
















































































28 the Practical Farmer

BITS OF
SUSTENANCE

The Bits of Sustenance
pages are a place where
PFI women can share
their writing - stories,
poems, letters, book
reviews, experiences.
Hopefully, Bits of
Sustenance will give
every reader something
to ponder.

Editors note: Perhaps the piece about the snowstorm
birth of a spring calf in the last newsletter triggered a
connection for this Bit of Sustenance. Or maybe it's
coincidental and there’s just something about cows.

Something About Cows
Jenny Aquino Kendall, Earlham

I've not owned a cow, although now we live
comfortably with the cows and calves belonging to our
neighbor. We have a bartering arrangement - the
momma’s and babies graze on our hilly pastureland
and in exchange he cuts our hay. He takes most of
the bales, and makes sure our horse and lone ewe
have their big round bale through the winter time.
These cows are of some breed that didn’t exist in my
days as an animal science student at Purdue. They are
cows of many colors and are curious, active, always
watching ladies. How one gal managed to squeeze
under my hi-tensile horse fence I can’timagine, but we
found her there one day, grazing peacefully with
Jasmine.

Just yesterday, I read a moving and harrowing
account of awoman's fight with bulimia. At the end
of her disease, when she had come to a strange kind
of peace with herself and her disease, her disease took
a strange turn - she began ruminating. I canimagine
how horrible that might sound to city folk who haven't
been around cows or sheep on a lazy ruminating
afternoon. But when I read that, | had a sense that her
disease was coming toits conclusion, and, indeed it
was. Oneday, she stopped ruminating and began to
live her life more as the rest of us do. Thereis just
somethingabout cows.

When I was a student, my best friend, Kay,
worked at the university dairy barn. Iworked at the
horse barn. The cows took more time and individual
energy, and Kay was always treating or warding off

mastitis. Before we could go to a movie, we would
have to stop at the dairy barn to check on one lady or
another, sometimesdonthebig plasticglovefora |
quick palpitation. We didn't make it to many of those
movies. Kay's brother owned Jersey cows. I can still
taste that first glass of milk, fresh from the big holding
tank. I'd pay a few dollars for a huge jug of the stuff,
the cream would rise to the top and we served the best
coffeeinthe world. Her brother named his cows
Buttercup and Flora and Jezebel, and he talked their
names in his sleep.

[ended up changing careers and moved to the
east coast and worked for a software development
company. We lived in town, I boarded my horse, and
had alovely herb garden. Suddenly, I started listening
to country music and | wrote a poem. Shortly before|
was offered a job to come to lowa, I then had a dream.
Then that dream became a poem, and even won the
Borders poetry prize last year, so there is just some-
thingabout cows.

Once | was a cowgirl

Oncelwas a cowgirl
wearingtight jeans
permeated

with the honest scent
of the sweat

of ared-headed pony.

My dress boots were the color
of desert sand, my work boots
of red cowhide, they had

roper heelsand I drove a green
Chewy pickup.

[ tied my hair in a thick braid

that hung to my butt and swayed with me
when I carried my cue stick

tothebar

for along cool one.

The cue was handmade, | never

had to use it to claim my quarter
from the guy in the black Stetson.
Ishot an okay game, but, sometimes,
[was just so hot.









