
 

 
Hello Everyone! 
 
I’m sitting up in our cozy loft in the lodge and Woody is cooking “Tuscany” for us.  I’ll have to ask what that 
means, but it sure smells good!  I just asked him; It’s a region in northwest Italy that is predominantly 
agricultural.  All the workers come in at mid day and 
have their big meal like our dinner, and then the leftovers 
are made into soups and eaten with homemade breads 
and wine for the evening meal.  I believe Woodrow will 
enjoy sharing recipes with us for Cookie’s Corner this 
summer!  We told him about Woodrow on  
Lonesome Dove so he’s now our “Woodrow”.   
 
We are at the halfway point in our calving and the girls 
are keeping our midwives pretty busy!  At the start of the 
week, Wes and Danica got a meek call from C.J. on the 
radio asking if they could come out for a minute.  I heard 
the vague question and wondered what was going on.  Turned out that he went into a center jug to ear tag and 
vaccinate a new calf, mom seemed friendly enough, there were new pairs in the jugs on either side.  Well he 
started to work on the calf and mom’s demeanor changed instantly.  1300 lbs. of nostril flaring, snorting, head 
shaking freight train came after him!  Like a rodeo clown he effortlessly found himself on top of the panel on 
the backside of the jug.  Like an alligator, she circled and stared him down waiting for him to just set a toe 
down.  “Treed” there in the jug, he waited for her to settle.  When she seemed better he tried that toe.  SLAM!  
Instantly she rammed full speed at him but he managed to pull his lanky 6’5” frame out of the way and back up 
in the “treed” position.  The other two cows watched him with the interest of cats after a bird; that dead stare 
that you can’t read and waiting for you to make the first move.  So he tried his luck in the jug to his left by 
shimmying his way across the top rail and gingerly easing his leg down as if taking a dip in a cold pool.  
SLAM!  Another 1300 lbs. of nostril flaring snorting cow rammed full steam into the panel.  Again he thwarted 
sure fire pummeling by rodeo clowning his lanky frame up to the treed position.  “Well shoot!”  For his last 
attempt, he tried to tight rope walk towards the center of the calving shed hand over handing the above rafters, 
the great white predators circling watching and waiting with intent.  He got to a truss that he couldn’t reach 
across and had to abort that mission.  That’s when he called for Wes on the radio.  Danica was still at the lodge 
so was game to go out and give a hand too.  They got to the warming hut and peered out to the calving shed, no 
C.J.  They called his name and he meekly answered, “Up here”.  They looked up and found him perched on the 
top rail against the wall with a sheepish and relieved look on his face.  They moved the cow out of the jug and 
he was free.  He said later that thank goodness he happened to carry his radio in with him that time.  No telling 
how long he would have been stuck there! 
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The following day Danica got to help pull her first calf with Wes.  She came into the office just beaming with 
joy and gave me a play-by-play description of the great event.  Wes goes out about every hour during the day 
light hours and checks the herd.  He also rides out to check the pairs in the Elk Pasture.  So far all are healthy 
active calves out there.  So much so that they’ve 
startled the colts he’s riding by tearing around the 
corners in the feed lanes and surprising them.  
Wes said he’s found himself on the snow bank 
three times now from the horses whirling around 
so fast!  The snow is still stirrup height or higher 
on either side of the feed lanes so he’s landed on 
his feet. 
 
Spencer and Joe help all they can with keeping 
the jugs and stalls clean, and exercising Joey & 
T.J. who are both doing very well.  Kathy strained 
her knee a couple of weeks ago riding so is 
helping with light duty around the ranch.   

 
Here’s a new born calf that Wes and Spencer pulled just 
the other day.  The other night C.J. and Shayne pulled a 
calf that weighed 132 lbs.!  Randy’s in the process of 
finding a “heifer bull” for our first calf heifers this year 
and in researching the bulls at a close by bull sale, he’s 
finding that that’s the trend nowadays, heavy birth 
weights.  He wants to get a bull that will throw light 
spunky calves for their first calf as they still aren’t full 
grown yet.  Randy’s looking in to a black or red Angus 
bull for them as they are generally smaller than the 
Charolais.    
 

Here’s some protective moms in the nursery next to the 
calving shed. 
 
 
 

 
Moms checking me out in the pair pasture, or Elk 
Pasture.  They’ve got the protection of the trees, fresh 
beds of straw to curl up on, and a nice walk out to the 
water hole on the lanes that we’ve plowed.   
 
 
 
 
 



Baby’s learning to travel with mom. 

 
    
 
 

She looks just like her father! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A moms spit cleans everything, even in the cow world. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
The milk mustaches are a riot.  I’ll have to catch a good shot 
for you.  It’s neat to see how nurturing moms are. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



It’s been a LONG time since I’ve seen the horse herd, so one day I hiked out there to say hello.  They all look 
really good and content.  I was greeted and followed around and got some great shots of the boys. 
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As I wrap up another issue of the Highline, I have a surprise for you.  My daughter Brianna is coming home to 
wrangle with us.  Randy and Shayne called her last Friday to offer her a position, and all night while she 
thought it over, my heart was in my throat.  The next day she called at lunchtime to speak with Randy.  I lost 
my appetite my heart was pounding so hard.  Randy came in and said, “Well, I’m sorry to say…. Brianna has 
accepted the job.”  I about fainted!!!  My baby is coming home!!!  All week we’ve been saying “Brianna is 
coming home!” and I just grin from ear to ear.  All you kids out there, call your mothers!  She’s arriving 
March 17th. 
 
Have a great week everyone! 
 
Dori 
 
 
 
 

Meet our newest addition, Tux.  
He’s 5 years old and adorable.  I 
believe he’ll join the ranks of Pal 
and Apache as a favorite of the 
ladies. 


