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The smell of the barn flooded our noses, thick with manure, cows, and goats. Once we reached the gate a new smell came upon us, it was the sweet clean sent of the morning dew resting on the grass and the fresh farm air. We are on a field trip to Sprout Creek Farm in Poughkeepsie, New York with our seventh grade class from The Harley School. 

As our group walked along the beaten path towards the grazing fields, our dreary early morning grogginess was slapped by the brisk morning air. Scheherazade and I were determined to find Pomegranate, a big golden-brown Jersey cow, today was her due date and we had a feeling that she would calf. We reached the grazing field. The rolling green pastures were spotted with cows gently chewing on the soft tufts of dewy grass. 
Scheherazade and I immediately started our search for Pomegranate. After we scoured almost the entire grazing field, we found her at the edge of the pasture. Pomegranate was lying down. She looked really miserable. Her breathing was very slow and heavy. Scheherazade and I put our hands on her stomach and waited, we felt a few small kicks and Pomegranate gave a “humph.” That was the moment Scheherazade and I knew in our hearts that the she would calf today. All of a sudden, Pomegranate stood up and walked back up the hill to where all of the other cows were grazing. We followed her only to see Ally, a farmhand, herding the rest of the group back to the barn. 
We hurried to catch up with another group of students on the path back to the barn. The sky had turned a pale blue and the sun had started to shine with the full force of the day. Farmer Andrew was with this group and we excitedly told them all that we had felt the baby kick and we thought that Pomegranate was going to calf. The farmer said he had seen Pomegranate earlier that morning and didn’t think she would calf, but we didn’t believe him. A few minutes later all of the groups convened and we got into our scheduled activities.
Scheherazade and I were busy in the water learning about creek ecology, only thirty minutes has passed, when we heard the exciting news. Pomegranate had given birth! We thrilled that our prediction had come true. Pomegranate’s baby was precious, big eyed, wobbly legged, little girl. After the farm staff took care of the calf and cow, we were allowed into the barn to see the baby. 
