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surf the local web! 
recommend this site
to yr friends
this is yr thoughts, 
yr comments, yr voice
westtexasweekly.com
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Come to the Granada Theatre,
the Big Bend's Premier Event Center 

now featuring...

The Saddle Club 

Monday through Saturday, 4 p.m. to Midnight

Check our website for coming events!
www.alpinegranada.com • info@alpinegranada.com

205 E. Holland Avenue, Alpine  • 432.837.9960  

Veranda Historic Inn, Fort Davis
TheVeranda.com • 888-383-2847 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

great food • live music •full bar

Hwy 90 & Avenue D • 432.386.4100 • Open 5:00 PM, Wed - Sun

CORNER STOREST
H
E

230 E. SAN ANTONIO (HWY 90) MARFA  •  432.729.1850

Indulge in a night on the town with our small plates
and tapas, or dance the night away to live music.
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History • Archaeology • Culture
November 12 –13, 2010

Sul Ross State University
A Member of the Texas State University System

Information and Registration:
www.sulross.edu/cbbs      432-837-8179

Center for Big Bend Studies 
17th Annual Conference

DAVID LOREN BASS

Paintings of Texas and New Mexico

www.davidlorenbass.com • davidlorenbass@gmail.com

Greasewood Gallery
Hotel Paisano
Marfa, TX
432.729.4134

Bass Fine Art
11 Reno Road
Santa Fe, NM
505.466.2557

Chihuahuan Desert View, 2007-2010, OIl on Canvas, 30 x 30 inches

HOLYCOW!
Giclees on Canvas by Teresa Elliott
State of the art reproductions fron the artist’s latest collecton

“People’s Choice Award”
Coors Western Invitational Art Show • 2009 • 2010

“Best of Show Award”
Trappings Invitational Art Show • Museum of the Big Bend • 2009

“Best of Show Award”
Night Of Artists Invitational Art Show• Briscoe Western Museum • 2010

“Artist’s Choice Award”
Cowgirl Up! Invitational Art Show• Desert Caballeros Western Museum • 2008

www.teresa-elliott.com

Gallery On The Square
106 W. Sul Ross Ave • Alpine, Texas

432.837.7203

Kiowa Gallery
105 East Holland Avenue ª Alpine, Texas

432.837. 3067

BA
BY

BU
LL
•
24
x
18
•
G
al
le
ry
O
n
Th
e
Sq
ua
re

CORNER STORES



Cenizo

Fourth Quarter 20104

O
n a corner in south Alpine a
cottage garden is being creat-
ed that proves it can be done

and done very well in West Texas. The
owner loves plants, and that is evident in
the diversity in his garden. Part of  the
gardening adventure for him is
“expanding his knowledge of  plant
material.” He loves gardening which is
evident in the selection of  plants that
he’s chosen to create his work-in-
progress. An architect by profession and
an accomplished painter, he has created
gardens in each of  the many places he
has lived around Texas over the years.
These loves and talents are evident in
the rejuvenation of  the old adobe home
on the property, the beautiful furnishings
and the way the home and garden com-
plement each other. 

As with most gardens, the design and
choice of  plants is very individual and
reflects the tastes and interests of  the
gardener. There is a vision for the big
picture and an organized layout. The
overall structure is provided by a num-
ber of  large trees, some of  which, like
the peach tree that anchors the north-
west corner of  the house and the aspen
on the northeast corner, are holdovers
from the previous owner. On advice
from a local landscape architect,
Mexican elders, Lacy oaks, red oaks and
a Texas mountain laurel were chosen to
punctuate the space between the house
and the rather spacious yard. 
The property is bounded on the south
and east by tall Afghan pines, on the
west by a high adobe wall and on the
north by a wooden fence. This arrange-
ment contributes to the success of  the
garden by providing a buffer from the
relentless wind and ruthless sun that can
dry up a West Texas garden in no time.

The organization is realized through
a series of  rectangular beds that frame
the house on three sides with a broad
walkway between the beds next to the
west-facing covered porch and several
additional rectangular raised beds to the
west and southwest of  the house that
form a low terrace. On the north side,
the path to the front door is a rather
more cozy-looking flagstone. Within this
rather formal basic structure, the plants,
especially in the beds up next to the
house, are soft, colorful and overflowing.
Some plants, like the native Blackfoot
daisies originally planted in the raised
beds, have been allowed to “travel” out-
side the confines of  the beds. In other
places, natives like globe mallow have
showed up on their own and been
allowed to stay.

There is a relaxed yet dynamic,
almost wild, quality to the garden that

indicates the kind of  gardener who sim-
ply loves to garden. This gardener
enjoys trying out new plants or moving
existing plants to new places in the gar-
den.  He orders many of  these plants
and gets some suggestions from a local
nursery whose owner is a kindred spirit
in the quest for and subsequent appreci-
ation of  new plants.

In order to “create a garden that stays
pretty as long as possible,” the beds on
the west side of  the house are crammed
with a wonderful combination of
species, both native and non-native.
Various types of  roses with successive
bloom times twine in and out and
around. Tall light blue hyssop, Mexican
bush sage, blue knight buddleia and
feathery Russian sage contrast beautiful-
ly with large, dark green rosemary in the
background. These greens and blues
provide a backdrop for lively red pinks
and yellows of  various species of  penste-
mon, golden yarrow, agastache, dami-
anita and low growing perennials like

Atlas daisy and cultivars of  oregano and
thyme. Many of  these plants also have
lovely fragrances, which waft across the
porch. He’s done an excellent job of
stacking the plants from tall to short so
that the plants can be seen and in gener-
al don’t shade each other out.

Along the flagstone path on the north
side more colorful perennials lead up to
the front door. Under the peach tree
there is Mexican feather grass with red
flowered Darcy sage, fall flowering
sedum and a striking pink flowered pen-
stemon. On the side next to the wooden
fence are more Russian sage, valerian
and an incredible hybrid gaillardia
called “oranges and lemons.” Under the
pre-existing aspen the old fashioned
non-native perennial bouncing bet is
planted. 

On the southwest corner of  the
porch, native shrubs such as Apache
plume, scarlett bouvardia and Texas kid-
neywood provide diversity of  color and
texture. In general, “non-aggressive”

plants have been chosen, in the sense
that most are without nasty thorns.
However, there are also sun-loving suc-
culents out away from the house that
make wonderful specimen plants: vari-
ous agaves, sotols and cacti. In general,
plants with similar watering require-
ments are together, which is a smart idea
in any garden.

The cottage garden feel is reinforced
by the use of  a few quirky non-plant ele-
ments that add rustic touches. Round
sections of  old tree trunks are strategical-
ly placed here and there. Pots of  stag-
gered heights and contrasting colors are
paired with agave and prickly pear that
echo the color contrast. An upended old
iron pipe is planted with bunches of  can-
delillia. Twisted, gnarled branches from
the existing tree of  heaven make an
attractive trellis from which hung strings
of  white lights. It’s pretty cool looking –

FOR THE LOVE OF 

GARDENING

Photo by Mike Schroeder

Low plants travel over the edge of the raised bed. The riot of color and texture in the bed contrasts with the calm gravel pathway.

continued on page 26

By Patty Manning
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Terlingua International Chili Championship
Supports Brewster County Organizations & Big Bend High School

Plan Now to Attend the Most Unique Event in the USA.
More Fun Than a Rodeo, Better Than a Goat Ropin’.

Thursday, Nov.4th
$75 entry fee one or all
meats, Includes up to 2
admission armbands per
team.
$5500 Total Purse, Top 10
each category wins $$.
Chicken, pork spare ribs,
brisket. Open to everyone;
bring your rig. Sanctioned by
Lone Star Barbecue Society
but membership not
required. 

Friday, Nov.5th
Bean, Buffalo Wings, Salsa
competitions open to every-
one, enter one or all.
Benefits CASI Scholarship
Program. Modest entry fees,
wings supplied for wing com-
petition. Cash prizes to top
winners in each category.
Judges needed.

Saturday, Nov.6th
TICC Chili Cookoff, qualified
cooks only. Spectators wel-
come to walk the area and
check out the colorful cook-
ing booths. Turn in 12:00
noon. Judges needed.
12:30-2:30 zany, crazy show
teams compete.  Always a
crowd favorite event.
Approx. 5:00 PM announce-
ment of winners.

$30 gate fee for all 3 days • Active military 1/2 price
Plenty of dry camping area • Experience Krazy Flats

3 nights live entertainment/dance by Craig Carter 8-12PM 
Beer / ice available - reasonably priced

TICC is held at Rancho CASI de los Chisos, approximately 8 miles west of Study Butte or 7 miles
east of Lajitas. For more TICC and CASI information, check www.chili.org or for Krazy Flats, check

www.krazyflats.com. For BBQ rules and sample turn-in photo, see www.lonestarbarbecue.com

Not a cook? come be a judge!
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Editor ’s  Notes

H
ere we go with
the Big Bend’s
most beautiful

time – fall after the rains.
The hills and mountains
have been green all sum-
mer thanks to a long rainy
season, creeks are running,
and nature is taking time to
show off  before winter sets
in. And you can wear a

sweater again!
Enjoy this issue of  Cenizo as you’re enjoying the

cooler temperatures and the shortening of  the
days.

Not all of  the Far West Texas landscape is stark
and monochromatic – take a look at an Alpine
garden that’s a perfect English cottage garden –
and it’s all done with native plants. Native plant
guru Patty Manning shows us how.

A new slant on rock art from the folks at
SHUMLA in Comstock may have you looking at
ancient cave art in a new way. Del Rio writer Bill
Sontag enlarges on this study of  pictographs in
the Lower Pecos.

Imperial may be the “smoked turkey capital of
Texas,” but a whole new kind of  turkey farming
is happening in Alpine. Sandra Harper tells us
about raising heritage turkeys – birds that please
the eye as well as the palate.

Day of  the Dead means the annual clean-up
and reunion at the Terlingua Cemetery. Have you
ever wondered about that plot of  rocky soil? Read
Danielle Gallo’s story on who’s buried in the
Terlingua Cemetery and wonder no more.

Poems that bring the Big Bend to life by three
area poets will stir you.

And if  you’re one of  the folks who think “we
wuz robbed” when Presidio County split and
moved the county seat to Marfa, read all the gos-
sipy details in Bob Miles’ story.

Photojournalists often seem to take pictures of

just the facts, but there’s an artistic side, too, as
Barbara Richerson shows us in the photo essay.

Thinking of  a road trip? Travel with brothers
Bill and John Stough as they discover that you can
go home again – sort of.

Jim Glendinning introduces us to three area
musicians who are not only important parts of
the varied Big Bend musical scene but who make
big contributions to their communities.

Some details on the rainy season and its impor-
tance in the Trans-Pecos. Cathy Hoyt takes us
underground and into the mountains to reveal
what goes on when the rains come.

Life along the Rio Grande has always been
edgy. And at the Johnson Ranch in the 1930s the
landing strip brought the famous, the infamous
and many who would be World War II military
heroes. Historian Glenn Willeford gives the
details.

Pull up a chair and tell a tale with Folkways’
Marie French. This one’s about how the Rio
Grande came to be. If  you don’t like it, you can
make up your own!

And finally see what all you know about Big
Bend Bugs with Charlie Angell’s Trivia quiz.

As always, our thanks to our advertisers who
know that advertising is half  of  what they do.
Their financial support  of  Cenizo is an investment
in our community. Telling our unique story in -
creases tourism, supports writers and artists, re -
minds us of  our place in history and preserves
that history for the future.

Hope your Trans-Pecos autumn and the holi-
days are beautiful. See you in the New Year!
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Charles Angell lives near Ruidosa. He works to
know as much Texas trivia as possible. 
e-mail:charles@angellexpeditions.com

Regina Boling resides in Alpine raising chickens
and other game birds as a hobby. She often sells
eggs at the Alpine Farmers Market. 
e-mail: regina.groom@sbcglobal.net 

Gary Cardwell, a retired state trooper, lives in
Fort Stockton with his wife, Vanessa. He writes
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and educated at Oxford University. Widely trav-
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e-mail: rmilessr@yahoo.com
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poetry writing with Peter Everwine. An artist,
teacher, poet and paleontologist, he lives with his
family in Abilene. e-mail: LMillar@responsiveed.com 

Gary Nored, retired writer, teacher and ama-
teur naturalist, is a resident volunteer at Big Bend
Ranch State Park and lives in West Texas to chase
plants and take pictures. 
e-mail: gvnored@yahoo.com

Kerza A. Prewitt, a computer illustrator and
Web designer, has volunteered graphic and Web
services to SHUMLA since retirement from UT-
Austin. e-mail: KPrewittGraphics@gmail.com. 

Barbara Richerson was student publications
advisor and photojournalist at Sul Ross State
University for 26 years. Her work has been in
numerous Texas publications. 
e-mail: b_richerson@sbcglobal.net

Mike Schroeder is an architect who has loved
plants and gardening since childhood. He enjoys
the whole palette of  plants in the Big Bend. 
e-mail: mike@insite-architects.com 

Bill Sontag retired to Del Rio following his
National Park Service career and has written fea-
tures for two Del Rio-based news organizations.
e-mail: billsontag@stx.rr.com

Bill Stough graduated from Sul Ross in 1967.
Now retired, he continues to return to the Big
Bend and the Davis Mountains at every opportu-
nity. e-mail: wpsbill@yahoo.com

John Stough has earned degrees from several
universities. He is retired, enjoys camping and has
hiked the Appalachian Trail from bottom to top.
e-mail: john_stough@yahoo.com

Alice Stevens is a long time Big Bend resident –
a photographer, location scout and owner of  a
local plant nursery. e-mail: scout@2manyhats.com

Glenn Willeford is a historian and novelist who
divides his time between Alpine and Chihuahua
City, Mexico. e-mail: glennwilleford@yahoo.com

Clarence Wolfshohl has published in many
small press journals, recently Houston Literary
Review. His latest poetry chapbook is Season of
Mangos (Adastra Press, 2009). 
e-mail: wolfshohl@hotmail.com

Cover: “Watching the Heavens” by Gary
Nored. The sun sets and the moon rises at the
McDonald Observatory’s Harlan J. Smith
Telescope.

Occasional art: Chris Ruggia: Brewster
County roping dummies.

Copy editing: Andrew Stuart.

PAINTINGS OF THE BIG BEND

AND WIRE SCULPTURES OF 

DESERT CREATURES
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BAXTER STUDIO

IN MARATHON

call first, OK? 432. 386. 4041

www.baxtergallery.com

S
T
A
R
G
A
Z
I
N
G

BOOkS & ROCkS Y BAUBLES & BEAdS

OCOTIllO ENTERpRISES

205 N. 5th St, Alpine Y 432-837-5353 Y Open Wed-Sat 1-6pm

New Beads and Findings in stock.
Petrified Bookends 30% off. 

New Fish Fossils from Wyoming. 
“Sonoran Sunrise” Cabochons 

for wire-wrapping. 
We now carry Polymer Clay. 

A diversity of new book titles.
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A
rtistic traditions span-
ning 1,250 years – all
emblazoned on can -

yon walls of  the Rio Grande,
Devils and Pecos rivers – give
mute voice to Middle and Late
Archaic peoples and the silent
spirits they worshipped. Equally
clear is the reverence held by
these prehistoric Trans-Pecos
denizens for the flora and fauna
of  which they were a part in the
Lower Pecos canyonlands.

Scattered westerly from the
confluence of  the three rivers
are thousands of  colorful fig-
ures clustered throughout the
region. Several may be seen by
those willing and able to make
the effort. Not surprisingly,
new comers are cautioned,
“You’ve really got to want to
get there to get there.” To some
sites, journeys are demanding,
while at others just seeing the
art can raise one’s pulse more
than the hike back to a parked
car or tour bus.

In 250 known Lower Pecos
panel sites of  pictograph
images (painted, rather than
pecked or incised, as is the case
with petroglyphs), the ancients
made significant sacrifices to
record … Well, what?  “We’ll
probably never know what
these images meant to those
who painted them,” goes the
shelf  worn mantra of  some
archeologists and rock art afi-
cionados of  the Lower Pecos
cultural region. But that – some
say – is changing.

Dr. Carolyn Boyd, founder
and executive director of
SHUMLA, a renowned center
for education and research of
ancient Lower Pecos lifeways,
believes rock art in this region is
supremely functional, not a
matter of  simple aesthetic re -
flection. In Rock Art of  the Lower
Pecos, the 2003 published ver-
sion of  her 1998 doctoral dis-
sertation from Texas A&M
University, Boyd ex plores the
intensely spiritual purposes of
the 4,000-year-old visions com-
mitted to limestone.

“Images are considered
sources of  power; they are
potent and important. An art
object is valued in terms of
what it can do, socially and
spiritually, rather than what it
looks like. The art works – it
performs,” Boyd declares. She
believes early archeologists
failed to integrate understand-
ing of  the rock art’s significance
with their disproportionate
emphasis on material culture –

woven sandals, atlatls, copro-
lites (feces), earth ovens and
lithic tools (knives, scrapers,
spear and dart points). This
oversight, Boyd explains, was
largely attributable to “Western
conceptions of  art as superflu-
ous, decorative and non-utili-
tarian.”  

Surely “Western concep-
tions” had little to do with de -
signs of  the Great Sphinx and
the Second Pyramid of  Giza,

built under the rule of  Khafre,
fourth pharaoh of  Egypt, circa
4568-4542 BP (before present).
So, only a paltry few centuries
before Archaic nomads here
began recording visions of  spir-
itual transformation, gargantu-
an stone sculptures and tombs
of  the Near Eastern deserts
grandly exhibited functional
relationships between art and
utility.

Cast-metal cooking pots

unearthed from the Bronze
Age of  China are not judged
by contemporary standards of
“beauty,” but they do represent
a level of  technology and sym-
metry when contrasted with art
of  other civilizations. And the
National Gallery of  Art’s Golden
Age of  Chinese Archeology, edited
by Xiaoneng Yang, explains
that archeologists assign a
graceful, 4,000-year-old, 9-inch
painted pottery jar to the
Lower Xiajiadan culture, craft-
ed during the earliest stages of
Lower Pecos rock art. Both ves-
sels are contemporaneous, on
opposite sides of  the world,
with early Lower Pecos-style
rock art.

Though several styles and
periods of  art are seen in the
Lower Pecos, Boyd has focused
her energies on the polychro-
matic (multicolored) panels
painted between 4,200 and
2,950 BP across this sprawling
region, roughly the size of
Connecticut. She is most con-
cerned about erosive influences
that threaten the paintings:
events such as flood damage in
narrow canyons, insect infesta-
tions, scouring effects of  wind-
borne dust and sand and traffic
by livestock seeking cool sum-
mer shade and shelter from
winter’s “blue northers.”

Brainless, unreasoned van-
dalism has taken a toll in some
sites, too, though most accessi-
ble rock shelters are under the
watchful, educated eyes of
interpretive guides doubling as
resource stewards. Still, neo-
phytes to the rock-art experi-
ence – and a few who return
after long absences – lament
the art’s eroded condition. To
which, some docents and
guides quip, “If  you think this is
bad, ask your local Sherwin-
Williams dealer for house paint
guaranteed to last 4,000 years!”

Using chemical analyses
and accelerator spectrometry
radiocarbon dating, archeolo-
gists have determined the age
and composition of  the

Reverential Art in a Land of Spirits and Panthers
by Bill Sontag

Map by Kerza Prewitt

“America ’s  subl ime ant iquity  
has the lure of  a  myster y 

greater than the ru ined c i t ies  
of  the old world .”

– Denver & Rio Grande Western Railroad booklet, c. 1900
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Archaic-period paint. Mineral
pigments such as red and yel-
low ochre were blended with
animal fat (such as deer bone
marrow), then emulsified to
applicable texture with the
soapy root residue of  yucca
and sotol. Studies of  the calo-
rie-meager diets of  Archaic
peoples further demonstrate
the value natives placed on the
spiritual importance of  the
painted images. They literally
moved nutrition – in the form
of  fat – from the “family table”
to “paint pots” of  the shamans.

Archeologists often quibble
over imponderables in their
discipline, but one consensus is
solid.  The first step to the stew-
ardship of  antiquities lies in
two words:  baseline data. In
essence, what’s the best infor-
mation obtainable about the
current condition of  the Lower
Pecos rock art? In 2009,
SHUMLA researchers initiat-
ed high-density laser scans of
rock art to secure computer
models with accuracy meas-
ured in tenths of  a millimeter,
showing every nook, cranny,
crevice and placement of  paint
in a rock shelter.  Draped with
current high-resolution photos,
the record is complete and use-
ful for comparisons with future
digital images and historical

prints and slides from the site’s
photographic heritage.

Photo comparisons have al -
ready revealed a crisis of  infes-
tations of  mud dauber nests at
Panther Cave. The nests are
believed to rip ancient paint
from the walls each time aban-
doned clay tubes fall. Before
construction of  Amistad Dam
– even before humans first
applied paint to the rock shelter
walls, four millennia ago – this
lithic perch was a mere over-
look into the 104-foot abyss of
the Rio Grande. But with inun-
dation by Amistad Reservoir to
a conservation pool level of
1,117 AMSL (above mean sea
level), only 27 feet below
Panther Cave, the now-famous
rock shelter became riparian
habitat, adjacent to and inter-
active with the swollen river’s
moisture and biota.

SHUMLA’s research efforts
are magnified by generous
photographers – amateur or
professional – or inheritors of
photographic collections. Con -
tri butions are scanned onto the
organization’s server at
Comstock, and originals are
safely returned to owners. 

The premise of  many mod-
ern archeologists – students as
well as fledglings and veterans
– is Boyd’s affirmation of  a
growing conviction: “Prehis -
toric art is not beyond explana-
tion. Images from the past con-
tain a vast corpus of  data –
accessible through proven, sci-
entific methods – that can
enrich our understanding of
human lifeways in prehistory
and, at the same time, expand
our appreciation for the work
of  art in the present and the
future.”

Photo by Bill Sontag

The Panther is one of the iconic images appearing in many Lower
Pecos rock shelters. This image is 13 feet long from tail tip around

the body axis to the nose.

ayn Foundation
(das maximum)

Brite Building 107-109 n highland, marfa

open weekends noon to 5 p.m. 

Please call 432.729.3315 for more information.
open by appointment. 

andy warhol
“The Last Supper”

maria zerres
“September Eleven”

Jett’s Grill
at the historic Hotel Paisano 

serving dinner 5 to 9 p.m. 
seven days a week

207 N Highland Ave • Marfa

432.729.3838

RE-READS BOOKSTORE
A project supporting the daily operation 
of the Alpine Public Library

Gently used books
at gentle prices.

Ave. E at 7th St., Alpine, Texas
Open 6 days a week
Mon-Tues 10-4 / Wed-Sat 10-5

SHUMLA: www.shumla.org

Rock Art Information:
www.nps.gov/amis
www.tpwd.state.tx.us/spdest/
findadest/parks/seminole_canyon  

San Antonio’s Rock Art
Foundation: www.rockart.org. 

If  you have Lower Pecos rock art
photographs at least ten years old,
become part of  the Panther Cave
Photo Legacy Project. Contact the
author: 830.768.1493.

220 East Oak



W
hile “long lived, naturally
mating and slow growing”
would partially define the

human animal, it’s also a description of
the heritage turkey. Add to these criteria
“raised outside in a historic range sys-
tem,” and you have a description of  the
heritage turkey breeds recognized today
by the American Poultry Association.
Like other native American foods – the
tomato, the potato, the squash and the
pepper – the turkey traveled around the
world for about 90 years before being
carried back to North America in 1607
in the holds of  ships by European
colonists to the settlement at Jamestown.

Fast forward to 2010 in the Big Bend

of  Texas. Since late spring, 19 heritage
turkeys have been living happily in the
pens and fields of  Regina Boling’s small
farm on the southeast edge of  Alpine.
Regina, a vivacious, fair-headed woman
who seems to never stop working – a
prerequisite for a farmer – started rais-
ing chickens a few years ago and has
eggs galore that she sells at the Alpine
Farmers’ Market. 

In May she received a different kind
of  poultry from the supplier of  her
chicks – several mailing boxes of  two-
day-old heritage turkeys. She had
ordered Naragansetts, bourbon reds,
chocolates and blue slates – all turkey
breeds that were on the critical, threat-

ened or watch lists of  the American
Livestock Breeds Conservancy. 

This once popular domesticated
farm animal was driven to near extinc-
tion by the rise of  the broad breasted
white, which from the 1940s to 70s was
the most highly-engineered industrial
breed in the world. Bred to be fat and
large-breasted, their tiny legs were so
shortened by the commercial breeding
program it was impossible for them to
mate or even stand. Only white birds
were selectively chosen to assure that no
shopper would find a carcass dotted
with off-putting dark pinfeathers. The
shrinking gene pool produced brain-
damaged and diseased turkeys in need
of  antibiotics. Mercifully, at the age of
12 weeks they would be slaughtered.
The white miracle-of-science bird spent
its short, miserable life crammed into a
shed with thousands of  others just like it.

One of  the outcomes of  agribusiness
is the destruction of  diversity. Successful
at eliminating the competition, generat-
ing enormous profits and, they would
argue, feeding more people, industrial
food producers have destroyed many,
perhaps even most, of  the plants and
animals native to the planet.

Beginning in the 1950s, George
Nicholas’ broad-breasted white scientific
creation began to take over the turkey
market and insert itself  at the center of
every Thanksgiving and Christmas meal
and deli counter across the country. 

Today the turkey industry has consol-
idated into three corporations that con-
trol the breeding stock: Hybrid Turkeys
of  Ontario, Canada; British United
Turkeys of  America in Lewisburg, W.
Va.; and Nicholas Turkey Breeding
Farms in Sonoma, Calif.

Even the agro-deformed broad-
breasted white shared a common ances-
tor with the heritage breeds: the wild
turkey, Meleagris gallopavo, native to North
and South America .

Two thousand years ago early
Mesoamericans and the Hopi domesti-
cated the wild turkey, a 10-million-year-
old bird whose poults fattened on insects
and chased lizards. Growing turkeys in
the Rio Grande region ate acorns, prick-
ly pear, persimmons, berries of  the agar-
ito and the hackberry and mesquite
beans. This West Texas forage diet
made for a delicious wild-tasting bird.

THE NATURAL LIFE 
OF A HERITAGE TURKEY

Since 1977 the American Livestock
Breeds Conservancy (ALBC)  has been
the pioneer in the United States working

to conserve historic breeds and genetic
diversity in farm animals. “Keep them
on the foot and on the hoof,” declared
Marjorie Bender, who leads the ALBC’s
heritage turkey conservation efforts.

The heritage turkey census in 1997
counted only 1,500 birds. By 2006 that
number had grown to over 10,000, a
rise that had been brought about by the
conservation efforts of  ALBC, Slow
Food and farmers who raised the birds
for market. “To eat them is to save
them,” Bender and her allies taught us.

“Staying connected to the past gives
us opportunities for the future,” Bender
said enthusiastically on Kate Man -
chester’s radio show, “Edible Com -
munities.” As Americans have grown
more interested in where their food
comes from and how it is produced, far -
mers have brought the heritage turkeys
back into food production and saved
them from extinction. Raising the birds
locally has linked them intimately to the
community and to the environment.

In West Texas, the heritage turkey
farmers are few and far between. The
farmers who would be inclined to raise
the birds already raise chickens. Because
of  blackhead, a protozoal disease some-
times contracted by chickens, agricultur-
al extension agents have advised against
allowing the fowl breeds to mingle.
Keeping the two separate translates into
more work for the farmer.

But the prospect of  extra work and
the fear of  blackhead did not deter our
local turkey farmer. Regina has settled
on a flat dusty piece of  land exposed to
the sun. She gardens around her house
where the chickens and turkeys live, and
in her vegetable garden she always grows
more than she needs to feed them. 

When I visited Regina, her turkey poults
were 2 weeks old and living in a space
just off  her kitchen. “They peep the
same as chicks,” she said, “but their
necks are longer, their feet are bigger,
and they have bumps on their heads.”
The fleshy protuberance atop their beak
is called a snood.

The poults were milling around in -
side a cardboard box originally made to
contain a recliner chair. A red heat lamp
kept them warm. Hilde, Regina’s
schnauzer, jumped on to her perch, a
chair next to the box, and hung her
head inside, watching the poults’ move-
ments. Already the poults were used to
the dog. Nearly every one of  them was
focused on Regina’s voice and kept their
eyes trained on her. 

“I can tell they’re more curious than
chickens,” Regina said. She grabbed
one up and spread its wings, which were
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Photo by Regina Boling

A three-month-old Bourbon Red struts his stuff in the mountains of Far West Texas.

HERITAGE TURKEYS
To eat them is to save them

by Sandra Harper
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already quite large and color-
ful. I’ve always noticed the
hands of  people who are good
with animals – strong, confi-
dent – and the gentle way they
handle everything from new-
born lambs to spirited thor-
oughbreds to farmyard poultry. 

“This is the Naragansett
from Rhode Island,” Regina
said.  “It’s the biggest breed I
have. They make good moth-
ers.” Regina preened the poult,
picking a bit of  wood shaving
that had caught in its wings.
She let the dog Hilde lick the
bird.

I picked up an irresistible
beauty whose feathers were a
bluish gray. “That’s the blue
slate,” Regina told me, “a
2,000-year-old breed from
Mexico.” The small bird wrig-
gled and peeped loudly until I
let her beak rest in the cup of
my hand. She went silent and
docile, letting me pet her.

Once the chicks were 5
weeks old Regina moved them
to their outdoor pen, where they
set to dust bathing. “I don't like
to lose animals,” Regina told
me. “I’m not raising chickens
and turkeys to have an animal
slaughter them. I’m going to make
the effort to keep them safe.”

To keep her turkeys safe
Regina has built a large impen-
etrable pen with cattle panels
covered in chicken wire. She
dug a moat around the perime-
ter of  the pen and buried chick-
en wire to discourage predato-
ry diggers. The fowl fortress
was topped with 2-inch heavy-
duty netting that would deter a
mountain lion or a hawk. In -
side the pen stood a very nice
camping trailer, once used to
haul kayaks to Baja where
Regina set up camp on the
beach. Now the trailer had
been re-purposed and chris-
tened the turkeys’ house.
Unlike industry birds these
turkeys can roost, run and fly
and require accommodations
suitable to their lifestyle. 

Regina told me about a day
in July when she was working
outside. “I yelled, ‘whoopee!’
and a gang of  them answered
me with gobbles.” This was
their first gobble.

“I know you’re a tom,”

Regina said to the ones who
were strutting and beginning to
fan their tail feathers. “The
necks of  the toms are redder
than the hens,” Regina pointed
out. “The toms are neck
wrestling but none of  them are
aggressive.” 

Turkeys are different from
chickens, of  course – but how?
Regina noticed immediately
that the turkeys didn’t come
running when she filled their
water troughs or fed them
scraps the way the chickens did. 

Regina appreciated the spe-
cial turkey qualities. “They are
calmer than my chickens.
They're curious and like to be
around people. They’re always
listening to voices.”

It turned out the turkeys
loved Marfa Public Radio.
Whenever Regina played the
station, the turkeys would wan-
der in together and listen along.
The “Nature Notes” show gave
them animal noises to gobble
along with.

I wondered if  it were possi-
ble to have a favorite turkey.
“The chocolates,” Regina said
smiling. “They are more trust-
ing and calm. They always
come up to me to see what I'm
doing. And they follow me
around.”

In November, when the
turkeys are 6 and a half  months
old, Regina will have found
someone to slaughter the birds.
Their natural growing cycle
will have given them time to
grow strong bones and healthy
organs before developing a
good oxygenated muscle mass.
Because they have spent their
days walking and running and
flying, their meat will be succu-
lent, with a chewy texture. The
summer rains that greened the
grounds around Regina’s house
will have provided abundant
forage for the birds. Their var-
ied diet will enhanced the
woodsy flavor of  their meat.
The socializing and exploring
they did every day stimulated
their brains and kept them
happy.

“There's been so much
interest at the farmer’s market
in having a heritage turkey for
Thanksgiving,” said Regina, “I
won't be able to satisfy every-

one. I’ll save some back for
breeding. And I want to taste
one myself !”

TURKEY 
TO THE TABLE

Dan Barber, the chef  and
director of  Stone Barns, a farm
and restaurant in New York
that highlights the resources of
the Hudson Valley, works with
his farmer who raises bourbon
reds. “On our farm we marry
old-world systems with new
world innovation,” Barber ex -
plained on the “Edible Com -
mun ities” radio show.  “It's the
key to a sustainable food system.”

Even though the heritage
birds took longer to raise,
which increased the cost of
labor and food, Barber was
enthusiastic about “the fantas-
tic flavor” of  the naturally
raised birds.

Barber advised against brin-
ing the heritage turkeys. “The
notes of  turkeyness would be
lost in brining, would mask the
subtleties of  the flavor.” He
cooks his heritage birds slowly
at 280 degrees and tests the
meat with a thermometer with-
out touching the bone. He
removes the turkey from the oven
when it reaches 140 to 150 de -
grees and lets it rest before carv-
ing.  “Good ecology makes good
gastronomy,” Barber observed. 

The principled commit-
ment of  celebrated chefs like
Dan Barber and the determi-
nation of  area farmers like
Regina Boling inspire us to join
the local food revolution, to
reject the industrial turkey and
to encourage our local farmers
to raise the heritage breeds.

Bed & Breakfast 
and Ecology 

Resource Center

Flowers 
By Kate

Special occasion
arrangements

432.386.4165
Ave C & N 3rd • Marathon, TX

info@evesgarden.org

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

432.371.2292

Quilts
Etc. 

by Marguerite

BIGGEST
SELEcTION
West of the Pecos

Open 10am to 9pm 
Mon  - Sat

605 E Holland Ave • Alpine

432.837.7476
www.twinpeaksliquors.com

Alpine Community

Credit Union

Credit Union members are not our customers, 

you are the owners of the Credit Union. 

We’re locally owned by our members, 

who must live or work in Alpine.

We know you. We know your needs.

111 N 2nd Street • Alpine

432.837.5156

Music To Your Ears

CDs • DVDs • Vinyl
Games • Special Orders

Tue - Sat 10-6

203 E Holland Ave, Alpine

432.837.1055
ringtailrecords@sbcglobal.net

For references to heritage
turkeys, go to cenizojournal.com
and click on this story.
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DESERT BURIALS ~ 
Laid to Rest in Terlingua Ghost Town 

by Danielle Gallo

I
t’s said that the Indians
believed the Big Bend to
be God’s repository for

all the leftovers of  Creation, a
sort of  cosmic dumping
ground for the terrestrial scraps
and trimmings. This is felt most
poignantly, perhaps, in Ter -
lingua, where bizarrely shaped
mountains tilt crazily over
plains of  yellow, red and blue
clay, all eroded into crenella-
tions like melting spumoni, and
majestic spires and peaks rise
like cathedrals adjacent to for-
mations shaped like lumps of
oatmeal dropped from a height.

Terlingua Ghost Town
appears to have sprung full-
grown from its paternal soil.
The walls of  ruined stone and
adobe houses mimic the bro-
ken silhouettes of  the sur-
rounding mountains, and the
difference between a path
blazed a decade ago and one
disused for a century is dis-
cernible only to a trained eye.

The Terlingua Cemetery
sits on the edge of  a small
canyon or large arroyo, the last
row of  graves seeming in dan-
ger of  being eroded into the
void with the ancient cattle
fence that delineates its bound-
ary. It is situated on a low,
broad flat just between the
Ghost Town and FM 170, a
treeless, unsheltered rectangle
ablaze and nearly shadowless
under full sun. Creosote en -
croaches on the graves like sec-
ondary markers, and the inces-
sant keening of  cicadas issues
in a drone, giving a sense not so
much of  a mourning song as of
the desert declaring that life
goes on as usual, indifferent to
the place or circumstance.

The count of  graves in the
cemetery varies, but general
agreement numbers them at
over 400.  The graves are most-

ly humble mounds of  stone, or
barrows, placed close together
in meandering rows. The
wooden crosses that marked
the heads have succumbed in
many cases to the elements and
have been laid across the
mounds, while others lean to
one side or the other, trying to
keep a grip in the rocky soil.
There are a few tombs encased
in stone, adobe and concrete,
with niches built in to their
heads or sides to hold candles
and mementos, called grutas.
These usually denote a person
of  means. Some of  the graves
are marked only by a gentle
mound in the earth, often with
a creosote bush at the head or
foot, as though the desert is
providing for the neglect of

humans.
Burial in the Big Bend was

accomplished by digging a
grave, burying the person and
then constructing the rock
mound or barrow over the site.
Bodies were not simply covered
by the stones, as the mounds
may suggest. It is likely that the
mounds were used to prevent
animals such as wolves, which
were common in the Big Bend
until the turn of  the century,
from digging up the graves. 

Glenn Willeford, in his book
Cemeteries and Funerary Practices in
the Big Bend of  Texas, 1850 to
Present, shares an interview he
recorded with Manuel Grana -
do, a Terlingua mining town res-
ident. Granado says that the
Chisos Mining Company

would furnish the casket, “fixed
nice…with some kind of  cloth
around it.” Miners would be
pulled off  their duties to dig the
grave: “The graves were deep;
they used bars to dig and then
they had a big round rock they
got from the arroyo or some-
where, and they would put the
dirt in and tamp it with that
rock.”

The cemetery and the small
church up on the hill in the
Ghost Town, Santa Ines, are of
course deeply intertwined. The
church was named after the 12-
year-old martyred Roman
saint, who was burned at the
stake for her faith, because
ground was broken for its con-
struction in 1903 on her feast
day, Jan. 21. Today, the tiny sin-

gle room with its plank floor
and beadboard ceiling faces a
simple wooden altar with an
image of  the Virgin of  Guada -
lupe hanging behind it.  Rough
wooden benches repose against
the back wall, waiting to be
called into use. The building is
adobe on a stone foundation,
with remnants of  adobe plaster
still clinging to the exposed
block walls. Granado tells us
that the casket would be car-
ried by six men from the
church to the cemetery, with
the pallbearers being relieved
at the halfway point due to the
distance between the two.

The earliest recorded inter-
ment in the cemetery came a
mere nine months after ground
was broken for the church:
H.S. Cook, a 34-year-old man,
was laid to rest here on Sept.
11, 1903 – the same year that
the Chisos Mining Company
recorded its first recovery of
mercury. The mine was the
largest of  nine operating at dif-
ferent times in the Big Bend
and was one of  the largest in
the world through World War
I. Its owner, Howard Perry,
employed a doctor to check his
mine workers regularly for
mercury inhalation. Perry paid
the doctor by taking one day’s
pay per month from each and
every one of  his employees.
The presence of  this doctor is
the main reason why the
Terlingua Cemetery boasts a
much more complete record of
burials than many of  the other
“official” cemeteries in the Big
Bend, where attention to
paperwork was somewhat lax
due to distance and the lack of
proper medical care.

There were between 1,500
and 2,500 residents of  the area
during the heyday of  mercury
mining, and the majority of

Photo © 2010 Ara Gureghian 

The Terlingua Cemetery, owned by Bill Ivey, is a repository of Big Bend history past and ongoing.  
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them lived and worked in and
around Terlingua. Far from the
cemetery being filled with min-
ers who died in accidents or
from mercury poisoning, there
are only about 40 recorded
acci dents at the mine, not all of
them fatal. There was only one
case of  mercury inhalation in
the entire area, and it came from
a small, privately owned mine.

One event that did add
many graves, however, was the
influenza pandemic of  1918.
This was a world-wide infec-
tion which killed an estimated
675,000 Americans alone, 20
times the number of  Ameri -
cans killed in the Great War. By
mid-October the epidemic was
in Fort Stockton, but the Alpine
Avalanche reported in its Oct. 31
edition that no cases had been
found as yet in Terlingua.

That had already changed,
though the Avalanche didn’t
know it. Robert L. Arthur, the
Chisos Hotel’s cook and a man
with a reputation for imbibing,
got to feeling under the weath-
er. His illness went unre-
marked, assumed to be the
effects of  drink, until he fell into
a coma several days after hav-
ing been taken ill. He died sev-
eral hours later, on Oct. 30,
1918 – the first Terlingua vic-
tim of  the epidemic.

Arthur’s body was removed
immediately to Alpine in the
hopes that this would prevent a
spread of  the infection, but
within two weeks the entire
community was in the throes of

influenza. Robert Cartledge,
who with his brother Wayne
managed the mining company
for Perry, noted that there had
been few graves in the Ter -
lingua Cemetery prior to the
epidemic, but that, “They sure
filled that damned graveyard
up.” The toll was highest a -
mong the Mexican workers. It
is estimated that over 2.8 per-
cent of  the Hispanic popula-
tion of  the Big Bend died from
the disease, as opposed to less
than 1 percent of  the white
pop ulation. There are reports
of  mass graves for victims of
the in flu enza, but these have
never been found to date in
Terlingua.

Willeford reports in his book
another interview with a Ter -

lingua resident, Maria Bermu -
dez, whose father was a mine
worker. She tells of  the pre-bur-
ial practices in the south Big
Bend: 

“My daddy die about four
or five…in the afternoon.  The
next day you have to bury…
and they put an iron (on his
stomach), so it wouldn’t swell
up, you know…the one they
used to put on the stove, to heat
and do ironing.”

Bermudez also tells of  how
the funeral director in Alpine, a
Mr. Livingston, would never
come down to Terlingua for a
death. She says that Mr. Cart -
ledge or the manager of  the
Chisos Mining Store, Mr. G.E.
Babbs, as well as the mining
company doctor, would come

to see the body.
By 1947, Terlingua was

empty and the mines shut
down, but its repopulation in
the years that followed keeps
the cemetery part of  the living
history of  the region. The Ter -
lingua Cemetery is still used by
residents of  the town and sur-
rounding area, so that new
graves are added and old
graves are maintained. The
town turns out on Nov. 2, the
Day of  the Dead, for the annu-
al ritual of  cleaning, maintain-
ing and decorating the graves
in the traditional manner, with
colorful silk flowers, bright
stones, bottles and candles.
Most of  the new graves are
similar in style to the old ones,
with stone mounds or circles

and handmade markers. The
Ter lingua Cemetery, unlike
most of  the other Big Bend
cemeteries, was never segregat-
ed, so the graves of  Anglos
mingle with those of  Hispanic
mine workers and settlers.  

Unusually for the Big Bend,
the graves face east rather than
west, perhaps so the departed
can, like the living, enjoy the
nightly display of  sunset colors
on the Chisos Basin in the dis-
tance.

HARPER’S
Hardware

tools • plumbing supplies • home & garden

Monday - Saturday 7:30 am to 6 pm

701 O’Reilly Street • Presidio • 432-229-3256

432.729.3800

Riata
Inn

Mountain views 
just outside Marfa

Hwy 90 East • Marfa

Swimming pool
Microwaves/Fridges

Wireless internet

432.729.3800

SpriggS Boot & Saddle

Repair • Tack • Jewelry • Rodeo
Motorcycle Gear • Gifts and more!

We ship anywhere

608 1/2 E Holland Ave. • Alpine
(432) 837-5000
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Poetry
San Vicente, Texas

The road,
but an etching now,
scribes the way still
to that dusty relic
locked against sunburned slopes.

Dirt Devils whispering by
carry their cargo of  grit and scorching wind,
affording bantam relief
from heat impossible to breathe.

Echoes of  hard times,
happy families
and sad exodus
ring the stillness.

Urged by curiosity and imagination,
visions unlikely and distorted...abound.

Amused spirits
stooped and bent
from labors indescribable
and weathered as the crosses standing sentinel
over graves of  citizens forgotten,
follow and touch,
living again...
if  only for a moment.

Heavy with nature’s offing,
trees of  wild persimmons
await a hand...familiar
but lost to the irretrievable past,
to harvest their gift.

Broken glass,
once unclouded,
now waxes opaque and purple,
fashioning jewels
never to be worn.

Wild river and stoic mountains,
blowing winds of  heat and bitter cold,
scarring sands and rain unequalled,
mentors all,
urge this small scar to heal;
to return to the land.

Adobe melting,
iron rusting,
wood in decay,
SanVicente...good journey.

Gary Cardwell  

Terlingua Bones

Ground the color 
of  bone holds 
men and monsters

No one saw the 
Reptile swim 
No one saw it
Settle dead to 
The bottom of   
That shallow sea

Becoming the same
ground I walk on

Terlingua’s heyday 
of  mercurial
Life and death
Played out on 
Boquillas dirt

holding crosses
marking  bones
in this land of
fallen stone

Larry Millar

Booked Up at the Last Picture Show

The Royal is only a sign 
with two standing walls.

An energetic woman tends
planters overflowing with red

blooms on the sidewalk
in front, talks about math

and school administration,
points out McMurtry’s 

bookstore scattered in four
buildings around the square.

We have coffee at the Wildcat,
two stocky farmers joke 

about their golf  games
over Mexican omelets.

Out the plate glass window
Sonny and Duane toss a sack 

of  money like a football as they
play through the intersection,

wiry farmers and roughnecks
ask if  they’d heard of  tackling.

The waitress tells us Sam the Lion’s
Pool hall is next door.  It’s now 

a gift shop.  She says the coach’s
house, where Sonny smiles 

for a moment, is really
over in Olney.  At the corner 

Sonny brushes back Billy’s hair,
and a real estate lady, who says

she is originally from Pennsylvania,
tells us about the theatrical 

performance next weekend.
We browse through four stores

of  books while a beat up Ford
pickup chugs around the square

wondering where the dust has gone.
The last thing we see is the Royal’s sign

shrinking in the distance.

Clarence Wolfshohl
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E
ven today you can
find old-timers in the
Fort Davis area who

are still upset by the 1885 elec-
tion which moved the county
seat of  Presidio County to Mar -
fa. The path to that controver-
sial election was a winding one. 

Presidio County was first
created by the Texas Legis -
lature in 1850. Due to the scar -
c ity of  settlements in the area
and the presence of  hostile In -
dians, the county was not or -
gan ized. A second attempt in
1858 was again unsuccessful. In
1870, a third attempt was made
and some county officials were
named with the county seat at
Fort Stockton, but things just
seemed to fizzle out. 

In 1875, Presidio County
was finally successfully organ-
ized with Fort Davis as county
seat. Presidio County then con-
sisted of  some 12,000 square
miles of  today’s Presidio, Jeff
Davis and Brewster counties
and small portions of  Culberson
and Hudspeth counties. 

If  there had been an elec-
tion naming Fort Davis the
county seat, the records were
lost or destroyed, which led to

problems years later. Fort Davis
would have been the obvious
choice, as it was the only settle-
ments of  any size in the new
county.

A three-room adobe court-
house was constructed on land
donated by Fort Davis mer-
chant Whittaker Keesy in the
northwest corner of  the present
Jeff  Davis County courthouse
square. Prisoners excavated an
18-by-20-by-8-foot cellar be -
neath the sheriff ’s office which

served to hold prisoners
chained to the walls. One or
more iron cells in the upstairs
room held common drunks,
female prisoners and less dan-
gerous guests. 

In 1882, Chinese workers of
the Southern Pacific completed
the railroad line from El Paso to
Marfa. The railroad bypassed
Fort Davis, either because the
founding fathers there did not
want the noise or, more likely,
because of  the difficulty and
expense of  establishing the
route through the mountains. 

As a town began to grow up
around the Marfa water stop,
John Dean, sometimes county
attorney, acquired a section of
land along the tracks. He and
some other merchants and
speculators began working to
change the county seat to
Marfa, still little more than a
water stop and shipping depot
for cattle. Dean maintained
that no election had been held
to make Fort Davis the county
seat and, as no records existed
to the contrary, an election was
necessary.

The election was held on
July 14, 1885. The form of  the

ballots is the basis of  most of
the old-timer’s resentment, yet
that, too, remains controversial.
According to most accounts,
County Judge J. H. Slaughter
specified the ballots would read
“For removal to the town of
Marfa” with a blank provided
for voters to check and “For
remaining at Fort Davis” was to
be written or printed on each
ticket voted. Those wishing to
keep the county seat in Fort
Davis had to write it in. 

Cecilia Thompson supports
this version in her History of
Marfa and Presidio County, Texas,
whereas Lucy Miller Jacobson
and Mildred Bloys Nored in
their Jeff  Davis County, Texas
book say there is no foundation
for this legend. 

There was also discussion at
the time that Dean had bought
votes for the move, among other
improprieties. The vote was 391
for moving to Marfa and 302 for
remaining in Fort Davis. The
county records were soon re -
moved to Marfa, some say in the
middle of  the night. Legal wran-
glings went on for a time, al -
though most were soon settled.

A new courthouse was built
in Marfa in 1885 (on some of
Dean’s land) and, although
Brewster and Jeff  Davis coun-
ties formed as separate counties
in 1887, those counties were
expected to pay a share of  the
courthouse. (Since it had taken
a while for the formation of  the
new counties to be approved by
the legislature, and  they were
part of  Presidio County when
the courthouse was built,
Brewster and Jeff  Davis were
ex pected to help pay for the
building). The resulting law-
suits continued in the courts for
many years, but ultimately the
two counties were required to
pay their share. 

And some are still upset
about it, not altogether in jest.

Photo courtesy Archives of the Big Bend, Bryan Wildenthal Memorial Library, Sul Ross State University, Alpine, Texas.

The three room adobe courthouse in the northwest corner of the present Jeff Davis County courthouse square.

PRESIDIO COUNTY  
By Bob Miles

ReaD US
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Hand-carved Doors
for Homes and Churches

Custom Sizes, Designed to Order
See the Marathon Catholic 
and Methodist Churches 

for Examples

Contact 432.386.4295 
in Marathon

Maisie Lee

BEER gARdEN 
& WINE BAR

Noon to 2am

live music • pool 

412 E Holland Ave
Alpine

432.837.5060

Presidio County

Formed from Bexar County
Created January 3, 1850       

Organized March 13, 1875

So named for the early 
“fortress garrisoned by soldiers”

erected for the protection 
of  the Big Bend missions.

County Seat
Fort Davis, 1875

Marfa, 1885

- Texas Highway Department
1936
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Photo essay

W
orking as a photographer
for Sul Ross State Univer -
sity provided so many

photo ops. My students and I covered
just about everything connected with

the university. We shot sports, theater
productions, university events and
classes and labs and photographed a
number of  well-known people along
the way.  In the 80s and 90s, the job

was accomplished with Nikon manual
cameras and black and white lab work.
Starting in 2003, we used Canon digi-
tal cameras and Adobe Photoshop.
The object was to get the picture that

told the story and sparked an interest
in the viewer. Often we needed to tell
the story with a single picture.

Here are some of  the shots I got
along the way.

Shooting a hot air balloon rally is exhilarating. I like to get there as the sun rises and walk around and around as the crews inflate the balloons and get
them in the air. They are huge and beautiful, fragile but powerful, and there are so many views to catch. One of  my favorites is shooting through the open-
ing, sometimes getting the burst of  flame, sometimes a silhouette of  the crew working. Looking for that one perfect shot drives me on, year by year.

by Barbara Richerson



17Cenizo

Fourth Quarter 2010

In the frenzy of  covering the Triathlon at Sul Ross and catch-
ing the long line of  runners, the exhausted bicyclers and the
splashing of  the swimmers, I almost overlooked the rows of  tro-
phies, awaiting their tired, but happy, owners.

At Sul Ross State University, we have a lot of  sports teams, and we try to
photograph most of  the games. Our goal in shooting is to catch a great action
shot, whatever the sport, and the key is to have the ball in the picture. My stu-
dents and I put a lot of  effort into perfecting our reflexes to catch that ball.
However, as this photo illustrates, there are other views to notice, like the back-
lit hair of  these softball players.
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M
other overheard Brother
John and Brother Bill talking
one day about how it would

be good to make a trip to the Big Bend.
Brother Bill spent five or six years out
there in an earlier era, but Brother John
had never been to the Big Bend. He
wanted to see that country and the
Marfa Lights and add a notch to his
“hiking stick” which already boasted the
Appalachian Trail from bottom to top
and Eastern Canadian wilderness path-
ways. Brother Bill figured it would be
good to be on the road, wear a cowboy
hat, eat some real Tex-Mex and try to
remember…faded memories so long
out of  focus they seem more like lonely
lies. Then one day in the fall of  2009:

We took off  on an Old Coots’ loop
around West Texas. Heading west out of
Corsicana on Texas 22 early of  a morn-
ing more like 20 year olds than like being
on the very brink of  three score and 10.
We loaded a little bitty rent car with
camping and hiking things and blood
pressure pills. Sun barely up behind us.

Brother John is a backpacker, as lean
and tough as the last of  the Mohicans,
who has the entire Appalachian Trail
and most of  French-speaking Canada
heading his bona fides and is planning to
walk the West Coast from Méjico to
Canada pretty soon.  

I’m a used-to-be-cowboy, mule train
packer and pencil pusher and currently
a potbellied layabout. Between us, we
have a respectable amount of  been
there, done that. As has been said in a
few smoky ol’ bars, “This ain't their first
rodeo.”

About 45 minutes out from Corsi -
cana, and we are at Hillsboro where we
cross I-35 and just stay on 22. Hillsboro,
population not so very many, was where
we got lost for the first time on the first
day.

Back on 22, we ease on west.
Morning Coffee time when we get to
Hamilton, and we pull into a little con-
venience store on a corner ’cross from
the Courthouse. Place serves everything
from Danish to tacos to pizza to chili

cheese dogs to deer jerky. There’s a
showcase at the front of  the store that
displays tacky little doo-dads, cigarette
lighters with rhinestones, martial arts
many-bladed weapons and Elvis dolls. 

In a corner by the front window is the
dining section furnished with two tables
and a sign that reads “No Smoking
between 11 and 12.” The lady behind
the counter says she manages two other
stores but likes this one best because it
has no beer sales. Maybe she thinks beer
drinkers are worse than smokers. I guess
both need lots of  space.

We used to live in Goldthwaite when
we were just kiddos. So we ate lunch
there and told the stories about those
times that our folks had told us about.
War time stuff  as in WWII, and we
remember troops marching past our
house on the road out of  town. Nearly
everything was rationed for the war
effort, i.e. shoes, tires, gasoline and such
and how folks shared and pitched in to
help when someone needed a little
more…like when Brother Bill swallowed

a penny one morning and the local Doc
said Fort Worth had the only Doc with
the tools to get it out and Brother Bill
was just a-choking and a-choking. So
neighbors gave them gas cards and a
good spare tire or two and the next-door
family took care of  Brother John while
the folks drove the better part of  the day
and night getting to the Cowtown hospi-
tal around 1 a.m.

We looked when we went through
San Saba but didn’t see Tommy Lee
Jones nor nary a mention of  him.

Connected with U.S. 377 South at
Mason and on down to Junction...got
lost for the second time on the first day.
Junction is not much bigger than
Hillsboro. Rode around muttering about
road signage for awhile and found 377
again.

By this time, we were in the heart of
“Hey, get yore tag an’ let’s go shoot a ol’
deer” country...last time I saw so much
camouflage was in Iraq. Camou hats,
boots, britches, gun stocks, 4x4s, four-
wheelers, deer feeders, deer stands,

Photo by John Stough

Mule Train Packer, an intrepid hiker, and the Window. 

FALL…TWO THOUSAND AND NINE
By Bill Stough
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butcher shops specializin’ in
dressin’ deer and makin’ cam-
ouflage deer sausage. 

Afternoon Coffee Time
when we get to Rocksprings.
Angora goats feed like deer so
there are bunches of  both in
and near Rocksprings. Found
only one open coffee shop and
went in ordering pie and a cup
of  joe. Plenty of  pie but no joe.
The ol’ boy says if  we ain’t in a
hurry, he’ll make some. The
only time anybody was ever in
a hurry in Rocksprings was
when Rancher Jake was late for
the kick-off  at an Angoras’
football game. We sit down at
the smaller of  the two tables
and pass the time reading signs
on the wall. Brother John finds
the Angora Football Team
Game Schedule poster on the
wall. Headline on the schedule
was “HIGH EXPECTA-
TIONS…GO ANGORAS…
NO EXCUSES.”  But that’s
OK because those ol’ kids will
have plenty chances to fail as
time goes by… 

Then on down to Del Rio,
Hwy. 90 and an Amistad Lake
campground. Cold, windy
night. 

Before they “damned” the
Devils River, Vernon and me
camped and fished on the
banks of  what was then the
prettiest West Texas river ever.
Now it’s under water for the
most part where we waded and
fried our catch and slept on the
ground. But before, it was the
country where “Zapata” was
filmed with Brando and Quinn
and before that the Goat Gland
Doctor lived in Del Rio and
broadcast literally to the world
from Acuña on the Méjico side
of  the Rio Grande. Some of  No
Country for Old Men looked like it
was filmed downtown but not
the part with Tommy Lee.  

For the time being, Del Rio
is a Border Patrol town. They
check you out coming and
going at little roadside outposts
where they have drug dogs,
guns and a coffee pot. They
make sure no terrorist, smug-
gler or folk wanting to work
breach the frontier before the
Wall is completed. The agents
look like they are about 12
years old packing cap pistols.
They are all colors and gen-
ders. They say, in low tones,
“Where ya coming from?
Where ya going?’ Are ya a U.S.

citizen? Have nice day!” Like
ol’ Dangerfield, they don’t get
no respect. 

Next morning we found Jim
and Holly’s beer joint, pool hall
and café open in Comstock.
They were both there when we
went in so we all said our
mornin’s and so forth and
Holly asked what was y’all
needin’ and Brother Bill said
coffee. Holly said the pot is
right there he’p yo’self.

After awhile Holly asked if
we needed breakfast. Well, we
did, and she sat us down at a
kitchen table and served up the
usual to me. Brother John got
his with chorizo, a Mexican
thing that I talked him into. It
was Jim that told him what it
was made of…pig lips and ears.
Brother John said later he was
glad to have eaten the stuff  but
that once was enough since it
took several days to get past it.

We chatted with Jim since
Holly fixed his breakfast as well
and sat him down at the table
with us. We speculated on
where all the horny toads and
javelinas had gotten off  to.
Consensus was poison (acid
rain, lead and so on) and a cold
spell that froze the baby pigs.
Jim said a lot of  cross-country
bicyclers came by looking pret-
ty wore out and causing pickup
truck drivers to get put out
’cause the bicycles tended to
hog the road, especially when
pedaling in packs. Then we
said our so longs and so forth
and headed on to Marathon…
Gateway to the Big Bend
Nation al Park. 

By this time the lies were
coming back to me. Shared a
few with Brother John such as
stacking four truck inner tubes
on top of  a red VW Beetle and
leaving Alpine…looked like big
ol’ licorice doughnuts tied to
the roof…and getting to
Lajitas, lashing ’em up like a
flat diamond and then floating
down the Rio Grande through
Santa Elena Canyon.

We had a choice of  two fill-
ing stations in Marathon, and
both were in spitting distance of
each other. I choose the one
with the three hands sitting on
the stoop out front. Pulled up to
the pump, got out and one of
the hands said, “No gas. Don’t
work.” I was glad they didn’t
have to get up. Went next door
and filled up.

Drove on up to the Basin
Campground and pitched the
tent. I used to guide trail rides
out of  the Basin to the South
Rim and to the Window, so I
spent some time just looking to
see if  I could see any changes
…and there was one. Our cor-
ral and bunk house/kitchen/tack
room was gone. No trace.
Those times erased from the
face of  the Chisos. Told
Brother John the lie about the
time Shorty bucked me off  in
the middle of  a bunch of  dudes
and made me famous.

We found the javelinas that
Comstock Jim speculated had
all been killed off. They were
rooting around the camp-
ground oblivious to the tourists.
Fat little fellers, and they cared
not the least when people in
short pants took javelina digital
pictures. Suppose the next time
anyone sees a horny toad, it will
be a fossil. 

Next to our tent was a big
“bear box” made out of  iron
with a door latch that even
beings with opposing thumbs
found difficult to open. The
sign said to put all your stuff
and groceries in the box so
bears would not come around
and eat you up in a feeding
frenzy. Brother John slept in the
tent. I slept in the car on
account of  the night was cold –
and it was sort of  bear proof.

Up before daylight and after
Brother John showed me how
to pack my pack for easy back-
packing, we hiked to the South
Rim trailhead. The sign said
watch out for bears and pan-
thers…as in big ol’ socially
challenged mountain lions that
enjoyed a hiker from time to
time. Sign said if  one or both of
them were to get after you, you
were supposed to appear big
and act like an idjit waving your
arms and praying by shouting.
This would cause the critters to
run over each other getting
away. But if  they don’t, you
need to fight back…as long as
you can. Otherwise, you are
supposed to report the en -
counter to a ranger who will
mention it that night at the
campfire talk. Also don’t let
your children out of  your sight
for even a minute.  Kinda like

continued on page 26

The Maverick is the free spirit that follows its own
path, hears its own voice and sings its own song.

We invite you to experience this spirit in a truly
unique renovated historic motor court that offers 
luxurious amenities at an affordable price in the 

“Hub of the Big Bend.”

Bonnie, Clyde, Lou, Becca, Julia, 
Linsey, Robin, Shannon, Rick, Doug and

Michelle are all at your service at
“The Roadhouse for Wanderers.”

1200 E. Holland Avenue
(across from Sul Ross State University)

432.837.0628
www.themaverickinn.com

4 paws rated (pet friendly)

Mention this advertisement at time of reservation request and receive 
a complimentary upgrade (if applicable) or 10% off the nightly rate.
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TODD JAGGER

Musician, photographer and business
entrepreneur Todd Jagger was born on
Nov. 9, 1956 in Washington, D.C. to
Mavis and Sid Jagger. Three sisters com-
pleted the family. His father was assistant
director of  the Urban Renewal Agency,
and the family lived in Washington until
1961. Early exposure to music started
when he borrowed his sisters’ 45s and
heard rhythm and blues for the first
time. He took piano lessons and went to
his first Led Zeppelin concert when he
was 12. This was the 60s; there was lots
of  music.

His father moved to Austin and sold
real estate. Here Todd went to elemen-
tary school, junior high and high school.
He started playing with garage bands,
“not good but fun,” and studied guitar
with the renowned Wayne Wood for two
years – an experience he recalls with
pride. 

In 1975, through friends, he met
Jimmy Ray Harrell, an intuitive match-
ing of  talent which continues today.
They started playing their style of  music
(“throwback music”) part  country, part
blues, influenced by Bob Wills among
others. Todd played mandolin, Jimmy
Ray guitar, piano and accordion. Todd
finished his college education in 1981 at
Trinity University in San Antonio with a
B.A. in Communications. 

Of  equal interest to him as music was
his photography, which he practiced
from an early age. In his younger days, it
was his first interest, and he showed
good talent. A collection of  his photo-
graphs are in the Harry Ransom

Collection at the University of  Texas,
Austin, the largest photograph collection
in the world. His images have appeared
in a National Geographic book and in
national magazines. Inspired by Ansel
Adams, his pictures are of  border land-
scapes in Big Bend and beyond. He still
carries his camera wherever he goes.

Todd married at age 19 and had a
daughter, Charis, born in 1980, and a
son, Caleb, born in 1983. There was a
second marriage and divorce in the late
80s, and then in 1993 he met Anjela
Garcia, with whom he lives in their
home in the Davis Mountains. 

After a stint with the Austin Lounge

Lizards in 1990, he was ready to leave
Austin.  In 1991 he moved to Big Bend
and got active in business ventures and
real estate. He launched the Harvest
Moon & Tunes Festival in Fort Davis
from 1993 to 1995. There was great
music, including the yet-to-be discov-
ered Dixie Chicks, but it was ahead of  its
time. He also opened a gelateria and a
coffee shop and established Overland
(1996), the first Internet service provider
in the Big Bend. 

“Border Blast,” hosted by Todd and
Jimmy is one of  the longest running
music shows on Marfa Public Radio.
This past August, he and Jimmy Ray

organized a Folk Alliance event in Marfa
for musicians, which they will repeat.
The Border Blasters’ (2009) CD is selling
well. “Jimmy Ray makes me a better
musician,” Todd says. “Besides, “we
mesh well and have fun.”

RICK RUIZ

“Our mission is to provide dynamic
musical performances that are marked
by quality and diversity, are driven by
passion and are at the service of  our cus-
tomers/audience.” So reads the Web
page of  Grupo de la Paz, an Alpine
band headed by Rick Ruiz, known for

Voices of the 
BIG BEND
Jim Glendinning recreates some of  his popular radio interviews from “Voices of  the Big Bend,” an original production of  KRTS, 
Marfa Public Radio, which is broadcast throughout the region at 93.5 FM.

by Jim Glendinning

RICK RUIZ
Alpine

LUCY FERGUSON
Presidio

Photo by Jim GlendinningPhoto by Jim GlendinningPhoto by Jim Glendinning

TODD JAGGER
Fort Davis
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many years as Father Rick.
Ricardo (Rick) Ruiz was

born in El Paso on Sept. 1,
1966. His father, Manuel, was
a silver smith and jeweler, and
his mother Julia ran the house-
hold of  eight children, of
whom Rick was the second
youngest. The family was musi-
cal; an old upright piano
graced the parlor, and one
brother played cello. Rick’s
early music inclinations were
developed in elementary school
choir, and he started piano les-
sons at age 12. He loved to
dance, and drumming was his
first musical choice.

Elementary school right on
the Mexico border line was fol-
lowed by Eastwood High
School where Rick played soc-
cer. His musical interests re -
mained strong. In his senior
year at high school, Rick was
active in his church’s youth
group. After high school he
entered the University of
Texas, El Paso, while he lived at
St. Charles Seminary. He grad-
uated in 1988 with a B.A. in
philosophy.

A scholarship to The Uni -
ver  sity of  the Lake, Mundelein
Seminary, north of  Chicago
was the next move. He loved
the change to a large city with
plentiful music performances.
At the university Rick directed
music groups. He earned his
Master of  Divinity and was
ordained in 1992. Returning to
El Paso, he was named associ-
ate pastor at St. Pius X Church,
his first assignment.  His next
posting was to Alpine. 

He served the area of
Alpine, Marathon and Fort
Davis for three years as associ-
ate pastor under Father Nam
Kim and quickly became
hugely popular. He could lis-
ten, and he could connect with
people. His smile was infec-
tious. In 1997 Father Nam
Kim left, and Father Rick took
over. His band, Mariachi de la
Paz, which he founded at this
time, was proving popular.
After eight years as a priest
came the awareness that the
calling of  the priesthood was
no longer so strong. What had
been a hobby, playing music,
was now a passion. This might
have put him at odds with his

church, but from his supportive
congregation to the sympathet-
ic bishop, his departure from
the priesthood in 2005 was
made easier.

Talking five years later
about this radical change, Rick
reflects on his departure from
the priesthood. Playing music
simply became his number one
objective, he says, without
going into details. He has
widened the band’s repertoire
to Tejano, country and rock
and added band members.
The group today comprises his
nephew Jimmy on percussion,
accomplished guitarist Tony
Lujan from Alpine and, if  re -
quired, a keyboard player from
Ojinaga, Mayito Palomino. 

Rick seems at ease having
left the church’s security for an
independent life as a working
musician and DJ. “I welcome
change: I have a foot in both
worlds, and I’m doing what I
love.”

LUCY FERGUSON

Lucy McBride was born on
a farm in Cresco, Iowa on June
16, 1967, the youngest of  seven
girls out of  a total of  12 chil-
dren. Her father Anthony was
a farmer who later drove the
school bus and played steel gui-
tar. He still plays today at age
88. Lucy remembers singing at
age 5 while doing the dishes
and also singing in public with
her sisters.

Lucy generally missed out
on family jam sessions, being
deemed too young. She also
usually hung out with boys, and
perhaps it was these factors
which caused her to pick trom-
bone, traditionally a boy’s in -
strument, and compete to gain
attention. She liked being bet-
ter than boys. From the fifth
grade she knew she wanted to
be a band director. She was
well taught at the local high
school,  from which she gradu-
ated in 1985, in band, choir
and theater and went on to the
University of  Northern Iowa to
continue her music studies. 

There she met a “frisky
Texan” from Garland called
John Ferguson who was also
studying music and played
trumpet. John graduated

ahead of  her, but they contin-
ued dating over the phone until
they married in June 1989,
shortly after her graduation.
There followed intense can-
vassing to find two jobs in
music in the same place.
Presidio fell into their laps, and
she describes it as a quick and
easy hire. Since then they both
have been entirely comfortable
in Presidio.  She loves the place
and says “my antifreeze is
gone.” Their two children,
Max and Molly, bilingual in
Spanish and English, are
equally at home there.

Climate and cultural differ-
ences have had little effect on
the musical progress of  Lucy
and John. They started the
Resonators in 2004 with Tony
Lujan and Terry Davidson plus
a drummer. With some
changes they have continued,
usually managing to play every
weekend. Their conjunto
music is particularly popular at
Hispanic events, but their
repertoire is much broader, and
to hear the nine-person band in
full swing with Lucy’s trom-
bone and John’s trumpet pre-
dominating is something to
remember.

At Presidio Middle School
Lucy’s progress has been equal-
ly productive. Lucy has ener-
gized her students and taught
them well. Recent productions
included a jazz concert at a
dinner theater event, when 300
parents and friends turned up.
She also staged with her music
students The Pirates of  Penzance,
and “they loved doing it.” 

Clearly she is having success.
In June 2010 she was awarded
the Golden Apple Award for
her work (“for the teacher who
goes above and beyond”). John
is equally active at school and
also in local politics (he previ-
ously was mayor). 

From the fields of  Iowa to
the banks of  the Rio Grande,
this music talent has travelled
well. 

2401 N Hwy 118
Alpine, TX 

432.837.1136
www.lostalaskanrv.com

Daily & Monthly Rates
Laundry & RV Wash Bay
Clean Restrooms w/Showers
Big Rig & Tent Sites, Pool & Playground
Full Hookup w/Cable & WI-FI Internet
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Rene & Maria Franco, Owners

513 O’Reilly Street • Downtown Presidio

432.229.4409
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please visit www.montessori.org, or call 432.729.1888.
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PO Box 546, Marfa TX 79843, www.marfamontessori.org
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of Texas 
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S
pring, summer, fall and winter. In most
parts of  the country, people settle for four
seasons. Here in the Chihuahuan Desert

region, we dream, hope and talk constantly about
our fifth season – the rainy season. Local wags will
tell you that the fifth season starts on July 4th –
with a crash of  thunder, a gust of  wind and a tor-
rential downpour that causes Independence Day
celebrants to scurry for cover and ranchers to sigh
in relief. 

The sighs of  relief  are due to the fact that, in
the Chihuahuan Desert, up to 75 percent of  our
annual precipitation falls in the summer months.
This gift from the heavens results in a frenzy of
friskiness as our plant and animal neighbors get
on with the business of  life. 

The first hard rain of  the season brings out
thousands of  fuzzy, bright red velvet mites. They
emerge from the soil with only one goal in mind –
find a mate. The male velvet mite does most of
the work in this timeless dance. He’s a gardener
by nature, creating a “sperm garden” on small
bits of  plant material. But gardens need admirers,
so he lays an elaborate silk pathway that radiates
out from his sperm garden. If  a female encoun-
ters the path and finds it appropriately enticing,
she’ll follow it to the sperm deposit and sit in the
sperm, thus impregnating herself.

The female velvet mite can lay up to 100,000
eggs. The larvae from these eggs attach them-
selves to grasshoppers, beetles, butterflies and
other arthropods. They get their nutrients by
sucking the juices out of  their unlucky hosts. After
the larvae mature, they return to the soil, where
they feed on insect and snail eggs and other tiny
arthropods – until the first hard rain of  next year,
when they emerge to start the cycle all over again.

The rumble of  thunder can bring another
desert inhabitant to the surface for a frenzy of
breeding and feeding. The small spadefoot toad
spends most of  the year buried in the ground
where it can avoid the hot and dry conditions of
the desert surface. But vibrations caused by thun-
der indicate to the toad that moist conditions
exist, and the toads begin to emerge in mass. The
males seek temporary pools and puddles of  water
where they immediately send up a deafening
breeding chorus, a come-hither call for any
female within a half-mile radius.

After breeding, the female lays 3,000 to 5,000
eggs at a time, and the race for survival begins.
The eggs must hatch and the larvae must pass
through the aquatic tadpole stage before their
puddle of  water dries up under the heat of  the
desert sun. Eggs typically hatch in about 36 hours,

and the tadpoles metamorphose into juveniles
within eight to 10 days of  hatching.

While on the surface, the spadefoot toads feed
on protein-rich insects that swarm with the com-
ing of  the rains. A few good meals increase the fat
supplies of  the toad enough to allow them to bur-
row deep into the desert soil and patiently await
the thunder of  the next rainy season.

Other creatures are drawn to the damp soil left
behind by a passing thunderstorm. Male butter-
flies – especially swallowtails, sulphurs and tiny
blues – gather in masses at damp patches of
earth, sipping the salts dissolved by the rainwater.
If  disturbed, they’ll burst into the air, swirling
around the puddle and eventually returning to
continue their feast. 

This behavior, known as puddling, is believed
to enhance the attractiveness of  the male and the
reproduction success of  the female butterflies.
Females lose a lot of  sodium during the egg-lay-
ing process.  But they’re too busy nectaring and
laying eggs to replace it by spending time hanging
around the nearest mud puddle sipping sodium.
Instead, they compensate for the loss of  minerals
by receiving a “nuptial gift” of  sodium from the
male during mating. 

Of  course, insects and toads aren’t the only
ones to feel a little frisky during the rainy season.
Summer rains bring out the very best in our
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Male two-tailed swallowtails gather sodium from rain

puddles that they pass on to females during mating.
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desert plants – especially the
ferns. Ferns aren’t usually the
first thing that you think of
when someone mentions desert
plants, but they should be. Take
a peak along rocky cliff  faces
that face north or east. Seek out
shady canyons or explore the
cracks between large rocks.
You’re sure to find one of  the 78
species of  ferns that calls the
desert home.

For most of  the year, our
xeric-adapted ferns may not
look like much. In fact, they’ll
probably look dead. Gone. A
victim of  Mother Nature.
Curled tightly in upon them-
selves, the fronds are brown and
crispy. Dry as the desert itself.

But give the ferns a little
water and the fronds miracu-
lously come to life – often
unfurling and turning green
overnight. This ability to resur-
rect from the (seemingly) dead is
one of  those wonderful adapta-
tions that makes ferns so suc-
cessful. Special cells on the
upper surface of  the fern’s frond
absorb water when it’s available
and collapse (causing the fern to
curl) as conditions become drier.

Most plants can lose about
25 percent of  their moisture
content before they begin to wilt

and need water. The amazing
ferns? They can lose up to 94
percent of  their water content
while waiting patiently for the
next rain.  

Some plants, according to
old wives’ tales, can even be
used to predict the beginning of
the rainy season. The cenizo,
often called the barometer bush,
is said to put on a stunning dis-
play of  purple to pink blossoms
to announce the coming of  the
rainy season. Not so fast, say the
experts. Cenizo are most likely
to bloom immediately after a
rain in response to the high
humidity and increased soil
moisture.  Although – those
same experts will admit – the
cenizo can bloom in response to
high humidity even before the
rains begin. So the old wives
aren’t totally misleading us.

In the spring, hundreds of
visitors arrive at the Chihua -
huan Desert Nature Center
having just traveled through the
glorious bluebonnets and paint-
brushes of  Central Texas. The
golden browns of  our winter-
dry grasses don’t impress them.
In fact, they feel bad for us.
“We’re so sorry,” they say, “that
you’re having such a terrible
drought.” It takes a golden

tongue to convince them to
come back in the summer when
the rains bring out the very best
of  our wildflowers.

Scarlet bouvardia and yel-
lowbells splash the rocky hill-
sides with yellow and brilliant
red flowers framed by deep
green leaves. The beebrush,
with its insignificant white blos-
soms, fills the canyons with the
most exquisite fragrance on still
summer nights. 

But shrubs, while showy,
aren’t our only wildflowers. The
sunset-orange of  a flameflower
or the tangle of  tiny pink spider-
lings and sky-blue morning glo-
ries will question your whole
sense of  what a “natural color”
really is.

Invite a friend to visit the
Chihuahuan Desert region in
August, and they’re likely to tell
you that you’re nuts. Visit a
desert in the summer? No way.
But if  you can convince them
that our fifth season is the most
spectacular, they’re likely to
never go home. 
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R
io Grande. The
name itself  intrigues.
Actor John Wayne

liked it so much, he did a movie
along the watercourse that
wends through our arid, moun-
tainous Texas and New Mexico
terrain (Rio Grande, 1950). In
the early 1900s, when many
families, both Anglo and
Hispanic, resided in the Big
Bend region, the desert expans-
es seemed sonorous and en -
chanting yet somehow forebod-
ing and surreal. Mystery and
surprise loomed around every
bend. 

The “Big Loop” on the Rio,
16 miles downriver from
Castolón, is no exception.
There, in Texas’ Big Bend
National Park, overlooking a
currently desolate stretch of
Mexico, reposes the Johnson
Ranch Site. Now a ruin, it was
once the hub of  business activ-
ity and acculturation along that
span of  the “Great River.”

Deeded first to the Galves -
ton, Harrisburg and San
Antonio Railroad by the State
of  Texas, Section 36 Block 16
(1006.3 acres) was purchased
by Dr. J.A. Hardy of  Alpine on
Jan. 3, 1916. In Sept. 1922,
M.L. Hopson obtained the
acreage then leased it under the
condition that a store or “com-
missary” building be erected
“in connection with the can-
delilla wax factory just opposite
...in Mexico.” But, no perma-
nent structures were built until
ownership passed to Ken -
tuckian G.N. Graddy (rhymes
with “laddie”) in 1924.

Graddy soon began to con-
struct an 80-foot-by-40-foot
adobe building on the flat
above the river plain. When
completed, the enormous
structure contained a commis-
sary, or store, at the west end,
three or four rooms along the
north side and a master bed-
room on the east. Between all
these was a 20-foot-by-40-foot
roofed, screened-in porch. The
porch was to become famous

over the years as a social gath-
ering place.

Mr. Graddy had intended to
raise tobacco on the irrigable
plain below the house. When
that failed due to the perennial
problem of  getting a crop from
there to market, he tried water-
melons. He became well
known for loading his new
Buick with melons and driving
along the River Road selling
the delicacies. Finding that ven-
ture unprofitable, the Ken -
tuckian sold out and moved to
El Paso in the summer of  1927.

Elmo and Ada Morris
Johnson of  San Antonio and
Sonora took over. Johnson
wished to become a gentleman
cotton farmer. An irrigation
pump was installed beside the
river. All seemed to be going
well when the pink boll worm
showed up in 1928. Johnson
then experimented with diverse
crops including onions, flowers
(for their seeds), various melons
and so forth. He also raised a
15-acre truck garden that may
have been his most profitable
agricultural endeavor, for fami-
lies and miners – especially
miners, who had no time to
garden, had to be fed. And the
distance to those markets was
tenable.

Johnson, striving to survive,

also toyed with tourism. The
Great Depression happened
along late in 1929. He more or
less manipulated the Depression-
era Works Progress Admin -
istration (WPA) into building a
large dormitory-type building
about a quarter-mile upstream,
intending all along to utilize it
for a tourist court. “The WPA
building” didn't work out
either. Guests thought it too
remote and opted to stay at
Johnson’s headquarters.

With the able assistance of
photojournalist W.D. Smithers,
Johnson got the U.S. Army Air
Corps to designate the ranch as
an official landing field.
Johnson, a jack of  all trades,
mounted a grader and
scratched out an airstrip. The
airstrip was quickly approved,
and the Army sent in a truck
loaded with folding cots and
mattresses, not to mention a
Signal Corps person and radio.
Both Johnson and Smithers
were hired as official “border
watchers” by the government. 

The cots sometimes served
as beds for Army aviators.
Mostly, fee-paying visitors used
them. Johnson’s porch served
its purpose well, and the Rio
Grande provided both fishing
and a fine, willow-sequestered
swimming hole.

A guest register was kept on
a table within the porch.
Thought not mandatory, sign-
ing-in was encouraged. Today,
maintained in the Archives of
the Big Bend at Sul Ross State
University, the Johnson’s
“Ranch Guest Register” re -
mains one of  the best remain-
ing primary-source records of
human activity in the Big Bend. 

Mexicans who crossed regu-
larly and attended Johnson’s for
trading purposes included Luis
Alonzo (who also worked for
Johnson), Feliz Aguilar, Manuel
Vizcaino, Mauricio Garcia,
Torobio Castro, A. Acosta,
Severino Acosta, Reyes Acosta,
Ricardo Rodriguez and José
Perches. Hispanics living on the
Texas side, los Iniguez, Baeza
and Holguin, as well as others,
often stopped by. All these con-
tacts contributed to the process
of  acculturation along the Rio
Grande border. Even more
important was the school pro-
vided by Johnson. Not all of
the pupils were of  Hispanic
descent. Stanley and Wilborn,
sons of  apiculturist Edith
Blaine Elliott, attended John -
son Ranch School.

In addition to thousands of
regulars stopping in over the
years, many famous and other-
wise noteworthy individuals
visited the ranch. Most of  them
registered. One who did not
was aviatrix Amelia Earhart. In
July 1936, June Elkins, a 10
year old, was at the ranch when
a sleek black biplane set down.
Out of  the cockpit stepped
Earhart and a handsome fel-
low, not her husband George
Putnam. Someone snapped a
photograph, now lost. The two
fliers swam in the river and
spent the night on the spacious
porch. A year later, Earhart dis-
appeared over the Pacific while
attempting to reach Howland
Island.

The ranch was taken over
by the national park in 1943,
but between the two world
wars many of  the famous and

soon-to-be famous signed its
register.

These included Gen. Jona -
than M. Wainwright, then
commandant at Fort Clark,
Texas, and later a hero at
Corregidor after the Japanese
attack on Pearl Harbor. On
Aug. 14, 1945, now liberated
from a Japanese POW camp
after four years, Wainwright
and Gen. Douglas MacArthur
accepted the Japanese surren-
der aboard the battleship
U.S.S. Missouri. 

Also at Johnson’s during that
time were Major Nathan F.
Twining, later chairman of  the
Joint Chiefs of  Staff, and Maj.
J.R. Kane, who received the
Congressional Medal of  Honor
for leading the airborne bomb-
ing raid on the Ploesti,
Rumania oilfields in August
1943. 

And there were many U.S.
Army fliers in the 30s who
landed at Johnson’s and spent
the night during flights be -
tween San Antonio and El
Paso. One trick they all enjoyed
was flying their DeHavilland
DH-4 biplanes between the
points of  Mule Ears Peaks.
Others flew down and out
Santa Elena Canyon. Some of
them, including Lt. (later
USAF Major Gen.) William L.
Kennedy and Lt. (later Col.)
John Egan, annually returned
for hiking excursions until war
broke out on Dec. 7, 1941.

Other important visitors in
the late 30s included sculptor
Gutzon Borglum of  Mount
Rushmore fame, novelist John
Dos Passos and his wife and
many more. 

One signature from the 30s
is especially fascinating. Of  all
people, “John Dillinger, Chica -
go” graces the register. Still
under investigation, it is known
that Dillinger was at large dur-
ing the time of  the signature.
When he broke jail at Crown

Photo courtesy Archives of the Big Bend, Bryan Wildenthal Memorial Library, 
Sul Ross State University, Alpine, Texas.

An aerial shot of the Johnson Ranch along the banks of the Rio Grande. 

Down on the Rio Grande ~ THE JOHNSON RANCH

by Glenn Willeford

continued on page 27
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The Rio Grande – a river in constant flux from
high waters to low, a river of  myth and a river of  lore.
The stories of  the Rio Grande started a long, long
time ago with a people that roamed the region before
these wild lands became settled. This legend is an
adaptation of  a Mescalero Apache tale. Many
Native Americans used stories to explain why things
happened. The stories also served as a map through
the territories. Each story explained water holes, safe
places to sleep or the places that would become famil-
iar as passed down from generation to generation, thus
forging the way for each generation. 

One day Coyote was walking along the
banks of  a dried up arroyo in Far West Texas
close to Mexico. It was the end of  the sum-
mer.  The land should be cooling, Coyote
thought to himself.  But instead the sun was
beating down on his back, shining so bright-
ly the leaves were singed on the desert willow
trees, and the buzzards were flying over-
head. Coyote felt hot and thirsty.

In his most desperate plea and prayer to
the Creator, Coyote cried in his very dry and
crusty voice, “Creator, please send me a
cloud.”

A cloud came just then and made shade
for Coyote.  

But Coyote was still not satisfied. Coyote
was just still too darned hot in his opinion. In
fact, he was still roasting, and that buzzard,
well, he was still circling overhead, as if  to
remind Coyote that he would soon be his
meal for the evening.

So, in Coyote’s most desperate raspy
voice he called to the Creator. “I would like
many fluffy clouds,” Coyote called to the
heavens.

More fluffy clouds came overhead
bumping into one another to shade Coyote.
Coyote looked up and saw that not only was
the sky covered in clouds, now they looked
sort of  stormy. 

Unfortunately, Coyote was still not satis-
fied. He was panting from the heat, and he
was still hot. So Coyote called out once
again to the Creator. “How about some
rain?” he panted. 

The rain came in a downpour. A gully
washer. The rain came down in buckets,
drenching Coyote to the skin.  

Now Coyote was feeling better, but he still
wanted more. He wanted to make sure he
never felt the heat of  the West Texas sun on

his back without being able to find relief
from the heat.

So again Coyote looked up to the heav-
ens, and this time in his drenched state he
cried, “Oh, how about a creek to put my feet
in?” said Coyote.

So a creek sprang up beside him as the
rains continued to pour down. Coyote then
went into the creek to wade in the stream
and cool off  his feet.

Now feeling rather cocky he looked up to
the heavens and said, “It needs to be deep-
er.”

The creek then became a huge swirling
river, full, rich with water and rapids.
Coyote was swept over and over the rocks by
the water. Choking on the water, Coyote
nearly drowned. The river spat him up on
the banks of  what is now the Rio Grande.  

Coyote appeared dead. The buzzard
overhead finally thought he had his dinner.
He landed by Coyote just as Coyote woke
up. Coyote screamed “I am not dead!” to
the buzzard.

The buzzard flew off  in disgust. 
Coyote got up and went to the banks of

the river, shook off  and looked into the Rio
Grande River and said a prayer of  thanks-
giving. That is how the Rio Grande River
began.

Looking at this tale as a map, you can see it is the
end of  summer, and in Far West Texas we get our
rain during the later part of  the summer months. You
can also see from this story that our weather is still
hot. This story also tells us that it is very hot in the
latter part of  the day, the time of  day when the clouds
form and the rain comes. 

This story map tells us that the rains come in
gully washers, and that the arroyos can fill quickly
with water. This would be a good traveling time for
the Native Americans as water would be available.
The buzzards are still around in this story, which
tells us fall has not set in because buzzards are the
harbinger of  spring and summer, and they leave in the
fall.  

Lastly, most Native American myths have a les-
son, and this one certainly does: don’t be greedy, or you
may not like the consequences. 

So the next time you are traveling somewhere,
make up your own travel myth, and pass it on. It is
a wonderful way to remember the scenic landmarks
and to remember the natural history of  a place.  

Folkways
Coyote and the Rio Grande

by Marie French
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not kitschy – all is done in tune
with a sophisticated, but not
stuffy, aesthetic. This well-envi-
sioned garden is totally inviting.

This is no low maintenance
garden. The very idea would be
contradictory. This is a garden-
er’s garden, and a staff  of  two
part-time gardeners helps with
the moving of  earth, large plants
and other heavy stuff  with an
enthusiasm for plants and gar-
dens that echo that of  the owner.
The collaboration has produced
some very lovely results.

While it would be a stretch to
call it a xeriscape, the garden uti-
lizes many qualities in keeping
with that philosophy. The native
soil in the beds was amended
with a composted cotton burr
material, which helps balance
the need for good drainage with
good water retention. The beds
are well mulched and soaker, or
“leaky,” hoses are used for water-
ing. This combination helps
maximize the water that is used.
As was mentioned earlier, place-
ment of  plants and combina-
tions of  plants with similar water
requirements means watering
can be done more wisely.

This wonderful, imaginative
garden requires work, but the
rewards are limitless!

continued from page 4
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Photo by Alice Stevens

The contrasting heights of the pots and the sizes and textures of
the plants create a point of interest all year long.

living in the big city.
The South Rim trail was a

booger for me, but Brother John
could hike it hoppin’ on one
foot. I saw lots of  views that
reminded me of  old lies, and I
spoke to Brother John regarding
such stuff  as leaning out of  the
saddle to grasp a lechuguilla
stalk…usually about 7 feet long
and narrow like a fishing pole.
Then you’d ride up behind
another guide and place this
stick under his horse’s tail. Of
course the horse would clamp
his tail down and crow hop
around causing discomfort to
the rider, fear to the dudes and
mirth to us ol’ rowdy cowhands.
I mostly chose to tell him about
these old lies when I wanted to
catch my breath by sitting on a
trail side rock or stump.

By and by, Brother John
scooted on ahead to our camp-
ground, dropped his pack, came
back and got my pack, dropped
it off  at the campground and
skipped on another 3 or 4 miles
to see the view of  Méjico from
the Rim, a true world class vista
across a remote country. We
used to say you could see all the
way to next week. Guess we
thought that was a pretty cute
remark.

Since I had seen that panora-
ma daily, in all kinds of  weather,
for a considerable time frame, I
decided Brother John would
enjoy contemplating such
breathtaking beauty without
being subjected to my lies.  

I hiked on in the wilderness
holding to my pint water bottle.
On rounding a curve in the trail
I met a man and woman. He
checked me out and remarked
to the lady “Now that’s the way

to hike. Don’t pack nuttin’ but a
little bottle of  water.”  

At last, catching up with the
packs, I put up the tent, flopped
down next to the “bear box,”
and took a nap. My preference is
to travel horseback.  

We camped one night down
at Boquillas, on the Rio Grande,
on account of  it was a good deal
warmer than up in the Basin,
and I wanted to wade across for
a beer at the old cantina that
saved me from dying of  thirst in
the days when I was accumulat-
ing lies. But we were cheated by
the U.S. Government, as ever
since 9/11 no one can cross at
Boquillas because one might be
a mad bomber/terrorist seeking
to wipe the U.S.A. off  the face of
the earth or one could be a for-
eign merchant peddling illegally
imported homemade souvenirs
from Méjico to park visitors. I
still like that old country, but

continued from page 19
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continued from page 22

Point, Indiana, on March 3,
1934, he discouraged one of  his
fellow escapees from stealing an
overcoat because “where we're
going, you won't be needing it.”
Rumor has it that some of  the
Dillinger gang stayed at a
tourist court in Balmorhea
about the same time. Why

would Dillinger have signed?
Possibly to make the FBI think
he had slipped into Mexico.
Unfortunately for him, he did-
n't. Instead, the man went back
home to Chicago where he was
killed by FBI agents on July 22.
The real story on Dillinger may
never be known.

What is known is that the
Big Bend of  Texas continues to
be, as it has been for centuries,
endlessly fascinating.

continued from page 24

politicians and other terrorists
have messed it up. 

For the most part, that is how
we passed the time out there,
such as discovering that the
Enlightened Bean Café in
Presidio is an enjoyable and fit
place to sit a spell and think
about it all.   

And in Lajitas Brother John
was pretty disturbed by a
Houston slick developer’s goofy
show of  wealth n’ waste in a
land of  scarce comfort and
resources. Terlingua and Study
Butte are now way over populat-
ed thriving communities of
recluses who sport beards and
wear picturesque beat up old
cowboy hats. A similar tribe of
river runners and aging hippies
are tucked in amongst them.
There’s even a State of  Texas
Public Health Clinic open ever
so often.

Why, the year I ran hair goats
on 16 sections leased from the
State, Terlingua was a ghost
town with only a beer joint and
a Saturday night dance hall still
left semi-alive. One evening ol’
Tooter, who ranched just to the
northwest of  me, got crossways
because this hand was eyeing
Mrs. Lolita Tooter in an impo-
lite manner in between dances.
Tooter went out to his pickup,
got his hog leg from under the
seat, went back in and pistol
whipped the ol’ boy knocking
him to his knees.

One night I was down at
Lajitas, just a trading post and
ranch headquarters in those
times, and some Mexicans came
in with a pack string loaded with
wax. Ben and Abe weighed it
and paid the señors who traded
the cash back for beer. Pretty
soon they thought it would be all
right to shoot up the place so
they did. I hid under a bed and
Ben and Abe got their pistols out

and also shot holes in the ceiling,
and the señors mounted up and
lit out across the river. It was a
wonderful country back then,
and my lies prove it. 

My brother and I drove a
good many miles in wide open
spaces that 10-day week and
talked about if  there were any
good places left to be a recluse
with a HDTV that picked up
pro football games all week and
the National Finals Rodeo in
December.

We motored out from Alpine
one evening to look for the
Marfa Lights at the old WWII
airfield. There were a few lights
way off  in the emptiness just
moving around a bit. Another
guy there with some friends
talked too loud saying the only
Marfa Lights he ever saw wuz in
town. Brother John tried to show
him what to look for, but I
ignored the Marfadite for being
as beyond help as a three-legged
dog. When I was in school at Sul
Ross, we spent many early nights
watching the lights that have no
explanation. The airfield still had
a hangar in those days. Now
there’s an elaborate vista point.
The hangar fell down.

In the Guadalupes we hiked
into McKittrick Canyon to
check out the hunting cabin
built up against the plateau’s
wall on New Mexico’s southern
border with Texas. Broad leaf
trees and evergreens shaded the
remains of  what seemed to be
better times when cell phones,
shopping centers, fast food and
so on and so forth had not yet
crossed to the western bank of
the Mississippi River. Brother
John hiked up and over the
plateau on the Tejas Trail to the
Bowl and back down through
Bear Canyon. I fiddled around
down on the flat checking out
the Devil’s Hall just on the

chance it might be mine some
day. The ruins of  a Butterfield
Stage station spoke of  a life
unlivable today, and the 1920s
through the 1940s Frijole Ranch
house spoke of  the last days of
pretty much open-range cow-
boying. There used to be wind-
mills. Now there are solar panels
and wind turbines. 

Brother John and I share
what seems to me like a black
and white silent movie thrown
up on the silver screen of  West
Texas…top of  the Chihua huan
Desert, Big Bend, Rio Grande
border stream, college town of
Alpine, the Davis Mountains
Buffalo soldier fort, Marfa
Lights, white face cattle, the high
lonesome Guada lupes…just flick -
ering away slower and slower.
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Trans-Pecos Trivia
by Charles Angell

Insects of the trans-Pecos

1) The bullet ant of  Nicaragua has what is considered to be
the most painful bite/sting of  all insects.  What insect
local to our region possesses what is thought by many to
be the second most painful?

a) Harvester ant c) Tarantula hawk wasp
b) Africanized honeybee d) Giant desert centipede

2) The invasive salt cedar (tamarisk) tree has had several
species of  devouring beetle tested against it in attempts to
control and/or eliminate it.  Which of  the following
countries has NOT had its native beetle brought in for
this effort?
a) Uzbekistan c) China
b) Greece d) Djibouti

3) The Big Bend quonker, named for the sound it makes, is
what type of  insect?
a) Katydid c) Cricket
b) Beetle d) Grasshopper

4) Texas is the country’s number one butterfly state, with
over 500 species recorded.  How many species have been
recorded just in Big Bend National Park?
a) 95 c) 140
b) 124 d) over 165

5) The velvet ant, a fuzzy red or white colored insect that
scurries along the ground, is actually not an ant but what
species of  insect?
a) Wasp c) Mite
b) Millipede d) Honeybee

Bonus: Which above named insect is so aggressive in hunt-
ing it has been known to even attack and feed on small
reptiles?

Answers: 1-c, 2- d, 3-a, 4-d,  5-a,  Bonus: Giant Desert Centipede
At State Farm you get a competitive rate and an
agent dedicated to helping you get the coverage
that’s right for you and the discounts you deserve.
Nobody takes care of you like State Farm. Contact
me. I’ll prove it.

Monica R Woodall CLU, Agent
906 E Holland Ave. • Alpine

432.837.5631

monica.woodall.nyve@statefarm.com
Mon. - Fri. 8:30am to 5pm  • Sat. by appointment

Car insurance with
personal service. 
No extra charge.

Live Music. Dancing. Outdoor Patio.
Great Food. Gameroom. Jukeboxes. Free Popcorn.

T
Check out our Lunch Specials on padresmarfa.com

T
Mon - Fri 11:30 am to Midnight

Sat 11:30 am to 1am
T

Kitchen Open 
Mon - Sat 11:30 am to 10:30 pm

Free Popcorn during Happy Hours, 3 pm to 7 pm, Mon - Fri
T

209 West El Paso, Marfa
padresmarfa.com

432.729.4425

24 Hour atM

loans

personal Banking

Business Banking

Marfa National Bank
301 S Highland Ave Marfa
432.729.4344 • 877.729.4344
www.marfanb.com

1St presidio Bank
HWY 67 Presidio
432.229.3724 • 888.488.4111 • Telebank: 432.729.4999
www.firstpresidio.com

Inside the Granada Theater in downtown Alpine

Weekly classes for all levels

Open-practice times

4-class series for beginners only:
Get The Kinks Out

Private lessons

www.granadayogastudio.com364. 2292
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International 
Woman’s Foundation

A premier training center 
for artistic development 

and healthful aging in Texas

Building 98, 705 W. Bonnie Street
PO Box 445, Marfa, TX 79843
432-729-4826 or 729-1852

garciamona@att.net • arconinn@yahoo.com
haciendadelarcon.org

Tours of Historic Building 98 
WWII German POW murals by reservation.

Woman’s
Foundation

International

2010
October 16 - Marathon 2 Marathon 

November 7 - Cowboy Social 
ritchey Bros. Building • 3 p.m. - 6 p.m.

December 4 - Fiesta De Noche Buena
Front Street Books • 7 p.m. - 9 p.m.

Glider Rides 
Fly with our FAA Certified Pilots

Located at Marfa Airport, HWy 17

to schedule your flight, please call: 

800-667-9464

Gift certificates available
Visa / MC accepted

Mention this ad for $20 off!

www.flygliders.com

Art Car Parade, Childrens Art Attack

plus Band of Heathens, Eleven Bones and more!

www.artwalkalpine.com

 presents the 17th Annual

Honored Artist
Boyd Elder
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      At the Museum of the Big Bend,
              there’s an incredible story 
                     everywhere you turn. 
               Stop by and be amazed.

Hours - Tuesday-Saturday 9 a.m. - 5 p.m. 
and Sunday 1 p.m. - 5 p.m.

Sul Ross State University
A Member of the Texas State University System

Alpine, Texas
(432) 837.8730

www.sulross.edu/museum

MARATHON
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE
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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

Terlingua Ghostown

Terlingua

Quetzal

302 W. Holland Ave. • Alpine

Quetzal Imports
Folk art, jewelry 
and gifts from 
around the world. 
Burt’s Bees products,
Talavera ceramics,
rustic pine furniture.
Work by Big Bend
artists and artisans.
Candles, cards, 
clothing, home 
furnishings and more! 

432.837.1051

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

HISTORy, aDVeNTURe,

ROMaNCe

you will find it all in
Historic Terlingua:
Starlight Theater 
Restaurant, Terlingua
Trading Co., Leapin’
Lizard art Gallery,
Menagerie Press, The
Holiday Hotel, and 
La Posada Guest Inn

432.371.2234
GhostTownTexas.com

Leapin’ Lizards
Nature Shop
HWY 118 (4 mi. s.) • Ft. Davis

Nature gifts, natural his-
tory books, bird feeders,
toys. eagle Optics &
Vortex dealer. at the
Chihuahuan Desert
Nature Center, run by
the Chihuahuan Desert
Research Institute, a
non-profit  –all proceeds
benefit the CDRI & its
mission.

432.364.2499
cdri.org

Weathers Electric

110 W. Murphy St. • Alpine
weatherselectric.net

We are now offering
full solar installation,
service and sales.  and
we're a registered serv-
ice provider  –take
advantage of great
rebates from the utility
company applied to
the cost of your sys-
tem. We do all types of
electrical work . Our
electricians are 
licensed and insured.
TeCL#22464

432.837.5313

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

432.729.4526

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

Angell Expeditions

angellexpeditions.com

Mountain bike, hike,
camp, take Jeep™
tours down forgotten
trails and raft or canoe
the Rio Grande.
experience the Big
Bend National Park,
Big Bend Ranch State
Park, the Chinati
Mountains, private
lands and more.

432.229.3713

Front Street Books
121 E. Holland Ave. • Alpine
105 W Hwy 90 • Marathon

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

Agave Gardens Guesthouse

108 E. Avenue F • Alpine
agavegardensguesthouse.com

enjoy rustic luxury in a
1900 era adobe house
surrounded by desert
gardens.  a full kitchen,
sleeping accommoda-
tions for up to eight and
sun soaked sitting areas
all provide a relaxing stay
in the heart of Big Bend
Country.  For reserva-
tions:  e-mail mike@
insite-architects.com.

King Jewelers

607 E. Avenue E • Alpine
kingjewelers@bigbend.net

Fine jewelry in the heart
of the Big Bend.  Gold,
silver, pearls and semi-
precious stones are our
specialty.  We provide
custom designs for
pieces unique to your
taste.  Need repairs?
Bring in your favorite
pieces for professional
care.   alan King, propri-
etor.

432.940.2627 cell

The best kept secret
in Texas. experience
historic, authentic
Downtown alpine
accommodations with
an Uptown flair!
Secreted away in the
midst of shops, restau-
rants & entertainment.
Distinctive decor, quiet
courtyard... some lofts
with jacuzzis. 

432.837.1818
877.298.LOFT

Alpine Guest Lofts
Behind 117 N. 6th St. • Alpine
alpineguestlofts.com

Hotel Paisano
Gallery and Gifts
207 North Highland • Marfa

Gallery & Gifts at the
historic Hotel Paisano
in downtown Marfa
offers a superb 
selection of gifts,
books, home decor
items, clothing, 
jewelry and acces-
sories. Greasewood
Gallery exhibits year-
round with original
works of art for sale.

432.729.4134

432.837.7205 tel
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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

Convenient location close to downtown, 
SRSU and Big Bend Attractions

Ample Free Parking
64 rooms, including king/double Queen Suites 

and Whirlpools Studios
Indoor Pool and Spa

On the House® - Complimentary Hot Breakfast
Business Center - Free High Speed Internet Access

Wheelchair Accessible

HAMpTON INN OF AlpINE

2607 Hwy. 90 West • Alpine
432.837.7344

Apache Trading Post

Established tourist Destination • 3,071 Sq. Ft. • Major Hwy 90 Location

Additional Acreage Available • Management team in Place

10 High Profile Billboards • Marfa Lights Headquarters • “Classic Collectibles”

33 years of Good Will • Big Bend Map Headquarters

Jack-assic Park Attraction • Across from Popular restaurant

Near Hampton & ramada Inns  • 1,600 sq ft Lease Space Attached

Beneath twin Peaks Mountains in beautiful Alpine, texas

Thank you Big Bend area families & friends!
We've enjoyed & appreciated your business

throughout these many years!

"A favorite Big Bend travel stop for over 30 years !"

FOR SALE
by

take a virtual tour at rallenrealty.com 

432-837-5149



PO BOX 1079, ALPINE, 79831

THEMAXWELLCOMPANY.COM • 432.837.5500  

Specializing in Quality Custom Construction

HoTEl El CApiTAN

VAN HoRN’S oNly HiSToRiC HoTEl
BuilT iN 1930, HENRy TRoST ~ ARCHiTECT

DiNiNg RooM AND BAR opEN AT 5pM DAily

DowNTowN VAN HoRN, Two BloCkS off i-10 oN Hwy 90
Toll fREE RESERVATioNS AT 877.283.1220 

www.HoTElElCApiTAN.NET

Texas Crossroads 
Cowboy Gathering

Dinner Show
Dance
Poetry Workshop

texascrossroadscowboypoetry.org

Feb 3rd, 4th, 5th and 6th 
Van Horn, texas


