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First thing: morning chores. I handed
the egg basket to Cosmo, a cute little 5-
year-old girl with curly hair. The 2 year-
old, J.J., ran toward the chicken yard be-
fore his mom could grab him, only to fall
flat on his face when he tripped.

His dad scooped him up, and we en-
tered the chicken yard together. I gave
directions for collecting eggs and posi-
tioned myself between my guests and
our slightly mean tom turkey.

Next, we headed to the barn with two
baby bottles of milk in hand. The hors-
es and our burro, “Paco,” greeted us.

I showed Cosmo how to feed hay to
the horses and hold the bottle for our
bummer lamb, “Teddy.” The second bot-
tle was for our injured lamb, “Harold,”
attacked several days earlier by two
dogs. He was resting in a stall with a bro-
ken leg and purple antiseptic called Blue
Lotion all over his wounds.

After the chores were done, I took the
family on a tour of the property and then
left them to wander on their own and
think about a nap for J.J.

Greg and I spent the day on various so-
lo projects. I whipped up a spaghetti din-
ner using a wonderful tomato mixture
made from our own tomatoes, onions
and garlic.

Tuesday, July 8

Cosmo was the first into the chicken
coop to scout for eggs and help spread
the scratch in the yard. She then sprint-
ed to the barn ahead of us with a bottle
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Bernstein, and their kids (left) learn about the farm. Scottie
(right) checks up on “Chaco.” Cosmo (bottom) holds a hen.

in hand, intent on feeding Teddy.

It was a bit of a struggle for Cosmo to
manage the bottle. The lamb weighs as
much as she does, and he pushes hard.
Harold was better at taking a bottle this
morning, but it has been quite a process
since his jaw is badly swollen.

Next, we opened the gate to let the
sheep out of their night paddock. Cosmo
and I counted the lambs as they filed
past. This is the only way I can get a sure
count. It’s a procedure I started last sum-
mer after losing nine lambs in 3 months
to a cougar. My count needs to be 38 this
year. If not, I recount. Today i
we counted 38. Phew!

We cleaned stalls and
then found J.J. with his .
dad sitting on the Kubota
tractor in the shed. A
typical boy, ]J.J. is far
more interested in
climbing high on the
hay in the hayloft and
sitting on farm
equipment than
he is in interact-
ing with the farm
animals.

Wednesday, July 9
Our California family left
early today. There were
hugs all around and prom-
ises for a return visit.

Our next Farm Stay
guests will be three col-
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lege friends of our youngest daughter.
These are real city girls, so it should be
interesting.

There were multiple small projects on
our plate today. First, we had to put the
riding lawn mower back together. On
Sunday, we came home to find it in a mil-
lion pieces in our driveway.

Our neighbor Dave’s son John was
mowing when the steering bar snapped
in two, and Dave, an old logger who’ll
tackle just about anything mechanical,
took it apart to fix it.

Between Dave, Greg and me, we even-
tually fit all the pieces of the puzzle back

together, and we're ready for another

day of mowing.
\ Istarted writing a grant for a three-
bay composting facility we want to
build onto our barn.

Greg spent a good part of the day

cutting up alder and Douglas fir

deadfall from last winter’s
storms. We have trees

#~  down all around the
property. Once he

; cuts the trees to the
£~ right length for our
= woodstove, John spends a

I few days splitting and stack-
ing the wood for us.

Like haying, this is a young
man’s sport and a good way
for John to build muscle for
. summer basketball camp.
You should see the pile he
> has to split for his dad!



