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Rather than face the prospect of a 
corporate transfer to Houston . . .

We bought a ranch.

� is is the tale of one woman’s 
life on a remote, windswept ranch 
in northeastern Oklahoma:  Seven 
years of laughing, loving, danger, 
and adventure with my husband and 
youngest son.

 M.J. Sherman
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to anyone who has ever 
dared to live a dream or dared to make the attempt, 
and to all the neighboring ranching families who 
supported us in our own dream.

M.J. Sherman
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Ranch Life

On days like this, when there’s ice on the water 
tanks, when the wind shrieks like a Scottish ban-
shee, when Mike and I have worked a twelve-hour 
day, when the nearest town of any size is 60 miles 
away in any direction — on days like this I find 
myself wondering, “Why on earth would anyone 
choose to live this crazy life?”

We’re up early and out late.  We work when 
there’s rain or snow, when it’s cold and damp, 
when the hot sun shines.  We slog through mud; 
we breathe in dust.  We shiver in winter, when the 
north wind howls around our ankles and ears; we 
sweat in summer when it’s 110° in the shade, if we 
can find any.
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There are fences to mend and to build, and hay 
to haul and gravel to shovel and water hoses to 
drag around and tanks to fill.

There are cattle to feed and doctor and move 
and haul and move again.

There are phones to answer and records to 
keep, meals to make and dishes to do, laundry to 
wash and cattle to feed.  There are errands to run 
and cattle to feed.

We saddle our horses and ride through the pas-
tures, with cattle to check and some to bring to the 
pens to be doctored, and fences to check and strays 
to bring home, and cattle to feed again.

It’s a great life!  We can quit any time we want 
to.  After we’ve put in our 12 to 14 hours each day!

Up at six, we sometimes work until eight or 
nine at night.  We start in daylight (sometimes) 
and quit after dark (usually).

Meals are eaten (if we find time to fix them), 
whenever we can manage.
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Everything is long distance, whether it’s a trip 
to town or a visit with the neighbors.  We try to do 
everything in one trip, as effi  ciently as possible, so 
that we can get back to our peaceful, bucolic life.

Out here birds are abundant, the pollen is thick, 
wildlife surrounds us, and city lights don’t exist.

Why would anyone choose this crazy way to 
live?

Why wouldn’t they?

It’s rich, fulfi lling, relaxing, invigorating, rest-
ful, hectic, noisy, peaceful, frustrating, frighten-
ing, funny, sad, but above all, it’s a dream we’ve 
found and are living and loving.

Ranch Life
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Windy Bluffs Ranch

The Cast of Characters:

For seven years we lived on a cattle ranch in 
Oklahoma.  Our small house stood atop a bluff 
surrounded by 700 acres of native pasture.  My 
husband Mike and I ran the ranch with the help of 
our youngest son, Josh, who was attending college 
part time.

For a few of our ranching years, Josh lived in 
our storm cellar, which was almost as big as the 
house we lived in.  Our house had 400 square feet, 
with a kitchen, bathroom and living/bed room.  
It sounds like very close living, but since we usu-
ally spent 14 to 16 hours a day working outside, it 
didn’t seem all that small.  We didn’t spend a lot of 
time in the house.  We mostly used it for sleeping 
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and eating, so the size didn’t really matter.  It was 
just shelter for us.

Although work was hard and demanding, 
we also had a lot of fun during those busy years.  
However tired and toilworn we were, we were 
never bored!

Several dogs provided us with plenty of enter-
tainment.  Th ree dogs were with us for the entire 
seven years.  Others were with us for varying 
lengths of time.

Shadow was a mutt that we had acquired many 
years before we bought the ranch and was proba-
bly nine or ten years old when we moved up there.  
Patch was Josh’s three-year-old Dalmatian.  Jody 
was a black lab that we inherited from our oldest 
son when he and his family moved into an apart-
ment.  So we had a variety of breeds and ages of 
dogs, and a wide range of personalities.

Windy Bluff s Ranch
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Welcome

Ours was not a traditional cattle ranch.  We 
kept no cows and we grew no crops.  What we did 
was to buy young calves, either steers or bull calves, 
weighing around 300 pounds and feed them on 
good native pasture until they had about doubled 
their weight and were ready to sell for grazing or 
transfer to a feed lot.

We started out going to cattle sales and buying 
our own, but that took too much time away from 
work that needed to be done to prepare the ranch, 
so we decided we needed help.  We asked around, 
got a recommendation, and hired a buyer named 
Ralph.  Mike went with him the first time or two 
to show him what we were looking for and then 
had him start buying on his own.
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Ralph went to sales in the three-state area of 
Oklahoma, Kansas, and Missouri and generally 
purchased from twenty to fifty head at a time for 
us.  Sometimes he would go to several sales within 
a day or two and then he would send us larger 
groups.

When he had a nice cohesive group, he would 
call us and ask if we could use that many.  When 
we said to go ahead and send them, our real work 
would begin.

The first order of business was to get the holding 
pens ready.  They all had to be cleaned out, the old 
hay removed, the water tanks cleaned and filled, 
and the feed troughs dragged into whichever pens 
were to be used.

Secondly, we had to make sure that we had 
enough of the required meds and that we had all of 
the syringes and needles for giving the shots.  (We 
gave all incoming cattle a variety of shots because 
cattle get sick if you even chance to look at them 
sideways.)

If we were short of anything, we would have to 
make a run into town and stock up.  This could 
take anywhere from a few hours to an entire day, 

Welcome
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depending on the number of animals that were 
arriving and what we had in stock.  We might have 
to make this expedition once a week — or several 
times in one week.

The real fun started when the cattle arrived.  
They were off-loaded into the holding pens; then 
small groups were run through the alleyway and 
one by one into a pricey contraption called a 
squeeze chute.  One end of the squeeze chute was 
opened and the animal was pushed in.  The back 
gate was then slammed shut because if it wasn’t 
closed quickly, the animal backed out faster than 
he ran in.

As the back gate was closed, the front one 
was opened just enough for the animal to think 
he could get out that way.  But those gates open 
inward, and if we judged correctly, we could open 
it just enough that when he jumped at the opening 
it would close and have him caught with his head 
outside and the rest of him inside.  BINGO!

The first thing we did was to give everyone 
their shots and brand them.  Then it was on to the 
other feats of skill.
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If the animal came into the chute as a bull calf, 
he left it as a steer.  If he had horns, they were cut 
(sort of like cutting your hair.)  Each animal got a 
tag in its ear for identification.  These tags came in 
various colors; each individual group got a specific 
color, and we numbered the tags consecutively.  
If any animal appeared to be sick, we filled out a 
“sick card” that held a description of him and what 
shots he had been given already.

When the steer was finished in the squeeze 
chute, the front gate was opened and he went into 
a different pen.  The sick ones were put in a pen 
by themselves to make checking on them at a later 
date easier.

They stayed in the holding pens for a few weeks 
so that we could determine if they were all healthy 
and eating well.  If they were doing well after a 
couple of weeks to a month, we ran them out to 
the pasture to graze and fatten up.

But that wasn’t the end of it.  Once they had 
been put out to pasture, we checked on them 
several times a week.  That meant mounting our 
horses and riding out through the fields, looking 
at each one if we possibly could.

Welcome
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Aft er a couple of months in the fi eld and about 
300 additional pounds, we usually had a good-
looking group of cattle to be sold.  Th is welcoming 
ritual didn’t happen just once in a while; we had 
cattle coming in about as fast as we could get them 
into the pasture.
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Saddle Up?

We spent quite a bit of time in the saddle after 
we started getting cattle regularly.  We had two 
good working horses that made our job a whole lot 
faster (relatively speaking) and much easier.

Mike’s horse, Joe, was a well-trained cow pony.  
He was well muscled, not too tall, and raring to 
go.  He was a professional who knew his job and 
wanted to do it.  That meant that most of the time 
he did what was asked of him and did it willingly.  
But at times he must have been daydreaming about 
a pretty filly, and then he needed a rap on the head 
to get his attention.

My horse, Freckles, was not a trained cow pony, 
but he was a good all-round horse.  As long as he 
and Joe were in it together, he’d do almost anything 
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Rather than face the prospect of a 
corporate transfer to Houston . . .

We bought a ranch.

� is is the tale of one woman’s 
life on a remote, windswept ranch 
in northeastern Oklahoma:  Seven 
years of laughing, loving, danger, 
and adventure with my husband and 
youngest son.
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