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     Crockett County Road 209 passes within 1/2 mile of the ranch house. Traffic, however, is sparse. Other 
than a scattering of herders and a few fossil fuel miners, the road is all but deserted the year round.  
     The first morning after I'd come home from a trip, I'd stationed myself at a breakfast table looking out 
toward the road. Painters had been working in the other rooms. All my books and magazines and papers 
were piled in the office, and I was sleeping in a room draped in canvas drop cloths. 
     I was going through my mail, when I looked up and there was a lady accompanied by a big brindle dog 
unloading from a car. My mother, I suspect, is always looking for me a mate and my kids are constantly 
fussing at me for not having a dog, so I figured they'd collaborated and jointly made this arrangement. 
     But I was wrong. The lady and her dog were the painters that I'd never seen. He was her seeing eye dog 
and she was a professional house painter.  
     He was the best trained, best disciplined animal I'd ever seen. It didn't matter whether she was using a 
roller or a brush, he was right there to guide her stroke. I kept waiting for him to go for a flea and cause a 
big splotch, but he was as steady a painter's assistant as you'll ever see, and not by any means as gabby as 
the hombres that follow that trade. 
     We had a barber in Mertzon one time that needed a dog like that. He was all right as long as he didn't 
drop his tools or have a customer that had an unusual gotch or droop to his ears. He cut my grandpa's hair 
for 40 years without ever knowing he had a bald spot on his left side.  
     The painter's bill came out as good as the paint job. She charged one dollar an hour for the dog and five 
for herself. The old barber charged four-bits for cutting a head of hair, so I guess it was better that he didn't 
have a dog in on his deal. 

 


