ASSING ABOUT & BUMMING AROUND

I felt the total 210 kg of Llama Ned Kelly crushing my right foot, then my left foot into the dirt as he stumbled over me.   He writhed, staggered, twisting his rear end around, gnashing his teeth as his head rose high in the air; his eyes glazed and his muzzle pointing skywards, apparently heading towards a comatose state.   

Was he in the most acute agony?  Definitely not …. Ned had just discovered the joys of bum scratching!  In his futile attempt to turn himself into an overgrown doughnut (a fatty circular sweet with a hole in the middle) he swung his head around, trying to reach his tail (fat chance).  All he could reach was me, so he “groomed” my arm from wrist to biceps with a consistent nibbling of his teeth.  Painful? Yes for me, but so hilariously funny, that I had to continue.

I wonder how many of the llamas would like it?  Roberto? – yes.  What about the stud males, I thought?  Eightisenuf?– Yes; Shamrock?  YES!  What about the females?

Llama Marquirita, enjoys a neck rub.  As I slipped my hand under her tail and scratched, she leapt forward indignantly, thrusting her head to full height and stamping her foot as an insulted and angry display at my indiscretion.  I guess this was a “No.”

Emma, fixated on the feed bin to which her head appeared glued, moved to auto mode, instinctively emptying the (considerable) contents of her mouth at the nearest llama.  No offence meant by myself offering her a bum scratch, but obviously great offence was taken by Emma.

Bee Jay enjoys the tactile experience of plunging herself into foliage.  I’ll try her.  Almost as large as Ned (because of her advanced pregnancy) Bee Jay threw her head up and uttered noticeably audible lip smacking and teeth chattering sounds, her head weaving forcefully from side to side.  As I moved to the web of her tail, Bee Jay thrust her tail high in the air, flicking it violently like the pom pom girls at a football match.  yes! Yes! YES!!!   She began to go weak at the knees, still contorted into a serpentine shape. Bingo!  For some time I had wondered how to suck up to the llamas - and this was IT!

I discovered this trick years ago when trying to catch a new donkey mare that was a bit nervous. She cringed in the corner, rump facing me, so that I couldn’t touch her face. I put my hand on her tail and started to scratch.  She flinched, then, to my surprise after a minute or so, she lifted her tail, and began to relax.  The next time I approached the donkey, I repeated the process, eventually she  began leaning heavily into my hand, then turned her head round and gazed at me.  I scratched my way up her spine, up her mane and then onto her face. She was in ecstasy. “Great!” I concluded, “now I can catch her from either end!”

“How come all your donkeys are so friendly?” Tracey stood watching in awe.  

I wondered why she had come to The Magic of Donkeys Workshop: she’d owned a donkey for several years, and it was obvious from the photos she flashed at me that she had kept her donkey alive and well.  

“I don’t know really, they just are,” I gasped for air as Don Key-Oatey (the herd sire) tossed his head at my chest.  Blissfully his eyes began to close as I scratched his ears.”  

I shrugged my shoulders  “Most of our visitors are surprised at the friendliness of the donkeys.  The donkeys enjoy people, as much as we enjoy them.”  A cheeky foal squashed between Don Key-Oatey and myself, demanding my attention.

“But I can’t even catch mine!” Tracey blurted out. 

Ah!   NOW I understood why she was here.  

Don Key-Oatey, clearly annoyed at the loss of his spotlight, purposefully marched backwards in our direction, ears at half-mast and tail extended.  Tracey leapt sideways, keen to avoid the obviously forth-coming kick!

“Visitors think that he’s lining them up for a kick” I chuckled  “but that’s not it at all!”  Obligingly I scratched what he had offered – his rear end.  

Tracey likewise obliged Don’s request.  “That’s amazing - he really likes it doesn’t he?” 

“Addicted is closer to the mark.  All the boys round here like it” (meaning the horses, the bull, the buck goat) and then adding a little comedy “DON’T YOU Daniel?”  My partner, an ever patient and gentle soul, looked somewhat embarrassed.

During the workshop, I showed the students, management practices, hoof cleaning, giving needles, worming, conformation and various handling techniques.  Over coffee, at the completion of the workshop, I enquired if the workshop had been of value to Tracey.  She said that she had learned lots of things.  

I was delighted. “What was the most useful thing you learned at the Workshop?”

Without hesitation she answered “ Oh, bum scratching”

My pleasure quickly faded - Was that an insult or a back handed compliment - meaning “I learned so little that bum scratching was the highlight”

Tracey’s card that arrived in the mail a month later revealed all.  She had made it herself.  A photo of Tracey with her arms around her donkey’s neck told 1000 words.  

The inscription  “Dear Glynda, Thanks for a great day at the workshop.  Endora also loves her bum scratched and now I don’t have to try to catch her:  she catches me!

PS
My definition of bum for those who are wondering if this is some kinky or X-rated story:  “Any unwoolled skin at the rear end of an animal including quadriceps.”

