
Keeping his day job
Writing and performing home brimming with

  cowboy poetry provide an knowledge and ready to set
outlet for R.               P Smith’s creativity. the world on fire. Some of his
It provides a little income too, fresh ideas met with
but he hasn’t given up his day reluctance from his father, who
job. A rancher first, his primary wasn’t sure he was ready to
enterprise consists of about see the operation pushed full-
270 commercial cows. He and tilt toward the cutting edge of
his wife, Beth, have tried to be production efficiency.
creative and innovative in their “At times,” admits R P, “it
approach to ranching too. was kind of like Bill Clinton

At the start, they ranched and Newt Gingrich ranching
with R P 's parents. In 1980, together.”

With no intention of giving up his day job, R P  Smith is working fresh out of the University of Actually, the return to the
to improve and expand his 270-head cow herd. Results from use Nebraska College of Technical ranch was timely. R P"s father,
of Angus Al sires are increasingly evident in the crossbred herd. Agriculture in Curbs, R P came Bob, was just entering an
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eight-year period of service as
master of the Nebraska State
Grange, which required
considerable time away from
home. R  P was there to keep
things running, implement a
few of his own ideas and find
a toehold in the cow business.

A true "arm man”
One practice that RP

introduced was artificial
insemination (Al); and after
establishing his own herd, he

crossbred cows, R  P chose
Angus sires to breed for
uniformity and quality in his
replacement females and
feeder calves. All replacement
heifers and up to 85% of the
cows are bred artificially. He
calls Al an essential tool for
genetic improvement of his
herd, but just as important
were the side effects of its use.

“When it comes to Al, I don’t
think you can do just a little of
it,” R.P. says. “To really get any

continued to use Al extensively.
Starting with quite a mix of

good out of it, you’ve got to be
pretty serious. And it affects

Beth Smith helps R.P. with computerized herd records. Here they
check numbers before finalizing culling decisions.
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istmas Poems
“Song With No Tune”
An alarm sounds inside my head;

I force myself from a warm dry bed,
And with a lantern to aid my sight

I stumble out into the frigid night.
The snow raises its voice to complain

As if my footsteps cause it great pain.
I hope all is well and I’ll be back soon 

My feet sound introduction to a song that
has no tune.

Precious few men get the chance
To take a night-check on a ranch.

Horned owl sits on its perch
And waits for mouse or mole to lurch.

 say, “It’s me,” when he questions, “Who?”
And still he asks me, “Who are you?”

Beneath star-filled sky and crescent moon
He sings a verse in the song that has no

tune.

Coyotes sing without refrain
Their haunting chorus of pleasure and

pain.
Damsels whistle; the suitors fight;

Their voices rise into the night
With neither bass nor treble clef.

I praise my Lord that I’m not deaf.
Beneath star-filled sky and crescent moon

They sing the chorus of the song that has
no tune.

The heifer seems alarmed by her
offspring’s birth.

She jumps to her feet to prove her worth 
Tries to warm the calf with her hot breath.

He must rise soon to ward off death.
Now she dries it with her tongue

And hums a song of encouragement to
her young.

The calf is on its feet and nursing soon,
Supplying rhythm to the song that has

no tune.

The cold night air stings my face.
Cold tries to stop time in its place.

And I wonder if I really know,
Is this now or a hundred years ago?

This song sung as sung for centuries
before 

I listen as I walk once more.
Reappearing like the land of Brigadoon 

This ancient song that has no tune.

Some think the life I talk of is past.
I assure you, friends, I’m not the last

To herd the stock that graze God’s earth.
It was shepherds first told of His Son’s

birth.
They were the first to tell the world 

And on stockmen His simple blessings
still are unfurled.

And if our Savior tarries, though I believe
He’s coming soon,

Stockmen a thousand years from now
will know the song that has no tune.

by R.P. Smith, Broken Bow, Neb.

“The Trail to Bethlehem”
The Christmas story in the book of Matthew tells of the Wise Men

from the East.
I wouldn’t wonder if the trail boss on the trip was named Hop-

Along Ride-a-Beast.
Perhaps he had just transferred from a research station to ag

faculty at BCU,
And a couple of the guys from theology offered him the job of

camel chore crew.

They said they were heading west, that a star would guide their
course,

And they could sure use a man who knew stock, be it camel, mule
or horse.

Now Hop had a green-broke camel he’d just switched for a bosal
to snaffle bit,

And this sounded like a real good chance to put some miles on it.

These Wise Men started on their journey looking for the newborn
King.

The livestock were well-tended because Hoppy didn’t miss a thing.
Life out on the trail to the other Wise Men was something pretty

new,
But Hop loved the life and the campfire nights, and to their goal

they were true.

The men did begin to question their directions, so in Jerusalem
they stopped to ask;

And who did they find but King Herod to help them with their task.
“A new king,” Herod exclaimed. “Well, isn’t that just dandy sweet!
When you boys find Him, tell me where He is and I will worship at

His feet.”

Now Hoppy knew how to read livestock by the way they held their
ears.

He didn’t like the slant of King Herod's, and that night a dream
confirmed his fears.

So when they left Jerusalem, he knew they wouldn’t be coming
back;

And the Lord also told the other Wise Men around Jerusalem to
pack.

These men had traveled for at least a year and maybe even more,
But they followed the star and traveled on 'til they found what they

were looking for.
The other men were packing gifts of frankincense and myrrh.
Hoppy had brought along a set of golden inlaid spurs.

They found and worshipped the Child King and sang praises until
morning.

An angel came to see Mary’s husband. Of King Herod he was
warning.

So Mary, Joseph and the Christ Child from Bethlehem did flee.
And Hoppy and the Wise Men were thankful for the Child they got

to see.

The Wise Men’s task was now completed, but the story does not
end,

For our Lord still has the power to guide and broken lives to mend.
God can use any of us to serve Him in His plan 
The first step isn’t to ride a camel across a foreign land.

Just accept the gift that was given a couple thousand years ago,
And you can find a peace on earth that only Jesus’ friends can

know.
No matter what your call in life  be it professor or buckaroo 
Saddle up and follow that newborn King. There’s a place on the

trail for you!
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