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Jason slammed the door of the house, his walkman in hand.  The air of the August night was unusually cold, but he ignored the idea of bringing a coat.  He headed straight towards the shop, his pace pounding out urgently on the gravel.  He pulled the metal sliding door open wide enough to get the four-wheeler out, then he climbed on and hit the ignition.  He shifted it into reverse and jammed on the throttle, hurling the vehicle out of the door and into the freedom of the night.  By the time he had the machine turned around and roaring into the darkness, he had the walkman on–the sounds of W.A.S.P. burning in his ears.

Jason roared past the house, hoping his parents would hear him, wake up, and worry.  But he doubted if they would even care if he hurt himself.  As an exclamation point, he shifted down one gear and goosed the throttle again, making the engine scream.  He turned onto the road that went through the pasture and sped into the darkness.  The cold breeze numbed his fingers as the plastic headlight bounced its gaze on the short grass before him.  As he hit each new contour of the landscape, a new world of light opened to him in the beam of the headlight, leaving just as quickly as it had come.  He came to the part of the pasture he knew well–the jumps.  These were a series of short hills where, if traveled at high speeds, he could become weightless for what seemed much longer that the split-second that was reality.  He pushed the machine as hard as possible and sped down the runway.  The night air formed tears in his eyes, and they ran down his cheeks in streams.  He went faster.  He could barely see anything through the fog of his eyes.  Still, he went faster.  The light beams danced maniacally, painting the hills with shadows.  Blackie Lawless was screaming in his ears that he was a “Mean mother fuckin’ man!”  He hit the first jump.  Jason knew he had no control over the vehicle or himself as the tires left the ground, sending both him and the machine sailing through the crisp air of the night.  Just as he landed, the second hill sent them back into the sky.  Then, just as before, the third hill propelled them upwards.  Jason slammed on the brakes is midair, and the tires locked up as he landed, sending the machine to a rough skidding stop a hundred feet later.

Jason took a deep breath and shut off the four-wheeler.  He could feel the pounding of his heart against his sweat-drenched sweatshirt.  The chill of the night was sucking the heat away from him now, so he started the machine and turned back towards the house.  In the glow of the headlight, a pair of green eyes shone back momentarily.  Startled, Jason stopped and turned the handlebars back in the direction of the eyes.  
Then he saw her.  It was a sitting black cow that was virtually invisible, even in the headlights.  Knowing that no cows were supposed to be in this pasture, he drove towards her.  She made no attempt to move; she just followed him with those reflecting green eyes.  He drove within forty feet of her, afraid to get much closer.  Having been charged by several cows in his youth, Jason proceeded with caution.  Trying to allow the light from the vehicle to shine on the cow, he moved closer.  She let out a soft bellow.  When he walked around the back side of her, he saw that she had a calf pushed halfway out.  He put a cautious hand on the cow’s back, but she did not move.  He grabbed the front legs of the calf, the warm slick placenta making his grip weak.  He gave a small pull on the calf, and he felt the weight of the animal as it slid easily out.  He grabbed a piece of grass off of the ground and teased the calf’s nostrils, making sure its breathing passages were open.  He didn’t know why he should do that, but that is what his Dad always did.

After slapping the cow on the back a few times, she rolled her weight upright and got to her feet.  Satisfied, Jason returned to the four-wheeler, excited to tell his Dad about the cow he found that had calved this late in the year.  He shone the light on the pair one last time, and his stomach sank.

The cow was walking now, but very slowly and awkwardly.  Every other step, her left hip would sink as she stepped down on her broken leg.  The leg bent at a ninety-degree angle above the ankle as she put weight on it.  When she shifted to the other side on the next step, the leg would straighten and hang grotesquely, attached only by hide and muscle.  She stood over her new calf and began licking it, cleaning it for the first time and removing the remaining placenta.  Each time she stepped on her shortened leg, she would let out a quiet bellow, but she continued her maternal duties.

Jason felt very cold and, suddenly, the darkness began to scare him.  He started the vehicle and slowly drove back towards the warmth of the home of his parents.
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