
White Sands Rocketry Stirs Up Shortgrass Something Awful 
By Monte Noelke 
9-25-69 
Page 8 
 MERTZON — The Shortgrass Community is beginning to settle down from the effects of having 
witnessed the aftermath of a recent missile shooting project at White Sands, N.M. Hombres of stable 
disposition are no longer bucking out of their lawn chairs at sight of clouds floating across the Milky Way, 
nor are weak hearted types running under their beds every time a firefly flickers in the autumn evening. 
Emotional stability has returned to the extent that the scientists are going to have to find an element more 
powerful than barium weather projectiles to frighten the populace. 
 Shortgrassers were justified in becoming excited by the unannounced test of the climate in the 
stratosphere. After having lived through catastrophes which made the dawning of the brightest days seem 
like the end of the world, natives here do not need to apologize for having feared the sudden appearance of 
a cosmic apparition. Taking into account the drouths and market failures of the past, only the harshest critic 
could find fault with them for scurrying to cover at the sight of a mystic light that closely resembled the 
disintegration of the moon., 
 The phenomenon was enough to scare anyone. Those who live close to danger, like crocodile 
handlers and participants in the husband-wife struggle, can be upset by unexpected flares in the heavens. 
 I have known married men, for example, who could face domestic battles so spirited as to give a 
mercenary soldier combat fatigue, but who could not remain calm at seeing a beacon light flashing across 
the sky. Being courageous, as is well known, is a specialized field. 
 My family might have overlooked the White Sands production had one of the local bank officers 
been in better shape to withstand its appearance. A short time after the illumination began in the west, he 
loaded up his wife and son and came tearing up to our house. 
 You don’t have to be told why this jug keeper fell to pieces. His kind have been seeking refuge in 
tents of innocent herders since the times of the Good Book. Money handlers have never becomes so blinded 
by their trade that they didn’t fear the next thunderstorm might be their last. Since they were driven from the 
temples so many years ago, they have always felt more secure in the company of simple shepherds. 
 (To be more precise and fair, a broad field of professional men react the same way. Lawyers, 
orthodontists, etc., always appear more comfortable during a cataclysmic crisis if a few ranchers or farmers 
are around to act as a sort of human lightening rod. Occupations unblighted by the evils of materialism have 
to have some purpose.) 
 Over in San Angelo, the turmoil was too broad to review here. One lady did pull to the forefront by 
calling the editor of the daily newspaper, and asking him where all God’s children were to meet. The 
newsman’s reply was not revealed then, and is unknown to this date. But judging from the overall habits of 
citizens in the Wool Capital, he probably replied that the first minnow stand on the road to the lake would 
be more than adequate to hold the group she was seeking. 
 I questioned a cross section of my associates, ranging from tractor peddlers to livestock peddlers, 
as to their whereabouts on the night of the test. Their answers were vague, yet it was apparent that they’d 
received no special invitation to a select gathering from the heavens. 
 Of course the most liberal interpreters of the commandments don’t go around preaching that the 
road to the Pearlies is going to be thronged by those who thrive on throwing the old pocus to every 
outlander who comes in range. The truth is, these very same parties are going to be lucky to be on the 
tentative roster if they don’t mend their ways. 


