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Sunday- Day 1 
 

• Ole cowboy at Joe’s Bar…..As background, If passing through Llano, Susie and I stop at 
Joe’s Bar on Main. Joe is gone other than his urn of ashes above the bar and lots of 
photos of days gone by. The regulars are friendly and willing to chat it up with strangers 
typical of small towns. Our weather was perfect for our ride of two hours putting us at 
Joe’s at 1 p.m. It felt familiar. We even nabbed our normal bar stools as we shed the 
leathers.  I liked the old cowboy parked a few seats down from the “get-go.” His 
countenance was one of ‘smile ready’. I said, “we are headed for Big Bend, and we have 
a spare helmet.” He broke out in a grin and said, “I wish I could go with you! He went on 
to say his wife and he had planned to go this year, but it just did not happen, lived in 
Llano all their lives and never been to Big Bend and that was “just Bullshit”!  
 
Turns out he was a “bar” travel advisor. We asked if there were any neat bars about 2 
hours down the road. He proceeded to tell us about the bars in each town on our route, 
their history and his opinion of the bar. No wonder he had not had time to make it to 
Big Bend. He sported a fine beer gut as a part of his bar credentials. Hope we see him 
again and I hope he and his wife make it to Big Bend one day. 
 

 
Joe’s Bar is a Llano downtown icon. Our cowboy bar advisor only shows up as the back of 
a hat and suspenders. Will get a better shot of him next time through. 
 

• Fine dining at the convenience store…We could and should have eaten at Joe’s bar but 
had had a big breakfast. The next town, Mason, was a lovely, bustling town with charm 
and lots of small cafes. Errantly, we decided, again, to press on to Mennard for food 
where there was none. Mennard was a ghost town with graffiti adorned plywood 
boards covering up main street buildings. There was not a sign of an open restaurant at 
2 pm in the afternoon. No problem, our destination, El Dorado, (population 1900) had a 



four options per google,….one of which was open.  Billed as the Pro Pizza restaurant, it 
was a side room of a somewhat dilapidated, not so clean service station/ convenience 
store. Susie was underwhelmed with our only dining option. Co-incidentally, the two 
meals we had that day covered the range. I had planned filet mignon and baked 
potatoes the night before but we got sidetracked, as we do. Again as a first, for 
breakfast, I had grilled the steaks and cooked the baked potato for our breakfast…..they 
had to be eaten! 

 

 

 
Stripes gas station/convenient store where you get your food out of a frig and nuke it yourself. 
Obviously, no alcohol was served at this “Pro Pizza” venue. In keeping with the do-it-yourself 
theme, I bought a six pack of beer and poured out drinks into coffee cups under the table with a 
fair amount of discretion. 
 

• Our home for the night, the X-Bar Nature Ranch, was awesome….The setting was 16 
miles south of El Dorado on a 2500 acre ranch, sporting a hand full of cozy cabins with 
an oversized community lodge/kitchen. Hill country views out our back windows were 
fantastic. Our only neighbors were a couple of astronomers. They were setting up 
massive telescopes. In the absence of city lights, the stars, milky way and planets really 



put on a show for us. The astronomers were very introverted though Susie did make an 
effort to convert one. He showed her Jupiter in hopes that she would stop talking to 
him, and maybe even go away! 

 

 
 
 



 
 
 
Tuesday Day 2 

 
 

• JoJo’s was the place to be in El Dorado on the following morning…..  On Monday, El 
Dorado woke up from its weekend of hibernation. Phil and Dietmar were to meet us in 
town for lunch. Our challenge was to find a venue. An X-Bar cleaning lady told Susie that 
JoJo’s was the place. JoJo’s had the monopoly on inside dining. Their dining room, 
capacity of about 12, was very busy. Susie had a hamburger that must have had at least 
16 oz of ground beef and tasty to boot.  

 



 
 
 

 
Susie’s healthy snack of heavily breaded delicious onion rings and 16 oz hamburger. 

 
 



 
You can see Dietmar and Phil made it in and Susie’s somewhat scary headgear! 

 
 
 
 



• Next stop, The Bottle House in Alpine, Tx…..Our home away from home for the next 
three days had been a bottling plant of less than 1200 sq. feet in the early 1900’s. The 
syrup came in from San Antonio on the train and the only Dr. Pepper in this part of the 
world was bottled there. The conversion to a quaint bed and breakfast was genius 
excellently executed and was perfect for our needs. Great food venues within walking 
distance were abundant. 

 
 

 
Icy windshields and seats, 29 degrees. Nathan, Dietmar Panten who flew in from Germany to 
pilot Phil’s latest acquisition….a Honda Valkyrie…and Phil who had brains enough to cover his 

bike. 
 



The ride in was chilly and we were very happy to dismount and walk to the Holland Hotel a few 
blocks away for a very nice meal and a few drinks. 
 

 

 
 
Tuesday Day 3 
 

• A well-deserved lazy day….Fort Davis and Marfa day trip. Alpine remained our favorite, 
but both of these towns had their charm. The sun was bright and with highs in the mid-
40’s, did not feel cold unless you were going 80 mph. We took it easy and walked a bit in 
the small towns and got acquainted with the local bartenders.  



 
This is the Marfa courthouse. We did not hang to see the famous Marfa lights as we planned to 
go the the McDonald Observatory that evening. 
 

 
Beer stop in Marfa at the Hotel Paisano courtyard. 



 
 

• McDonald Observatory and star gazing…..The placement of the mega telescopes is far 
out away from the lights and far up a very winding road. Riding the cycles in the dark 
with the abundant wildlife was not on our bucket list. No Uber nor Lift but our host, Liz, 
was very resourceful. She put our needs on Facebook and Sharon appeared. Sharon 
worked days at the Gage hotel, lived in Marathon, and was happy to get a driving gig. 
Sharon is a side story in herself and I will get that out of the way, right now. First with a 
photo of Sharon and me. Sharon was a total non-stop open book, very nice, gregarious, 
and a bit on the stout side. Further, she was not a very good driver…but got us to the 
Observatory and back. 

 

 
We picked up Sharon’s tickets to the Observatory visit. She had not been though lived close by. 
 
The next Photo is Sharon’s car. She said, “I am really not that bad of a driver but we have a lot 
of animals out here”.  To be honest, I do not think she was a great driver and we were a bit 
nervous riding with her. She did not hear that well, clearly did not see that well, and talked 
constantly while trying to keep eye contact with backseat passengers. To add to the 
excitement, we saw a lot of deer at dusk playing in the road. To further add to my suspicion 
that she might not have been driver of the year, we did see other local cars that did not look 
like losers in a demolition derby competition. Both sides were like the below picture, plus, the 
back of her car looked the same way….was she backing into animals too? 
 



  
Sharon’s car had had a tough life. Coming back down the dark winding road the headlights 
would periodically go out and magically come back on when she would hit a bump or another 
animal. As a side note, her weight did come in handy as when she sat in the driver’s seat, it lifted 
the right front bumper off the ground. 
 
As to the purpose of the Observatory trip, it was exciting thought could not compete with riding 
with Sharon. The Hobby-Eberly scope is presently the largest with the mirrors 10 meters in 
width. The Magellan scope is under construction and its 7 mirrors will be 25 meters in width. It 
is scheduled for completion in 2024. The project is a collaboration of the University of Texas, 
A&M and a number of other universities. 
 
 The Star Party Tour was educational and well done. To start, one of the astronomers pointed 
out clusters and planets and moons with a laser. Thankfully, we had a perfectly clear night. 
Following that, there was a parade of all the guests to many telescopes with an astronomer 
telling you what the scope was trained on. I am glad Phil got this into the agenda for us. 
 
 
Wednesday, Day 4 

 
 

• This was all day cold riding to Terlingua and into Big Bend. There is a lot of nothing 
between Alpine and Big Bend, but as the mountains and canyons and terrain starts to 
reveal itself, the cold ride is worth it. Photos cannot capture it or even come close. At 



over 1200 sq. miles, Big Bend is 1 ½ times the size of New Jersey. I have ridden through 
it about a half dozen times and I never get tired of it and never get the same experience.  

 
Susie took this shot enroute. Lots of strait road with 80 mph speed limits, until you hit the park 
where the speed limit is 45 mph. This is good as you want to look at the fascinating landscape 
and look for the hundreds, if not thousands, of types of critters. 
 
 



 
Phil said it best, you cannot capture it. 
 

 
 

 
• Terlingua is a must, noted for lax HOA restrictions……Terlingua is the hang out of a lot of 

old hippies living “off the grid” in teepees, trailers, old school buses and RVs that have 
not been mobile in a very long time. There are a few decent bars and restaurants that 
open pretty much when they want to. I think it may be the last holdout of the “no rules” 
wild west. They were setting up the day we were there for the International Chili Cook-
off. Terlingua was a mining town in the mid-1800s where cinnabar was mined for the 
purpose of extracting mercury. In the boom days the population was about 2000. It is 
very near Mexico and now the launching point of Rio Grande river raft rides. 
 

 



 
 
Bar restaurant in Terlingua. We had a few beers and some very fat Baked Potato Fries. 
 

• The Park ride was exhilarating but about the time we went through the border control 
checkpoint, this relaxed and easy ride deteriorated into a challenge to avoid turning 
blue from the cold. I had glove liners and good leather gloves, yet my fingers were very 
numb but for the pins seeming to poke into the ends of my fingers…and this was before 
the last leg of 30 miles when the clouds covered the sun, the mist started coming in the  
temps plunged another 7 degrees. We slowed it down to 65 miles per hour try to 
mitigate the chill factor, but the cross wind picked up and the miles went by very slowly. 
We were glad to get home. After a couple of Jack Daniels, a fine steak house dinner and 
some conversation, the whole day seemed like just another a brilliant idea, an 
inadvertent stroke of genius. 

 
Thursday, Day 5 
 

• This was the head back to Austin day. Dietmar, like Phil, is a pilot. He still flies 
commercially and has some nice weather apps on his phone. Departure time was a main 
focal point. Which end of the day did they want to endure the most pain. Multiple trips 
had been made to the Family Dollar in the days prior to layer up every way possible. The 
temperature at 8 am was 21 degrees and nothing was going to fix that. The technology 
said the best compromise departure time was 10:30. We got breakfast at a local bakery, 
said our goodbyes and they were off for a 400 plus mile, 6 hour plus joy ride through the 
Artic. 

• Susie and I delayed, waiting for a few more degrees and departed about noon. Friday 
was going to be cold but a little less bad. We broke the trip up but still got very cold. Our 
first leg was about 70 miles to K-Bob’s steak house in Fort Stockton. We pigged out and 
thawed out. This is where we got on I-10. From there Susie booked a hotel in Sonora, Tx.  
We did stop a few more times to thaw. We stopped 30 miles before Sonora at a 
Steakhouse/bar for a drink. They were setting up for a big Halloween party and Susie 
really regretted not having picked Ozona for our night’s destination. She actually wanted 
to party after the day we had had. We eventually arrived in Sonora and were rewarded 
by warm showers and a few drinks. There a couple restaurants in walking distance. We 



had appetizers and called it a day, knowing that the bike would be covered in frost the 
next day. 
 

Friday, Day 6 
• Not much to report on our final leg. We had an awesome lunch in Junction at Coopers 

BBQ. We stopped for a beer in Harper and again in Johnson City.  Here, we thawed out 
one last time we blasted out toward home. We hit Lakeway perfect for maximum 
traffic/school getting out. Knowing I would likely get a ticket, I moved into the 
motorcycle lane (some confuse as the emergency lane) and passed about 250 cars on 
the right. I was willing to pay a ticket. We were tired and cold and the underutilization of 
the “emergency” lane was making me crazy….I was having an emergency. There were 
no cops and no ticket, and I cut about 40 minutes off our trip. We were happy to be 
home and Jasper was wagging his whole body. 
 

 
 
 
Home at Last…Awwww, added by Susie 𑠀 

 

 
 


