
MAY 1, 1980 
 
 Mertzon started growing back in the early '70. When the fossil fuel miners started 
developing the minerals, the school became stable and the merchants began to prosper. 
Citizens from San Angelo bought river places. Some of the wool capital's people moved 
out permanently to enjoy country life. 
 We moved from the ranch to town in 1969. With eight kids to educate, chasing 
school buses and lapping the county road about five times a day for football and P.T.A. 
made a town house a necessity. Housing was available at a reasonable price. Vacant lots 
sold for $10 apiece including the rocks, weeds, and the cedar bushes. 
 Self protection was another consideration for the move. I realized that as long as 
my Indian wife, Child Who Sits in the Sun, lived at the ranch, she was never going to be 
civilized. A ranch environment has too much fresh blood to tame a squaw. Every time the 
cowboys killed a goat or butchered a lamb, she was down at the barn with her dishpan 
right in the middle of the action, stirred to an emotional pitch that'd last for days. 
 Moving from the ranch to Mertzon wasn't as traumatic for any of us as moving to 
a city would have been. The town had plenty to build tree houses and dig caves. They 
scattered bicycles and wagons from the house to the river. If the urge hit them, they could 
always come to the ranch on weekends. 
 As I think I've told you before, Child Who Sits in the Sun also adjusted to town. 
She began to copy a gang of white eyed ladies that hung around the beauty parlors and 
kept regular route going to the discount houses in Angelo. She started fixing her hair with 
pins instead of bones. She quit carrying a scalping knife except on nights of the full moon 
when savage instincts were too strong to control. 
 The think I liked about Mertzon was the privacy. Folks don't crowd an outfit 
made up of eight kids and ruled over by an Indian woman. Like I started out telling you, 
in other parts of town, new houses were being built and lots were selling for a thousand 
bucks. But over there close to us, it was as quiet as a poet's description of a county 
churchyard.  
 It didn't seem to matter that the kids were growing up and going off to college. I 
guess that once an area is condemned, people can't forget the stigma. I know that that 
hotel up north that was though to be contaminated with legionnaire disease finally had to 
be worked for salvage. I'd hate to think that the old Noelke house was going to be treated 
like a haunted house or a spook's den, but that sure may be the way it turns out.  
   Travelers tear along Highway 67 through town many times a year without ever 
realizing what a pretty place Mertzon is. We have a mile of open water front on a spring-
fed creek. Oak trees and pecan flourish in hills and valleys that tourists never see. I walk 
every evening in an atmosphere of provincial peace. The people that I pass are sort of 
clannish, but maybe it would've been different if I hadn't stormed them with such a big 
family of kids. 
 So that's the way I'm living in the midst of a big boom. Before it's all done, Child 
Who Sits in the Sun will be as gentle as a baby deer. Everybody ought to be lucky 
enough to live in a small town.  


