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	Recently I purchased a T- shirt with the logo of a beer I seldom drink emblazoned across the chest. Of all the clothing needs I have, you won't find T-shirts on the list. 

The drawer holding these treasured belongings has reached "won't close" status. Here's why: Until one of these shirts can be redefined as a rag, I can't throw it away. 

This is true of all the clothes I own. The older they are, the better they are, but unlike other items, T-shirts have a way of multiplying like dust bunnies. The reason is simple: T-shirts are either inexpensive or free. 

Many of my free shirts came from my days playing senior tennis tournaments. Since I seldom, if ever, made it past the first round, which meant I was sent packing after day one, three other factors had to be considered in choosing tournaments to play. First, was there going to be free beer?; second, was a better than average meal included?; and most important, were good T-shirts being given to all who entered? 

What makes a good T-shirt? First, what's printed on it and how it's printed is important to me. That's the reason I bought the T-shirt with the beer company logo. It had piping around the collar and sleeves, and the logo looked good. With my shaved head, when I put it on, I look like a giant bottle of beer. 

Second, color, or the lack thereof, is to be considered. Almost all my T-shirts are white or a light shade of gray, mostly white. There are no fuchsias or mauves, which I find a bit unmanly, nor bright day-glow colors, which are somewhat garish for my taste. 

The most important factor, however, is fabric. All of my T-shirts must be 100 percent cotton. Blends are totally unacceptable. Cotton makes better rags. 

Among my collection are two U.S. Open T-shirts circa 1999. I got those free by joining the United States Tennis Association, which you are forced to join to play tournaments. There is no discount for constantly losing in the first round, but free T-shirts are a good incentive. 

There is another with Goofy on it. My wife brought it back from Disneyland in 1993. Once, when I put it on to wear outside, my oldest son looked at me and said in dismay, "Dad, you are going outside where people can see you in a shirt with Goofy on the chest?" 

"It makes a statement," I replied, not knowing exactly what the statement was. 

One of my favorites is a T-shirt with the Cigar Store Indians logo on it. They are a rockabilly band and all four members signed it. I also have a Jennifer Goree T-shirt. She is a local talent who sings beautifully. Being black, it's unsigned. 

Another favorite is from Spittoono, the Redneck Festival for the Performing Arts held annually in Clemson. It's from 1996 and is just now getting broken in. 

If you think about it, the T-shirts you own define who you are. In my case, I suppose my shirts say I am a goofy man who enjoys tennis, likes music and a good party and a person who has been known to quaff a few. 

In addition, since I refuse to part with any of them, they say I'm a bit sentimental. 


