
 



 2 

A few times I have caught myself not being aware of myself, that is, not being aware what language I was 
trying to express myself in. Am I speaking German, planning to translate later on into that other language?  
Am I speaking English with the Idea of pulling it over or rather back into German, into the realm where I 
am supposed to feel at home? Some thoughts refuse to flow within one or the other medium. What to do? 
It seems to turn out that one part of thoughts and emotions shows up in one language, another part in 
another language. There is no way of knowing ahead of time, unless a lot of consciousness is involved, 
and that would contradict the flow of speech and thought. Exciting. Fascinating. 

In retrospect, 2010 looks like a year without a clearly visible thread, which in other years so nicely 
weaves from the first page to the last. Unless the old survival war counts as a thread. 

 
Snow, on a normal winter’s day trying to create that feeling of peace, is coming along angrily 

today. There seems to be a clear goal: “Let’s cover the world, as fast as possible. There is no beauty, unless 
it’s white consisting of forms and shapes flowing into one another.” 

 It is exactly this lack of contour, evoking that emotion of unclear peacefulness. Together with the 
subdued world of sound, swallowed by a number of snowflakes in the multi giga range. It creates a 
mountain of work for those who so bravely try to fulfill their daily tasks in spite of the weather. It leads to 
all kinds of cancellations, appointments and dates shrink to tentative attempts and this winter is proving 
itself a real one, beginning early, without letting go in between, aside from those two days between 
Christmas and New Year’s with rain and Spring temperatures, handing us a chance to take down the fence 
along the river just before  the consequences of this invasion of warmth turn three feet of snow  into an 
angrily rushing torrent, five hundred feet wide, transforming itself back into a hard, icy state on the third day 
of that weather event, followed  right away by the next blizzard. The first one, a week earlier, delivered  
between five and six feet of the white stuff, relentlessly blowing for three days and nights. This one now 
turns Highway 402, running just south of here, into a chaos zone, holding over two hundred vehicles in its 
claws. Middlesex and Lambton Counties declared a state of emergency so the army would come and fly 
people out to safety. 

 
O yes, about the thread… really there wasn’t one. Maybe Jonas and Johanna somehow represented 

the continuum of time, which I am having a hard time finding within the 365 days between January 1 and 
December 31, 2010. In spite of the odd difference of opinion these two young people were great and they 
were here all of last winter, and quite often they helped with the early morning chores, like tending more 
than thirty water buffalo as well as a bunch of Holstein steers. At that time we were also still milking two or 
three cows to cover our needs for milk. Both of them bravely made quite an impact on the farm’s social life, 
two solid rocks, hard to get rolling sometimes but most of the time they were cheerful and it was great to 
have them. In August, for whatever reason, Jonas turned on his turbo charger (no one had known about its 
existence) and after that he kept humming along and my life turned a lot easier. 

Then there is another continuity and that is the chickadees. Of course, they had been here all 
summer, nosy and interested in everything as always.  But now, as this winter keeps showing its generally 
hard and unfriendly face, they seem to be the only birds left around here. They populate the bare cherry tree 
in front of my window in such numbers that they manage to clean out the feeder within two and a half days. 
A lonesome woodpecker sometimes pops in and maybe half a dozen sparrows. No finches, cardinals, blue 
jays, not even a common grackle. But chickadees. 

 
Now I have been sitting in various spots trying to get this written but somehow it does not get 

done. Ellinor says not to give in to the temptations of the leisure industry so willingly. Of course, she is 
right. Watching a movie is not really productive but there is also snow to be pushed around, the dear buffalo 
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need fresh bedding every two or three days and every so often somebody comes up with ideas how, if only 
we’d change this or that and make improvements here or there in our living quarters, we could come closer 
to the ideal of populating an exclusive space in the house as a married couple. Then we work on that for a 
while. So, as they say, there is always something. 

 My old buddy Ingo called a few weeks ago. That by itself is unusual enough but in all innocence I 
thought he wanted to wish me a merry Christmas in his somewhat unpunctual manner. Instead, though, he 
announced that he had decided to celebrate his sixtieth birthday with a big bang in May. In Austria, because 
that is where he lives. As we were born only five days apart I suddenly could not help wondering about my 
own anniversary coming up and maybe I should organise some kind of celebration in May, too, also 
commemorating six decades of shenanigans with a party in Ontario, which is where I live. Live music, 
fireworks, hot latkes and dozens of wieners and sausages?  60 does not really mean you are part of the scrap 
pile of life yet – not yet, anyway!  They still expect me to be an active part of the game; but the fact of 
having survived sixty years within a physical construct which is incredibly complex and fragile might be 
worth a celebration and should be noticed. If Ingo had not called, who knows whether I would have 
meditated this whole topic at all. Anyway, since then getting older has taken a firm grip on my head and I 
have been willing to make it responsible for anything that I do not like about me or about life. A lack of 
enthusiasm, for example. 

 
Well, here is something more uplifting, which also was shared by almost everybody: We managed 

to increase income from the land substantially and also bestow improvements upon the store which had been 
overdue for years. We invited the local health unit to explain their requirements to us and off we went. A 
water line was dug in as well as a waste water line. A triple sink was mounted, supplied with hot water. The 
walls had to be finished with a washable surface (after we had proudly left the straw/clay insulation exposed 
for years). And we decided to get rid of the chest freezers from which the faithful customer had to fish the 
frozen meat item he/she was looking for. The chest freezers were replaced by a monstrous stand up freezer 
with sliding glass doors, eight feet high, ten feet wide and three feet deep, with a mighty compressor on the 
outside which at irregular intervals keeps working against the ridiculous idea that we have a romantic 
country life around here. When the internet and time-eating computer life sneaked in, in a cautious and 
polite way at first, we welcomed both with an uncertain smile: Come on in, 21st century! This Compressor is 
different, though. Marching in wearing Doc Martens steel toed boots HIIAMHERE! And it yells in your 
face giving the store porch that slight vibrato which we actually had always been missing.  

   
But alas! Some things seem to be not avoidable, unless you are willing to give up on certain 

marketing possibilities.  Anyway, this investment has so far led to an overall increase of store income of 
15% and it looks like that is not all. Unfortunately these things do not show right away with a bang but we 
definitely avoided a situation of a tough-minded inspector showing up, closing down the store, demanding 
improvements and changes way beyond budget. 

In any case, a lot has changed around our little store, turnover has tripled since we opened it and 
we are certainly on the way. 

 
Unfortunately we did not have the time for the garden that it needed. Nevertheless it managed to 

fill the shelves in the store during season and some things grew for shipments to London and Petrolia  
during the summer. Quite a few volunteers came to help in the weed battle with Maria carrying the torch 
like she always does. 

In the fields different vegetable crops were growing with diverse success. There were potatoes, 
carrots, beets, onions and green onions, lots and lots of spinach,  some sweet corn,  squash and pumpkins 
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and enough hot peppers to make the famous hot pepper jam and to fill jars with dry, roasted hot pepper 
powder. Most of these things went to wholesale which is not as interesting financially but from the middle 
of May on these extra crops created a nice cash flow fighting off the invoice flow. We also sold four 
thousand bushels of high moisture corn and some hay. We also increased animal production, selling – 
mostly through the store - 300 meat birds, sixteen pigs, seven steers and two veal calves. And against all 
warnings and negative news concerning the raising of turkeys, Ellinor ordered fifty chicks, which in the end, 
having crossed deserts and deep valleys of sorrow, weighed in at over twenty pounds and after calculating 
everything, we figured that we even made some money in the end. Looks like we could do this again. 

On January 19  I come home after a little knee surgery, still fuzzy from pain killers but quite happy 
and relaxed. Good this is behind me. Only now I understand how tense and high strung I have been,  with 
the anticipation of this day constantly in my heart: the day when I would give up control over myself one 
hundred percent - take me, do whatever, I hope it will be all right. At least now it looks like it might have 
worked out. 

 
And here’s the visitors chapter! 
And for a good while in summer we were seriously maxed out. 
It really got going with Eva, Elias, Alewa and Simon, the latter three being our highly praised 

grandchildren. Eva is the fabulously successful mother of these infant prodigies. Nevertheless, she had a bit 
of a rough start into our admittedly not perfectly organised world of labour. I had assumed that she might 
need a bit of a break and would be busy enough tending her offspring.  So I did not even have the idea of  
including her in the general daily chaos.  On top of everything there was a school class visiting and during 
the first week Ellinor AND Dagmar were absent. And still orders came in, like, for 1,000 green onion 
bunches and then there was the daily spinach which had to be harvested as early as possible in the morning, 
put in boxes and shipped to New Hamburg. I felt quite in demand. But Eva made it clear to me where she 
wanted to be in all of this, and she meant in the middle of it.  I think after the first few days of stumbling had 
passed we made a good team. I hope her memories are as fond as mine. Those children of hers helped 
cutting spinach and bunching onions leaving just a dust cloud behind. 

It was an encouraging start into harvest season. 
 
In July Romy, Brigit and Shanaya lived with us. They had the sad task of getting Romy’s deceased 

husband Dennis’s estate in order, clean his house and regulate inheritance problems. None of that was very 
pleasant. To create some excitement I quickly hit Romy’s rental car with a hay wagon, so we had to get a 
different one. It is fairly important to make sure there is a little variation in life from time to time and cars 
parked on the farm yard are good for that. I know from experience. 

 Uwe and Anke stayed way too short in the summer.  Ellinor and I apprenticed on a farm with Uwe 
during the Seventies of the last century (I am really turning sixty).  I think it was in 1980 when he visited 
with us in Tasdorf, Germany, where we lived after returning from Argentina. That is where we last met. 
Sorry Uwe, but you are one of the few people I would eat out of affection if it were allowed in this country. 
Being a Waldorf gardening teacher in a town near the Baltic Sea in Germany over the years he sent us a 
number of kids to do their ninth grade practicum with us. He and Anke encouraged their wonderful daughter 
Hilke to come to us when she needed time off to reflect on her life and future.  He has been so lucky with 
Anke and she is so heartfelt amazing, she would have ended up as another ingredient in that aforementioned 
prohibited love meal. Uwe and I worked endlessly successfully on fences and water lines to the pastures and 
he might be happy to learn that my knee did not fulfil the gloomy prognosis of Arthritis but has become 
better instead. 



 5 

Jerome arrived at some point in summer and stayed until November. Amongst other things he 
wanted to show his dear Lisa where it was that he spent so much time since he was fifteen. He mainly came 
to work with Mark on log home constructing which is what he did. His biggest talent in life is the 
preparation of Sushi and usually he would get a big one going when he is here but this time, unfortunately, 
he did not find the time in his busy schedule. Too bad. 

In early August it was Johanna’s parents and her sister Magdalena, who came to pick her up and 
smell out some Canadian air at the same time. Because the entire house was still filled to the roof with 
people they had to stay at a motel on the outskirts of Strathroy. Johanna’s mother is a healing eurythmist by 
trade and there was quite a night when she would take us out to one of the sheds where we happily 
eurythmict in a large circle. That was sublime, particularly as Rima had no time for us last fall. 

 
 On August 23 a new era begins at Sunnivue with Noel’s arrival. He is here to complete his civil 

service, which the German government demands of him if he does not want to join the army. Working for a 
registered charity anywhere in the world is an option. So he came to the Waldorf School in London to help 
them with janitorial stuff. Because they cannot put him up he stays the weekends with us, commuting back 
to London on Mondays. Spending his days on the farm also gives him a chance to reflect on the idea 
whether Sunnivue might offer a long term option for the next few decades for him. He begins with a clean-
up: we fill another container with useless but well-kept things and a week later there is room enough in one 
of the sheds to store orderly stacked lumber inside and set up machinery for wood-working. Another mop-
up operation takes place in the yard where during the summer machinery sits amidst fat, stalky weeds. The 
next victim is a one-row potato digger dozing in the sun in the firm belief that retirement had come for good. 
But after a few hours of dedicated work it has to admit that it can still go in the field and do useful things. 
On the side Noel helps with harvesting chores. Finally we all decide that we should complete the inside 
construction of the rooms above the store for him to reside in with more privacy than in one of the rooms in 
the house. That living space was built and roughly finished in 1996, then left for later to be finalized when 
after erecting the store we ran out of time and money. Who would have known at that point that “later” 
would mean fourteen years later? 

At some point Vanessa becomes a big part of Noel’s life and the project moves on with big steps. 
All this takes ROSE’s - the land trust’s - approval as it involves structural changes, like adding a 

door and a wall as well as insulation on walls, roof and floor. After some panic about potentially going 
bankrupt about this, approval was given and we went ahead. We set up a budget of $10,000 including even 
appliances and insulated stove pipes and we managed to stay within. We encouraged friends and land trust 
members to help with donations and pretty soon there was some $6,000 helping to cover what we had spent 
so far. Of course, even if it was difficult, we thought this was the chance after so many years finally to finish 
a project we had begun in 1995, because here now was someone who had a very personal interest to get it 
done.  
              By now (it is March meanwhile!) Noel made good progress turning an old forage wagon into a 
useful trailer for large round or square bales and thanks to his initiative our old pick-up is driving around 
with a brand new catalytic converter. 
               
  Ever since July 11, 2010, we have been connected to the new times through a new computer which 
enables us to skype and receive the most complicated emails. We even could be members of facebook and 
twitter if we only knew what that would be good for – aside from starting a revolution against the Harper 
government. As I understand it these days you need facebook for any kind of revolution. 
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In July we advanced on the rat infestation on the farm which slowly had manifested amidst all the 

useful stuff we had been storing for day x to have it ready, just in case. So we ordered a large container from 
Canadian Containers in Komoka, our trusty business partners when it comes to clean-outs.  We moved out 
all those items and objects which no-one is going to miss. Ever. 

In August our son Alexander outlines to the land trust members how to create a long term income 
for ROSE and Sunnivue by attaching a number of solar panels to the roof of a proposed new shed that is 
badly needed for machinery and perhaps a nice work shop anyway. Such a set-up, covered by a contract 
with the Ontario government, would feed electricity into the grid and over the next twenty years would not 
only pay for the building but also generate something like a retirement fund.  The proposal does not get the 
support it needed. That is regrettable. But the presentation was well received and earned Alexander respect 
for his professionalism. Unfortunately that in itself does not make any money. 

 On September 3 cheques for $35,000 come tumbling down on us: a late payment for soybeans 
from 2009, a rebate for taxes we paid too much and another one for hay we sold. That is so wonderful.  It’s 
too bad that all of these people and institutions took so long to get back to us. Because of their delay we had 
found ourselves in a position where we had to borrow money to pay for the water buffalo bought from Tom 
Olson out of Arkansas. We could pay that money back after only one week. How nice. 

 
And then there are a few intense experiences with folks helping us with harvesting tasks. Normally 

we try to turn it into little festivities when we invite people to aid us picking the things from the fields which 
at some point we all want to put on our tables for meals. A large part of the harvest battle this time was 
needed for the potatoes. Noel had gotten the large two-row harvester going but we could not really use it 
because for once we had different kinds of potatoes sitting side by side and did not want to mix them. Then 
we had too many finger potatoes which tend to fall through the chains of a large harvester and the red 
potatoes often still show loose skin in September and need extra careful treatment. So we did basically 
everything with the old one-row digger which requires picking the potatoes up by hand once they are out of 
the ground. That is a lot of work and is a lot easier with as many hands as possible. So we tried to enthuse  
as many people as possible on as many days as possible.  
 
  First time we try our tactic is September 18. Because of the wonderful invention of email we are 
able to communicate our plan to 300 friends, relatives and acquaintances. The overwhelming success of this 
approach leaves us speechless: exactly two lonesome persons show up, willing to do something. If I am 
calculating correctly that is about 0.5% of everybody we talked to. And yet, we had promised meals and 
drinks, breaks galore and Ellinor’s fresh cake. O well. 
  On September 24 Peter and the Waldorf School’s fourth grade are here; now that is lively and a lot 
of fun. And the day’s achievement is very encouraging. For the 25th of September we try another extended 
invitation and this time it works! It becomes a harvesting fest, all day long people are coming and going, 
there is a shuttle to and from the field moving volunteers and not a single piece of cake is left uneaten. 
Again and again we have Gordon, Conrad and Chris coming, sometimes Jennifer and Susan. These people’s 
efforts are still bringing tears to my eyes. And it was during a break on one of those potato occasions that I 
was told how the doctors without any limits poke a hole into your knee, scratch out eagerly any loose 
cartilage and off you go! Healed. And four months later it worked for me, indeed! 
  On October 7 Jonas and I in a joint effort lift the last potato off the ground. It is done. 
 
  October 15, grade 3 from London Waldorf School honour us with their presence. They also bring 
their Imke. Lots of excitement! We harvest all the red beets that are still in the ground, strip them of their 
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leaves and sort them into different bags for storage. After that is done, there still is time and we go and fill a 
big big wagon with squash. The amazing thing about this is that it was exactly them who planted the squash, 
four and a half months earlier! 
  After being on this farm at the edge of London, Ontario for almost twenty years, we seem to be 
getting a lot closer to the point where we always wanted to be with the London Waldorf School, which is 
why we actually came here in the first place. We always hoped we would be able to share quite a few 
aspects of life with all these children, offering them a taste of the earth. 
  Altogether the school makes a much more vivid impression on me than it used to and grade one is 
the largest grade one since the school started and there are two pre-school classes. Of course, it has 
absolutely nothing to do with it but for four years we have been paying off a loan - which we received from 
the Swiss Foundation for Men, Earth and Environment - to the London Waldorf School, $5,000 a year. That 
feels so good and we just secretly take the right for ourselves to be a tiny little bit proud if things are running 
well. After all, a school where staff is looking forward to their regular Thursday conference must be doing 
something right! 
                 
   Another school visit. This time it is the Halton School. Sian, Imke’s friend, brings a lively host of 
third graders. With their urge for action they help to clean rocks off a field, pack a large wagon full with fire 
wood and sort seed potatoes into bags. A day filled with accomplishments. 
  Rima and Kristine arrange to stay for five days and that includes eurythmy in the barn. 
  Fabulous Emma came in July and stayed long enough to become a serious pillar within the ever-
changing activities on the farm. There was not really anything she would not take on right away and with 
enthusiasm. And on top she is lovable by nature. 
  Alexander is Martin’s son, Martin is Hinni’s brother and on their parents’ farm Ellinor and I met 
while learning about farming. Alexander was around for a few weeks to get his practicum done. In his shy 
and friendly manner he was helpful and positive all day long. 
  It was Ivo’s third time with us and he brought his friend Lukas. Lukas is an athlete and likes to 
play football and he does whatever needs to be done. Ivo’s sunny attitude is like a vacation within the gear 
box of life. I am endlessly curious how you are going to fill your spot within the human community! 
Maria and Anthea somehow had missed their class outing with Ann Arbor’s Rudolf Steiner School in June 
and now they tried to catch up with it in August, which is mainly a time of harvest. 
  That Ann Arbor School’s ninth grade needs a praising mention here. Even if it is not in the perfect 
chronological order:  These kids, their chaperones and teachers arrived on June 6, sometimes acting as the 
fire department, particularly during Ellinor and Dagmar’s absence. They would help me harvesting spinach, 
even early in the morning, be there when we had to pull thousands of green onions and again they were so 
formidable that I am having a hard time not to shed tears thinking of them. Thank you, guys, again!  
  Corinna is so well organised that she had planned ahead each day of her stay in the country and 
according to plan she had to leave us after exactly one week. In a long time she has been the only person 
interested enough in the secret of baking bread to get up at 4:30 a. m. This kind of folk is threatened by 
extinction in a serious way. 
  Phillip did not stay long enough. Spoiled by creation with an endless amount of practical 
intelligence he could just go and take any spot on the farm, filling it to everybody’s contentment, if not 
excitement.  
  And Yohannes, the tender intellectual soul of Ethiopian descent, spent three months with us in late 
winter still hoping to get rid of his back pain somehow if he could only find the appropriate physical 
activity. I hope you are better my friend! He wrote us twice after leaving, once from London, England, 
where he went to help his sister get married- she works with the Manchester Guardian newspaper over there. 
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They run the second most read online news paper in the world, I just learned today. And then we received a 
post card from Yohannes from Mexico City. He always wanted to go there to write an article for Harper’s. 
We owe you a visit in Toronto, Yohannes! When will you be home? 
 
Buffalo Story 
  In February, Ellinor and I set out to drive to Texarkana, Arkansas. In a transversal move across the 
US we come closer to warmer areas. Touching Nashville, Tennessee, where you can still hear them, Elvis, 
Johnny Cash and all those primeval music knights of African descent. Across the Mississippi, on we go and 
there we are and it is 20 Centigrade. Texarkana is a city with two mayors, one for Arkansas, one for Texas, 
and Stateline Avenue goes down right through the middle and even the post office is divided and marked 
with a red line on the floor. For a while we cannot find Tom and Sharon and the GPS does not want to help 
us either. So we stop at a gas station. The attendant shakes his head, but the guy who is just filling up his 
pick-up, knows – he is the neighbour!  Whaddayasay? 
  So at last we show up on Turkey Creek Lane, a few miles outside of Texarkana, on the Arkansas 
side of things. After a while on our own, Tom and Sharon Olson come back from wherever they had been, 
we are being shown around and in the end we agree, that we buy fifteen pregnant heifers to calve in June 
and July, as well as a breeding bull and a steer. We start going home the same day, making it back almost to 
famous Little Rock. The way back leads us through Kentucky and we have to stop at the big cave system, 
taking in two extensive tours. We make it to Ohio, where the weather turns nasty, through Michigan it’s a 
pain of a winter storm and we are glad to be back in Ontario, stopping at the first Timmy’s on the way. 
  The buffalo plan is easy and straight forward: The animals that we are buying will be quarantined, 
tested for blue tongue, tuberculosis and some other terrible disease, get a health certificate and will be sent 
here. As easy as catching an elephant: Get a box, open it wide, push the elephant in, close it. Done. 
  As we need a quarantine area for sixty days on the farm as well, we start negotiating with the 
CANADIAN FOOD INSPECTION AGENCY, CFIA for short. After three weeks of happily debating and 
improving, inspector Julia seems to be almost done with us and she says, “Don’t you guys know that they 
did the wrong tb test down in Arkansas? They have to do it all over again and you will have to wait another 
60 days.”  That sounds way too weird to be true and no-one wants it to be true. But it is true. The whole 
procedure starts from scratch! That means: calving won’t happen here, we cannot raise and tame the little 
ones from the beginning, instead they are born on the pasture, wild and scared, and the heifers are not 
getting used to milking. That is very big bad news, messing up the entire plan completely and as we cannot 
milk the cows for so long, we are losing the entire lactation. Instead of making money beginning August 
2010 it will be September or October 2011. Bummer. 
  In any case this is giving us a lot of time to prepare the quarantine area absolutely perfect, clean 
and contact proof, with a big red sign POSITIVELY NO ADMITTANCE  for forty Dollars. 
  Next thing is we have to find the cheapest transport and co-ordinate everything perfectly. All the 
papers and things are flying around by fax, email and as phone conversations. We even manage to borrow 
the money we need on Friday afternoon, which is not so easy as the price of the water buffalo just shot up 
by $3,000. Everything else seems to be ok, so Sally says, don’t stress it now, just give it to him. So by four 
pm on Friday the funds are there and the loading of the animals is scheduled for the next morning. After two 
days of travelling on a comfy truck with straw bedding, water and compartments for not more than three 
animals they cross the border in Sarnia on Monday morning. Works. Their ears are full of ear marks, official 
Canadian, US and house brand Turkey Creek Farm tags. For days I had been driving the border guys nuts 
because OURBUFFALOARECOMING! I am sure they were ready for them. 
  Then they are coming on a sealed truck to us, where the government vet is waiting, double checks 
everything, breaks the seals and the door opens. And here they are, confined on 1500 square feet; 14 cows, 
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13 calves, 2 half grown males, which need to be kept separately so the females won’t get pregnant again 
raising the value of the herd beyond the purchase price. Because if the government people for whatever 
reason decide to kill the herd (they call it “destroy”) they would not want to reimburse us with more than 
that original price. No bickering. Understandable. Drives you mad though, at the same time. 
   So now it is another 60 days of quarantine, bridged by weekly inspections by CFIA. Most of the 
time it is Mike Bakx, who is Paul Bakx’ brother. Paul lives in Grand Bend, growing potatoes on the home 
farm and years ago I would buy seed potatoes from him. Which proves how small a place this world seems 
to be after all. 
  For the official vets to have an easier life when they come for checking and do their final tests we 
had to invest a few thousand more, for a crowding tub, a single file walk-way and a chute. And CFIA is 
charging just beyond two thousand Dollars. Here is the complete calculation: barn investment $4,000, CFIA 
$2,200, Transport $4,000, our trip to Arkansas $1,000, totalling $11,200. Compared to buying Canadian 
animals at an extra cost of anywhere between $1,500 to $3,000 each and also trucking at around $4,000, we 
are saving at least $15,000  and  we have animals not related to ours and a bull not related to ours, so he can 
work here on another two generations.  
  Meanwhile all of them are living together and we hope that the love games we can watch will be 
successful. By now, March 8 today, most of the cows apparently decided that their offspring have had 
enough milk and should live off of hay and corn and things like that. They want to have a break and get 
ready for the next set of calves.  
  Good thing about that is that we have time enough to implement a few changes inside the barn, 
like build a little milking parlour so we won’t have to tie every animal for milking. Now we are waiting for 
our friend Hinni, he with the valuable advice, to advise us on the practicalities. He and Niko partially 
designed the outside of the barn so we hold them responsible to also help us with the inside. 
  OK, if I do not stop here and now, I would have to go into describing the future which would be 
quite unreliable. So let us stop. 
  Love and greetings, 
  Alex 
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