a good life

Is

Ivin Jackson has
long career as

a veterinarian

By ViAnn Prestwich
Ag Weekly correspondent

TWIN FALLS - A slender scar
runs six inches down the inside of
Ivin Jackson’s left wrist. “The
man holding the tail let go,” says
Jackson conversationally. “Had
to put a belt around my arm or I'd
have left most of my blood out
there in the field.”

“He drove himself into the
hospital,” commented Jackson’s
wife, Alice.

The 90-year-old Jackson and
his wife were discussing the
nearly 40 years that Jackson
worked as a veterinarian in the
Magic Valley. He spent little time
reviewing injuries or any of the
problems associated with
doctoring animals in an area that
went as far south as Nevada and
as far north as Sun Valley. Mostly
he talked about his good life. He
did, however, explain how he got
the scar while castrating a bull.

“You hold the tail over the
back and the bull won’t kick. Just
about the time I went to hit the
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bull with the knife the man
holding the tail let go.”

Jackson admits stitching up
small wounds on himself. The 6-
inch gash he took to the hospital.

lvin Jackson says his 40 years as veterinarian in Magic Valley was ‘a
good life.’ He is now 90 years old.
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Originally from Colorado,

Jackson is the fifth of 13 children.
He spent much of his youth '

herding sheep. The year he was
13, Jackson stayed with a herd all
summer..

“Mother sent up clothes every
two weeks,” Jackson remembers.

“Felt good to have those clean
clothes even though I never had a
bath that summer.”

While herding sheep three
years later, he was told of his
mother’s death. She left 12
children, the youngest not yet a
year old.

Jackson graduated from high
school in 1931 and thought he
would go to Provo for a year of
school. The day he was going to
leave, his father came and
explained that the family was
broke. Would Ivin stay with the
sheep for a while?

That was a hard winter. There
were several feet of snow where
the sheep were wintered near the
Rio Grande. Jackson didn’t have
a camp wagon, so he was living in
a small tent. One night a blizzard
came up, and the sheep left.
Coyotes were a threat so Jackson
put a lantern in the tent hoping
he’d be able to find his way back
through the storm. About three-
quarters of a mile downwind from
camp, he found the sheep but the
herd refused to move back
upwind. The cold, young man
spent the rest of the blizzard-
filled night walking around his
herd, watching for predators, and
trying to stay warm.,

Eventually, Jackson was able
to attend Colorado State
University in Fort Collins. In an
attempt to earn a few dollars, the
new student joined the National
Guard and studied to be a
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