
Summer has been a really mixed bag here in California; we’ve had some of the remnants of the southern 

hurricanes moving north up the state.  Mostly in the mountains bringing rain, hail and lightening to the Sierra’s.  We 

tend to have three days of 108, then a cool down for about a week and then back to the heat.  The heat has really 

kept me busy with irrigating and keeping the pastures suitable for the small group of cows and calves that we have 

reduced our herd to.  At the moment we’re looking pretty smart for making such a drastic reduction in our numbers 

due to the drought here in the state but, on the downside, cattle prices are certainly higher than they’ve been in a 

long time. 

 Even with our diminished number of cattle I find that this time of year still keeps me busy with all the 

chores you have on any ranch and because of that I’m forever multi-tasking, something that works pretty well for 

me except this past weekend.  Because my family insists I keep my phone on me at all times because I tend to be a 

calamity waiting to happen, the phone stays in my front pocket which is also the pocket that Saturday evening I 

collected the eggs in. I continued to work on feeding and moving irrigation waters for another hour when I realized 

that neither the eggs nor the phone survived the multi-tasking.  The eggs were no big deal, but my phone was a very 

big incident.  I’ve had the same phone for years, it may have been the first “I” phone that Apple produced, and I 

haven’t coveted any of the new phones; I just liked my phone.   

 This whole event also meant that I would have to go to my local AT&T store for the replacement and I’m 

not fond of the place.  It takes them seconds to figure out that they can talk tech over my head and leave me 

wondering why everyone cares so damn much about these phones.  He had a pretty good laugh when he told me that 

no he couldn’t just replace it with the same phone that I had and he wasn’t sure how long ago they quit making 

them.  My alternative was some larger phone that required more information than I ever knew I had.  I finally did 

register some real human emotion from him when I got teary eyed when he told me he didn’t think there was a 

chance in an “I” cloud that he could save my information in my old phone.  

 Long story short is that I have a new phone that if I knew how to do anything with it other than answer it 

when it rings with my new special ring tone: aptly named “uplift”.  I too could entertain myself for hours like I 

watch folks doing in restaurants, airports and everywhere else, but the truth of the matter is I find life way more 

interesting than a phone, so maybe I will graduate to learning how to text with this new phone.  Other than the very 

fancy new gold glitter case I selected under a certain amount of duress, I’ll buy tickets to watch movies, read my 

morning newspaper for the news, book a seat for a concert and just answer the phone.  Just a short continuation, I’ve 

set up an appointment with the “Apple People” to see if they can retrieve my old information, and I’m pretty sure 

that will be interesting; thank goodness the AT&T boys already got all the hay, grass and grain cleaned out the first 

time around.    

 

Sincerely,  

Sherry Danekas- Publisher 

 

 
 
 
 


