

			Dairying and a New-Born Son

     Since first calf heifers were/are notorious for kicking while learning to be milked,
I was forbidden to go into the barn behind the cows as they were stanchioned for milking.
I could, however, set up the milk cans and strainer to receive the milk from the milk 
buckets after they were filled. At that time, we sold Grade B milk.
     I also loved feeding the baby calves, teaching them to drink from a pail. Not so much 
stirring up the milk replacer that served as their feed. No matter how hard I tried to 
incorporate the dry powder into warm water, I could never rid the stuff of its lumps. The 
calves did not care, though. Once taught to drink, they slurped it up in no time.

     On a snowy night in January, one of our cows was having a tough time birthing her 
calf. The vet was called. Between him and Gordon pulling the calf, something that’s 
done in extreme situations, things turned out all right-for the cow and the calf, that is.
     While helping with this chore, Gordon tore up muscles in his chest and back so badly, 
he was thought, days later, to have had a heart attack.
     We left for the hospital to have our baby the next morning. The day was cold, the 
roads and our yard were so icy, we slid into the side of the garage while leaving. Hours 
later, our son came into the world. I was so excited; I will bet I could be heard 
exclaiming, “It’s a boy,” all the way down the hall from the delivery room, even though it 
was the middle of the night.
     This was only the end of January.

