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Marfa Garden is a full-color
celebration of more than
sixty flowering plants of

the Chihuahuan Desert and neigh-
boring regions. The desert, North
America’s second largest at 140,000
square miles, spans West Texas,
parts of New Mexico and Arizona,
and northern Mexico. It is a sur-
prising showcase for colorful plant
diversity. Presented in a style remi-

niscent of naturalist Karl
Blossfeldt’s Art Forms in Nature, the
book includes an array of vines,
grasses, trees, herbs, shrubs, cacti,
and succulents ranging from the lit-
tle known to the popular and icon-
ic. Photographs show plants in
year-round cycles, with buds, com-
plex foliage, unfolding blooms,
seed pods, and winter texture and
color. 

Beginning with a foreword from
Dallas Baxter, co-creator of Cenizo
Journal and the president of the Big
Bend Chapter of the Native Plant
Society of Texas, this guide illus-
trates the authors’ “wish to share
[their] passion for the beauty of
desert plants to provide inspiration
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continued on page 27

Marfa Garden: 
The Wonders of Dry Desert Plants
by Trinity Press
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Ilove watching the
sunsets from my
porch at this time of

year. The days are per-
fect for working at out-
door projects that have
been put on hold for the
rush of late summer and
getting ready for the
school year. The weather
is cool even in the mid-

afternoon, and it stays light fairly late. You can
clean out the remains of the garden, maybe even
find a few late vegetables before mulching the
beds. Perhaps do some fence repair where the
goats pushed their way through, or the dog
knocked it down chasing a rabbit. It is a good
time to put in a few fruit trees or perhaps a love-
ly pecan. Just keep them well watered and it will
give the roots a good start before they start
growing taller in the spring. 

Big Bend is a place that grows good roots in
people, too. I hear from folks so many times that
they grew up here and moved away, only to
come back. Others mention coming for a visit
and staying for years, like I did. This is not a
place you only visit once. This is country for
people and families of all styles. If you are look-
ing for fame and fortune you will be looking
elsewhere, but if you are looking for the things
that really matter: the land, the river, people and
wildlife, beautiful sunrises and sunsets and the
incredible glory of the starry night, then Big
Bend is a place to be. We try to share a little cor-
ner of that world here in the Cenizo. Please sit
back, watch the sun spread out over the moun-
tains, watch the stars come out. Then turn on
the light and read a bedtime story or two.

We say a fond goodbye to our long time
writer, Bill Smith. He has been a contributor
since the very early days. As of his final story in
this issue, he is retiring. Thanks for all your
excellent work, Bill!

Ilove the geology of
the Big Bend. I love
to explore all the

uplifts, ash flows, lime-
stone reefs, cutouts; the
folded ridges of caballo
novaculite arching the
hills south of Marathon;
the beds of crinoids like
stacks of pesos, frozen in
the crumbling Permian

sea bed, nestled in piles of deep purple fluorite
crystals left behind from the old mine shipping
days. 

What I love about the geology of the Big
Bend has less to do with acquiring these treas-
ures than it has to do with the way I feel while
I’m searching for them. The quiet is so vast and
absolute that it has its own mass, and weighs on
the eardrums with a strange pressure. The slow
walking through the desert brush, the focused
gaze that catches and discards each stone in
turn, engender a peacefulness I rarely find else-
where. Autumn is the time to go rock hunting
out here, when the quality of light is perfect,
and even the middle of the day is tolerable to be
out in the sun. 

When I’m out looking at the stones, I can’t
help but remember how puny is the span of
human history. The time it takes for a creature
to be born, live, die, and turn to stone is like a
single inhalation for the Earth in her slow evo-
lution. This forced perspective of geologic time
makes my worries about the now vanish like a
mist—fracking wells in Presidio county, mass
shootings in my old stomping grounds, political
chicaneries, artificial borders between nations
and peoples, can arise and vanish in a blur that
passes utterly unnoticed by the stones. 

I hold those stones like a talisman, believing
in the passage of time with all my might, unable
to really grasp it. 
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The velvety nose as a horse nuzzles your hand for a
treat, his raspy tongue as he licks sugar from your
palm, his warm breath on your neck as he hovers

for that scratch between his ears—those sensations linger
through the years. As do the memories of his glossy coat
in the summertime and the thick rough one in the winter,
the pleasure of currying him after a spirited ride, the scent
of the saddle leather, and the sense of order as you put
each piece of riding gear back in place.

My father, Casey Farrington, was cowboying for Lee
Kingston when I was born in 1940. Our family of five—
Daddy, Mother (Cassie), two older sisters (Jamie and
Judy), and I—lived on Woulfter Ranch, just west and
north of Toyahvale. Horses were important to us. They
were my father’s working transportation and our primary
playmates. We learned to ride and walk about the same
time. And when someone wouldn’t lift me up on to the
real thing, I rode my stick horse around the yard, longing
for a living, breathing horse of my own.

Jamie turned six in 1942 and needed to go to school,
so we moved to Balmorhea. Our house was on the edge of
town, with a corral behind it. We eventually added a
building that housed a garage, a laundry room, and stalls
and a tack room for the quarter horses that were always a

Cassie and C asey Farrington, in the early 1930s.

BACK
IN THE
SADDLE
AGAIN
REMEMBERING A
WEST TEXAS
CHILDHOOD
by Billie Farrington Birnie
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part of our lives.
I didn’t have to

wait long before that
horse of my own
appeared. My parents
brought him home
in the back seat of
the car: a tiny Indian
pony, dun, with a
dark stripe down his
spine. We named
him Chiefie, and he
became my best
friend and playmate.
We taught him to
lead and bow. He
didn’t mind the sad-
dle blanket or the
saddle, but when one
of us tried to ride, he
would bow first and
then lie down. Just
didn’t think people
should be on his
back.

Chiefie liked to
eat everything, and
we often tempted
him to follow us by
holding out a snack.
One day when
Mother and Daddy

were both away from home, Judy and I
decided it would be fun to bring Chiefie
into the house. We lured him with half
a chocolate bar—up the steps of the
front porch, through the front door, and
into the living room. Then Mother
unexpectedly came home. She was not
amused to find a horse in the house. She
grabbed her buggy whip and threatened
the three of us, so we ran through the
house for the back door, Chiefie skid-
ding on the linoleum floor. I held the
door open so Judy and Chiefie could
run through, and the three of us jumped
off the back porch about the same time,
Judy and I howling with laughter.

Jamie was not fond of Chiefie,
because once, in his enthusiasm to taste
the world, he chewed up one of her
taffeta slips that was hanging on the
clothesline. 

As much fun as it was to play with
Chiefie, he was really too small to ride,
so we rode Dandy, a big dun quarter
horse. Judy and I rode frequently, some-
times alone, sometimes double, and we
had great fun playing cowboys. Our
imaginations were fired by the movies:
Roy Rogers, Gene Autry, Audie
Murphy, Lash Larue, and Tom Mix
appeared regularly in the Saturday mati-
nees.

One afternoon, Judy decided that she
would try the flying getaway so popular
on film: as the chase began, the hero
would leap from a window or a balcony
on to his galloping steed and be off to
pursue the bad guys. Judy thought the
back porch would do for her point of
departure and that Dandy would serve
as her mount. She positioned herself on
the porch and directed me to lead
Dandy by the porch, getting him as
close to a gallop as possible. When she
yelled that she was ready, I ran as fast as
I could, Dandy in tow. Around the cor-
ner of the house, past the back porch,
and then a thud! Dandy and I stopped
abruptly and looked back to see Judy
lying spread-eagle in the back yard; she
had jumped clear over the horse.
Fortunately, nothing was damaged
except her dignity—but that was the last
of the trick riding for a while.

For serious riding, we had two beau-
tiful registered quarter horses, both out
of Topsy, our big bay mare. Sport was
the older of the two and Calamity Jane
the younger. I claimed Calamity and
loved to ride her, even though she’s the
only mount that ever threw me. I was
riding her in the pasture south of the
house when something spooked her and
she shied, bucking vigorously. I went fly-
ing and landed hard, but unhurt—and
wiser, knowing never to relax entirely
while astride a frisky filly.

High school days yielded more rid-
ing, on a variety of horses. One of my
best friends was Joy Weinacht, whose
family owned both a farm west of town
and a ranch south of Toyahvale. They
had horses at both places, and we rode
every chance we got. I’d spend weekends
with Joy, and we covered miles and miles
of their property on horseback.

One scorching summer day found us
hot and weary, miles from the house,
when we came to a natural watering
hole. Joy suggested that we ride the hors-
es right into the water. That sounded
like a fine plan, so in we went, right up
to the horses’ bellies. The water was so
inviting we decided to take a dip our-
selves—in our clothes. (We figured they
would dry as we rode home.) Off we
tumbled, and the water was refreshing—
but I hadn’t counted on how heavy my
Levis and denim shirt would be when
wet. I thought I might drown before I
dragged myself out. 

continued on page 10

Bille in front, sisters Jamie (middle and Judy (back.)

Billie on a stick horse on Woulfter Ranch.
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The Weinachts’ place was the setting
for another memorable outing. About
ten teenagers gathered there one Friday
night. We rose early Saturday morning
to one of the coldest days of the year, but
we were undaunted. Joy’s mother Mary
fed us pancakes for breakfast, and then

her father Carl and brother Butch
accompanied the lot of us as we saddled
up and rode to the top of Carpenter Hill
and back—a long, cold ride, but a splen-
did adventure.

When I enrolled at Sul Ross State
College in Alpine, it was a perfect fit for
me. It had a strong academic program
and also a world-class rodeo team, so
there were still plenty of horses around,

even though I was riding less.
And just a few miles away was
Fort Davis, where we rented
horses at the fort for day rides
and picnics.

At home, my father contin-
ued to trade horses, buying
and selling as he was able. He
was especially excited when he
came home with a mare that
was about to foal, delivering a
colt in the line of Three Bars, a
famous sire of dozens of cham-
pion quarter horses. Those
progeny often carried the
name Bar in one form or
another, such as Lightning Bar,
Royal Bar, Galobar. When the
colt arrived, Daddy stayed
with the tradition and named
him Handle Bars.

He also bought another
horse, and he was eager for me
to ride when I was home from
college for a weekend. I wasn’t
particularly impressed with the

continued from page 9

Far left: Billie and her horse, C hiefie.
A bove: Billie and her Father, C asey.
Left: Topsy, C alamity Jane and Billie.
Page 11 - left: Billie and her father.

Right: Billie’s father and horse Dandy. 
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horse’s appearance, but I climbed on.
Daddy said, “Just give him a run down
the road and back; let him go.” As soon
as I was seated, I knew I had misjudged.
I leaned forward, held my knees in tight,
encouraged the horse, and we went fly-
ing down the road—a quarter of a mile,
an exhilarating ride faster than any I’d
ever experienced. At the railroad tracks,

I turned the horse, and we cantered back
to where Daddy stood, laughing because
he knew I’d been deceived. 

I haven’t ridden in years, but I enjoy
those memories, and I think of Gene
Autrey singing his song: “Whoopi-ty-
aye-oh/Rockin’ to and fro/Back in the
saddle again/Whoopi-ty-aye-yay/I go
my own way/Back in the saddle again.”
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poetry
N. G. López

LOS SOÑADORES

Nos llaman soñadores,
apodo bien dado por
el futuro efímero que
llegamos a encontrar: burla.

Dicen que nos regresan a la
pesadilla de donde venimos
pero ni pesadilla ni sueño
recordamos: ¿a dónde nos vamos?

Nunca hemos pisado una calle
que nos guie, ni un parque que
nos acoja, ni una escuela que
nos instruya a no ser de aquí.

Aquí, en donde venimos a dar,
a la tierra madrastra que por más
reacia sea, nos crió y nos
alimentó; nos contentamos.

Tus cuentos de hada fueron tan
reales que no conocemos otra
verdad, rechazados y botados,
madre tierra fuiste y siempre lo serás.

THE DREAMERS

They call us dreamers,
a good nickname because
of the ephemeral future we
came here to find: disillusion.

They say they will send us back
to the nightmare we came from
but we remember neither nightmare
nor dream: where do we go?

We have never stepped foot on
a street that guides us nor a park
that comforts us nor a school that
teaches us unless it was here.

Here, where we ended up,
in stepmotherland where we
were raised and fed however
offhandedly; we are settled.

Your fairy tales were so real
that we know no other truth;
rejected and booted out,
the motherland you are
and will always be.
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CORRÍ

Corrí desde la selva constrictora,
sólo y sediento, por calles donde
nadie volteaba a verme, ocupados
con su propia sed y soledad;

corrí para alcanzar el tren, lleno
de bestias de labor, quejándose
bajo el peso de un viaje que nunca
termina para los más resistentes;

corrí por el desierto chihuahuense
acompañado por las viboras y los lagartos,
por un alacrán que me asedió hasta
que aprendí como ser alacrán;

corrí de la juventud hasta la sabiduría
prematura, ganada sin el mínimo 
intento, y que en todo me acompaña
por más que la quiera olvidar.

Aquí vinieron a encontrarme.

I RAN

I ran from the suffocating jungle,
alone and thirsty, through streets where
no one turned to look at me, busy with 
their own longings and loneliness;

I ran to catch the train, filled with
beasts of burden, buckling
under the weight of a journey that
never ends for the most resilient; 

I ran through the Chihuahuan desert
accompanied by snakes and lizards,
by a scorpion who pursued me
until I learned how to be a scorpion;

I ran from childhood to premature
wisdom, acquired without the minimal
intention and which is always with me
no matter how much I’d like to forget.

Here is where they finally found me.
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JUST AN
OLD
TURKEY
BUZZARD
Story by Marv Holcome. Photograph by Leah Cohen.

When they handed out good looks and brains, he was waiting in the wrong line,
Now that crooked neck and bald, wrinkled red head makes it hard for him to shine.
You won’t mistake him for a mighty raptor, for his prey is mostly road kill,
He is nature’s own garbage disposal – a nasty job that someone has to fill.

He hops around when he’s on his feet – appearing to not be all that stable,
There’s a pecking order at dinner time, so he has to hover near the table.
When it’s his turn for the taking, he picks ‘til nothing is left – not even a crumb,
For even he never knows exactly when or from where that next meal will come.

You’ll see him sitting there like the Phoenix with his wings held out to dry,
He prefers to lurk on dead tree branches, gazing down with an eerie eye.
If he’s the last one back to the evening roost, he’s relegated to a lower spot,
Left to hope that what’s falling on his head is nothing more than a simple rain drop.

But when you see him out on wing he becomes a completely different story,
With quiet agility and awesome grace he slowly reveals his hidden glory.
He takes his position inside the kettle and through the vortex he will rise,
Then it’s off to find some tasty morsel that’s already met its demise.

Just watch him catch the currents; just watch him climb and fall
He can span the entire skyline with no appreciable effort at all
He glides so smoothly, so easily, without a lunge - without a lurch
Until he spots his evening repast and silently settles down on a nearby perch

He doesn’t make all that much noise and I’ve never heard him try to sing
But if you listen closely as he flies near, you can hear the whoosh, whoosh of his wing
He’s just an old turkey buzzard – he can’t be less and he’ll never be more
Yes, he’s just an old turkey buzzard, but, my god, you should see him soar.
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In the fall I think all of us, wherev-
er in the Northern Hemisphere we
live, become in large part squirrels,

saving the harvest for when winter
comes. As I am sure you all know, I
work regularly at several farmers’ mar-
kets, and even with all that available
to me there are foraged and garden-
grown foods I cannot procure with-
out doing the work myself. These
recipes are what I make at home,
beyond kombucha, elderberry syrup
and drinking vinegars. I think many
of these come from the old country
and are both healing and nourishing
in the way our gramma’s soup is heal-
ing and nourishing. 

Traditionally used for lung condi-
tions, there are several pinecone or
pine bud syrup recipes, probably as
many as trees in a forest. Here is ours.
Please use organic or hand-collected
pinecones if you possibly can. 
Pine Syrup
2 ¼ lbs. soft, green pinecones
3/4 cups honey
1-3 cups water
¼ cup fresh lemon or lime juice

or other citrus juice
The peel from the lemons, limes

or other citrus 

Gather your pinecones when they
are small and green. I have a friend
who gathers them for me up north
after all the cones here have hardened
and turned more brittle and amber.
Make sure the place where you gather
them is not sprayed with poisons.
They can be up to about 1.5 inches
long; the truth is bigger should be fine
as long as they’re green and young.
Older ones won’t be as soft. 

Place your cones in a stainless steel
or glass pan and add about half the
water and all the honey.  Bring to a
simmer. 15 minutes’ simmer is a good
time to start with. The color will
change to a gorgeous amber. Add
more water if the syrup gets too thick;
when it cools the honey will crystalize
or be much too thick.

When you think it is ready,
pour  about a teaspoon  on a plate
and allow it to cool. When it gets so
thick it doesn’t, run it’s ready. If it’s

not thick enough return to the 
pot and simmer a few more min-
utes. Remove from heat and add the
remaining ingredients; stir well.

I know some of this recipe is visu-
al; I wish I could show you in person,
but we don’t have that available. You
can also order this from fancy food
places for about 30 dollars for 8
ounces. To me it’s worth the trouble
to make it yourself. 

Spruce or fir syrup
2 cups honey
2 cups fir or spruce tips, gather

them when they are soft and
fresh, using only the tips, the
small soft ends, under 
conditions that have not had
poison sprayed.

1-2 tablespoons lemon
juice (optional)

Put the ingredients in a canning
jar. Leave some head space, do not
seal. Use cheesecloth or a clean cot-
ton t-shirt to cover the jar. Tie with a
string, as you might with a rubber
band, and leave until the honey
tastes citrusy and yummy; after three
weeks is a good time to start check-
ing. This makes a tasty glaze instead
of lemon for lemon chicken.  

Onion cough syrup (I swear it
taste better than it sounds)

Take a variety of onions such as
vidalia, purple, yellow, white, sweet,
big and tiny. I also like to mix it up
with what the farmers have, what I
can barter for or what they are giving
away because of a bumper crop. Peel
and slice onions and place in a can-
ning jar, leaving about an inch of
head room. Pour honey over onions,
again leaving about an inch of space.
Cover with cheese cloth and tie
tightly. Place in fridge on a plate
(really use a plate—the process of
fermentation is happening, and the
honey may come out the top). Use as
needed for coughs, colds and sore

throats. This is one of those things
you can’t mess it up. They did this in
medieval Europe, so if they could do
it you can do it. 

Garlic honey and vinegar syrup
(I’ve shared this recipe before but it’s
one of my favorite things to drink
when I’m not feeling up to par, and
it’s another ‘I swear it tastes better
than the name makes it sound’
recipes.)

Fill a mason jar with garlic cloves.
Break them apart. If I am feeling like
it, I roughly chop them, or not, your
choice. 

Fill the jar half with honey and
half with good apple cider vinegar.
Cover with cheese cloth and tie with
string (do you see a common ‘thread’
here?). Put on a plate, store at room
temperature. If you put a tight lid on
this the fermentation process will
break the glass. This will bubble and
burple and be wonderful. Wait a
couple of weeks and you’ll have a
fantastic syrup that’s tastes like bum-
blebee honey with a note of garlic.
Great for kicking the cold out of
your life. 

My final recipe is from my grand-
pa. In a non-reactive pan ½ full of
water place an entire head of
chopped garlic, skin and all, and a
whole chopped organic grapefruit,
skin and all. It is important to use
organic garlic and grapefruit. Simmer
till super mushy - as it simmers mash
it a bit, adding more water as need-
ed. Strain, reserving liquid. Add
plenty of honey and drink while still
warm. I don’t add honey, but I like
the garlic grapefruit flavor. Grandpa
Joe used this when he felt an illness
coming on. If you are sick, drink 2
or more cups a day. Otherwise a
tablespoon or two will keep you
healthy. I use it pretty solidly the
entire winter. Eventually people stop
mentioning the garlic perfume I’m
wearing.  

Blessings upon you all, Maya

Folkways
by Maya Brown

PREPARING FOR COLD AND FLU SEASON

Photo courtesy of Maya Brown 
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Photo Essay
by Rani Birchfield and Pamela R. Gumina

Rain in the Chihuahuan Desert is a capricious
thing. Dwellers of the Borderlands want it, need
it, crave it; for their garden, for their livestock, to

replenish their wells and their sanity lost from the unre-
lenting sun. But the Rain Gods have become undepend-
able and unfair, to say the least. 

It seemed as if there wasn’t really a “monsoon” season
this year, those fairly steady afternoon rains that start
around July 4th and last for a couple weeks and contin-
ue sporadically for the few months after. Instead we had
a super hot summer, one that those desert appliances –
swamp coolers – couldn’t combat. Eighty-seven degrees
inside! And nights? No “cool nights in Big Bend” this
year. When little rains did come, they were patchy and
mercurial, microbursts instead of broad and soaking.
They flooded streets in town and filled up drainage
creeks, while a mile or two away where the rain curtain
stopped, things stayed withered and thirsty. One house

gets a mist; one house gets flooded; and the next house
gets none.

Sometimes when – if – rain came, it was just a tease,
a “six-inch” rain as some say – six inches between drops
that last only half a minute. Barely enough to dirty up
your vehicle. Other times, it’s one inch in six minutes, a
torrential, patchy phenomenon which floods the streets,
causing the drainage creeks to test their bounds, and
making it difficult for the parched ground to drink it in.

Years like this make one appreciate water more than
the average Joe and Jane city-dweller (although their
time is surely coming), makes one want to learn rain
dances and beg Rain Gods of Old Mexican folklore for
sustenance from the sky. I, for one, will continue to try
Latino remedies, like "cutting clouds" with kitchen
knives if they roll in, and perhaps even erecting a statue
of the virgin Mary in my yard next to the watering
trough for the thirsty wildlife.
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Fall is the cocktail time of year, and
with cocktails come hors d’oeu-
vres. Good hors d’oeuves are more

than a plate of crackers and cheese. I
have incorporated some tasty tidbits
into my cocktail repertoire. I eliminated
as much prep time as possible, opting
for things like artichoke dip, cheese &
crackers and a bunch of grapes. But to
be really cool and classy I needed more
than that. I started tracking down some
recipes. I was sometimes surprised by
the ingredients. My three criteria were
good, easy and can it be prepared ahead
of time. Several of these keep well and
you can make a batch just as you would
cookies and bring them out when you
need a bite. Some are more of an eat-as-
you-go style. If you have kids or grand-
kids, they can help make them. These
work great for children’s birthday parties
too. The kids can graze until cake time. 

If you are alone a glass of wine or a
smoke won’t hurt. I even have a vegan
hors d’oeuve that makes Not Dogs the
hit of the table. They are all easy if per-
haps a little shy on the healthy, whole
foods paradigm. But what’s the problem,
it’s a party, right? Between now and
January 1 the occasions just keep rolling
in. We can start with World Smile day on
the first Friday of October and move
right along through Yom Kipper and
Canadian Thanksgiving to Halloween.
November celebrates Dia de las Muertos,
veterans Day, Sadie Hawkins Day and
Thanksgiving. Come December we have
quite the pile up: Pearl Harbor Day, a
Friday the 13th, Chanukah, Solstice,
Christmas and New Year’s Eve. So, you
will find plenty of time to serve these
tasty little bites of numminess.

BLUE PECAN BITES
1 cup crumbled blue cheese (about 4

1/2 ounces), chilled
1/2 cup (1 stick) unsalted butter,

room temperature
1/4 teaspoon coarsely ground black

pepper

1 cup all-purpose flour
1/2 cup finely chopped pecans

Blend blue cheese and butter, add
remaining ingredients and mix well.
Preheat oven to 350’. Shape dough into
1 ½ inch balls. Place on cookie sheet and
bake 12-15 minutes until slightly gold-
en. Let cool. Store in an airtight contain-
er until ready to serve. WOW these are
good.

CHOLIVES
1/4 lb. (1 c.) sharp Cheddar cheese,

grated
1/4 c. butter (1/2 stick)
3/4 c. sifted flour
1 (8 oz.) jar large stuffed olives

Chop olives and pat dry. Mix cheese
and butter. Add flour and olives. Preheat
oven to 350’. Shape dough into 1 ½
inch balls. Put on cookie sheet and bake

12-15 minutes until slightly golden. Let
cool. Store in an airtight container until
ready to serve. Also, really tasty.

DEVILS ON HORSEBACK
20 plump dates
20 ½ inch squares Swiss cheese
10 pieces of bacon

Cut a pocket in each date and stuff with
swiss cheese. (Blue cheese is good, too.)
wrap each date with ½ a piece of bacon.
Preheat oven to 425’. Put the little
Devils on a cookie sheet and roast for
15 minutes. Ready to serve.

ANGELS ON HORSEBACK
20 large, deveined shrimp
Teriyaki sauce
10 pieces of bacon

Dip the shrimp in Teriyaki sauce,
wrap each with ½ piece of bacon. Place
on cookie sheet. Preheat oven to 425’.
Roast angels for 15 minutes. Ready to
serve.

LITTLE DOGS
1 cup barbeque sauce
3/4 cup grape jelly
2 (16 ounce) packages cocktail

sausages

Mix the jelly and barbeque sauce in
crockpot. Add cocktail sausages. Cook
on high for 2 hours. Time is very flexi-
ble. Turn Crockpot to low to serve.

VEGAN KABOBS
1 pkg Not Dogs (vegan hot dogs)
1 15oz. can pineapple chunks
Teriyaki sauce
Toothpicks

Cut Not Dogs into 1 ½ inch pieces.
Put a piece of Not Dog and a pineapple
chunk on a toothpick, dip in sauce and
lay on oiled cookie sheet. Preheat oven
to 350’. Roast kabobs about 12 – 15
minutes. Ready to serve. 

Big Bend Eats
By Carolyn Brown Zniewski

Photo courtesy of Wendy Lynn Wright 
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It is no news to anyone who lives out
here on the Chihuahuan Desert that
it is next to impossible to own your

view. The land is just too vast. My
friends on the east coast stand in awe
when I say I own 40 acres—it sounds
palatial to them. So to help them under-
stand how miniscule that really is, I
point to a blade of grass on their lawn
and I say it’s like owning that—out here,
40 acres is just a tiny, tiny speck on the
immensity of this land.

And yet. . . and yet I’ve tried to pro-
tect my view as much as realistically pos-
sible by purchasing adjoining 40-acre

tracts. Of the thousands of acres within
my view, I’ve chosen to buy surrounding
pieces of land I thought might be most
likely to attract a new owner: land that
has easy access, land that has unusual
topography, land that has special fossils.
So, although I began with 40 acres and a
crude strawbale shack, I now have 320
acres and a house built around the
strawbale shack.

This is the story of lessons learned
along the way as I tackled the impossible
task of attempting to protect my view.

It’s a challenge, looking out over this
vast expanse of land, to figure out which

tract is which and who owns what. My
land being part of Terlingua Ranch has
eased the process. The Ranch has a map
room with topographical maps encom-
passing the entire 200,000 acres of the
Ranch, with all the tracts and their
numbers superimposed over this. I was
able to gather identifying information
on the tracts in my closest view.

Here is what I figured out: To the east
of me, there was no easily accessible
land, so no concern there. To the north
there was an inaccessible mountaintop
with only two tracts between it and my
house, tracts I managed to purchase over

the years. To the south, the land
dropped off rather suddenly about a
half-mile from my house, so only the
land before the drop-off was a concern.
I made sure to purchase the tracts in
front of my house, before the land drops
off.

That left only the west, which I did-
n’t feel I could realistically consider. Out
my west windows, I could see for sever-
al miles, hundreds of different tracts, far
more land than I could possibly buy. I
didn’t even try.

Well, I made a mistake. Actually, I
made two mistakes. One was to my west

A Distant View
Story and photgraphs by Judy Eron
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and the other was to the south.  
MISTAKE NUMBER ONE 

Indeed, to my west there were many
tracts within my view, too many to con-
sider owning them all. However, one
particular tract should have been obvi-
ous, as it shared a side with one of my
tracts. At eye level from my house, it was
smack dab in my line of sight. But it
didn’t occur to me to look for the owner
of just that one tract—it seemed part of
the vastness to the west of me that I
couldn’t possibly own. As I said, I didn’t
pursue it.

And one day, to my horror, people
showed up there.  

Actually, I don’t remember how it all
unfolded, how I came to find out the
tract had been purchased by someone.
What I remember distinctly is standing
at a phone booth in Study Butte, calling
the couple and offering to buy the land
they had just purchased. Pleading to buy
the land they had just purchased.

“Oh, no, Honey,” said the wife.
“We’re not interested in selling. We love
this piece of land and my husband’s fam-
ily is on their way out right now to help
us put up a roof, a cover for our
motorhome. I’m so sorry.”

I wasn’t happy, but I wasn’t rude.
When the call was over, I gave myself a
tongue-lashing for having let this hap-
pen. This is how it went: “Judy, you stu-
pid woman, how could you not have
seen that this piece of land was right

there in front of you? Sure there are lots
of other pieces all around. But this one
is right there, next to yours. You fool!”

And the next day, their enormous
metal roof structure started going up,
right in my view of the sunset.

MISTAKE NUMBER TWO
This mistake did not become appar-

ent until at least 15 years after Mistake
Number One. 

Each 40-acre tract measures ¼ mile
by ¼ mile. Purchasing the two tracts to

the south of me,
which I did some-
time around 2001,
meant that I
owned ½ mile,
plus a little more,
in front of my
house. I could easi-
ly see where the
land dropped off
fairly abruptly and
so I felt assured
that I owned to the
drop-off and a lit-
tle beyond. No
possibility of any-
one building in my
southern view. 

Then one night
about a year ago,
after playing music
at the restaurant
here on the ranch,
Charlie and I were
driving home in
the dark. Turning
south, cresting the
last hill before our

house, suddenly we could see an incred-
ibly bright light. In the darkness, it was
hard to pinpoint exactly where it was,
but it sure looked like it was right in
front of our house. Even as we got clos-
er, we still could not tell where the light
was located. We drove farther, about
100 yards beyond our house, south to
the end of the road, and the light was
still in front of us. 

This was no Marfa Light. This was
someone’s high beam intense light. A
construction light? Was someone actual-
ly building in the dark? Or camping on
our property? We didn’t hear any sounds
coming from there, but the light stayed
on.

The next morning, with binoculars
we were able to see something in the
near distance. I continued to wonder
whether someone was on our land. So I
rode our four-wheeler down the dirt
road that runs through my tracts to the
south and then drops off as it heads
down the hill. I was definitely below the
drop-off, definitely below the line of
sight from my house.  

And yet there, right in front of me,
lay my mistake.

Someone had cleared a spot on the
edge of the hill going down, below the

continued on page 22
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drop-off, nothing that would be in my
line of sight. However, they also had
carved a short path up a small knoll—a
tiny knoll--on the way down the road.
And on top of this tiny knoll sat a new
wooden platform and some building
materials.

I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe
there was something in my view and I
couldn’t believe that I had never noticed
this knoll and that it clearly rose up
above the drop-off, creating a higher
part where something built upon it
would (and did) rise up into my view.
What? I rode home and looked out
again. Indeed, I could see this wooden
platform visible out my south windows,

where no structure had stood in my line
of sight the day before. How could this
be? 

Tears and more tears. I was so utterly
confused. I had been so sure that my
view was protected to the south. I
owned all the land before the drop-off to
the south of me and out in the distance
was Big Bend National Park where
nobody lived. 

What had happened? Well, the knoll
had happened, that’s what. Although the
road was definitely downhill all the way
to the bottom, and the land followed the
road, there was this one small knoll that
rose up, presenting the possibility—the
probability—now the certainty--of any
structure built on it being in my line of
sight. Though it had been there all
along, I just had not noticed nor

accounted for it.
Another episode of “Judy, you stupid

etc.”
Well, the neighbors from Mistake

Number One told me that they too
could see this structure going up and it
horrified them. We commiserated. In
the following days, I counseled myself
about the need to accept this, that it
wasn’t something awful like a health
issue, and so on. I worked at it.

And then a week or so later, the
Mistake Number One neighbors called
full of excitement to tell me that they
had spoken with the Mistake Number
Two neighbor and AMAZINGLY! he
said he hadn’t realized he was building in
our view. He said, “I can’t do that to you.
I wouldn’t want it done to me. I’ll build
down below instead, where I had the

land cleared on the edge of the hill. It’ll
be fine. I’ll just leave the platform for
stargazing or dancing or something.“

So this meant that the platform was
the only thing that would be in front of
us? Not worse? A gift given to us by a
young man we didn’t know, out of his
empathy and kindness? What?

Unheard of. And yet that is exactly
what has happened. 

Mistake Number Two neighbor has
become our hero, a person of unfath-
omable kindness and consideration.
Our only gripe with him now is that his
primary home is far away and he is not
around enough for us to pour kindness-
es on. 

And as for my Mistake Number One
neighbors... A page or two back, I wrote:
“And the next day, their enormous metal

continued from page 21
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roof structure started going up,
right in my view of the sunset.” 

That was definitely true in
the moment. But the reality has
been that life turned out better
with them “next door” than if
they had never appeared. Back
then, I was single, and they
were enormously helpful to me
many times over, with my solar
and countless other things.
Right there in my view of the
sunset, they turned into won-
derful friends.

So... although I have failed at
entirely protecting the view out
my windows, out of my heart
I’ve actually expanded my view
of having neighbors. Sappy but
true.
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It’s a rare thing to hear one’s recorded
voice, and most people have the
same reaction: “Do I really sound

like that? That doesn’t sound like me at
all.” I get the same feeling when I read
articles or watch documentaries about
the Big Bend. There’s a strange distor-
tion that happens when I see the home I
love through someone else’s eyes, and it’s
seldom pleasant to me. The New York
Times or Anthony Bourdain just never
get it right; there’s an interjection of the
writer or the filmmaker that covers over
the truth of the place, twists it, uses it for
its own purpose. I usually come away
from those encounters feeling wronged
somehow, as though the Big Bend has
been sadly misrepresented, almost slan-
dered. That’s probably a deeply unfair
assessment on my part; after all, how do
you capture the enormity of this place in
1,500 words, or an hour-long episode?
How do you explain it properly to some-
one who’s never been here? And what
makes me think I’ve got it right, myself,
even after nearly two decades?

Thankfully, Elizabeth Garcia has an
amazing ability to present the Big Bend
in its vastness without the filters of the
outside world. A true insider for more
than three decades, she knows all the
nooks and crannies, canyons, arroyos
and mountains; but also the people.

Garcia’s Deputy Ricos series, now
boasting seven novels, is set in the wilds
of south Brewster County, where the
flora and fauna mingle with the dead-
liest of animals, man. Garcia’s character,
Margarita Ricos, is a twenty-something
sheriff ’s deputy with a queasy stomach
but a swift, steady hand and an indefati-
gable sense of right and wrong. Smart,
brave and undeniably human, Garcia
has given her protagonist a host of obsta-
cles to navigate, both internally and
externally: a harsh, unforgiving land-
scape that Ricos loves with a passion but

which doesn’t love her back; widowhood
at a young age; the viciousness of a tiny,
isolated community with nothing better
to do than gossip; loneliness, heartbreak,
family secrets, struggles with substance
abuse; and, of course, the crimes that
find their way to the borderlands Ricos
struggles to protect.

Garcia seems to delight in sending
her character on roller coaster rides. One
moment, everything seems to be going
Deputy Ricos’s way. In the next, Garcia
sends a hailstorm of tragedy on the
young woman’s head, leaving her
breathless and bereft. These are the
moments when the character truly
shines, as she struggles against her own
weaknesses and the vagaries of fate and
circumstance to find her feet and her
moral compass. 

There’s nothing particularly special
about Ricos. She’s smart, but not a
genius. She’s a good shot and a compe-
tent policewoman, but no superhero.
She vomits at the sight of corpses, knows
almost no martial arts and sometimes
her common sense takes leave of her
entirely. If it were otherwise, she would
hardly be a character worth following
through her adventures. The interesting
thing about her, what makes her worth
reading about, is that the reader can pic-
ture doing the exact same thing under
the circumstances.

Knowing all the places and characters
in Garcia’s novels could have been a
mixed blessing for me. There’s that same
risk of corruption of a beloved thing, the
same dread that the place and the feel-
ings I know so intimately will be distort-
ed on the page. But Garcia handles the
beloved setting most deftly, and truth-
fully. She obviously loves her scenery as
much as her Ricos does, and treats it as
a living character, sometimes benign,
sometimes sinister, always present and
enormous. Similarly, Garcia shows the

Big Bend communities for what they
are, with all their wrinkles. Casual sex-
ism, domestic violence, poverty, hateful
gossip, small-town politics and prejudice

are represented here, right next to the
incredible strength, support, freedom
and eccentricities of the Big Bend.
Garcia refrains from too much com-
mentary on the pros and cons of living
in a tiny, isolated community. She
prefers instead to just show what it’s like,
by setting obstacles in the paths of her
people and letting them overcome them
in their own ways. Some are more grace-
ful than others, but even her most inci-
dental characters tend to have more than
one dimension.

It’s easy to get caught up in the famil-
iar landscapes and people of Brewster
County, and forget that these are mys-
tery novels. I’m reminded of what a film

critic once said about Robert Altman’s
Gosford Park, that is was less of a ‘who-
dunnit’ and more of an ‘it was done.’
Garcia’s mysteries are not of the Agatha

Christie type, with a com-
plex laying of clues and a
grand reveal at the end that
neatly ties up all the loose
ends. Like real-life crime,
Ricos’s cases are simpler,
more straightforward, often
more brutal and sometimes
lacking a happy ending. Her
criminals, like her cops, are
more ambiguous characters,
and while there are truly bad
guys to contend with, there
are also sad people making
poor decisions. In a sense,
the cases take a back seat to
the people who are involved
in them, and overall it makes
for a richer reader experi-
ence. 

These mystery novels are
enjoyable reads because of
the richness of the setting
and the treatment of the
characters. They lack the
ponderous density of heavy

literature, even while providing a good
depth of emotion for the reader. They
can be read in a few sittings and are
devoid of gimmicks, offering an honest
face to the reader, much like the little
world in which they take place. 

Elizabeth Garcia’s Deputy Ricos nov-
els are available from local Big Bend
book retailers and libraries, as well as
Amazon.com. In addition to the seven
Ricos novels, she has also written a num-
ber of other novels, available locally and
online. More information about her
books can be found on her website,
www.elizabethagarciaauthor.com.

RICOS ON THE RIVER: 
the tales of Beth Garcia
by Danielle Gallo
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Sanderson history has an unending
supply of interesting characters that
came and went or settled for life

here. From all walks of life
and every type of back-
ground, both good and
bad, they came here to
make their home. 

The lack of law
enforcement in its early
years and the extreme
remoteness of its location
made it an ideal hideout
for those wishing to drop
from public sight. But
only a few were of bad
character, especially after
Terrell County was organ-
ized and a new sheriff
came to town. 

Some folks came to escape a bad situ-
ation at home. Serapio Perez had been a
lieutenant in villa’s
army of insurrectionists,
and one of the general’s
personal favorites, but
he grew tired of the bar-
barity of the revolution
and feared for the safety
of his family. In 1914 he
immigrated to the US
to escape his sordid
Soldier of Fortune past
and ended up in
Sanderson as an assis-
tant shoe repairman at
Ross Blackwelder’s shoe
shop. Few people knew
his history, and his quiet
and peaceful demeanor
gave no indication of
the horrific acts and bat-
tles he had seen.

And then there were the wild and
rowdy guys, such as the Reagan
Brothers, who had a mean reputation
and all kinds of schemes and shenani-

gans going at any one time. 
Their search for the Lost N___ Mine

will go down in the annals of folklore,
both by the true facts and
by the invented tales that
cloak that interesting
story.

Character after charac-
ter came and went
through our history, mak-
ing life for the historian
very interesting and mak-
ing an unending supply of
stories available.

Perhaps one of the
most interesting charac-
ters who came to
Sanderson was a man
named Edward Sinnott
"Tex" O’Reilly, who

moved to Sanderson in 1910 with his
wife and two sons to publish a magazine

called the Rio Grande
Coyote. 

Publisher was just
the latest of O’Reilly’s
job descriptions. He
had spent years as a
mercenary, first as a
professional soldier in
the US Army serving in
Cuba and the
Philippines during the
Spanish-American War
and the Philippine
War, and then as a
bona fide mercenary in
the foreign armies of
venezuela, Nicaragua
and Honduras. At the
end of the Philippine
resurrection he ran an
English language

school for young men in Kobe, Japan,
and then crossed the Sea of Japan to
China, where he became a Shanghai
international policeman. In that turbu-

lent time in China, just after the Boxer
Rebellion, he was asked to train a
Chinese police force in western military
technique. He won the admiration of
the Chinese government and plans were
made to train an army. But, he decided
to come back to the US and get away
from the impending war. Being a
reporter, he also claimed participation in
the Rif War in North Africa with the
Spanish Foreign Legion and rode with
Pancho villa in the Mexican
Revolution. In this period he became a
"major" and used that title or "captain"
for the rest of his life.

He re-joined the Mexican Revolution
while living in Sanderson in 1911, par-
ticipating in an expedition into Mexico
from Comstock, Texas, with 17 local
Sanderson men. 

They succeeded in holding off 150
federales and rurales in a battle just
across the river south of Comstock, los-
ing only one man and inflicting a large
number of casualties on the opposing
force.

O’Reilly had come to Sanderson to
recuperate in the arid environment from
an acute case of malaria acquired in the
tropics. 

They lived on a small ranch outside
of town and he used the publication of
the Coyote as a sideline to occupy his
time. 

The few copies he published in the
fall of 1910 were well accepted among
area editors and appear to have been
very entertaining, even though no copies
have turned up. He served in several
capacities in the Mexican Revolution
and witnessed many of the battles first
hand. He also served as an AP corre-
spondent during that time.

After his battle in Mexico in January
of 1911 he decided to move his publish-
ing operations to Alpine in order to use
the local print shop as his printer.

Shortly after that he removed from
Alpine and went back to San Antonio,
where he worked as a reporter for the
San Antonio Express and the San Antonio
Light. 

With his Mexican contacts along the
border he was hired by AP to report
again on the Mexican Revolution.

Around 1915 O’Reilly came back to
the US from Mexico and continued as a
reporter. Tiring of that life, he decided
to write fiction, and in 1918 he submit-
ted a set of tales featuring Pecos Bill,
which he said were gathered from cow-

boys on the range. In truth, he had
invented it all, getting the name from
one of his former commanders, General
William Shafter, namesake of Shafter,
Texas, and who was called "Pecos Bill"
by his men. Century Magazine published
them in a series, and then collected them
together in 1923, and they were wildly
popular. Other authors added to the
tales, but the core stories were written by
O’Reilly.

In the basic story invented by
O’Reilly, Pecos Bill was born in Texas,
and while he was still a baby his family
decided to move by covered wagon to
New Mexico Territory. 

When they neared the Pecos River,

The Real Father 
of Pecos Bill

by C. W. (Bill) Smith

continued on page 26
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BEHIND EVERY PROJECT IS A

SERVING ALPINE & THE BIG BEND SINCE 1928
301 N. 5th ST                           ALPINE, TEXAS 79830
432-837-2061                                               www.morrisonhardware.com

MORRISON HARDWARE

Music To Your Ears
CDs • DVDs • Vinyl

Games • Special Orders

Mon-Fri 10-6
203 E Holland Ave, Alpine

432.837.1055
ringtailrecords@sbcglobal.net

Bill fell out of the wagon and
was lost to his family. He was
found by a pack of coyotes that
adopted him and raised him as
a coyote. A few years later his
brother came and found him
and had a difficult time con-
vincing him that he was
human and not a coyote.
Eventually he acquired the
name Pecos Bill and lived a
series of very improbable
events, including riding a
cyclone and using a ten-foot-
long rattlesnake as a rope. He
was married many times, but
his favorite wife was Slue Foot
Sue, whom he found riding a
catfish down the Rio Grande.

She wanted to ride his horse,
Widowmaker, who would only
let Pecos Bill ride him. She
climbed on and he bucked her
off so hard that she landed on

her steel spring bustle and
bounced higher and higher

until she bounced off the
moon. Bill couldn’t stop her
from bouncing so he put her
out of her misery so she would-
n’t starve to death. 

The story went on and on
and other writers added to the
tale. 

The public devoured every
story that came out.

In the 1930s O’Reilly and
his wife, Sophie, moved to
upper New York state and went
into semi-retirement. 

Their youngest son came to
live with them and soon passed
away. Their oldest son and his
family lived nearby. O’Reilly
passed away at Saranac Lake,
NY on December 8, 1946, and
the real father of Pecos Bill is
buried at the Pine Ridge
Cemetery.

continued from page 25

For subscriptions please see page six

ST. JONAH 
ORTHODOX CHURCH

Come, See & Hear the Services 
of Early Christianity

Services: Sunday 10 am
405 E. Gallego Avenue • Alpine
432-360-3209 • stjonahalpine.org

◊

Gifts, books, items 
for home and travel, 
clothing, and more 
fun than any one store

should have!
Open 7 days a week!

In Fort Davis, across from
the Hotel Limpia 
432-426-2236

Made in the Big Bend
HWY 118 • Terlingua
1/4 mi S of Hwy 170
432.371.2292

Quilts
Etc. 

by Marguerite

Black 
Cat 

Vintage
Art, books, 
comics and 
vintage 
clothing
Thur-Sat 
12-6

108 N. 5th St.
Alpine

432.294.0895
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and practical advice for utilizing them in
dry gardens everywhere.” The sixty-five
plants growing in Fissel and Martinez’s

Marfa garden come to life through
Saxon’s colorful photography, accompa-
nied by Hughes’ vivid writing, and
hopes to deepen readers’ appreciation of
the beauty of the natural world. Also
included is a discussion of each plant’s

common and scientific names, historical
information, and garden use. A visual
appendix of botanical and gardening
information consists of illustrations
relating close-up botanical details.
Gardeners, naturalists, landscape design-

ers, architects, and anyone interested in
dry gardens or the Southwest will find
great value and joy in Marfa Garden.
Marfa Garden is available at local book-
sellers

continued from page 4
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Answers:1-d, 2-a, 3-c, 4-b, Bonus-c

THE RIO GRANDE

by Carolyn Brown Zniewski

1) The headwaters of the Rio Grande is at Canby Mountain in Colorado in which
mountain range?

a) Rocky Mountains c) Sierra Madre Mountains
b) East Continental Mountains d) San Juan Mountains

2) Before the Rio Grande was dammed it carried steamboats from the mouth of the
river to Brownsville. It 1846 steamboats on the Rio carried soldiers to fight in the
Mexican-American War. How many dams are now on the Rio Grande?

a) 8 c) 10
b) 3 d) 1

3) The Rio Grande is the international border between Texas and Mexico. How many
of the 36 bridges crossing the border carry railroad traffic?

a) 7 c) 6
b) 3 d) 4

4) There are 12 tributaries to the Rio Grande. The Pecos River drains the largest area of
land. Which river contributes the largest volume of water at almost twice the amount
of the next largest contributor?

a) Devil’s River c) Santa Fe River
b) Rio Conchos d) Rio Alamo

Bonus: The length of the Rio Grande varies because it changes course regularly, and
the official length of the part of the river that borders Mexico varies from 889 miles
to 1248 miles depending on how it is measured. What is the agreed-upon geo-
graphic length of the entire Rio Grande?

a) 2018 miles c) 1885 miles
b) 1903 miles d) 1798 miles

TRANS
PECOS
TRIVIA

Hebert’ s
Heirlooms
& Resale

Antiques & Collectibles 
Old & New

1250 N. State Street
Fort Davis

432-426-3141
hebertsheirlooms@yahoo.com

WHITE CRANEACUPUNCTURECLINIC
Acupuncture 

• 
Herbs 
• 

Bodywork

Shanna Cowell, L.Ac.
NEW LOCATION:

1310 E. Ave. H • Alpine
(Entrance on Jackson)
432.837.3225

Mon. - Fri. by appointment
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NEW LOCATION:
F o r t  D av i s

606 N. state st • 432-426-3203
open 7-days a week

Stone Village Tourist Camp
www.stonevillagetouristcamp.com

OPEN 7am to 9pm
stonevillagemarket@yahoo.com



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

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

432.729.4526

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
432.837.9421fax

Maya Made
mayamadeapothecary@gmail.com

mayamade soap 
+ apothecary 
for home + family

Main Street Shop
NE 1st St • Marathon

An eclectic collection 
of handcrafted items
ranging from weavings
and stationery to 
recycled art and 
jewelry. Located on
Marathon’s Main Street
next to the post office.
Open Thursday
through Monday 10 am
to 2 pm.

919.740.6163
Emergo Arts Boutique 
301 E Holland Ave • Alpine
emergoarts.com 

Great boutique 
featuring: Clothing,
Home Decor, Gifts,
Accessories, Art,
Custom Orders,
Events & More!
Perfect place to stop
and shop while visiting
the area or on a day
around town. 
Open Tue - Sat 11-6,
Sun 1-5

432.837.4281

Cenizo
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SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND SHOP BIG BEND

Ocotillo Enterprises
205 N. 5th St - Alpine
Open 7 days: 2 - 6pm

Rocks and fossils - rare,
beautiful and strange.
Beads galore and 
supplies for jewelry
makers. Geology and
Mineral books, used
and new. Ethnic
Heritage and the
absolute best selection
of craft and fine art
books. You never
know what you’ll find
here!

432-837-5353 
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Back row from L to R - Dan Platt, Bob Wright, John Gunn
Front row - Melissa Bent, Kathleen Walstrom, vickey Wright
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A FREE 2-DAY ART & MUSIC FEST!
Honored Artist: Collie Ryan

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

  

  
 

 

 
  
  

53
rd

Chili Cook-Off
Party • Compete • Explore Big Bend 

Oct. 30th, 31st, Nov. 1st, 2nd 

featuring Gary P. Nunn 

more bands to be announced!
For more info: www.abowlofred.com

We are a nonprofit charitable organization

supporting ALS, Terlingua School, and Terlingua EMS


