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November ENTERTAINMENT

FRI 6 SPITFIRE
SAT 7 BOWTIES
FRI 13 CHERRY STREET
HOOKERS
SAT 14 EDDIE & THE BOOZERS
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SAT
FRI
SAT

20
21
27
28

COLLISION
BLACK THUNDER
SMOKIN GUNZ
24TH STREET

Lauren’s Birthday!

COME CELEBRATE LAUREN’S 21ST BIRTHDAY
SATURDAY 28TH WITH 24TH STREET
We are opening at 4pm on Thanksgiving Day

Keep connected with Brookspub.biz and
Brooks Pub on Facebook for upcoming Events.
Also check our Marque out front. Don’t Miss Out!

Daily Drink Specials Everyday! Ask one of
our beautiful bartenders for details.
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Give Aldridge time and watch for title #six
By Jacques E. Strap
Action Sports Analyst

It’s time for me to get a
few things straight as far
as the NBA and the Spurs
are concerned.
If you think LaMarcus
Aldridge is stupid then you
are stupid. If you think Tim
Duncan is stupid, then you
are really stupid.
So here is how old
Jacques here sees it.
Coach Pop, LaMarcus,
and Duncan all know that
some time will be required
before the 2015-2016
Spurs are ready to claim
another NBA championship.
It might happen this
year, and it might take another season or two after
this one before the “race
for seis” becomes reality.
But it will happen, barring double heart attacks
hitting
Duncan
and
Aldridge at the same time.
And another Spurs NBA
title may be even closer

than some of the experts
have predicted. I figure
sooner rather than later.
Spurs fans who have
watched Aldridge when he
was dealing San Antonio
misery during his all-star
days at Portland know
what the big boy can do.
To put it simply, he can
do it all: score over 20
points per game, defend,
rebound, and dish the ball
off to alert team mates.
He is also smart
enough and well enough
adjusted to know that he
doesn’t have to be a oneman scoring machine as
he was at Portland.
Aldridge is a highly intelligent player who is more
than ready to become another part of the Spurs ball
movement unit.
He knows that he and
Kawi Leonard will probably share the big scoring
load as the new season
unfolds, but LaMarcus
Aldridge will be hobbled

by no ego restraints as he
starts this second half of
his storied career.
He is close to Tim Duncan, idolizing the Spurs
legend since childhood,
and LaMarcus has been
working out with Duncan
during recent summers.
Duncan is one of the
big reasons the free agent
prize chose to make San
Antonio his basketball
home, and you can believe that the unselfish culture fostered by Tim,
Manu
Ginobili,
Tony
Parker, Danny Green, and
the others will be embraced by LaMarcus
Aldridge.
Pop, Duncan, and the
other vets knew what they
were getting before the 6foot-11-inch University of
Texas product signed his
monster free agent contract with the Spurs.
Aldridge’s head is in the
right place, and all the rest
of them know it.

He will mesh beautifully
with the others, extending
Tim Duncan’s career for
one, probably two, and
possibly three more years.
And how about Manu
Ginobili?
The whirling dervish
from Argentina was tentative and obviously tired as
the past season came to a
close. Before signing on
for another year, he was
talking about sitting by the
hearth side and playing
with his twin boys.
Then came big LaMarcus.
The atmosphere
changed. Manu’s spring
returned with his shot,
making him the old deadly
accurate Spur he was five
years ago.
Who is to say that this
year will be Ginobili’s last?
Aldridge and his childhood hero started passing
the ball back and forth as
an approving Popovich
smiled inwardly behind his
exterior scowl.

Adding to the undercurrent of excitement is the
unlikely arrival of David
West, the rugged and
bone-jarring forward we all
loved to hate when he was
with Indiana.
Consider the fact that
this guy left $12-million on
the table while demoting
himself to a second-string
position with the Spurs.
West is hungry for a
title, and he is big enough
to play a second team role
to get one.
If LaMarcus Aldridge
blends into the mix the
way I expect, the Spurs
will be the favorites in my
book to win it all. This year
or the next.
Where the western
conference is concerned,
you can forget about current NBA champions
Golden State.
With
LaMarcus
Aldridge, Tim Duncan,
Kawi
Leonard,
Tony
Parker, Manu Ginobili, and

Danny Green all hitting on
all cylinders, look for San
Antonio to squash the
Splash Brothers like a
couple of sickly bugs.
No more titles for
Golden State for a long,
long time.
And NBA coaches recently picking LeBron
James and Cleveland to
win the title this go around
is of little import in my
book.
The Spurs have handled James and Kyrie Irving before, and the
rejuvenation of a healthy
Kevin Love won’t be
enough to stop a Duncan,
Aldridge, Leonard, Ginobili, and Parker juggernaut
if all the stars and planets
in the Spurs galaxy come
into alignment.
I’m picking the Spurs
to win the “race for seis.”
This year.
But we have to wait for
Aldridge to get really
comfortable.
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Potter reflects back
on Billie Sol Estes
and Snake Hill bear

Honest Charlie Potter employs a unique system of cutting edge
security at his tattoo emporium on Fredericksburg Road. He
learned max security measures at his first tattoo shop on Rattlesnake Hill where only the strong survived.

By Sam Kindrick
Honest Charlie Potter
refers to his tattoo shop on
Fredericksburg Road as
Monkey Island.
“The monkeys don’t all
come out on the island
until very late,” says Honest Charlie. “We are usually tattooing until 5
o’clock in the morning.”
The world of San Antonio’s dean of tattooists has
always been a zany mad
house environment with a
particular edge you won’t
find anywhere else. And
plenty of monkeys.
That’s how it was when
Potter had a trained bear
wrestling soldiers for
money at his old Rattlesnake Hill tattoo emporium back in the late
1960s and 1970s.
Potter once tattooed a
misspelling on a Bandido’s back, making the intended word “Texas” come
out as “Taxes” in six-inchhigh letters. And he lived
to recount the experience.
“He was an old friend,”
Potter said. “Actually, he
took it pretty well.”
I have a vivid recollection of that old Snake Hill
shop on upper New
Braunfels Avenue near
Fort Sam Houston. I recall
the complete human
skeleton Potter had dangling from the ceiling, and
I will never forget Charlie
tattooing a small armadillo

wet and moldy after a
flood got water in the police property room, and it
was all dried out and
looked like shit when
Campion made his legal
argument that it was not a
useable amount of marijuana as the law states,”
Potter recalls. “Marijuana
ain’t useable if all the THC
has been leached out of it
by rain water and mold. If
you can’t get high on it, it’s
not a useable substance,
and Campion got a not
guilty verdict on these
grounds. Like I said, he is
a fuckin’ genius.”
When I decided to have
my armadillo tattoo enlarged and revamped as a
Continued on pg. 7

Let us cater
your holiday
party or bring
your party to
Texas Pride.

210-649-3730

www.texaspridebbq.net

SATURDAY MORNINGS
9:OOAM - 10:00AM

Roy Holley
Host
• 4 • Action Magazine, November 2015

on my left arm, an event
which sealed a friendship
which started shortly after
attorneys A.L. Hernden
and Charles Campion
helped Potter legally
change his name to Honest Charlie.
I met Potter, now 67, in
A.L.’s office after Hernden
called to say, “You have
got to meet this guy. He’s
Honest Charlie now. He’s
a natural for one of your
articles. I have never met
another like him.”
These were the days
when Hernden and Campion were beating first one
weed case and then another against Honest
Charlie, and long before
Potter was to become
friend and federal prison
cell mate of the late Billie
Sol Estes, a Texas con
man whose white collar
criminal exploits have become objects of enduring
Texas lore.
“Billie Sol was one of
the greatest guys I ever
knew,” Potter said. “And
A.L. Hernden and Charles
Campion are both fuckin’
geniuses.”
The epic marijuana
case in his storied criminal
career, Potter says, was
when Charles Campion
won an acquittal on a possession case which involved some 800 pounds
of weed.
“The weed had gotten

830.426.9228

royholly@icloud.com
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Whitey is missing two right antler points
after fight over some girl.
My buck deer friend Whitey has suffered another busted antler, this one a 2-point tine on the right
side of his once 8-point rack.
He still has his original 4-point antler on the left
side, but only 2 points left on the right.
So Whitey may or may not be the shy little wuss
I have had him cracked up to be. I suspect he busted
his antler while fighting.
The whitetail deer rut (breeding season) in my
Bulverde neck of the woods appears to be starting. The
girls are acting spooky, whistling at me and stamping
their feet.
And while Whitey has been the only buck deer
around my yard fence throughout the summer, he has
now been joined in the vicinity by another slightly larger
8-point buck and a much bigger 10-pointer.

Sniffing it out
All three of them appear to be sniffing around
for more than the corn and watermelon rinds that wife
Sharon and I have been feeding the deer all summer.
The long tine with a 2-point tip split away from
Whitey’s right antler near the base close to the buck’s
head. He might have sheared it off running through
brush, but I’m guessing he locked antlers with the big
10-pointer or another one like him.
As I have reported here earlier, my close friendship with Whitey began in the spring of 2014 when I
first saw him shaking his head and pawing futilely at an
antler (I don’t recall which one) which had broken off
near its base and was dangling by a strong flap of skin.
We started feeding Whitey three years ago
when he was a spotted fawn, giving him his nickname
because of pronounced white markings around his face
which distinguished him from the other deer.
He suffered through the entire winter with the
busted antler bouncing around in his face. I agonized
with him, trying without result to hatch some plan by
which I could grab him and pull away the offending appendage. The antler had been in velvet when he broke
it, and while the broken piece dried and shriveled
throughout last winter, it didn’t drop off completely until
the late winter and early spring time when all deer shed
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their antlers. He emerged this past spring with a fine 8point rack in full velvet.

No visible discomfort
Whitey’s current situation cannot be compared
with his miseries of last year. He only lost a piece of an
antler this time, and one has to look closely to see that
the deer is missing a tine from his right antler. It seems
to cause him no pain or discomfort, but I view his current situation with mixed emotions.
On the one hand, I am heartened by signs that
Whitey may, at long last, be experiencing that age-old
testosterone miracle that transforms shy little boy deer
into swollen-necked doe-mounting studs of the woods.
On the other hand, I am fearful that my little
buck may have a weakened antler as result of the newly
broken tine, putting him at more than a normal disadvantage if his newly revived libido propels him into
antler-clashing battle with another and larger opponent.
I know that, at winter’s end, he will shed all of
his antlers and grow brand new ones again in the
spring, but I can’t help but sweat him out through the
current rut.
Previous columns and Facebook posts have
painted Whitey as a shy little pussy with extremely low
self esteem, but this perception may no longer hold up.
Whitey may be a fighter, after all, and his rock star status on Facebook proves that he has plenty of fans and
supporters to back him up.
Here are only a few of the recent Facebook
comments regarding Whitey and his prospects for romance.
Tim Emilienburg: Pussy or not, he needs to
hide his ass, or he will be jerky......
Molly Stair Meredith: Awww... Maybe he needs
a pink bow.

Knot hole romance
Guitarstar Jarrett: Put some Viagra in his corn
Sam, that ought to get his juices flowing. Hell, the first
time I took it I tried to date the knot hole in a picket fence
Roseanna Calloway: He needs to hang with
some bros that reek of testosterone and drink beer in

biker bars haha!
Mary M. Thompson: Go Whitey do not be shy.
Rich Hall: Ha Ha Ha !!!! Go Whitey you can do
it
Bonnie Lewis: He doesn't look
like a pussy !
Carol Maciel: Sam, he's handsome, thanks for
sharing.
Kerry Awn: My bucks are a little skittish too.
Maybe the cooler weather will man em up.
Stephen Love Hardy:Win or Lose, afterwards
he's gonna be out there, chasin' a lot more of those
pretty little White-Tail Darlin's of the Woods....
John Garza : Whitey needs a Testosterone shot
! He'll be ripping and roaring then !
Rhonda Branham: He's so cute! Maybe he
needs a demonstration! Grins

A date with Buttercup
Lydia Carol Hays maybe he should meet Buttercup, she is by herself every evening when she comes
and drinks my water and eats my corn and chips. She's
very sweet and has the biggest brown eyes. I think they
would be a good match!
Guyanne McCall Dannheim: My country husband said he has some testosterone. At least he has
gotten rid of his velvet.
Gloria Warnstedt Hansen: He's playing 'hard to
get'...
Teri Cooper: Put some bacon grease on a tree
he's ruttin' on. He should get somethin'.
And on and on and on it went...
Whitey is still letting the girls chase him away
from his corn, and Sharon still stands guard while he
eats.
What this all means for Whitey, I have not a
clue.
But I know one thing for sure, and I will reiterate
what I wrote before.
I am a former hunter who killed deer all over the
hills of Kimble County where I grew up, but since making friends with this little buck with the busted antler
problems, my hunting days are gone forever.
I will never kill another deer.

Honest Charlie
continued
rose, the work was done
at an Austin shop because, by this time, Honest Charlie was on his first
of two camping trips to the
Federal Correctional Institution La Tuna near El
Paso.
These convictions were
the result of firearms possession, and Potter says
being locked in a La Tuna
cell with famed con artist
Billie Sol Estes led to the
most unforgettable experience of his entire life.
A onetime Bible-thumping preachier who got his
scams going in Pecos,
Texas, Estes was the fasttalking swindler who made
millions, went to prison
and captivated America
for years with mind-boggling agricultural scams,
payoffs to politicians and
bizarre tales of coveredup killings and White
House conspiracies.
Estes was known for
non-existent
fertilizer
tanks he sold to the government, faked mortgages, bogus cotton
acreage
allotments,
strange suicides, and conspiracy theories that
stretched from Jimmy
Hoffa to Jack Ruby. He
built a $150-million empire
that crumbled.
The con man’s friends
and family painted a better
side to his picture, describing him as a kind, loving, and generous man
who once gave his Cadillac to a stranger in need of
a ride.
This is the Billie Sol
that Potter describes.
“We were together in
this Toastmaster’s Gavel
Club in La Tuna,” Potter recalls. “He was called on to
give this speech on investments, and I helped him
with it. This was one of the
greatest things I ever did. I
recall the guards all
crowding up to take pictures. Billie Sol had a quality
family,
beautiful
daughters and a sweet
mom.”
Potter recalls Estes explaining his second conviction for swindling and
the resultant return to La
Tuna.
“He told me he didn’t
need the money, but all
these cattle men with fortunes just started throwing
money his way,” Potter
said. “He figured they just
wanted to be able to tell
their grandchildren that
they were cheated by Bil-

lie Sol Estes. So he told
me he just decided to accommodate them. I think
he believed he was doing
them a favor.”
Honest Charlie recalls
Estes saying, “If it ain’t
home it ain’t home.”
Charlie said Estes really hated La Tuna, and remained his own man to
the very end.
“He had little to do with
the guards,” Potter said.
“He carried a Bible everywhere he went, didn’t
comb his hair, threw
candy wrappers and
newspapers under his
bunk, and lived like a
fuckin’ hobo in many respects. He wasn’t there to
impress anybody.”
Estes was 88 in 2013
when his daughter found
him dead in a recliner.
Potter was on the way
to Billie Sol’s funeral in the
North Texas town of
Granbury when a tornado
tore through the area,
blocking his way into the
town, and snarling traffic
all around him.
“A tornado hitting the
town on the day of Billie
Sol’s funeral was befitting
of the man,” Potter said.
“He was Billie Sol Estes
and, by God, he didn’t
leave quietly. He had a
fuckin’ tornado escorting
him out of this old life.”
Potter’s older brother
Ed Potter was a local tattooer before him who now
tattoos in the Denton area,
but Charlie attributes his
start in the business as
basically a front for his
less-than-legal
enterprises.
“I needed something to
account for the money I
had,” Potter said, “so I got
started tattooing up there
on Snake Hill. I have
worked with Jimmy and
Norman Farmer, two old
carnies who are dead
now. That was a shop on
Houston Street at Alamo
Street. And after the Farmers, Singapore John Henderson and his wife took
over the downtown store.”
Potter was at the
Alamo area location when
Black Sabbath lead vocalist Ozzie Osbourne was
arrested for urinating on
the Alamo Cenotaph.
“I didn’t even know who
the crazy bastard was at
the time,” Potter recalls.
“Just before that incident,
Osbourne had come into
the shop one Sunday
morning wearing a sun
dress. Wanted a tattoo. He
didn’t have any money on
him. Said he was wearing
his wife’s dress because

she had locked up his
clothes. He was trying to
cut in line in front of about
18 GIs, and they wouldn’t
let
him
jump
the
line.That’s when Singapore John’s wife showed
him and his dress to the
street.”
Potter said he never
believed that Ozzie actually pissed on the cenotaph.
“There were a bunch of
16-year-old street thugs
hollering and harassing
him, and there were park
rangers involved, trying to
save him from the punks,
and then came the police.
He was yelling, ‘Hey, piss
on you, and piss on you.
And piss on the Alamo,
too.’ I think they hauled
him off to jail before he
had a chance to really piss
on anything.”
Potter made his first
appearance at the Rattlesnake Hill shop in 1969.
I recall the skeleton
hanging in the shop, and
Potter’s harrowed reaction
when he thought his first
wife Rita was going to
trade the human remains
for an African lion cub.
That skeleton was Potter’s pride and joy. He
maintained that it was no
Indian, for he would have
returned an American Indian skeleton to its ceremonial burial place. He
traded a tattoo for the
bones, and was convinced
that the skeleton came
from no Asian cadaver
used in medical research,
or from any poor wino who
died on the street.

Wife Rita was watching
the shop when the man
with the lion cub came in.
She called Potter, and
he instructed her to freeze

her position and say not
one single word to the
man with the lion.
“I got there in the nick
of time,” Potter said. “She

was on point for that lion
cub, really wanted it.”
Honest Charlie paContinued on pg. 13

Charlie Potter tattoos a western scene on the back of Ricky
Thompson, a deaf customer who Potter says has traveled all over
the world.

The regular night crew of tattooists at Honest Charlie’s Tattoos on Fredericksburg Road
are (left to right) Bobby Shaw, Honest Charlie, Madd Huero, and Poison. Potter refers to
the shop as Monkey Island.
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BEXAR BAIL
License
BONDS #145

102 S. COMAL #2, SATX 78207

25% OFF Most Bonds

210-224-9915

1126 W. Commerce Street ● South of jail parking lot (under the over pass)

Victoria Embrey, Manager

november BAND SCHEDULE

Voted
Best
Live
Music

11/1
11/3

Happy Hour
Tues-Fri
2pm-7pm

Patio
Playground
PingPong
Table
606
W Cypress
227-2683

11/4
11/5

11/6
11/7

11/8
11/10
11/11
11/12
11/13
11/14
11/15

Blues Society Jam 3:30 p.m.
Open mic with Cody Coggins
7:30 p.m.
Prime Time Jazz Orchestra 8 p.m.
Greenhouse Series, The Rosellys
and High Plains Jubilee 7:30 p..
Blue Note Ringos 7:30 p.m.
The Lavens
8 p.m.
Dia de los Perros
(spay-neuter benefit) Noon.
ReBeca and Friends 6:30 p.m.
The Mo-Dels 9 p.m.
The Swindles 4 p.m.
Open mic with Lesti Huff 7:30 p.m.
Prime Time Jazz Quartet p.m.
The Staylyns 8 p.m.
The Lavens 6:30 p.m.
Onel Jazz/Blues 6:30 p.m.
Ruben V 9 p.m.
Mark's Brothers 4 p.m.

11/17
11/18
11/19
11/20
11/21

11/22
11/24
11/25
11/26
11/27
11/28

Open mic with Nico Laven
7:30 p.m.
Prime Time Jazz Orchestra 8 p.m.
ReBeca and Friends 8:30 p.m.
The Lavens 8 p.m.
Brother Dave and Barrio Blasters
6:30 p.m.
Bongo Katz 9 p.m.
Ashlee Rose 1 p.m.
Claudine Meinhardt 4 p.m.
Open mic with Jeff Reinsfelder
7:30 p.m.
Prime Time Jazz Orchestra 8 p.m.
Closed for Thanksgiving
The Lavens 8 p.m.
Chacho and Brance 6:30 p.m.
Michael Martin and Infidels 9 p.m.
Frank Painter Band 4 p.m.

www.thecove.us
11/29

HANGIN’ TREE SALOON
The Fun Place to Relax. A Real Authentic Texas Saloon
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SUNDAY 12PM-6PM

OPEN 10AM DAILY • NOON SUNDAY
18424 2nd Street • BRACKEN, TX • 210.651.5812

Please don’t forget to book your parties now. Graduation is right around the corner.

F
20% ORF
IE

NOVEMBER BAND SCHEDULE

20%
DRES OFF
S

FRI 6 Geronimo and his great band 8-12
FRI 13 Mario Moreno and the
Smoking Guns 8-12
FRI 20 Bimbo & Borderline 8-12
TH 26 Thanksgiving Day.

LINGE

ES

FF
20% O
TIES
NOVEL
& DV DS

MAKE MY DAY LOUNGE

Corner of Perrin-Beitel & Thousand Oaks

Across from HEB

FRI 27 Two Way Street 8-12

I can sum up Action
Magazine in two
words: Informative
and effective. I not
only read Action, I also
support it. Action
Magazine is
San Antonio’s
number one
entertainment guide.

FREE POPCORN, POOL AND WI-FI

KARAOKE WITH LARRY & MADONNA
Every Thursday and Saturday at 9:30pm
and every Friday at 8:00pm

KARAOKE WITH JOHN & KATHRYN
Every Monday at 8:00pm

Hosted by Mike Ellis and Jackie Huddle
Every Sunday at 9:30pm
All Requests Welcome
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We take credit cards

What Johnny Bush says about
Action Magazine:

We are always open at 7:00 a.m. for our night shift patrons
We open Sundays at 12:00 ◆ (210) 655-6367

ALL STAR JAM ✸ 25TH YEAR

Now that you’ve
found Luckenbach,
where the heck is Bracken?

Free Thanksgiving dinner starting at 2pm

Country star Johnny Bush

Johnny
Bush

w ww. actionm agsa .c om
V isit us on the web !

Monica 2016
We start Scatter Shots
this month with a Facebook post that’s too good
to keep.
In event you missed it,
the post is a full color face
photo of Monica Lewinski
with the caption:
Vote Monica 2016
I got the ‘job’ done
when Hillary couldn’t
Next best FB post
sported a photo of Clint
Eastwood with this caption:
I remember back in the
day when Bruce Jenner
was on a box of cereal,
not a box of tampons...

for no-cover entry to the
club.

Autumn Dance
Three legendary bands
will be on tap for a big
dance November 13 at
Pueblo Hall, 3315 Northwestern in San Antonio.
To benefit the Wounded
Warrior Project, the event
will feature music by
Sauce Gonzalez and the
Westside Horns, Rocky
Hernandez and the OBG
Band, and The Thunderbirds.
We are also informed
that Spot Barnett will be
playing with Sauce.

New advertisers
Welcome Johnny Hester and Jedidia Reid, Action’s newest advertisers.
And welcome back Carie
Canon, owner of Secrets
Boutique, the dance wear
and body posing suit store
which recently moved
from Wurzbach Road to
2639 Mossrock.
Hester is general manager of Perfect 10, a trend
setter among gentlemen’s
clubs in San Antonio, and
a business which is partially owned by our old
friend Marty Egan.
Jedidia Reed and his
wife Janessa operate Element Tattoo Studio on
Fredericksburg Road near
Loop 410.
They employ a bevy of
slick tattoo artists, and
Janessa also does laser
tattoo removal.
The Perfect 10, 111
NW Loop 410, is featuring
a free turkey dinner on
Thanksgiving, along with
numerous other specials.
See the Perfect 10 ad in
this issue of Action, and
take a copy along with you

Spot Barnett
Music will run from 8
p.m. until midnight. Tickets
are $15 pre-sale at Pueblo
Hall, phone 210-5207400; Janie’s Record
Shop, 1015 Bandera Rd.,
phone 210-735-2070; and
Del Bravo Record Shop,
5501 Old Highway 90,
phone 210-432-8351.
Ticket prices at the
door will be $18.

Demel at Picks
Robert Demel came
bustin’ out for his birthday
last month with a new
bunch of musicians at the
snazzy new northwest
night club called PIcks
Bar.

Robert Demel
Demel was his usual
high-energy self, playing
everything from traditional
country to rock and soul
material, and he was well
received by a crowd which
matched the Picks billing-a “super cool spot for the
mature crowd.”
Picks is a sports bar located at 4553 North Loop
1604 (between Military
and Lockhill Selma) which
features food, cocktails,
live music, and sports action on big screen TV
monitors on every wall.
A working musician for
over 25 years, Robert
Demel has played the
rodeo and almost every
major club within a 100
mile radius, including the
Leon Springs Dance Hall
and the now-demolished
Cabaret in Bandera.
The 53-year-old son of
a longtime San Antonio
band leader, Robert (Bob)
Demel Sr., Robert Jr. said
he started playing drums
at age 11, working at various times with such Bob
Demel bands as Country
Love and Country Express.
“My mom Dottie Demel
managed several nightclubs, and my dad’s bands
played in most of them,”
Demel said, noting that

Dottie managed the old
Oxtail Inn for Nora Hawes,
and also Dan Cook’s
Timeout Club for the late
sports columnist and TV
commentator.
“My dad’s still around,
retired from playing,”
Demel said. “Mom died
about three years ago.”
“My foundation is country,” Demel said, “but I do
everything from Bob Wills
to AC/DC to the Rolling
Stones, George Strait,
Chubby Checker, and
even Neil Diamond. I can
sing Diamond’s Sweet
Caroline, too.”
Wayne Harper is a
mentor and one of
Robert’s longtime heroes,
and Demel plays Harper’s
Martini’s Club from time to
time.
“I could never say
enough
good
about
Wayne,” Robert says. “He
is one of the most underrated musicians in Texas.
He is an absolute phenomenon with both his
voice and guitar work.”
Behind Demel’s riotous
stage persona there is a
serious side.
“I may not take myself
very seriously,” Demel
said, “but I am serious
about the music. I haven’t
written anything for a long
time, but that could happen now that I’m getting
things going again. I
recorded a casette a number of years ago that had
two of Wayne’s songs and
two by Ron Knuth. And I
did get a third-place finish
on a nationally televised
Nashville show called Be
A Star.
“I really think my voice
has matured over the past
few years. I know I can still
get gigs. I have longevity,

and I still have the desire
to play.”
Watch for Demel again
at Picks. He may be signing on for a regular gig.

Texas 46 sells
The
once-popular
Texas 46 Bar and Grill in
the
Bulverde/Spring
Branch area has been
sold to a father/son duo
who own the popular
Freedman’s Barbecue in
Austin.
The
father,
Louis
Freedman, lives in the
Spring Branch area, while
son Quatro is with the
Austin operation.
Texas 46, which is on
Highway 46 a couple of

miles east of Hwy. 281 at
Sun Valley, has sat vacant
and for sale since the
death of founder and
owner Gary Stebbins
more than a year ago.
Kathy Stebbins, the
late Gary Stebbins ex-wife
and manager of the
restaurant and bar until
his death, said the Freedmans are great people
and talented restaurant
operators who plan to retain the Texas 46 name,
and carry on with the bar’s
tradition of live country
music.
“I think they plan to
keep things much like they
were,” Kathy Stebbins
said.
Continued on pg. 14

from the staff at
the Shade Tree.
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Honest Charlie
continued
tiently explained to his wife
than an adult African lion
would eat hundreds of dollars worth of meat every
week, while a skeleton
such as the one hanging

in the shop would eat
nothing.
“Those were some wild
days,” Potter said. “We had
a trained Malayan sun
bear I got from a carnival.
Had no teeth and his
claws were filed. Weighed
about 250 pounds. I would
lay bets on the bear and
he would wrestle with the

Great Barbecue...
Great Texas Music...
Come Join The Fun...
Thursday Bike Night
Live Classic Rock & Blues
Friday Fish Fry and Dance
Live Country Band
Saturday
Concert and Dance
Classic Car and Hotrod
Cruise Every Sunday 1:30pm
to 6:30pm

210-263-3805

www.texaspridebbq.net

Herb’s Hat Shop
The Legacy Lives

The late He

rb and Pat

Carroll

20% off
on all
straw hats

We are now a Yeti dealer

half-drunk soldiers.
“There were whores in
skin-tight dresses, GIs
who thought they were
about half tough. Military
policemen. Cops. Fatigues. Gung-ho fitness
freaks running five miles
before breakfast every
morning. The Vietnam
war was going on then,
and the testosterone was
pumping at a high level.
When the action first got
going, and when the bets
were small, the idea was
to let the soldier pin the
bear to the floor. But when
the bets really got big,
then it came time for the
bear to win me the
money.”
Potter said the bear reacted to hand signals.
“When I showed the
palm of my hand in a
downward position, the
bear would roll back on
his back and let the soldier
win,” Potter said. “But
when I showed him my
palm in an upward position, he would roll over
and pin the soldier. Bears
are powerful animals with
rounded shoulders and
nobody can pin one down
if the bear resists.”
And then, Potter said,
the bear presented sanitation problems which eventually led to his eviction
from the Snake Hill property.
“To be quite frank about
it all,” Potter said, “that
bear could shit a pile
processed oakmeal you
couldn’t run and jump
over, and the flies were
terrible.”
There was no American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Animals (ASPCA) local
presence during those
hard-to-curry
Rattlesnake Hill days. Local
cops and the FBI proved
to be a far more menacing threat to Potter’s existence than the ASPCA
would ever have been.
A sniper killed District

Judge John Woods in
1978, and an unknown
gunman tried to kill a federal prosecutor in Alamo
Heights.
“I had to close the tattoo shop and get out of
sight,” Potter said. “Everyone was scattering in all
directions. The Bandidos
were early suspects, and
while I was a biker and
non-club member, I still
have friends in the club. I
was called in for questioning right along with chapter
founder
Royce
Showalter and all the rest
of them. The law was even
grilling my customers. This
was all before the law finally zeroed in on Charles
Harrelson and the Chagras of El Paso.”
Potter’s wife Melanie is
a retired public school
teacher and daughter of
the late Mayor Pro-Tem
and Justice of the Peace
Richard Teniente.
“I guess I really lucked
out with this one,” Potter
said. “The judge was a really great guy, and he was
willing to accept me in
spite of my spotty past.”
He met Melanie more
than 20 years ago when
she came in for a tattoo.
His first wife Rita is remarried and doing well,
according to Charlie, and
their son Richard, also a

tattooist and an accomplished musician, is now
spending most of his time
writing music and working
in music project produc-

tions. At one time, Richard
ran the tattoo shop.
Richard Potter is one
hell of a saxophone player
Continued on pg. 14

If Charlie Potter has a right hand man at his
Honest Charlie’s Tattoos it has to be Poison,
a refugee from East L.A. Potter says Poison
was a California graffiti terror before
moving to Texas and cleaning up his act.

“The Great Texas Experience”

4922 Rigsby 648-9242
9 a.m. til 6 p.m.
Tuesday thru Friday
Saturday 9 a.m. til 4 p.m.

Catering
Party Room Rental
Pavilion Rental
Fundraiser
Hosting
Oilfield Crew Catering
210-263-3805
www.texaspridebbq.net
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Honest Charlie
continued
who has been featured in
past Action Magazine articles, and I am reminded
that one of the first Potter
family articles in Action
Magazine came after I accompanied Charlie and
Rita to the first National
Tattoo Artist Convention
ever held in the United
States.
We think the year was
1974 with the convention
being held in a major
Houston hotel. I think it
was the Whitehall.
While there, Charlie introduced me to Lyle Tuttle,
the famed L.A. tattoo artist
who has decorated the
epidermis
of Hollywood’s greatest
and many stars of the
music world, ranging from
Janis Joplin to Cher.
I believe Tuttle told me
he put a couple of
stemmed cherries on
Cher’s belly, but I’m not
positive about this.
“The only publications
to cover this event were
Esquire Magazine, Hustler, Easy Rider, and Action Magazine,” Potter
recalls. “I was really proud
to introduce you to Tuttle
and other friends in the industry.”
Honest Charlie Potter
knew them all, and every
single one of them was
acquainted with him, the
result of him spending a
goodly amount of time in
California where certain
events eventually led him
to legally change his
name from Charlie Potter
to Honest Charlie Potter.
“It all started with me
writing articles for certain
motorcycle magazines,
and me not getting paid
for the articles,” Charlie
said. “The magazines
were bylining the articles
Honest Charlie Potter as a
fuckin’ joke because
everybody on the East
Side of L.A. knew that nobody was gonna get a
straight fuckin’ deal from
me on anything in those
days. If my name was
legally Honest Charlie, I
thought maybe the magazines would have to pay
me. They never did, but I
like the Honest Charlie
name. Maybe it was A.L.
Hernden who came up
with this idea. I never
question anything that
A.L. says or does. Like I
said, he and Charles
Campion will always rate
as geniuses in my book.”
Always thin as a gutted
snow bird, Honest Charlie

Potter has survived and
lived with hepatitis C, diabetes, high blood pressure, and lung problems
from sundry gunshot
wounds. Potter said the
bullet holes resulted from
“old disagreements.”
Potter said he became
a “running target” in the
midst of a big Austin gang
fight that should never
have happened.
He said he was near
death a year ago, so sick
that son Richard had to
help him to the bathroom.
He credits his recovery to
a Native American Peyote
Church meeting which
was held on property he
owns in far south Bexar
County.
“The Peyote Church
headquarters is in Miranda City down near
Laredo,” Potter said, explaining that he has been
a member of the Native
American Peyote Church
since he was a kid.
“A medicine man on his
way to Miranda City
stopped by last year and
saw how sick I was,” Potter
said. “So a healing ceremony was planned, and
about a hundred Indians
showed up for the ceremony we had out on my
land. I damn near had a
heart attack trying to clear
brush for the ceremony.
But those Indians helped
save my life.”
Honest Charlie’s Tattooing at 1816 Fredericksburg Road does, indeed,
resemble the zoo’s old
monkey island when the
activity gets really cranked
up and humming during
the wee morning hours.
Regular tattooists at
the shop include Poison
from East L.A., Madd
Huero, Bobby Shaw, Eric
Montez,
and
Robert
Gomez. Charlie still does
some tattooing, but on a
limited basis, electing to
just hang around and
shoot the breeze when
Monkey Island is really
aswarm.
“Others come in and
work on an appointments
basis,” Honest Charlie
says.
“Felix
Zamora
comes in and does some
really spectacular custom
work, and we have others
with artistic talents who
can free hand it when the
occasion calls for it.”
Charlie eschews the
notion that good tattoos
must come from a collegetrained hand.
He cites both Snapper
of Fantasy Tattoos on Perrin Beitel Road, and Daffy
who once ran South Paw
Tattoos in Universal City
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as old-school tattooists
like himself.
“I’m more like a
plumber than an artist,”
Potter said. And both
Snapper and Daffy said
about the same thing in
Action article of the past.
In the old school tattoo
shops, Potter said, the
customer got exactly what
was displayed on the walls
with no deviation.
The business is changing, Charlie acknowledges, with free-hand
artists entering the profession with measured results.
“In the old days,” Charlie said, “free hand work
was limited to tattoos of
six-toed freaks and crosseyed Jesuses, and not the
sort of stuff that a traditional tattooist would mess
with. Now, though, there is
some really spectacular
work being done, and
much of it is artwork requested by women. And
we are getting away from
adding tattoos in little bits
and pieces. There is more
planning now, especially
among women, and we
are able to do much larger
and better body tattoos,
especially on backs.”
Potter bristles at a recent Express and News
article quoting Drew De La
Fuentes, a 34-year-old tattooer who maintains a private studio on Austin
Highway.
De La Fuentes was
quoted as saying that he
apprenticed at Honest
Charlie’s, but drew away
because of an atmosphere of bikers, cocaine,
sex, and gangs.
“What a crock of shit,”
Honest Charlie said of the
article (the reference to
Honest Charlie’s has
since been deleted from
the newspaper’s online
issue). “That guy was no
apprentice, he was here
for only a day or two. And
if he saw any cocaine on
the premises, then it belonged to him. And If he
found a whore on the
property, he must have
brought her with him.”
If the daily newspaper
had published anything
like this when I worked
there, the late attorney Pat
Maloney would have been
filing a libel suit before the
ink dried on the article.
Being a
convicted
felon, Potter knows that he
cannot legally possess a
firearm. But he says son
Richard has a number of
guns, many of the nonfireable antiques. And
Honest Charlie’s affinity
for sabers, swords, and

huge battle axes is a wellchronicled fact.
“I don’t like knives,” Potter said. “Swords are more
effective. With a sword you
can stand three feet back
and cut little chunks off a
guy without getting too
close to a blade.”
Facial and neck tattoos
are getting more numerous, but Potter says he
doesn’t personally do
them.
“I’m old school,” he
said. “I don’t like to tattoo
on heads and hands.
These are body parts that
can’t be covered if someone wants to put on a
long-sleeved shirt and
apply for a job with a bank
or a doctor’s office. I have
friends in both the Bandidos and Hells Angels motorcycle clubs, and I won’t
tattoo any bike club name
on anyone who has no
business with such a tattoo. And I turn away anyone who comes in wanting
a prison gang tattoo. If
they had wanted one of
these, why the fuck didn’t
they get it done while they
were in prison?”
Honest Charlie said the
tattooer must always consider the mental condition
of a tattoo customer.
“Some of these people,” he said, “are people I
don’t want to get into the
boat with. And I damn sure
won’t tattoo a swastika on
anyone.”
Potter is the first to
admit that modern-day tattooing is
gaining in acceptance
much like motorcycles, but
he still maintains an oldschool strangle hold on reality that is hard to
dispute.
“Tattoos are like Harley
Davidson motorcycles,”
Potter said. “Now everybody gets a tattoo, and
everybody’s hair dresser
is riding a Harley. But that
don’t make ‘em bikers.
And tattoos don’t make
anybody tough. Tattooing
is still about military guys,
whores, cops, bikers, and
whoever the fuck walks
through the doors. Everybody these days wants to
look like a tattooed biker,
present a tough image for
the girls in the bar on
weekends. They all want
to look like tattooed biker
toughs, and they are all
scared the fuck out of real
tattoed bikers. These are
the phonies who go back
to work selling insurance
on Monday morning.”
Honest Charlie says all
this with a wistful and
plaintive tone in his voice.
He doesn’t like this 21st
Century any more than I
do.

Honest Charlie Potter tattoos an armadillo
on the arm of Action editor-publisher Sam
Kindrick. This was done in the 1970s at
Potter’s first tattoo shop on Rattlesnake
Hill near Fort Sam Houston in San Antonio.

Scatter Shots
continued from page 11
Royce’s house
Good news from our
friend Royce Showalter,
last living founding father
of the Bandidos Motorcycle Club’s San Antonio
chapter.

Royce Showalter
Royce hasn’t had
much contact with the old
brotherhood since we
featured him on the
March 2015 issue of Action Magazine, but some
positive things have been
happening in is life.
Friends have donated
time and cash to help him
get a near-impossible

plumbing situation resolved at his house, and
doctors are saying he
may not need a heart
pacemaker
as
first
thought.
Royce’s main angel is
a jack of many trades by
the
name of David Dornak.
An Eagle Scout, a
onetime employee of
NASA, and a spiritual
man who Showalter says
knows the Bible better
than most, Dornak has
revamped the plumbing
under Roy’s home, fixed
the sewer system, restored hot water after
years without it, and is
now preparing to shore
up the foundation.
“He’s an incredible
man,” Showalter says.
“He believes in helping
others, and I believe he is
a natural for an article
sometime in the future.”
Showalter says his
irascible doberman Zeus
even likes Dornak, and
Zeus isn’t known to like
hardly anyone other than
Royce.
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