Winter 2015 Newsletter 

Greetings from the farm: 

My daddy once told me a man may have a number of good dogs in his life but he’d be lucky if he ever had one great one. That thought came to mind as I watched my young border collie “Coot” run through my cow herd again flushing them in all directions like a covy of quail. That dog’s gonna need some work to ever see her name used in a sentence containing the word good, let alone great. It got me thinking though, about all the dogs that have called me and my family master. We’ve had them all, from beagles to border collies and pointers to Pekinese. We had a Golden Retriever once with a stiff leg I called Chester but the kids adoringly knew as Happy. Her peg leg was the result of her thinking she was quicker than a bread truck. She wasn’t. Then there was Snotts, a messed up mix of about 40 pounds of part retriever and part pointer who oddly couldn’t point or retrieve. He did however, develop an incurable addiction to chasing the four wheel monsters that sped by the house until one day, and I’m sure you guessed, he entered the dragon just under the front bumper and was spit out the back paralyzed from the waist down. I fashioned him a rolling cart that I couldn’t keep on him so he dragged himself around the neighborhood until I just couldn’t stand it anymore. I did my dadly duty and for a long time the kids referred to me not lovingly as the Terminator. 

Next was a little brown dog who loved to ride in the back of my old Chevy pickup with his paws up on the side staring out the passenger side, his hair waifing in the breeze. One lazy afternoon we were puttering down a back road doing all of 45 mph with him solidly in his preferred spot, when from around the bend appeared a log truck. It must have been the driver’s last load of the day with him anxious to get home because he was humming by the time he reached us. I checked in the rear view mirror on the dog and the thought formed in my mind, “You don’t reckon that dog….” At that exact instant the whoosh from the truck and the concurrent shock wave caused what I can only describe as a full body contraction in the dog. He disappeared over the side fully prostrated. I shifted views to the side mirror just in time to see a brown bundle hit the ground in an avalanche of ears and elbows. I bumbled to a stop on the shoulder of the road and leaped out expecting to retrieve a body, astonished instead, to find a dog firmly planted on all fours looking left and then right in a “where I is?” stance. I whistled and he sprinted the 40 yards to the truck, sailed over the tailgate and assumed the exact same position as before, replete with paws up on the side, not a scratch on him. I stood there shaking my head in amazement until he finally turned and looked at me like, “what?” His name was Painless Ellorean and I got him back in the ‘70s from a little crossroads outside Sumter, S.C. called Boykin. He was such a good retriever that I could send him out on a retrieve, whistle stop him and given him hand signals left or right. He ended up in the Book of Foundation Stock for what later became The Boykin Spaniel Society. The Boykin is now the official state dog of S.C. Surely that was my once in a lifetime great dog. Not even close. 

He was peering out at me from around the edge of the couch, calm and curious, in the midst of one of the most chaotic scenes in which I’d ever been. I had answered the lady’s ad offering a border collie pup for sale thinking how lucky to find one with champion pedigree, according to her, so close to home. She asked me in and led me into the den-dining-kitchen combo of her home and into a most raucous cacophony. There she had a monkey, 2 parrots, 3 dogs and a goat, none of which were confined a degree more than myself. Dogs barking, birds squawking, the goat bahing, and that damned monkey egging them all on, had me unnerved by the time I spotted him. He looked more like a panda bear cub than a pup with that stark delineation of black and white on a coat of 3 month old fur. Betrayed only by that long black tail with the white tip known as his “lantern,” he was quite a looker. The lady scooped 

him up and unceremoniously dumped into my arms and I knew instantly he was meant for me. He looked me directly in the eyes and we reached an unspoken agreement on the spot. He seemed to say, “You get me out of here and I’ll devote my life to you”……and he did. With a coarse exchange of money, we headed for the door and just in the nick of time. That monkey had orchestrated a riot on the edge of insurrection and the quiet confines of my truck were instant relief. I rode him around in my lap for an hour and for the next 8 years he wanted nothing to do with anything or anybody but me. 

I named him Champ and we were pretty much inseparable. He’d ride in the back of my truck wherever I went, grocery store, church, work, and if I told him to “stay,” he’d lie on the truck toolbox and wait for me whether it was 5 minutes or 5 hours. He saved my behind more than once. Like the time he kept an irate mama cow from stomping me flat who strenuously objected to me ear tagging her baby. Or the night I got pulled over in the local speed trap that was notorious for writing tickets for 3 mph over the limit. With every spotlight he had trained on me, the officer got out of his cruiser and approached. About half way to me, Champ raised up out of the bed of my truck like some ephemeral spirit. The cop froze in his tracks, hand on his weapon. “Will that dog bite?” he shouted. Still firmly planted in my driver’s seat I replied, “He’ll eat you up.” “Well do something with him” he counted. “If you come any closer,” I said “the only thing I’m gonna do is see if you’re dog proof.” To which, after a long moment, he yelled, “Well, you better slow down!” and he briskly pivoted and returned to his car. Touché law enforcement, I guess he told me. Champ got extra rations that night. 

He was the smartest dog I ever had with an impressive vocabulary of my words that he understood. Commands like stay, go ‘round, lie down, walk up, come by and load up he never missed. He wasn’t a field trial contender kind of dog but any shortcomings he may have had as a herd dog were more indicative of the ineptness of his trainer, me. He was also the most athletic. Lightning fast, I can’t count the rabbits he beat to the fence line even when the 20 yard advantage was theirs. But with all that, he was still a dog. Without fail, he would find the most revulsive stinking dead thing around to roll in proudly sporting a stench that could gag a maggot. And he was a sucker for the ladies. About once a year he’d disappear for a week or so. I knew he was in a pherone induced coma chasing some neglected female in heat. He’d come home in awful shape. Once I sewed up his wounds with 22 stitches to which he moaned with pain with every one. The thought never occurred to him to flee or bite me. He trusted me that much. Another time he appeared to have been shot but a clean through and through healed quickly. I kept telling him that chasing women had done in many a good man but consequences are apparently hard to discern in the heat of that moment for man or dog. 

The last time I went out in the morning and he wasn’t there, I knew. The dread I felt was palpable and I knew he wouldn’t be coming back. I just knew. I looked for him for months, stopping frequently to whistle, a whistle to which he’d come every time. Death alone would be his only refrain from that whistle. 

Grief is the most selfish of emotions for the sadness is always for your own loss. It was a long time before I could think about getting another dog but these old arthritic knees kept suggesting I get some help chasing those cows. Finally, I relented and young “Coot” is the result of that weak moment. Maybe the sadness really is that if my daddy’s right, then most probably there are no more great dogs in my future. 

“Come on Coot, load up,” I called as she ran up to the truck. “What am I gonna do with you? Maybe you just aren’t properly motivated. Did I ever tell you the story of why my kids sometimes not so lovingly refer to me as the Terminator?” 

“Heaven goes by favor. If it went by merit, you would stay out and your dog would go in.”   -Mark Twain, a biography. 

Our grass-fed beef marketing plan: 2015 

First, I want to thank those of who bought beef from us last year. We’ll be selling it again this year in halves and wholes. A whole beef will be 350-400 lbs. of packaged meat and sell for $6.50/lb. A side (half) will be 175-200 lbs. of packaged meat and sell for $7/lb. We won’t know the exact weight of your portion until it’s processed. We dry-age the meat 21 days after which you’ll be able to pick it up in Kingstree, S.C. or from here at the farm in Santee, S.C. You’ll have a say in how you want it cut but generally you’ll get, in a whole cow, approximately 24 ribeyes, 24 NY Strips, 20 sirloins, 12 filets, 20 roasts, 6 lbs of liver, 15 lbs of marrow, 20 lbs of ribs, 30 lbs of misc (ox tail, heart, tongue, cheeks, brisket) and 100-150 lbs of hamburger. For a side, divide the above breakdown by half. For a little extra, you can have some of the hamburger turned into brats or breakfast sausage. A large chest freezer will accommodate a whole cow and a medium sized freezer does nicely for a half. It will be vacuum-packed and frozen and will last in the freezer 24 months or longer. 

So, if you want one of these portions this year, respond with an email including your phone number, your mailing address, which portion you want, and when you want it (Spring, Summer, Fall). We’ll have a limited number of beeves this year and will take reservations on a 1st come basis. 

Thanks for allowing us to be your grass farmers.

 The Olivers of River Run Farms 

