“Can’t do that.” “No, sorry, we won’t be there.” Those are familiar phrases in our house when the goats  get close to presenting us with a new crop of kids. This is the end of May, and Fossil Days are upon us in Hagerman, our little town in south central Idaho. I had the parade entry form partially filled out, Joe made sure our two favorite geldings were freshly shod, but no – the 4 year old fullblood Boer doe that’s done very well in the show ring and only gets handled when I want to stick needles in her or shove wormer down her throat, is kidding on the 24th….or the 25th….or the 26th….or…well it’s the morning of the 29th and here we are. 
What is it that makes me wonder (and care) what the goat is thinking?  She stands in her freshly strawed, wind-sheltered pen, and I watch her from the kitchen window.  Hot water is bubbling through tubes to make my morning wake up brew, the woodstove ticks along – all this at the end of May in south central Idaho. It should be nice weather, but it’s still cold and rainy.
She paces,she talks softly, this doe. Rarely do we hear her ‘say’ anything, so when she does start talking, we know her time is near.
Just because she had tangled triplets a couple years ago does not mean there will be trouble this time……I hope.  She’s big, strong, healthy, tough, and a good mother. I love does that have had kids several times; seems like they just plop them out with barely a strain.  I’ve learned a lot along the way, too.  For instance; don’t overfeed pregnant does.  Don’t underfeed them either! I start the daily grain ration slowly, and not until about 3 – 5 weeks out from the blessed event. This way they get their energy and nutrients at the most critical time, and they’re not too fat. Lots of fat in the body means no room for kids, and it means smaller, weaker kids, and a doe that has a tougher time getting them out.
Triplets used to mean more goats to sell or raise, but now we’d rather just have twins. Sometimes triplets all do very well, if the doe has lots of milk. One of my 75% does has triplets regularly and feeds them all, with just two teats.  But for others we have started to pull the third kid – pick the one that is smaller, weaker, or if it’s a buck take the biggest one so the smaller ones get a better chance, and put him on a bottle feeding program- or graft him onto another doe, or donate him to a well-deserving 4H or FFA youth.
When Daisy finally began to push in earnest, I stayed close. She did something I’d never seen before; she laid on her back (!)  to deliver the last two kids! It was the strangest looking delivery – easy for me to catch the kids though.  Her udder was pointing up in the air, and she was nearly all the way over on her back. Deliveries were easy as the kids were smaller and presented correctly.  Three kids later (two doelings and a buckling)….she’s a good momma with a huge milk supply and four teats, so all is well.
 The wind has pushed rain clouds out of the way. Let’s hope the annual Fossil Days parade can saunter down main street without stray grocery bags flipping between horses or oxen.  Maybe next year we’ll join in the fun, with our team of Norwegian Fjord mares pulling that old wooden wagon loaded with grandkids and Boer goats. 


