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To
the Texas Folklore Society
and
the Tejas Storytelling Association
and to all my storytellin’ friends

Thanks for keepin’ the stories alive!
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Texas storytellers are always ready for a good time. This sketch was drawn by Bill Erhard while sitting at the Liars’ Table at the Manchaca Fire Hall.


Texas is a state of mind,
not an accident of birth.
From the snows of Amarillo,
to the sunny Gulf Coast earth,
from the gators, pines and marshes,
to the Big Bend Mountain falls,
you’ve got to know that where you live
is the greatest state of all.

Song lyrics from
“Here Comes Another I Love Texas Song”
by Allen Damron, Tom Paxton, and Bob Gibson
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Introduction

I’ve Been Lied to By the Best!

I still don’t like book introductions! Most are boring enough to put your biggest insomniac fan to sleep. Actually, most seem written by someone asleep at the wheel (my apologies to Ray Benson and the band). But this one will be different.

Bob Cole and Sammy Allred, Austin radio personalities and longtime friends, decided sometime back that I have the best job in the world. They’re right! When I’m not at home writing, I’m often listening to some storytellers at some Liars’ Table or signing books for some nice folks.

Many of those folks bring more than just a request for an autograph. First, there are the wonderful, funny stories that they had collected from their lifetime and generously wanted to share with me.

Secondly, they often had the name of another storyteller that I should include in my next book. From whatever part of Texas they came from, they all know someone who has kept them amused with stories.

Those of you who have read my previous book on storytellers, Famous Texas Folklorists and Their Stories, know that I grew up hearing tales from legends like J. Frank Dobie, John Henry Faulk, Liz Carpenter, and Cactus Pryor. I’m proud to say I’ve been lied to by the best. In keeping with that theme, I’ll be introducing you to some more of my wonderfully talented, legendary storytelling friends. Some you will already have heard of, others you will want to know more about. But, like always, they are all very interesting folks:



	Aaron Allan

	Molly Ivins




	Mike Blakely

	Willie Nelson




	Hondo Crouch

	Dr. Americo Parades




	Elizabeth Ellis

	Gayle Ross




	Bill Erhard

	Rusty Wier




	Tim Henderson

	 





I didn’t have the honor of knowing Walter Prescott Webb, Dr. Americo Parades, or Roy Bedichek personally. But I knew them through their wonderful stories that were shared with me by mutual friends like John Henry Faulk and Ben King Green.

Storytellers are a lot like Johnny Appleseed, spreading and planting their stories across the landscape. We then watch our stories sprout anew, watered by the imagination of other storytellers.

It is a compliment to a storyteller when other storytellers “steal” their stories, not their personal stories, but the stories they have told. “Stealing,” in this context, is more like someone “stealing” a base in baseball, it is just part of storytelling.

Hondo Crouch once explained to me that, “the secret to genius is hiding the sources of your information.” I cherished this nugget for many years. Then, about two years ago, I found that Hondo had gotten that quote from Albert Einstein!

One of the few rules in storytelling is, “The story belongs to the one that tells it best.” This is just part of the sharing of the stories. I’ve been flattered that newspapers and magazines all over the Southwest, after giving my books a great review, have enjoyed them enough to “borrow” regularly for their columns. Some have even given my books credit for the loan!

As you read this book you will be stepping into a time machine of sorts that will be making stops all over the last 150 years. Stories will take you from Moravia in 1826 (ten years before the fall of the Alamo), all the way up to folklore festivals and storytelling events that are going on today.

Having said all of that, I must admit there is no way one book, or a shelf of books, can begin to cover this topic. I’ve already started another storytellers book to cover other legends that I couldn’t fit into this book. Texas folklore is as vast and broad as the state. There are hundreds of years of history and thousands of talented individuals who have made contributions. My hope is that my efforts will introduce you to that world and give you the tools to learn more about it.



How a Texas Legend Was Born

or

What Happens When Austin Meets Boston?

Did you ever wonder how tall Texas stories get started? Often they are born out of everyday events that end up embarrassing non-Texans. Texas braggin’ seems to get non-Texans’ undies in a knot. (Actually, they’re startin’ off with a pretty big chip on their shoulders because they aren’t Texans. It’s hard for me to imagine the anguish they must feel.)

Anyhow, they say that Texans are always braggin’ about their state. Although I can understand their reluctance to have their state compared with Texas, facts are facts and here is one:

It’s not braggin’ if it’s true!

It’s a bit like blamin’ the weather bureau for the weather. Texas is great, and if some folks haven’t figured that one out yet, then it’s our job to give them the real skinny.

This first story shows how Texas “braggin’ ” stories get started. And it reiterates that sometimes the truth just truly annoys some folk.

It took me many years to realize how different the 267,000 square miles I call my home is from the rest of the world. It was only later in life that I realized most people can get out of their home state with less than an hour of driving. And, it doesn’t seem to bother them a bit to do so.

Living in the Texas Hill Country, the quickest you could get out of the state would be about four hours of hard drivin’. Of course, I’m forced to ask, “Why would anyone want to get out of Texas?”

On a road map of Texas, an inch equals about half an hour of driving. For a lot of the other states and countries of the world, an inch equals about a foot of driving. Their road maps are damn near life-size; a half hour of hard drivin’ and you’re off that map and into another state!

Some years back I was a computer systems analyst at the orange and white university in Austin. I was putting some finishing touches on an investments and portfolio management system that I had designed for them.

At that time the “biggest” land grant college in the U.S. was Harvard University. I had gone up there to see how they handled some technical issues with their portfolio.

Harvard University’s money is handled by an outfit called Harvard Management Company. So, I moseyed over to HMC and met with several really nice folks (these names are phony to protect the guilty and the innocent).

The first guy I met there was Bill. Now Bill is good folks. He and I went through a whole passel of stuff, and he was really a blast to work with (even if he did have a funny way of talkin’; of course, he said the same thing about me).

After a bit of visitin’, Bill tells me that Reginald, the Grand Imperial Poo-Bah Muckety Muck that he works for, has heard that I was in town and he wants to meet me. So, we head off down one long hall, then turn down another long hall, all the time the paneling is gettin’ darker and the carpet’s gettin’ deeper.

Bill and I shuffled into a large lobby occupied by a secretary who has clearly been on that new lemon-persimmon diet and does not appear to be having any fun in her life at all. Without speaking, she nods us toward a couple of chairs designed by the Spanish Inquisition and announces our arrival to Reginald.

After coolin’ our heels in the lobby for the better part of half an hour, we are shown into Reginald’s monster-sized office. (Bill told me later Reginald needed a biggun’ to have room for his ego.)
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One look and you know Jim’s going to fit right in with Boston!

Reginald didn’t even look up for about a full minute as we stood there in front of his ping-pong table-sized desk. He finally glanced up over his bifocals and, without a greeting, nodded us toward two straight-backed chairs that matched those in the lobby. By this point, I had already formed a good bit of a negative opinion about this yahoo. But I was representing THE University, so I gnawed on the corner of my tongue a bit.

Finally, Reginald spoke. “I understand you’re from one of the universities in Texas.”

More gnawing. “Yes sir, I am. I’d like to thank you for taking the time to see me.”

“Well, it was a squeeze to get you in, my shed-ule is quite busy.” (I always wondered where these folks thought the “c” in schedule went when they pronounce it shed-ule. Maybe the same place as the “h” in herbs?)

Then he started to seriously annoy me. “Harvard University has the largest endowment fund of any university in the world.”

“Wow, that’s somethin’ really special.” Even more gnawin’.

“You see Harvard University even has over seven thousand acres of land. How many acres does your university have?”

More gnawin’ (serious raw spots were beginning to develop). Talk about playing the mine’s-bigger-than-yours game! But things were lookin’ up, because I was pretty sure he wasn’t going to like my answer.

“Two and a quarter million,” I replied.

Surprisingly, he looked pleased. “Is that the book value or par value of your land holdings?”

“Well it’s neither; that’s two and a quarter million acres.”

Hearing that he had an involuntary reaction as his head jerked up, causing his bifocals to slide down to the end of his nose (had it not been so upturned, the glasses would have not been able to ride that buckin’ beak).

“You must be mistaken,” Reginald retorted, still trying to regain his superior demeanor, and glasses.

“Nope, we just had it resurveyed. It’s about two and a quarter million acres, plus or minus about ten thousand acres.” Truth be told, I was startin’ to have a bit of fun, sittin’ in a painful chair, chattin’ with my old friend Reginald.

At this point, Reginald looked like he’d just eaten somethin’ real nasty. He stuttered out, “Plus or minus TEN THOUSAND ACRES!”

“Yep, the old land grants had phrases in the deeds like, ‘ride north for two days, on a good horse, till you reach the hill with a big oak tree, then ride west for a full day, till you reach the dry creek bed,’ so you see, the horse, the tree, and maybe even the creek have been gone for a hundred years, so it’s kinda tricky figurin’ it out exact.” (Notice that my language was quickly becoming more and more downhome Texas.)

Then I decided to add a zinger about his gigantic seven thousand acres, “But you know how it is, Reginald; plus or minus ten thousand acres is not that big a deal. So, what do ya’ll do with all of your land?”

By this point his previously nonexistent stutter had taken a definite turn for the worse. “On, on, on your books, wha, wha, what’s the value of your land per acre?”

“Oh, I don’t know, somethin’ like fifty bucks an acre.”

“Fifty bucks! Er, I mean, fifty dollars per acre. That’s quite low, surely it’s worth more than that.”

“You’re right about that. But we still carry it on the books at what it was worth when the University got it.”

“Wh, wh, when was that?”

“Late eighteen hundreds.”

“Wha, wha, what do you think it’s worth now?”

“Oh, now let me think. I did a report on that a few months back. I’m trying to recall exactly what it said.” By this point it appeared that Reginald had started to sweat. (Actually, I’m not sure Reginald has ever done any sweatin’; I suspect he has only glistened. Either way, he was glistenin’ like a racehorse.)

After an appropriate period of reflection, I said, “I reckon it’s about five hundred dollars per acre.”

I didn’t think it was possible, but the upturned nose went quite limp. His glasses lost their grip and fell off on his desk. He grabbed his calculator, re-perched his glasses, and started to peckin’ and mumblin’. A minute later he looked up like his pet high-tech stock had just died. “That means your endowment fund is more than twice the size of ours!”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

“Wh, wh, why don’t you carry the whole value on your books?”

“We don’t wanta be accused of braggin’.”

He rose quickly and without even offering a handshake and said, “I’ve got some important business to take of.”

Bill and I left Reginald’s office, and I took off to catch my plane back to Texas. We chatted briefly before I had to leave, and I noticed that Bill seemed to be in much better spirits than Reginald. I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to be invited back by my new buddy, Reginald.

When I got back to Austin, I sent Bill and Reginald notes thanking them for their time. I got a very nice reply from Bill. Didn’t hear anything from Reginald though; kind of figured he was just too busy figurin’ out some other way that they were the biggest university and tryin’ to fit it into his shed-ule.
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Sketch by Bill Erhard.


The Rest of That Story

About a year later, I was stopping over in Boston on my way to New York. I needed to ask Bill a couple questions about how they handled some accounting issues and to give him copies of some programs that I had designed to do stock performance graphing.

Bill said that’s great but added that he was not going to be in his office. He asked that I meet him at another address at Gary Cooper Time (thanks Kinky), better known as High Noon.

When I arrived at the address he gave me, it was a large, stately building. As instructed, I punched the button for the top floor. The elevator doors open and I’m pretty sure this farm boy is in the wrong barn. You could smell the money, all the way from the gold lettering on the dark paneling that says, The Harvard Club, to the cut crystal collection sitting on a beautiful, century-old table. And this was just the damn lobby!

I could see the maitre d’ glaring my way, over the top of his bifocals. His gold nametag read “Bogs.”

Bogs had already spotted my boots and hat, and as I approached, I’m sure he was preparing to give me clear instructions to go anywhere but inside the club. As I approached him, I couldn’t help but wonder if Bogs was short for something, like Bogswillie, or if he’d actually been named after swampland.

Bogs was about sixty, five foot ten, and possessing a huge mane of beautiful white hair, which came with a matching set of bushy white eyebrows. The scowl on his face pushed the eyebrows down till they nearly obscured his eyes and gave him the appearance of an Old-English sheepdog about to kill something (or at least give it a serious sniffin’).

Planting my boots at right angles for a quick dash back to the elevator, I gave him my name, at which point Bogs’ face changed completely. “Oh, of course, Mr. Gramon, how good to see you, sir. Your party is waiting for you. They are in our private dining room.”

While trying to figure out what had come over Bogs, I was also thinking, ‘hey a party, things are lookin’ up!’

My new friend Bogs and I strolled back through the dining room. I nodded and smiled at a few of the well-dressed locals as they picked at their lobster bisque and crème brulees. Several looked like they were ready to call security, then they probably decided I must have been allowed in on some sort of building maintenance call.

Like any good harbormaster, Bogs guided me past these treacherous shoals and up to a massive pair of dark oak doors. As the doors opened to the private dining room, a group of about ten folks, including Bill, stood and started to clap.

I, of course, stopped and looked behind me to see what had caught their attention. But there was nobody there. And confusion filled the land!

Bill jumped up and said, “And here’s our guest of honor. Folks, this is Jim Gramon, a true Texas legend.”

“Bill, I’m gettin’ the feelin’ you started this party some time ago, and I’m gonna hafta do some serious drinkin’ to catch up. What’s all this legend crap?” The group laughed.

“You are a legend around here, Jim. You are a walkin’, talkin’ Texas legend.”

“What have you been drinkin’, Bill? And can I have a couple?”

Bill maneuvered me up to the head of the table as he explained, “Jim, sit down and let me tell you a bit about what took place when you were here a year ago.”

I was still confused, but they seemed to be a pretty amiable group. So, I pulled up to sit a spell.

“Jim, I’m sure you’ve noticed that your old friend Reginald is not here. You also couldn’t help but notice that Reginald is one of the most pompous asses in the world.”

“Well, I’ll grant you, he did seem a tad puffed up.” The group laughed again.

“Reginald got his job by cutting up everyone in the place. He is quite the backstabber. And everybody he climbed over was looking forward to the day when he got cut down to size. And you did it for us.”

“Gee, I’m glad to have been of assistance. I’ve gotta tell you, he really didn’t seem like he wanted to be buddies.”

“Jim, the whole group wants to thank you for many days of relief from dealing with Reginald.”

“Bill, I’m glad I could help ya’ll. But exactly how did I manage to do all of that?”

“Well, every time Reginald becomes intolerably overbearing, we figure out some way to bring up The University of Texas, and he retires to his office with a headache!”

“Well, it was truly my pleasure. He worked hard for it didn’t he? It just wouldn’t have been right to not help him drop the air pressure in his ego a bit.”

We had a wonderful lunch, and I made several more super friends. They all seemed to have a passel of stories about everybody’s buddy Reginald. When I was leavin’, my newest old buddy, Bogs, even told me a story about how condescending and demeaning Reginald was to him. He too wanted to thank me for deflating Reginald.

And so it was that another Texas braggin’ story began. But, since all I did was tell the gospel (surveyor’s) truth to Reginald, that wasn’t really braggin’, was it?
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Sketch by Bill Earhard.



What is Storytelling?

Simple question. The simple answer is that storytelling is the ability to communicate a story. Well double-duh! But the answer becomes quite tricky when you start describing HOW those stories are told.

The first thing that comes to mind is verbal communication, yakkin’. Then there comes written communication, or written yakkin’. But then it becomes a tad more confusing. For example, you can get the story by merely watching actors or mimes that say nothing at all.

There are many ways to tell stories. You can learn invaluable stories about what the people and times were like by studying their music, humor, politics, styles of dress, mannerisms, and so on. The bottom line is, almost anything can be used to tell wonderful stories.

What Makes Texas Storytellers So Unique? Lots of Diversity

There are a number of applicable answers. But I think the diversity of the people is one of the most important. The diversity of Texas is astounding. Most nations of the world don’t begin to have that kind of diversity of people or terrain. The deserts of west Texas, the plains of the north, the semi-arid farmland of south Texas, the rich blacklands region of central Texas, the coastal plains bordering the Gulf of Mexico, and then there are the beautiful piney woods and Big Thicket of east Texas.

“Texans are a hearty combination of hard work and honesty, covered liberally with a desire to have a lot of fun. If you doubt that for a second, take a look at the list of festivals and events. Any group that will hold a festival for shrimp, mosquitoes, gators, or black-eyed peas is a group ready to party.”

I wrote those words three years ago for Famous Texas Folklorists and Their Stories. I knew they were true. But I had no idea how true, until two years ago when I wrote FUN Texas Festivals & Events. In it I included 1,600 of my favorite events, many of which had their roots in other countries.

Few countries in the world have been populated with as many diverse cultures. From all over the world came groups looking for a place where they could express their individuality. And even many of the slaves chose to stay after their emancipation.

Throughout the state are towns that were started by various ethnic groups like Germans, Swedes, and Czechs. (Until just recently the town newspaper in West, Texas, was still written in Czech.) All of these groups bring their own centuries of history, but also they now have a shared history with all the other cultures.

The cultural influence of Mexico’s occupation of Texas can still be seen. (I genuinely doubt that the Fourth of July is as big a holiday in Mexico as Cinco de Mayo is in Texas.) On a daily basis you can see the influence of the many Indian groups of Mexico on the current population of Texas.

But did you realize that Texas hosts two of the largest Celtic festivals in the world? The second largest is held in Dallas and the seventh largest is held in San Antonio (they dye the river green!). Cascarones and shamrocks, nowhere but Texas!

The festivals also are a reflection of the businesses in Texas, which are as diverse as the cultural influences. Some immediately come to mind, like farming, ranching, lumber, and of course, the oil “patch.” But there were many others like mining, milling, and fishing.

I tease about Texans having always been in the chips. In the early days it was poker chips, then cow chips, and now computer chips. But whatever kind of chips, it was often a high-risk business. The rewards are high, but so are the risks. Texans are risk-takers, and that is one of the things that makes this state special.

All of these diverse cultures and job opportunities have blended in a variety of ways to create some very special towns. The populations vary as much as the landscapes. Many of the towns mentioned in this book are well known, like Dallas, Houston, San Antonio, Austin, and El Paso. But you will also get glimpses of several other towns that you may have never heard of, like Kopperl, Terlingua, Luckenbach, and Abbott.

You will meet a variety of wonderful folks who have put their own unique brand on how they convey a good Texas tale. You will meet some who are ink-slinging writers, and folks who use their voices to tell the tales through their stories, jokes, or songs.

You will meet many classic and some legendary Texas characters who are my friends. Through stories, songs, poems, and pictures they can become your friends too. Unlike most books on this subject, many of the folks I’m writing about are still alive and well. If you keep your eyes open, you can go see them at various events and meet some of these living legends.

The men and women who built Texas were special characters, almost without exception. The strength of character to make a living off the land also gave them the strength to speak their minds, whatever the cost, and here is some of what they had to say.

Storytelling is Alive and Well!

It has been said that when an old person dies, a library burns. So I decided to save lots of the stories before they are gone. In my books I always emphasize the point that storytelling is alive. There are lots of people telling the stories, and there is no reason you shouldn’t be one of them.

Almost every place I stop I run into folks with wonderful stories. Often they begin with, “Have you heard the one about . . . ?” Sounds like the start of a joke, and it often is. Sometimes they cross generations and circumstances to convey the essence of the story in just a couple of words.

I intentionally include a diverse group of storytellers. Here you will see the works of classic storytellers, songwriters, authors, musicians, a Cherokee storyteller, a political columnist, and even a DJ-singer-songwriter who is a member of the Texas Country Music Hall of Fame. So, let’s get to the storytelling before everybody falls asleep.



Liars’ Tables Across Texas

In the mornings, about an hour after sunrise, in thousands of small cafes, diners, and donut shops across Texas, people of the farming and ranching communities gather after performing some of their first chores of the day. In each of these places, normally in one of the corners, yet near the coffee pot, there is usually a Liars’ Table. Around this oversized table, the locals gather to drink coffee, read the local fish wrap, discuss what’s goin’ on over at their places, and to swap stories and whoppers.


Ms. Tracy’s Café

Terlingua/Study Butte, Texas

[image: image]

Ms. Tracy’s Cafe.

I knew Tracy long before I met her. Don’t know what it says about me, but somehow, without having been there in twenty years, I knew half the permanent population of Terlingua. Of course that only adds up to about a dozen folks!

Reicher “Rick the Kid” Pille and I worked together and sat in on some wonderful poker games together in Austin. When he decided to join Allen Damron and Steven Fromholz in Terlingua, he also decided that a phone wasn’t really necessary.

Months after moving to Terlingua, Rick called to say that if we needed to reach him, to call Ms. Tracy’s Cafe and leave a message with Tracy. In the next day or two, Rick would be in and get the message.

So on a regular basis Tracy and I chatted and swapped stories about Rick and Terlingua. In the fall of 2001 I went down to be a judge at the Terlingua World Championship Chili Cookoffs (“Behind the Store”), and I finally met Ms. Tracy. In a town full of characters, she and her cafe really stand out.

The cafe is actually in Study Butte (pronounced Stoodie Beaut, ’cause that was the guy’s name, and that’s how he pronounced it!). From the covered patio of Ms. Tracy’s, you can look out across the flatlands that cross the small valley to the base of the beautiful mountains.

I pulled in late in the day, dusty, tired, and hungry. The minute I walked through the door, I knew this place was just like home, because a female voice echoed from the back, “You better get the hell outta my kitchen before you get hurt!”

Ahhh, home cookin’! However, it did occur to me that this might not be the best time to meet the proprietor.

When I mentioned this observation to a tall guy in a floppy hat, with one lens of his glasses tinted black, he told me, “Aww don’t worry ’bout that, she’s in a good mood today!”

That was my first introduction to cowboy poet, storyteller, and pretty nifty dancer Luke Dudley, “the One-Eyed Coyote.”
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The Liars’ Table at Ms. Tracy’s Cafe.

Not totally trusting Luke’s assessment of the situation, I sat there, waiting for a better moment. Meanwhile, I looked around the combination cafe/antique store/curio shop. No available space was left unused in this neat place. Rocks, arrowheads, drawings, jewelry, and all sorts of other things that defy description lined the walls.

Soon a short, wiry, no-nonsense-looking little lady came out carrying a long butcher knife and asked me just what it was that I wanted. Knowing it was Ms. Tracy, I followed my instincts and growled back that I didn’t have time to be jawin’ with her, that I was there to do some business with Tracy herself, not the help.

She straightened up, glared at me over the point of the knife, tipped her head a little to one side, and said, “I know that voice. You’re that guy from Austin that calls Rick all the time.”

I smiled, confessed, and became friends with the sweetest little cactus in the Texas desert. Over the next few days Tracy and I shared several meals, several beers, and lots of stories. It’s quite a story how this former British RAF (Royal Air Force) officer ended up throwing short orders, barbs, stories, and an occasional knife in what has been officially designated as “the most remote location in the United States.”
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Tracy and Jim share a laugh at the Terlingua Chili Cookoff. Photo by Allen or Marie Damron.

So if you ever get down to Terlingua, tell Ms. Tracy that Jim sent you. Just be sure to ask her to put down her knife before giving you a hug.


Frank’s Bait & Taco

Canyon Lake, Texas
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A black cat greets me at the colorful front door of Frank’s Bait & Taco in Canyon Lake, Texas.

I nearly had a wreck trying to stop. Immediately when it came into view, I knew the incredibly colorful place would require closer scrutiny. Bright yellows and pinks covered the rambling building that carried a somewhat nautical theme.
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Eddie Fonseca, the jovial owner of Frank’s Bait & Taco in Canyon Lake, Texas.
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Catch whoppers in the fishing tackle section of Frank’s.

[image: image]

Whatever you need, it’s in the produce section of Frank’s Bait & Taco.

I wasn’t sure exactly what it was, but it had to be interesting. Upon entering I found that this was Canyon Lake’s answer to the town Co-Op. Just about anything you want can be bought there. Whether you need breakfast tacos, a sack of potatoes, rods and reels, fishing bait, pocket knives, a game of pool, or just some stories, Frank’s is the place to stop.

The Liars’ Table is actually the bar where they serve to a steady cast of characters, including lots of folks who like fishing. Some hobbies seem to attract more storytellers; golf, poker, hunting, and fishing head the list (but the competition for first place in Texas is fierce!).

In light of this, it should come as no surprise that Frank’s is not owned or run by anyone named Frank. The owner is a gregarious guy named Eddie Fonseca. He’s not named Frank, but he will occasionally answer to it.

You’ve gotta love a place that has the motto, “Our Bait Catches More Fish . . . Or Dies Trying!”


What’s Cookin’?

Cumby, Texas
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The What’s Cookin’ Cafe, in scenic downtown Cumby, Texas.

Between Greenville and Sulphur Springs, on 1-30, is the quiet little town of Cumby. If you read my folklore book, you know that my family has deep roots in that neck of the woods. My earliest storytelling experiences took place along main street Cumby, as I listened to the likes of Ben King “Doc” Green and occasionally John Henry Faulk.

All of my life the building pictured above was the town post office. So I did a double-take when I noticed that it had become a cafe. It’s not a big place, doesn’t really need to be. But the coffee is always hot, and the cookin’ is down-home good.

The Liars’ Table stretches across the back wall of this friendly cafe. The Table is regularly staffed with some folks willing to pull your leg. Drop on by and tell ’em Jim sent you.

[image: image]

Heather Machen, Ashley Heer, Darlene Hammons, and Judy Machen hold down the fort at the Liars’ Table at the What’s Cookin’ Cafe, in Cumby, Texas.
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The walls of the What’s Cookin’ Cafe are decorated with a collection of saddles, ropes, bridles, and spurs.


Hitchin’ Post

Ozona, Texas

[image: image]

The Hitchin’ Post, in the West Texas town of Ozona, Texas.

Last November I was driving out to Terlingua. I had been driving for several hours when I hit the quiet little town of Ozona. After touring the town for a bit, I spotted a likely looking spot to get something to eat.

The gravel crunched as I pulled up in the parking lot of the Hitchin’ Post. An ancient wooden wagon sat in the parking lot. Beside the rambling, multilevel building stood an old windmill and a raised water tank.

The Hitchin’ Post on the inside had the feel of a classic Texas food-n-fun place. A brief look around told me this was one of the main gathering places in this historic town. The dark wood paneling is adorned with plaques from various organizations, announcing this is their regular meeting place. The walls also have their fair share of trophy mounts and other interesting items.

[image: image]

The decor is definitely western, and the furniture is quite comfortable at the Hitchin’ Post, in Ozona, Texas.

The place was in its post-Halloween celebration mode. Orange streamers and spray-on spiderwebs adorned the place in a manner that indicated the folks doing the decorating were having a good time. That’s important, you know.

Walking back, past the first dining room and Liars’ Table, I walked down a couple of steps into the sprawling multilevel back section. Long groups of tables for luncheons were on the right. On the left was the pool table.

[image: image]

There is even a pool table in the multilevel Hitchin’ Post.

Luckenbach, Texas

As a collector of top quality Liars’ Tables, I face a moral imperative to include Luckenbach. But there was a problem with getting Luckenbach organized, because that’s an oxymoron. It’ll never happen.

The problem was not so much with the town as with the pictures of the town. As you can see from the preceding profiles of other Liars’ Tables, they have an identifiable, actual specific table or spot where the spinners spin.

[image: image]

The Luckenbach, Texas post office.

This is not so in Luckenbach. Nope, in Luckenbach, the whole town is one big Liars’ Table! Oh, it starts at the bar, for sure. But then there is also the General Store, the dance hall, the sing-around fire pits in the back, the campgrounds, the tables out under the shade trees, and of course many a good story comes out of VelAnne Howle’s office (she’s the “Mare” [mayor] of Luckenbach).

As I write this, I can almost hear Hondo’s chuckling laugh. I know he would be delighted with the problem he’s given me. Hondo was never much on being fenced in or narrowed down to just one thing. (Be sure and check out the chapter about Hondo.)

So, here are some shots of some of my favorite storytellin’ spots in Luckenbach.
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The bar, “Everybody’s Somebody in Luckenbach.” Oh, did I mention that Hondo liked to collect stuff?

[image: image]

Looking from the store into the bar at Luckenbach. Becky Crouch Barrales, Hondo’s daughter, produces the hats.


Broken Spoke Night Club

Austin, Texas
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Owner James White in front of the Broken Spoke Night Club in Austin.

The “Spoke” has been a Texas legend for nearly forty years. It’s hard to describe the Spoke, because it is quite a few different things. It’s kind of like a gigantic Liars’ Table, with great food, pool tables, a country music museum, and an incredible floor show.

About the Liars’ Table, the Spoke is a little different from most of the others. They aren’t open for morning coffee. But they stay open late to make up for it.

In 1964 Austin was a lot smaller town, but it was already a center for live music. James White felt like there were just not enough good, old fashioned country music nightclubs in the area. So he built one “out towards the edge of town” (it’s practically downtown now). On November 10, 1964, the “Broken Spoke” opened.

[image: image]

The Liars’ Table at the Broken Spoke. You’ll always have some company.

OEBPS/images/i0021-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0023-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0023-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0027-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0025-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg
It's bout that
deep round here! é\_










OEBPS/images/i0028-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0018-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0022-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000x-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0020-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0026-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0028-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0024-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0015-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781461662051.jpg
Legendar






OEBPS/images/i0029-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0019-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/i0030-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
Vs

Republic of Texas Press
Plano, Texas





