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 Lots of Shortgrass operators are claiming they saw the big drouth coming. You 
probably know as many of these sharp sighted hombres as I do. I sure didn't know a 
drouth was coming. Had I foreseen the current weather failure, I'd have gone to the 
closest Gulf port and shipped out on a transatlantic cruise until I could have booked more 
distant passage. 
 It would've been cheaper than staying home has been. So far, the only part of my 
drouth strategy that's 
worked has been my determination to take Sunday mornings off to go to church. The rest 
of my schemes have floundered and failed and flunked out. I wish I'd been listening to 
the wise guys that knew it was going to be dry, but oh no, I was too occupied with the 
next 18 months of paper profits to realize that in about that many days I was going to be 
threatened with dust suffocation. 
 Drouths, so it seems to me, occur at about the same time that ranchers get their 
cow herds where they want them. Old cows are calving within a 60-day period; first calf 
heifers shell out their babies without pause or 
pain. Bulls have the perfect traits of their breed. and calves weigh so much in the fall that 
the scales tremble under their pressure. Disease-free and fault-free, these sacred oxen are 
held at great cost of coin and emotion.  
 Drouths, as you probably know, are ruthless and indiscriminate reapers. No herd 
is exempt. The grandson of old High Life out of Powder Puff, ends up on an unnumbered 
hook at the packers, sliding right along with nameless Corrientes. Dominoes, Essars and 
Titans meet the same fate. Select pens of fancy heifers go out the auction gates assigned 
to a pen of feedlot cattle. 
 In fact, so many high powered registered cattle have been slaughtered in the past 
six months, I've been expecting to see an improvement in the crowds that hang out 
around the hamburger joints. At three or four ounces of meat per serving, the better 
blooded stock should be improving their behavior. I am not a close observer of that scene, 
nevertheless the kids romping on the front side playgrounds seems about as rambunctious 
as they did training on the soybean cakes. Maybe the high class stuff just hasn't reached 
the griddles yet.  
 Last night, thunderclouds traipsed around the dry country, cutting off pieces of 3-
inch rains and leaving 
slices of 3-tenths of an inch. I am going to start listening more to the experts in town. As 
much as those fellows can foresee, they may be as good on football scores as they are 
predicting the weather.    


