
ng 
to the end that attachment 
to the Wool Capitol remains 
strong from my camp even 
though San Angelo no longer 
has as much connection to 
sheep or cattle as a dirt dauber 
wasp does to a set of linen tea 
towels. 
Around and about the old 
town, however, a few hombres 
and mates 
remain who 
go back to 
an old fondness 
for 
gilded cotillion 
dances, 
m e l l o w 
Christmas balls, and standup 
and sit down affairs at elegant 
gatherings costumed in stiff 
white collars and flared by rich 
organdy gowns. 
So open on an October 
morning, Halloween ‘06, on 
my first business downtown 
since last April’s tax deadline. 
Clock ground travel from the 
parking lot to the foyer of the 
big California-based bank at 
six minutes to pass by strangers 
rushing inside on urgent 
business. Counting the fiveminute 
round trip on the elevator 
to the fourth floor accounting 
office, the entire task took 
25 minutes. 
Instead of returning to my 
pickup (and I can’t say why), I 
walked through the big bank 
and out onto the sidewalk. 
Turned east and took 
Chadbourne Street south the 
way business and shopping 
once routed country people. 
The first block housed surplus 
junk shops, discount 
nooks, art gallery windows, 
antique stores, stitch and darn 
stalls, a Mexican food joint, 
and enough empty parking 
space to dock a presidential 
motorcade. 
On the next corner at the 
gray marble-fronted one-time 



bank building, by the very 
double window that backed the 
old jugkeeper “Mr. Make It 
Last One More Year’s” desk, 
tremors hit so severe that my 
left hearing aid came unseated. 
Certain the sidewalks were 
empty, I recited, “Mr. Perry, I 
don’t have to borrow money 
for Christmas, but I still respect 
your lessons on thrift.” 
Squinting one eye and closing 
the other, facing the sun 
sort of northeast at about where 
the old First National Bank 
stood fronted by enormous 
concrete pillars, I addressed 
Mr. Webb, another jugkeeper 
of record. “Mr. Webb, the $400 
note I co-signed for a friend in 
the spring of 1952 at your 
bank, that upon default took 40 
monthly payments to repay, 
thanks to your stern reprimand, 
made so much as initialing a 
postal receipt as a second party 
a trauma all these 50 years.” 
Homage paid, the rest of the 
block bore a few signs of a 
long-ago optometrist with an 
inverted front window to emphasize 
vision. But the aura 
began to change. The sidewalk 
became dull and lusterless. 
Thought once I smelled ashes. 
I did, and did not want to walk 
further. 
The spell erupted at the 
Concho Street intersection of 
Chadbourne across from the 
long-vacated Naylor Hotel. To 
the left, a small gray haired 
lady walked into the boot shop 
from a parking lot. To the right, 
I heard, or thought I heard, 
boot heels tapping. I‘ll 
swear…. No, skip that. 
Then: “Oh damn. Banty, 
Chief, Bill, Dan, Ivan, Doc, 
Arthur, Cross, and Salty.” All 
those long-ago boot steps echoed 
around the corner to the 
Coney Island Grill. All those 
cowboys coming around the 
turn, having passed the saddle 
shop, ducking down to pass the 



pawn shop (their bank), to hit 
the tap at “the Coney.” 
Shaken, I entered the boot 
shop to meet liquidation disarray 
— the final chapter — the 
end. Boxes strewn on the splintered 
floor; the only light a 30 
watt bulb over a huge fellow 
in a small space equipped for 
a cobbler or bootmaker. 
16SHORT 
Shelves held scores of boots, 
the tops supporting mates, 
from a size 15 to a five double 
A. Shelf life unknown, warranties 
expired, and orders unfilled. 
Browns, blacks, yellows, 
tans, two-tone greens and 
reds, calfskin and ostrich hide 
orphaned and unclaimed by 
dudes, cowboys, cowgirls, 
salesmen, and a cross-section 
afflicted by temporary fever 
for the western style. 
Over by a glass case, close 
to the cash register, the gray 
haired lady took my measure 
from a dark wicker rocking 
chair. She watched; the rockers 
creaked to the rhythm set 
by the balls of tired feet. 
On the verge of my escape 
at the last lot by the door, her 
husband bounded from the 
back, muttering about “giving 
away $600 ‘shop made’ boots 
for $150.” Without stopping, 
he said, “You one of them 
Noelkes, ain’t you? Kin to Hal 
and Sonny.” 
Already disoriented by nostalgia 
from the smell of leather 
and the sight of all those unclaimed 
boots, I steadied myself 
on a saddle rack and replied, “No, 
no relation. I washed up on the 
Galveston beach in the storm of 
1928. A South Texas branch 
raised me.” 
Before he recovered, I fled 
without glancing at the Coney 
Island building or pausing to 
reflect on loading drunk cowboys 
in the alley back of the 
saddle shop to haul back to 
work. 



So it was Halloween October 
‘06. Shadows headed for 
the tap, air laden with ash smell 
floated about, and the sidewalks 
laid as broken as the 
links to the past. 


