
increase the size of the county commission from three

There is no word yet on anyone fil ing to run for

Sheridan County voters will also be voting to fill

Those up for re-election representing parts of

These are two-year terms served in the Legislature

Statewide, Wyoming’s two United States senators
— Mike Enzi and John Barrasso, both Republicans,

the U.S. House of Representatives as Wyoming’s lone

There are other community and school board posts
up for election this year, and Brenda Miech of the

Not everyone has a keen interest in politics, but this
year in Sheridan and Sheridan County should prove
more than interesting for political theater, and more
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Somewhere between my sixth and
seventh birthdays, I  started mi lking
cows. My mother said I should learn to
milk in case the rest of the family got
sick and I didn’ t.

She had made the mistake of accept-
ing the milking chore so that my father
and older brother could get started at
whatever work they were doing earlier in
the mornings, and so they could work
later in the evenings.

The milking responsibi l i ty became
more persistent and permanent than she
anticipated.

To me, the expression “ learn to milk”
seemed out of context, because placing
the hands around a cow’s teats required
little study or mental effort.

Having the strength and coordination
to squeeze and tug simultaneously in
order to precipitate milk f low is what
resulted in milk flow, right?

However, my 6-year-old hands hardly
possessed sufficient size to encircle the
teats on udders distended with a 12-hour
accumulation of milk.

Passage of time, of course, resulted in
larger hands, and I got so adept with my
milking agi l i ty and aim that I  could
squirt a stream of milk into a cat’s mouth
20 feet away.

Hereford cows are normally beef ani-
mals, but there are cows in most
Hereford herds who give more milk than
their calves can take. Hand milking rep-
resented a popular way in those days to
deal with those mega-lactating bovines.

My initial attempts at milk extraction

took place with me sit-
ting on a one-legged
stool under the flank of
such an animal.

The milking string
entrusted to me includ-
ed Anklets and Pet,
both Hereford cows,
and Spot, a Hereford-
Shorthorn cross with a
large brown spot on her
nose.

Obviously for a
smal l  chi ld to handle
them, they exhibi ted
extreme gentleness and docility.

As time went by, my father, l ikely
because he had effectively removed him-
self from the milking barn, decided to
get some bona fide dairy cows.

Acting upon that decision, he
answered an advertisement in an agricul-
tural magazine. Soon six l i ttle crates,
each incarcerating a 2-week-old, deli -
cate, fawn-colored Guernsey heifer calf,
arrived at the ranch from their long train
ride from Wisconsin to Wyoming.

One of the calves promptly contract-
ed colic and died. My grandfather pro-
foundly admired another and became her
owner, probably by gift rather than by
purchase.

Four Guernsey females remained on
the ranch to grow, become expectant,
and give birth, or “ freshen.”

I, 11 years old by then, received the
debatable honor of “breaking”  them to
milk. These dairy matrons were vastly

touchy and ski ttish
compared to the mild-
mannered Herefords.

They didn’ t
take kindly to the
exploi tation of their
apparatuses and
devices, and many
times the one-legged
milk stool turned out
to be unoccupied —
the result of  a swif t
kick.

On frequent
occasions during the

training process, a yellow-greenish mix-
ture of barn f luids and spi l led mi lk
flowed slowly down the gutter and out
through the l i ttle tunnel in the barn’ s
foundation.

The spill resulted from a swift kick
that included both me and my bucket. I
learned to hobble the heifers to prevent
kicking by tying a strong, soft rope in a
figure eight tightly around their hind legs
thus saving myself , my stool and my
bucket from what had developed into
ever-increasing dents and bruises.

Lucky for me they calved over a span
of time long enough so I had only one
unknowing young milk producer at a
time.

Regrettably the cows owned other
weapons besides the cloven hoof
attached to the hind leg. Their hindmost
parts included a flexible whiplike assem-
bly (tai l ) with a popper on the end
(switch).

I swore many times — that is to say, I
noted often — that when least expected,
the owner of the tai l  would expertly
wrap it around my head, and the switch
would find one or both of my eyes as if
guided by an invisible, sinister hand.

Repeatedly I found myself unable to
open one or both eyes after receiving a
resounding “ thwack.”  To this day I can
hardly believe I haven’ t developed total
blindness.

I  remember with some measure of
repugnance that the evil switch time and
again contained, or transported, second-
hand, slimy, smelly extraneous material.

After being slapped in the face and
neck, I made more than one quick trip to
the water trough in the corral for a curso-
ry bath which, by the way, never
removed the odor.

I learned to stuff binder twines in my
pockets so I could immobilize the tail by
tying it securely to the cow’s own hind
leg.

I discovered that most milking-barn
problems had solutions, but I  would
rather not be reminded of some of my
milking incidents.

I will admit, though, that I feel I owe
the Guernseys Polka Dots, Pet, Spot and
Buttercup a word of thanks for the
improvements they made to my educa-
tion.

Si lver Threads is a weekly column
written by people who are involved with
the Sheridan Senior Center.
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