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    Dear Editor,
    Reading Kindrick's stuff
in Action is one of the few
things I've managed to do
consistently for over 30
years, so it freaks me out
a little when you post arti-
cles to Facebook---it's like
eating a T-bone at McDon-
ald's.

    That said, I really en-
joyed reading your piece
about the "Pray for Willie"
hogwash.  It made me
think about everything I
hate about Facebook,
which of course led to
spending the next four or
five hours reading and
writing stuff about Face-
book.  Just after I finished
your piece, I saw that
Zukerberg had published
a 5k word "manifesto"---
and off I went.
    I almost lost the
courage to read Zuker-
berg's latest epistle as
soon as I read the words
"5,500 word manifest." 
That scared the crap out
of me---probably because
the last time I read any-
thing anybody was arro-
gant enough to call a

"manifesto" was just after
they caught the Un-
abomber, but I saddled up
and read the thing any-
way.
    Two things that stuck
out to me about Z's mani-
festo were, 1). it didn't re-
ally make anything
OVERTLY clear, which is
what I kind of thought
manifestos were sup-
posed to do, and 2). Mark
writes exactly like the 13
year old he looks like.
    Conversely, Ted
Kaczynski's ‘Industrial So-
ciety and its Future’ was a
cohesive and well written
document that made sev-
eral sound and well sup-
ported arguments---and it
left no doubt as to what he
thought ought to be done

about it; which turned out
to be blowing up shit. In
fact at this very moment,
Ted is holed up in the
Rockies working out the
finer points of his philoso-
phy while he serves out
one of the eight life sen-
tences he earned by walk-
ing the walk---and actually
doing what he said should
be done---blowing up shit.
    Don't get me wrong, I'm
not a Kaczynski groupie
by any stretch. All I'm say-
ing is after I read the
Zukerberg non-manifesto,
I re-read Kaczynski's, and
it was much better from a
literary perspective---
that's all.  From an ideol-
ogy perspective, they are
extreme polar opposites,
but I think they should be

published under one
cover---Ted's first, be-
cause if you make it
through Kaczynski's
screed, (and you probably
won't) you'll stand a better
chance of recognizing
Zukerberg's kumbaya
horseshit for exactly what
it is: Virtue signaling and
wistful thinking. The only
thing Mark makes clear is
what a great guy Mark
thinks Mark is, and how
much he hopes you will
agree.
    What I want to tell you
is that I enjoy reading your
stuff because you're an
honest writer---like
Kaczynski.  Ok, he's a ter-
rorist and you're a journal-
ist, but even when you are
full of shit---you're honest.

I can't read most modern
journalists because they
are dishonest even when
they are writing about the
indisputable truth of any
given matter---and it
seems congenital. 
    Anyway, I'm not very
good at gratitude, and  I
don't know if it's against
your policy to print fan let-
ters, or if you just never
get them, so I'm sending
this one in case it's the lat-
ter, and if it's the former, I
hope you'll make an ex-
ception because it may be
the only chance I ever
have to get my name in
print next to an 82-year-
old superstar like Sam
Kindrick.  Thanks for writ-
ing Sam!
    Andy Jackson
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By Jim Chesnut
    “God’s gonna trouble
the water,” is a line from
the old spiritual “Wade in
the Water.” If the water in
this instance means life it-

self, songwriter Michael
Waid just may be God’s
emissary sent to stir
things up a bit.
    When I first heard
Michael perform around

five years back in a local
restaurant, I was stirred
musically in ways I could
not have imagined before.
As a staff songwriter for a
major music publisher in
Nashville a number of
years ago, I heard some
really good stuff from one-
time colleagues of mine
like Rodney Crowell, Don
Everly and Mickey New-
bury. But, nothing I heard
then had the impact of the
first time I heard Michael
Waid.
    He troubled my water.
He caused me to recon-
sider what music means
to me and to question
what my search for life’s
meaning through music
might yield. 
    I recently had the honor
of visiting with him to gain
insight for this article. He
told me that a woman
once said that he was “. . .
born to be a race horse
and raised to be a work
horse.” 
    According to Michael,
“My father was an electri-

cian and a child of the de-
pression. I think his main
concern for me was
whether or not I could
make a living. I was an
imaginative, sensitive kid.
Head in the clouds. I
painted watercolors, made
amateur films, wrote po-
etry.”
    “Are you a poet,” I
asked.
    “I would say I'm a song-
writer who sings those
songs and plays guitar to
those songs. Songwriting,
playing and singing have
become one thing for me.
I think of musicianship as
a separate thing alto-
gether, a craft of it's own.
Poetry to me is also a sep-
arate thing, but I do write
from the perspective of
how wording sounds as
much as word meaning,
which is the mystery of
poetry. Paul Simon is a
great one with that,” he
said.
    “When did you first re-
alize you wanted to create
music?” I asked.

    “It was the moment I
heard Simon and Garfun-
kle’s ‘Bridge Over Troubled
Waters’ album. A friend of
mine had invited me over.
His mom made us supper
and he had his own stereo
in his room. After supper,
he put that record on and
I sat there listening. When
it was over I knew that's
what I wanted to do. I
loved the production, the
songs, the guitar work. I
had been a fan of their
music, but until then I
never made the connec-
tion that maybe I could do
that,” he replied.
    “How did you get
started?”
    “My mom bought me
an inexpensive nylon
string guitar and a fake
book. First song I learned
was ‘Sitting On the Dock
Of the Bay.’ I started mak-
ing up my own songs
pretty quickly, and after
that, I taught myself guitar
chords and finger picking.
Mostly I made up stuff
since I never had a

teacher to show me how
it's supposed to be done. I
regret not having lessons,
but there was no money
for them back then. The
payoff has been that I
don't sound like most
other acoustic pickers,” ex-
plained Michael.
    Maybe that is why his
music affects me the way
it does. It’s his “stuff” that
he makes up. It’s nobody
else’s “stuff.”
    Here’s what he said
when I asked him if he
ever gets writers’ block.
    “Yeppers. I write when
the muse comes. Which is
to say I usually don't know
what I am going to write. I
think of it as channeling. I
sit there with a guitar,
sometimes with nothing
but paper and pen, and it
comes. Sometimes full
blown. Sometimes just a
line. 
    “Sometimes everything
but one line. I generally
hear the music and pro-
duction complete in my
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Continued on pg. 14Songwriter Michael Waid
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APRIL BAND SCHEDULE
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Live Classic Rock 
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Saturday Free — conerts and dances
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and chicken fried steaks on Fridays

All new padded chairs and bar seating

Come check out our giant video screens 
with sports and music videos

Longnecks by the bucket, 
full bar, and daily drink specials

Texas Pride 
Barbecue



I wrote a column about the Muslim kid who car-
ried a homemade clock to his middle school near Dal-
las, freaking out everyone in sight because the
contraption had wires and other ominous looking at-
tachments that are often associated with explosive de-
vices. 

School administrators sent the youngster home
with his clock because they were not sure at the time
that the sinister looking thing wouldn’t  blow their heads
off.

Discrimination, discrimination, howled the po-
litically correct. And when I suggested that the little bas-
tard should have had his ass kicked for  contriving to
freak out the school administrators with a clock deliber-
ately built to resemble a homemade bomb, all hell broke
loose.

Former President Obama invited the young
clock maker to visit the White House. 

Yanked by Facebook
Facebook yanked my post about the Tick Tock

Kid, probably because of a reference to the fabric his
people are known to hide their heads under. It gets hot
in the desert, and anyone who wouldn’t cover his head
with some sort of sun bonnet would be considered stu-
pid and/or suicidal, or both. 

But if you use the word “raghead” you are
surely eligible to be tarred with the brush of hate.

I have been wearing cowboy hats all my life.
These hats are constructed with beaver hides, the num-
ber of xs denoting the degree of authenticity and quality
of Mr. Beaver’s covering. 

To my knowledge, nobody has ever referred to
me as a beaverhead, but if someone did, I can assure
you it wouldn’t rattle me. What does piss me off is some
anal retentive Lilliputian shop keeper who would decide
what I should or should not be allowed to write about.

So I should be required and qualified to write
only about music and musicians. That’s what I have
been told.

Why such a restriction as this is a mystery to
me. I know that there are two kinds of music. Good and
bad. We don’t run record reviews in Action Magazine,
and you will never see us rating or ranking anything. 

Pick the best blues musician of the year, and
you are probably wrong. 

Pick the best tattoo studio in town, and you are
assuming the title of judge and jury. 

So let’s get on a subject that we feel really un-
qualified to ramble about. 

How about State Agriculture Commissioner Sid
Miller’s proposal to poison all the feral hogs in Texas
with something now used to kill rats?

Miller has been criticized for getting personal
“Jesus Shots” in another state while ostensibly conduct-
ing Texas business, but few are contesting his assertion
that something has got to be done about the feral hog
population which threatens to take over the state.

Miller, incidentally, is a former rodeo calf roper
who believes that school kids should be allowed to eat
sugar-laden muffins if that’s what they want to eat. And
photos I have seen of the commissioner make me won-
der just how redneck I have looked all these years in my
30-x beavers.

But feral hogs? My experience is limited, al-
though I did go on a night hog hunt with the late August
Timmerman, a one-armed game warden from Hondo
whose hog hunting exploits are legendary.

The late Dan Klepper was the outdoors editor
of the Express and News when I was writing a column
for the dail way back when, and it was Klepper who set
up the hog hunt with Timmerman. 

Timmerman didn’t let the loss of am arm slow
his hog hunting heroics, and I can vividly recall the big
game warden in the middle of the melee, muzzling and
hog-tying a giant boar with hounds baying and snapping
from every quarter.

So what does all this have to do with Muslim kid
clock makers, their linen helmets, freedom of expres-
sion, and hogs? Nothing except for the fact that Allah is
said to frown down on rednecks who eat hog meat.

When I was a kid roaming the Llano River in
Kimble County, the screwworm was on the verge of put-
ting my cowboy grandfather out of the livestock busi-
ness. 

Screwworm Smear 62. I will never forget the
name of the black, toxic-smelling goop we used to kill

worms working in the flesh of living livestock.
My grandpa Clarence (Shinny) Chenault would

rope from horseback and then hold down the “wormy”
sheep and goats while I helped apply the Smear 62.
The smear was a temporary measure, for the screw
worm fly would “blow” a new wound and produce new
larvae within hours of the last treatment. 

Texas livestock breeders were on the verge of
total ruin when the braintrust at Texas A&M University
came upon
a permanent answer to the screwworm threat. They
found that the release of sterile flies among the general
population of screwworm flies would stop the reproduc-
tive process, and that was that.

Screwworm eradicated
Texas counties that were once plagued with

hundreds and thousands of screwworm cases over the
spring and summer seasons may now report only an
occasional screworm case per year. 

Now the great threat to Texas ranchers and
farmers is the proliferation of feral hogs, a scourge
which is literally putting some agriculture people out of
business.

The pigs multiply faster than rabbits, and the
night rambling swine tear up fields and gardens, trample
fences, eat everything in sight, including baby deer and
young livestock. 

Agriculture Commissioner Sid Miller advocates
the use of warfarin poison for the wild hog population.
He says it can be administered without danger to live-
stock or people. Warfarin is a known rat poison, but
Miller says a much lighter dose would be sufficient to
kill the marauding pigs.

He is opposed by the professional hog trappers
who sell the meat for commercial food consumption.
And since the low dosage of warfarin required to kill  a
hog would be a slow death process, we know  animal
rights activists will never condone the poison.

Why, you might ask, did I write this column
about Muslin clock makers, screworm flies, beaver hats,
and  hog hunters? 

I guess I was just moved by some force I can’t
explain.
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          By Sam Kindrick
    La Onda Chicana (The
Wave) took over the South
Texas Popular Culture
Center on Hackberry
Street last month as fans
of the true Westside
Sound came dancing and
prancing out of the wood-
work.
    It was a first for the little
music and art museum
most commonly referred
to as Tex Pop, for never
before has the core of San
Antonio’s world class mu-
sical West Side performed
there. The joint was
packed. 
    Looming larger than
any of them was keyboard
ace Tomas Arturo (Sauce)
Gonzalez, a founding
member of the original
Westide Horns who were
first christened by the late
Doug Sahm.
    Shoulder-to-shoulder
with Sauce were trumpet
sensation Al Gomez and
saxophone veteran Louie
Bustos, who with Gonza-
lez make up the only two
surviving members of the
Doug Sahm band which
was to become The West-
side Horns.
    There is some confu-
sion at this point for Gon-
zalez and Bustos are no
longer members of the
band officially known as
The Westside Horns. 

    That band name has
been registered at the
county courthouse by sax
player Henry Rivas, and
this development has ruf-
fled more than a few feath-
ers, since Rivas was a
relative newcomer to the
older group. 
    It is here that things get
really murky, for Gonzales
chooses to bill his group
as Sauce Gonzales and
the Westside Horns. And
there are some who say
the name should be
grandfathered.
    To add further confu-
sion is that some of the
musicians switch back
and forth, playing with
both groups at various
functions. Both bunches
feature world class musi-
cians who have been
loosely referred to as The
Westside Sound.  
    The term Westside
Sound is the definition of a
movement, a cultural de-
velopment which includes
the soul of Gatemouth
Brown and Spot Barnett,
the blues of the late
Randy Garibay, Rudy T,
Sunny Ozuna, the Tex-
Mex accordion-driven licks
which Augie Meyers calls
“meskin rock and roll,” and
the Tejano of Emilio
Navaira and Selena
and many others.
    The term Westside

Horns describes a band
(or bands). Sauce says it
has been his from the be-
ginning, while Henry
Rivas says it is his and
that he has papers to
prove it. 
    It is doubtful that fans of
the Westside Horns can
make a distinction. How
can the Westside Horns
be without Sauce Gonza-
lez? 
Asked about this, Sauce
laughed: “It can’t be. That
registration at the court-
house covers only Bexar
County. The Westside
Horns are known all over
the world. Doug Sahm
gave me the band and it
was Doug who named it.”
    Sauce claims he was ill
and unable to function
when Rivas registered the
business name West Side
Horns.
    With Sauce, Gomez,
and Bustos at the Tex Pop
show were bassist/vocalist
Nando Aguilar, who
fronted a popular group
called The Rhythm Aces;
and sax legend Spot Bar-
nett, and Urban Urbano,
who has been playing
drums with the others
since the mid-1980s.
There was also a guitar
player who was sitting in
on a temporary basis. 

Continued on pg. 12

Westside Horns evolved
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Louie Bustos (left) with Al Gomez 

651-4541
4810 FM 1518 N.
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of Sir Douglas Quintet
from the glory times

Sauce Gonzalez

Al Gomez with Spot Barnett
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Daughter 
Pamela
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By Sam Kindrick
    We said goodbye to
one hell of a fiddler last
month.
    Allen (Slim) Roberts
was a fiddler who rode
into town with Tex Ritter
and stayed.
    He raised his family
here. He made many
friends here before he
died at age 88.
    He was truly one of the
good guys, and the throng

that turned out last month
for the celebration of
Slim’s life was impressive
to say the least.
    Music and musicians
were a big part of Slim’s
life, and they were all
there for his service at the
Fellowship of San Antonio
Hall. 
    Action Magazine first
encountered Slim and
some of his kids in the
San Antonio music world. 

    With son Will and
daughters Deborah Kay
and Pamela, Slim per-
formed with a band he
called The Generation
Gap.
    Slim was the only one
missing at the March 26
service, but his spirit was
front and center as daugh-
ter  Deborah Kay Braun
wowed the congregation
with the powerful pipes we
recall from back in the day,

singing Wayfaring
Stranger.
    Son Will Roberts took
guitar in hand to sing Go
Rest High Upon the
Mountain. Son-in-law
Larry Patton sang a Ten-
nessee song titled The
Farm.
    As was fitting for the
occasion, three great fid-
dlers joined together on
the classic Maiden’s
Prayer.
    Slim himself might

have rustled up the incred-
ible trio of fiddlers--Johnny
Bush, Ron Knuth, and
Byron Zipp.They were all
Slim’s friends.
    There were prayers,
and hymns by the congre-
gation that included In The
Garden and Amazing
Grace.
    Members of Slim’s fam-
ily told fond stories, while
pastor Ron Hill delivered
the message of hope, re-
demption, and salvation.

    What appeared to be a
hand-hewn cross sur-
rounded by flowers and
ferns said it all.
    Slim Roberts was a
Christian.
    Slim  had a special
brand of humility. He was
my friend, and he had an
amazing ability to treat
people they way they de-
served. 
    It wasn’t hard to love
Slim Roberts.

A fond goodbye to fiddler friend Slim Roberts

Slim Roberts

Will Roberts

Ray Sczepanik

Deborah Kay Braun with
church staffer Tommy Klausen

Sam Kindrick, Bobby Flores,
and Will Roberts

Fiddlers are (left to right) Byron Zipp,
Johnny Bush, and Ron Knuth. George
Chambers is seated with guitar.

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

210-224-9915
25% OFF Most Bonds

BEXAR BAIL
BONDS License

#145
102 S. COMAL #2, SATX 78207

Victoria Embrey, Manager

Hosted by Mike Ellis, Jackie Huddle
and the Fabulous Funtones
Every Sunday at 9:30pm

ALL STAR JAM � 27TH YEAR

KARAOKE WITH LARRY & MADONNA 
Every Friday and Saturday at 9:30pm

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

FREE POPCORN, POOL AND WI-FI

Corner of Perrin-Beitel & Thousand Oaks 
Across from HEB

We are always open at 7:00 a.m. for our night shift patrons
THANK YOU DISCOUNTS FOR FIRST RESPONDERS
We open Sundays at 12:00  � (210) 655-6367      

MAKE MY DAY LOUNGE

LIVE MUSIC FRI & SAT
Karaoke Sun, Mon, & Wed
Every Tue Night: Chris Lopez

April Music Features:
4/1 Robert Demel
4/7 The Groove Factory Band
4/8 Pumped Up Egos
4/14 Shipwrecked
4/15 Heller High Water
4/22 The Worx
4/28 Step Aside
4/29 Audio Fist

Find us on Facebook @ tworiverstavern

NEWLY REMODELED

NEW OWNERSHIP

6 LARGE COLOR TV’S 
AND LARGE PROJECTION

2 POOL TABLES

2 DART MACHINES

LARGE COVERED 
SCREENED IN PATIO

SWEEPSTAKES

POKER EVERY SUNDAY @ 3P

KITCHEN NOW OPEN FOR LUNCH
11A-2P

HAPPY HOUR DAILY 11A-7P

GREAT DRINK SPECIALS
AFTER 7P

210-368-2264
Tworiverstavernsa@gmail.com

Pool • Darts • Televised Sporting Events
1123 Fair Ave. (210) 534-7399

Open Monday - Sunday 12 Noon - 2 a.m.

South San Antonio’s friendly gathering place
5 minutes from Downtown San Antoinio.

Ka r a o k e
on Fridays & Saturdays

The Other

Woman
Cocktail Lounge

Frank Mumme’s



Blues awards set
    The San Antonio Blues
Society will present its
2017 
Sam Baird Music scholar-
ship awards on April 30 at
Sam’s Burger Joint. 
    This will be another
spectacular with live
music by The Texas
Horns, the Peterson
Brothers, and Shelby
Cheyenne.
    Doors open at noon
with the show starting at 1
p.m. Tickets may be pur-
chased at the door for $15
or online at
http://www.samsburger-
joint.com/ Booths may be
reserved for $50 plus $15
per ticket. 
    This is all about the
San Antonio Blues Soci-
ety’s Fiesta Blues Her-
itage Series, described as
an eclectic presentation of
blues and blues influ-
enced music.
    The event funds vari-
ous SABS projects, in-
cluding Blues in the
Schools and the Sam
Baird scholarship fund.
    The scholarship pro-
gram continues the legacy
of noted musician and
SABS member Sam
Baird, who supported and
nurtured the growth of
San Antonio’s music com-
munity for many years.
    The San Antonio Blues
Society was founded in
1990 for the sole purpose
of promoting and preserv-
ing blues music.

    Past scholarship win-
ners include: 2014: Chris-
tian Dunham, Victoria
Celestine, Anthony Wright,
Gilbert Salazar, Joseph
Herron Jr., and Johnnie
Dominguez. 2015: Wesley
D. Penny, Stephanie Cas-
tro, and Conner Smith.
2016: Ernesto Aguirre,
Leah Ortiz, Alexander Bar-
clay, and John Payne.
    Past headliners and
artists performing on this
show include Bett Butler,
Carolyn Wonderland,
Charlie Musselwhite,
Classie Ballou,  KoKo Tay-
lor, Spot Barnett, Ponty
Bone, and Blues Boy Hub-
bard,  just to name a few. 
    Entertainers for the
April blowout are top shelf
artists, Included in the
Texas Horns group are  Al
Gomez, John Mills, Kaz
Kazanoff, Derek O’Brien,
Nick Connolly, Sarah
Brown, and Corey Keller.
    

Charlie Wood
   Life tributes to the late
Charlie Wood have been

held at both the Tobin Cen-

ter
in December and at Sam
Ash Music last month. 

    We didn’t make either

function, but we hope to

cover a third tribute in Bul-

verde in May with the time

and place to be deter-

mined.

   A great jazz guitarist
and a personal friend,

Charlie died without warn-

ing from heart failure at his

home on December 20.

He was raised in Bulverde,

and trained at the knee of

famed San Antonio jazz

guitarist Dow Dagget.
    Charlie Wood played in
numerous jazz festivals,
and he has opened for the
likes of Spyro Gyra, Stan-
ley Jordan, Walter

Beasley, Boney James,
and Kenny Garrett.He was
nominated for two Gram-
mys, In the Thick of the
Woods and Watercolours.
Wood also received two
Global Music Awards in
2015, one for Water-
colours and the other for
Rhythms of the Eclipse.
    Charlie and his wife
Debbie were inseparable.
They were active mem-
bers and instructors for In-
tegral Education and
Connected Wisdom.
Through this venture they
traveled to New York and
such foreign ports as Is-
rael, and Charlie recorded
with various international
musicians.
    We didn’t make note of
Charlie’s death until now
because we didn’t know
about his passing or the
first tribute at the Tobin
Center.
    His widow was in-
formed why we didn’t
make the Sam Ash func-
tion. It would have been
impossible to do after the
music giant unceremoni-
ously threw Action Maga-
zine out of the place, the
local Sam Ash flunkies
calling it a “corporate deci-
sion.”

Chicken’s last shit
   The chickens may have
shit their last and the show

may be over at Dale Wat-

sons Big T Roadhouse in

St. Hedwig.

    Dale informed us in an
email last month that he
was selling the place and
discontinuing his Action
Magazine advertising, al-
though he provided no de-
tails. We called Big T, and
a bartender who an-
swered confirmed that
Watson was selling the St.
Hedwig outpost, but she
was unable to furnish
many details. Susanne
Blankenship, the former
Big T manager, said when
contacted that she was no
longer employed at Big T. 
    “I don’t know what is re-
ally going on,” she said.
“Things did get pretty
crazy around there, and I
think the business was
going downhill.”
    A source close to Wat-
son said the people he
had running the place
were simply not doing
what needed to be done
when Dale was away and
working the road.
    “Dale is a great musi-
cian who is loved by
many,” the source said.
“But he couldn’t run Big T
in absentia.”
    The big draw at Big T
was a Sunday afternoon
event called chickenshit
bingo, an outrageous
pastime that saw live
chickens loosed on a
numbered board covered
with chicken wire.
    Patrons bought num-
bered tickets, and winners
were declared when one
of the hens shit on a cor-
responding number on the
board.
    Many thought it was a
form of illegal gambling,
but Watson said it was
legal since the winners
were paid with patron
ticket money, and the
house took none of it. 
    Dale is a popular Austin
musician who founded the
Ameripolitan Music
Awards, an organization
dedicated to preserving

classic country music as it
was intended by such
greats as Hank Williams,
Johnny Bush, Johnny
Cash, and Ray Benson’s
Asleep At The Wheel, to
name only a few.
    Watson fans flocked to
the Sunday chickenshit
bingo shows because
Dale was on hand to
emcee most of them.
Some observers won-
dered how he managed it.
There were free hotdogs,
and longnecks were
priced only a little above
cost. Dale’s fans loved it. 
    The bartender we
talked with said she didn’t
know if chickenshit bingo
would be continued under
a new owner. And there
was no word on who the
next owner might be.

.    Tomans inducted
    San Antonio’s Toman
Brothers, Randy and Rus-
sell, will be inducted into
the Bandera Music Hall of
Fame on April 9.

    Brent Horton and the
Texas Country Band will
also be inducted in the
ceremonies which will
run from 1 until 4 p.m. at
the Frontier Times Mu-
seum.
    Past inductees include
Arkey Blue and Larry
Nolen.
    “This is kinda new for
us,” said Randy Toman.
“We love Bandera, and
we have been playing a
lot at the 11th Street
Cowboy Bar in Bandera.
We do consider it a big
honor to be included in
the hall of fame cere-
mony.”

German Hermann
    Our old friend Her-
mann Lammers Meyer
from the Emsland hills of
northern Germany mes-
sages Action that he
might be booked for
Wurstfest in New Braun-
fels this fall.
    Hermann is a tradi-
tional country pedal steel
player and vocalist who
we met through Clay
Blaker back during the
1970s.
    Lammers Meyer is one
of Europe`s most tal-
ented international clas-
sic country artists. He
worked international
music stages since 1973
with his band The Ems-
land Hillbillies, and he
has toured and recorded
with Johnny Bush.
    “Keep your fingers
crossed,” Hermann
emails. “I really hope to
play Wurstfest. It would
be great to see you
again.”
    What first got our at-
tention was Lammers
Meyer at Gruene Hall
singing Redneck Mother
in German. 
    So stay tuned. Action
Magazine will chronicle
anything the steel guitar
playing German does in
these parts.
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l. oomc

    As anyone might sur-
mise, I needed more than

a little technical help with
this article, so I turned to
the one authority I could
believe and trust--Chicano
music historian, journalist,

musicologist, and mu-
seum curator Ramon Her-
nandez.
    When I expressed my
fondness for Sauce Gon-

zalez, who I have known
since the Sir Douglas
Quintet days, Hernandez
said:
    “You are on the right

trail with Sauce. He is the
pioneer. Sauce is a living
legend. He has made all
kinds of musical history.”
    The Westside Horns
are a part of the Westside
Sound, and I will rely upon
Ramon Hernandez to ex-
plain the order. He knows
Sauce Gonzalez better
than most, and it was
through an article Hernan-
dez wrote that I learned
Gonzalez, who is now 74,
has now survived a bro-
ken back, triple bypass
heart surgery, two heart
attacks, a stroke, a broken
ankle, and kidney failure
which he is being treated
for. 
    This from Hernandez
on the evolvement of the
sound and the band as he
quoted Gonzalez.
    “In 1983 Doug Sahm
created the sound, and
the name, when we
recorded The Westside
Sound Rolls Again,”
Sauce said, “and that’s
where the name origi-
nated.”
    Wrote Hernandez in his

article on Gonzalez: “In
1986, singer-guitarist
Doug Sahm gave the pio-
neer pianist the rights to
the name, and Sauce bap-
tized Louie Bustos, Char-
lie McBurney, and Rocky
Morales as the original
West Side Horns.
    Hernandez quoted
Sauce as saying, “We
stayed with Doug until he
died on November 18,
1999 in Taos, New Mexico.
When Charlie McBurney
died in 2003, Al Gomez
took over his spot and
when Rocky died in  2006,
Spot Barnett took his
place. That was the sec-
ond generation of the
West Side Horns.
    “After Spot suffered a
stroke and was paralyzed
for a while we entered our
third generation with
Henry Rivas.”
    Jack Barber, a member
of the Sir Douglas Quint,
also worked with earlier
versions of the West Side
Horns. He is now working
with Henry Rivas.
    Chicano music histo-

Westside Horns
continued from pg 7

Continued on pg. 13
Sauce Gonzalez and Henry Rivas in happier times. 

{Photo courtesy of Ramon Hernandez}



rian and writer Ramon
Hernandez described
Sauce Gonzalez as the
one who changed the face
of la onda Chicana.
    The Hernandez article
appeared in La Prensa.
With Ramon’s permission,
we will reproduce a major
part of that article here. It
reads as follows:
    Tomás Arturo
González has the distinc-
tion of going down in the
history of la onda Chicana
as the first to play piano

and the organ in a Tex-
Mex band.
    Best known as “Sauce,”
the history making musi-
cian, who was born in el
Rancho Loma Blanca, his
grandfather’s ranch near
Roma, Texas, credits his
father, Amadeo Lorenzo
“El Hi-Bow” González,
who played piano accor-
dion with Conjunto Mayo
as his first musical influ-
ence.
    “When I was growing
up, my father and our
cousin, actor Pedro Ar-
mendáriz Hasting, would
come over to the house

where I lived with my
grandmother, Ignacia
González, circa the time
‘Juan Charrasqueado’
was released. They would
barbecue over a grill over
a hole in the ground and
my father would break out
the accordion and get
everybody dancing,”
Sauce said during an in-
terview at the Hispanic
Entertainment Archives.
    In 1957, his father and
mother, Carlotta Treviño
née, moved to San Anto-
nio and into a house at
5402 San Fernando
Street corner 34th Street
and Sauce was enrolled at
Stafford Junior High
School.
    “It was here when I first
heard my father play
piano. As I watched him I
said to myself, “If he can
play, I can too. He was my
inspiration and I learned
from just watching him
and I started to pick on it
when he wasn’t around –
until one day when he
came home early and I
got caught, but instead of
getting mad, he started
teaching me the right way.
    “My mother had a small
radio and to practice, I
would tune in to Scratch
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head, once again with or
without a guitar, while the
lyrics are slower to 
come. 
    ”I'm a big believer in
write it all down and edit
later. Go with the flow of
the moment. It doesn't
mean it will all be genius,
but it allows the voice to
come through. Later,
comes the real work of ob-
jectivity and choosing
what to keep or toss. The
questioning of what fur-

thers the song. 
    “I basically avoided the
question in favor of de-
scribing my writing
process. I think every time
I sit down to write, I have
the monkey mind wonder-
ing will it come, was the
last song my last? I try to
remember to show up and
write. Meaning, take the
time and be comfortable
with the process. Accept
that like most things it
comes when we're there
to receive it. 
    “Writing is rewarding,
but like all worthy things it

takes effort, discipline and
patience. Sometimes I tell
myself it's just a song.
Other times I think it's the
most important thing.”
    Personally, I believe
Michael Waid is “channel-
ing” things the Universe
has to say in ways that
trouble our water, so to
speak. Sometimes it is
comforting; sometimes it
is challenging. When I
asked him about his artis-
tic intent, here is what he
said.
    “Ha. I want them [listen-
ers] to react emotionally.

Squirm a little, laugh, cry.
Remember. I've noticed
that I tend to write songs
that paint a picture of how
something feels more than
what happened or what
needs to happen. Early on
I realized that mostly I
don't have answers. 
    “Most of us don't want
a solution, as much as we
want to know that what we
feel is ok. That we are nor-
mal to feel loss or joy or
anger. We work through it
by knowing that.
    “For me it [a good
song] has to have an ele-

ment of truth in it. Even a
funny song has some hon-
est truth to it. Contrived is
the enemy. A formula
song, a good one works
because, on some level, it
feels real,” he stated.
    When I asked Michael
Waid to comment on what
frustrates and pleases him
on his musical journey, he
nailed it with this.
    “I suppose what frus-
trates me the most is how
little value people, in gen-
eral, place on music—live
performance or recorded. 
    “As far as what pleases

me the most it would be
those moments that hap-
pen every once in awhile
where someone notices
what you do, reacts to the
lyric or taps their foot. It's
always the little things. 
    “I remember this cou-
ple and little boy walking
past while my friend Kevin
Lewis and I were playing
one of my songs. The boy
threw his arms to the
heavens, smiled and
danced. Yeppers. Cloud
Nine,” he said.
    Yeppers. Michael Waid
has troubled my water.
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WAID
continued from pg 4

Phillips on KCOR when he
played the blues every
Sunday and I played along
with the music. So that lit-
tle radio was my school.
That was my college.
    “When I entered Edge-
wood High School I met
three negritas and at
lunch time, I would ac-
company them on a piano
they had in the auditorium
and next to the cafeteria,
but that was the extent of
it.”
    Sauce didn’t get to fin-
ish school because he
was expelled for throwing
a chair at a teacher in
1959. Then, he tried to join
the military; but he was
under-aged and all the
services said no. So, as
soon as he turned 18, he
joined the National Guard.
    In 1959, Bobby Bare’s
“The All American Boy”
became the second-
biggest single in the
United States peaking at
‘number three” in the pop
charts, but before he could
capitalize on his success,
he was drafted and wound
up getting stationed with
Sauce in Fort Ord, Califor-
nia.
    “I was getting $65 a
month from the Army
when I started playing with
a guy with a name and
making $75 for a 15-
minute set. On other
evenings, I would go to the
service club and play
piano alongside Rudy
Calderon,” the  living leg-
end continued.

    In December 1960,
Bare and Willie Nelson be-
came roommates and
went on to become a fa-
mous pop/country and
western singer. Sauce fin-
ished his active duty obli-
gation, came back home,
joined Nando (Aguilar)
and the Rhythm Aces and
did his first gig at a New
Year’s Eve gig at RC’s
Lounge, but it was a short
lived gig and in February
1962, he joined Little
Jesse (Navaira) and the
Rockin’ Dukes.
    They would play at a
bar on South Flores Street
where a few months later
Sunny Ozuna and Rudy
Guerra came by to check
him out. They liked what
they heard and invited
Sauce to audition for their
band. Sauce passed with
flying colors, joined the
Sunglows in June and
bought a Wurlitzer electric
piano.
    When Sunny and
Rudy’s brother, Manuel
“Manny” Guerra, saw it;
they didn’t like it because
it looked and sounded like
a church organ. Then,
when Sauce first played it
at the Eastwood Country
Club, some audience
members there, and at
other gigs, jeered Sauce
with statements like, “We
didn’t come to listen to
church music.” However, it
was slowly accepted and
two years later Sauce pur-
chased a Leslie organ.
    Sauce’s organ can be
heard in Sunny’s first Sun-
glow album (SLP-1001)
and in the “Talk to Me”

album also recorded by
the Sunglows, but re-
leased as Sunny and the
Sunliner Band in 1963.
    It was also this year
that Sunny went to Hous-
ton, recruited the Rockin’
Vees and changed their
name to the Sunliner
Band. Sauce switched
over to the new band, but
Rudy and the rest of the
Sunglows stayed with
Manny to back up Fred
Salas and later, Bobby
Mack and Joe Bravo.
    Sauce also accompa-
nied Sunny and Huey
Meaux when they flew to
Philadelphia for Sunny’s
appearance on Dick
Clark’s American Band-
stand. And the pioneer
who tickles the ivories,
plus Johnny Garcia, were
with Sunny when Fats
Domino came to catch the
Sunliner’s act at the
Golden Nugget in Las
Vegas. Then, Fats invited
them to dinner and his
show at the Flamingo
Hotel where they also got
to see Ann Margaret and
Elvis Presley.
    “It was just amazing.
We sat there gawking as
Elvis and Ann Margaret
walked in and out. I was
mesmerized because it
was just unbelievable.
That was one of the
biggest thrills of my life,”
Sauce recalled with de-
light.
    The honeymoon came
to an end in August 1965,
when Sauce got fed up
after a show in El Paso
and took a bus back to
San Antonio. Next he

joined Jack’s Inferno,
which was owned by
Richard “Eh Eh” Elizondo
and featured Gibby Es-
cobedo on saxophone.
    A few weeks later, Roy
Montelongo dangled an
attractive sum for Sauce
to join his band, so he
packed his bags and
moved to Austin. The high-
light of that gig came
when Sauce shared the
stage with Paula, the first
lady of Tejano music and
José Alfredo Jiménez.
    On September 12,
1966, Sauce married the
former Modesta Sosa and
as a wedding gift, about
fifteen bands - from Little
Joe, Alfonso Ramos to
Augustine Ramírez and
Manuel “Cowboy” Donley -
performed at their recep-
tion.
    Sauce kept climbing
the musical ranks and in
1968, he joined Little Joe
and the Latinaires with
whom he recorded four al-
bums.
    “A year and a half later,
I quit because I was tired
of playing polkas,” Sauce
said. “Then I called Roy
“Pia” Ramos in Austin; and
we formed the Mexican
Revolution because we
wanted to go into the San-
tana scene. But again, I
quit because we wound
up playing polkas because
that was what sold tickets
and made people dance.”
    Sauce’s musical chairs
continued with Bits of Soul
in summer of 1971, then
joining the Sir Douglas
Quintet in the summer of
1973.

    “I joined Doug Sahm
because I wanted to do
R&B and jazz, plus get
into the blues and shuf-
fles. With him, I experi-
enced one of the
highlights of my life when
we performed in Carnegie
Hall in 1974; and, I got to
play a 25-foot (Steinway
concert grand piano
model D-274) piano they
have there. This is a gig
Rocky Morales missed be-
cause he had broken an
arm, so Frank Rodarte
and Charlie McBurney
also went to New York with
us.”
    “In 1983, Doug created
the sound, and the name,
when we recorded ‘The
Westside Sound Rolls
Again’ and that’s where
the name originated,”
Sauce said.
“Then we took it all over
the United States plus
Brussels, Belgium; Ams-
terdam, the Netherlands;
Norway, Switzerland and
Sweden.
    In 1986, singer-guitarist
Doug Sahm gave the pio-
neer pianist the rights to
the name, and Sauce bap-
tized Louie Bustos, Char-
lie McBurney and Rocky
Morales as the original
Westside Horns.
    “We stayed with Doug
until he died on November
18, 1999 in Taos, New
Mexico. When Charlie
McBurney died in 2003, Al
Gómez took over his spot
and when Rocky died in
2006, Spot Barnett took
his place. That was the
second generation West-
side Horns.

    “After Spot Barnett got
a stroke and was para-
lyzed for a while we en-
tered our third generation
with Henry Rivas. So now,
Louie and I are the only
original members that are
left,” Sauce said with a hint
of sadness.
    As for Sauce, in 1993,
he suffered his first heart
attack. In 2002, he had a
stroke. In 2006, Sauce
had triple bypass heart
surgery, plus surgery on
both his left and right
carotid arteries. In 2007,
he broke his right ankle. In
2010, doctors took out his
gall bladder and five years
ago, he had back surgery.
Now Sauce is in the third
stage of kidney failure.
    “All this is ongoing and
they’re not finished with
me yet,” the 74-year-old
musician stated.
“Medicare pays for 80 per-
cent and I have to pay the
remaining 20 percent of
the medical costs.”
    So there you have it
from the perspective of a
Chicano music expert. But
Ramon Hernandez never
did mention how Gonza-
lez got his nickname
Sauce.
    I asked him about it
and Sauce explained.
    “The other musicians
gave me the name Sauce
because I carried a bottle
of Tabasco Sauce with me
when I had to drive the
road. When I felt sleepy I
would take a big slug of
the fire which would keep
me awake and rolling for
another 40 or 50 miles.
And I got to where I kinda
liked the stuff.”

Westside Horns
continued from pg 13
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