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MARTHA THE COW

––––––––
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HELLO, MY NAME IS MARTHA and I’m a dairy cow that lives near Elora, Ontario in Canada. Normally that would be the end of my story since I’m just another cow. However, I just want to let you know that the author of this story was eager to put my story to pen since it has been on his mind all weekend. Going forward I can tell you that my life isn’t glamourous. I’m just another cow getting through life without too many hitches.

I was born to a mother who was very affectionate to me since I fell into this world from a three-foot drop from her uterus. I never met my father, but I heard he had a mean streak. He was a bull after all and had a ferocious temper when things didn’t go his way. He was very unpredictable and untrustworthy, so he had no friends. I was told he was stubborn to the core and didn’t want to know anything beyond his farm where he frolicked all day long, ate fresh grass and was left intact at birth to become a bull. Translated he was allowed to impregnate cows and so my mother was chosen amongst many others to give birth to calves and voila I was created.

I can remember being very close to my mother for a few years since I wasn’t part of a factory farm producing millions of litres of milk like most dairy cows. Instead, I was lucky that the farmer where I lived allowed me to bond with my mother. This happened only after being separated from her right after birth for health reasons. I lived in a paddock until I developed a strong immune system and only then could I join other cows in the pasture.

I want to be forthright and tell you that being a cow was a personal choice. I was a human being in a former life, and I didn’t like it that much. It was too difficult to be human with all the drama around love and death and having to watch the Ice Capades on television. The worst part was dealing with insurance companies and the men and women who worked there. I had the feeling that I was worth more dead than alive. It was ironic that the insurance folk wanted me alive to pay the premiums every month, but I had a sinking feeling that the beneficiaries that stood to gain from my death, couldn’t wait to see my demise. These were only a few of the unsettling feelings I had throughout my life as I grew older and older and had to settle my affairs at the end.

Paying for monthly fees, whether they were for life insurance, Netflix, the infinite years of paying off a mortgage, iPhone or condo fee was like paying the mob for protection. Once you were in you were in for life and God forbid you missed one payment. Some goons from any of these mafiosi companies would come after you for the money or else you would be left destitute and alone on the streets like my cousin Nino who was in arrears from the CRA (Canada Revenue Agency) for over a quarter of a million dollars. The poor guy was found dead leaning on the steering wheel of his white van but at least he was free at last. So, you see why I wanted to be reincarnated as a cow.

Now I know what you’re thinking! Dairy cows like me only live to five or six years and when my milk production declines, I’m slaughtered for my meat. Well in my case I hoped and prayed that I would have a normal lifespan between fifteen and twenty years since the Jones’ family that owned me took a liking to me from birth onwards. It was the daughter Jeanette that loved me so much that she forbade her father from allowing me to be killed for my meat.

Most cows and oxen are rather generous with their lives. They give everything to humans including, milk from the cows of-course, choice meat from the bulls as well as skin that is processed into leather for coats and shoes. I really don’t care about what happens after my death if my body does some good other than rot like a corpse in the ground as most human beings experience. I am probably an atheist since I can’t put too much thought about an afterlife; “That undiscovered country from whose bourn, no cow or man returns”. 

-William Shakespeare's Hamlet, Act 3, Scene 1, Soliloquy. 

I’m not pretending to be philanthropic either. I am a cow, and I shall die one day and that’s that. Yet I have the capacity to tell stories in English and remember everything about being a cow except being able to recall all my feelings as a former human. The author can remember my life by retrograde telepathy, so I don’t have to be the one writing my story. I couldn’t anyway with four legs with hooves, no hands with opposable thumbs; you get the picture.

The only way to describe a cow’s life is through feeling. I am not a great intellect, nor can I produce art or prosecute wars. I live to feed, produce milk, and feel the love of my friend Jeanette who just turned six years old on February 23, 2022. However, Jeanette is painting me in watercolor all the time as well as taking photos of us together, called selfies, on the farm. I don’t know what she’ll do without me some day when I go into that good night! Humans don’t know how to let go of their loved ones, so they dig graves, erect monuments and memorials and work out wills and estates with their lawyers to provide for their loved ones, when they’re gone.

Enough of the humans for now. To be born and live as a cow isn’t any remarkable feat other than enjoying the basic needs that life requires to stay alive. I feel good releasing my milk that is drunk and provides energy to Jeanette and her family. Some of my milk gets churned into cream and cheese. My feelings revolve around the love for Jeanette and the anticipation of the changing weather. I had a crush on a young bull once. I thought it was true love, but it was just carnal passion on his part as he mounted me from behind to impregnate me. It happened so quickly but no calf was produced. I suppose I was destined to be calf less. 

I do recall my human life with a bittersweet nostalgia. I always felt compelled to strive for some goal, an ambition that would lead to being a hero amongst my peers. It seemed like a lot of futile work that wasn’t always appreciated. As a cow I can relax and sit and chew my grass in peace. Yet that doesn’t mean I’m lazy. Cows are generally thought to be lazy by selfish humans who just want our milk and meat, but they forget that cows are very sensitive and our feelings our easily hurt when we are neglected.
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