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    To My mother who:
loved the often unlovely me.
taught me how to eat with a spoon.
often kissed away near-fatal boo-boos.
fed me when I was five minutes old.
let me keep the kitten I found.


    



  	
        
            
            If you're going to talk bad about a farmer, don't do it with your mouth full.

      

    


Matt: Simulator Guru

Henrietta's Mom Part 1

By E. H. Lester

It was bound to happen sooner or later, my company kept having ongoing problems with its communications network, and every update caused massive errors and required multiple band-aid fixes. Drivers missed getting paid for loads, payroll was at the point of quitting, and several senior drivers had just threatened to walk off. My manager was exasperated and said, 

"If we could just find someone with a solution, he'd probably nail a hell of a salary!" 

I said, "You look at diplomas and certificates. That won't fix problems. Look deeper. Diplomas and certificates are on sale 24/7/365. I've got a name if you're interested. Try before you buy! Bring him up here, rental car, get him a hotel room, feed him and see what he can do. Fair enough? Just pay contract wages until he proves himself."

I gave him the name of my son-in-law and he bounced it off everyone who had ever been associated with the company. A week later Dave walked up to me and said, "Thanks for getting me into the worst mess I have ever seen! It may take me weeks to straighten this out." 

"Didn't know you were in town! But if you can clean it up, you'll be the King of this Mountain. And when the offer comes, don't sell yourself cheaply!" He went to work, and I took off for Portland,(the peoples republic of) Oregon. By the time I got back a week later, the software was humming right along, the bosses were delighted, and my supervisor thought I was a genius...

An offer was tendered and moving was included with temporary lodging for 3 months in Embassy Suites. All meals are furnished for the family. The lodging would be extended if a suitable house or apartment was not found. Dave took his time accepting the offer, as a result the offer went up 1%. It included every benefit you could imagine and a salary that was simply obscene. The cats were to be housed in an adequate local shelter and the girls could visit them. The terminal manager had 3 cats and said he could do without his kids, now all grown, but not his cats.

Heather and the girls searched high and low for an adequate house and were almost in tears when the realtor said, 

"It's a long shot, but I've got a farmhouse with outbuildings that has been empty for two years but maintained against the weather. You might like it. It has 7 acres with it." 

They went out with the realtor and saw it from the road and fell in love. A closer examination was even more impressive. Simple, not modern, but the house had a personality. Heather said it had "nurturing energy", and they bought it on the spot. The loan was handled by the company, it was done. Savanah and Nikki were out in the stables when it came time to leave. Already building their dreams. Nikki wanted a horse, not a problem! But Savanah wanted a cow, a Holstein! That might be a bit of a problem. Around here beef cows are plentiful, all Angus and Herefords. The big Holsteins are milch cows and not many dairy farms are located near here. Heather and Savanah drove to the Co-op to track down a dairy farm with good results. While they were there a dairy farmer came in to buy cottonseed meal, 18,000 pounds in 50-pound bags. 9 pallets at 40 bags each. The counterman told him Savannah needed a Holstein calf, he walked over, took his hat off, and said, "Savannah, ma’am, I've got one born out of season, that I've got no time to mess with it, so if you want her, I'll take $100. And my name is James."

Heather dug around in her purse and was only able to accumulate $99.90. The farmer, laughing, said, 

"You can owe me the rest. I'll bring her around this afternoon." The counterman said, 

"They bought the old Samuels place." 

The farmer nodded yes,

"I've been watching them move in, If I could cook, I'd have taken them a casserole or something." 

He owned the farm adjoining the 7 acres they had bought and as Savannah noted, he was single. As Heather, the Mom,  noted, when the wind was right you would be able to smell the dairy by-product. The girls rushed home to clean a stable for Henrietta, she already had a name and wasn't even home yet. Right at lunchtime, James showed up with Henrietta, a bag of formula powder, and a bucket with a nipple on it. They led Henrietta into her stall and James stayed for lunch, of course. He briefed Savannah on how a calf should feed from the bucket, they bump it pretty hard, it is instinct, how much to feed from the bucket, how to keep it clean, and cautioned against overfeeding. Henrietta had been on her momma for four weeks earlier so she had gotten the colostrum she needed and now, bucket trained, she would do fine. 

James ate like a field hand, a woman-cooked meal was a rare treat for a single farmer, and Heather was a cook without equal. The girls watched in awe. As they finished lunch, there arose a cry from the stable, everyone rushed to see what the issue was, Henrietta just didn't like being alone. As soon as the group got there, she calmed down, 

"See what I mean? This baby is spoiled. Too much attention from the stable hands has got her spoiled. Good luck with her." James said and left. 

That night Savannah slept in the barn hallway, near Henrietta's stable, all was calm.

As the days turned into months Dave's stature with the company grew, he got a raise which he put 100% into the 401(k), which impressed the bosses. It spoke of intent to stay the long term. Henrietta gained weight and was growing like a weed! Savannah gave her 2.5 pounds of protein supplement twice a day and she was eating 85 to 100 pounds of Alfalfa hay (95% DM). And all the grass she wanted. She's no longer a baby, she scaled out at 1075 pounds last week and was 50 inches at the shoulders but follows Savannah around like a puppy. She gets bathed twice a week, beautiful black and white, and always clean. She seems to like being clean, we have seen her walk around puddles rather than through them. James comes by often, checking on Savannah's cow, supposedly. But he spends little time in the barn, mostly on the porch with Savannah. Henrietta places her head between them when she can, jealous, I suppose. Not many young women have a Holstein heifer for a chaperone. James brought up the fact that Henrietta is approaching breeding age. This was not well received by Savannah. Her mom said, 

"If you're ever going to milk her, she'll need to be freshened." 

Another fact not well received by Savannah. 

“You did well, everyone says she's the best-looking Holstein in the county." 

Nikki had gotten her horse; Sparkle is a paint mare that stood 13 1/2 hands at the shoulder. A little small but she made up for it by being pregnant. Nikki was able to take riding lessons and finish them well before her mare was no longer able to be ridden. And no one in the household knew a damn thing about delivering a foal, Dave was a little perturbed and a lot worried. He had the vet by to check her out. The vet said he'd rush over when the time came, and Heather could assist so she'd know how to do it next time Sparkle got pregnant. You've got another month or more before your girl can't ride her, and then not until the foal is weaned, that's six to eight weeks after the foal arrives. And work should be very light on a lactating mare, if you ride her at all, until she stops lactating. And take her off any fescue hay as a precaution against fescue toxicity, now is a good time to do that. I notice all you have is alfalfa hay anyway, so you're good there. Call me when she's ready, I left a pamphlet with Heather, so she'd know when Sparkle goes into labor." 

The vet explained that mares are not as predictable as other mammals about how long the gestation period is: 320 to 370 days with a median of 349 days.

Henrietta now was topped out. Heather explained to Savannah. 

“At least she's not going to be sent off to the packing plant for meat. She's a milch cow, not a beef cow. But she cannot stay a heifer her whole life. She’s grown up, just look at her 1600 pounds and 60 inches at the shoulder, she's not your 'baby’ anymore." 

Henrietta's initial but abbreviated DNA report came back and she is a cow, I suspected it all along, perhaps I am missing something, maybe James should look at this report. A more discerning eye may see something I missed. He did and immediately asked if he could marry Savannah, 

"Is there something in that report that makes you think of matrimony?" Heather asked. 

"Nope, but I've been thinking about asking you since I sold her that calf. I can't ask her she always changes the subject." James replied. 

"Who am I to stand in the place of Cyrano?" Heather asked. 

James just stared, blinking. He had forgotten Christian's plea to Cyrano. Savannah entered Henrietta in the county stock show. The discussion would circle back to breeding immediately after the judging was done. After the semen was purchased, the rest was just process, James had purchased from world champion stock for Henrietta. She has come out of nowhere to be judged one of the best Holstein heifers in Iowa, the best for the best. And 'if she drops a bull calf it's mine' was part of the deal. Savannah would keep ownership of Henrietta, but she would live with James' 350 ladies to be milked with the herd when the time came. Her full DNA results would be back within a month, and she would be rated on that and her performance at the judging. She's a bit possessive of Savannah and doesn't like James sitting close to Savannah. Savannah had walked her over to James' 'cow parlor', as he calls it, and Henrietta seemed interested in the other cows, unaware until now that she had that many 'sisters’ but pleased. The stable hands were glad to see her and unanimously agreed she was a beauty to behold and big, too. James had bragged to them that she was just a 'damn good-looking Holstein'. He had not mentioned her size to his crew, so the foreman got out his tape and measured her, 

"She's two inches taller than any of the others. If you could get a bull calf out of her, you might have a match for De Su Observer." 

De Su Observer was the world's top Holstein bull, no other came close. His breeding performance was unmatched. James had selected another bull, Snowman, as a sire for Henrietta, his daughters were all top milk producers with excellent longevity and health. He explained, 

"I'm in the milk business, not the breeding business. What I need are cows that can produce quantity, and quality milk for a long time without a bunch of health problems. Too much time with the vet can wipe out a lot of milk profit."

Sparkle has developed a friendship with Henrietta and seems relaxed around her. Not sure how this happened but they are always chummy in the exercise yard. Sparkle must be worked on a lunge line to keep her legs from swelling and Henrietta insists on being out there while Nikki works her. Nikki doesn't ride her anymore because the saddle doesn't fit anymore due to Sparkle’s expanding girth, and the tight saddle makes Sparkle tense, and uncomfortable, we don't want that. Henrietta always knows when Sparkle is nervous and stands against Sparkle until she calms down. At other times she puts her head under Sparkle's neck to soothe her prenatal jitters. Holsteins, it turns out, are good caregivers, or at least Henrietta is. Heather says Nikki will be in attendance for and assist with the birth, 

"Not my horse! You've got to have a hand in this, no pun intended." 

Turns out this is Sparkle's first foal, now everyone is a little nervous, except the vet. He says he stopped counting foals he helped deliver at 200. 

"You helped?" Heather asked. 

"Mostly the mares do the work. I step in when she's not doing well and l help her along." the Vet offered," birth in mares is a process where things don't usually go wrong but when they do you've got two horses at risk, so I'll be right there if she needs me. I'm the only one with any experience in this sort of thing who will be there. I'll get you guys through this then we'll celebrate. And yes, Nikki needs to be there to assist and Heather, as well. But when Nikki and Savannah go off to Veterinarian College, Heather, you will be left with a horse to care for as well as a cow, and odds are one of them will be pregnant. Is lunch just about ready?" he asked. 

"In about 10 more minutes." Heather answered. Everyone who stopped by stayed for a meal. Heather's fame as a cook had spread far and wide thanks to James. Over dinner the question of how the vet knew the girls would go to vet college when they didn't both know for sure yet. Savannah was a yes, Nikki just a maybe. 

"I have lived a very long time and have watched people who own animals. After a few decades you can tell those who only like them from those who really love them. Of those who really love their animals a very high percentage go to vet college, both of your girls, Ms. Heather, have that look about them." 

Heather considered what the vet had said and replied, "I suppose there's worse things than being a vet." 

The vet smiled and said, 

"Name fifty." and laughed, 

"they won't always smell like girls want to smell but they'll be helping animals and I think that's important work." 

About that time Dave rolled in for dinner, late as usual. "All day long I wished for something to do, and twenty minutes before time to go home a problem develops. Why can't that sort of thing happen before noon?” he fumed. 

"Physics of living," The vet said, "sit down and eat, you'll feel better. It's no good being upset on an empty stomach. Ms. Heather, the café owner wants to retire. Do you think you might be interested in owning a café? As a cook, you can't be beat, so I'd bet you'd be a smashing success!" 

Heather let that compliment/challenge just lie there but she did 'put it away' for further consideration. "Apparently I'm the mother to a cow, a horse, two almost grown women and video game designer son, Matthew, who never calls or visits. He says his company, or at least the CEO/Owner, gets apoplectic when he tries to take time off." They have seven other engineers who, the CEO confided to Matthew, know all the software tricks but none have the imagination of even a fence post. And they can't write instructions for the use of the software in terms the pedestrian user understands. So, Matthew is an engineer, designer, and technical writer all rolled into one, and he commands an obscene salary in comparison to the 'better educated' co-workers, in secret, of course. But it's still almost like confinement, he says. Matthew's CEO announced that they will close for the Christmas holiday on 16 December and reopen on 3 January. What separates Matthew from the other engineers is best illustrated by the reaction of the ‘other’ engineers to the Christmas break announcement, they wondered what they would do during that much time off, Matthew called his Mom and happily announced he would be home for the holidays. The girls were delighted that 'boy' was coming home. When they were little, they often heard Dave or Heather correct him by saying 'boy!' They grew up calling him 'boy'. His mom is waiting for him to find a wife. Matthew says that most women his age are divorced two or three times and are looking for a dad for their three or four children, 'not interested' he says. He's got reservations to fly into the airport at Fort Dodge, not too far from our 'ranch'. Dave can pick him up even if it snows, Dave drives a 4-wheel drive, 4-door Jeep hardtop. Heather drives a 1965 International, one-ton, 4-wheel drive, crew cab, dually, pickup truck, it used to be a State DOT vehicle. She learned the straight shift transmission in one-half week. She said, 

"A woman's got to do what a woman's got to do! You can't haul hay and feed in a Jeep, or at least not much!" 

It's gotten cold. No snow yet, but we expect it by early December unless it's an unusual year. Heather had to get the heater fixed in her pickup in September when it started getting cold. The heater coil was just stopped up with years of accumulated dirt and road dust. They boiled it out, repainted it, and leak-tested it. Only took two days but she's tip-top now, burn your leg right off! Matthew's homecoming for the holidays happens right around the time Henrietta is to deliver. Sparkle had a filly, and it was a paint, beautiful little girl. Nursing was no problem and Nikki was told not to name it, so its name is Tina Mae. It’s not hard to sell a small filly, it’s very, very hard to sell a Tina Mae. But she was told, don't name it. Dave will cave, though, can't say no to his girls, that’s why they have 8 cats. So, they'll have a herd of horses before it’s over. Sparkle will stay fertile for many years. Matthew is bringing a rubber-lined leather inflatable beach ball for Henrietta. He saw them in a surf shop near Port Alexandria. She breaks one ball every month, this one she won't break. Matt called last night, not taking a flight. His boss wanted him to trade into a nicer car, so he traded the KIA SOUL for an import his boss wanted him to have. It's a Porsche Carrera S. Matt says it is a little quicker than his SOUL was, 0 to 60 in 3.2 seconds, the twin-turbo V6 turns out 443 horsepower. His boss paid the difference between the SOUL and the Porsche. $125,000 is a nice bonus but it's a gift, no tax! The boss said, 

"I can't have my horse driving a cheap car. Makes me look bad." 

He'll drive his little car home so his sisters can see it. It was used and had only 3125 miles on it. But a darn hot ride even so. His boss had the Drug Enforcement peeps sweep the car so no problems would occur in the future. The previous owner lived a ‘colorful lifestyle’. The boss said he was a 'trust fund baby' and lived lavishly but would buy a car and not drive it but once or twice. The boss loved cars; he had a 1956 Packard 400 that he called 'my wife’ and drove a 1947 Buick Custom to work every day. Matthew rode in the Buick and made the other engineers envious. They weren't allowed to breathe on it. The Boss had a nice home, a 2-bedroom home near the Raymond James Stadium. Only 2 bedrooms for a multi-millionaire but it had a 25-car garage and he had other car storage downtown. The boss would just go sit in one of his cars after work every day. He said when he was growing up, he didn't even have a bicycle. His mother took in ironing for some rich ladies to supplement the family income, she also cleaned houses for the builders when they finished them. Now each year he gives 100 bicycles to the Tampa Fire Department toy drive. Matthew sat with him in his 1957 Silver Shadow one evening while he ordered pizza from Westshore Pizza. They ate it on the balcony overlooking his 20-acre garden, no body eats in his cars. Best Pizza you can imagine! Matt said the boss just needs a friend. He's got wall-to-wall chicks in his place but they're not friends. Matt said he got singled out because he disagreed with him on day two of his employment and ever since then they've been friends. The boss said the rest of his engineers are brilliant but are 'yes men', even the women! It must be hard being a ‘yes man’ and a woman at the same time. Try ‘yes woman’ then.

Matthew just pulled up and Savannah ran in and said, "Boy's here, call
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