The Dead Sheep
Okay, if you haven't a slight sense of macabre humor, stop reading. I wrote this a few years ago, but it's still valid.

Back a couple of weeks ago I got some Dorset sheep. One of them was a "freebee" thrown in as an "extra". I think all the gypsy horse traders went into business as sheep traders. However, after figuring the "8 or 9" year old sheep was probably 9 and would not likely be all that useful, I still figured I could get some value out of her.

First, all these sheep have NEVER been worked by a dog and are either terrified of one or try to bluff the dog. It is not fun to be in a 4' 3" wide run way with a 4' gate and have 12 Dorsets weighing 150+ each stampede you. Nevertheless, we were making SOME progress. (I am, however, making a note that in all future sheep buys, I will use my old method of getting one or two and folding them into my dogged flock rather than dumping off all my experienced sheep and trying to dog break a bunch of ninnies at the same time). On inspecting the sheep's feet I figured these beasts must have walked all of ten feet on a regular basis. So in addition to dog breaking, I amnow needing to put them on a fitness program.

Of course, one week into this, the old gal went down. I mean she went down. Collapsed. Her feet just folded under her. I considered white muscle disease, as it's known in Bakersfield (where these sheep came from), and I considered "Monday Morning disease" (the old cart horse problem of strenuous activity then idleness causing muscles to seize up) and finally I considered that at 215 -250 lbs., the old gal was just a tub of lard and her legs couldn't hold her up anymore. Anyhow, she went down and she was NOT going to get up.

So now I have this old ewe to deal with. Over a period of about an hour, I least moved her to where she had some shelter (mainly by my using a rope around her front and getting her to inch forward about a foot at a time).

For the last week, she's been there, and I've been waiting for her to die. Now it's true that sheep often don't need an excuse to die, but I guess this one wanted to wait for a more or less inconvenient time. She'd eat and drink and make some foot motions, so I hadn't the heart to shoot her and I already knew that the vets here in town don't treat sheep (been there, tried that) AND of course to call the knacker would be $50.00 for them to shoot her whether I used her for food or not. Since I wasn't CERTAIN what was wrong with her and there WAS a chance she'd recover, I waited.

Well, today she decided to die. She was alive this morning but dead when I came home, so we got to go to phase II of sheep adventures.

Ever try to move a dead sheep weighing 250 pounds? Well, first, of course, I had to decide what to do. I could NOT dump her in the desert (I wont say I've ever done this, but in order to do this, one needs to get said sheep up into the back of a pickup truck and that is 3' higher than I was going to lift said beast). I was NOT going to take her to the landfill - although they do take dead animals. First they were closed by the time I got home (I told you she was waiting for an inconvenient time) and two, I'd still have to get her in the back of the pickup. So we were stuck with plan C. A hole. A hole big enough for a 250 pound sheep is a BIG hole. It is always bigger when you are digging it with a shovel (because I don't have a backhoe) than when you are putting a sheep in it (when it always seems too shallow). However, I am glad that I live on
desert sand. If I'd had to do this through caleche I might have seen if I could find some dynamite. SO, one 4x3 hole, 4' deep. (Farmers don't need no stinking aerobics classes). Now we have to get sheep to hole.
Enter truck and tow rope. Of course, getting the truck close enough for the rope to reach, I managed to scratch it again. Fortunately, this is on the same side as the barbwire scrape, so whatever. It's a farm truck. I gotta get some non matching paint so it can REALLY look like a farm truck. Of course, the rope is not QUITE straight so I have to re-angle it 2 or 3 times so I don't bend the fencing or the gate post. BUT we finally get the sheep to the hole. Used the truck and the rope around the tree to get the sheep IN the hole. Of course the Knot on the rope was on the bottom. (yes, I did get it off). Finished, put rope, shovel, etc away, came in. Read this nifty post on one of the herding lists -- YOU FOLK WHO HAVE SHEEP HAVE SUCH AN ADVANTAGE AND YOU CAN JUST WORK YOUR DOGS WHENEVER.

I think next stock clinic I give I'll include sheep disposal as an exercise.
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