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 When I quit smoking corncob pipes a few years ago, I sold my life story, 
including the TV and movie rights for $29. Coming off nicotine must have driven 
me crazy to sell out so cheaply. I probably  have a good case based on noncomposmentis 
and temporary insanity, but courtrooms are so traumatic that I'd be afraid to file suit for 
fear the shock would put me back to smoking. 
 At the last quarterly meeting of the Texas Sheep & Goat Raisers' Assn., I began 
to brood again over the loss. I think I was getting a little kick from the smoke and fumes 
off the other members' cigars and cigarettes, because I got to thinking how many good 
biographies there were in the room. All the old Indian scouts were gone, but some of 
these hombres had taken on some pretty big fights up in Washington, trying to keep us in 
business. They had all come up under the first government in the world that had preferred 
coyotes and eagles over lamb chops and wool blankets. From President Nixon on, every 
agency on the Potomac had been giving the sheep herders fits that would startle the lead 
barker at a carnival side show. The thicker the smoke screen got, the more I liked the idea. 
 In deference to protocol, I made my first offer to the executive secretary of the 
sheep and goat herder's outfit, who is also the state senator from my district. I laid it out 
straight. For 2900 bucks, I'd write him a life story that'd make Sir Lancelot and Robin 
Hood sound like a couple of second rate pickpockets compared to his dimmest moments. 
Or, I'd give him my check for $1800 for all of the publication and film rights to his story, 
carefully reserving him the privilege of reviewing the first draft to see if he'd like to 
repurchase his biography under a new schedule of payments. 
 As I explained to the senator, last spring, I'd spent three weeks in China and 
Mongolia with his big brother. It wasn't going to take any of the senator's valuable time in 
interviews. On that trip his brother had given me enough of their family history to write 
600 chapters on their childhood, their college days, and a few odds and ends that all 
families seem to have that need to be rinsed off before they are printed. 
 I went on further to assure him that the phrases ''payoff' and "cover-up" plus 
that odious word ''blackmail'' had no place in my language. That he could rest assured 
that whichever deal he selected, he would be under my careful protection. 
 His cold refusal has not discouraged me. The Sheep & Goat Raiser's Assn. has a 
large membership to draw from. If he wants to keep all that stuff hidden inside, it's not 
going to be I who has the emotional trouble. 


