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The news is beginning to sound like the President is serious about cutting down on 
spending. It looks like the farm programs for sure are going to be trimmed or maybe even 
wiped completely out.   
 We were forewarned that agriculture was going on the block. I didn't keep count, 
but I think that during the past presidential campaigns the word "farm" was only used 
about six times and four of those were necessary for a motorcade to find the way back to 
town. 
 If the farm programs are ended, I hope the wool incentive payments are phased 
out over the next four or five decades. The chances are that in 40 years, with our 
expenses frozen, we sheepherders might work enough in the clear to release the 
assignments on our government payments. The way the coyotes, the synthetic 
industry and the Australian wool growers have trimmed on us we are going to have to 
live to an average age of 110 years to make our payments come out right. 
 In fact, I keep telling my bankers that they have everyone set up on too short a life 
span. Outfits like the National Geographic Society are always discovering an old injun 
stuck back in a jungle who thinks his first handshake with a whiteman might have been 
with Christopher Columbus or the great explorer, Cabeza de Vaca, or some fancy 
Frenchman with a feather in his hat like De Salle wore. 
 The jugkeepers I know are walking computers, filled in charts and graphs and 
actuary tables. It looks like they'd be big sports . writing so much paper on power boats 
and water skis and life jackets, but they seem to have one-track minds centered on cash 
flows and money market rates. I try to get in and out of the banks as fast as I can to keep 
from upsetting them over some little old loss that somebody else would hardly notice. 
 The government office that handles the wool incentive is as rigid as the banks are. 
I call both employees at the one in Mertzon my friends, yet they reject my slightest 
suggestion of a policy change as if I was a rank unknown outsider. 
 For instance, I told them instead of paying off my wool incentive in one check in 
April that I felt the patriotic thing to do would be to let the government use the money 
and just let me draw 80 or 90 bucks a week. We wouldn't have to be formal about the 
deal. In case I had a surprise trip pop up, I'd draft on them for the plane tickets and the 
hotel bill. Should they get short, they could call a little ahead of time and I'd shear out a 
few old ewes to help on the cause. 
 But they gave me the same disbelieving stare the money changers have. 
Christmas is getting mighty close to be so coldhearted and tight of purse. Whatever the 
government plans to do, I wish they'd go on and end the suspense. They are all going to 
be sorry when they are having to use newsprint to keep warm instead of nice wool 
blankets.   


