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2/2 THU Steak Night 
2/5 SUN David Touchton &

The Nowhere Band
2/10 FRI Across The Wide
2/12 SUN Dallas Moore, Cash

Oreiley & Dusty Rust
2/16 THU Steak Night
2/17 FRI Bonnie Montgomery
2/18 SAT Darci Carlson
2/19 SUN Dale Watson and

his Lone Stars
2/26 SUN Dennis Barnes &

The 2x4’s

Live Music in February
Steak Night
2/2 & 2/16

Chicken Shit Bingo
Every Sunday 

4-8

Every Friday
Food Truck

Tasty Fusions!

February ENTERTAINMENT
www.Brookspub.biz

FRI 3rd Collateral Damage
FRI 10th Prototype

FRI 17th Spit Fire
FRI 24th Dark City

Sunday Feb 5th
Superbowl Party!

All Childrens boots
10% OFF

Men’s
Ariat
boots
$10
OFF

Live stock Show & Rodeo Specials

Ladies Corral boots
10% OFF

Ladies Old West boots
10% OFF

www.cowtownboots.com
4522 Fredericksburg Road � San Antonio, Texas � 210.736.0990

Daily Drink Specials Everyday! Ask one 
of our beautiful bartenders for details.

For more info go to
ANHALTHALL.COM

Anhalt Hall
2390 Anhalt Rd., Spring Branch, TX 78070

830-438-2873

February 18 
Billy Mata and the
Texas Tradition
8pm

From San Antonio: Take Hwy 281 N to Hwy 46, Turn Left,
4 miles to Anhalt Rd. & See Signs



Jim Chesnut ............................................4

Frenchie Burke ........................................7

Cowboy Mardi Gras .............................8-9

Sam Kindrick ..........................................6

Scatter Shots ........................................11

• DEPARTMENTS •

• FEATURE •

Editor & Publisher ................Sam Kindrick
Advertising Sales ..............Amy Heller Reif 

....................Action Staff
Photography.............................Action Staff
Distribution............................Ronnie Reed
Composition..........................Elise Taquino

Volume 42 • Number 2

Action Magazine, February 2017 • 3 • 

advertising is worthless if you have nothing worth advertising
Put your money where the music is. . .

Advertise in Action Magazine



           By Jim Chesnut
    I am a live music per-
former, and last year I
played a gig located about
two hours away from my
home. It was a pleasant
drive with little traffic, and
SiriusXM kept me com-
pany along the way. 
Just as I arrived at my
destination, it started to
rain. The venue has a cov-
ered loading area for
bands, so I was able to
stay dry while I unloaded
my gear.
    When I say rain I don’t
mean the usual Texas
three-minute thunder-
shower. I mean it was a
deluge that lasted for
hours. It was still raining
when I finished the three-
hour performance and
was loading up to return
home. It had let up some
as I got back on the road,
but within a short time, I
was driving in another
downpour that lasted
more than an hour.
    As I reflect on that
night, I can’t help remem-
bering the death of my
friend Jimmy Peters over
30 years ago. Jimmy was
a fellow Texas troubadour
who recorded for CBS
Records and included me
in several of his shows be-
fore his death in the early
80s. I’m not sure, but I
think he fell asleep while
driving home after a gig. I
took his death pretty hard.
    There is a force that
compels music folks like

me that doesn’t make
sense to many others. I
don’t know; maybe we are
descendant from gypsies.
But, like Willie Nelson’s
song says, “I just can’t wait
to get on the road again.”
    Whatever that force is,
it is not rational. There’s a
viral joke on Facebook
that defines a musician as
someone who drives 100
miles in a $500 van with
$5,000 worth of gear to
make $50.
    What the joke doesn’t
mention is that sometimes
the paycheck bounces.
Anyway, every time I get
behind the wheel to go to
a gig, I think of Jimmy Pe-
ters and the vulnerability
we performers are ex-
posed to as we seek to
scratch the itch that
makes us do what we do.
    The question is:
Why do we continue to do
what we do in the face of
such negative opposition
as music industry rejec-
tion, gig cancellations, risk
of injury, likelihood of fi-
nancial insecurity and
marital discord, among
other things? 
    The answer is this: Per-
forming is what keeps us
alive. According to Internet
sources, Albert Hitchcock
is supposed to have said,
“Music is born into a man,
and you can’t rip it out
without killing him.”
    Performing music
keeps a performer’s heart
beating, and performing

requires an audience. Oth-
erwise it is just practice.
Performing in front of an
audience provides a level
of affirmation that is ab-
solutely necessary to a
performer’s healthy sense
of self.
    A few readers of this
article may know that I
had a somewhat success-
ful career in Nashville in
the late 1970s and early
1980s. I burned out, opted
out of my contracts with
Curb/United Artists
Records and William Mor-
ris Agency, and returned
home to Texas to begin a
life that did not include
performing music for over
25 years.
    In that dormant period I
could feel myself slowly
dying, thirsting for the one
thing that feeds a vibrant
heart. And, since I started
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A musician looks back 
at the why of the trade

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

210-649-3730
www.texaspridebbq.net
210-649-3730

651-4541
4810 FM 1518 N.

1/4 MILE EAST 

OFF IH35

HOURS: 

7 DAYS 
A 

WEEK

Roy Holley
Host

830.426.9228
royholly@icloud.com

SATURDAY MORNINGS
9:OOAM - 10:00AM

Jim Chesnut
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13247 BANDERA RD, HELOTES, TX 78237 210-695-4941

FEBRUARY BAND SCHEDULE
NOW FEATURING LIVE MUSIC!

Join Us

Every Wednesday
Songwriters Night

hosted by
Amy Hermes

Every Sunday
Songwriters Night

hosted by
Adrian Rodriguez

FRI 3 JESSE STRATTON
SAT 4 APRIL HALL
FRI 10 CLAY HOLLIS 

ACOUSTIC DUO
SAT 11 FALLON FRANKLIN
SUN 12 JON GROF
FRI 17 MEYER/ANDERSON
SAT 18 SELLARS AND HYMEL
FRI 24 BONNIE LANG
SAT 25 MORGAN ASHLEY



With my right hip out like a gut-shot bird, I am
now hobbling around on a $10 walker my wife bought
at a thrift store.

Something about disc bulges, lumbar re-
arrangement, and nerve pinchings sufficient to send the
Wooly Bully himself screeching up walls like a scalded
shoat.

While I have never considered myself a pussy,
my ongoing lower back trauma has got me seriously
considering a reversal of my original opinion. But I ain’t
quitting. I’m recalling. Even if I am a pussy.

I’m sure the sight of me on my $10 walker
would bring about whoops of unadulterated joy in more
than a few skull orchards and dens of iniquity I have
been known to frequent. Upholstered toilets, many of
them, if you please.

It could be worse, and I can remember when
it was.

I have survived third-degree  burns on both
legs which resulted from me getting wired, drunk,
and stoned prior to setting myself ablaze with a 5-
gallon can of gasoline. I have officiated at a funeral
while literally dripping blood from an appendec-
tomy gash that never got a chance to heal. I have
survived advanced bladder cancer and one small
knife wound that ain’t even worth mentioning.

I can remember all the way back to my late teen
years when I traveled from Junction to the infamous
Bandera Stompede, a fitting place for me to get the shit
kicked out of me in front of the famed Cabaret Club by
a big ugly devil everyone called Pipe Creek Red. 

I never knew what happened to Red. Whatever
it was I always hoped that it was bad. 

When I start the self-pity trip, all I need to do is
think back when the going was really rough.

It was in the late-1970s that I  officiated night-
club bouncer and club trouble-shooter Cotton Stout’s fu-
neral at the downtown Porter Loring Funeral Home.
Cotton and I became friends after rolling around the
floor of an Austin Highway joint known as The Squirrel
Cage. Cotton had barred me.

Cotton was Ronnie Branham’s loyal friend
and right-hand-man when Branham owned  clubs
like The Longneck, Sugar Daddy’s, Deja Vu, and Hal-

lelujah Hollywood.
A victim of lukemia, Cotton would sit in my of-

fice, dropping great wads of his once thick and curly hair
into a waste basket. The chemo was taking his mane.

I never told him to stop doing it. And I can recall
squeezing out a tear for the tough old Okie when Ron-
nie Branham called to announce that Cotton was gone,
and to ask if I would be willing to officiate at  Cotton’s
funeral.

“It is a last wish of Cotton’s,” Branham said. “He
told me just before the end that he didn’t want a tradi-
tional minister preaching his funeral. He wanted me to
ask you to do it.”

Cotton’s funeral came only a few days after a
young doctor by the name of Rodney Yoshida had re-
moved my ruptured appendix at what is now University
Hospital.

I will never forget the only funeral service I ever
conducted.

When I showed up to “preach” Cotton’s funeral,
Porter Loring himself was there to show me to the
lectern directly behind Cotton’s casket.

Porter was all but freaking out of his skin. A
cricket in a chicken run wouldn’t come close to describ-
ing Loring’s nervous  condition.

He was all but wringing his hands when he
asked me what I was going to say.

“Hell, Porter, I haven’t got the faintest idea. I
have  never done a funeral before,” I told Loring.

Cotton’s son and daughter were present, and

both of them said I did okay. I talked about Stout’s loyalty

and his honesty. He said what he meant and he meant

what he said, and there was never an okie on this earth

any tougher than Cotton.

Before the service was done, my appendec-

tomy stitches had busted loose and I had blood soaking

through my suit coat.
Back at the hospital, I recall Dr. Yoshida

screeching at me.
“You what?” he screamed. “You actually got up

there before we even got your stitches out.”

“Yeah,” I reminded Yoshida. ‘You told me I could
do anything I felt like doing and I felt like preaching a fu-
neral.”

He said something about idiots like me
jeopardizing his young career in the medical pro-
fession. He said more, too, but I have forgotten most
of it.

Far worse was my accidental self-immolation
experience in front of a Bulverde tarpaper shack I once
lived in. I was pouring gasoline on one side of a brush
fire I had started, something no sane human would do,
when the flames flashed over and cooked both of my
legs from ankles to knees. The fire also singed off my
beard, eyebrows, and eyelashes.

That was a tough day. To say that I was under
the influence would be a euphemism. Fucked up would
be more like it. I recall driving myself to the county hos-
pital, stopping en route at the old Leon Springs Cafe
where I asked for a wet towel. 

The waitress came out holding the towel at
arms length, like a rattlesnake on the end of a stick.
And I will never forget barging into the hospital
emergency room where a receptionist said, “Please
have a seat, sir. Someone will be with you momen-
tarily.”

My face resembled a burnt prickley pear.
Smoke was still curling out of what remained of my shirt.

“I’m on fire!” I hollerd.
Determined to leave the burn ward before it

was deemed safe, I somehow managed to survive. Raw
burn wounds heal from the inside out instead of the out-
side in, and they must be scrubbed daily with a stiff bris-
tle brush. The hospital people assured me I would die
of gangerine if I went at it alone.

I sat in a shower and cried as I scrubbed those
wounds until they healed. 

So my current back problem could be worse.
No surgery is to be required at this point, and the phys-
ical therapy people have got me exercising butt muscles
I never dreamed I had. 

It reminds me of a message on a coffee cup
I saw in a recovery group kitchen: Thou Shalt Not
Snivel
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          By Sam Kindrick
    The best quote to ever
define Fiddlin’ Frenchie
Burke came from a young
man who approached
Frenchie in a South Texas
honky-tonk after one of
Burke’s rafter-rattling fid-
dle shows.
    We don’t know the
young man’s name, but
we will never forget his
quote, a truism Clifton
Jansky passed along last

month while emceeing the
huge Frenchie Burke me-
morial at Floore Store in
Helotes. 
    “Johnny Gimble is the
greatest fiddler I ever
heard,” the young fiddle
fan was heard to say, “and
Frenchie Burke is the
greatest fiddler I ever saw.”
    The old cajun was truly
a stage act with no peer.
He was fire, wind, thunder
and heat lightning with a
fiddle, and woe to the mu-
sician who dared to follow
him on a stage. 
    In every sense of the
word, Frenchie Burke was
a sight, according to coun-
try legend Johnny Bush,
who gave Burke his first
fiddling job with Bush’s
Bandoleros band.
    “Frenchie was one of a
kind,” Bush said. “There
will never be another like
him. We all loved him, and
we will all miss him.”
    Musicians who play
loose with the term
“packed house” don’t
know what a packed

house is. The Frenchie
Burke memorial resulted
in a true packed house.
Human bodies jammed in
so close you couldn’t slide
more than one rolling
paper in between them
and a performing lineup
that included some of the
greatest country musi-
cians who ever lived.
    Johnny Bush was
there, as was Johnny Ro-
driguez, George Cham-
bers, Bobby Flores, Moe
Bandy, and many more,
including Drug Store Cow-
boys leader Dub Robin-
son, a longtime Frenchie
Burke friend, fan, and fel-
low performer who helped
us gather information for
this article.
    This article wouldn’t
have been possible with-
out Dub and Clifton Jan-
sky, both longtime friends
and former cover features
in Action Magazine.  
    I made it to the Floore
front door, but there was
no way I could penetrate
the crowd with the walker

I was forced to use. My
back had caved in only
days before the tribute
show. So I backed out,
Facebooked Dub, and
later hollered for more
help from Clifton and mu-
s i c i an / pho t og raphe r
Marco Villarreal. They all
came through.
    Dub was guitar player
for the tribute band. Oth-
ers in the group were
Kenny Grohman, John
Owens, Bruce Bierstedt,
and Keith Junot. 
    They whipped out such
Frenchie favorites as Big
Mamou, Diggy Diggy Lo,
Mama Got the Know How,
and Colinda.
    The grand finale, of
course, was every fiddler
in the house on stage to-
gether playing Orange
Blossom Special in uni-
son. 
    Dub said the fiddlers
probably numbered a
dozen or more. There
were tears, too, and more
than a few audible sniffles
as Frenchie’s daughter

Leah read a poignant
poem she wrote about her
father. 
    Robinson said Jansky
did a bang-up job as mas-
ter of ceremonies.

Photos by 
Marco Villarreal 

Continued on pg. 12
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“The Great Texas Experience”

Catering
Party Room Rental
Pavilion Rental
Fundraiser 
Hosting

Oilfield Crew Catering
210-263-3805

www.texaspridebbq.net
210-649-3730

Billy Mata Moe Bandy

Frenchie loved the crowds.

They poured out for Fiddlin’ Frenchie Burke
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Thousands expected for Cowboy Mardi Gras
    James McGroarty and
Stella Tedesco are bracing
for record-shattering
crowds at their 12th An-
nual Cowboy Mardi Gras
on February 16,17, and
18.
    The king and queen of
Cowboy Mardi Gras are
pictured on the cover of
our February issue of Ac-
tion.
    Centered at Mc-
Groarty’s World Famous
11th Street Cowboy Bar in
Bandera, the Texas-style
Mardi Gras has captured
the imaginations of thou-
sands. 
    This blowout will fea-
ture  three days and nights

of  country, zydeco, and
cajun music by some of
the best bands this side of
New Orleans and in be-
tween.  
    Texas Mardi Gras en-
thusiasts throng the
streets of Bandera with
strings of beads, ostrich
and peafowl plume getups
in every color of the rain-
bow, and other trappings
that leave  first-time partic-
ipants  all but over-
whelmed by the variety of
events.
    The celebration fea-
tures everything from pa-
rades to costume contests
to chicken races, gumbo
cookoffs, and even cos-

tume contests for the
pups.
    Kaila Bennetsen, gen-
eral manager of the 11th
Street Cowboy Bar, said
the crowds for this year’s
Mardi Gras party will likely
be record shattering.
    “We are expecting
thousands,” Bennetsen
said. “I wouldn’t be sur-
prised if we double last
year’s attendance figure.”
    Bennetsen is already
hiring 27 extra bartenders
to handle beer and drink
sales at 7 bars within 11th
Street Cowboy Bar com-
plex and  to also open a
street bar for the outdoor
crowds.

    This is a world-class
Texas event that is begin-
ning to draw visitors from
all over the state and be-
yond.
    Stella Tedesco’s 11th
Street Harley and Horses
Market Place is all part of
the package, offering
clothing, jewelry, and gifts
in keeping with the sur-
roundings. 
    So mark your calen-
dars, San Antonio and
South Texas people, and
get ready for the short hop
to Bandera, Cowboy Cap-
ital of the World and home
of a bar operation like
none you have ever seen.
    On Thursday, February

16, the festivities kick off
with  a canine costume
contest at 7 p.m., and a
variety of cajun food at 8
p.m. Music by Rusty
Metoyer and Zydeco
Krush will follow at 8:30
p.m.
    Rusty Metoyer and Zy-
deco Krush kick things off
on Friday, February 17 at
2 p.m. Leroy Thomas and
the Zydeco Roadrunners
come on at 6 p.m. Jake
Hooker and the Outsiders
start at 10 p.m.
    Saturday, February 18,
is the biggest day of all,
starting with The World
Championship Gumbo
Cookoff at 8 a.m.

    The 12th Annual Cow-
boy Mardi Gras Parade
starts at noon, followed by
the music of Wayne Sin-
gleton and the Same Ol 2
Step at 12:30 p.m.
    The Cowboy Mardi
Gras costume contest
starts at 2 p.m. Money
Chicken Race is at 2:30
p.m. Cajun music by
Wayne Singleton is at
2:45 p.m.  Gumbo cookoff
awards at 4 p.m.
    At 5 p.m. music will be
by Jamie Bergeron and
the Kickin Cajuns.
    Jeff Woolsey and the
Dancehall Kings will wind
things up starting at 9 p.m.
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Bandera’s Cowboy Bar center of the universe
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BROADWAY JOE GONZALES
210-344-9672

BROADWAY AMUSEMENTS

CLUB OWNERS
MAK E  MOR E
MON E Y  $ $$

Reduce Credit Card Expenses

GET A MINI BANK (ATM) IN
YOUR CLUB AT NO 
EXPENSE TO YOU!

We provide ATM’s for 
festivals and other events

• INTERNET JUKE BOXES
• VALLEY POOL TABLES
• ELECTRONIC DARTS

• VIDEO GAMES

www.broadwayamusements.com

Buy the 16x20 
“Dos Amigos” 
and receive 

Indian Pottery print for
FREE, a $25 value.

$20
Only

Accent Imaging 10930 Wye Drive • San Antonio, TX 78217 • (210) 654-9555 • (888) 824-7225 • www.accentsa.com

“Dos Amigos” 
12x16

$75
Only

“Dos Amigos” 
16X20

Clinton Baermann’s
Indian Pottery 

$25
while supplies last.

The world famous painting “Dos Amigos” created in the
mid 70’s by renowned western artist Clinton Baermann. 

So what are you waiting for?

Put your business out there
where people can see it

Advertise in
Action 
Magazine

Since 1975, the most respected and best-read
entertainment journal in South Texas

To advertise call (830) 980-7861

www.actionmagsa.com

It doesn’t take a rocket 
scientist mentality to know

that print advertising, coupled
with full internet coverage, is
the best deal in town. 



·    Ode to Trigger
    The following piece is
by Dub Robinson, founder
and lead singer/guitar
player with the Drug Store
Cowboys.

    It is a whimsical narra-
tive delivered from  the
perspective of a scarred
up Martin guitar with a
horse’s name, and it is
one of the greatest poems
we have ever read.  

    Title of the work is sim-
ply Trigger. And here’s
how it goes:
    Of all the guitars Martin
made, I am the chosen
one. From the day he
laid down cash for me, I’ve
been on the run. 
    Who’d have known he’d
play me, for Queens and
Presidents. In coliseums,
bars and concert halls, his
bus my residence.
I heard all the songs he

wrote, when they were
barely visions. And saw
them mesmerize the
crowd, accomplishing
their mission.
    I saw generations
come and go, from under-
neath his arm. He played
me hard and he played
me long, I am his lucky
charm.
    From Floore to the
White House, and all
points in between. People
recognize me, they know
where I’ve been. 
    Now I’m old and fragile,
and I get the best of care.
There’s a place below my
sound hole that ain’t noth-
ing but air.
    But somehow I’m still
playing, I’ve felt every lick.
It’s a price I have to pay, I
really hate that pick.
    Yeah I’m a Martin N-
20, 1969. You can hear me
on Blue Eyes Cryin’ and
Always on My Mind. 

    I’ve been his compan-
ion all these years and I
guess that’s why I figure.
The Red Headed Stranger
named me after Roy
Rogers horse. 
    That’s why they call me
Trigger---- Dub Robinson
    Editor’s note:
    When Nelson’s
Ridgetop, Tennessee
house caught fire  in 1969
and burned almost to the
ground, Willie astounded

fire fighters and spectators
alike when he charged
back into the flaming
house to rescue Trigger,
his cherished guitar.
    “Trigger was one of two
reasons I braved the
flames,” Willie told Action
editor-publisher Sam Kin-
drick many years ago.
“The other  big reason
was a pound of Colom-
bian weed I had stashed
in the guitar case with Trig-
ger. I knew the fire was
costing me music and
lyrics to almost a hundred
of my songs, and I knew I
would need to do some
heavy smoking to soothe
the pain.” 

Bush Milestone
   Johnny Bush is cele-
brating 50 years with his
famed Bandoleros Band,
an accomplishment an-
nounced by Heart of
Texas Records.

   Bush formed the band
in 1960 with the recently
departed Frenchie Burke
as his first fiddler. 
    Jack Johnson, Charley
Pride’s manager, named
Bush’s band, and the
Texas Country Music Hall
of Fame member has
been touring and playing
ever since.
    Bush recalls: “I was
looking for something
South Texas with a Tex-

Mex flair. We thought of
comancheans, but didn’t
come up with anything I
really liked. In passing,
Jack Johnson said, ‘Now
when you and the Ban-
doleros get to Washing-
ton, you call me...’ And
boom, I said That’s it.”
    In celebrating this mile-
stone Bush commissioned
a commemorative  belt
buckle from Texas Tres
Rios Silver in Llano to be
given to members of his
band. 
    After 50 years, Johnny
Bush and the Bandoleros
are still entertaining thou-
sands annually at con-
certs, auditoriums, and
beer joints across the
country. 
Roy Head Okay

    Texas country rock idol
Roy Head is okay after a
close call last month with
a ruptured aorta.

    Roy’s son Sundance
Head signaled that his fa-
ther was out of the woods
with a thumbs up image of
Roy from his hospital bed.
    Known as Mr. Texas
Rock and Roll Dynamite,
Roy was in fine form last
year at David Phillip’s No
Bull Radio concert near
Pearsall.
    A great songwriter and
soul singer in his own
right, Sundance Head was

the recent winner of
NBC’s The Voice competi-
tion. 
      Saloon troubles
    Bulverde area saloon
problems continue to
abound with at least two of
the newer skull orchards
hoisting for sale signs in
January.
    The troubled Rusty
Spur on Blanco Road is
still hosting poker tourna-
ments, but the joint proper
and adjoining property
which incudes a small
house are all apparently
included in signs that pro-
claim Available.
    The other holding
which is  running up the
white flag is a 15-acre par-
cel of land on Ammann
Road which has bumfuz-
zled its neighbors for the
better part of two years.
    The new sign proclaims
Events Center for Sale.
    This property appar-
ently includes a covered
outdoor pavilion and a
smaller nightclub like
structure that includes a
bar and small bandstand.
    Two signs on the prop-
erty road front proclaim
Duke’s Party Barn and
Steel Magnolia.
    The only events we
heard about were
sparsely attended band
appearances by Bonnie
Lang, Ruben V, and the
Drug Store Cowboys. 
    Advertising, if there
was any, may have con-
sisted of Facebook and a
small print ad in the
Boerne newspaper.
    On Halloween, the
party and hayride hyped
for this location turned into
a small gathering.
    The Rusty Spur on
Blanco Road opened two
summers ago with some
early advertising in Action
Magazine.
    It is a neat joint with

super barbecue facilities
and a dance floor de-
signed for country danc-
ing. 
    A bunch of us thought it
might really click with
some of the popular
bands that brought week-
end crowds to the Texas
46 Roadhouse which shut
down after the death of
owner Gary Stebbins.
    A lack of consistency
kills many wouldbe  live
music dance clubs, and
such was the fate that be-
fell Rusty Spur.
    Some weekends there
would be two great bands.
On some weekends there
might be only one band.
Some in between would
have none. Then maybe
two on both Friday and
Saturday.
    The weekend crowd
that hit Texas 46 as regu-
lar as clockwork included
country dancers from as
far away as Blanco and
San Antonio.
    When Gary Stebbins
was alive and running the
place he knew the secret.
    Fail to have a live band
on any given Friday or
Saturday, and you have
lost a customer forever.
People who drove out
from San Antonio or in
from Fredericksburg to
hear a favored band would
never return if they found
the bandstand empty. 
    While we do not claim
to be experts on live music
nightclub operations, we
do know from more than
41 years in the entertain-
ment magazine business.
    Clubs that advertise
live bands on weekends
had better have the music
on every single Friday and
Saturday night. With no
exceptions.
    Especially so if they are
located in a rural setting

Dub Robinson
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“He was up to the task,”
Dub said. “He told one
tale of how he did follow
Frenchie on a stage and
lived to tell of it, and he

made sure that
Frenchie’s family and

friends all got to partici-

pate in the tribute. My
contribution was to

Frenchie’s ability to make
people smile from a

stage, how it was the kiss
of death to follow him,
and my recollection of

him eating five big bowls
of my mom’s chicken and

dumplings at a re-
hearsal.”

    Clifton even furnished
us with a transcript of his
own personal tribute to
Frenchie.
    In part, Jansky said,
“Your presence is a great
expression of your love
and support for Frenchie,
Sara, and the whole family
and it is appreciated.”
   Jansky thanked the

personnel at Floore Store
for making the space
available, and Dub Robin-
son later noted that the
Texas Rimshot Band pro-
vided the gear, and the
management of Floore’s
contributed sound and
stage necessities. 
    Also deserving credit is
main organizer of the ben-

efit Elaine Loftin. Elaine
said Frenchie specifically
asked before his death
that the tribute be held at
Floore’s. Others helping
with organization were
Frenchie’s son Buck
Roberts and Rosie Her-
mes.
    Another great highlight
of the proceedings was a

Frenchie Burke trick-and-
fancy fiddle show per-
formed by Frenchie’s
protege Amy Hermes.
Now 30, Amy was person-
ally tutored by Frenchie
from age 9 until she
turned 14.
    She did it all, playing
the fiddle behind her back,
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between her legs, and on
top of her head. 
    Frenchie loved kids and
he took this one in like a
mother hen takes in a lost
chick.
    Burke performed for
children regularly. His fa-
vorite stunt was to let a
child hold the bow while
he made music by moving
the fiddle.

    Jansky introduced Hall
of Fame Disc Jockey Jerry
King as the man who has
done more for country
music than anyone else in
the business.
    King read Frenchie’s bi-
ography, noting that Burke
met his wife Sara while
buying clothes in Harris
Western Center in Lytle in
1978.
    Burke served in the Air
Force, and started playing
music on the side for
Johnny Bush, Ray Price,

and Little Jimmy Dickins.
    The bio went on to note
that Big Mamou gave
Frenchie  his most com-
mercial success. Others
that did well were Jacque
Pierre Bordeaux, Diggy
Diggy Lo, Mama’s Got to
Know How, and his own
unique and unforgettable
rendition of the classic Or-
ange Blossom Special. 
    Burke’s pride and joy
was the Fiddlin’ Frenchie
Burke Music Festival in
Lytle, an annual affair

which drew top area per-
formers for a number of
years. 
    Frenchie began his
recording career with
Johnny Bush and then a
series of albums begin-
ning with Fiddlin’ Frenchie

Burke and the Outlaws
and continuing with
recordings titled Cajun
Fiddle King, Frenchie
Burke’s Dance Album,
and The Best of Frenchie
Burke.
    In 1983, Frenchie had a

cancerous kidney re-
moved. He then had a hip
replaced and suffered a
series of heart attacks. 
    In May of 2014 the can-
cer returned. Frenchie
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and trying to attract cus-
tomers from any driving
distance at all.

    Even if the club is a
non-music venue, the op-
eration must be open with-
out fail during the
operation times posted.
    If someone decides,

say, to drive out to Bul-
verde from San Antonino
for a few late drinks before
closing time, and the club
is advertised to be open
until midnight, the club

better be open when the
new patron arrives.
    If the business shut
down early because of
bad weather, no people,
or any other reason, the

potential new customer
will never come back
again. And he will advise
all of his friends to stay
away as well.
    It doesn’t take many in-
cidents like this to sink a

rural beer joint. So we be-
lieve that new live music
operators had better be
able to survive some bad
weekend nights by never
closing the doors until the
posted closing time.

performing again, I feel
like I am a part of some-
thing bigger than myself. I
feel like I am contributing
something that affects so-
ciety in a positive way. I
am a provider of live music
in a world of discordant
events.
    Music not only “keeps a
performer’s heart beating,”
it also contributes to the
well being of listeners as
well. Below, I offer some
comments for your consid-

eration regarding live
music performances ver-
sus recorded music pre-
sentations.
    Since the early 1970s,
live music has had to face
some stiff competition
from recorded music
modalities such as disco
and karaoke. In my opin-
ion, live music has some
advantages over its com-
petition.
    First, live music per-
formers can engage an
audience in ways that
even karaoke hosts can-
not. For example, in addi-

tion to inviting sing-along-
participation, when per-
forming live,
singer/songwriters often
entertain and enlighten
audiences with stories
that resonate with com-
mon life experiences. It is
very hard for a karaoke
host to do. This level of en-
gagement provides a ben-
efit to the venue featuring
live music by building its
brand loyalty.
    Second, live music per-
formers can respond to
audience non-verbal reac-
tions and adjust the pres-

entation to fit the circum-
stance. For example, as
performers observe the
quality of the connection
with their listeners, they
can intuitively determine
appropriate song selec-
tions and sequences that
encourage extended cus-
tomer lengths of stay in
the venue. Interactive live
music performers are
good for business.
    Third, live music per-
formers help audience
members reconnect with
the past and stay con-
nected to the present.

Metaphorically speaking,
music is the aroma of life
being lived. When a song
reminds you of a happy or
sad time, it doesn’t require
much processing by the
brain. The feeling is just
there. It’s the same way
our sense of smell tells us
that baking bread is a
good thing. 
    Fourth, A live music
performance is more ef-
fective than a recorded
music presentation be-
cause it is visual. A live
music performer commu-
nicates non-verbally with

body language that con-
veys the emotion of the
performance. Simply put,
a quality live music per-
formance just feels better
in many cases.
    If you are reading this
article, chances are you
are a patron of venues
that feature live music per-
formers. I hereby raise my
glass to you to thank and
honor you for all you do to
support live music. 
    A community without
live music is a community
with a foul fragrance of life
being lived.

dearly  wanted to play Ac-
tion Magazine’s 40th and
41st anniversary shows at
Texas Pride Barbecue but
he was too weak to mount
the stage.
    Many of you know that
Clifton Jansky gave up a
fairly successful country
music career to form a

Christian music ministry
which finds him today
preaching, singing, and
selling real estate for a liv-
ing. 
    George Strait recorded
a hit of Amarillo by Morn-
ing, and Jansky’s version
of the Terry Stafford/Paul
Franklin song provided
Clifton’s biggest commer-
cial recording success.

    In winding up his tribute
talk, Jansky recalled
meeting with Frenchie
during his last hours at a
Castroville nursing home
where he died on Decem-
ber 10.
    “My dad died in a nurs-
ing home much like this
one,” Jansky said. “I
shared with Frenchie that
I was there when my dad

gave his heart to the Lord
in May 1991 and I told
Frenchie that I really
wanted him in Heaven
with me and I asked him,
‘Would you like to ask
Jesus in your heart’ and
he said  yes I would.”
    Jansky wound up the
tribute service by saying: “I
know I will see Frenchie
again, and maybe I will be

his front man. I reckon he
is up there now trying to
find a drummer who can
keep up with him.”
    Jansky closed it out by
singing his mother’s fa-
vorite song, Don’t That
Sound Like Heaven.
    I haven’t been around
Floore Store in years. I
used to run through the
place when old man John
T. was alive, and I met

Willie Nelson out by
Floore’s back there in the
1970s. We were sitting
under a mesquite tree and
smoking dope. Some fond
memories.
    My farewell to Frenchie
came in a Facebook post.
Short and simple:
    Adiose, Frenchie. You
left the Orange Blossom
Special roaring through
my mind.
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Northwest

Alamo Music
Baker Street Pub
Big Bob’s Burgers
Bend Sports Bar
Bone Headz
Brewingz
Burn House

Coco Beach
Cooter Brown’s
Element Tattoo
Fat Racks
Highlander
Hills and Dales
Ice House Bar
Joe’s Ice
Kennedy’s
Knuckleheads
Mitchell’s
Pick’s
Planet K
Stacy’s Sports Bar
Thirsty Horse
Wetmore City Limits
Whiskey’s
Wise Guys
Who’s Who

Central &
Downtown

Alamo Music
Armadillo
Amp Room
Augies BBQ
Big Bob’s Burgers
Bombay Bicycle Club
Casbeers

CD Exchange
Demo’s
Goodtime Charlies
Joe Blues
Joey’s
Limelight
The Mix
Olmos Pharmacy
Pigstand
Planet K
Sam’s Burger Joint
Sancho’s
Squeezebox

Southside

Big T’s
Billy’s Bar 47
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Texas Pride BBQ
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Bandera
11th Street Cowboy Bar

Bulverde area

Antler’s Restaurant
Choke Canyon BBQ
Daddy O’s
Max’s Roadhouse
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Specht’s Store
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Aguascalientes
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China Grove
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Sportsman’s Bar
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Floore Store
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