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     More showers have fallen the past week. Part of the weather is coming 
from the cow work over at my neighbor’s. For about a month Whiskers has 
been shipping steers at one set of corrals and receiving calves at another one,. 
Enough gate slamming and chain slapping has occurred to disturb the 
atmosphere. On clear days, we can see the dust from all the commotion from 
our outfit some 10 miles away. 
     It comes as no surprise to those of us who are veterans of the Whiskers’ 
operation. In 1965, Goat Whiskers the Elder put an extra stretch on his cattle 
by galloping them to the pens. I helped them shear, too, that particular year. 
We drove full wooled ewes through heavy dew so hard and fast that they 
were dry enough to shear by the time we closed them in the corrals.  
     Time has blurred the exact details of that roundup. However, I am sure 
the crew was 10 strong and had 600 feet of rawhide bull whips. Tin cans 
filled with rocks and empty tow sacks were used to chouse the woolies under 
and over the gates. Men perspired profusely. I saw a wool packer of 30 years 
tenure sit crying in a pile of sacks. 
     Old Man Whiskers was of the wrong time and the wrong game. He 
should have been a dispatcher for jet airplanes instead of a sheep and cow 
herder. I loved that old devil with a passion, but I still have nervous 
hiccoughs in the spring when I think of the days we spent over there turning 
a roundup into a race. 
     So far this spring, I haven’t been invited to help ship the steers. Outsiders 
have been excluded from the work. Just like his old man used to be when it 
was time to slip the coupons on his bonds at the bank, I figure my talents are 
being saved for perhaps next year’s bitterweed catastrophe, or some later 
date steer fever withdrawal pains.  
     Fired by the golden cushion of a windfall profit on those novillos, Young 
Whiskers doesn’t need as much companionship as he did a couple of years 
ago. I’ve noticed around the auctions in San Angelo that the herders are 
becoming more reserved and aloof. It’s good to smell the cigar smoke and 
see the fresh linen again; however, booms are so short lived in our game that 
a man had better keep the fire exits marked or he may be hurt in the crash. 
     Whiskers or anyone else isn’t to be blamed for enjoying the good times. 
In the winter, county agents were collecting branding irons from the 
different ranches under the guise of wanting them for a big display room at 
an agricultural college. I saw through that ruse. Those guys have bosses 
somewhere that know all can be lost. I’m glad they are so history conscious. 



After Napoleon was deported to Elba, it was too late to find all his swords. 
We may have the most foresighted extension services we’ve ever had.  
     Spring is so beautiful that birds sing in the nights. Whiskers won’t forget 
his old partner too long. Four or five shots from Washington or a strike on 
the coast will put us back together. Wouldn’t it be great if it could be 
delayed until fall? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


