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looked pissed off, rushed, or unstable, and they’ll leave you be.  Unstable is especially good, 
and much more fun to do. 

I’ve gotten pretty good at giving a smiling, 
“No way, Jay, outa my way, have a nice day” and 
brushing them aside.  But after a few of them, I lose 
my taste for friendliness, and begin to post my 
defenses and eye all strangers warily. 

Ehh, who am I kidding?  People suck.  Not 
you, of course.  You’re wicked awesome.  Other 
people.  It’s like Bud (Harry Dean Stanton) said in 
the cult classic movie Repo Man, “Ordinary people…I 
hate ‘em.” 

 
But, aside from having to overtake and pass 

tourons shuffling along at toddler pace, I paid little 
attention to people.  Most people prudently stayed a 
few feet from the edge of the walkway, so a brazen 
walker, like myself, could slip past with a daring 
tightrope move along the canal’s rim.  It was not 
hard to imagine getting accidentally nudged into the 
drink (Ooops!  Magic word!  Glug glug glug glug…), 
especially since such a nudge almost occurred a 
couple of times.  I found out that there was a $350.00 fine for entering the river itself, even if 

you were pushed in.  It would seem that the 
plunge itself – with the attendant soaking of 
wallet, phone, and camera -- would be 
punishment enough.  The canal gets drained and 
cleaned once a year, but that water is still not the 
least bit inviting, even on a hot day.   

The sight of all the busy Riverwalk 
eateries reminded me that I had not had supper 
the night before, nor had I had breakfast yet.  
The latter was nothing unusual, since a can of 
Diet Coke often suffices, but the former was a 
serious tactical miscue. 

Serendipitously, I almost immediately 
came upon the Hard Rock Café.  Though these 
can be found in many cities, and I normally shun 
chains in deference to more local flavor, the HRC 
House Salad with Grilled Chicken and Thousand 
Island Dressing was calling my name loud and 
clear.   

Tables were available, but, as always, I 
drifted to the bar and made myself at home.  I 
placed my order without consulting a menu, as a 
seasoned regular should, and procured a tall 

Sammy Adams.  I chatted pleasantly with the two young and pretty barmaids, and queried 
them about their city and its principal attraction.  They didn’t know a whole lot.  I had gleaned 



much more knowledge from casually perusing the touron-oriented signs and placards along the 
walk.  I actually taught them some stuff about it.  They did the “oh yeah?” and “I didn’t know 
that” things pretty convincingly.  I think they do them a lot. 

The salad arrived, and I did the first thing I always do with a Hard Rock Café House 
Salad with Grilled Chicken and Thousand Island Dressing:  verify that it includes chicken.  It 

didn’t.  No surprise, really.  I get this item about twice a 
month in Key West, and nearly half the time the kitchen 
forgets to put the chicken on it.  (Or, maybe, the 
barkeep rings it in wrong and then blames the kitchen?  
Ya think?  Nahhhh.)  So, I had to chuckle at the 
omission here, and called the barmaid over to rectify the 
problem.  She blamed the kitchen.  I nodded, knowingly.  
I blamed the kitchen, too, in my barkeeping days. 

But, eventually, I got my chicken, woofed down 
my salad, accompanied by another tall Sammy, and 
decided that it was time to resume westering.  My 
balanced diet yielded a food tab of $10.36 and a beer 
tab of $10.36.  Hmmm.  Balanced, indeed.  There was 
still 400 miles of The Lone Star State to cover, and I 
wanted it covered by sundown. 

But you can’t go through San Antonio without at 
least a quickie look at The Alamo.  If Mexican General 
Santa Ana hadn’t blown away every last defender of that 
mission-turned-fort, galvanizing the resolve of the 

rebellious Texans, The Republic of Texas might never have been formed, and G.W. Bush might 
never have become Governor, and … well, let’s let that one lie. 

So, anyway, I did a real quick zip-stop-snap tour.  Line up a shot, click it, move on:  
don’t worry about looking at the actual building; I 
can look at the picture of it later. 

When the battle took place in 1836, there 
was nothing around for miles; now, city streets 
and gleaming office buildings flank the Alamo.  
The streets bear the names Crockett and Bowie 
and Houston and other legends of the era and 
area. 

There is a very nice garden adjacent to it, 
where people can relax, or listen to Alamo 
employees tell the tale of the great slaughter.  
There is also a large gift shop, of course, so a 
profit can continue to be made off the great 
slaughter. 

Overall, the city of San Antonio had definitely defeated that pessimistic first impression 
that Commerce Street had given me.  It is an o-tay place in my book (see?).  There probably 
won’t be a Next Time here, due mainly to its remoteness, but if there is, I’ll enjoy it.  And I’ll 
pick a better motel. 
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Call me crazy, buut shouldn’t thhis be in Mexic
 

ico?? 
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