The Boss and the Sort
Reading the Book of Psalms, I am  struck by the open, transparent dependency upon God of the writers.  These saints believed passionately that God is more than just a distant ruler. They experienced Him as personal in their Broken World. 
We are living in tumultuous times and we are in financial upheaval in our country. The times in which we live are impacting believers in deeply unsettling and very personal ways.  Reading Psalms brings the believer into an understanding of who God is and what He does in these times.
This past Fall - 08 - I and three other brothers sojourned on our annual pilgrimage to the Haldeman Ranch in Montana in search of Bambi(s grandfather. When we finished our pursuit of the elusive, open country, mossy back muley, we volunteered to help John with a roundup and sort.

For three days the weather had been balmy and the temp was in the 60's. When we started the roundup the temp began to drop and the wind began its surge through the ice-box of Northeastern Montana. We always have a great time in this (old west( experience.

John began to prepare for the roundup the day before. He gassed up the (Japanese quarter horses( and made decisions about starting time, who rides what and made explanations to us (wanna-be(s(. One of us has had, (for real( experience with cows and all that goes into raising, treating, shipping, sorting and whatever else I have left out. Dan Dosey is the man.
We mounted the gas powered horses and took off up the road. The 150 cows + where scattered about the 3 square miles in all sorts of open terrain. Some on steep slopes of hills, some on boulder strewn ground, some in coulees, some by winter pasture gates and all waiting for the boss man to make a decision about what will become of them as the winter began settling in. 

We rode fast – a man thing - and with great delight and with energetic movement until we began the roundup of the cows and their young-uns. We began our drive to the OK Corral on the northeast corner of Spring Coulee. We moved the cows slowly toward the corral from all the distant and varied places where they were grazing. As we moved them closer to the Corral - about 3/4 miles distant - they began to line-out toward the gathering place. 

When they see the boss man in his truck (old yeller(, they move toward the man whom they know will treat them with compassion and with respect. Honest!! John is a legend in the cow industry in North Central Montana. In the words of one of the neighbors, who will remain anonymous, (John has a relationship with the animals which is more of a life style than a rancher who runs a business and there are not many men in the area who are like him.(
Over the years as I and some of the brothers have helped John, we have seen what the neighbor has described. We have seen this while inflicting great pain in branding, vaccinating, holding in the shoot/chute, trimming hooves, forcing submission to veterinarian treatment, castrating young bulls, separating bulls from the herd, driving bull while on horse back, sorting the young calves bawling with great intensity, talking to the hurting animals. And of course all the while, the boss  demanding that we tenderfoots (made up the word) respect the animals and honor the his commands to care for his animals with compassion - honest, it(s true.

Watching John sort the cows  using body language called (pressure( by position and closeness to the cows is an incredible experience. Watching cows respond to John, the master of pressure was an education. He brought Dave, Len, Dan and myself into the realm of unspoken but very precise body language communication with the animals. John the Master put on a show for us of using pressure which will be etched in our minds forever.

When we missed the language of the cows or when we miss-read a  cow who had its own agenda, John was not pleased and spoke to us with intensity - perfectly okay in this man(s world. Gradually, John mentored /pressured us into the language of the cows. When we finally understood what John was demanding, understood and then acquiesced to his expectations, the cows relaxed, laid down and generally accepted their position in the holding area of the corral.

Sorting the cows into categories was John(s place. We stood in the chute/shoot - a long corridor with five small holding pens and gates to keep them in. The gates are an engineers delight. They were all designed by men who make choices as to where cows are going. John has designed the gates for practical sorting and he maintains them with the most creative pieces of repair stuff. He has very specific and very personal ways to keep everything in order in the ancient Corral. It’s a no nonsense, practical design.
The three of us, Dave, Dale, and Lynn stood by the gates to open and close for letting in the sorted cows and for keeping them in the holding pens. Watching John sort and Dan the main helper was a heart catching moment for us. We knew the future, the outcome of the sort.

The Sort. Some of the cows were being separated because they were peewee(s, which means the offspring would not be big enough to be profitable to the boss and his plan for the ranch - these were going to market for final profit to the boss. 

Some cows were older and no longer productive and these were also going to market to give their final value to the boss. Some of the cows needed to be examined for their ability to process the food needed to be productive - whether or not they still had teeth. And some had defects which John needed to eliminate from the herd. The older cows were scrutinized for weight, teeth and conformation. Loss of weight - ship. No teeth - ship. Goofy shaped calves - ship. Bad genetics – ship.
Some cows were sorted to be allowed to remain on the ranch until the boss decided differently or their value for the ongoing of the ranch had runs its course. Certain defects on cows were tolerated and they were allowed to remain with the herd. 
We were required to open and close gates at John(s direction. It was not our choice as to what cow went where. It was our place to make sure the cows went where the boss(s choice had sent them. 

Watching John make the sort and working with him to use pressure was a revelation to God(s Freedom to do as He chooses. The boss runs the ranch. The boss runs the sort. The boss knows which cow and calf/yearling go in which pen. The boss knows which cows are productive. The boss knows which cows have defects which ones can be allowed to stay and which ones need to be removed because of genetically born defects. The boss expects his helpers do as He says. The boss does not have the time during the sort to do a lot of talking - he expects us to work with him to get the job done.

And finally there is a quality which quietly comes from the Legend. He is compassionate in the choices he makes. He watches every move the cows make in the pen and he knows them personally. He sometimes talks to them in soft sounds not audible to us gate-people. He understands the distinctive personalities of each animal and makes adjustments for them. His understanding is uncanny and creates in the ‘watchers’ a wonder and deep admiration.
When we were done for the day, John asked us to move some of the cows to a winter pasture a mile or more away. This was a highlight for us city boys on gas powered quarter horses. For the most part the cows understood they were moving to a winter pasture. One calf rebelled at the drive when we neared the gate. Dan arrived on his 4-wheeler and control to help Lynn and I stop the wild running and out of control panic of the calf so it could join its mother on the other side. There was some intensity from us dudes, but having learned from the Master, we used proper pressure to join up  momma and baby.

The ride back to the Ranch House below the edge of the rim of the Big Coulee was fast, cold and exciting. We tethered the gas horses by the fuel shed while John and Dave finished up, closing down the corral and turning out  the remaining cow for the next couple days till the weather let up. (Won(t tell you how fast the boss - in the past - has the driven the newest gas powered quarter horse.( ::grins::

Dinner provided by the bosses wife, Bette, was absolutely delicious. Reviewing the day, jawin about us city dudes, expressing observations about cows and their submission or rebellion to the boss  brought an end to an incredible experience on this Historic Ranch. Sitting in the presence of this godly couple who love Jesus and who have extended the warmth of their home and the love of their hearts to us has been a revelation of God(s oversight in our lives. 

Next morning, standing in the snow, standing in a partial circle with hands in our pockets as men do, standing there with the Boss by one of the barns, we reminisced about the years and our time with John the boss, Bette the wife  and their children. 

Psalms
 OUR GOD IS IN THE HEAVENS AND HE DOES WHAT HE PLEASES - Amen, thank you!  

 I will shout for joy and remember His works of old and (all He has done(
  I would rather be a door keeper in the house of the Lord

 He knows my inner workings and He guides me with His eye

 When He said, (Seek my face,( I said, (Your face I will seek(
