A Day at the Farm


I was raised a “city boy,” it was nobody’s fault.
Spent my life walking on concrete and asphalt.
Dad received a transfer to a burg called Muscatine.
It was quite a culture shock, I was seventeen.

I met a girl, she wore boots, said her name was Ann.
She asked me where I came from since I lacked a farmer’s tan.
We shared a class in high school, it was biology.
One day when class was over, she walked up to me.

She asked if I was willing to visit her on her farm.
I thought about it and agreed, what could be the harm?
She was so excited; she wore a great big grin.
So it was, one week later, my nightmare would begin.

I drove out in the country, up the gravel drive.
She smiled and asked, “Where’ve you been, we’ve been up since five?”
I went on-line to prep myself, but did not foresee
just how intimidating a live animal could be.

As we approached the hog lot it stunk to highest heaven.
She said that I should be there when temps hit one eleven.
That was my first lesson and there’d be many more,
like when I learned the difference between a sow and boar.

She said the hogs liked mud; that it was their home.
And when it got too hot, their mouths would start to foam.
“Follow me,” she said, “No matter what you do,
otherwise, your next step might take your foot out of your shoe.”

We walked around the corner there stood the chicken coop.
Too late she said, “Be careful,” as I stepped in chicken poop.
She reached beneath two hens, then showed me what she found;
in one hand the egg was white, the other, it was brown.

Being just a city-boy I didn’t have a clue.
“Why was that?” I asked, wiping off my shoe.
She said white hens lay white eggs, it was meant to be,
and brown hens lay brown eggs, as she winked at me.




Was she being honest or did she tell a lie,
as the ugly mess on my shoe began to dry.
“Come on.” She said, “We can’t stop, daylight-she’s a-burning.
I’m sure there’s room between your ears for some more a-learning.”

We walked inside the barn, there stood a dairy cow.
She smiled as she looked at me, asked if I knew how?
I slowly shook my head, still trying to look cool.
She said, “Just squeeze,” then handed me a stool.

I carefully sat down, lacking style and grace.
Suddenly I felt it, a slap upon my face.
She laughed and then explained, that was the cow’s fly swatter.
Despite my greatest efforts, my cheek got slowly hotter.

She led me to a ladder, climbed up into the loft.
When I finally made it, she kissed me, oh so soft.
“Thanks for coming out, you really made my day.
Do you know the difference between straw and hay?”

As I drove back into town, tired and sunburned,
I began to review all that I had learned.
The list was truly lengthy, but this came out on top,
on your first visit to a farm, never wear flip flops.
