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     Forever etched in my mind, I'm sure will be the day I decided to milk cows by myself for the first time. I will never again be the same, and I'll bet, if a particular cow is still around, neither is she! \
     Since my husband was busy with field work, and on this certain day I felt unusually patronizing, I thought I'd surprise him by getting the milking done. I had helped quite a bit with the milking chores, so I thought I knew all the ropes. As it turned out, the surprise backfired on me. 
     I managed to get the feeding done without too much trouble. My troubles began when I tried to get the cows into the barn. Most of them went into their proper stanchions, but when I tried to lock the stanchions, the critters would either back out of them, or else two cows would get together and think, She thinks she's so smart; Let's give her the business. Then, they both pushed in in my direction, trapping me between them, trying to scare me by taking my breath away. 
     When I finally got the rest of them sanctioned there was still Leisure to get in. This gal came by her name honestly, I'll tell ya. She would stick her head in the barn, look around, look you straight in the eye as if to say, You think I'm coming in yet?, then turn around and amble around the cow yard, coming in only when she was good and ready. 
     After having my run in with her, I was now ready to start milking. I washed off the first two cows to be milked, situated my equipment in its proper place, then grabbed the milking machine bucket. 
     I knelt under the first cow, hanging the bucket on the strap around her middle. With the milking machine keeping its regular boom-, boom-chicka rhythm, I proceeded to put the milking machine on her.  After a couple of tries, i got the first, second, and third inflations on. Then gangrene set in. I tried once to get that fourth one on. 
Not only didn't it stay, but the other three fell off and the machine started a steady hiss, Well, I figured, you have to expect a little trouble the first time. Back to the drawing board. 
Not only did this happen again, and again, and, well, all tolled, I think I worked for ten minutes, trying to get the milker on that cow. 
Just as I was ready to throw in the towel right, after I told Bossy it was now or never, and the milker fell off again, I looked to see that man of mine standing at the barn door, ready to collapse with laughter. 
Resisting the impulse to throw the milk bucket at him, I mumbled something about him finishing the milking. 
Then I went to the house to collapse in peace and quiet. After all, I deserved it.
