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 One of the biggest days in Mertzon in the fall is when a veterinarian comes to 
town to inoculate all the cats and dogs for distemper and rabies. Folks rush from all ends 
of the county to see that their pets are protected against these two diseases. 
 Up at the school, at about the same time, the kids are either vaccinated or certified 
clean to attend class. As a follow up, the adults are finally checked at a health fair that 
tests for such ailments as glaucoma and high blood pressure. 
 I've always suspected that since the dog and cat owners are in the majority, the 
school and the fair are an offshoot of the community being made safe for the animal 
population. On nearly any morning that I drive around town, I see lap dogs and house 
cats that look like Y 4 cattle. 
 Down at the grocery store a whole section is devoted to fancy pet food. I see 
plenty of husbands get by on a lot less than the pooches and tabbies do. All and all, I am 
most impressed by the condition of the packs and a bit disturbed as to whether some of 
my compadres are going to be able to winter on TV dinners and reconstituted chicken 
fried steaks. 
 Living in such a health conscious community has made me worry about Child 
Who Sits in the Sun.'s dog. He is too wild and mean to qualify for the free injections 
given domestic dogs. Yet he has too much canine blood to come under the protective 
laws granted wolves and coyotes. 
 Veterinarians no longer make house calls in our area. I'd be afraid to take him to 
a clinic for fear that I'd be liable for either paying the vet for sewing his hind leg up, or 
worse, having to buy a registered Pekinese a jugular vein transplant. 
 The old dog is so dangerous that I never have a chance to consider what it'd be 
like if he did catch rabies. When Child Who Sits in the Sun is off at work, I don't dare go 
by the house without carrying a walking stick or piece of cedar pole. He hides in the dark 
comers of the house. He'll growl right low and then fade into a silence that makes it 
impossible to tell where he's hiding. Once or twice I've bad to beat him off my boot to 
keep him from reaching my hide. 
 Just because the dog is too wild to go for his shots doesn't keep me away from the 
health fair. I go religiously every fall to be checked for stress and high blood pressure. 
 However, this year everybody seemed to be surprised to see me at the fair. I know 
all the local ladies that donate their services and a big part of the professional personnel 
that come from San Angelo. Nevertheless, it was a real tense situation. They had a hard 
time finding my chart until a lady remembered that after she'd taken my pulse count last 
year, she'd put my file on "inactive; for reference 
only." 
 I got pretty gruff about the matter. I don't recall looking that bad in 1980. Sure, 
we'd taken a bad beating on some feedlot cattle along about then, but like I told those 
sisters, if they are going to start culling back herders according to their pulse beats, 
they're going to be short a hundred head every dry fall that hits the calendar. 
 Darned if I don't believe every dog in town except ours has a rabies tag on his 
collar. The next time I see the county judge, I'm going to ask him to be sure the health 
fair doesn't have the right to order an autopsy. I feel better with winter coming on. It must 



have been climbing the two steps that lead to the health fair building that weakened my 
pulse.  


