
probably the longest-running original program
the station has.” 

Last year KRTS won six regional Edward
R. Murrow awards. Special recognition was
given to reporter Lorne Matalon for his cover-
age of borderland cultural stories. Borderland
stories is a subject KRTS manager Tom
Michael plans to pursue further, as well as the
“particularly American story” of income
inequality. Within the Small-Market Awards
Category KRTS captured top honors in
Newscast, Breaking News, News Series, Hard
News Reporting (all to Matalon), Use of Sound
(News Director Michael), and Website.
Michael said the KRTS side of the station’s
budget is currently $425,000, of which the
Corporation for Public Broadcasting gives
roughly $115,000.  According to The Current,
which covers public media, fewer than 15,000
people live in the six-county original broadcast
area. Current plans include increased service to
the south and possible efforts to expand
Spanish programming. The next KRTS Fund
Drive is scheduled from Oct. 19 through Oct.
26, 2014. KRTS 93.5 Marfa. KRTP 91.7 Alpine.
KDKY 91.5 Marathon.

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

Made in the Big Bend
HWY 118  • Terlingua
3/4 mile N of HWY 170
432.371.2292

Quilts
Etc. 

by Marguerite

St. James’ Episcopal Church, Ave. A and N. 6th St., Alpine
Holy Eucharist or Morning Prayer every Sunday at 11 a.m.

For complete services and activities visit our Website bigbendepiscopalmission.org

The Big Bend Episcopal Mission Welcomes You
Santa Inez Church, Terlingua Ghostown

No services July and August.
Starting  September 7, Morning Prayer first Sundays 11 a.m.

Holy Eucharist as announced at bigbendepiscopalmission.org

The Big Bend Gazette
your Weekly News

on newsstands or bigbendgazette.com



Cenizo
Fourth Quarter 201416

Of all things in history, tragic
events are the ones that leave a
giant footprint through time.

That’s the case with the Texas Torch
Slayer, the title given to the killer of
Riley R. Smith and Mary Nations
Smith, two wealthy Van Horn and
Marfa residents who owned 25,000
acres of grassland 16 miles south of
Van Horn. The Smiths had lived in
West Texas for over 30 years, and they
never had any children.

The town people weren’t surprised
at Riley Smith’s murder, due to the
fact that he was a shrewd and hard
business man whose success probably
attracted many enemies. However, the
town was outraged over the death of

Mrs. Smith, otherwise known as
“Righteous Mary,” because she was a
very religious and revered woman
within the community. According to
Sheriff A. A. Anderson in “Double
Death,” published by Master Detective
magazine, “Mary Smith was a frontier
woman.  She knew how to handle a
gun.” Mr. Smith also gave to the com-
munity by loaning money to neighbors
who needed help, and even held the
mortgages of many ranchers. 

It was a late Sunday afternoon in
June, 1934. It was supposed to be a
quiet night for Marshal John Moore, of
Van Horn, when suddenly his door
rattled and there stood Antonio
Carrasco, otherwise known as Tony,

Mr. Smith’s hired hand. Tony worked
for Mr. Smith for a number of years on
what probably was the largest cattle
ranch in Culbertson County. Tony
shouted about a fire at the Smiths’
house. The Marshall immediately
called Sheriff A. A. Anderson.

Soon after, the Marshall left with
three men and told Tony to wait for
Sheriff Anderson. Tony was distressed
as he and Sheriff Anderson took off to
the Smiths’ home. He told the Sheriff
that he had gotten to the house around
nine o’clock and discovered the house
in flames. He had broken open the
front door of the house to try to save
the Smiths, but the flames had been
too strong and he had to retreat. As

Tony described his actions, Sheriff
Anderson noticed Tony’s hands were
blistered and the stubble on his face
was singed.

Sheriff Anderson tried to put the
pieces together as Tony told him the
story. The Sheriff guessed that the
Smiths had probably been murdered
and the house set ablaze to cover up
the crime. The only questions were
who, and for what reason?

When Tony and Sheriff Anderson
got to the Smiths’ house, Marshall
Monroe agreed with Sheriff
Anderson’s guess that the Smiths were
probably inside the house, and that
they could have been murdered.
Sheriff Anderson, with Tony at his
side, grabbed a flashlight to see what
they could find.

They wandered around the barn
and the corral, and it wasn’t until they
noticed the horses in distress that they
found a hole in the ground. The
Sheriff quickly inspected the scene and
discovered tracks of a wheelbarrow
that led to a cottonseed shed. It was
there that Sheriff Anderson, Tony,
and one of Marshall Monroe’s men
found the gruesome remains of what
appeared to be human brains.

According to the article “How We
Trapped the Texas Torch Slayer,”
published by Daring Detective magazine,
Sheriff Anderson found at the cotton-
seed shed “a few cents in money, a belt
buckle and a cattleman’s three-bladed-
knife. Symbolical of Riley Smith.”
This convinced the Sheriff that the
brains found at the scene were those of
Riley Smith, who was probably shot by
a high-powered rifle or a shotgun,
although no bullet holes were ever
found, and whose body was loaded on
to the wheelbarrow and taken to the
corral. The killer’s first thought was
probably to bury the body before
deciding on a more sinister plan to
hide his crime and taking the body into
the home.

But where was Mary? Wouldn’t she
have heard a gunshot?

THE TEXAS TORCH SLAYER 
by Alouy Martinez

Riley R. Smith, a wealthy Van Horn resident. (I have not been able to find
Daring Detective magazine. It does not seem to be in existence.) 

Clipping courtesy of Archives of the Big Bend. 

Mary Nations Smith, wife to Mr. Smith and a very revere woman.
Clipping courtesy of Archives of the Big Bend.



17Cenizo 
Fourth Quarter 2014

It was only after they found two
skulls under the rubble of what was left
of the Smiths’ house that it was laid to
rest that both Smiths were dead.
Among the remains, there were a few
items and different fractures to the skulls
that distinguished the two bodies from
each other. The skull that had been
shattered on top probably belonged to

Mr. Smith, while the
smaller skull, probably
Mary’s, was bashed on
one side. Along with
the skulls, a pair of ear-
rings and a number of
metal corset stays
probably belonging to
Mary were found.

Sheriff Anderson
had previously discov-
ered on his ride to the
Smiths’ house that
Tony had seen some
headlights around the
Smiths’ ranch, and
that was later con-
firmed by the wife of a
rancher who lived a
few miles west of the
Smiths’ home. She
explained that the
lights didn’t seem to
be following the road,
just as Tony had
described. With this 
in mind, Sheriff
Anderson then asked
Tony if Mr. Smith
ever kept any money
around the house.
Tony said yes, and
later Sheriff Anderson

learned through a close friend of the
Smith family who had seen the safe,
that it probably contained at least
$50,000 to $60,000 in cash.

Now the lawmen had a motive, yet
the safe was never found, and they
found no traces of it being dragged or
taken. It simply disappeared. The
Sheriff concluded that whoever was in

the car that Tony and the neighbor
saw took it. 

The next day, Roy D. Chitwood, a
special investigator from the District
Attorney’s office from El Paso, Texas,
got to scene of the crime had a talk
with Tony. It appeared that while he
told one thing to Sheriff Anderson, he
told another story to Chitwood. Tony
had told the Sheriff that he had broken
the front door to try to save the Smiths,
while to Chitwood he said he had
opened the door.

Chitwood explored the remains of
the house and found the lock of the
house with the yale snapped. This
could’ve been explained by what Tony
had told Sheriff Anderson, but it was
this little change of words that made
Tony the number-one suspect for the
murder of Mr. and Mrs. Smith.

Chitwood soon searched Tony’s
bunkhouse, where he found a .25-.35
rifle and .410 gauge shotgun, which
both seemed to have been recently
cleaned, along with a .45 Colt pistol
with a fresh shell that had been explod-
ed. It was these findings, along with the
broken lock, that made Chitwood
want to question Tony. As he became
the lead suspect for the murders, Tony
was rushed to El Paso, Texas. 

Chitwood stayed behind and con-
tinued searching for more evidence,
and while he roamed the remains of
the house, he found a solitary shoe
print. It then occurred to him to look at
Tony’s shoes, and he found a faint 
reddish-brown stain that appeared to
be blood on one of Tony’s work boots.
He compared the boot’s foot print with
the one he found at the house, and sure

enough, it was a match. With this
amount of evidence binding Tony to
the murders, Chitwood returned to El
Paso, where two days later Tony con-
fessed to the murder of Mr. and Mrs.
Smith. In one newspaper article Tony
is reported to have said that he killed
the Smiths after Mr. Smith fired two
shots at him. In defense Tony took a
piece of wood and struck Mr. Smith
with it. Confused, Mr. Smith staggered
into the house, where Mrs. Smith
came rushing at Tony with a butcher
knife. Tony claimed he then struck her
on the head in self-defense.

However, with the evidence found it
can be concluded that Tony probably
shot Mr. Smith in the head, tried to
bury the body, but then decided to take
the body into the house, where he then
killed Mrs. Smith and set the house
ablaze. So what was the motive? An
argument according to Tony, but there
was still the issue of the missing safe.

There was no evidence of what hap-
pened to the safe other than the car
that Tony and one witness recalled
seeing, but who knows where the safe
ended up. Maybe Tony was working
with someone else, who took off with
the safe, but he never declared he had
any help from anyone. If he did, Tony
took that secret to his grave. Tony
went on trial for his life on April 22,
1934. He was found guilty and sen-
tenced to death by the electric chair.
Yet, the horror of the crime, as well as
the unanswered mysteries surrounding
it, lives on as the legend of the Texas
Torch Slayer.

Antonio Carrasco, otherwise known as Tony the hired hand of
the Smiths. Clipping courtesy of Archives of the Big Bend. 

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

In the Spirit of Crazy Horse
Free Leonard Peltier

www.leonardpeltier.info
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SAN ROSENDO
CROSSING

Jewelry • Pottery
Unique Gifts

Hwy 90
Marathon

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

2014 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 –

Ican recall precious memorias as a child help-
ing my abuela making tamales for the
whole familia. My abuela has made tamales

ever since she was five years old. She would tell
me that her siblings and she would make
tamales with her great-grandmother and
mother, not only for family gatherings or holi-
days but also for a living. They would make
tamales to sell in the farmers market. My
grandmother grew up poor and tamales were
the most economical food that they could
afford to feed a family of 16. 

As we cooked, my grandmother told me
stories of how long tamales have been made.
She would always say to me that tamales have
been made ever since 7000 B.C. She said that
in Pre-Colombian history, Aztec women were
taken along in battle to cook for their hus-
bands and the armies. The name “tamal”
comes from the Aztec word meaning
“wrapped.” It has been given to several
American dishes of indigenous origin, usually
with corn dough wrapped in corn husks,
banana leaves and even aluminum foil.

Ever since I can remember, my abuela has
been making tamales for holidays and family
gatherings. It wouldn’t feel like a holiday if
Abuela’s tamales weren’t on the table for
Christmas Eve. I remember that my grand-
mother’s first step in making tamales would be
to put two different pots on the stove for boiling
water, one for the chilies and the other for the
meat. After the chilies and meat were boiled she
would make the chili for the tamales. Once the
meat had cooled she would shred it very fine
and then pour the New Mexico-style chili into
it. After that, she prepared the masa. I would
pass her the ingredients: salt, lard, chili. She
would mix all the ingredients with her wrinkled
hands and she would always say, “Ya esta lista la
masa para los tamales.” Then I would pass her the
corn husks and she would spread a spoonful or
two of the masa over it. She would say, “Mija,
pasame los ingredientes,” and I would pass her the
meat, chopped carrots, sliced potatoes and
olives. She’d add those things on top of the
masa and then fold the husk in half. After she
had a big batch of tamales she would put them
to steam in a big pot, and after a few hours my
abuela’s tamales were finally ready to be eaten.

A tamal can be made with a variety of stuff-
ings such as vegetables, cheeses, poultry and
even fruit. A tamal can be spicy, sweet, or just

have the taste of corn. They vary in size, color,
texture taste and shape. Tamales are known in
many American countries including Mexico,
Peru, Argentina, Chile, and Bolivia, anywhere
that corn is a dietary staple.

I have tried to make my grandmother’s
tamales many times, but they don’t ever come
out the same. I always ask her why, and she
replies that they need to be made with lots of
love. That’s the secret ingredient. She has also
told me to be patient, and maybe one day they
will be as good as hers. She tells me to never
give up, so one day I can teach my daughter to
make them. I miss helping my abuela prepare
tamales while I listen to her stories about life. 

Tamales Sonora, Mexico style
2 bags maseca (corn dough)
4 lbs. chuck roast or pork tenderloin, 

or 6 chicken breasts
4 bay leaves
3 cloves fresh garlic
1 lb. carrots, shredded
1 lb. potatoes, sliced
3 medium onions, whole
1 can olives, sliced
4 Tbsp. salt
2 Tbsp. black pepper
1 lb. lard
3 packs corn husks
1 large bag New Mexico chili pods

Boil the meat with 1 Tbsp. salt, one onion
and a clove of garlic until tender, about an hour
and a half. While the meat is cooking, boil 4
cups New Mexico chili pods with 1 Tbsp. salt,
pepper, 2 onions and 2 cloves garlic until ten-
der. Puree in a blender. Shred the meat and
add the chili mixture to it. 

For the masa: mix the lard and maseca,
adding 2 Tbsp. of salt gradually. Add a small
amount of water until the dough forms a ball,
kneading until firm. Wash corn husks and
remove silk. Smear 1-2 Tbsp. masa on a corn
husk. Add meat and chili mixture, shredded
carrots, sliced potatoes and olives. 

Fold the corn husk in half. Steam a large
batch of tamales in a pot for 3 to 4 hours.
Enjoy!

Big Bend Eats
by Shirley Obeso



Here lies Indian Em’ly,  
an Apache girl
whose love for a

young officer induced
her to give warning of

an indian attack.
mistaken for an enemy,

she was shot by a
sentry, but saved the

garrison from massacre.

Erected by the State of  Texas
1936

The story of Indian Emily has
long been a favorite romantic
tale for the residents of the Fort

Davis area.   It first
appeared in Carlysle
Graham Raht’s 1919
book, The Romance of
the Davis Mountains 
and Big Bend Country.   
It told of an early
morning Apache
attack on the town of
Fort Davis in which
the citizens, soldiers
and teamsters from
several large freight
outfits managed to
defeat the hostiles. 

Among the many
dead and wounded
Indians was a badly
wounded young girl.
Mrs. Easton took
charge of the girl and
nursed her back to health, keeping her
as a companion and servant. The
Apache girl was given the name of
Emily.  For two years she lived with the
Easton family and fell in love with the
son, Lt. Thomas Easton.   The lieu-
tenant, however, fell in love with Mary
Nelson. On the day their engagement
was announced, Emily disappeared.

Nothing was heard from Emily for
some time, but the Apaches were
becoming more troublesome.   Then
one night an alert sentry heard some-
one trying to sneak past him into the
fort. When the intruder began to run
instead of halting as ordered, the sentry

fired.  The mortally wounded intruder
proved to be Emily.  The sentry carried
her to the commanding officer’s quar-
ters and Mrs. Easton was sent for.
When Mrs. Easton arrived, Emily
gasped out with her dying breath, “All
my people come to kill–I hear talk–by
light of morning–maybe you
know–Tom no get killed–good-bye.”
With Emily’s warning, the residents
and troopers were ready for the attack
and drove the Apaches off with heavy
losses.   She was buried in the post
cemetery and, in 1936, the historical
marker was placed at her grave.

The tale grew over the years in 
the retelling.   Local writer Barry

Scobee used the
story in his two
books on the town
and fort and to
promote tourism
to Fort Davis,
which he did quite
well. Others wrote
of the story in
newspapers, mag-
azines, books and
even a newspaper
comic strip.
Details were often
changed or added
as they wrote, such
as that Emily’s
ghost can be heard
screaming in the
mountains near
the fort; she was

promoted to Indian princess in a poem
entitled “Em’ly, the Chieftain’s
Daughter;” Emily was not really dead,
but waiting in the mountains for Tom
to come to her; the attacking Apaches
became Comanches....

In the early 1960s, after the fort
became part of the National Park
Service,   “...a concerted      effort was
undertaken to provide historical evi-
dence for the Indian Emily story. None
was found,”  according to long-time
park historian Mary Williams. Records
do not show a Lt. Thomas serving  at
Fort Davis.  There is no record of any
Indian attack on the town or the fort.

Where, then, did the      story come
from?  Some think that the tale began
with Scobee as he assisted Raht with
his book.  (Scobee had written to a
friend in 1955, saying that he was
aware the Army had no record of Lt.
Tom Easton, but “I have for the most
part kept mum about it, so as not to
wreck a good story.”) While there were
occasional Indian women at the fort,
only one death was recorded.  The post
surgeon wrote in 1882, “A cowardly
and brutal murder of an Indian captive

(squaw) was perpetrated by some party
or parties unknown near the hospital
where the woman was tented.”   

A Fort Davis National Historic Site
bulletin sums up the Indian Emily leg-
end simply: “The event she was cast
into did not happen, except in the writ-
ings of those who sought to create  a
romantic tale of the ‘Wild West.’” The
1936 Texas Historical marker now
rests in curatorial storage instead of at
the pile of rocks said to be the grave of
Indian Emily.
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poetry

Driving in West Texas

The motor hums
as white fluffy clouds grip the edge of the windshield
and pull the car along the asphalt ribboned road…

While long-legged field rows run alongside
only to dive into ragged fields of mesquite

and sticky grass
clutched in cliché rocks. 

Singing going to Balmorhea       going to Balmorhea…then
humming beside the ditch of water running past the scary deep pool
and climbing up round and round red rocks thrust through

eons of crust
to a time in recent past when lives were whispered in 

West Texas winds.

by Carol Archer

Turkey vultures  

No one seems to care
about turkey vultures

or if they do
it’s to say something funny like 

somethin’ must be dead
which is pretty funny I guess

in the way horror movies are funny
or at least people always laugh

when someone dies
because they can’t

get away.

But I was going to say
something about turkey vultures

when they soar in groups
and circle themselves

spiraling towards a point
that feels like the center of the sky

where they almost touch each other
in a kind of play

as if to have a laugh or two
before they begin again

in their never ending search
for the dead
and dying.

by Ryan Bayless
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Idon’t know that I believe in ghosts.
I believe in that crawling feeling in
the small of your back, when you’re

alone in the basement at night fixing a
fuse. I’ve known the primal paranoia
when you’re alone in nature: the
ancient brain that makes your eyes go

wide at noisy lizards rustling through
grasses, sounding (in the dry season)
like stampeding bears. As for ghosts, I
believe in suspended disbelief; there is,
in the absence of proof either way, no
reason to plant my feet on one side or
the other of the debate.

But I know that I’ve experienced
what some might consider to be ghosts
since I’ve moved to West Texas, and
I’ve heard some hair-raising ghost sto-
ries too. While I don’t necessarily
believe that ghosts are real, or really the
departed spirits of people that haunt a

place, I do love a good ghost story.
One night, down in Lajitas many

years ago, I was hanging out with 
some friends at the Ocotillo. We were
all in the restaurant industry and 
we were keep-
ing our friends

Ghost Stories
Story by Danielle Gallo. Illustration by Gary Oliver.

continued on page 22



company
while they

cleaned up and shut down the restau-
rant after their shift. Suddenly the
lights went out; those of us from
Terlingua jumped while our Lajitas
compatriots laughed. They came on
again a moment later, and our friends
explained that the Ocotillo ghost was
just hustling us along, nudging us
toward the door so to speak. It hap-
pened all the time there.

The restaurant was built around the
old building that had been there,
which had apparently been a clinic of
sorts to serve the residents of both
Lajitas and Paso Lajitas across the
river. It was supposedly haunted by
several entities, one of whom was a
woman who had come across the river
to have her child. The story went that
neither had survived the childbirth.
She could be heard, the bartender
explained, gently calling, “Hello?” by
the door, looking for help in a tired,
resigned sort of voice.

Then a waiter told the story of when
he first moved down there to work. He
was taking a walk along the winding
paths of the resort toward the river on
a blazing, sunny day. He approached
one of the buildings and saw a gangly
man standing still in front of the door,
his back turned toward the path. “Can
I help you, sir?” the waiter asked,
struck by the man’s stillness and the
strange cock of his head as he stared at
the closed door. The man turned slow-
ly around and the boy’s blood turned
to ice: his face was an insane rictus
grin, his eyes bulging, his arms dan-
gling at his sides.  The waiter turned
tail and ran back up the path, stopping
fifty yards away to turn and see what
was behind him.  There was nothing

there, just an empty path and a quiet,
empty doorway.

As we all paused to digest this story,
the lights went out again. We jumped
to our feet as they came back on, star-
ing accusingly at each other, but we
were all accounted for in the middle of
the room. There was a bang from the
direction of the door, and we decided
to call it a night.

Years later I found myself again
keeping a bartender company as she
finished her shift, this time in the Gage
Hotel after I had moved to Marathon.
She had asked me to stay while she shut
down because she was uncomfortable
alone in the bar at night; all of us staff
were, actually. Back then it was part of
my job to refinish the restaurant floors
once a month in the mornings, and I
was constantly plagued by televisions
turning on and off, and phantom foot-
prints in my fresh varnish. But being
there at night was quite different, so I
was happy to hang around with her.

I sat reading in one of the leather
chairs by the fireplace while she did her
duties. “I’m bringing the till to the front
desk,” she said, and made her way
through the bar and down the hall by
the hostess stand, swinging through the
door into the wait station and out of
earshot. A few minutes later I heard the
same sounds in reverse: the swinging
door, the footfalls on the wooden floor
in the restaurant then the hall then the
bar, and she pulled out the chair oppo-
site me and creaked down into it with a
tired sigh. Ten seconds later, suddenly
aware of her silence, I looked up from
my book to ask if she were ready to
leave. There was no one there. 

Every hair on my body stood
straight up and I leapt to my feet,
scooping up my belongings and fleeing

to the doorway. I stopped there and
looked back in disbelief, expecting to
see her somewhere in the empty room.
I noted only that the chair across from
me was slightly askew, as though it
held an occupant, before I ran through
the kitchen and up to the front desk,
where I found my startled friend doing
her paperwork with the night manag-
er. “Can’t stay,” I gasped, and
explained. “Don’t make me go back in
there by myself!” she protested, and I
suggested that she call it a night and
have the night manager get the lights.

The Gage Hotel is rather famous
for its ghosts. Room 10 in particular is
supposed to enjoy heavy visitations,
though the staff knows most of the
excitement happens in the basement.
Once a paranormal crew visited the
hotel, hoping to find evidence of the
supernatural there. They were ulti-
mately unsuccessful, but during their
stay they invited a number of locals to
come and share their stories at Captain
Shepard’s, where they were rooming. 

I had been working at Captain
Shepard’s, scraping and painting the
billion wooden details on the exterior
with my friend Matt, who thought it
was amusing to drop tools off the bal-
conies every time we would hear phan-
tom footsteps in the empty house, forc-
ing me to go inside and down the stairs
to retrieve them. I joined the group
and shared my stories of doors and
windows closing in the house, which
was built in the late 1800s. 

Another local who was there that
night told a tale that I’ve never forgot-
ten, of the time when the Spanish
Influenza raged through the Big Bend
in 1918, claiming many lives. She said
that some families who had lost several
members could not afford individual

grave sites and coffins for all their lost
loved ones, and so one would be
buried and then disinterred a few days
later so another could share their final
resting place. Her story was of one
such burial, wherein a young boy had
died and been buried, only to lose his
brother a week later. When the first
boy was dug up and opened to receive
his brother, it was found that he had
turned over in his coffin and had, in
fact, been buried alive. “I believe that’s
the boy who haunts the school,” she
said, referring to the ghost of the young
boy who is said to be seen there from
time to time. “Such a sad story.”

Hallowtide belongs in this time of
year because the autumn reminds us of
our mortality. That insidious under-
standing of the finite nature of things,
usually so easy to ignore under the
more insistent drone of everyday life, is
brought to sharper focus by the short-
ening days, the bare branches and the
sudden chill in the air. It’s easy to
remember that all living things die
when there are so many visual aids. 

Our hope or fear that we go on after
we die is mingled also with a desire to
know that our beloved dead never
really leave us, but watch over us with
love and understanding, and hear our
prayers. It’s fitting that we honor and
celebrate those whom we’ve lost with
All Souls’ Day, even while we try to
scare ourselves silly with Halloween.
And while I can’t say that I believe in
ghosts; and while I’ll readily admit to
having been terrified a time or two
because of the idea of them, I will
affirm that I’m looking forward to
knowing the answers for myself, some-
day. And who knows? Maybe when I
do I’ll be the one flickering the lights,
and laughing.
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The delicious pecan is well known
in pies and candies and it is the state
tree of Texas. Prized for both their
taste and nutritional value, 3.5 ounces
of pecans has about 700 calories.
They contain fat, protein, carbohy-
drates and a tiny bit of water but also
vitamins A, E, folic acid, calcium,
magnesium, phosphorus, potassium,
zinc and B vitamins. They are less
well  known medicinally. They were
used by both the Kiowa and the
Numinu (Comanche) People for food
as well as for medicine. The leaves of
the pecan tree were ground and used
as a poultice for ringworm and other
skin ailments. A drink of pecan bark,
as a tea or tisane, was used to treat
tuberculosis. An infusion of the leaves
and bark was used to treat dysentery
and diarrhea. Pecans are native to the
United States and are the only nut
crop commercially grown in Texas. 

Simple instructions for a poultice:
Collect the freshest pecan leaves

you can find. You want ones without
insect or spider eggs or any debris on
them. Allow leaves to dry in a single
layer (I often use baking sheets).
Grind leaves into a powder and add
the powder to a small amount of
clean, boiled and cooled water. Mix
in the water until it forms a paste sim-
ilar in consistency to toothpaste.
Apply paste to area affected area of
the skin. Let dry and remain on the
skin. Use: ringworm and skin ail-
ments.

Simple instructions for a tea/
tisane:

A tisane is a fancy term for tea that
takes a little longer to make. Just as
you would a tea, steep the bark of the
pecan tree in fresh boiled water, let-
ting it sit for a minimum of 1/2 hour
or even longer. Strain out the bark.
Drink as a tea, warm or cold. Use:
tuberculosis. Refrigerated this can be
stored for a week.

Simple instructions for an infusion:
An infusion is another name for

tea (we herbalists really like our tea).

Follow the directions for tisane but
with leaves and bark, steep bark in a
covered pan for 1/2 hour adding
leaves during the last 10 minutes,
cool and drink.   Use: diarrhea and
dysentery.   Refrigerated this can be
stored for a week.

A less medicinal use for the fine
pecan is available in Euell Gibbons’s
book, Stalking the Wild Asparagus. I
highly recommend this book for any-
one wanting a great foraging manual.
He has a fantastic recipe for pecan
syrup but for brevity’s sake I am
including the even better Creamy
Pralines. I cannot explain to you the
difference wild pecans make in this
dish. You have truly earned your
dessert if you forage your own wild
pecans. Of course farmed pecans are
delicious, and readily available to
boot. So on to the recipe.

Creamy Pralines
3 cups maple syrup
1 cup light cream
1/2 teaspoon baking soda
1 1/2 Tablespoons butter
2 cups shelled pecans

Mix 3 cups of maple syrup with 1 cup
of light cream and 1/2 teaspoon of

soda. Cook it in a deep saucepan,
stirring often, until it forms a soft ball
when dropped in cold water or until
it shows 234' on a candy thermome-
ter. Remove from the heat.
Immediately add 1 1/2 Tablespoons
butter and stir in 2 cups of shelled
pecans. Beat the mixture 2-3 more
minutes until it begins to thicken,
then drop by spoonfuls onto waxed
paper or parchment paper. Let cool.
Wrap individually and store in an air
tight container. Oh so sweet!

Granola
Here is an easy, lovely granola with
pecans. It is so simple.

Spread 3 cups oatmeal on a cookie
sheet. Bake for 14 minutes in a 350'
oven. Cool. Add 1 1/2 cups pecans
and 1 1/2 cups dried fruit of your
choice. Chopped dates or apricots
are good. The fruit adds sweetness
without processed sugar, the oats will
fill you up and give you energy and
the pecans are yummy. 

Russian Tea Cakes
A recipe you will only find in one

book, Becky’s Best and Other Pearls by
Rebecca Frisbee Brown. Yes, my
grandmother. It is my mother's
recipe. A version of dainty pecan
cookies aka Mexican Wedding
Cakes. The secret to this version is
the finely ground pecans. 

1 cup soft butter
2 Tablespoons powdered sugar
2 teaspoons vanilla extract
1 3/4 cups flour
1 1/4 cups finely ground pecans
additional powdered sugar

Cream butter, sugar and vanilla. Add
flour and mix well. Add pecans and
mix well. Make dough into pecan
sized balls and bake on an ungreased
cookie sheet at 350' for about 20 min-
utes or until lightly browned. Let
cookie cool 10 minutes before
removing from pan. Roll teacakes in
two coats of powdered sugar while
still warm.  These keep well in an air-

tight container. We always make
these for the holidays!

You can infuse pecan oil with your
choice of herbs. In a clean, sterile jar
add one cup pecan oil and a total of
2 Tablespoons chopped herbs. I sug-
gest a combination of two or three of
any of these: basil, dill, fennel, garlic,
lemon balm, rosemary, savory, tar-
ragon, and garlic; depending on your
taste.You don’t need to strain this but
you can after a week or two. Mix 3
parts oil to 1 part vinegar and use as
a salad dressing, marinade or dipping
sauce for veggies or bread. YUM! 

The final recipe of this column
seems to have become a traditional
booze one, this time it is pecan infused
liquor. If you start in the next few
weeks it will be perfect for winter and
if you are lucky, you might get some as
a holiday gift. It's perfect for chocolate
bourbon balls or bourbon baba.

Pecan Liquor 
1/5 good bourbon (I recommend
bourbon for this. Really. But 
vodka works.)
2 cups shelled pecans

Soak your pecans in water for about
1/2 an hour, you’ll rinse off sediment
and get more booze in the end this
way. Drain pecans and shake off as
much water as possible. Place pecans
on a baking sheet in a single layer.
Bake for 20  minutes. Cool. Toss
them into a ½ gallon sterilized glass
jar. Cover pecans with bourbon.
Store in a cool dark place for a least 7
days and  up to six weeks. Strain out
the pecans. (Save them for your
pecan candies. They will add a
punch!) Filter your bourbon with a
coffee filter or water filter. You want
the liquor to be clear. Bottle and
serve as you would bourbon. Great
mixed with ginger ale or over rocks.

The Holiday Season is on the way.
Spend an evening sipping Pecan
Bourbon with friends and telling 
stories.
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those who’ve gone
before us, and in

the Old and New World traditions that manifest
themselves not only in commemorating the
dead, but in poking
fun at death itself
with costumes and
painted faces.

The night is also
about love.

“Just because some-
one passes, doesn’t
mean they’re gone,”
says de Narvaez.
Burying a loved one
shouldn’t preclude
our saying, “‘Let’s go
down and have din-
ner with Grandma
and spend time with
her, and eat and
dance and cry, even
though she’s not on
this plane anymore.’
Just because she has
passed doesn't mean
that she’s not still our
Grandma.” 

“Love,” she says,
“is timeless.”

I believe in love,
in its immutable
strength. But I’m about to find out if I believe
something about myself — that I can balance
within me the legacy of indigenous customs and
Christian traditions that I’ve inherited.

This adventure began with a friend’s sugges-
tion that I photograph the Día de los Muertos
celebration in Brewster County’s Terlingua
Ghost Town — a community that, according to
The Texas Almanac, had only an estimated 61
residents last year. At the invitation, I remem-
bered hearing that for years, Day of the Dead
has been a celebration in this blip of a town in
West Texas.

Terlingua and its environs have a rich histo-
ry, but not one I’d have tied to this pre-
Columbian tradition. Quicksilver, or mercury,
actually put Terlingua on the map. According
to the Texas State Historical Association, the
element was discovered in the area in the mid-
1880s and its mining peaked during World War
I. By the end of World War II, the Chisos
Mining Company had gone bankrupt and its
successor had stopped operations, leaving
Terlingua a ghost town. Tourism and a chili
cook-off helped revive it in the 1960s, and today
chili heads trek in from all over the country —
and beyond — to try their luck in the two con-
tests that take place in the fall.

Steve Wick, a paleontology technician at Big
Bend National Park, once shared with me
another bit of history about this part of Texas.
Terlingua sits on a swath of desert that 75 mil-

lion years ago was the bed of the Western
Interior Seaway. This Cretaceous Period ocean
split North America down the middle and today
the desert still offers up reminders of its past: fos-

silized shark teeth and
fossilized bones of
hadrosaurs, mosasaurs,
and sauropods. In the
hills, metates have
been ground into the
rock, evidence of the
human population that
came much later. 

Back to the Day of
the Dead. 

Though I was born
in the United States,
my parents are from
Mexico, a country
where Día de los
Muertos dates back to
the Aztecs. Before the
arrival of the Spanish,
once a year, the Aztecs
celebrated not only
their dead, but also the
deity Mictecacihuatl.
Known as Lady of the
Dead or Queen of 
the Underworld, she
watched over the bones
of the dead. After the

Spanish conquest Catholic beliefs became inter-
twined with these ancient ones giving rise to Día
de los Muertos, which is celebrated Nov. 1 and
2, the Catholic observance of All Saints Day and
All Souls Day.

When my friend invited me to Terlingua, I
was just beginning to explore this piece of my
heritage. In Mexico and other parts of Latin
America, The Day of the Dead is celebrated big
with painted faces, sugar skull candies,
marigolds, and La Catrina, the skeleton woman
in the big hat who reminds us that not even the
wealthy can avoid death. Some of my friends
commemorate the day with home altars offer-
ing their deceased loved ones favorite foods and
mementos.

My family, on the other hand, has always
been rooted in the more solemn observance of
the holiday. We would attend Mass and recall
our loved ones with flowers on their graves. We
prayed novenas for the repose of their souls. Not
for us the rituals that hearkened back to our
Aztec forebears. Somewhere along the way, we
must have submitted ourselves wholly to the
rigid dogma of our conquerors. Or, did we? 

Perhaps I still carry some vestige of my ances-
tors’ past when I decide to come to Terlingua.
Perhaps I intuit that this holiday will soon have
deeper significance for me. Though I don’t
know it yet, my mother, who has suffered from
Alzheimer’s for years, is preparing to make her
exit. I can’t know that five months later, on a

BIGGEST
SELECTION
West of the Pecos

Open 10am to 9pm 
Mon  - Sat

605 E Holland Ave • Alpine
432.837.7476
www.twinpeaksliquors.com

Taste and See
Bakery
Thursdays  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

continued from page 4
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warm spring night, I’ll be at her side
when she dies.

Whatever the case, when my friend
first asked me to attend this celebration,
something told me to open my heart

and listen. And I’m glad I did. Because
here under the Milky Way, on a land
layered with the bones of prehistoric
animals and modern humans alike, I
recall the family members who’ve gone

on: my grandfather, in his straw hat;
my grandmother, with her black
braids; my sister who was born and
died on the same day and all the rest of
them. 

And here, I am finding a way for-
ward — a path I can return to after my
mother’s death. 

I discover that yes, I believe.
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Will return next issue - January 2015!
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MURDER AND MAyHEM IN THE BLOODy BEND

TRANS
PECOS
TRIVIA

by Charles Angell

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

1) In Big Bend National Park the road to Rio Grande Village cuts a tunnel through a lime-
stone bluff, known as Deadman's Curve. What early pioneer was shot and killed near
here in 1908?

a) Chico Cano                             c) Max Ernst
b) Francisco Solis                       d) L.R. Landrum

2) In the year 1916 in Alpine, TX, Crystal Spanell and Col. M.C. Butler were shot and
killed in an automobile allegedly by Harry Spanell, which became one of the most 
infamous murder trials in West Texas history. Where was Harry employed at the time?

a) Holland Hotel                  c) Sul Ross University
b) West Texas Bank           d) O2 Ranch

3) On the Old Ore Road in BBNP lies the body and grave of Jose de Leon, murdered at
La Noria by Joe Loftin. What year did this murder occur?

a) 1846                                       c) 1918
b) 1882                                       d) 1933

4) Considered the last raid by Mexican bandits in the region, the Nevill ranch was plun-
dered and 2 people were killed in the year 1918. Rumors circulated that the raid was in
retaliation for what previous event?

a) the Chamizal agreement           c) Cinco de Mayo
b) Porvenir Massacre                     d) Scopes trial

5) Apache chief Alsate roamed the Trans-Pecos region in the mid-1800s and was known to
have raided many ranches and settlers. His father, Miguel Muzquiz, was of Mexican
descent but raised by Apaches and shared what curious characteristic with Alsate?

a) green eyes                              c) pronounced speech stutter  
b) an extra toe                            d) tertiary nipples

large selection of quality garden pottery

perennials, succulents and more

unique gifts

brown dog gardens
mon, thurs - sat 9 - 6  sun 10 - 2 
closed tues-wed
206 w. murphy st., alpine  432.837.0914

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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visitalpinetx.com

DESERT NIGHTS, WARM WELCOME.

After exploring the Big Bend’s sunny, rugged country, 

ALPINE offers a taste of art, music, history, and a laid-back,

friendly nightlife. Enjoy the evening with a fine meal and 

the best variety of hotels and guest rentals in the region.

Apr 10-12: Viva Big Bend Food Festival   Apr 18-20: Alpine Agate Festival   May 2-4: Cinco de Mayo

For information, give us a call at 1-888-810-3804, or

Cool evenings, friendly people and great hotels make ALPINE the perfect end to a day in 
the Big Bend region. Follow us at facebook.com/visitalpinetx for the latest event info:
Nov 21-22  ARTWALK: Free 2-Day Art & Music Festival    Feb 27-28  Texas Cowboy Poetry Gathering
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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
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KING JEWELERS
Alan King has been in the business since 1979,
and is selling fine jewelery in the heart of Big
Bend. Gold, silver, pearls, diamonds, and semi
precious stones are our specialty. Come in for
custom-designed jewelery or repairs. 

Open 10-5 Tues. - Fri. • 10-2 Sat.

607 E. Ave E • Alpine
432.837.7205

kingjewelers@bigbend.net



Maya Made
mayamadeapothecary@gmail.com

mayamade soap 
+ apothecary 
for home + family

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 semi-
precious gems from
around the world.
We buy old collec-
tions of agates and
minerals. Open Mon.-
Sat., 10-6, Sun., 12-5 or
by appointment. 

432.729.4526

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
experienced real estate
and auction services.

432.940.9425

sandersontxrealestate.com

‘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
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SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND

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

La Loma del Chivo

401 S 6th St • Marathon 512-410-8370

A unique, affordable
hostel experience in
the Big Bend. First
night

free for Southern Tier
cyclists!

PO BOX 1079, ALPINE, 79831
THEMAXWELLCOMPANY.COM • 432.294.2221

Specializing in Quality 
Custom Construction
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Resuming March 2015. Contact: jimglen2@sbcglobal.net
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Christina’s World
Folk Art • Jewelry from Around the World • Local Artisans

Fossils • Large Day of the Dead Collection

“Beauty is Critical”
The Boardwalk, Lajitas

Open daily 9:30 am to 5:30 pm

RANDALL CUSTOM HOMES
The Art and Craft of 
Custom Homebuilding
30 years of professional experience

Alpine, TX  •  432.386.5199

randallbuilders@yahoo.com • www.facebook.com/Randall builders 



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


