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 Last Sunday I went to church with an old friend over in San Angelo instead of 
going to mass in Mertzon as I have for years. During drouths I believe in spreading my 
church going over several denominations in case one might have an inside track on 
drastic weather changes. 
 When it's raining I try not to be a pest around churchyards and leave the space for 
folks that have wet weather problems to be solved. Also, in cold, damp weather, warm-up 
naps and pre-game snacks are more of necessity before the football games than they are 
in dry times. So I try to maintain a balance of, say, eight quarters to one in favor of the 
football games to keep from being known as a religious fanatic. I think you understand 
what I'm saying. If you don't, drop by any coffee house on a Monday morning and you'll 
hear quite a number of the boys summarizing how their wives feel about the Sunday 
football habit. 
 Going to a different church was okay. The only thing is that city folks don't screw 
down and pray for rain until their lakes start getting dry enough to threaten their drinking 
water and irrigation supplies for the St. Augustine grass. Just by glancing across the 
congregation it was obvious who were the farmers and the ranchers. They had their eyes 
clinched up so tight that the last hymn had been over 10 minutes before they realized the 
services had ended. 
 Another reason that I accepted the invitation to go to church in town was the 
10:30 timing of the service. I can assure you that people who allow their preachers to talk 
past high noon aren't going to invite extra guests for Sunday dinner. In fact all those 
churches are going to provide is an exciting stampede for the doors and a drag race off 
the main parking lot to the fast food joints. 
 After spending about half of my childhood on hard pews, I stay on the lookout for 
speakers that have a wide space between the points of their chins and their Adam's apples. 
Hombres with over a nine-inch gap are a dead cinch to turn the second hand into hour 
proportions. I learned a long time ago to watch for those lean-neck, smooth-barrels that 
can really hang a lengthy sermon on a July morning. In the churches that require clerical 
collars, you have to guess where the Adam's apples range, but once you learn you'll miss 
a lot of pain. 
 The San Angelo sect seems a little too relaxed to oppose a drouth. I stood around 
outdoors acting as much like a guest as the setting would support, but had to eat alone. 
 The longer the drouth goes the stronger the religious fervor will increase. It's sure 
asking the Maker a lot to look after us the way we plunge into our game of hollow horns 
and woolies, but compared to the rest of the world it doesn't sound like too much to ask 
for a couple of inches before frost. 


