
The Interview!
  

The nurse found a rancher who was looking for a ranch hand. 
She explained  a ranch hand is someone that works on a ranch,

which is the same as a cowboy.  She arranged for an interview but she
made me promise not to use any of my newly acquired English.  When I
first saw the rancher he was not what I expected.  He looked ancient,
small and frail, his skin was like tanned leather from the exposure to the
weather.  He did not have the bow legs that cowboys are supposed to
have.  He seemed to be impressed by my appearance as at the time I was
6 foot 1, 160 lbs and in good physical shape and 19 years old.  He first
wanted to know the skills I had to offer as a potential ranch hand
(cowboy).  Here are some of the questions that he asked and the answers
that my nurse and translator gave.

The Rancher’s Question  -  Can he ride a horse? -  
The Nurse’s Answer  - Have you ever seen a boy of his age that has
grown up on a farm that cannot ride a horse, bull, or anything else that
comes along?

The Rancher’s Question  -  Can he drive a tractor and a truck? –
The Nurse’s Answer  -  Do you know anybody the age of 19 that cannot
drive everything that has wheels on it?

The Rancher’s Question  -  What other skills does he have? – 
The Nurse’s Answer  - Besides growing up and working on a farm,  he
went to Carpenter School and worked on construction.  He can work
independently, as he also was a supervisor in an electrical company.  He
has quite a history in construction and concrete work.

She neglected to tell the rancher that; 
– My grandfather had a farm with only two milk cows in a stall,

that never went outside.  
– One old plow horse that wouldn’t run even if you hit him. 



– That I had probably never even sat in a truck never mind driving
one before I immigrated, as trucks and cars were very rare after the war. 

– Also we had oxen and horses to pull the farm machinery, not
tractors, too costly and no gas.  

– As far as carpentry was concerned I had gone to school, but only
6 months of theory and only a few weeks of hands on practical work.  

– The electrical fitting was in the form of putting up overland
transmission lines and electrical lines on the railway.  

– None of my five years of  actual work experience was related to,
or of any use on a ranch.

Because my nurse asked all the right questions in answer to his
questions, without lying, the rancher was impressed enough to hire me
on the spot.  She also negotiated a wage package for me that included
room and board, $50 a month salary and if things worked out I was
entitled to every 10  of new livestock that was born.  Cattle, pigs andth

horses.  We were all quite happy with the negotiations.
We went back to the nurse’s house, picked up my famous

cardboard suitcase, and went to the ranch.  We drove for what seemed 
an eternity on a rough gravel road in a southwestern direction in his old
beat up truck across grassland that looked like a tabletop, and it seemed
that one could see forever it was so flat.  The rancher talked nonstop
through the whole trip.  I didn’t understand anything that he said and I
didn’t even get the drift of his conversation.  The only thing that you
could see was the occasional cow. 


