
“Cowabunga!”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(10/15/10)

Perhaps you noticed Emma Graves Fitzsimmons’ article in the October 13th edition of The New York Times about a “bovine airlift” being facilitated by The North Dakota Trade Office, based out of Bismarck, a program which will eventually ship some 2,000 head of cattle to a central Asian nation.
“For North Dakota Cattle, a One-Way Trip to Asia”

(http://www.nytimes.com/2010/10/13/us/13cows.html?_r=1&scp=1&sq=For%20North%20Dakota%20Cattle,%20A%20One-Way%20Trip%20to%20Asia&st=cse)

The first 162 cows, accompanied by “a veterinarian and a few cowboys” – I’m not making this up, ask Emma – were shipped off via UPS (their new slogan:  “What Can How Now Brown Cow Do For You?”) on Tuesday, October 12th.
Because we at Judson Sunday School are preparing to purchase a cow or two of our own, or perhaps a llama (for yo’ mama!), a goat, some rabbits, or maybe even a water buffalo through Heifer International – Collection Sunday is October 31st.  Be sure and bring your spare change! – we decided to travel to Bismarck for our own behind the scenes investigation.

The Judson Sunday School Times

“All the News the Authors of the Bible Rejected, Saying,

‘Come On, Even Our Readers Won’t Believe That!’”
Bismarck, Middle of Nowhere, North Dakota – Nothing says February quite like the middle of October in Bismarck, North Dakota, but for the remaining 1,838 lucky winners of The North Dakota Trade Office Free Trip To Asia Contest, the bitter cold of the frozen tundra could hardly chill their excitement.  Elsie Borden, no relation to Essie Borden, Judson Memorial Church’s Finance Committee Chair, was absolutely beside herself.  “We were just standing there, lowing in the pasture, you know, like we do, when word of a free vacation to Asia began to filter through the herd.  I said to my husband, “‘Elmer, grab the calves!’  We have four:  Beulah, Beauregard, and the twins, Larabee and Lobelia.  Elmer rounded them up and we all hoofed it on over to the front of the line.  We’re going on vacation!”
Angus, Hereford, Holstein, Jersey, Guernsey, Brown Swiss, Milking Shorthorn, the line of cows waiting to board the airplane stretched as far as the eye can see.  There was Bessie, Bossy, Bluebell, Audhumla (the divine cow of Norse legend),  Gladys (from Sesame Street), Countess (from Pee-wee’s Playhouse), a couple of cows from those Chick-Fil-A commercials, Norman (fresh off a stint filming City Slickers VIII:  Mining For More Money), and Ferdinand the Bull, a shy foreign exchange student from Spain.  Also, making the drive up from Austin, Texas, was Bevo, the mascot of the University of Texas Longhorns.  “It’s been a tough season.  We’ve already lost two games, and having to play Nebraska this Saturday, well, it just seemed like a good time to get out of town,” Bevo said.  “And besides, just between you and me, I am sick to death of the color orange.” 

One heifer standing on line found herself dreaming of Japan.  “I hear it’s a beautiful country,” said Clarabelle Cow.  “You know I used to work for Disney and I hear my old friends Mickey and Minnie Mouse are, as Tom Waits might sing, “big in Japan.”  With a little luck, perhaps I will be able to find work again.  As Mr. Disney used to sing, ‘when you wish upon a star!’  He had a terrible singing voice, by the way.”
Another bovine dreaming of a new start was Mrs. O’Leary’s cow, who, for obvious reasons, asked that her real name not be used.  “You know, you kick over one lantern and a whole town blames you for everything that goes wrong this side of those lousy Cubs.  Thank God for that stupid billy goat!  I’ve been hiding out here on these North Dakota plains for years now.  How cold is it, you ask?  Have you ever heard of the term, ‘Rocky Mountain Oysters’?  Well, I haven’t been able to feel mine for years!”
At the rear of the line, blissfully chewing his cud, stood Cosmic Cow.  “India, man.  That’s in Asia, isn’t it?  I hear a cow can live like a god in India.  Dude, I could get used to that.”

Of course, if cows could read, they might have noticed the title to Ms. Fitzsimmons’ article in The New York Times, “For North Dakota Cattle, a One-Way Trip to Asia,” or perhaps they would have understood that the Asian country they were all heading to is Kazakhstan.  Yes, that Kazakhstan.  But cows can’t read, silly.  Nevertheless, word of the article slowly began to filter through the herd.  As the last of the heifers were being loaded onto the plane and the large cargo doors were being shut, Babe, Paul Bunyan’s giant blue ox, could be heard, bellowing, 
“KAZAKHSTAN?!
WHAT THE

MOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!”


