
 

 
Hello Everyone! 
 
I’m in the warmth of my house right now watching it rain outside.  Yes, rain.  We really appreciated how 
volatile Mother Nature can be this week.  Not in a loud and stormy way but quietly she kept bringing on the 
snow.  Being a part of the land, we could feel a change coming on.  It was getting warmer.  Along with the 
break in the weather, we could feel the stress it was putting on our buildings.  The onset of warmth and more 
moisture meant even more strain on our roofs.   We made a big push to be ready.  Anticipating a lot of flooding 
from the upcoming thaw, we shoveled out all the doorways, cleared out our frequently traveled paths, opened 
up gates that had been snowed in for ease of access when the time comes for calving, kept up with plowing our 
driveways, plowed out our calving lot pasture, and close to the end of the week we shoveled all the roof tops.  
Danica and I even got in on the shoveling too.  On our own place I managed to tunnel out to our pump house 
and wood shed and get those cleared of the 4 feet of snow and ice and Randy got our shop taken care of.  
Unfortunately we lost our old loafing shed out in the pasture.  Not sturdy enough to use, it has been the subject 
of many beautiful pictures.  We’ve always wanted to move it, but could never figure out how.  Now even 
though the roof has come down, we can salvage its remains.  I am sad to see it go, but I am excited about 
dismantling it with tender loving care and creating something useable.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
After noon on Saturday with a sigh of relief, we got all the roofs cleared of their heavy snow pack.  That early 
evening it started to rain.  Randy came in from repairing a track on Whiz Bang and said, “We made it!”  We 
now wait and see what Mother Nature has in store for us next. 
 
Shayne had to go back to Washington early this last week, and felt our urgency to keep ahead.  Each time he’d 
call it was still snowing.  We must have gotten an extra two feet in the couple days after he’d gone.  I could feel 
this trip back to Washington was a tough one as he wanted to be here working right along side all of us.  He has 
managed to come home just yesterday and he and Randy are at the ready for what comes next. 
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The cows finished up all the hay that was stored down at the 
Belgarde Place, so on Monday, Kathy in the lead with the 
hay wagon and Wes following behind, they brought the 
cattle up to behind the indoor arena where they will stay 
through calving season.  The girls are looking very pregnant 
right now and have that pregnant waddle.  They are actually 
due February 22nd, but we just know there will be some 
early ones. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Who will it be?  We’ve kept them fat and happy with 
their prenatal supplements and all the hay they can 
eat.  We’ve put beds of straw under the trees for them 
to keep warm and dry on, and I’m thinking of 
walking them through the calving shed just to get 
them familiar with it.  This week we’ll be putting up 
some panels to create small outside holding pens and 
alleyways leading to the calving shed, and I’m 
making sure we’ve got all the supplies we need in the warming hut.  Next we’ll be getting our colts that we’re 
riding used to pulling the calf sled.  Does a watched cow calve?  We are so ready! 

 
Here’s the night lot, a smaller fenced in area right behind 
the arena/calving shed.  We’re already bringing them in 
each night to keep them close to walk through.  We haven’t 
started the every two-hour checks yet. 
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The saddle cleaning continues… 

The elk are coming down for some hay 
with the cattle and horses. 

We got a few minutes of sunshine last 
week and Kathy took some pictures while 
she and Amber were feeding. 

The horses and our heifers are all looking really good.  Each time we go out to feed we 
make new tracks to open up more ground for them to travel around on.   



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here’s a visual for you.  This week the warmer weather 
also stirred up our resident skunk who has been living 
under our house.  He’d sprayed around New Year’s, which 
took almost two weeks to clear up, and then again this 
week.  He likes the cat’s food, but just doesn’t sharing 
living space well.  Randy had enough.  Right outside our 
bedroom window is a lean-to area we park Gizmo (the little 
Kubota), and I store the cat food.  At about 2:00 am the 
rustling of the skunk trying to get into one of the bags 
woke me.  “Randy” I said, “Your critter is out there.”  
Without hesitation, Randy jumped up, dawned his tie-dyed 
terry robe (the result of my attempt to dye it navy blue), his 
size 14 snow boots, his scotch cap (looks like Elmer Fudd’s), grabbed his shotgun and a flashlight, and with his 
scrawny white legs flashing between the boots and the bottom of his robe, he shuffled outside into the snow.  
I’m on my bed peering out of the window in the direction of the skunk plugging my ears with my fingers ready 
for a shot.  The beam of the flashlight found the skunk.  Primed and ready, the skunk’s got his rear end aimed 
right at Randy, his tail bolt upright and fanned out like a peacock’s.  Randy decided better and backed off.  The 
skunk never did give Randy a chance at him that night.  The next night Randy had all his gear laid out and ready 
and even built a barricade consisting of two pieces of plywood screwed together in an angle to block the hole 
accessing under the house, and two beefy logs to hold the plywood in place.  Same time the skunk was on the 
cat food.  Randy waited for him this time, but the skunk was smart and stayed right up against the house.  He 
even managed to shove the barrier out of the way and got through.  Between dealing with the snow during the 
day and the skunk at night, Randy was getting pretty tired.  The third night, same time, same attire, but with an 
even more fortified barrier, the skunk decided to hang out by the cat food in the lean-to.  The flashlight just 
gave away Randy’s position, so Randy decided to just light up everything with the floodlights we have on the 
house.  The skunk having no place to hide, made a dash for the woodshed.  Randy had some shot that Shayne 
had given him and when he fired he said they sounded like a Raisin Bran fart coming out of the shotgun.  The 
shot just pushed the skunk along!  Randy ran inside and loaded the last of his regular shot shells.  He made it 
count and fortunately it was away from the house enough that he didn’t have to deal with it until morning.  A 
few minutes later, a puffed up Randy climbed into bed and said “There! Little missy.  You’re safe now!”  “Yes, 
my dear” I said, “you are quite the hunter!” 
 
Have a great week! 
 
Dori 
P.S.  I imagine you may have noticed the spelling of “plowing” in last week’s Highline.  I didn’t have my 
dictionary handy and in researching it later found that my laptop prefers the British way, “ploughing”.  So that 
one was for all of our British friends out there! 


