
MISSION MOUNTAINS, 1981 

July 19, 1981 

WRMoore/ j lm 
7/27/81 

I am sitting on a moss-covered boulder in the shade of 

a bear-scarred lodgepole pine about one mile up Crazy Horse 

Creek from its merging with Glacier Creek. After working up 

through the brush and boulders past several waterfalls, the 

malamutes, Koyak and Kenai, and I have discovered th e long

abandon ed trail leading towards the basin country above. 

Now we res t as I write. My pack leans against the 

scarred pine. Each malamute lies flat on his belly so the 

weight of the packs rests on the ground. Horsefly s. gnats , 

and mosquitos are buzzing around. But 20 yards away the 

creek's water rumbles in steep d escent through the bou l ders. 

Its music fills the canyon's space of sound. To rest and 

write at this rock is a good way to begin our trip to look 

for grizzly sign and to tend matters of the spirit in the 

spell of the Mission Mountains. 

Not far up the trail I found a week-old p ile of bear 

dung and for the next two miles several rocks had been --turned for ants and logs and stump s tprn up. At one place 
SQ: 

a paw print, 5 inches wide ·and with the claws of a grizzly , 

showed in caked mud. But higher in the basin the sign p~tered 

out. I searched in vain for big paw prints in the several 

muddy spots along the old trail. 

The basin, which is known as some of the best grizzly 

habitat in the Mission Mountains, seemed empty of bears. 

Was the male grizzly shot last fall on the west side of Red 

Butte the last of the big ones like old Peg Leg was when 

George Johnson killed him in the Bitterroot Mountains? 

No tracks in the mud. Yet at camp high up in Crazy 

Horse, I tied my tent to a 14-inch diameter alpine fir scarred 

this year by large, dull claws. It is clear that an occas

sional grizzly still passes through this drainage. But the 

sign I saw today suggest they are few and nothing like t h e 
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numbers of a few years ago when John Stark said that Outfitter, 

Bud Cheff showed his dudes 14 different grizzlies in one day. 

I enjoyed by climb today. Except for photographing the 

camp , I took no pictures because up to here Crazy Horse is a 

valley of cascading streams, dense forest and brush. Its 

charm lies with the intimacy of the forest, the chance to meet 

a bear at close range, a place where men and malamutes and the 

spell of the wild forest are laced together by menzesia brush, 

fern and alders. 

It was a good day. But the forest would have been wilder 

and my experience therefore richer had there been a big, fresh 

grizzly track along the trail. 

Deer tracks were numerous and fresh. About two miles up 

I began to see elk tracks and cow, calf and bull signs have 

been common all the way into camp. 

I am camped about 4~ miles up Crazy Horse between two 

bold forks, one of which loops back southward and heads at a 

small lake. Though the signs are old, a packer had an 

established camp here for several years. Many dead trees have 

been felled for wood. Old tent poles and frames are still 

visible. Near the remains of the cook tent I found a rusting 

one-man cross-cut saw. 

This camp site, and the whole basin for that matter, is 

wilder now t h an it was a few yea r s ago. There a r e elk and 

deer and martens ~nd -wolverines here. - The-grizzlies oeem 

nearly gon e. - But despite their passing, . ciouds of big, black 

mosquitos remain to remind us that mank ind does e~ 

full charge of the place. 

I was glad that the basin chilled when the sun dropped 

ind the crest of the Mission Mountains. I shivered. 

mosquitos took refuge in the warmth of the grass. 

July 20, 1981 

Sometime shortly after daylight I looked from the sack out 

through the screen of the tent and saw water droplets shining 

on the leaves of a hellebore plant~ and I was glad that I had 

last evening carried water from the creek for breakfast coffee. 
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I laid there thinking about the freshness and wetness 

of dew-drenched morning grass and about Interior Secretary 

at~ and h .:..s fol owing ·"ho wo ld vi thout qu alms o f con s cience, 

d estroy the wildness o f this p 2ce . ln their greed lies 

gross unfairness to wild country and the people of America. 

They want it all for exploitive purposes, mining, 

logging, roading, developed recreation and so on. Few, if 

any of them, ask how they could better m~nage the 99 percent 

of America already claimed for the shovel and saw. I want 

these wild places left alone, that is, all of them where the 

resource of wildness has obvious priority, and I do not 

b egr udge the thousands of squ are miles where developments of 

many ki nds should t ak e p l ace . I will d efe nd those places so 

long as good-quality management is the developer's guiding 

creed 

Yet I hear few voices from the exploiters in defense of 

wildness or wild areas. Would that more could come. For it 

seems to me that if we cannot sustain a viable economy for the 

exploiters and their workers on 99 percent of the American 

landscape then to chop and dig the remaining one percent will 

delay, but momentarily, the day of economic degredation and 

collapse. 

I am writing by the morning fire. The day is warming 

and the mosquitos are coming out of the grass again. 

The head~~ters basin of ·the north most fork of Crazy Eorse 

Creek is a beautiful p lace. Followed by the malamutes , and 

somet i mes led by Koyak wh o is good at following old trai l s, 

I climbed from camp into an alpine basin forested with white

bark pine, spruce and fir. We soon rose above the snowbrush 

where the ground cover of beargrass and sedges made good 

travelling even when Koya~ and I lost track of the old trail 

which was used by horsemen several years ago. 

High in a beautiful basin, we found two old pack camps, -their locations made obvious by stumps left from years of 

cutting tent poles and firewood. As in the old camp below, 

the campers had girdled green trees to kill them and thus assure 
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a source of dead wood in the years ahead. Perhaps the girdling 

displayed a degree of foresight but it was certainly a self

centered act when compared with the soul-searching concern of . , ..,._ 

some early-day indians when they scarred a live tree to '-' ·i, 1,~r~· ;:i;-
' 

sustain their lives. 

On the other hand, I wonder if it was more recent-day 

indians from the nearly Flathead Reservation that girdled 

those trees. 

Further on the old trail led out into an open basin 

stretching up to the head of the drainage and the crest of 

the Mission Mountains. Near the base of a sparkling waterfallr 

I found a place where a grizzly had dug for marmots or gophers -but the excavation had been done two or three years ago. 

Though mule deer tracks ~ere common, not a single bear track 

could be seen in the many morrains, mud spots and gravel bars 

in this high country. 

That is worrisome for it looks to much like the Bitterroot 

Mountains forty years ago. 

Anyway, at our entry, a large mule deer buck climbed out 

of the uppermost basin. He went in no hurry, stopping now 

and then to look down at us. Once he kicked loose a rock that 

rattled down onto the snow fields. Meanwhile, the malamutes 

set on the snow and watched him climb. 

In looking back down from the high basin I am once again_ 

reminded that there are few bears, no fish and man tracks save 

mine in Crazy Horse Creek's valley. 

The old trail led us east from the headwaters basin to a 

pass between Crazy Horse and Elk Creek drai ages . From there 

I could see a spur of Hemlock Mountain on its side opposite 

from our view from Coyote Forest. This pass was at one time 

a favored digging place fo.r grizzlies but most sign is several 

years old. There is one digging5on the north edge of the pass 

that looks like it was done last year. 

The pass is covered with a fine forest of alpine fir and 

larch. I contoured northward through this forest along the 

base of cliffs and across interesting alpine benches. Since 
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this slope faced northeast, large snowfields still clung to 

the mountain. Bold brooks babbled from their base down into 

El k Creek and the snov1fi e lds ~ere b r d e red b y a profusi on of 

b l ooms o f alpine buttercups, sed ges and glacier lilies. 

I ate my lunch where ice water flowed from a snowfield 

a short ways above Spider Lake. 

From there .on the travel got rougher. I followed an old 

trail beneath the ledges and across alpine cirques where once 

we passed between two small lakes. I tried to photograph 

Weisner Peak but I was so near its base that the sun shone 

down the camera lens. I gave that up. 

I dropped deep into a fork of Elk Creek and near a small 

l ake picked up an old trail leading towards the crest of the 

Missions at a very steep grade. Since I had planned to contour 

into Elk Lake this trail seemed headed too high. Nonetheless, 

I followed it to the Summit and looked down into three lakes 

strung along the hanging valley of Post Creek. 

From there I contoured on the Reservation side across 

steep, ledgy terrain to Elk Pass. A well-worn trail crossed 

the pass that had last year been logged out by the indians. 

That sidehill trip was tough on the dogs, and me too for that 

matter. 

On a bench just below the pass on the Pos t Creek side, 

I found an alpine fir with the trunk peeled by a bear sometime 

this summer. 

We are camped tonight at the outlet of Elk Lake where the 

rumbling water and mosquitos buzzing the tent screen is to be the 

sleeping music tonight. Clouds of mosquitos swarmed us through 

most of the day. I rubbed repellent on the noses of Kenai and 

Koyak which is a vulnerable place hard for them to protect. 

After supper at Elk Lake, I scouted out an old game and 

hunter trail leading back on the contour I had planned to 

follow. Here I found two more alpine firs of about 14 inch 

diameter barked by bears. Claw marks on one were large and 

dull which suggests g rizzly , The bear didn't eat the cambium 

but worked at the trunk, I suppose to lick t he s ap . 
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Enroute back to camp I found the remains of a wolverine 

that had died at least a year ago. And as I write here at 

camp a mule deer doe came by to investigate our presence. 

She took one look and bounded over the ridge. 

Except for the three peeled alpine firs, I saw no bear 

tracks and there were plenty of places where tracks would 

have shown well. So far on this trip I have seen no 
. --

mountain goat sign. 

Elk Lake, as near as I can tell, has no fish, plenty of 

mosquitos and ~ence few visitors except during the hunting 

season. Some one had, however, since the last rain crossed 

the Pass from Elk Creek into Post Creek with one or two shod 

horse s and trailed by a bare-footed colt or small .mule. 

July 21, 1981 

After breakfast I cleaned up the hunter camp at Elk Lake, 

walked up along the shore and took photos of the lake with 

Mount Harding in the background. Then I packed up and followed 

the trail towards the north fork of Elk Creek. 

Between Elk and Spook Lakes I found another alpine fir 

freshly peeled by a bear. The tree was about 8 inches in 

diameter at the base and its peeled bole was marked by teeth 

------~~ = - === or t~eth _and tongue. I 'm unsure. I would sure like to see a 

bear work on one of these trees. 

From · the Pass, Bob and Byda call it Shangri La, leading 

into the north fork I looked back and photographed the 

mountainous jumble through which we have walked. That head 

of Elk Creek's south fork is rough, the kind of land that's 

the climax of wildness. For some, however, it is a lesser 

place because there are no fish. 

We dropped into the north fork on a good trail which has 

been built say 15-20 years ago to replace an older and steeper 

route. Fires, perhaps in the '20's or earlier have burned 

much of the north fork, leaving but a remnant here and there. 

It is, essentially, a land of brush and thrifty young forests. 



7 

Halfway down from the Pass I saw a good-sized easily 6 inches 

across the toes, grizzly track that was about two weeks old. 

At ea t one heav rain had f al en since he bear passed 

through t he country so his tracks showed only in two places 

on soft shoulders of the trail. 

When we reached the bottom the trail turned up towards 

Melman Lakes and we soon found we were back tracking very 

fresh grizzly tracks. As with the old tracks this bear's 

rear paw was a full 6 inches wide. As we climbedr I saw the 

tracks clearly in muddy places along the trail. His dung was --blue-black in color and about l~mches in diameter. The bear 

had been coming down and his prints _ are still i n t h e tra i l as 

I write here near the base of the steep climb to reach the 

basins of Melman Lakes. 

The woods are wilder now that I have at last discovered 

the very fresh tracks of a fair-sized grizzly bear. 

John Dark - Charle 
Al Eraumann - Fresno,CA. 
Dave Bowman - Olds, Alberta 

As near as I could tell from the bear's entry to the trail, 

the grizzly came down along the northern most branch of upper 

Elk Creek. When climbing the steep, rocky notch to Melman 

Lak es, I saw ano~~er , older grizzly track in the trail. More 

s c outing duri n g the af t e rnoon disc l osed that this bear had, 

perhaps ""....a __ week ago, travelled through the Melman Lakes Basin 

then dropped down into Elk Creek in the trail. His track 

seemed slightly l a rger than the fre sh one d own below. I t wa s 

six, possibly seven, inches wide across the toes. Next time 

I' 11 bring a tape to' check for sure. 

On reaching the basin I pitched camp at a well-worn site 

between the lower lakes. Though heavily used and pawed by 
2'

it is a beautiful alpine spot with plenty of rocks ... 
fo r my fireE_lace and flat ground for __ the . tent~ - With camp in shape, the dogs and I hiked along the lakes 

to Molman Pass. The Pass is a wide plateau between massive 

mountains and it forms the north shoreline of the lake which 

lacks but 30 feet of elevation to flow into the Indian 

Reservation. 
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From the edge of the plateau it looked like the descent to 

the Flathead Valley was steep and not very long. And it struck 

me how little country those big bears have left to l ive in . 
,,,,._o 

Unless they are adept and lucky in crossin& the Bob Marshall 

now and then, they are literally crowded to the top of the 

western Un~ted States. 

They have their back a g ainst the sky . 

I met three horse campers who had caught two fish, big 

ones, from the lake behind the tent. So I tried by luck in 

the evening but not a fish rose to the fly nor did they break 

water anywher else on t he lake . 

The Molman Lakes Basin with its semi-open plateau
1 

a fine 

string of lakes and unlimited spots to camp is an alpine 

splendor. I don't know who Molman was but he is lucky to have 

such an unusual place to perpetuate his name. 

Between paragraphs I caught my breakfast. I glanced up 

after envying Molman to see a trout rise in the outlet of the 

small lake some 50 yards away. So I gra~bed the fl y rod, which -
was already rigged, scrambled over a boulder slide and peaked 

over a big rock to see two trout grabbing mosquitos in a 3' x4' 

pool just at the outlet and the beginning of a steep cascade 

which, but for the three-feet-long pool are the same. One cast 

and one grabbed my fly and he turned out to be 15 inches long. 

And a hearty breakfast he will make. 

Ju ly 22, 1981 

From the warmth of my down sleeping bag I feel daylight 

creep over the land. First, it brought half light and half 

awakening then as the sun neared the uneven horizon I came 

full awake. Time, as usual, for this trip was 6:30 AM and 

Koyak was grumbling, eager to be loosed from his chain. 

< In a burst of will to go over warmth to stay, I crawled 

Jt from the sleeping bag and stuffed it in the sack. I likewise 

sacked the foam pad then pull on my jeans using a back arch to 

get space to haul them up. I slip on my tennis shoes then 

move everything; pistol, flashlight 6 bed, pad, boots and parka 

so they can be reached from the tent door. Then I unzip the 

flap and crawl out and look at the beginning of a new day in 

the Mission Mountains. 
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Koyak is ready to be loosed. Kenai hasn't moved and 

curled in the beargrass looks like she never will. I am glad 

to s tha t during the nig1 t Sll - had eate her dog fooo for 

she is old and needs all the energy she can get. 

Using dry kindling gathered last evening, I light a 

small fire and put some water and coffee on to boil. Then I 

cook the big fish and while he simmers climb up on the rock

slide and photograph the camp. By now the sun is shining 

through the notch that lets the lake's water out of the Molman 

Its P2rmth feels good for th e air t rned cold in the 

l igh 

The fish is done so I eat 2/3 of him and save 1/3 for -lunch. With coffee, rye bread, an orange and two cookies, this 

breakfast holds the energy to pack my load along the trail. 

While I eat, dishwater heats in a small pot and with my 

belly full I wash the dishes in the fry pan using the green, 

Neo-Life, soap that my wife, Janet, says is good for washing, 

mosquito bites, burns, _ won't give a belly ache and won't 

pollute a stream. 

I wash the dishes with half the hot water then rinse them 

with the remainder. By shifting water between pans I scrub 

the soot from the cooking pots, then turn everything upside 

down. While th ey dry I set on a rock in the sun and scribble 

a -few -notes i.n - my- journal.-= 

Then I pack up the dishes in a sack and exchange my tennis 

shoes for the hiking boots. I keep them unlaced while I finish 

breaking ca~p. 

I carry water from the creek and douse the fire's coals, 

stirring to be sure all sparks are dead. I take down my fire

place, storing the rocks in natural laces soot side down. 

Then I strike and fold the tent with its bottom side out to 

protect the roof. By now the dew on its fly has evaporated. 

I load the dog packs, balancing each side carefullyr then pack 

my own with cameras and gorpe on top. 

Back at the rock in the sun I lace my boots. The leather 

is now warm and soft and I can draw the strings to fit my 

ankles. The malamutes are ready and I am ready. Yet we check 

:Ec;r litter one more time. 



Then I pack the dogs: heave up my own load, seize my 

stick and we go together on or off the trail. 

10 

Heading out I visited briefly with a man from Cali f 0 rni a 

and his grown son from Colorado who climbed up from the 

Reservation side late yesterday. They said that last year 

they encountered a grizzly in the McDonald Lake area that 

was wearing a collar. 

As we made our way down through th& rocks and across the · 

north fork of Elk Creek I noticed how calmly Koyak handled 

the obstacles on the trail. A detour here, under a log there, 

up on a rock to clear his packsi walk a log, all these and 

more in his stride without a nervous pant. Thi s once - fl ighty 

dog is now a veteran of the woods; maturef calculating and 

calm. Wilderness has a way with dogs and men and women. When 

you come here you have to learn to think and handle the 

obstacles of life yourself. 

Ideas for writing: 

- 3 p ack dogs 
- Old burns 

I hiked down the old Melman trail which is little used 

today except for a brief time during big game season. After 

crossing three forks of Elk Creek the trail climbed high on 

the mountain then as it leveled off I continueq up to a s addle 

at the base of a -peak marked 7400' on"""the map of the Mission 

Mount a in Wilderness. 

As we climbed I saw several trees, one lodgepole, one 

alpine fir and several young white-barked pines that had been 

peeled 5 to 20 years ago by bears. This reminded me of a spot 

in the benches near the bottom of Elk Creek about a mile below 

the forks where dozens of alpine firs have been peeled by 

bears, say 15 years ago. Nothing fresh, all old. I must 

return there someday to see if any bears returned. 

I followed an elk trail into a basin beneath the peak 

wherei to my surprise, I found 3 alpine firs p eel e d by bear 

so fresh that the green plants around the trees sti ll l ay 
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squashed flat on the ground. Though I could find no tracks, 

I suspected grizzly. From the shores of a spell binding lake 

in the next basin north I could see, high on an open slope 

above, an excavation that might be an old den. It was too 

high up for me to climb to tell for sure. 

The lake is deep but I saw no fish in its clear waters. 

Less than~ mile around the mountain into Cold Creek's 

Valley the dense forest opened to anoth~r fine lake. It is 

backdropped by the high crags above · the basin and I could 

hear water cascading down somewhere in the basin above. The 

splendor of both this lake and the one j u ~ paFs 0 d i2 rlc~er 

because its shores and the adjacent glades are bordered by an 

ancient forest of gnarled whitebark pines. 

No fish there so I worked through rocks and brush down 

to the next lake and I scared two fine trout out of the inlet 

which is full of spawning beds. Since fish were rising all 

over the lake, I decided to camp, catch some and have a fish 

feed. Could Kenai and Koyak talk they would say; "Good Plan." 

I found a nice spot on the south bank of the outlet. 

Pitched the tent, made the fireplace then took a swim in the 

lake. I washed with Janet's biodegradable green soap and 

the fish didn't mind because two or three swam past. 

the green for softener, I shav ed off 4 days of beard. 

one final dive, it felt good to be clean again. 

Using 

Then 

Now comes the fish1.ng. - - At two pra~es · where I could cast 

from the brush to the water, I took 3 fish, ~ach of a different 

generation, an 8 incher, a 10 incher an d a thi r tee, ~nchsr . 

To my surprise they were rainbows. I had expected cutthroat. 

But no matter, they sure tasted good with hash browns. 

Tonight I realized that this is the first long wilderness 

# trip I've taken a lone in years. I must do more lone hikes 

because a great deal can be gained alone in wilderness that 

cannot be captured when there's more than one. 

It takes time and energy to coordinate acts and thoughts 

with others. Most people today grow uncomfortable unless a 

steady stream of talk is going on. If one is courteous, it 

takes time and energy to listen and respond to dialogue. 
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Besides that, one must receive from his surroundings if he 

is to generate creative thoughts. And there is little time, 

or inclination, to draw in the yeast of thought when your 

companions and you are steadily engaged in putting out dia

logue instead of taking in the wildness. 

Besides that prattle scares the bears away. I'm glad 

I came alone this time. 

Speaking of bears again. Their work on those peeled 

f" t;;.,:_es is not yet clear to me. After they take the bark off, 

~they work on the bared bole with teeth or claws? and leave 

shallow verticle scars each 2-to-3 inches apart and each scar 

is about ~" wide and on touching by hand I can feel three 

s h allow grooves, one in the center and one on each side of 

the scar. Teeth, claws or tongue? If I poke around long 

enough, alone, I might yet get to see a bear peel and savor 

a t r e e . 

Also in Sou·h rold Basin I aw t wo spruce of abou 1 2" 

diamete r that had b e e n p ee led b y bears a year or t wo ago. 

Before turning in, I walked to the next lake d o wn which 

is only about 200 yards from my camp. It too was swarming 

with fish and half of the creek .between is filled with spawning 

nests. These two lakes and their connecting streams are a 

fine wilderness fishery, not very productive but will supply 

enough - fine trout for ~iltlerness. travellers 1£" they take only 

w~at they can eat. 

I s aw no ign Butch s o I hik ed back to camp . One more 

time, it was good to be alone in wildness. 

July 23, 1981 

Sixty feet from my tent a small cascade rumbles out of 

the lake and its music lulled ~e into sleeping an extra hour 

this morning. But when the sun hit the tent I became aware 

that the wild world was still here and that I was here, and 

the time had come to rise and cook and pack and move along in 

search of bears. 
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When I picked up Koyak's pack he sat up in his nest and 

gave a short wolf howl. I said: "Corne on, you're no wolf now, 

just a beast of burden." He smiled mal amute sty_._e t hen walked 

stiff-legged to receive his pack. 

He's no wolf but he's happy with his lot. 

It is hard to say if the lakes get more charming as you 

go up or down Cold Creek. We worked through brush and rock 

around the shore of this lowest lake in the high basin and 

found, as expected, a well-used camp near the outlet. Bob 

Newman told me they brought horses in from Malrnon Ridge and 

established this camp several years ago. It had been used 

last f all by hunters and p e rhaps one or two back packers had 

c ampe d t hi s yea r . 

As is common in many alpine basins, the ground sounded 

' hollow when we walked on it, behind me the dogs rumbled like 

a 9-~le pack train. We climbed up to Molman Ridge, about 
1 ~ ile~ , .hen fcllo~ed th ~ r2il dow to the old 1 gai 0 rnad 

at Elk Point . I saw one p il e of f resh bear dung on Me lman 

Ridge and several 10-year or-more-old peeled trees. Another 

pile of bear dung lay along the trail near the small spring 

on the dead-end trail into Elk Creek. 

B~cRus~~ I forgot to fill the canteen this morning, I 
J..) J:..'· • 

drop ped ?t that trail junction and the malamutes and I hiked 

the short: quarter mil~e -to this spring. "1: t - was flowing .wel.1. - -

and cold. We all drank deeply and I filled the canteen and 

ate some g o r pe . 

Now we are at the logging road on Elk Point. I've eaten 

lunch of thuringer, bread, cookies and gr\9pe. The sun is 

shining an~ a fresh breeze is blowing. I hear no cars, nor 

is there apt to be any because no one, including me, knew for 

sure when I was corning out. So I'll pack up ·and take the most 

direct route to Mel and Alta May Shupe's place and call home 

from there. And that will be the end of this story. 
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And the story certainly didn't end with our joining the 

road at Elk Point. Ripe huckleberries began to show as I 

,_jke crer E k Poi~t. a te a f a nd Koyak a nd Kenai tried some. 

Walking a hot road is the hardest of work so I tried to cut 

off on the old Elk Point trail. But that only lead us into 

jungles so I worked our way back onto the road. At the 

junction of Shupe's cut off and the Elk Point road the mala

mutes and I rested in cool shade for an hour then hiked on. 

A half mile from Shupe's place I cut through the timber 

for shade and a more direct route. Quite a few huckleberries 

had ripened in there and as I neared Shupe's lake I heard a 

s o u n d l ike their dog, Snowb a l l r barking. Thinking Shupes h a d 

come out here to pick huck l eberries, I moved in th a t direction 

unti l another squall, heard more clearly this time, left no 

doubt that I had walked into a bear with cubs. 

I saw movement in the limbs as one cub climbed a spruce 

then another scrambled high on the bole of a tall larch tree. 

Where was the o ld s he-bear? I walked on to see her standing 

erect at the base arch some 50' away, hair erect, 

snapping her teet12J high ears erect and huffing defiance 

in my direction. 

She was a big bear, dark brown in color and standing 

erect looked much taller than I. I was glad she was .a black, 

not a grizzly. Her chest was marked with a deep, yellow ~ . 
and there was a white spot in its center. She dropped onto 

~o~~E - A lumbered in my direction. I kept moving towards 

Shupes . The ma lamutes fortunately stuck close to my heals. 

At thirty feet she stood up again. Without changing pace 

I said: "Look, old timer, you're Okay. I want no truck with 

you. I'm just passing through." 

I kept moving and talking while she huffed and gnashed 

her teeth and circled close between the cubs and me. 

Now I could see Shup e 's house ahead and the big she-bear is 

drawing further behind as I draw away from the cubs. So I quit 

the dialogue and walked on to Shupes for coffee and cookies 

and left the bears alo·ne in the huckleberries. 

And that seems a good way to end the story of my search for 

bears in the Mission Mountains, July 19 thru 24, 1981. 



Coyote orest 
P.O. Box 1070 
Condon, Montana 59826 
Phone(406)754-2473 
April 1989 

© 1989 by William R. (B d) Moore 
Approximately 1,840 words 

First serial rights 

EXCERPTS FROM BUD MOORE'S JOURNALS OF 1983 

Thinkin2 "'hile Scoutin2 A Trapline Location 

by William R. (Bud) Moore 

August 4, 1983: My campsite is on a high sandbar created by flood waters in 

springtime·. Since much of my gear was wet from last night's rain, I laid everything out in 

the sun to dry. I felt weary so I sat on a rock and ate some gorpe and watched and listened 

to the Little Salmon Creek go tumbling past. The bmwns, pinks, greens, and grey of its 

argillite bed shone through the dear water. Then I went down with my cup and drank. I 

turned over a submerged stone and saw a large hellgrammite crawl to security beneath 

another. Given food like that, fish should be fat. 

Thunder rumbled from clouds. Anticipating the usual afternoon showers, I pitched 

my tent on the bar and prepared a fire ]?lace, using four of the numerous rocks scattered -
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along the stream. Then I assembled my fly rcxl and approached the stream with fish and 

green beans and ho tea in mind for supper. The rapids in front of camp connected fine 

pools abov and b lo \ , o 1 walked to the tail of the nearest pool and began casting 

upstream then stripping slack through the guide with my left hand as the Sandy Mite fly 

floated towards me. Cutthroats like to spot food drifting down in time to rise up and meet 

the bug on the surface. Thus, it is easier to stalk from downstream a trout who is looking 

upstream for his dinner to come floating down. 

About mid-pool a fine trout ros.e from the bottom in perfect timing to met my fly. 

He seized the mite finnly and I set the hook with timing as good as his rise through the 

clear water. He was heavy. A, ,o I pfa/e ~ nirn carefully before skidding him onto the 

sandbar where he flapped in the sun among the multi-colored stones. He measured 13 

inches long, about 3 inches from belly to back and his small head and thick body 

demonstrated the richness of his habitat. I knew that he'd taste good. Speckled from head 

to tail with black spots the size of bird shot, the pale pink of his belly and crimson slash of 

his gill covers matched the rocks of the gravel bar. The stream was beautiful, the bar was 

beautiful and that trout was beautiful. And to share in such remarkable composition of wild 

things, once taken for grant~, is today ·a rare and beautiful privilege. 

I cooked the dehydrated beans and trout over a slow fire of spruce and alder while a 
- - - . 

companion pot heated water for brewing tea. The pink meat was so rich in flavor that it 

would be impossible for me to think of a finer entree in a more inspiring place. Blue wood 

smoke drifted from the fire out over the rapid. I tarried over tea, thinking, soaking m the 

spirit of the time and place where it was good to be alone in the heart of the Flathead's 

mountains. 

The sun vanished as thunder rumbled and rain began to fall. I grabbed my scattered 

gear and tucked it in the tent, thankful that I had had foresight to erect the shelter while the 

sun still shone. 
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August 6, 1983: At 9: 15 a.m. I packed the malamutes and left camp headed up the Little 

Salmon drainage. At Gill Creek I bushwhacked along the Little Salmon in search of a site 

for my winter headquarters. The whole bottom is a spruce swamp laced with windfalls and 

snowbrush; a good place for marten but a poor place to camp in winter or any other time 

for that matter. So I climbed to the north, up Palisade Creek, and found a fine spot on the 

Creek's east side about 1/8 mile upstream from the trail crossing. Trouble is, a big elk 

runway crossed there too and I disliked disrupting their years of travel with a camp. 

However, lower down and nearer the trail, I found another bench on the mountainside that 

made a good location. There's plenty of dry wood nearby and a fair supply of dead poles. 

A shelf leads from the bench to a pool at the base of one of Palisade Creek's many cascades 

so water is handy. Though close to the trail, the camp will be hidden from travelers and 

thus present little, if any, impact on users of wilderness. 

After finding the site, I hiked on through dense spruce and alpine fir forests to the -... 
first avalanche path coming in from the north and where I found a campsite at a small 

meadow near the foot of the slide. There was a big mule deer there and as she made off I 

go to • . in.r~ 10 how important wildernPss· is to keep wild things from becomin 

domesticated. Even the deer, elk and bear out in the settled and roaded valleys are, in a 

sense, domesticated. They get so used to cars passing that they are easily shot from a road. 

,...the bears eat garbage and the deer and elk eat hay. They are different animals than the doe I 

disturbed from my campsite. ild things are important and here in wilderness they }i , ve 

opportunity to remain truly witd. 

Man, like once-wild creatures, is also domesticated by the technological age, and 

the wilderness is important in keeping him aware f the closeness of his dependency to the 

natural earth. 

August 7, 1983: I have eaten breakfast and am savoring black coffee as I write ... 
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Because I camped on the east side of the avalanche path, the sun has not yet reached 

my camp, tho gh it shines on almost t e entire s idc area. Had I found a spot on the west 

border of the slide, my tent would be dry, I could move through the grass without getting 

wet, and the sun would be transmitting cheer to my heart and strength to my body. When 

r taking up with the natural earth, camp location, the availability of light and sun as well as 

water, wood and flat ground, is far more important than when a society of convenience 

protects its people from the elements, both the positive and negative kind. 

That's what I mean by domestication of the human race. Domestication is a good 

thing, even necessary so long as people perceive the whole natural cycle and realize that 

we, no matter the design and color of our walls and roof, are individually and collectively 

dependent on the wholesomeness of earth. 

There are, however, many people born and grown whose entire focus in life is on 

the conveniences provided by technology and how these people live and what they do with 

their lives, is, in a way, dictated by industry, advertisement and government. They are 

vulnerable to capture by interests whose objectives are primarily economical and could 

become and sometimes do become pawns in the scheme to maximize government and 

corporate profits, often at the expense of the earth upon which our lives and our species 

-Oepends. Once hooked on the syndrome that more convenience and more powerful thin_gs 

are better, then it is easy to see the earth solely as a place to cut, shoot or dig things needed 

to further the pursuit of material possessions. 

Yet one could study this avalanche path with its surrounding mountains and forests 

and, because so many other values are obvious, it would take a long time for any 

commercial thought to enter the pilgrim's mind. What thought would disclose quickly is 

that here in wildness is the place to come from time to time to be sure that we do not 

succumb to over-indulgence in material possessions at the expense of the health of the 

earth. As long as we'll buy, someone wil1 extract, manufacture and sell. But exposure to 

pristine places like this is sure o remino any thoughtful person where our roots are and 
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further, that we, individually and collectively, are responsible to perpetuate and care for the 

land and its resources. 

And part of that care is to ink h d about the source of its contents whenever we 

purchase another convenience to put in our lives or our homes. First of all do we truly need 

it? .secondly, what is it made of and how has its creation affected the earth's resources. 

And, third, if we do not know then how can we find out? Beyond that, a trip to the 

wilderness now and then might be a good way to balance the use of things in our daily 

lives with the potential of the earth to sustain resources required for their manufacture. 

The climb towards the Smith Creek Pass was hot but the dogs and I held up well. 

From the top of the switchbacks, I followed an old trail down to the second lake in the 

basin above the falls of the Little Salmon to find it fed by a large spring near the outlet with 

a brisk waterfall tumbling from the cliffs across the lake. Since the mosquitos seemed 

numerous and hungry, I camped on a point above the lake. 

This lake and its environs is a fairy land surrounded by treeless mountains. There is 

a small island forested with whitebark pine and pigmy trees grow from rocks sticking out 

of the water. The place is full of rocky nooks and crannies shaded by gnarled whitebark 

pine, alpine fir and spruce. I photographed the wonders then swam in a bay of the iake to 

--fmdthe water's1((mperature tolerable at the surface but cold down below. I began 

exploring the north bay but a great weariness came on and I realized I hadn't eaten since 

breakfast, even ort:,o ~ e- an w · ·h .. · :i .J had made from left-over bacon. 

So I returned to camp and cooked a freeze-dried stew and flavored it with onions 

pulled from the meadow. D kness settled with absolute stillness save the rumble of th"' 

waterfall. The scraping of my pencil seemed the loudest noise in the basin. The big peaks 

reflected in he green waters. I absorbed the wildness. This place was made to be visfred by 

one at a time or perhaps one and someone he or she cares deeply for. It is no place for a 
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large family gathering, just one or two and the mountains and the spell of wildness on the 

~ nd . 

August 8, 1983:. As I climbed from the lake towards Smith Creek Pass, I got to 

thinking of the people I've known who seem to have lost track of, or perhaps never found, 

the basic principles of living, and further, how society protects and in some ways 

encourages the neurosis. The alcoholic in a drunken stupor can set fire to his bed, yet be 

saved by the Fire Department and furnished treatment centers for possible cure. Those who 

shrink from accountabili can escape reality by popping a pill and thereby support one of 

the largest industries on earth. The thief can steal and vanish into the crowd to steal again 

and again. Examples go on and on. None of these people could survive in wilderness. 

They have to have the convenie ce and protection of the technological age and that age 

seems to have no alternative but to carry on the trend. 

Unless, that is, enough thoughtful visitors take the lessons from wilderness and put 

them to work in our rural-urban society. 

-End-

Possible continuations if readers and the editor want more ... 

Preoarine for Winter jn 'Wilderness 

Wintertime Wilderness Trappinc 



July 14~ 1998 

Ivan: 

I am suppressing my feelings of self-consciousness and unworthiness (how can I tell you ANYTHING 
about a book in progress) and will get right into my knee jerk reactions as a reader. 

Overall reaction: 

I was extremely disappointed to be done with this. I wanted to see what was between Lexa and Mitch. 
The story was a page-turner for me at that point. I am really into Lexa. She is very interesting: I liked the 
zoo raptor scene I really, really liked the bear tracking/tranquilizing episode and I like this foggy liminal 
sequence where she arrives in Seattle headed for home -- "if the place where you go to announce your 
marriage has failed is home." (nice twist on Robert Frost). 

I think the reason I am so interested in Lexa is because the stories you tell about her in this excerpt are so 
rooted in the natural Northwest world. I feels to me that you are really in your element, and that there 
may be no other writer who could tell this story in this way. I think you are the right writer to be telling 
the story of an environmental writer. The more there was of nature in this the more I liked it, whether it 
be whole scenes or flashbacks like those I mention above, or quotes or thoughts from the great ones like 
Marshall or Thoreau, or throwaway ruminations like when Mitch is thinking about a chickadee's brain. 

I particularly enjoyed the combinations of nature/northwest/cynicism. "Think like a mountain" is an 
example. People spending three days in airless rooms arguing about the nature of the word nature. Very 
funny and surgically on target. I want to read more. 

Because I like this nature/environmental filter so much, Bingford started coming alive to me when I saw 
the pictures on the walls and had a better feel for just what kind of rich guy/adventurer/nature-lover he 
was. The sunburn description was so good it hurt.. I had to stop reading and go put cream on my face. 

I don't like Bingford's name. It gets in my way. It says rich, which I know you want. But to me it says 
stuffy East Coast too and it seems almost like a cartoon name. Too bad you can't call him Stimson. Or 
Jackson or Breckenridge (Ridge for short), like the two kids next door. I'm kidding. 

I also don't like the name Cascopia, because it sounds too Italian to me, like it should be the name of a 
sausage instead of a newspa~r. 

I had some trouble with the UW years. I think it may have been a matter of tone, which I will try to 
explain, and the fact that Mitch to me is simply not very interesting then. I know he's more or less a 
regular joe but with brains who discovers the path of enlightenment and the world of the intellect but hey 
that's life as a freshman, right? In the excerpt you've given me, these college-year scenes of Mitch's life 
were not nearly as absorbing as the other years. Maybe there is more in other parts of the book that, added 
to what I've seen here would change that. 

Still on the UW years: 

The tone (for lack of a better term) in some areas didn't sound right to me. When Mitch shows up in the 
locker room in a jacket with a peace symbol I wouldn't think you would want to call it "a 'nikjacket" 
(what kind of nik? beatnik? peacenik?) I can't imagine Mitch calling it this although his father might 
have. Likewise, when Mitch and Bingford met, BFord calls him "the hippie fullback." Do you do that 
intentionally? Back in those years I don't think kids would have called themselves hippies though 
members of the Establishment like their parents or coaches might have. I remember the college world at 
least in the late sixties as divided into Greeks vs. Freaks straights vs. heads etc. , but never "hippies" 
except in the minds of those on the other side of a very deep generation gap. In other spot, you refer to 



dope as "merrywanna" which did not strike the right tone for me. Dope grass joints doobies. lids -- I 
recall the library of names for marijuana as being notably uncolorful almost intentionally so that was part 
of the culture and being cool (although rm not sure "cool" was an accepted word then. ). 

Still on tone: When BFord offers Mitch a job on the daily, he says "The idiots let me have a budget." The 
word "idiots" doesn't sound like one this guy would use in this context. It's just not young enough. 
Likewise somewhere I thought I saw the verb "cussing." I can't believe anyone whom rve met in this 
novel would have used that term. 

Onto the P-I: 
"This past week, we had weather again. " Mitch is thinking. I love it I think I've met this guy. But he 
eats cheeseburgers at a drive-in cater comer from the P-1. Could there ever have been such a place? Don't 
think so though there was Wright's Pancake House, but I don't know that I ever met a P-I staffer under 60 
who went there. The P-1 staff, including those who smoked dope, spent their time at the Grove, which 
was a bar you would never go to unless you worked across the street or lived upstairs. 

At Cascopia: 

Be careful with Shyanne and her generation. When you describe her as monosyllabic and thin to the point 
of transparency, I appreciate the deft description, but when you add " .. and black lipsticked," you may start 
to move on ground where you may be telling your reader more about yourself than about her. What's 
unusual about black lipstick these days? Most of the work force is wearing it. Awful clothes studded 
body parts, lucretia type make up it's everywhere, maybe not exactly in banks, but it's gotten pretty 
mainstream. On the other hand, that look may be at odds with the plaid-shirt-and-birkenstocks uniform 
that folks at an environmental newspaper might be wearing. Is that your point? My point is I would be 
careful with"style" details because you might date your omniscient observer. I think her weird personality 
distinguishes her plenty. She probably has colonic cleansings. Does she really scream for a different 
cube? Such babyish behavior would be pretty shocking. I hope she stays. I think she would be a good 
background detail for whatever is going to go on in Mitch's work space/life. Kind of like the little chicken 
in a coloring books of my childhood. There in every scene not really part of the main picture but in the 
comer always, doing something strange and unexplained. 

What's an erg chair? I thought they were all erg chairs now. 

I don't like the Brasilia analogy . Brasilia is isolated in the interior it's probably still a "nowhere" except 
for fabulous man-made things. It's a place with no reason to be but for government decisions. Not like 
Seattle except perhaps for proximity to forests. 

Thanks for letting me read this. I want to read more. and soon. 

Wish you the best with it. 



_,... 

9 June 198 

atar Linda--

Thls isn • t enough conte'Xt~ but he are some bit ot background 
for thts portion of manuscript: 

--Mitch Rozier is th last of t e nvtronroental porte s her houts, 
having itten the "Co.~ twatc tt co um for hall t llfe ( 50; 
1996, alth ugh not, nn1ch ls e ·:>f thrit .n the plo ) for 
weekly c lled Cascopia . As you t · l , h . just c 
the 3· kl r<:mc t sco aay area, . re hi est DP' d d ughter ~t"'-m rol r-
bladed hi lf to death during his unsuccessful try at reconciliation, 
and wh he covered a Berkeley coni'erenc of caderd.e b ~feet toying 
with the topic "Thinking Li.kt: a ountai.n: The Place of Nature i.n t 
New MUlen1. • " In short, be • s 'been vl.ng a rough 24 hours . 

--Lexa hoCaskUl1 his spousal equiv lent,, is a cat rer here in t n, 
but as you ' ll se~, she ' alao volunteer a a docent t the zoo. Things 
haven' t b en going great between Mitch and her, nd she ' s been thinkLng 
1t over--ia he losing h1m?--whUe he ' s been out of town. The ref rence 
to 11 £i.shboat11rules 11 1.s a ri.od. tn her Alaskan ltfe wh she cooked 
on bo ts out ot S1tka, Yaktltat, etc. , a la Churek Schuster's w1£i Pat, 
remember? I . e. , no touching, no reckless eyeballlng • • • 

So, u· you' d g1v thee re d, stmply watching for anything I have 
wrong or tba t 008 sn' t s em to add up1 I • d be !t'lUcho grateful. Thanks • 
.Fe l tree to scrawl t.n r ms. He 11 fi e f ee to ~ 



Ivan --

A few answers to your questions: 

Nope, a class of third graders would NEVER be put on a bus and whisked off to 
the zoo. The rule of thumb is one parent to a minimum of four kids. And the 
teachers would go along, too. (You'd probably have two, now that team teaching 
is The In Thing.) 

Nope, the docent would never touch a kid. Visions of law suits dance in parents' 
heads. 

If a hawk or an eagle ate a squirrel in front of, say, 24 first, second or third
graders you would get a few "w(ly cool " reactions. More likely, the boys would be 
yelling, "Yuck, GROSS." There would be a few of the more dramatic girls 
screaming (there are a few in every group who think they're ready for their close
up, Mr. DeMill) and one or two would burst into tears. (Sorry that sounds so 
sexist, but it's true.) Parents would be scrambling to keep some of the kids from 
watching. So would the teachers. I suspect the zoo would have a lot of parental 
indignation on its phone lines by that afternoon. 

Squirmy behavior? Absolutely. There would be some kids the parents would have 
to corral -- otherwise they'd wander off in search of a more bloodthirsty and claw
endowed critter. Birds are not a big draw for little kids. Maybe the eagle, but the 
smaller varieties don't have lasting power with the little guys. 

A docent, by the way, doesn't just call the zoo to volunteer. You have to be 
accepted into a lengthy training period that involves much tape listening, note
taking and tests. I only know that because I have a couple friends who are docents. 

I guess the only part of this that bothered me was the idea of rapt attention -- not 
at that age, no way, no how! 

Does this help? 

~ 



8 April 198 

Ann-• 

You• re getting this scene without any real context, but, the characters 
in order of mention are: 

Lexa McCaskill, younger sister of Mariah of Ride ~Ji.th Me ••• ; she ' s now 
a oaterer in Seattle, after a failed marriage in Ala ska. She i s now living 
with Mitch Rozier (in Ballard, yah, you betcha) but that relationship hes been 
rocky lately 1 and when she volunteers t the zoo a couple of times a week- · 
out of her penchant for the outdoors and critters-•she can ' t help but notX1e ••• 

Pal.mer, the raptor ke er in charge of injured birds . 
his job remind her a lit~le too muoh of ••• 

en though he and 

Travis (now last-named Mudd, not Midgett, you ' ll be thrilled to hear) , her 
ex-husband, an Alaska wildlife biologist . 

So, Lexa is trying to sort life out, and meanwhile she ' s docentin.g this 
passel of kids . I need to know things like: 

or 
-·Would there be a teaoher~ teacher ' s aide•, parent With these ktds on 

a zoo visit? Or might they just be put on a bus and turned over to Lexa when 
they _got there? 

- -Can yau. think or any squirmy or otherwise vivid behavior the kids might 
exhibit? Other stuff they might say? (Your suggestion of "Way coolln still 
looks to me like a winner. ) Ideas .for anything Lexa might do, along the lines 
of picking up a kid and packing him off from the center of incitement as you 
lately did? 

- -And anything else1 kidwise or wordwise· or that you ju.st don' t get about 
the si tuat,io.ns, that you d care to comment on. 

ftte "fishboat rules,. that Lexa invokes on herself., by the w y, come from 
when she cooked on fishing vessels out of Alaska: they' re No Tc>uching, No 
Suggestive Kidding., No R okless Eyeballing ••• 

mucbo thanks' for the ,gazillionth time,, 

p. s . Forgot to ask above: am I right that the kids 
ought to be third-graders? 

•,' 
~ ·~. . ' 
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orchestra, and much other important jazz. Recording and man
ufacture were undertaken by the American Record Company; 
by the end of the year the musicians' contracts and Variety 's 
catalogue had been transferred to ARC's label Vocalion. 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
H. Dance: Liner notes , J . Hodges : Hodge Podge (CBS 52587 , 1969) 
B. Whyatt : "Discography: Master and Variety," Vintage Jazz Monthly (April 

1970), 2 
B. Rust : The American Record Label Book (New Rochelle , NY , 1978), 299 
S . Placksin : American Women in Jazz , 1900 to the Present: their Words , Lives , 

and Music (New York, 1982), 122 

Varsity. Record label. The principal label of the United States 
Record Corporation, it was founded in 1939 by Eli Oberstein, 
formerly an executive of Victor, to issue records more cheaply 
than major companies . The pop~lar 8000 series included some. 
of the more commercially-oriented jazz of the period; while 
the 6000 race series was used mainly to reissue older material 
from Paramount, Crown, and Gennett. The parent company 
ceased to operate late in 1940, but its masters were purchased 
by Musicraft and were later made available on several labels, 
many associated with Oberstein. 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
R. Wile: "The United States Record Corporation and its Successors: Some 

Afterthoughts ," Record Research, i/4 (1955), 8 
F. Dutton , J . Godrich , M. Wyler , and J . McKenzie : "The Varsity 6000 Race 

Series ," Matrix , no.32 (1961), 3 [corrections in no.40 (1962) , 17) 
J . Godrich and R. M. W. Dixon: Blues & Gospel Records, 1902.-1942 (Hatch 

End, nr London , 1964, rev . 2/1969, rev . and enlarged 3/1982 as R. M. W. 
Dixon and J. Godrich : Blues & Gospel Records, 1902-1943) , 25 

R. M. W. Dixon and J. Godrich: Recording the Blues (London, 1970), 100 
B. Rust: The American Record Label Book (New Rochelle , NY , 1978), 300 

Vasconcelos, Nana (b Recife, Brazil, cl 945). Brazilian percus
sionist. At the age of 12 he played bongos and maracas in a 
band led by his father , a professional guitarist. He worked as 
a drummer in Rio de Janeiro in the. mid-1960s, and while per
forming with Milton Nascimento learned to play several indig
enous instruments , including the berimbau. Later he was taken 
by Gato Barbieri to Argentina, the USA (1971), and Europe. 
He lived for two years in Paris, where he worked with handi
capped children, and played occasionally in Sweden with Don 
Cherry. From 1976 to 1977 he toured and recorded with Eg
berto Gismonti, then in 1978, with Cherry and Collin Walcott, 
he founded the trio Codona, which performed a style of jazz 
that incorporated characteristics of African, Asian , and South 
American music; when Codona disbanded after Walcott's death . 
in 1984 Vasconcelos played with Cherry's group Nu . He was 
also a member of Pat Metheny's jazz-rock group (1980-83). 
Like Airto Moreira , Vasconcelos is a master of unconventional 
percussion: the subtle melodies and rhythms he creates on 
berimbau and cuica transform these in~truments into strik
ingly original solo voices. 

SELECTED RECORDINGS 
As leader: Saudades (1979, ECM 1147); of Codona (with D. Cherrv and C. 

Walcott) : Codona, ii (1980, ECM 1177); Codona , iii (1982, ECM l243) 
As sideman: E. Gismonti : Danca des cabecas (l 976, ECM 1089); C. Walcott : 

Codona (1978 , ECM 1132); P. Metheny: Offramp (1981, ECM 1216) 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
L. Jeske: " Profile : Nana Vasconcelos ," DB , xlix/2 (1982), 52 

BARRY KERNFELD 

Vauchant(-Amaud), Leo [Arnaud, Noel Leon Marius] (b Cau
zan, France, 24 July 1904). French trombonist. He studied cello 
but later changed to trombone (his father was a trombonist) . 
In 1917 he moved to Paris, where he led a group of his own 
(1924) and studied orchestration with ·the composer _Maurice 

Ravel (1924-7), in consideration of which he gave advice on 
the notation of trombone solos in two of Ravel's works. He 
played with the Chicago Hot Spots (1924), Paul Gason's band 
( 1925), the bandleader and percussionist Fred Mele, Irving Aar
onson (1927), Lud Gluskin (1927-8), Jack Hylton (in England 
and Germany, 1928-30), and Gregor (1930). Having appeared 
as a guest with Ray Ventura and the Collegians from 1929 he 
made recordings with them in 1931, including The girl friend 
of a boy friend of mine (Virginia 221 D). He also played in the 
USA with Fred Waring's band (1931-6), the Casa Loma Orches
tra, the singer Russ Columbo (1932), Roger Wolfe Kahn 's band, 
and the drummer Abe Lyman. Later he arranged film music 
in Hollywood . Vauchant-Arnaud's playing showed control and 
flexibility over a wide range of the instrument; he was the first 
French jazz trombonist to become well known . 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
L.-V . Maily : "Le legendaire Leo Vauchant , Jh , no.256 (1969) , 26 
- . " Leo Vauchant vous parle ," Jh , no .257 (1970) , 23 
M. Laplace : Portraits of French Jazz Musicians (Menden , Germany , 1985), 
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Vaughan, Sarah (Lois) [Sassy] (b Newark , NJ, 27 March 1924). 
Singer. She sang in the choir of Mount Zion Baptist Church, 
Newark, as a child, where at the age of 12 she became organist. 
In October 1942 she won an amateur contest at the Apollo 
Theatre; shortly afterwards, in April 1943,shej9ined Earl Hines's 
big band as second pianist and singer to Hines and Billy Eck
stine. Eckstine formed his own bop-oriented big band early in 

1944, and Vaughan joined him a few months later, making her 
first recording with his orchestra on 31 December. She left 
Eckstine after about a year, and thereafter, except for a brief 
stay in John Kirby's group in winter 1945-6, she worked only 
as a soloist. After George Treadwell (her manager and first 
·husband) refashioned her stage appearance and repertory she 
achieved considerable success on television, in recordings from 
the late 1940s, and in international performances from the 
early 1950s. Although she began to perform predominantly 
slow, popular ballads with heavy vibrato to the accompani
ment of"easy listening" orchestras, her early associations with 
bop musicians (especially Dizzy Gillespie and Charlie Parker, 
with whom she recorded Lover Man in 1945) established her 
lasting reputation as a jazz singer. This reputation endured in 
part because of her tendency to treat her voice more as a jazz 
instrument than as a vehicle for lyrics: she negotiated wide 
leaps within her full-bodied contralto range, improvised subtle 
melodic and rhythmic embellishments, and made fluid alter
ations of timbre - from a bell-like clarity to a bluesy growl. 

During the five-year contract with Columbia that marked 
her rise to stardom (1949-54), she recorded often with studio 
orchestras and only once in a jazz context (with Miles Davis 
in 1950). A new tontract with Mercury (1954-9) allowed her 
to pursue a dual career: for Mercury she made commercial 
discs , including her hit Broken-hearted Melody (1958), while for 
EmArcy, Mercury 's jazz subsidiary, she recorded with Clifford 
Brown , Cannonball Adderley, the sidemen of Count Basie's 
orchestra, and other jazz musicians. She combined these activ
ities under later contracts with Roulette, Mercury , and Colum
bia (1960-67). In 1971 , aftera five-year absence from recording, 
she began once again to make popular albums, occasionally 
employing a jazz-flavored accompaniment, as on her album 
with Oscar Peterson, Joe Pass, Ray Brown, and Louie Bellson 
in 1978 . In public performances Vaughan is accompanied by 
a trio of piano, double bass, and drums, either alone or as 
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Vault 

Sarah Vaughan singing with Joe Benjamin (double bass) and Roy Haynes 
(drums) at Bird/and, New York, c1954 

the nucleus of a big band or symphony orchestra . Among the 
distinguished members of her group have been Jimmy Jones 
(1947-52; 1954-8), Roy Haynes (1953-8), Richard Davis (late 
1950s-early 1960s), Roland Hanna (early 1960s), Bob James 
( 1965-8) ,Jan Hammer( 1970-71), Jimmy Cobb ( 1970~ 78), Andy 
Simpkins (from 1979), and Harold Jones (from 1980). From 
1978 to 1980 the trio became a quartet under the leadership 
of Vaughan's then manager, conductor, and husband, Waymon 
Reed. In 1987 Vaughan recorded an album of Latin-jazz songs. 

SELECTED RECORDINGS 
As leader: Body and Soul (1946, Musi . 494); I Cover the Waterfront (1947 , 

Musi . 503); It's Magic (1 947, Musi. 557); Mean to Me (1 950, Col. 38899); 
Lullaby of Birdland (1954 , EmA 6099); In the Land of Hi-fi (1955 , EmA 
36058); Sassy (1956 , EmA 36089); Broken-hearted Melody (1958 , Mer. 
71477); No Count Sarah (1958, Mer. 20441 ); After Hours (1961 , Roul. 52070); 
Sarah + 2 (1964 , Roul. 52118); Sassy Swings Again (1967 , Mer. 21116); 
Sarah Vaughan-Michel Legrand (1972 , Mstr. 361); Live in Japan (1973. 
Mstr. 401 ); How Long Has This Been Going On? (1978 , Pablo 2310821 ); 
Crazy and Mixed Up (1982 . PT 23 1213 7) ; Brazilian Romance (198 7, Col. 
FM42519) 

As sideman: B. Eckstine: I'll wait and pray (1 944, Deluxe 2002); on Billy 
Eckstine (1945, Alamac 2415), Mean to Me; D. Gillespie : Lover Man (1945 , 
Guild 1002); J. Kirby: It might as well be spring (1946 , Crown 108) 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
P. Leslie: "They Call her the Musical Miracle ," MM , xxix (24 Jan 1953), 3 
D. Gold : " Soulful Sarah," DB, xxiv/11(1957), 13 
B. Gardner: "Sarah," DB. xxviii/5 (1961), 18 · 
R. Leydi: Sarah Vaughan (Milan, 1961) 
G. Kopelowicz: "Tendre et divine Sarah," Jm , no .96 (1963), 25 
G. Hoefer: "The First Big Bop Band," DB , xxxii/16 (1965), 23 
B. Quinn: "Sassy '67 ," DB, xxxiv/15 (1967), 20 

. M. Williams: "Sarah Vaughan : Some Notes on a Singer before it 's too Late ," 
JJ , xxi/7 (1968), 36 

L. Robinson: "The Divine Sarah," Ebony, xxx/6 (1975), 94 
M. Jones: " Symphonies for Sarah," MM, Ii (14 Aug 1976), 47 
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W. Balliett : " New York Notes ," New Yorker , !iii (18 July 1977), 80 
A. J . Smith: " Sarah Vaughan: Never Ending Melody ," DB , xliv/9 (1977), 16 

[incl. discography] 
"Sarah Vaughan ," SJ , xxxiv/4 (1980), 178 [discography] 
1. Liska: " Sarah Vaughan: I'm Not a Jazz Singer," DB , xlix/ 5 (1982), 19 

[incl. discography] 
M. Williams: The Ja zz Tradition (New York, rev. 2/1983), 214 

BARRY KERNFELD 

Vault. Record company and label. The company was estab
lished by Jack Lewerke in Los Angeles in 1965. Its first release 
was an album by Jack Wilson , who later recorded a second LP 
for the label. The organization remained in operation into the 
1970s; the catalogue included two albums by Hampton Hawes, 
a collection of material by Charlie Barnet, and a splendid LP 
recorded by Larry Bunker 's quartet with Gary Burton at Shel
ly 's Manne Hole. 

MARK GARDNER 

V-disc. Record label. It was established in October 1943 for 
the issue of records to the US Armed Services; the term is also 
used, by extension, for the discs themselves. 

The operation was run by the Music Section of the Special 
Services Division, under the management of Captain Robert 
Vincent. Artists and repertory were supervised by Steve Scholes 
and Walt Heebner (both previously employees of RCA Victor), 
Morty Palitz (previously with Decca), and Tony Janak (previ
ously with Columbia); Palitz was replaced by George T . Simon 
in 1944. At first the records were intended only for the army, 
but from July 1944 until September 1945 there was also a V
disc program for the navy, in which material was issued under 
different catalogue numbers. There was also a brief series of 
discs issued for the Marine Corps. The records were distributed 
to military personnel aro.und the world, and to posts in the 
USA for use on public address systems; they were also used on 
short-wave broadcasts by the Office of War Information and 
the Office of Inter-American Affairs. 

The catalogue contained recordings made for commercial 
purposes (including both reissues and items or versions not 
previously issued); broadcasts; and the results of sessions spe
cially organized by the management. The repertory forms a 
treasury of jazz, and includes notable work by many of the 
most important musicians of the day, in all styles then current. 
The program was established in the middle of a long recording 
ban by the American Federation of Musicians (July 1942 to 
November 1944), and was, to some extent, a result of it, in that 
V-disc 's administration developed the scheme partly because 
no new material was being recorded at the time. The AFM 
agreed that its members could participate in the project pro
vided that the records were not sold, and that the masters were 
ultimately destroyed. The nonprofit basis of the scheme enabled 
the management to organize sessions by groups of musicians 
who under other circumstances might never have recorded 
together because they were each under contract to different 
record companies; among the most notable examples of this 
are the recordings of concerts given (under the sponsorship of 
the magazine Esquire) by an ensemble led by Louis Armstrong, 
Coleman Hawkins, and Art Tatum. 

The operation was maintained after World War II under 
Janak's direction, but it ceased in 1949. The circumstances 
under which the discs were produced has meant that an official 
program of reissues has been impossible. However, because 
the material put out on V-discs is historically so important, 
and often of such high quality, demand for it has been great, 
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FRANK ZAPPNMOTHERS OF INVENTION 
Formed 1965, Los Angeles 
Frank Zappa (b. Dec. 21, 1940, Baltimore), gtr., voe., 
miscellaneous. 
1966-freak Out (Verve) 1967-Absolutely Free; 
We're Only in It for the Money; Lumpy Gravy 1968-
Cruisin' with Ruben and the Jets 1969-Mothermania; 
Uncle Meat (Bizarre) 1970-Weasels Ripped My Flesh; 
Chunga's Revenge; Hot Rats; Burnt Weeny Sandwich 
1971-Mothers Live at the Fillmore 19727 Just An
other Band from L.A.; 200 Motels (United Artists) 
The Grand Wazoo (Bizarre) Waka Jawaka 
1973-0vernight Sensation (Discreet) 
1974-Apostrophe; The Roxy and Elsewhere; One Size 
Fits All 1975-Bongo Fury 1976-Zoot Allures 
1978-/n New York; Studio Tan 1979-Sleep Dirt; 
Orchestral Favorites; Sheik Yerbouti (Zappa) 1980-
Joe's Garage, Act I; Joe's Garage, Acts 2 and 3 1981-
Tinseltown Rebellion (Barking Pumpkin) Shut Up 'n' 
Play Yer Guitar; Shut Up 'n' Play Yer Guitar Some More; 
Return of the Son of Shut Up 'n' Play Yer Guitar; You 
Are What You Is 1982-Ship Too Late to Save a 
Drowning Witch. 

One of rock's most consistently controversial figures, 
composer/arranger/guitaristfbandleader Frank Zappa has 
cultivated two seemingly opposed images. One is the 
serious composer who pioneered fusions of jazz and 
classical with rock music, and the outspoken and incisive 
satirist. The other is the smutty, sneering crowd pleaser 
whose hyperintricate music has been called by critics a 

. gratuitous display of advanced technique. Nevertheless, 
by pursuing the . latter course since the early Seventies, 
Zappa has secured a large and devout following. 

The son of a guitar-playing government scientist, Frank 
Zappa moved with his family at age ten to California, 
eventually settling in Lancaster. He played in school 
orchestras and bands and began teaching himself a variety 
of instruments, mainly guitar. While at school, he became 
an avid collector of Fifties rock and R&B singles, and 
began listening to modern classical composers like 
Stravinsky and his avowed favorite, Edgard Varese. In 
high school around 1957 or 1958, he formed the Blackouts 
and began adding country blues to his record collection. 
He met Don Van Vliet, another Lancaster resident, and 
allegedly christened him Captain Beetbeart. In 1959, he 
attended Chaffey College in Alta Loma, California, and 
studied music theory before dropping out after six 
months. 

z 
In 1960, Zappa played cocktail music in local lounges, 

and he worked on his first recordings and the score for a B 
movie called The World's Greatest Sinner. He also ap
peared on Steve Allen's TV show, performing a "bicycle 
concerto" (plucking the spokes, blowing through the han
dlebars.) In 1963, Zappa wrote his second film score, for a 
Western called Run Home Slow , and with the money built 
a studio in Cucamonga, California. He befriended future 
Mothers Ray Collins and Jim "Motorhead" Sherwood, 
and.formed a band with Beetbeart called the Soots. 

Zappa was lured into making some sort of sex tape by . 
the San Bernardino Vice Squad, and as a result spent ten 
days in jail and three years on probation. The girl involved 
was bailed out of jail with royalties from the song "Memo
ries of El Monte," which Zappa and Collins had written 
for the doo-wop group the Penguins. 

In 1964, Zappa joined the Soul Giants, with Collins 
(vocals), Dave Coronada (sax), Roy Estrada (bass) and 
Jimmy Carl Black (drums). Zappa renamed the band the 
Muthers, then the Mothers, and moved the band onto 
L.A.'s proto-hippie ''Freak" circuit. Coronada quit, re
placed by guitarist Elliot Ingber. The band played club 
dates for two years, mixing romantic pop with social
protest tunes like "Who Are the Brain Police?'". In early 
1966, producer Tom Wilson signed them to MGM/Verve 
and recorded Freak Out! MGM, wary of the band's 
already outrageous reputation, forced Zappa to add "of 
Invention" to the Mothers. Though Zappa advertised the 
album in underground papers and comics and ·earned 
critical respect for the album's obvious musical and lyrical 
distinction , it ended up losing money. 

Ingber joined Fraternity of Man (for whom he wrote 
"Don't Bogart That Joint," which appeared on the Easy 
Rider soundtrack); he later joined Captain Beetbeart's 
Magic Band as Winged Eel Fingerling. The Mothers lineup 
expanded to include saxophonists Bunk Gardner and 
Motorhead Sherwood, keyboardist Don Preston and 
drummer Billy Mundi. Released in 1967, Absolutely Free 
further satirized "straight" America with arrogant tunes 
like "Brown Shoes Don ' t Make It" and "Plastic People." 
We 're Only in It for the Money, a parody of the Beatles' 
Sgt. Pepper, found Zappa relentlessly savaging the "hip 
underground." Zappa's montage production techniques
mingling tape edits, noise, recitative , free-form outbursts 
and Varese-like modern classical music with rock-were 
coming into their own. In 1967 Zappa and the Mothers also 
recorded Lumpy Gravy, with a fifty-piece orchestra, in
cluding many Mothers, and Cruisin ' with Ruben and the 
Jets, a straightforward homage to Fifties rock. 
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Derby (ii). Record label. It was established in New York in 
1949 by Larry Newton , and was devoted to race records . Derby 
is thought to have been one of the earliest independent labels 
used for the issue of 45 r.p.m. singles; this began late in 1949. 
At first the band led by the tenor saxophonist Freddie Mitchell 
was prominent in much of the label 's catalogue. By late 1951 
Eddie Wilcox had become music director, and by early 1953 
the repertory was mainly pop music; in October the following 
year the label was bankrupt. With Lee Magid, formerl y at Savoy, 
Newton founded a new label, Central , in October 1953. (V . 
Perlin: " Derby Records, " Whiskey, Women , and . .. , no.14 (1983), 
14) 

Desmond [Breitenfeld], Paul (Emil) (b San Francisco, 25 Nov 
1924; d New York , 30 May. 1977). Alto saxophonist. He studied 
clarinet at San Francisco State University and played in var
ious local groups before joining the Dave Brubeck Quartet in . 
1951 . Because his career was almost solely with this group 
until its dissolution in 1967 he shared its success without 
receiving the recognition that was his due. Desmond continued 
toplay occasionally withBrubeckin the 1970s, notablyin 1975 , 
when the two men recorded an album of duets . He also appeared 
at festivals and toured Europe, Australia , and Japan for George 
Wein. Later he worked in New York at the Half Note with his 
own group, which included Jim Hall (1974), and in Toronto as 
a soloist with a Canadian rhythm section (1974-5) . 

Desmond was one of the most capable representatives of the 
"cool" tendency in alto saxophone jazz, of which Lee Koni tz 
was the chief exponent , and which Lester Young, Benny Carter, 
and others had foreshadowed in the late 1930s. His tone had 
a luminous quality, consistent over the instrument 's whole 
range , that was particularly reminiscent of Carter, but his most 
notable gift as an improviser was his power of sustained mel
odic invention, which depended in part on an unusually imag
inative use of sequence . Desmond 's independent recordings, 
with the sidemen Gerry Mulligan (1962) and Hall (1959-65), 
for example , do him more justice than his numerous ones with 
Brubeck, for whom he composed the popular Take Five in 5/4 
time. 
See also BR UBECK, DAVE. 

SELECTED RECORDINGS 
Duos with D. Brubeck: Brubeck and Desmond: Duets (1975 , A&M Hor. 703) 
As leader: Desmond (1954 , Fan. 321 ); Paul Desmond and Friends (1959 , WB 

1356); Two of a Mind (I 962 , RCA LSP2624); Glad to be Unhappy (1963-4 , 
RCA LSP3407); Skylark (1973 . CTI 6039); The Paul Desmond Quartet Live 
(1975 , A&M Hor. 850) 

As sideman : D. Brubeck: Time Out (1959, Col. CL1397), incl . Take Five 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
M.McPartland: " Perils of Paul : a Portrait of Desperate Desmond ," DB,xxvii / 

19 (1 960), 15 ; repr. in All in Good Time (New York , and Oxford, England , 
1987) 

J. Goldberg: Ja::z Masters of the Fifties (New York and London, 1965/R 1980) 
M. Will iams : Jazz Masters in Transition , 1957-69 (New York and London , 

1970/ Rl980) [colln of previously pubd reviews]. 99 
L. Tomkins : " Giant Jazzman , Gentle Wit : Paul Desmond ," CJ , xii/12 (1974), 

14; xiii / I (1974) , 9 
.A. J. Smith : " A Quarter of a Century Young: the Dave Brubeck Quartet ," 

DB , xliii / 6 (1976) , 18 
N. Hentoff: " The Solitary Floating Jazzman," W , xxi (22 Aug 1977), 35 

MAX HARRISON/R 

De Souza, Raul [Joao Jose Pereira] (b Rio de Janeiro, 23 Aug 
1934). Brazilian trombonist and bandleader. After serving in 
the Brazilian air force he toured Europe and recorded with 
Sergio Mendes (1963-4), and in Brazil led a session that includ
ed Airto Moreira (1965) . While on a second visit to Europe in 
1965 he played in Paris with Kenny Clarke; he then returned 

to Brazil, where he performed and recorded with his own group, 
Impacto 8. He worked in Mexico City from 1970 to 1973, then 
settled in the USA, where he played with the Crusaders , record
ed with Milton Nascimento, and performed and recorded with 
Flora Purim (1974) , Azar Lawrence and Sonny Rollins (both 
1975), and Moreira (cl 976) . He also made several recordings 
during the 1970s as leader of his own bands; these include 
Colors (1974, Mlst. 9061). 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Feather-Gitler '70s 
L. Underwood : " Profile: Raul De Souza," DB , xlv / 2 (1978), 32 

Desvigne, Sidney (b New Orleans , 11 Sept 1893 , d Pacoima, 
CA, 2 Dec 1959). Trumpeter and bandleader. In the 1910s and 
early 1920s he played with the Silver Bell Band (led by the 
trombonist Leonard Bechet), the Excelsior Brass Band, and 
the Maple Leaf Orchestra . From about 1921 to 1925 he worked 
with Ed Allen and Fate Marable on the riverboat Capitol; l)e 
plays a stop-time solo on Marable 's recording of Frankie and 
Johnnie (1924, OK 40113). In the late 1920s he led the Southern 
Syncopaters on the SS Island Queen , and in the 1930s directed 
the Sidney Desvigne Orchestra aboard the SS Capitol; he also 
led a big band that played for dances in New Orleans . Desvigne 
was not a hot jazz player and his bands played almost entirely 
from arrangements . However, he allowed for the occasional 
hot solo, especialiy when performing for black audiences, by 
hiring such players as the trumpeter Eugene Ware, the clari
netist Theodore Purnell , Emanuel Sayles, and Louis Nelson. 
His riverboat career extended to the end of 1945 , when he 
moved to southern California and operated a nightclub. His 
name is often misspelled Desvignes. · 
Oral history material in LNT. 

BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Charters] 
Obituary , SL , x/3-4 (1960) , 18 
A. Rose and E. Souchon : Nev.1 Orleans Ja zz: a Famil.v Album (Baton Rouge , 

LA, 1967, rev. 2/1978 , rev . and enlarged 3/1984), 35 
F. Driggs and H. Lewine : Black Beauty, White Heat: a Pictorial History of 

Classic Jazz. 1920-1950 (New York, 1982), 22 

ALDEN ASHFORTH 

Deuchar, Jimmy [Jimmie, James] (b Dundee, Scotland , 26 June 
1930). Scottish trumpeter and flugelhorn player . While serving 
in the RAF he played at the Club Eleven in London . In 1950 
he joined the Johnny Dankworth Seven, then played with the 
bandleaders Geraldo and Oscar Rabin and with Ronnie Scott's 
sextet in Paris (1951 ); he also recorded with Jack Parnell (1952 , 
1953) and Scott (1952-4) . He worked with Tony Crombie (1955) 
and toured with Lionel Hampton (1956) and Scott (USA, 1957) 

. before moving to Germany, where he played as a soloist with 
Kurt Edelhagen 's band (1957-9) . A further period with Scott 
(1960-62) was followed by work with Tubby Hayes 's quintet , 
the Clarke-Boland Big Band (from 1963), and Edelhagen (from 
1964). During the 1960s and 1970s he was active mainly as an 
arranger, but in 1979 he recorded an excellent album as a 
leader. Influenced by Fats Navarro and Howard McGhee, Deu
char became recognized as one of the leading bop trumpeters 
of his generation in Great Britain. 

SELECTED RECORDINGS 
· As leader: Pub Crawling (1955 , Tempo 15); Pa!Jimmy (1958, Tempo TAP20); 

The Scots Connection (1979, Hep 2006) 
As sideman: J . Dankworth : Get Happy (1950 , Esquire 10103); R. Scott : 

Presenting the Ronnie Scott Sextet (1957 , Phi . 7153); K. Edelhagen : Kurt 
Ede/hagen Presents (1957 , Pol. 46052) ; Z. Sims : Zoot Sims at Ronnie Scott 's 
(1961 , Fon . 5176); T . Hayes : Late Spot at Scott 's(l962 , Fon . 5200); K. Clarke 
and F. Boland: Clarke-Boland Big Band(l 963 , At!. 1404); Sax No End(l967 , 
Saba 15138) · 
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A Bebop and Modern Jazz (the Early Styles) 207 

Contention. Side three: Trolley Song; It's a Raggy Waltz; My Favorite Things; Let's 
Get Away from It All; The Duke. Side four: Coracao Sensivel; Someday My Prince 
Will Come; Blue Rondo a la Turk. 

FoR MANY YEARS the Dave Brubeck Quartet symbolized jazz to the crew-cut, 
V-neck-sweatered generation on American college campuses. Stylistically the 
group was exploring a cool, West Coast terrain of short-lived fertility. Yet its 
success within that genre was stunning, drawing the spotlight toward other 
musicians of more long-range consequence to the music's development. 
Brubeck's sound, and perhaps his appeal to the college audience, was based 
on a blend of European "classical" harmony and counterpoint with jazz 
rhythmic feeling and improvisation. In some cases this meant the rather 
obvious introduction of fugal elements, as on "Two-Part Contention," a 
wordplay on Bach's two-part inventions; while at other times, the classical 
strain consisted of a more subtle interplay between Brubeck's throaty, per
cussive piano and Desmond's lyrical, airy alto sax, as on the first improvised 
chorus of "Let's Get Away from It All." Brubeck was not the first to con
ceive of a classical/jazz hybrid; Claude Thornhill and Stan Kenton had ex
perimented in the genre in their bands of the late 1940's. However, the 
quartet was the first small group to do so with phenomenal commercial 
.success, a status that was confirmed when Brubeck made the cover of Time 
magazine in November 1954. 

Dave Brubeck was born in 1920 in Concord, California. His mother and 
two brothers were musicians. (Later, his older brother Howard would com
pose "Dialogues for Jazz Combo and Symphony Orchestra," which the 
Brubeck quartet performed with the New York Philharmonic.) At four 
years old Brubeck began piano lessons with his mother, and by his early 
teens was playing with local Dixieland groups. In college he began more 
serious studies in composition (to be discussed ahead) and worked with 
talented local musicians like Cal Tjader, a drummer who later found his 
identity on vibes (with George Shearing in 19 5 3), and the alto saxophonist 
Paul Desmond, then a literature student at San Francisco State College . . 

Paul Desmond's light, clear tone became the quartet's trademark. It is 
derivative of Lester Young's sound on tenor sax and the alto work of Lennie 
Tristano's early 1950's disciple Lee Konitz. Konitz is a more artful player 
than Desmond, and his albums (General Discography) demonstrate a cool 
alto sax with a sound closer to the roots of jazz. At his best ("Let's Get 
Away from It All''), Desmond weaves a thread of relaxed, confident lyricism 
around the more hard-edged sounds of Brubeck and Joe Morello. 

The Brubeck quartet began recording for Berkeley's Fantasy Records in 
1949, remaining there until 1954, when their growing popularity brought 
them to the attention of Columbia. Brubeck's early success was due at least 
in part to a creative booking policy which reached an untapped college 
audience. Although colleges became quite sophisticated in their tastes during 
the mid .. 1970's, they had experienced little beyond the Dixieland revival and 
a few swing (dance) bands during the early 19 50's. The majority of Amer-
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Here are the two scenes I'd like you to read. I need to know if theytra 
clear, understandable, and plausible--i.e., is there any detail in either 
the fire tower work or the New Guinea invasion where yaµ. say n I don 1 t get 
what they're doing" or "I don't think it could have happened that way.11 

And as ever, feel free to object to any of my language that you think doesn't 
work; you know me, if I don't agree I'll happily ignore it. 

You' 11 be reading this without context, of which there is 3 · ,-.. a lot in 
the rest of the book, but here's a bit of background that may help: 

Lyle Rozier, a small-town Montanan who has made his living by bossing 
rural crews of manual labor--rockpickers, hay bands, grain harvesters--while 
trying to hit it rich with various schemes in his .fading little town, is in 
a final illness. Much of the plot of the book is how his son and two women 
characters try to deal with the lingering end of Lyle and a scheme he has 
cooked up which is a threat to the Bob Marshall Wilderness in the nearby 
mountains. In this pair of nashback scenes, you only meet the young Lyle 
and a buddy he meets in the CCC, Joe Ferragamo. As you'll see, they stay 
linked in life, ultimately going into World War II together. To give away 
a bit of the plot, these scenes are to show how Lyle, a bit of a corner-cutter, 
comes to resent Ferragamo•s quieter competency; 11 Hero Joe,n he eventually 
thinks of hjm as, with unconfessed resentment. 

Odd phra.ses or details you may come across: 

:-"Pal night" {or "buddy night") during the Depression was the stratagem 
of movie houses, and occasionally brothels, to let a patron bring 
in a friend with him, for free. 

--Phantom Woman is a mountain (made up by me) on the skyline of the 
Rockies; the Continental Divide runs along its fire-towered crest, hence the 
phrase in the first sentence of the first scene, "that Divide swnmer.u 

--The 4lst Infantry Division, the unit heavy with Montanans which Lyle 
and Joe end up in, were called "The Jungleers" for their 1943 fighting in 
Papua New Guinea; that's the meaning of Ferragamo's saying, nyou can have 
this ' jungleer• good stuff." 

--One other character is prominently mentioned in the New Guinea scene, 
Fritz Mannion; he too is a buddy of Iqle, a "dumb like a fox'' soldier. One 
of the ten percent who never get it:, John, but also one of those guys around 
whom things keep happening. 

--Fritz's bazooka: it surprised me that an infantry patrol would lug a 
weapon that size through rugged jungle, but according to the 41st Infantry's 
newsletter, they did. 

Finally, I thought you might like a looj at my final CCC calendar from 
Howard Forbes, bless his sunny old head. 

one more time, thanks, you two 
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They were eighteen and unkillable, that Divide summer of 1939. Inseparable, 

practically joined at their tanned ribcages, he and Ferragamo. Life at the Civilian 

Conservation Corps camp was aiming them a bit, teaching them this and that and keeping 

them from either going hungry or going criminal, but the pair of young men had plenty of 

velocity left over after each day's labor. Lyle was local and knew just how to take 

advantage of that in hitchhiking rides for them into Twin Sulphur Springs, anybody driving 

to town recognizing him half a mile off as the Rozier kid. Joe Ferragamo, plucked from 

Paterson, New Jersey, was grateful for such a guide, a friend who didn't call him Joisey. 

And what Lyle liked right off the bat about Ferragamo was how swift he was at catching 

onto things. In his very first fistfight, there out back of the CCC barracks on Soda Creek, 

Joe didn't go in for the roundhouse knockdown style but instead concentrated on staying 

on his feet, the way the western boys fought. Lyle could tell he'd been watching, soaking 

up. In no time the burly local kid and the weedy but improving East Coast youngster were 

a regular pair at "pal night" at the Saturday movie in Twin Sulphur Springs, getting in two-

for-the-price-of-one. 

Joe Ferragamo thought Montana was the luckiest thing that had ever happened to 

him, which it was. From his first footstep off the train, the mountains took him over. 

There on the depot platform at Browning clogged with similar young guys from the East 
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staring west at the halfway-up-the-sky wall of the Rockies with apprehension or in some 

cases outright fear, what Joe felt was excitement. The highest thing in Paterson had been 

the waterfalls that powered the silk mills, when there used to be silk mills. 

Then when his company of boys and men--they were some of both--was being 

trucked south to the CCC camp and the highway climbed back up past the layers of cliffs at 

the valley of the Two Medicine River, he could see that there were more and more 

mountains ahead, blue-gray and constant, all the way to the farthest distance where they'd 

been told this place called Soda Creek and their camp lay. Out here was the real it, Joe 

decided. 

He and Lyle fell into the Phantom Woman job. Joe happened to be pickaxing a 

stubborn stony cutbank right at the new trailhead when the forest ranger came riding up the 

main trail with what looked to Joe like all the horses in the world strung out behind him, 

and asked if he knew where the crew boss might be. 

"Yeah. Yeah, mister, you bet, I'll get him!" 

Charging off up the slope to fetch him and then tagging at the crew boss's heels on 

the way back down, Joe was there all ears when the ranger asked whether he could borrow 

a couple of the crew for a week or ten days, there had been a foulup at headquarters and he 

was short a couple of good workers to finish building a firetower on the summit of 

Phantom Woman. 
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"Tell you what, I'm about to call lunch," came the reply. "Sit and have some with 

us and I'll go over my roster, see if I can find you a pair of working fools." 

"? 
The instant of lunch call, Joe raced up the trail again, this time to Lyle. "Hawsback / 

and everything, we'd get to be!" 

He was surprised that Lyle showed hesitation about volunteering. It meant no 

town, no pal nights at the movies, for a week or maybe two, but wasn't it worth it to be on 

top of a mountain--of the Continental Divide--and leaving something built with your own 

hands? 

"What the hey, why not," Lyle said finally, and away they went to offer 

themselves. Initiative counted with the crew boss, and for that matter, the young ranger, 

Paul Eliason. 

By the time the rest of the jealous catcalling CCCers were putting away their lunch 

utensils, Joe and Lyle were riding up Phantom Woman Mountain like tickled cowboys. 

When they eventually came up over the brow of the peak, there in front of them on 

the summit loomed the fire tower like a daddy-long-legs standing at attention. Joe took one 

look at its cabin in the sky and started yearning to be a forest fire spotter. 

Ranger Eliason proved to be a fussbudget of the first order. From the minute they 

arrived on top of the mountain, he made it clear to them there was the right way, the wrong 

way, and the Forest Service way. They barely were off their horses before the ranger was 
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making the pair of them go up the fire tower and install the lightning rod. When the 

ranger's back was turned, Lyle gazed elaborately around at the utterly clear blue sky and 

winked at Joe. 

The real work started as soon as they clattered down the stairsteps from the tower 

to the mountaintop again. The ranger led them over to the nearest of the rock formations 

surrounding the legs of the tower. Eyebolts, he explained, had to be anchored into the 

stone formations and tension cables strung to the tower to prevent sway in the high winds 

up here. "Now then, laddy bucks," the young ranger piped. "Have you ever drilled rock 

before? No? Here's the procedure." 

They slugged away with a sledgehammer, taking turns holding the drill-bit and 

turning it a quarter of a revolution for each hammer stroke. The spang of the sledge 

striking resounded off the neighboring mountains, a godhammer of creation ringing in 

Joe's ears, an uninvited din of hard labor in Lyle's. 

The boys survived the eyebolting and cabling and most of a week's worth of other 

unheard-of tasks before Eliason · started fretting over the stairs. 

"Good golly, these will rot out in no time," he complained about the stairwork 

done by the framing crew that had put up the basics of the tower. The hefty floorboards on 

all three landings had been set flush against one another, instead of being spaced half an 
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inch apart--the young ranger had checked the manual, twice--so that moisture would drain 

through, nor had the edges of the steps been beveled to encourage runoff. 

"This just won't do," Eliason decreed and put Joe to trimming down the stair 

edges with a drawknife and plane, and Lyle, with his heft, at ripping out the stair landings 

with a pinchbar and a hell of a lot of grunted pulling of ten-penny nails with a hammer. 

There was quite a kick to this work, a kind of steeplejack thrill as they progressed 

up and up the zigzag stairwell, ever farther into the air above the top deck of the continent. 

They seemed to be the only lucky ones permitted into the crows-nest while the ship of earth 

sailed tremorlessly through the blue weather. They had reached the third and highest 

landing, Lyle having just finished tearing out the floorboards and ready to nail in the new 

set and Joe tenderly shaving just enough off a stair-edge a few steps below him, when the 

Forest Service bigwig swept through. 

All the more surprise came from him showing up on foot, backpacking, rather than 

regally on horseback. Eliason, just then coming up the stairwell to mother-hen over Lyle 

as he spaced those floorboards, gawked in surprise, knit his brow, and clambered down in 

record time. The boys could overhear the visitor claiming that he wasn't really inspecting 

anything but scenery, but from the hesitant way Eliason shook hands with him he was 

obviously somebody important. They truly knew Eliason was rattled when,@ though it 

wasn' £v~close to high noon, he called Joe and Lyle down for lunch. Hammer dropped 
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and drawknife set aside, they descended to where Eliason was nervously rubbing his hands 

on his ranger pants and the first person from Washington, D.C., they had ever met was 

waiting with handshakes for them, too. 

The headquarters guy made conversation like a house afire, asking them this, that, 

and the other about themselves and the CCC while he practically inhaled lunch. Obviously 

he was in a hurry and and didn't seem to be giving the firetower any particular going-over, 

but all through lunch, Eliason looked as if his diaper was being checked. 

His sandwiches ingested, the visitor finally glanced at the tower as if just now 

noticing it. "Really ought to see all the view there is," the man said genially. "May I?'' 

Eliason jumped to his feet and escorted Mr. Important over to the tower. Watching 

them go, Lyle wondered in a sarcastic whisper to Joe how a guy landed a job like that, 

drawing pay for loping around on the mountains. Joe had been turning that over and over 

in his head too, not able to take his eyes off the Forest Service official as he daydreamed of 

maybe being in charge of mountains himself, someday. With little secret smiles back and 

forth the boys kept track of the rigamarole at the bottom of the stairs, where Eliason half 

bowed and half stepped out of the way to let the headquarters guest go first. 

While Lyle's attention shifted to the important matter of popping a blister on his 

hammering hand with the point of his jackknife blade, Joe couldn't get enough of the 
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ceremonial visit and sat watching the two men ascend the tower. They had climbed the 

majority of the stairs, the bigwig talking over his shoulder to Eliason, when it hit Joe. 

"Hey, mister, don 'ti Those boards aren't nailed!" 

The headquarters man froze, a step short of the top stair landing and the teetery 

floorboards Lyle had not secured with nails before he and Joe scampered down for lunch. 

Eliason was so close behind he nearly bumped into the other man's rump, but in a flash he 

reached around and gave a testing push to the board where the visitor's foot would have 

put weight. It tipped forward off the center beam of the landing like the trapdoor of a 

scaffold, then sailed off into air, plummeting to the ground thirty feet below with a cP ~J)f' 
clattering hit. 

Wordlessly Eliason reached down to Lyle's nail can and hammer and spiked each 

remaining board down. Joe sneaked a look at the belated expression on Lyle, stunned and 

guilty. To the amazement of both boys, the headquarters man gave them a chiding grin and 

made the schoolyard sign for shame, shame, one index finger whittling the other. 

The instant the visitor vanished down the Divide trail, Eliason laid into the two of 

them. Joe figured he had good reason to; Lyle's little lapse had come close to dropping the 

ranger's boss three stories on his head onto the rocky brow of Phantom Woman Mountain. 

"Don't ever walk away from your work without securing it," the ranger told them, then 
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found ways to repeat it. It helped none that all three of them knew the lecture was aimed at 

Lyle. 

Eliason sent the boys back to the stairwork, then grimly disappeared into his tent to 

write up the visit from headquarters. Through the first hour of the afternoon Lyle steamed, 

then boiled over. 

"I can't go this guy. Next thing, he'll be telling us how to blow our noses." 

Joe checked him in alarm. He had been half-expecting this, while hoping against it. 

"Say, Lyle, he is the top dog." Ferragamo, who had been bossed every which 

way by life itself in the slums of Paterson, found it a relief to be overseen by mere Paul 

Eliason. Besides, there was this chance~of-a-lifetime mountain. 

"I don't care if he's the pasteurized Jesus," Lyle declared, "I've had enough of 

him." 

Down went his hammer with a thud of finality. "Come on, let's tell him we want our 

walking papers." 

"I'm sticking." 

"What, and keep taking it from Polly the Parrot?" 

"Lyle, I--it's different for me. You're acquainted down in town, know your way 

around and everything. Me, if I mess up out here .. .it's a long way back to Paterson, and 
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there's plain nothing waiting when I get there." Ferragamo looked at his friend in appeal. 

'Tm going to tryq ough it out at this." 

"Up to you. I'm heading down that trail." 

Ferragamo's heart sank with each sound of Lyle's shoe-leather going down and 

down the tower steps. He called out: 

"Say, Lyle?" 

At the bottom of the stairs, Lyle turned and looked up at him. 

"Catch up with you, first Saturday night when I'm down from this?" Joe tried out. 

"Go to the show together?" 

Lyle gazed at him a long moment, then gave him a smile. "Sure. Sounds good. 

See you on pal night." 

That held. The two young men gravitated back together on those Saturday nights, 

even after Lyle quit the CCC and latched on at a haying job on the ranch next door to the 

Soda Creek camp, and after Ferragamo came out of his mountain summer honorably 

blooded, struck by a falling snag during the big Flume Gulch forest fire. Across the next 

couple of years of jobs as young muscle in the Twin Sulphur Springs country they stayed 

in touch, and when the war came in '41 went in together and, still together, were destined 

to a place which would do its best to kill them, the other side of the world from the 

mountain called Phantom Woman. 



. .. 

As we say in literature, 

Four years have passed. 

"= 
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New Guinea was a sonofagun of a place to go to war unless you had a taste for 

vines, mosquitoes, snakes, sopping horse-blanket heat, tropical diseases severe enough to 

make your bones rattle, and the likelihood of Japanese snipers up every mangrove. Not 

even to mention being ushered in to the Guinea shore the way they were, aboard a disabled 

landing craft laying there on the bay like an engraved invitation to the Japanese air force for 

target practice. Some idiot on his last cigarette had crumpled the empty pack and tossed it 

over the side instead of onto the floor of the landing craft and the wad of foil went into the 

sump pump like silk drawers up a vacuum cleaner. Sergeant Lyle Rozier's natural 

tendency was to suspect Fritz Mannion, but he lacked total evidence and besides there was 

the more pressing matter of the water leaking in fast around the landing-ramp without the 

sump pump to draw it back out. Half a mile short of the beach, the coxswain had to dead-

stop the already half-swamped vessel or risk driving it under the waves. And so there Lyle 

and Company C of the 4lst Infantry were, invasion-force soldiers bailing like madmen with 

their helmets. 

Lyle still was proud of getting the men at the bailing without anybody panicking. 

In those little details that stick up in memory, he even now could see Ferragamo carefully 

rack his Browning automatic rifle in the side struts of the landing craft to keep it high and 

dry, and Mannion taking the same care with his bazooka, before starting to shovel 
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saltwater. Most of the other guys were from the Montana National Guard and like Joe and 

Fritz they knew how to work. Meanwhile Lieutenant Candless seemed to think he could 

repair the situation by belaboring the Seabees who were trying to get the sump pump up 

and running again. The lieutenant was militarily doomed anyway on account of his name's 

resemblance to candy-ass, but Company C's wariness toward ninety-day wonders such as 

him ran deeper than nomenclature. The last good officer that the enlisted men knew of was 

Hannibal, who called in the elephants to give the goddamned enemy something to think 

about. Right there in that gap of trust, Lyle figured, was where he had to operate. Even all 

these years after, he could bring back the sensation of acting as sergeant, like watching 

himself in a mirror shop. Part of him would show up, giving the blessed order to drop 

packs and take a smoke or jokingly commanding listen up, you modified civilians; then a 

little farther off as his mind reflected to the next step regarding the unit of men assigned to 

him; then close up to himself as he savored what he had attained with this set of stripes. He 

had sensed something of this sort back when he was in the CCC camp, that he could put up 

with things better if he had a hand in running them. It didn't need to be everything, he 

didn't have to be total MacArthur. But in on the plan, some orders to give, a piece of 

authority: this he liked very much. And was managing to live up to, here in their welcome 

party to New Guinea, at least enough to keep them all from drowning yet. 



254 

Finally the lieutenant quit profanely wasting breath when one of the Seabees yelled 

back up to him that they were ready to give the pump a try. 

"Sergeant, have the men put their packs and helmets on again." 

Dealing with this shavetail lieutenant was a matter of buying time. "Right away, 

sir, but just to be on the safe side, how about we give it another couple minutes of--" 

They all heard the plane at the same time. 

It was the lead Zero of three, and while the other fighter planes were farther back 

and a mile or more into the sky, this one was coming in at about a hundred feet. Coming 

with an odd laziness, as if the J ap pilot had all the time in the world to look them over 

before starting to strafe the landing craft. 

There was a mad scramble for , weapons, Fritz ridiculously trying to get his 

bazooka set up, Joe quickest with his BAR but the plane roaring in on top of them even by 

the time his finger was ready on the trigger. 

"Ferragamo !" the lieutenant screamed as the Zero buzzed over them without 

strafing. "Get that BAR working!" 

"Sorry, sir," Joe said, keeping watch on the two as-yet uninterested planes. "I'm 

loaded with tracers. The other Zekes will see me firing, think I'm real ack-ack worth 

knocking out." 

? 

7 
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The Zero departed low over the water, wigwagging his wings as if to say You look 

like you have enough trouble, Yanks. 

If it had ended there, that would have been the story brought home to the VFW 

Club--Lyle, drylander boatman, keeping them afloat while Joe, coolest head in the 

cauldron of the bay, kept them from being blown out of the water. But then came the 

patrol. 

By then they were turning into jungleers, baptized combatants in the steamy and 

treacherous fighting as the 41 st laboriously thrashed inland from the beachhead. Some 

more baptized than others. The night before the patrol, dog-tired from their first week in 

the forward area but on another level pleased enough with himself, Lyle filed along ahead 

of Joe in the first real chow line they had seen since hitting the beach. Mess kits in their 

right hand for the more or less hot food and helmets held out in the other for the next 

week's worth of C-rations to be dropped into, Lyle joked something to Joe about the two 

of them standing in a line that paid off twice as good as the CCC one for beans. It didn't 
--? 

take. Ferragamo had filled out handsomely in his years in the West, dark and keen and 
I 

primed to be a credit to society, but the military with its ruthless pecking order reminded 

him of being back into the slum again. He hunched up and soldiered and never said a word 

of complaint about lugging the twenty-two pound automatic rifle and another twenty 
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pounds in ammunition clips, but that didn't mean he liked any of Army rigamarole, as Lyle 

a little too obviously did. 

"You can have this 'jungleer' good stuff," Ferragamo replied. Then added, giving it 

full Jersey accent: "Sawjint Rozier." He smiled at Lyle but only barely. "All's I want is to 

get my butt out of this war in one piece." 

"Get with the program, Joe, your precious butt's already got a crack in it." 

At the time Lyle just thought being shot at most days of the week was on 

Ferragamo's nerves. He felt he couldn't do much about that, couldn't play favorites now 

that he was sergeant. It would all pan out okay if he could keep dealing with Lieutenant 

Schwartz. (Candless was already a distant memory, picked off by a sniper the second day 

of the assault.) Lyle was fond of the men in the unit, he somehow believed he would be 

able to keep on keeping them from harm. 

New Guinea was not the most cooperative country for that. The island's terrain 

was the damnedest tangle any of them had ever seen, mangrove swamps one instant and 

hellish shelves of tropical forest the next, and ultimately beyond, some of the worst 

mountains in the world, the Owen Stanley Range. When their patrol set out that next 

morning to probe a spine of ridge along the Division's left flank, they first had to clamber 

on top of mangrove roots, one slippery muscle of wood to the next, to keep from going 

into mud up to their nuts. It took a couple hours of that to creep through a few hundred 
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yards of swamp, but they came out of it not too badly situated, Lyle thought, hidden at the 

bottom of the slope. Somewhere not far above them on the ridge a Japanese heavy 

machine gun was firing bursts the other direction toward the Americans' main advance. 

Afterward, Lyle had to grant that Fritz Mannion did make a war contribution that 

day besides falling down. The patrol crept up on the machine gun situation, the Japanese 

dumb and happy there with their protection of a cliff behind them and the swamp below. 

With hand signals, Lyle sent Fritz and his bazooka to the brow of the ridge and a 

little behind the unsuspecting enemy, Ferragamo and couple of others to lay covering fire if 

needed. About any of the fine points of military life, Fritz could be stupider than snot. But 

let him get his mind set on something and a coyote cleverness took over. He had grasped 

that the bazooka was a chore that spared a person from, say, being point man of the patrol, 

and he had clamped hard to the bazooka job and today was about to earn it. As if deer-

hunting with a blunderbuss, Fritz sighted in on the machine gun position and killed the gun 

crew with that first big shell. 

That seemed a sufficient morning's work, particularly since the cliff closed off any 

reason to scout farther inland. With the men gathered around him at the former machine 

gun nest, Lyle looked at the jungle trail the enemy had been firing down. 

"Careful on the road home," he said. "Let's fall back." 
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The sergeant part of Lyle was feeling good. They'd blown up some Japs, the 

patrol was all in one piece, and they had this trail back to their lines instead of kangarooing 

among the mangroves. All the time after, running it through his mind again and again, 

shaping it for telling in the VFW Club, even now when memory was fed fresh by the 

pictures from the Web, ~e could not identify when and how he let his guard down. 

As these things do, it happened too fast. Fritz tripped on a root and sprawled, the 

bazooka under him. Lyle remembered hoping the bazooka wasn't bent. He took a couple 

of quick steps to reach Fritz and help him up with as little commotion as possible. 

Fritz was still down on all fours swearing under his breath when something rustled 

in the foliage. Without thinking, Lyle popped his head over a bush for a look. For a 

confused moment he thought the figure squatting there in the shadows, automatic rifle 

across its lap, was Ferragamo taking a crap. Until he recognized the curved cartridge clip 

up top, Japanese-make, instead of a BAR' s clip under the gun. His own rifle not at the 

ready, he knew in that paralyzed instant he was dead, the whole patrol was dead, led 

blindly by him into the fusillade about to come as the enemy gunner began the scythe swing 

of that gun barrel. 

Simultaneously a deafening stutter of shots dislodged that from Lyle's mind, it was 

Ferragamo firing, six BAR bullets a second cutting a strip across the Japanese soldier's 

shoulders and the base of his throat. 
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Lyle felt blood on his face and hands, couldn't believe this either. The Jap hadn't 

had a chance to fire. Then he realized Ferragamo's spray of bullets had blown the Jap's 

blood all over him. 
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Dear Marcella and Da-ve--

Most excellent wor by both of you , on the chunk of novel I sent you. 
Thanks one more time tor the aid and comfort-and for not gulping any 
harder than you did at having to look over stuff you ~ is just made up. 
I sti 11 field phone calls all the ti e from readers who want to know where 
in Montana is English Creek, and so now I• really asking for it in this 
book with its conjured Twin Sulphur Springs, the actual \\ihite Sulphur, and 
a few stray mentions of \ arm Sp.rings and maybe Cbi co ••• 

Your details on fa.ding small towns, _ arcella, a.re really a dandy tonic 
for what I'm trying to do with my cM-you-go-home-agn.in Baby Boomer pulling 
into his hometo n. I ' m going to wait until I do a full revision of the ms 
before I decide which t»f your plun1s to use, but th1tt hopelessly hopeful 
senior center with the tacked-on wheelchair r p is fetchingly haunting. 
And your household' ixed emotions on going "home" again--McPherson yes, 
Appleton hmm--1 hadn' t counted on, but it's of course exactly the kind 
of di Yided f .eel ings y characters ( e.nd as you no doubt kno•, me) have 
about that sort of thing. 

Dave, I am going t.o forbear on comment about your felt need for a 
chee ehea.d nd the Packer • Super Dowl perforillance, but I wi 11 ask you 
to steer me away from the Laurel Locomotives (Clase A? Laurel? Billings
the-Denver-of-the-North has a lot to answer for) by furnishing ome other 
team nickname , as you astutely o fer ed. How about-a 

Chinook 
Sunburat (weren't they the OU•r ?)(or wa that Oilmont?) 
Ab arokee 
Red Lo<lge 
Forsyth 
Ronan 
St. Ignatius 

There. If I can' t get a sufficiently piquant opponent for the Twin 
Sulphur Springs Salamanders out of that, l ' 11 make up another ,goddaJDn town. 

L stly, a question I know both of you ha.ye had recent expertise ina the 
age at Ybich a Montana kid can get a driver ' s lie en e. Sixteen, or ••• ? 

As to ouraeh·es here, we are quite fine. Carol h happy with her retire
ment regin1en, tutoring in her college ' s wri ti.ng lab some mornings, and taking 

music appreciBtion course, and availing herself of the exercise expertise 
of a woman who "personally trains" any of the faculty who want to nee the 
exercise-room machinea etc . A eanwhile 11 m on the final third of my novel
tbe ch ractera are on a elimactie backpack into the Bob now. t thi mo1t1ent, 
Ye' re at the Camano Isl and cabin borrowed from Linda Bi erds, sneaking in a 
long weekend of birdwatching and hiking. And we imagine you, arcella, in 
downtown Ul or some such with your FWP badge on, dministering the buffalo 
jump signage-yes1 a.bout t .ime, those warden guys got some linguistic fluency; 
while you, Dn:ve, are rubbing your hands at the prospect of the high cbool 
basketball tournamon:t. and then the journey to the holy land where LPtrry Dird 
trod and for that matter tread • ~njoy, both of you. 

nolo contendere, 



Wednesday evening 
February 4, 1998 

Dear Ivan and Carol: 

It was great to hear from you , both by phone and in letter. And that you invite our thoughts on 
your text, Ivan, is a gift for us and a risk for you that you may want to keep reconsider!! It is, of 
course, always so much easier to kibbutz on someone else's work than one's own. 

And I could be working on my own stuff tonight. I applied for this Fish and Fur job in late 
November. I'd ignored the first announcement of it--which came just before the History 
Conference. But the head of the Parks Division, in the Department of Fish , Wildlife, and Parks 
came and chatted and encouraged me to apply in their second wave of advertising. And I did . 
The title is Visitor Services Bureau Chief----a far more imposing label than I feel. It's a 
reconstituted position designed to improve the public image, public messages, interpretation, 
brochures, school programs for all state parks and to improve the care of surviving historic and 
archaeological resources in parks. I've been there now just over 3 weeks, love the challenge, 
love learning a new agency culture, but come home every night in a state of utter exhaustion and 
tension. My head seems to thrive on the change; my body appears to be protesting. 

At the moment, at work, we are wrestling with interpretive text for a new Ulm Pishkun visitor 
center that is unbelievably horrid . So, I could be ~ working on our critique. 

Instead, fading small towns! As Dave said , you know this arena of creating images so much 
more than I do, that I will just babble and let you see if anything rings true. Here's what I think of 
when I think of small fading Montana towns: 
- scattered buildings, gaps where buildings once were and aren't, spacing and uses that don't 
feel logical or right ; 
- 1920s and 1950s buildings modernized sometime in the last 20 years with the cheapest of new 
materials--T111 siding , rough sawn lumber to look old-timey but usually buckling and faded , 
phoney false fronts--borne of some half-baked Chamber campaign that never had any money; 
- or gas stations become beauty parlors; 
- the cinder block, contract built post offices pulled to the edges of downtowns--no grace, no civic 
presence; 
- bars with the big orange Miller banners saying "Hunters Welcome" that don't get taken down 
from season to season; 
- as in White Sulphur, the Town Pump--gas, groceries, casino, videos--becoming the true 
commercial center and gathering place--put where something far prettier and far better aligned to 
the Main Street once stood; 
- an ever present grim, falsely cheerful senior center--an old building with a ramp awkwardly 
patched on ; 
- or another historic building , again usually badly modified, serving as a community or a county 
historical society; \)~"\\O~ o~ O\.\) f~\\..'t-
- little schools or courthouses with once elegant windows bricked in to tiny openings from the 
energy conscious 70s; 
- debris--cars, trash in towns with no town services, those blank spaces where buildings once 
stood gone to tall grass. 

And , I'm a little uncertain about the medical supply place--and what size town one would be in . 
Maybe only because of my work in historic preservation , I am always overcome--whether in 
Montana or in Kansas--with sadness that communities have given away or neglected the very 



buildings, spaces, and images that would give them grace and place--in the vein hope of staying 
"young"--and looking like every place else. I like the highway description very very much! 

And on the topic of going home again, I think I' ll leave that to Dave. As I've mused on it here at 
the computer, I think I'm too caught up still in the impact of my mother's last year and death. 
McPherson, Kansas,--like the objects in Mother's house--became precious again to me with her 
passing. However changed , I need to see McPherson every so often. 

Carol , I'd love to hear more about how days feel and look to you now when you get up. I have not 
ever figured out who I was much outside work--so I'm endlessly curious about what that is like! I 
also surely like the sound of the hall party for you and the huge bouquet. 

For both of you--recovering from knee surgery or from teaching--take the best of care. And do, 
Ivan, feel very free just to shake your head and cluck and say: hmmm--that's why I'm writing!!! 

-



--NOTES ON MITCH'S HIGH-SCHOOL FOOTBALL CAREER: 

Dear Ivan: 

I don't know anything about this type of reviewing-works-in
progress stuff. What's more, I don't know anything about 
fiction: e.g., what the rules are in relation to reality. 
Obviously that's why I stick with historical stuff (and then try 
to improve the quoted dialog to make those characters literate, 
even flowery and perceptive). 

Anyway, in terms of reality, you have a couple of problems 
with Mitch's TSS team whipping the Laurel Locomotives (yes, they 
are still the Locomotives; a fine name--but not as good as the 
Belfry Bats) for the 1963 Class B championship. 

--First, Laurel was a Class A team in 1963, so it never 
would have played TSS, even in the regular season (see 
page 41 of the handbook copy) . 

--Second, Class B schools did not engage in a state-playoff 
tournament in 1963--or, for that matter, in any year 
between 1932 and 1963. (I don't know why this was, 
since the Montana High School Association could manage 
a state-championship playoff for Class AA. I suspect 
that it had something to do with travel expenses, but 
that's just a guess.) 
--Rather, the MHSA recognized 5 division champions, 
based on their regular-season records (that is why 
there were co-champions in the Northern Division in 
1963: Choteau and Malta ended the season with 

identical 6-1 records) . See pages 37-38 for the rules 
specific to Class B; see page 45 for a list of Class B 
division champs. 

--Depending on what kind of changes you wish to make--if 
any--you could use the Class B lineups on page 41 to 
put TSS in a division and to select a worthy opponent. 
I can get the nicknames of the teams involved, if you 
wish, without much trouble. Just let me know what 
possibilities look good. 

Again, Ivan, I don't know what the rules are here about creative 
license, so feel free to label me a "Picky Porky" and do whatever 
feels right. 



Concerning the second portion of your inquiry--"can you go home 
again, and if you do ....... " 

--my overwhelming sense always, in returning to places of 
childhood and even young adulthood (say, to about 25 years), is 
one of constricted space. The layout of buildings and streets 
and landscapes that then seemed so spaciously appropriate now 
seem terribly telescoped, concentrated--almost to the point of 
suffocation and claustrophobia. Part of that sense comes, I 
know, from the fact that as a youngster, I was usually afoot (or 
at best on a bike)--moving at a slower pace. As a returnee-adult 
I seem always to be in a vehicle, moving much more quickly. 

About 10 years ago I edited a reminiscence for a since
deceased attorney in Kalispell about his childhood growing up in 
Laredo, Missouri (ca. 1910-1928). Since it was a self-publishing 
job, he could call the shots on the title, and he chose How Did 
It Get So Small? His experience of returning to this childhood 
environment more than 50 years later became one of space/ 
distance/time perceptions---or better, misperceptions. Not a 
pretty experience for him. 

I'm sure that you already have spent much more time thinking 
about this situation than I ever will. I tend to avoid those 
"let's go back to our roots in ...... " trips, particularly because 
I do not want to be disappointed by the reality of the remembered 
place. That's what I'm fighting in regard to this trip to 
Indiana in May--because it occurred to me that if I do not swing 
up through Appleton, Wisconsin, on my way home, that I never will 
have the occasion to go back there again. 

So now I'm faced with the decision about whether I want to 
see it again at all--and I'm not at all sure that I do. On the 
other hand, I could pick up some chunks of great Swiss at the 
Kaukauna Klub cheese factory and some legitimate bratwurst in 
Sheboygan on my way through--and maybe even another cheesehead, 
for when the Packers do not blow the next Super Bowl!! 

Take care. Let me know if you want me to pursue team 
nicknames for Mitch's TSS opponent. 

February 2, 1998 



'- ,,,.. 
/(\~ 

4 Oct. '96 

Dear Bill-- ,.. 
I'm glad you and Clarice had a chance to visit with Carol there in the DAC 

gathering while I scribbled in books. Wasn't that a memorable sound system? I accused 
Patty Limerick of having jinxed it by telling me her horror story of having made a speech 
there amid electronic yowling but then making the DAC fix the system so it would be 
"perfect" for me. Some fixing. We went on up to Boulder the6next day where I spoke to 
a class and that did go perfectly, sound wise. So, batting .500 on the speaking trail, I 
guess. 

The trail I'm on next seems to have rockpiles along it, of all damn things. I'm 
underway on a contemporary novel about the West, with some coastal Baby Boomer 
characters getting called back to Montana to deal with an aging and ailing parent. The male 
of this couple, I want to give some background as a teenager who picked rocks for farmers; 
I'm going to set this novel in imaginary country a lot like the gravel-and-stone hills in there 
between Choteau and Dupuyer, so this guy will have been around real rocks. I'm pretty 
sure you did more rockpicking than I did as a kid, so with that in mind and that time you 
and I (and I think Tom Chadwick? and any others?) were hired for a weekend up by the 
Sweetgrass Hills, I'd welcome any details or other memories you have, along these lines: 

--What time of year was rockpicking? I'm guessing spring, after winter freezes 
would've heaved up a new crop of rocks, but can you remember doing any rockpicking in 
the summer, say during summer-fallowing? 

--Check my memory for me on this, please: I remember our Sweetgrass Hills 
experience as having been on freshly-plowed sod. That is, virgin soil the Crawfords (you 
think it would have been them?) had just cut up; I think I recall those fresh furrows, which 
were hard to walk on, right? 

--And didn't a couple of us--alas, I think it was you and me--really get our butts 
chewed for lateraling rocks to each other football-style? My memory is we thought we'd 
figured out a quick way to get rocks to the stone boat (or onto the truck?) instead of 
packing each one over there, and were shocked at being told to cut it out or get fired. 
Remember any of that? 

--The job of rockpicking: I suppose we must have worn leather gloves, but 
wouldn't we have worn them out in a hurry? Can't remember what our wages were, 
except I think they sounded pretty good to me at the time; any guesses? And it seems to me 
that with three or four of us spaced in back of the truck or stoneboat, the outside picker 
would've had the hardest work, having to roam out for rocks instead of just following 
along and picking up the ones in front of him? I seem to remember us swapping off on 
that, and a lot of hollering of "Got it" or "I'll take it" or some such as we'd help each other 
out? 

None of this is life-or-death research, Bill, but it wouldn't hurt to have my memory 
refreshed, I always find. Feel free to pick up the phone and call me collect to gab about 
this if you'd like; I don't want to make it a project for you. 1' A~ _. (a,. o ') ~Yi-' ( Sa-

Carol is just about due home from the end of her first week of fall quarter--teaching 
mass media, which she thrives on in an election year, and her once-a-year course in 
Literature of the American West, which she claims to have caught from me--so I'm going 
to see if I can get this out of the computer and into the mail for you. I think there's finally a 



reasonable shot, in '97, at the Tidymans and Doi gs actually all sitting down together and 
visiting--that's on the premise that we may make it to Colorado on our own schedule rather 
than speech sponsors' and/or that you may make it to Montana around the time of the high 
school reunion. Let's see, anyway. Pleased to see you the other night in Denver. Your 
town is doing well by me; there was the speaking fee, and I just saw a sales rep's report 
that the Tattered Cover has sold 279 copies of Bucking the Sun so far. And again, thanks 
for anything you can tell me about our blessedly brief career as rockpickers. 

Best to Clarice, too 



15 Dec. '97 

Dear Bill & Clarice--

"Two boys on each side of the blue truck, ranging out to pick up rocks from the 
size of softballs on up. They began brighthanded, wearing cheap white cotton workgloves 
which by the end of the first day would be irredeemably soiled and by noon of the second 
day would be worn out. Every farmer whose field they worked pointed out that leather 
gloves might cost more but would last longer, and every boy resented laying out his own 
money and went on buying the cheap ones." 

So, Bill, does that sound vaguely like rockpicking, back in the historical times of 
the Sixties? Work on this book and various other things constrained us from getting to 
Montana in time for the several-classes reunion, damn it, but when Carol and I finally 
made the trip in September we went up to the Sweetgrass Hills because, as you know, I'd 
remembered rocks galore in that field we picked in. Ho, said the county agent in Chester 
whom we'd linked up with, have I got a field for you--and took us, these 40 years later, to 
another field, just as newly and foolishly plowed up from grassland, where the rocks lay 
strewn like glacier leavings, from softball size to about as big as suitcases. Why rocks 
should be a literary inspiration to me for this book I have no idea, but I've written a section 
of this novel about my high-school character fleeing his home circumstances for a summer 
and picking rock, solo, Gust him and the stoneboat and the elderly John Deere tractor) for 
an uncle in the Sweetgrass Hills. 

Other news on the book, more along the lines of Clarice's background: the 
character is from a town I've put between Choteau and Augusta, a loser of a place, so 
that's been interesting to create--one more West Nowhere, my character calls it, but has to 
go back to deal with an aging ailing ornery parent. Ultimately the plot leads into a big 
backpack trip into the Bob Marshall Wilderness. 

So, it's enough to keep me busy. I've been so holed up in the writing that I don't 
have much else to report, but we are about to snowbird south of you to Tucson for the 
week leading into Christmas. The Doigs are habitual as hell in Tucson--stay in the same 
post-WWII (barely) motel that has mockingbirds performing in the palm trees, go hiking in 
the foothills of the Catalina Mtns at the same time every morning, eat at the same favorite 
places plus one new one that Carol manages to scope out every time. We'll hoist a Dos 
Equis in your direction Xmas Eve, how about. Come '98, do let us know if you're going 
to be in the vicinity of either Choetau or Seattle. 

all best wishes, 



PICKING ROCK by Billy Tidyman 

The best thing about picking rock were the wages: $1.00 an hour. For some unknown 
reason I had become the guy that various farmers contacted to arrange a crew. The crew usually 
consisted of four teenagers, two on each side of the truck, with the farmer driving the dump truck 
across the summerfallow in compound gear, which allowed for a plodding pace. The same truck 
was used in harvest, with the wooden sides having been replaced by a pair of2" x 10" boards 
which ran the length of the truck bed, becoming the ''walls" of the truck. As we walked beside 
the truck, we would fan out to pick up the field stones the size of softballs and larger. The 
accumulated rocks were piled high in the center of the truck bed, tapering to the sides. When the 
farmer was convinced that he had a full load, he would generally drive to a gully or ravine, where 
he would back the truck up and dump the load into the ravine to help prevent erosion. We would 
occasionally come across large rocks that would take two guys, with possibly the farmer himself 
assisting, to raise and slide onto the back of the truck bed, where there was no side board to reach 
over. I recall once helping the Crawford brothers pick rock, and there was a huge stone that was 
on the surface of the field; the brothers and their father before them had been farming around that 
stone for years, since the ground had first been broken. In a wedge in the rock, sod was growing. 
Ted Jr. suggested that we make an attempt to move it, and suggested that he might have to get 
his tractor and a chain. When we used a bar as a lever to move the rock, all were surprised that 
the rock was merely a large flat piece of sandstone, and two of us were sufficient to load the rock 
onto the truck. 

Generally we wore those cream-colored cotton gloves, while some of the farmers wore 
good leather work gloves. We paid for our own gloves, and as a result, each of us purchased the 
cheapest. They would usually last for a few jobs before the fingers of the gloves were worn 
completely through. We wore long-sleeved shirts, because some of the large rocks were cradled 
in our arms as we made our way to the truck. 

The worst part of picking rock was the wind, particularly when one was muscling a large 
rock onto the back of the truck; the wind could whip the clinging dirt from the rock into one's 
face. If working on the downwind side of the truck, tossing the rocks onto the truck meant that 
the fine dirt blew into the face of the picker. It was not uncommon that upon returning home 
after a day of picking rock in the wind, our faces had the appearance of being sunburned. With 
the smaller rocks, the general practice was to get close enough to the truck and toss the rock onto 
the center of the bed from a reasonable distance .. I recall that you and I were doing a relay with 
rocks up north, and we were reprimanded. I 'm guessing that the farmer was more concerned 
about an accident, but at that age we had no such concerns, and it made a dull, plodding job a 
little fun for awhile. (We may have been threatened with being fired, but it seems like it would 
have been an idle threat, considering the 60+-mile distance the farmer would have had to 
transport us.) 

My memory is that we picked rock both in the fall and in the spring. I can recall picking 
just ahead of the drill that was planting either the spring or winter wheat. The size of the rocks 
that we gathered were usually the size of a softball or larger. 



It's my recollection that the occasion where you and I picked rock together was during the 
fall teachers' conference. As you will recall, the teachers' conference was usually in October, and 
was held on Thursday and Friday. I was contacted by Ron or Don Christiaens, who were farming 
together. They wanted a crew of eight guys to work Thursday through Saturday. It seems to me 
that we ended up with only about six workers. We were picked up in Valier, and one of the 
brothers drove us the sixty to seventy miles up to the land that they had recently purchased and 
were starting to farm. 

Don and Ron were brothers ofDel, Larry, and Joe Christiaens (you say not all of this info 
is pertinent to your book?), and were cousins of Janice, who graduated with you and who had 
taken Latin with us. The land was poor, and there was no irrigation. The main use of the land 
was to hide oil and gas, and there were several wells pumping crude in nearby fields. I suspect 
that you were right that some of the land on which we were picking rock had been prairie sod 
shortly before we started. The location was north of Shelby and east of Sunburst about fifteen to 
twenty miles. I had never been that close to the Sweetgrass Hills before. The hills which could be 
seen fromjust outside Valier appeared like rounded haystacks on the horizon. Once we were up 
near them, the smooth hills became mountains, with ravines and some timber. The farm was 
definitely in the shadow of the Sweet grass Hills. 

We packed sleeping bags, and after working much of Thursday, we came into Ron's 
house, which I recall was a new double-wide mobile home. His wife, who had also graduated 
from Valier High School, fixed large meals for the crew. I recall that some of the meat was 
venison and elk, and there were large quantities. A dessert of cake or pie, or whatever, was 
prominently displayed, and I recall that my mother had once commented that the display of the 
dessert had the effect of naturally limiting the appetite of the diners. 

I recall that we did not work the hours that had been anticipated (maybe we come home 
early on Saturday?). I had expected that we would each receive approximately $24 for the 
weekend job (a fortune). I think that additional rationale for the smaller wages was that the food, 
etc. was deducted from our dollar an hour. 

Other membrs of the crew could have been Fay or Jack Stokes, Jesse Kibbee, Lloyd 
Wentworth, Daryl Swanson or possibly Babe Johnson. 



October 11, 1996 

Dear Ivan, 

I've put down and enclosed my recollections of that thankfully brief rockpicking career. I think it 
may be repression, but I discovered that my memory is vague regarding lots of detail. For 
instance, did we crawl into sleeping bags (placed where?) dusty and dirty, or were there shower 
facilities made available to us? Not that those details are germane, but I was surprised that I 
didn't remember. (I remain able to find my car ~eys.) Anyway, if your memory of the job differs 
from mine--I defer to yours. 

We enjoyed your speech the other night, and were pleased to have the opportunity to meet Carol. 
The poor excuse for a sound system was a very minor distraction, and probably bothered the 
speaker more than the audience. We hope to see you both in Valier next summer, if our paths 
don't cross before then. 

Since the Choteau Public Library is in a struggle with the Teton County Commissioners over 
funding, we told Clarice's mother about your speech, referencing your positive mention of the 
library. Since her mother is very active with the Friends of the Library in Choteau, we thought 
she might add your positive endorsement to their side of the argument for continued funding. 

Our best to you and Carol, 



\ \ 
\ \ 
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23 Oct. t96 

Dear Bill-

Wow! Great workl 1 Thar 1s "1onierf'ul detail in your 1'piekl.rg rockn 
opus, much more than r•d b .en a J.e to recall. For that matt r, un · 1 
you cont ssed there in the secord sen m , 'd- for otten you - re a 

l. 

guJ. on tha ocks, though I knew that you 1d been the key guy 
getting Tom Chad ani me--an:l J19S1 Babe Jobnson•-inel in that s etgr s 
Hills t ip (I clearly r _, mber t pl ed sod, you els arly rem.ember 
th Swe ta ass Hills, be men us have t t nailed.) So~ th a •s 
s~ ax:o llant stutf' tor ma to k Wit · , in having a character 1n my 
next novel s art as a teen g rockpickar-he • gomg t uild himself 
up and go on to pla7 collage foot beoom a temporary hippie, a.rd 
th n A by orner/en rormmi r port r so far. You h rab a 
promised not simp:cy star om • my Aclat led nts but an actual aopy 
0£ tho b ok (t t date fo publication, '99). 

This bas turned into Tid1Ifl8.ft week arounl be e. I being honored/ 
c®xed inm talking bout w itl at Se t U ti-. Catbo c universit7 

ra, nd the __ ~~cti n of This Ho o:r S!sr tm English .faculty- has chosen 
to r cus n ·-1 , you bet, the one bout M s. T. By- th t1 yw. get 
this 1 she t1ill M.vo been dri led into avi ral new minds as teaahar exemplary 

d did I tell you t t, besides your m.vn kids lo 1~ shad up at ~ 
o ksi n s a ~ re in t Midwest or Eastthar again rere those famous 

eyebrowsl-I think maybe Ti •s daughter? 

·la re starting to hunker in tow winter he e, tbe rainy s as on 
h start and the mountains getting their first sn~1. re 111 gat 1ay 
for OU eek before CfirutffiflS ... ucson and sun:Jb.1.M 1 a conibination fe1v 
onj d a t times befor --nnd then pa of speaking _--·· engagemontsmid.-.Ma.rch 
(f'or the first time) in your unf'av rite old stomping grounds, I guess?-

les. 1.n tween,1 I have a lot of words '00 make std Carol has a 
lot at classes to teach. By the way, in light of your mention of Clarice• 
mom an:l the Choteau library; we hope to be aroun:i Chot au sons next summer 
too, as I intend to use the country a.round there--.althoue;h not tho town -

s the set bing for this rl boo'• Wi ar quite thrilled that (a) tbtre •s 
a mw st ·lestern mot01 on the north ide of town and (b) tbe Lo Cabin 
se ·· to have naJ nf" un life, food•s b tter t n t .,. as £or mile. 
~ay, hope to s you s t re in ''Tl• truly, thanks far coming 
through one mo time. 
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RELIGION: Annivmary trek draws 
. Monnons closer to ancestors I A 19 

ARIZONA: The state, will close most 
prison law libraries I A21 

Montana governor 
outlines proposals 
to manage bison 

HELENA, Mont. - Montana 
Gov. Marc Racicot wants long
term management of Yellowstone 
National Park bison to combine 
brucellosis testing, slaughter, 
vaccination and public hunting. 

His proposal would require sac
rifice by both wildlife advocates 
and the beef industry, but not by 
those who use snowmob)l.es, 
which cleared park paths that 
have been blamed for helping 
bison migrate out of the park. 

Officials are reviewing alterna
tive long-range management 
schemes in the wake of controver
sy surrounding last winter's han
dling of park bison. 

State and federal workers killed 
or shipped to slaughter more than 
1,100 animals that wandered out of 
Yellowstone last winter. Some car
ried brucellosis, which causes 
cows to abort their calves. 

STEVEN NEHL!fhe Oregonian/1990 Parts of Racicot's proposal still 
are being developed, but the plan 
would set up a facility in the park 
to capture and test bison for bru
cellosis as well as at an existing 
facility near Gardiner, Mont. 
Those exposed to the disease 
would be killed, and the others 
would be freed. 

Tar coats a beach In Prince Wiiiiam Sound after the 1989 Exxon Valdez splll, the worstoll spill In U.S. history. Most days now, signs of the spill are dlfflcult to find. 

Once an effective vaccine is de
. veloped, Racicot proposes, bison 
that test positive could be vacci
nated and released. 

Among other provisions, a "fair 
chase" hunt would be set up in 
the Eagle Creek-Bear Creek area 
northeast of Gardiner and on pub
lic land near West Yellowstone if 
the Legislature approved. 

Logger. accuses company 
of harvesting redwoods 

SAN FRANCISCO - A former 
Humboldt County logger alleges 
that Pacific Lumber Co. illegally 
cut ancient trees in restricted 
areas. ~ 

Stan L. Chandler, who says he 
worked for the company for 13 

O.! ll • "?I 

Acquisitions 
By PAUL ROGERS 
Knight-Ridder News Service 

SEWARD, Alaska - In storms, 
the oily sheen still seeps from rocky 
beaches. Along 1,000 miles of rugged 
shoreline, the herring, otters and 
seabirds have yet to recover fully. 

For Alaska's wild and stunningly 
beautiful southern coast, the Exxon 
Valdez oil spill hasn't gone away. 
But after eight years of suffering, 
the disaster is beginning to deliver 
something surprising: hope and the 
promise of environmental renewal. 

With little public awareness out
side the state, vast areas across 
soutllfiln Alaska are being J)urchased 

L 

enance locks up wild lands~ 
ea by a civil settlement from the 1989 oil spill in Alaska prove a boon to wildlife 

In 1991, Exxon agreed to pay $900 mil
lion to settle civil claims filed by the 
federal government and Alaska over the 
1989 Exxon Valdez oil spill. Here are 
the biggest expenses: 

• $386.3 million: Buying 760,000 acres 
of forests, shorelines and salmon 
streams for wildlife refuges and new 
parks. 
• $180 million: Fish and animal re
search, new marine biology labs. 

• $173.2 million: Reimbursement to 
government for cleanup costs, legal 
bills. bursement to Exxon for cleanup costs 
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tember, charges ill a wrongful 
termination suit filed Thursday 
that he was dismissed for com
plaining about unsafe working 
conditions. 

His suit also names Maxxam 
Inc., which he alleges eased safe
ty standards after taking over Pa
cific Lumber in 1985. 

The companies own the last of 
the world's 2,000-year-old red
woods remaining on private 
land, including the famed 3,000-
acre Headwater Grove that is at 
the center of a government plan 
to buy 7,500 acres for a park. 

In his suit filed in U.S. District 
Court, Chandler, now a resident 
of Salem, Ore., argues that be
cause the companies engaged in 
business practices that violate 
the law - illegal old-growth log
ging - they should give up prof
its from those practices. 

Pacific Lumber strongly de
nied the charges, saying the law
suit is "totally without merit" 
and that Chandler is "a disgrun
tled former employee" ·who was 
fired last year for taking credit 
and getting paid for trees he did 
not cut down. 

According to the complaint, 
"Pacific Lumber has intentional
ly directed its employees to cut 
down large old-growth trees that 
are outside of any approved tim
ber harvesting plans or are in
side a plan and are designated 
not to be cut." 

Costumed aide delivers 
punch line to UFO jok' 

PHOENIX - An investigation 
into a UFO sighting over Phoe
nix? ~urely Gov. Fife Symington 
couldn't be serious. 

An aide replied that, yes, the 
governor, a "Star Trek" buff, was 
sincere when he ordered a state 
investigation Thursday into a 
strange, boomerang-shaped light 
formation reported over Phoenix 
on March 13. 

But several hours later, Sy
mington said it was all a joke. 

"This just goes to show you 
guys are entirely too serious," 
Symington said while his aides 
laughed heartily. 

The governor called reporters to 
his office for a second news con
ference to announce "important 
leads" in the case. With Depart
ment of Public Safety officers be
side him, Symington announced a 
break in the case and that the 
source of the lights had been 
found. Then his chief of staff, Jay 
Heiler, entered the room in a glit
tery, pink-and-silver space alien 
costume. 

On March 13, residents of the 
Phoenix area deluged police, the 
governor's office and other au
thorities with calls about the 
bright lights. The Federal Avia
tion Administration reported 
nothing unusual that night. 

- From 'f'ire reports 

\ 
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with the $900 million that Exxon 
Corp. paid the state and federal gov
ernments to settle civil claims from 
the devastating 1989 spill. 

Last year, in fact, Exxon money 
bought more Alaskan land - about 
$175 million in agreements and pend
ing sales - than Congress spent buy
ing new parks, refuges and national 
forests in the other 49 states 
combined. 

Most recently, in May, Interior Sec
retary Bruce Babbitt signed an agree
ment to buy 30,200 acres to expand 
Kenai Fjords National Park near 
Seward, a fishing town 130 miles 
south of Anchorage. 

The settlement is helping illustrate 
another point: Buying parkland so 
wildlife can recover after an oil spill 
appears to be more effective way than 
devoting millions to cleaning oiled 
animals. 

"If there is a silver lining to this 
spill, this is it," said Molly McCam
mon, executive director of the Exxon 
Valdez Oil Spill Trustee Council, 
based in Anchorage. "It goes a long 
way toward making the wildlife and 
the general public whole." 

Administered by the six-member 
truste~ council, the fund so far has 
purchased 522,000 acres of scenic 
beaches, world-class salmon rivers 
and old-growth forests, many of 
which were threatened with clear-cut 
logging or development. 

A rival to Yosemite 
More acquisitions are on the way. 

In the next three years, the council, 
made up of state and federal offi
cials, plans to expand the purchases 
to 760,000 acres. Viewed another 
way, Exxon has been forced to buy 
an area the size of Yosemite Nation
al Park as penance for its environ
mental blunder. 

"There are still effects up there 
from the spill," Babbitt said. "But 

I'll tell you, getting some of these 
critical lands into public ownership 
has really been helpful with the eye 
toward the long range. It's enor
mously satisfying, just remarkable." 

The scattered lands are rich with 
grizzly bears, bald eagles and elk. 
They also contain harlequin ducks, 
marbled murrelets, sea otters and 
salmon, the species harmed most 
when the 987-foot Valdez ran 
aground March 24, 1989, on Bligh 
Reef, dumping 11 million gallons of 
crude oil into Prince William 
Sound, the worst oil spill in U.S. his
tory. 

The idea behind the purchases is 
basic: The best way to speed wildlife 
recovery in the area is to ensure 
that wild places stay wild. 

After the spill, Exxon spent 
$80,000 apiece to clean, feed and re
lease 222 sea otters, according to a 
1991 study by Jim Estes, a biologist 
at the University of California at 
Santa Cruz. Although otters are list
ed as endangered in California, in 
Alaska they are widespread, with a 
population of 150,000. 

"I cleaned otters, I cleaned birds, 
and I would never do it again," said 
Pamela Brodie, a Sierra Club leader 
from Homer, Alaska. "Very few of 
the animals survived. The $80,000 
spent for one otter could have 
bought maybe 200 acres of estuary 
so that dozens of otters would be 
helped for years to come." 

Best course for population 
Unless an animal is threatened 

with extinction, Brodie said, the 
best thing to do is euthanize oil
fouled wildlife, fine the oil company 
heavily and spend the money on re
search and land purchases to help 

the remaining populations. 
"This model of using fines from 

environmental damage to restore 
and protect areas should be copied 
across the nation,'' Brodie said. 

Disaster not yet undone 
Alaskans aren't yet ready to de

scribe the spill as an opportunity. 
But many concede that the disaster 
provided unprecedented financing 
that otherwise would not have been 
available for parks and wildlife. 

In its October 1991 settlement, 
Exxon agreed to pay $900 million for 
"restoring, replacing, enhancing, re
habilitating or acquiring the equiva
lent of natural resources" harmed 
in the spill. 

The company also paid fines of 
$125 million to state and federal gov
ernments, much of which has been 
spent on scientific research and 
land purchases. 

In 1994, an Alaska jury also 
awarded $5 billion in punitive dam
ages to 28,000 fishermen, native vil
lagers and others harmed by the 
spill. Exxon has appealed that 
award to the 9th U.S. Circuit Court 
of Appeals in San Francisco, where 
it is pending. 

"Right after the spill, they said 
they'd make us whole," said Cheri 
Shaw, executive director of Cordova 
District Fishermen United, based 
southeast of Valdez. "Then they 
fought us tooth and nail. It's been 
eight years, and we haven't seen a 
dime." 

Exxon officials say the $5 billion 
is unwarranted. 
· "We're going to exercise our right 
to protect the interests of our share
holders and employees,'' said Ed 

Burwell, a spokesman for Exxon in 
Irving, Texas. 

The trustee council charged with 
spending the $900 million settlement 
got off to a rocky start in the first 
two years. Its staff churned out 
mountains of paperwork. State and 
federal appointees squabbled. 

Amid public demands for account
ability, the council hired a perma
nent director and in 1994 drew up a 
·blueprint for spending the money. 

By that plan, about 40 percent, or 
$386 million, will buy land. Another 
$180 million will pay for science 
projects. About $213 million went to 
repay cleanup costs, and $108 mil
lion will go into an endowment for 
future land purchases and long-term 
scientific studies of the spill's effects 
on the environment for decades to 
come. 

A blend of solutions 
"There are a lot of people who 

wa:pted to spend all the money on 
science," McCammon said. "A lot 
want to spend all of it on buying 
land. How do you meld those two? 
We've ended up with a mbr." 

One hundred years from now, 
Alaska Gov. Tony Knowles said, the 
land purchases will stand as a posi
tive legacy of the disaster. 

Nearly all the land is being sold 
by corporations owned by native 
Alaskans. Congress in 1971 gave the 
native people 44 million acres. 
Searching for economic develop
ment, many did not want to log old
growth forests or build hotels, but 
they needed income. 

By selling the land or its timber 
rights, most native villages have 
created investment funds paying an
nual dividends of $2,000 to $8,000 a 

• $30.9 million: Administration, public 
information, trustee council staff. 

- Knight-Ridder News Service 

resident as well as providing schol
arships for college and trade 
schools. 

In the days after the Valdez spill, 
oil washed up on nearly 20 miles of 
shoreline in Kenai Fjords, killing 
thousands of birds and other wild
life. Cleanup efforts lasted three 
years. Hundreds of people wiped 
rocks, sprayed water from high- · 
pressure hoses and picked up tar 
balls. For weeks on the park's 
beaches, they picked up oiled car
casses of sea otters and bald eagles. 

"The fact that this money is here 
is only right,'' said .Anne Castellina, 
superintendent of Kenai Fjords. 
"You cannot imagine the agony of 
those days. We felt so helpless." 

Most days now, signs of the spill 
are hard for visitors to find. 

Moose, bears and mountain goats 
populate the park. Steller sea lions 
lounge on rocky islands at the en
trances to its fjords, which were 
carved from retreating glaciers cen
turies ago. The waters teem with 
humpback whales, orcas and por
poises. Overhead, thick flocks of 
puffins, murres and other seabirds 
raise their young on rocky cliffs. 

Yet biologists note that around 
the region - and at Prince William 
Sound, 100 miles to the east - wild~ 
life still struggles. 

An estimated 8 percent to 16 per
cent of the crude oil remains 
trapped in gravel along 1,000 miles 
of shoreline where the slick spread, 
an area as long as California's en
tire coast. Wave action slowly is 
breaking it down. 

"Nature heals," Brodie said. "As 
time goes by, the damage from the 
oil spill is fading. But the benefits of 
buying this land are permanent." 

California's dry brush beckons severe summer fires 
• Firefighters in the rain-thirsty state prepare for an unusually bad 
season with vegetation 50 percent to 60 percent drier than usual 

By WILLIAM CLAIBORNE 
LA Times-Washington Post Service 

LOS ANGELES - Arid Califor
nia, which confronts the threat of 
wildfires every summer in its dense
ly populated brush lands, is bracing 

· for a particularly devastating fire 
season this year because of almost 
no rain in recent months along with 
unusually abundant and drier than 
usual brush growth. 

Paradoxically, the disaster-prone 
state also is faced with long-range 
predictions of rainstorms next winter 
that could rival the worst storms in 

the last half century. The fire and 
rainstorm combination enhances the 
likelihood of dangerous mudslides 
later in the year because of the ex
pected burn-off of vegetation that sta
bilizes surface soil. 

In some areas of Southern Califor
nia, the grass and brush growth that 
provides a ladder for flames to reach 
trees and rooftops of houses is 50 per
cent to 60 percent drier than usual for 
this time of year because of a lack of 
appreciable rainfall in the first three 
months of the year, Capt. Stephen Va
lenzuela of the Los Angeles County 
Fire Department said. 

"It has been three years since we 
had anywhere near as dry vegetation 
as this. The abundance of fuel is of 
great concern to us," Valenzuela said. 

About 12Y:i inches of rain has fallen 
in the Los Angeles area so far this 
year, which is only about 1Y:i inches 
below normal. But the rains came 
early in the year and quickly dropped 
off to almost no precipitation after 
spurring the growth of brush and 
grass. 

Karen Terrill, spokeswoman for the 
California Department of Forestry, 
said that February, March and April 
marked the driest three-month period 
since 1849, resulting in an unusually 
early start to the fire season. 

Since January, firefighters across 

the state have battled 2,330 brush 
fires, compared with a five-year aver
age of 1,614 fires by this time of the 
year, Terrill said. Most of the fires 
this year have been unspectacular, 
resulting in little or no structural 
damage, she said. 

The forestry department has inten
sified its public awareness program 
this year, urging homeowners to 
clear brush to a minimum 30 feet 
around their houses and 100 feet on 
slopes because fires burn more quick
ly uphill. The department also is con
ducting controlled burns in at least 
40,000 areas to create fire breaks 
around homes in advance of the sea
son. 

Valenzuela said his department for 
the first time is issuing warning no-

tices to homeowners to clear brush 
around their property or face $200 
fines. The department is augmenting 
firefighting units during "red flag 
alerts," when winds are high, and in
creasing patrols to prevent arson. 
The department also has leased two 
Canada-based "Super Scooper" water
bomb aircraft and two helicopters 
equipped with water tanks for fight
ing fires. 

Last year was a bad year for wild
fires in California and throughout the 
West, with more than 6 million acres 
burned in 96,363 fires, according to 
the National Interagency Fire Center 
in Boise. The biggest fires were in 
Nevada, Oregon, Idaho and Califor
nia. So far this year, 478,778 acres 
have been burned in 30,583 fires. 
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30 Jan. 195 

Dear Alex--· 

It •s taken me a .,.:thile, but here is the address of my . t le Paul 
Ring r 1s .l idmr, in c sa it •s useful to you in Rockhampton . sone time: 

Joyco Ringar 
66 Sheehy St., ~ Flat 2 
North Rockh mpton QNSLD L700 

I don't a a phone nmnbar for Joyce, ·but I ima ine she's findable 
in . t e phone book; s e ~lso has a sen, St van, living in noc manpton, 
:ind two daughters th~ e. · 

A question I wanted to · ask you, Alex, from the Jtingler,r . copies 
you l3V mo. S mew re in th e s tho phrase "sand table ; t 's 
new o' on me, although I havo a gues as to twha t i is. Do you 
rem mber it, in. militnry p~rlance? If so, Id sppr 9iata a descri tion; 
I n vor kno:· ~.shen soTri ·thing is go nl'.', t come "'in useful. 

Best wishes for '95 

' ' 



John J. Maatta 
Liberty County Extension Agent 

406-759-5625 
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7 .Oct. ' 97 

Dear .Dave- -

I think I ' m onl7 goiilg to be able to do rough justice to your find of a 
brand inspect r, as mos'l! of my head is busy ttying to weave a couple of pages 
of dialogue day for this novel. (Speaking of heads , kindly get it into· yours 
that the enc osed Grant twins are the absolUte m1nil1ium I can pay you for this , 
and that you sho4d use the sum to show Marcella good ti e in Indiana next 
spring. ) But let ' s see what we can grab off . My notion is tha~ you can 
interview your brand inspector on audio tape, vend me a copy (and kee one for 
yourself i you iant) al ng with a few grafs ?f your impression from talking 
to the guy, an? that ought to do it. I . e . , n9 transcription or big exegesis 
needed. 

What I oed to know, I think: 
\ 

- Basics of the br nd inspector jobs how ppointed, w¥t state(?) a ency 
regu1ates this st,Uff, what ind of reports does he file• hat ' s the .. y, are 
there any perks ( leage? rn al allowance? exempt lice~e pl t ? ) 1 is there 
just one inspector for aoh county (lik Yellowstone, even?)~ no does · person 
g t into this line of work, nd if there' Sllf official training~ · how ' s it done 
(that is, what do they t ch th about how to recognize bra d blotting or som 
such)? 

--The routine of the joba is i 1 done' whenever cattle are loaded into trucks 
to cross a county line? whenever a bill of sale is involve4? ·ts .every head of 
livestock inspected? How long does it t ke on, say, a couple of hundred head? 
Are just the brands f ttle and horses involved or am I overlooking something . 
like, God help us, llamas or alpaca ? W:hat t · e of year is busiest for the 
inspector? Any time of daz it usually tends to happen? How f r ahead do 
ranchers l ve _ get in touch with the inspect r to set things up? · 

Specific tales or chicanery: I really like the ailver-dime- sewn- into- the
neck you•ve alread1'i.Pieked up from your guy, and am keen on exa~t det ils (does 
he just slit a · spot in the neok with a jackknite, ·or is it a bit1 more surgieal 
than that? Can you still .&!i all- silver coins?) . But what I mainly· need, if 
he has it, is branding ironTore . Arq notorious brand shenanigans he ' s come 
aero s or heard or. (Two Dot Wilson was sometimes ·Two Blot Wilson, have I heard?) 
Arr:f odd brandsJ need I say, from a novelist ' s point of view the wackier the 
better. An:r good-stories, of what he ' s come up against in terms or· vile weather, 
~l.y ranchera, recalcitrant livestock (are any particular breeds pr cattle 
dreaded by brand inspecto.rs) Does rodeo bucking stock get inspected., and if so~ 
how the· hell do they do that? 

So~ along those lines and ny inspirations of your own will do fine, Dave. 
Give me a call if aeyt,hing needs clarifying. It ' d help 1.f I could have this 
stuff by about Thanksgiving, but it ' B a stretchable deadline. Thanks again, 
all best, ·and tell Marcella she didn 1 t sound an iota older on the phone last 
night. ~ 
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Mr. Ivan Doig 
17021 Tenth Avenue N.W. 
Seattle, Washington 98177 

Dear Ivan: 

October 17, 1997 

Thank you for your letter and the mirror images of President 
Grant. As you suggest, I will tuck the bills away and surprise 
Marcella with several really decent meals in Indiana in April. I 
had not thought about it, but I suppose she is incapable of 
living for a month on cheese, crackers, and diet pop in the motel 
room (I, on the other hand ....... ). 

Hank Mathiason called me back this morning (he 1 s kind of 
reclusive, in a friendly way), and he would be glad to do the 
interview on tape. I told him that I would outline the questions 
you have and send him the sheets, so he can prepare a bit. He 
will be tied up with hunting here shortly, but we tentatively 
will get together during the second week in November (he figures 
he will have all his tags filled out by then ........ either a real 
optimist or one hell of a hunter.). I hope that that time line 
i s okay. If not, let me know, and I will try to move it up. 

I made a few calls and discovered some interesting 
information about your close personal friends at the Fort Peck 
Dam Interpretive Center and Museum. During the last legislative 
session, they managed to offend the Society by having their local 
legislator make a run at a $20,000 budget line that seemed 
"unspecified." When that did not work, they did the same thing 
with the Fish and Game budget--and were successful to the tune of 
a reported $25,000. On the other hand, they will not be getting 
much help from Fish and Game in the future! 

The enclosed sheet is something that Larry Mires from 



Glasgow sent to me at my request. He teaches at the high school 
there, and he seems to be a pretty decent fellow. For my money, 
the whole project seems terribly unfocused. But the setting at 
the townsite is exquisite, so they already have a leg up on most 
similar projects. ' 

Hope that this all makes sense. I 1 m off tomorrow to talk 
at the Stillwater Historical Society 1 s annual banquet in 
Columbus, where I had planned to do my standard "KKK in Montana 
during the 1920s. 11 In an attempt to increase attendance, the 
local organizers ran a piece in the Columbus paper this week 
under the headline "State Historian Will Divulge Dark, Dirty 
Secrets about Your Ancestors in the Ku Klux Klan. 11 I 1 m wearing 
body armor for this one. 

27 Oct . (97 

Historian 

r ave--

A real quickie here t the drear end of a 
avings ti.me, ah humbug) to s y your ti.min 
ound fine. Thank too for sounding QUt t 

I think ma e ! 11 just stay AW. L fro that 

And now 1 as on$ pr · aed, SL PSHOTiJ \ 

ooking £0 nar to 
brand inspto r stu.tf 1 :iJi1c 
talk to you mo then. 
Love to li.a~e • 



Mr. Ivan Doig 
17021 Tenth Avenue N.W. 
Seattle, Washington 98177 

Dear Ivan: 

922 Choteau 
Helena, Montana 59601 
November 25, 1997 

Enclosed are the three tapes that comprise the interview 
that Hank Mathiason and I did on Monday, November 24. That is, 
although Hank carried the ball throughout, I also breathed onto 
the tapes. The total running time is about 2 hours and 20 
minutes . I think that we covered most of what you need--probably 
not in a neat sequence, but somewhere in the whole interview. 

Also enclosed is the typed "question sheet" that I had sent 
to Hank prior to the interview. After the first portion of the 
interview, we reverted to the general outline to keep the 
information f lowing--so you can kind of anticipate developments 
from the outline. Attached to the outline is a copy of Hank's 
"scratch sheet" that he used during the interview. When, on the 
tapes, he is demonstrating brand formation to me, these are the 
accompanying sketches that he drew. 

[In two places in the interview, Hank refers to notebooks. 
In the first case, he showed me a thin, brown-covered, vestpocket 
notebook with ruled pages that was about 6-inches by 4-inches by 
1/ 4-inch----used to do field tallies, etc. In the second 
instance, he talks about a 3-ring binder provided by the 
Department of Livestock to its inspectors. This notebook was 9-
inches by 12-inches by 1-inch deep.] 

The other material is a series of copies from the Library's 
"cattle brands" vertical file--which was where I put everything 
that Hank gave me through the years regarding Montana brands. 
Some of the background information (which, on the tapes, Hank 
assumes that I know) is found in these copies. 



If you need clarification on the information that Hank 
provided, once you listen to the tapes, it probably would be best 
for you to call him directly . That way, the two people who 
understand what they are doing are talking to each other, and the 
dumb guy gets out of the middle, where he can only confuse 
things . Hank and his wife live quite a ways out of Clancy, up in 
the Elkhorns, so they do not have a ground phone. He carries a 
cell-phone with him. That number is: 406-439-2565. Often, when 
he is out - of-range, you get an answering machine, and he calls 
you back later. 

I did make your kind offer to Hank concerning a signed copy 
of one of your books . He requested a copy of English Creek, if 
possible. His address is: 

Hank Mathiason 
P.O. Box 19 
Clancy, Montana 59634 

I hope that this is what you wanted. I had a great time 
with Hank, as I expect you will discern from the tapes. He is 
one of my real-life heroes , and I am afraid that my lack of 
critical questioning in the interview is a result. In any event, 
I do hope to sit down with him again and have him record some 
old-inspector stories. On the other hand, if I screwed this up, 
and you want me to do a second interview with him that hits on 
some different points, please let me know . 

Our best to Carol. We think of her every time they play 
"Let My People Go" on NPR. How many hours to freedom? 

P.S. I took a couple of photos of Hank sitting at the dining
room table. We probably will shoot the rest of the roll when 
Amanda comes home for Thanksgiving weekend, so I will send copies 
of those photos on as quickly as I get them developed. 



/ 

POSSIBLE INTERVIEW QUESTIONS: HANK MATHIASON 

YOUR BACKGROUND: 

--BORN; GROWING UP; SCHOOL; 
--WORK EXPERIENCE; 
~-HOW GOT INTO THE INSPECTION BUSINESS? 

--WHERE STATIONED? 
--WHAT IS THE ATTRACTION OF THE JOB? (GUYS YOU WORK WITH; 

DOING THE RIGHT THING; ENCOUNTERING NEW SITUATIONS; 
ETC.) 

--WHY RETIRED? 

BASICS OF THE JOB: 

--WHAT ARE THE VARIOUS CRIWJS BEING PRACTICED IN MONTANA: 
--BRAND CHANGING? THEFT/RUSTLING? 

--HOW APPOINTED? 

--WHAT STATE AGENCY REGULATES S.I.s? 

--WHAT KINDS OF REPORTS DO YOU FILE? 

--IS THE JOB "GRADED"? 

--WHAT IS THE BEGINNING PAY? --AFTER 10 YEARS? .--. 

--ARE THERE ANY PERKS TO THE JOB: 
--MILEAGE? 
--MEAL ALLOWANCE? 
--EXEMPT LICENSE PLATES? 

--DO YOU USE YOUR OWN VEHICLES OR STATE ONES? 

--HOW IS THE STATE BROKEN UP? 
--ONE INSPECTOR FOR EACH COUNTY? 
--MULTIPLE-COUNTY DISTRICTS? 
--MORE THAN ONE INSPECTOR FOR HEAVY-USE COUNTIES (LIKE 

YELLOWSTONE)? 

--WHAT ARE THE NORMAL WORK ROUTES FOR A NEW INSPECTOR TO GET 
INTO THIS JOB? 



--WHAT KIND OF FORMAL TRAINING IS THERE? 
--DO YOU "APPRENTICE" WITH A VETERANS.I.? 

~--DO YOU, E.G. , HAVE FORMAL CLASSES IN HOW TO RECOGNIZE 
BLOTTED BRANDS, ETC.? 

--IS THERE "BOOK LEARNING" THAT APPLIES TO THE JOB? 

--DOES THE S.I. EVER END UP IN FQijRT, TESTIFYING, OR ARE 
MOST CASES SETTLED OUTSIDE OF COURT? 

ROUTINE OF THE JOB: 

~-WHAT ACCESS DOES THE INSPECTOR IN THE FIELD HAVE TO THE 
BANK OF LEGALLY REGISTERED BRANDS HELD IN HELENA? 
--CARRY A NOTEBOOK? 
--COMPUTERS/FAXES/CELL PHONES? 

--WHEN ARE BRANDS INSPECTED? 
--WHENEVER STOCK CROSSES COUNTY LINES? 
--WHENEVER A BILL OF SALE IS INVOLVED? 

--IN A LARGE TRANSACTION, IS EVERY HEAD OF LIVESTOCK 
INSPECTED OR JUST A RANDOM SAMPLING? 

--HOW LONG WOULD IT TAKE A COUPLE OF INSPECTORS TO PROCESS, 
SAY, 200 HEAD OF CATTLE? 

........... --IS THE INSPECTION PROCESS DIFFERENT IF THE LIVESTOCK 
ENTERS FROM CANADA VS. ENTERING FROM WYOMING? 

--WHAT ARE THE RELATIONS BETWEEN MONTANA S. I. s AND CANADIAN 
INSPECTOR§1 --COOPERATION? --COMPETITION? --ONE 
PROVINCE VS. ANOTHER? 

--IN ADDITION TO CATTLE AND HORSES, ARE OTHER ANI MALS 
INVOLVED IN BRAND INSPECTIONS (LLAMAS? ALPACAS? SHEEP? 
DOMESTIC BISON? CATTALOS?) 

--ARE RACE HORSES AT COUNTY FAIRS BEING INSPECTED? 

--WHAT IS THE BUSIEST TIME OF YEAR FOR AS.I.? 
--WHAT IS THE SLOWEST TIME OF YEAR? 

~ --DOES A NORMAL INSPECTION DEPEND ON TIME OF DAY? MORNINGS? 
--AFTERNOONS? 



--HOW FAR AHEAD OF AN INSPECTION DOES THE RANCHER CONTACT 
' THE S.I. TO SCHEDULE AN INSPECTION? 

SPECIFIC TALES OF CHICANERY: 

--PLEASE RELATE AGAIN THE PROCESS OF HIDING SILVER COINS IN 
NECK FOLDS: 
--USE A JACKKNIFE TO SLICE AN OPENING? 
--MORE SURGICAL THAN THAT? 
--HOW TO CLOSE UP THE CUT? 
--CAN YOU STILL GET ALL-SILVER COINS? 
--IF NOT, WHAT TO USE FOR SUBSTITUTES? 

--PRIMARY METHODS OF CHANGING BRANDS: 
--TRADITIONAL WAYS VS. THOSE USING NEW TECHNOLOGY? 
--NEW WAYS THAT THE RANCHER COUNTERACTS POSSIBLE BRAND 

CHAN~Es? -

--ARE THERE OTHER CRIMES BEING PRACTICED HERE---OTHER THAN 
BRAND CHANGING AND OUTRIGHT LIVESTOCK THEFT? 

--HOW TO SPOT SUSPICIOUS SITUATIONS: 
--E.G., IS JUST THE POSSESSION OF A RUNNING IRON ENOUGH 

TO HANG A GUY? 

--ARE THERE ANY "CLASSIC TALES" THAT INVOLVE THE ALTERING 
OF MONTANA BRANDS? --STRANGE TWISTS? --UNEXPECTED 
RESULTS? --CONNIVING GUY GETS HIMSELF CAUGHT BY BEING 
TOO CUTE? 

BRANDING-IRON LORE: 

--STORIES OF BRANDS THAT WERE SELECTED BY STOCKMEN TO MAKE 
CHANGES EASY? ("TWO-BLOT WILSON?") 

.....---WHAT ARE THE MOST DIFFICULT BRANDS TO ALTER? 

--WHAT ARE SOME OF THE ODDEST BRANDS THAT HAVE BEEN USED IN 
MONTANA? 



GENERAL EXPERIENCES: 

--WHAT ARE YOUR EXPERIENCES WITH UGLY MONTANA WEATHER? 

--WHAT ARE SOME 
RANCHERS? 

--HAVE YOU RUN INTO PARTICULARLY WEIRD/VICIOUS/AGGRESSIVE 
LIVESTOCK? 

--ARE SOME CATTLE BREEDS HARDER FOR AN S.I. TO WORK THAN 
OTHERS? 

--DOES RODEO BUCKING STOCK GET INSPECTED? 
--AT WHAT POINT IN THEIR TRANSPORTAT ION TO A RODEO? 
--DO THESE RODEO-STOCK MANAGERS CARRY PAPERS FOR THE 

BATCH OR FOR EACH INDIVIDUAL? 
~HOW DO YOU PHYSICALLY INSPECT MEAN BUCKING STOCK? 

--HOW IS THE S.I. RECEIVED BY THE AVERAGE MONTANA RANCHER? 
--WITH SLIGHT SUSPICION? 
--WITH OPEN ARMS? 
--WITH NERVOUSNESS AND FEAR? 

ADDITIONS: 

--ANY GOOD BILLY SMITH STORIES? 

--WHO ARE THE "LEGENDS" AMONG MONTANA BRAND INSPECTORS? 
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SUPPLEMENTAL QUESTIONS: HANK MATHIASON 

--TIME OF SITUATION IS CURRENT: 1990-1997 

--AGE OF CHARACTER IS 60S 

--IN SERVICE TO THE DEPT. OF LIVESTOCK FOR 2-3 DECADES 

* --WHAT IS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A "LOCAL GUY" AND A FULL-FLEDGED 
DEPT. OF LIVESTOCK INSPECTOR? 

-HOW ARE BRANDS REGISTERED? 

-1i'fs IT POSSIBLE FOR SOMEONE TO "BUY UP"/RESERVE IMPORTANT BRANDS 
HAVE LAPSED? 

--HOW DO BRANDS CHANGE HANDS? 

--WOULD THERE BE A "CONFLICT OF ETHICAL INTEREST" FOR A PAID 
LIVESTOCK INSPECTOR TO BE RESERVING/REGISTERING LAPSED BRANDS---
-FOR THE ULTIMATE PURPOSE OF RESALE? 

--HOW IS BRANDING DONE TODAY? 
--STILL WITH A HOT IRON? 

--WOULD THE INSPECTOR BE STOCKPILING BRANDING IRONS? 

--WHAT ARE THE DIMENSIONS OF A BRANDING IRON? 

--WHAT ARE THE NAMES FOR THE PARTS OF A BRANDING IRON? 

'=<!'"' j)IC ~J,. l"\M. ~ 1 'r-\\~~-t (; -
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Mr . Ivan Doig 
17021 Tenth Avenue N. W. 
Seattle, Washington 98177 

Dear Ivan: 

922 Choteau 
Helena, Montana 59601 
December 28 , 1997 

I ran across this piece while researching a quick article 
for Montana Magazine on horse ranches around Miles City. The 
source is the late-1930s/early 1940s Works Projects 
Administration 's Montana Writers Project that planned to publish 
a statewide history of the livestock industry. Nothing much ever 
c ame of the research , in terms of publishing, but it is great raw 
material--lots of gems, like this one . It might be helpful if 
you are looking for specific examples of changed brands. 

Hope you and the newly-released Carol are enjoying the 
holidays. All of those years of chanting, marching, and 
contributing to the "Free Carol " fund have finally paid off. We 
still do not have snow here, and people are beginning to get 
owly--especially the ones who look through January and see the 
annual Race to the Sky sled-dog promotion being run on sleds with 
little trainer wheels in early February. 

helps. 



24 J n. •98 

Dear Hank 

Just a ick line or thanks for the time nd thought you put into 
the interview with !Mlve Walter. It ' s been a long time since I was a 
Meagher County kid growing up around all that .. -my d d ' s brand I thi 
w an 80 on the left hip~ when was trying to run e ttle instead of 
sheep; and he always had a few horse runni g wild omewhere between 
Moss Ag te, Sixteen, and Gras Mount in-- d or course w: sn' t tun d in 
to the lifa of brand inspect rs then, either. So, yaar lore is a real 
trove of researoh for me . 

Eventually you will get nother bo out of this, Hank1 when I fini h 
this novel and 1 t • s p blished somet e next year. Rema iber that it• s 
going to be fiction, and I may end up tretching thing a local brand 
inspector character does, but I'm goin to hew to actual proc dures all 
I can and still get an imaginary story to d. It seem d to o k with 
sheep ranching in English Cre k and R seal F 1r 1 so I' 11 give it a shot 
w1th cows and poni s. I may find that I have to check something with 
you, and will give you call if that ' s the case . I just a ~ed with 

ve and l aroella on the phone and learned hat Mon na only now got 
its f rst real snow of the winter. Jhat the hell i the world coming to? 

Best ishes, and I hope maybe our paths ca cross in person sometime. 

sincerely, 



Everything not obtained from the Hornet Lookout site was 
hauled by mule strings 35 miles by trail up the North Fork of the 
Flathead River from Columbia Falls, Montana. Even today a 
four-wheel drive vehicle and a good hike are required to visit the 
cabin. When one stands at the lookout, it is quickly evident why 
its site was chosen-the beautiful view encompasses Glacier 
National Park, Kinda Lake, and even the Canadian Rockies in 
the distance. .., 

Typical furnishings of fire lookouts are much like those on the 
Clearwater National Forest, described by Linnea Keating and 

Karl Roenke. "Prior to the 1920's" they said, "a lookout 
site possibly consisted of a tree platform (crow's nest) 

and/or alidade table (map board), a tent camp, and 
the lookout person." Other equipment besides the 
tent would be a pair of binoculars, maps of the 
adjacent areas, and storage facilities for food and 
water. Early lookouts were expected to extinguish 
small blazes on their own or in the case of a larger 
one ride for help. After 1910, telephone lines 
were run from each lookout to a central clearing 

~~..l:' L-headquarters, allowing a much faster reporting 
~ltlt'llJ{9r:~ and response. •9 

A number of the region's lookouts have recorded 
some of their early experiences. Norm Schappacher, 

for example, served as a lookout on the Flathead from 
1930 to 1937. His first assignment, Tally Lake, was simply a 
topped tree and a tent Schappacher received $65 a month plus 
room and board, and as he remarked, "Board tended to be 
canned government rations," which varied from excellent for the 
butter to terrible for the bread. so 

Most lookouts seem to remember fondly their time spent in the 
forests, although all agree it was lonely work. Due to the short
age of men during World War II, many women served as look
outs. Harriet Linn spent the war years at Thompson Lookout on 
the Lolo and considered smoke-spotting her contribution to the 
war effort. Her lookout, she recalled, had a hardwood floor, 
built-in cabinets and table, and apple-green woodwork. 51 

Another firsthand account of the life of the lookout comes from 
Walter L. Robb, who described the construction of Thompson 
Lookout: 

The tower was built in 1934 from a L-4 cabin package 
milled in Columbia Falls. Materials were packed by 
mule to the site and raised on legs cut on Thompson 
Peak. A horse and "ginpole" rigging were used to raise 
the tower. 52 
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Murderer's Creek Work Center 
Malheur National Forest, Oregon 

It 
.. .. I' 

~ 

" 

Malheur National Forest 

32~~Fall Mountain Lookout 
Malheur National Forest 

"% me every fiour of tfie fig fit and tfarf(,is a miracCe, 
every cu6ic incfi of space is a mirade. " 

153 

- WALT WHITMAN, 'Jvf.irades 

Your Bearings 
20 miles southwest of the town of John Day 
70 miles north of Burns 
150 miles south of Pendleton 
170 miles west of Bend 

Availability Year-round. 

Capacity Two people maximum. 

Description 14x14-foot room atop a 20-foot tower. Electricity 
provided. Beautiful setting. 

Cost $25 per night. 
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3 ~Burley Mo~ntain Lookout 
Gifford Pinchot National Forest 

"CJ3eautiju{ morning, tlie sun is sliining 6riglit{y aruf tlie cfoutfs are a« ao-:vn Cow. 
We fee{ ufi.! we are in our own uttfe fjngtfom a6ove tlie cfoutfs. 

Your Bearings 
30 miles south of Randle 
90 miles southeast of Tacoma 
115 miles southeast of Olympia 
120 miles south of Seattle 
155 miles northeast of Portland 

_FROM THE LOOKOUT'S GUESTBOOK 

Availability November 15 to May 30. 

Capacity As many as four adults, but two would be more 

comfortable. 

Description ·th h ' 
14x14-foot, one-room fire lookout at ground level, w1 a ip 

L-4 this type of lookout has heavy shutters 
roof Known as an ' d · 
hin~ed above the windows that can be propped open unng 

summer for shade. 

Gifford Pinc/wt National Forest 19 

Cost $20 per night. 

Reservations 
Available for as many as seven consecutive nights. For an 

application packet, maps, and further information contact: 

Randle Ranger District 
10024 US Hwy. 12 
Randle, WA 98377 
360-497-1100 

How To Get There 
From Randle, Washington, take State Highway 131 south for 

about one mile. At the fork, veer left onto Forest Road 23 south, 
following signs for the Cispus Learning Center. This is Cispus 
Road. Proceed for about 11 miles to Forest Road 28. Turn right 
and go south 1-1/2 miles to Forest Road 76. Take another right 
here and remain on Road 76 for 3.5 miles to Forest Road 7605. 
Measure these 3.5 miles carefully, because Road 7605 is not signed 
-until you are actually on it. It is a most inconspicuous road. 

And now that you have found Road 7605 you may want to 
stop for a minute while looking at the sign: HEAVY TRUCK TRAFFIC 

UNSUITED FOR PUBLIC TRAVEL, and ask yourself if you really do 
want to be on it. It is extremely narrow, extremely steep, 
extremely pot-holed and gutted in places, and, all that aside, one 
of the loveliest drives one can take. But when the Ranger District 
publications say it is "unsuitable for trailer traffic" they are 
showing a sly sense of humor. It is, in fact, unsuitable for 
anything but high-clearance vehicles-preferably with four
wheel-drive. 

Should you decide not to travel this route, turn around and 
go back to Road 76, and travel west (left), for another mile until 
you reach Road 77. Turn left here on Road 77. This is a much 
better road than Road 7605, though it is gravel, steep and 
winding, and badly washboarded in places. It is also much 
longer. 

Continue on Road 77 for 15 miles at which point you will 
turn left onto Road 7605. The advantage of choosing this route is 
that you will be on 7605 for only two miles. From 7605, turn 
right onto Road 086 (shown as Road 24 on the map) for another 
very steep and rocky mile. You will see the lookout straight 
ahead. 
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If you choose to try Forest Road 7605 from its junction with 
Road 76-it is seven miles less than via Road 77-follow. its 
lovely, steep and languid way for 8.7 miles until you reach Road 
086 (shown as Road 24 on the map). Tum left here. The lookout 
is one mile ahead. 

If there is snow, expect a 3-7 mile ski trip to complete this 
route. Or, if following the Road 77 route, expect a 7-10 mile ski, 
depending on snow depth. 

Elevation 5310 feet. 

Map Location Gifford Pinchot National Forest, Township 11 
North, Range 8 East, Sections 25 and 30. 

What Is Provided 
A propane cook stove, propane light, single bed with 

mattress, table and chairs, fire extinguisher, and map of the area. 
Staying here is a primitive experience in the wintertime: 
according to the Randle Ranger District the lookout does little 
more to protect you than slow down the wind. On the day we 
saw this lookout the traditional window shutters had been 
removed; in addition, Randle Ranger District advised us that for 
the foreseeable future, there would be no woodstove, no 
propane heater, and no fridge. The absence of a fridge will be 
the least of your worries. But the absence of a heat source and 
window shutters, in winter, at an elevation of 5310 feet, is not an 
experience we can recommend to anybody. But if you try it and 
survive, send us a postcard. 

What To Bring 
Drinking water is a must, or have the means to treat the local 

supply. Snow can be melted for your washing needs, but the 
Forest Service says that safe drinking water from snow cannot 
be assured. Extra food is a must; severe weather conditions may 
delay your intended departure. 

Because of the possibility of fallen trees across the road, the 
Forest Service suggests that you bring a saw. 

Prepare for harsh weather and pack accordingly. Because 
there is no heat source in the lookout, you will need to dress for 
extreme cold. And because of the possibility of the propane 
pipes freezing, you will need to bring your own camp stove and 
light source. 

Gifford Pinchot National Forest 21 

History 

Constructed in 1934, it was once one of 60 fire lookouts in 
Gifford Pinchot National Forest. Today, it is one of ~nly three 
that remain. The lookout was used as a fire lookout and radio 
relay center until 1972. It remained empty for the rest of the 
1970s. · 

By the 1980s, this lookout was one of the few L-4 models that 
had not been burned down or dismantled. "I begged, 'pleaded, 
and cried big crocodile tears not to burn them down," said 
lookout guard Bud Panco. "They found it was cheaper to fly 
airplanes rather than pay for someone to be up at the lookout all 
season," said Walt Tokarczyk, another lookout guard. 

Burley Mountain Lookout survived because of its central 
location on the Randle Ranger District, which gives it an 
~mpo~tant role in radio communication. For a number of years 
its primary purpose was to relay radio messages from one point 
to another; fire detection was, oddly, secondary. 

The lookout was partially restored in the early 1980s, and 
today it serves two roles-fire detection in the summer and fall 
and recreational retreat in the winter and spring. ' 

Around You 

Interpretive signs provide the names of the peaks as viewed 
from the lookout, including five Cascade volcanoes rising above 
the Cispus River Valley. To the south: Mt. Hood, Badger Peak, 
Pinto Rock, and Mount St. Helens. To the west: Riffle Lake, 
Kiona Rock, and Tower Rock. To the north: Mt. Rainier, Twin 
Sisters, and the Cispus River. To the east: Mt. Adams and Hat 
Rock. 

The Burley Mountain Trail (256), three miles long, is a 
popular hike in the vicinity of the lookout. This trail crosses 
Forest Road 28 above the Cispus Leaming Center and passes a 
waterfall at Covel Creek. It intersects Forest Road 7605, and 
from there continues another three miles on Road 7605 to the 
lookout. This is a fairly difficult hike with a very steep grade. 

"'Wo~ up at 6: 18 am to tli.e sunrise over a wli.ite sea of fluff witli. on[y 6its of 
mountain tops stic~n9 tli.rougli.-fe[t as tli.ougli. I was in another worGf." 

-FROM THE LOOKOuT'S GUESTBOOK, MAY 9, 1994 
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Reservations 
Available for as many as five consecutive nights. 

Reservations are from 2:00 PM on the day you arrive until noon 
the day you leave. For an application packet, maps, and further 
information contact: 

Bear Valley Ranger District 
528 East Main 
John Day, OR 97845 
541-575-2110 

How To Get There 
From the town of John Day travel south for about 15 miles on 

Highway 395 to Starr Campground. Tum right here onto Forest 
Road 4920 where you will then see the sign: FALL MOUNTAIN 

LOOKOUT 4. Travel northwest 3-1/2 miles to the very steep and 
unmaintained Forest Road 607 and tum left. The lookout is one 
mile ahead on this rough and steep road. There is parking for a 
couple of cars. 

There is an alternative route off Highway 395. A few miles 
north of Starr Campground and just south of the Vance Creek 
rest area, turn right onto Forest Road 3920 and continue to 
Forest Road 607. 

In winter it may be necessary to ski or snowshoe the final 4-
1 /2 miles from Highway 395. Access can range from moderate 
to difficult, depending on the snow conditions. Consult the 
District Office regarding current road and snow conditions. 

Elevation 6000 feet. 

Map Location Malheur National Forest, Township 15 South, 
Range 31 East, Section 6. 

· What Is Provided 
This lookout is the only one in this rental program with 

electricity-the fridge, stove, heater and lights are all electric. 
There are chairs and a table, double bed, closets, fire 
extinguisher, shovel, maps for the area, and a vault toilet. 

What To Bring Your own water, and extra food. 

Malheur National Forest 155 

Setting 

This is a beautifully situated lookout tower, though the sense 
of. remotenes~ and isolation does suffer rather badly from a 
micr~wave thingamabob that looks like the work of deranged 
Martians. Unfortunately, it is only about fifty yards away from 
th~ lookout. B~t it is an ill-wind that doesn't blow some good: 
without the microwave thingamabob the lookout would not 
have electricity. 

History 

Built in 1933. Back then there were miles of telephone wire 
stretched all the way from the lookout, through the woods, to 
the firefighters at Bear Valley Work Center. 

Around You 

From the top of the tower the cabin offers the most 
astonis~ing ~iews of Bear Valley and the Strawberry 
Mountains-views that reach into tomorrow. On the ground 
below is a glorious old juniper tree growing right in front of the 
lookout. There is also a fine old wooden shed that is open to 
skiers in the winter season. 



.., ' 

The Thompson Lookout later had to be closed and torn down 
because it became unsafe due to age and vandalism. 

Fern Bonnell, interviewed in 1982 by C. Milo McLeod about her 
12-year career as a spotter, recalled her work as a relaxing and 
educational interlude away from her public school duties from 
1943 to 1955. She described lookout responsibilities, "which 
included weather observation, fire detection and location, and 
playing good host to visitors." She was more fortunate than 
many lookouts because her tower had an air traffic beacon that 
required electricity and allowed the use of a refrigerator. 53 

When the Civilian Conservation Corps became active in 1933, 
the heyday of the lookout had arrived. Using this almost inex
haustible source of both skilled and unskilled labor, the Forest 
Service began to replace archaic lookouts with more elaborate 
structures and rather comfortable cabins. They also upgraded 
paths, trails, and roads serving the lookouts, which allowed for 
much easier and faster communication and resupply. One of the 
better known and best preserved lookouts built by the CCC is 
Tri-point Lookout and Station on the Beaverhead. Built in 1940, 
it consists of a wooden lookout tower and log cabin. Well 
maintained and modernized, it is in excellent condition and will 
continue to be used as an active lookout 54 

Porphyry Peak Lookout on Kings Hill Pass, just west of High
way 89 on the Lewis and Clark, also is well preserved and 
considered to be one of the finest examples in the region. The 
CCC did extensive work on this structure during the 1930's. 55 

The Forest Service experimented with many different construc
tion plans for lookouts. A few steel-girder lookouts were built, 
but the cost proved prohibitive, especially when wooden poles 
cost only the labor required to fell and emplace them. The peak 

· year for the operation of fixed lookouts in the region was 1938, 
when some 800 lookouts were in operation. The number de
clined to 250 in 1964, and only 85 were in service in 1987. 56 

Satellite surveillance and modern electronic technology have 
displaced most of the manned fire lookout posts, but those 
surviving remind us of the role that fire has played and continues 
to play in the history of the Northern Region. In recent years, 
~ome of the fixed fire lookout towers still in good repair and 
reasonably accessible have been made available, as have some 
of the unused ranger and guard cabins, for rental to the public. 
The Northern Region's innovative recreational rental program 
has thus far been successful. 51 
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I. INTRODUCTION 

· This study is designed to show which fire lookout structures once existed and 
which ones still exist on the Clearwater National Forest in north central 
Idaho. The research began in 1985 at the Forest Supervisor's Office in 
Orofino, Idaho, with examination of historical files containing lookout 
information from 1910 onward. Files in the Fire Control Office from the 1930's 
containing "seen area" maps and notes from almost every peak on the forest were 
reviewed. These files proved invaluable, as they provided dated information 
describing the conditions of existing lookouts in the 1930's. Another 
important source referenced was Ray Kresek's book "Fire Lookouts of the 
Northwest". This book laid the foundation for the study, and in most cases 
corresponds to the information found on the forest. In addition, the 
Clearwater Forest historic photo data base provided information and helped 
determine lookout styles and designs. Construction blue prints of early 
lookouts were also located and reviewed. As the data was gathered, it was 
compiled into the enclosed computerized data base list. 

II. OVERVIEW 

Since the early years of the 20th century, fixed lookout points were the 
primary means of fire detection in the National Forests. Today that is not 
so. With the advancement of aerial detection, satellite capabilities, and 
other electronic technology, more and more lookouts are disappearing, either by 
natural deterioration or demolition due to safety factors and high maintenance 
cos~.s. 

Prior to the 1920's, a lookout site possibly consisted of a tree platform 
(crow's nest) and/or alidade table (map board), a tent camp, and the lookout 
person. Lookout structures of varying designs began to appear in the 1920's. 
In the 1930's, with the CCC's and other government work programs, lookout 
construction rapidly expanded. Some lookouts during this period were built to 
be used in very high instance situations. These proved of limited use however, 
and were generally torn down several years later (Ralph Space personal 
communication, 8-5-86). The peak year for number of standing lookouts in the 
United States was 1953 (Forest Fire Detection by Eliot W. Zimmerman, USFS, 
USDA, 1969:5). With the increasing use of air patrol flights, the need for 
lookouts rapidly declined. In the late 1950's and early 1960's only the proven 
high-detection lookouts were replaced when structures became unusable. The 
1980's brought a new phase of lookout use. Some of the unused lookouts are 
being used once again, but this time for public recreation rentals. A few 
remain in service for fire detection purposes, but this number is smaller each 
year. 

III. THE DATA BASE 

The enclosed lookout list is a summary of previous and existing lookouts on the 
Clearwater National Forest. As more information becomes available, the data 
base can easily be corrected and/or expanded. The following is a description 
of the headings used on the data base printout (Appendix A). 



A. Name 

The list is sorted alphabetically by lookout name. Lookout site construction 
phases are then sorted chronologically by construction date. 

B. Legal 

The legal description is listed as section - township - range. The township 
for the Clearwater National Forest is always north. The range is east unless 
designated with a "W" for west. 

C. Site Types/Construction Features 

The following is a list of site type terms used in the printout: 

C-1 cabin: Frame cabin with gable roof built in the 1930's. 

Cabin: Unknown style frame building. 

Camp: Usually consisting of a map board and tent. May have had a tree 
platform {crow's nest). 

CLW flat: Designed by Chuck Loucka in the 1970's for the Clearwater National 
Forest. Flat roof design. 

Cupola cabin: Unknown style, log or frame building with cupola. 

D-6 cupola: Precut frame building with cupola. Built in the 1920's. Had a 
hip {pyramid) roof on both the cabin and cupola. Designed in District 6 
{Region 6). 12' x 12' cabin. Prototype was built in 1915 atop Mt. Hood in 
Oregon. Sometimes referred to as D5/D6 type. 

Emer point: Term taken from early Forest Service maps. Emergency point used 
during high fire season, sometimes as a tent camp or patrol point for main 
lookout. 

Encl platform: A pole platform which was later enclosed with lumber and glass 
windows. 

Frame cabin: Specific style of hip roofed frame building usually made of 
whipsawn lumber and built in the 1910 to 1920 period. Some had roof platforms 
with map board mounted on roof. 

G: Gable roof 

Garage: Frame building from the 1930's. 

H: Hip roof {Actually pyramid shaped, but commonly referred to as "hip" in 
USFS records) . 

L-2: 1928 design for District 1 {Region 1). 14' x 12' precut frame building 
with gable roof cabin and gable roof cupola. 



L-3: District 1 (Region 1) design from 1928. Log building with frame cupola. 
Gable roof on both. 14' x 12'. 

L-4: Two designs by C. P. Fickes, et al. for Region 1. 14' x 14' precut frame 
building. 1930 design had a gable roof. 1931 design had a hip roof. This 
design was improved upon in Region 6 in ,1936. 

L-5 log cabin: 1928 designed by C. P. Fickes, et al. for Region 1. Gable 
roof, approx. 14' x 14' log building. 

L-6: Usually a patrol lookout for a main lookout point. Designed for Region 1 
by C. P. Fickes, et al. in 1931. Used on a tower or on the ground. 8'9" x 
8'9" 

Log cabin: Unspecified style log building 

Log cabin/cupola: Frame cupola on log cabin of unspecified design. 

Log cabin/log cupola: Log cupola on log cabin of unspecified design. 

Log cabin/+cupola: Log cabin built originally, then a frame cupola added 
afterwards (perhaps several years later). 

Log observatory: Platform with log railing. 

Lookout: Unknown type - usually the information was from an early Forest 
Service map. 

Map board: Horizontal board mounted on a post or rock and serving as a table 
for a map and siting device. 

Pole platform: Platform built using four cut poles (not live trees). 

Observ cupola: Small log building of unspecified design and on the ground used 
for observation (eg. McConnell Mtn. Lookout). 

On concrete: On concrete blocks (cinder block). Built up off the ground. 

On ground: Placed on ground surface, not on tower. 

On log: Log base (log crib built up). 

On rock: Native rock and mortar foundation. 

Platform.: Unknown if tree or pole platform. 

R-6 flat: 1950's design from Region 6. Flat roof built with 2 x 6 
tongue-in-groove and mopped felt. 

R-6 hip: Probably an updated version of the L-4 hip roof style lookout. 
1950's design from Region 6. 

Spiked tree: Telephone pole spikes on a tree to form a ladder. Usually no 
platform, just a small seat or branch to sit on. 



.,.,...,.._.....,~,_... 

:r~~..v'i";f!"a;;!.~ 
/ ,,.,.,. Jf ·_,-~ ,p,-,,,..; ~ 

Cl .. ~ ~,.°./_,; ~
~>--~ _.,....,,.. . .,,_.,,,.,,s~I. 

VS OEPT&y"" Ad~/CULTL/RE 
.;r~sr~/t:2' D-'$T." "'*/ 

L/6#T#//Yu P.Rt::JTECT/CVY 
/&M? 

/ t:Z1f21#7 #c:Jat"Ef 'ff" ,.P/?TKtJLU.4#S 
CA'B//YS 

'· 

~,cJf"_ ""-~I 
~~-~~--~/.~~ 

KA~.e/AL. Rl'QU/,f P 
~ 

.r r-4A1' ~ ~..- .D-/& LOIOKOIVT ~ -- .Jl'.J~ ·~ - _, ~ 
/~ c;.tlf7.-- """"'~ ~-., ,,. ....,,...,....~ --- -- ... _ ,.. •. ,,. ~.....,,. - ,4., - ...,._ 

Zoo •• •4 - ---- .....,_~ , / .-
4~~/ 

# •. •r ,,._ ..-_ #* 4''1 6.U 
~· f CJ ,I'._;. • _,, __ ,-tf."'~"1~4,,. .,,.,._ ,_,. 
77tl " _.. '/4~~ ... ~~= -· oo· - ,..,_,_,/"' _,..,..,. 

4 . . ~-7 · __,.,, 1•'4" 
4 • ~ •• 
4 • ,.._ - - .ra·4• ; : :~- _..,. =-:::.... :~ . .. . ~· - _.., ~· 



i 
l 

-· 

...... 

. -,·;i;L'( i:;:;::;::=:::======::::::z:mlillil3r=:;:i 
·,4;·:,. . 
.. ·. ··''· 

SIDit. ?1LfNATl0.H 
...I. r·I" 

t ••••••••••••• .,:.. ............... L ..... ..... .J ..... .. ... .. . 

4//t:W~:#I ..,,, ~ 
/~· ~~~~~~~~~~~-' 

'F·~ 
I: --: .s;;...v,n, 

I 
J _,.,~11111>~ 
,;.,,~ ,s,+,,./~ .. ~., 4',,.,...,f .... J 

f (~H''"'4'J 

~ 

~ 
t~ 

~ ~ t:: 
\ 
~ 

,.--

• ' 2' 

. '' ... . i .... . '' ··'· .. .......... ·\. ...... ..\ ........ . • .•. A. •. . _.t •• •••• . .. 

.. -- l'I' 

: 
t 

I t 
6¥4 C4-''h~· .4,-~ I 

.I 
ft,;~Aun t 

I 

r.l 7• "'"",,._..,, fll t 
I 

' I _,,,,,,.,..._,;,;~~-

' I 
= 1- I 

~ ~~ 
~ 
l = / , ,I 
~ 
I 

I ,,,~- ·' ~ 
I I 

u I Ill,, .... ..,,__._, 
.1 .. .. 
1 

CUP01.tA PIIWR D1'TAIII ~ 
" oulc. l"•!r' l 

I 

/NIJEJ' ,, JHEET.S 

I. FLEY.4 T/l?N <flat(' 

~ P£T.41£ rLaali?· 
PUH II L/~HIH# 

,IWr7r£cr1DN 

JI 8/ti.S H° .VAT£A'MI. • 
t'.S.P.lt"//~T-

U..S LJEPr ef A6RICUL1VRE 
n:wnr.sEWU PST/'tlo./ 

r/?.ANE L OOk'OUT 
#01/Sc 

,&rAN L-2 
~"' \Aa~<_:t ·: 

- ,l..,.¢;.;..--:_. __ 

H./,AIJ. .... .Y'I SW'-/#$ 

-



,.- - a. ·. 

·- • 
~. 

tm .... -I - -

I I I I I I I I I 
I I I I I I ~ I I l l l I I I I 

I I I I I I I 
I I I I I I I I I I 

~ ~ 
l;f- . L 

~CJ,,• g IJ 1f u I I I ....IL. 

;:;;~ ,= I I -tm =) f ) ~= ... 
........;.~ . 

~ ~ 
f ..... 

"Zz:l ~ 

:::~ ~ ('---
-~ 
~ (: 
..-- i --I 

"'"""' ~ 

:::~ ( ..... =r_ 
~ 1 _ ~ 

=~ 't j~ \ 

,=~ 
!!11l :f •- \ 

L ........ .J. _ • •. .l ... ...... .!. ..... ..... .. l ...... I. ......... l.. ...... ...1 .... ...... .1 ....... .. .l .......... .l ... .... ..i 

·., 
I 

. I 
:. j_ 

I .s:·,,·· 

. /4' . 

: .. \::t · 
r .· 

·· · .t 
. t · 

- I J , __ 

• ~ ~ 
/A' """'' /A' I I J ")...'-. 

//I r I I ............ 
~ 11 I I I I I I' ~ ~ 

tm 
I I 1 ~ I I 

""/I I I I· -....-....1 I I 
l ',,,,, ~- I 
~ I I~ 

..... ..<] l I ~ 

""' I I I I I I I ~ 

h'fl I I I I I 

1 1 . 1'.L(r~ .h1 I I IT T I I 
~11111 l T ll I I 

~ =I 
""""" 
......... ' I ::1 I 

=~ J 
........... ~ 

i 
·~ 
.~. 
·~ "---~ 
~. 

tlli: 
• I~ , 

w-
:. ... :: .. .L .... l. 

.SIW 

' , I , • ' ; .':. '.: ~ • ' 

tm [E8 
I 

' ~ 

~ 

~ 

l 

~ . : 

~Ao VwVATIQN 
•o.1le r·r 

Itl6MTJl11IG J>l?QTDC"l'lQM 
l>IAGRAA 

(..;::'. ·,~ 

......... 
I . l 

~I -
I 

"""'"' ....... 
= 
~ 

I ....... 
~ 

....... 
~ 

I= 

~ 1:: 
~ 

-
.L!l. 

,,..,-: 

; 

IN.?f)' 

I 

•. 

J 

ELF>-A TICIY.>, r/XR 
ti ./16HT/'ll /># 
r~cr10N 

RAN 
,t'.PO 

CRO.j S SEC Tt.:JIY.S 
L°TAIL d 0 

,/Jlll.5 
It! .s 

o .··NATER.-At. 
.PfC/,r/CAT/P,Y,S 

i /C#T,¥/, ~6 #ff:JTECTtaN M-ITEA'11V 
t&!'.t'6/. ,no,,-.,.., . ~v-~ch" ,,,. . 
"' 7~.rnt/ c.,,4'/. 16 aesr~a' 

"" / 8 . C'~;00/J ,P,1~ · ., ·4• . 
8 ~ ,,f,. .. .#'...,,.... .,. .. ~· · I 

__ __._-! ~ /~' £~-#-"-,.""*"' 
,,. ~,f,' k// . ~ c.,,,.,.u . .......-..... 
~ s · ~,..? ~.P-df7.v-

~ /"' ..,,,.,~·-.M~_. .. ;; .~ 
~ /I?' ,. • 

~ /6/ ' Alc:W#/~.s-r.nef 
"~ 77~ · tf>r.-irr.!fao;J 
X /~ cor;u·r4r-10:-tc7'" ~Aov-s 

~"*;-,,-_ ... ,$,..,.k~ 
// ?&#pvv a(,,"'>"s 

A:t> :j•a/ '9,.....Sh.,,,.... 
J~'1Jf/r8 .f'H.~ --./.s..._ 

~lfrw"1~~~;... ·>.Ms 

u ... : ocPT..,,,....JcR.'C;~:·:-:1 
l"ORf.~T .>ERtKtf/''.•T!'rl. 

L06 LOO/('Q'IT 
h'Ot/SE 

/'LA.IV L.-3 

A~,.,.,.._-./ ,t.. .~J(c:/:·~i . I 

~~~.~::'t~.f I~1~;~f.M:~ni1~~~t:+ ~;~ .. -;;;· ··~;~ ::,;;"J 



' ., ' 

t . 

~ 
I I I 

I I I I 
I I I l 1 1 l 
11 I I 'TI I I 

~· 

l 

l , ......... , ... 
I 

1-----,---L---.....:.:~:.=.:;:..._L..._ ____ , ___ L_ - - ·~ 
1----~a---r------,,,---JL---y-----_l ___ - l "1'ii0 4 ' I 

I 

a101 11.IV,.TION 

II.,, / 11, J · .. •lt•M.a 111,,~v,ll 1,/I _,,,~ 4/ltf ~ 

""""60~ .,,~ ,,.,..,,,It ,,,It ·- ,. "•'" 
, M11I~''" d••lf. 

•\ . ; . 

-"" •. 4./ .s,,,,_, -,;;,..,... ,-..,, ... ,.,~ • ., 1,,. ~,-·r. 

WINaOW 9MUTTlll DITAll. 

; :';1.~~r~f i"~: ,u · . "+<'. · · ·? , .... .... . 

'f. 
·. ;~ ... ·;~: .. ~ 

-· 4 · 

4 ' -4-.---

I 

-~ 

1'-

~ . ./ I I .......... • 

I 

I 

l 
, .,,,. I 

... 

'~ · 

I 

I 
I 

I 

I 

rllONT 11.IVATIOH 

..•. 

~.-;',,/- C"'!Q Al1f• .,,,,,,, Guys. 

ncp """'" s,.,,. s••/fltf ·"'"':.tr 4'11•-'~ 
Vs• ,o/•,,l,J.- o/" IOfl -ib, 11 /~<11/ / '"'")' •• ~-• 
314'</f'"'" 

ooo• •HUTTlll 

;,.-: s .,., • 

11•··· 

; · .. 
·- · ,'· 

. ; , 

LOOKOUT HOUSE 

PLAN L-4 
DIC . IDaD SHCET 2 OF 5 

.J 

..... 



... 
.. 

-----~··'-o• 

~·-- ""°""'' .,. ~,,., ,,...,,..,:ft .,,A ... ,,,.,./,,,,. 
:/.1• P"-"'v ol' .IO~ no1Js1 tr.' I•••~ I ,,,,,.,rv l"w.: 

,;,~ht:• 1"-11.,.,'- l)r,,,,,. f """"" IOclt .11d• ol' Abr'\J. 
"'-...., J"o •d M-Vow ,,..,.,.,,1 .,,,,; ~ "''°"' 

•1~n9 "loo'-

!>tTAIL Or- NOTCH 

Cur fOt H1P 12.Antu 

DtTAIL or- CA• PLATt 

/~--· /;~"· .... ~ .ac,, #ll'Jl't 
••t'otow,, t•ho,.., ,....., ol' ,Q.,f".••,. 

510t t:.LtVATION 

~Q.ONT tLt:'.'ATION 

~,/\~_, .. 
,'V~· ,oak.$ or,...hd' ~_, -r.1mlno/ 6r orlPc:,SW1', o

erwc ''°" CV7. lou.i-.v/ l>O<ASrs or ,to.,.,,.._, •Ac,pl ~n ¥'«°'~~ 
f"D"."lim' AY- by .5p«io/ ,n.s/ruc/i01J$ 

/1v171e .,,r .w.Lovl 1" k poim¥d on rool" or _,J,,,/·lcr3 
wi /t, /,,/,rn.:1 .:,,~,.,.1.' Cr c1nf~ . Sh ·'nflc' '6 6< :cfl U?.sl. r-ed. 

6GAt...k : f'• l'·O• 

· . '·· 

Nor,: ._,,.t.A«:t. ~I. ""1~.<•I -.,, 
•Jt,,,9 ,., .,... ·"'' '' o,, r • .- °' 
F/01h1n9 .tf.;..,, .. . ~o H p~I> 4"nd•,. 
•.!J,,,9/•• dnd t.•.•l'f-. 1'090 on,..,. 
oF _,,,.,,11,,-1, 

Nore. ,,.,,_,,_.,,.;.,,,, .... 
1""' .,......, o..er 1'Wtl'pt1.••'-

LOOKOUT HOUSE 

PLAN ~-4 
ere. .... SHEET 20/F 7 

· - J 

. , 



• , : ; '2 ; 4 ~;: :;:~::;~~;: ··· .. ~ . '~~:~ ;;t~'lil~r. ~. -:,-. ~~. ,i;~~ffe~~rf~i:~~,~~~~:-- ~~~============~====~===~~======~ ~ ~~:~~~~~T~1~ 
' . j / '-

j I 

.. .... ........ ..... . .............. .. .. . .............. ~. 
P.l'f 

I I I I r _________ ._._-. ·,~·;,,·; ___ .. _~_ .. __ · -_'-_____ ._ .. _,-;-, 

I I 

· - · · -- · -~- /,$~· · . 
/~ 'I 

~ 
I 
! 

i 
I I 
1 l.____--ll 

I 
11 

~~;~ 

.., 

-.1.r.1· 

-

" 'i ,,.-
'/ , ............ 

~·-;. "/ ........... 

--......... "/ ........... :,1: 
/ r.1"¥,.- ........._ . • 

"/ "'-...' 
/ ~ ,,......,_°"'.._ .•. ,,,_._ 

_,, f 
:-. ~ ~ /~ 

~ / / // 
/1 '/ '(/ .< / f '/, / 

/, -{ /,- ~ , .'~ 
'l . 'l ~ ~· '1,. "*' 

~r>'1f ~- ::... _J ~~' 

... . .. ·- . .. , . . .. . ... . 7 . 

'--·-~-----1 i r l 1 ·L . T-~-.::.~.~--
, .l ... .. . .... . . . ,;. . .. . .... -·· 

f.. ~:...:.·~ ·. :~:..·.:.~.:.::.:.:.::.:.:..:..:.:.:.::.:. :.:::.::.:.:.:.: ... ;6:i:;;~~ ~--- . ---- -- .. 

-- -- --

,s,+,,~....; 

C~;.,Arr_,., ~,.. '""'.,..,, .,.,..,,....:. 
s,,-4;.. 
, . ,,,-;.,;, · 



. , 

) 

I 

· .. ! 

I 

rt, 
£'' 

£ 
4 

.,.:<: ... : 

THI-' STR.UCTUl!L TC Dl U'lO roa. i>ATR.OL. STATIONS AHO •oa ALl TOWll. Hou5L5 ON T·r AllO Tt TowtR.~ I 

" .. ,,. , 
~ 

~ © 
~ 
~ 111-©~ .. ~- - ··· 

~ 

JOl-'T r11..AMING PLAN 

•c:•••• •·· r·o• 

~,-,, 

. ~ .. .. : :, : ... -~ / 

~1~·-s~t06. 

f°LOOt. PL.AN 
.. :• •c••• t~· 1•0• 

'· · ~ . • . •• ··!"'' 

I 

J. 
1 [] 

I"' 
0 

D 
...,... 

: ' .; • 

~IOI::. 1'11. ... MIHG DlTAll. 
ecALt : t•· 1~0· 

' t----------, .......... ------t 
~t------'~~-=:::-h~~~4~·d.~·~~'------i 

~t------------------1 
·::1------------------1 

OIDL tLt:VATION 
ec:At. .. t 0 •f·O• 

./ 

®I 
""'" fWrp•p•r ll'>#

Cor!'¥r tJ.-rt*'• ---- - ~ 

& 

om 
r. 

@-

.-:., Coa.Nl!:R. D~TAIL 
aoAL1<1k"· 1•0• 

, 

~ 
~ ,• 
" \ 

1 .. 
~ 

~ 

,,£. 

/ 

,,£.. -

·- · 

@ 

, 

FR.ONT f'll.AMIHI; Dt:TAIL 
' aC4\.~ t•• t'-0~ 

,,,~, 
, 

' 
' 

' 
' 

·--- - -· 

I 

~ ~I~ ~ 
Ii 

() 

D .. 
(Gf) ~~ 

' 
....... 

'fa 

,.,,,,,s.,,r. t 

. ,~,111.-4t.y . 
ti.ONT f:L.t.VATION 

aOALll : i:'• 1'•0° 

.. · 

0

1\tv.e: Nuln,.,.11 ;,. t'1"rr#11 IYl'9r 'o #wt,.,,• 
o-7 IJll/ ol' ~,.,,r..;,,,t. 

U. a. DI:" OT AGlllCULTUlll 

F'OREST !!oERVICE REGION NO. I. 

:rnSHELTEROR'TOYt£R CUPALO 
PLAN . L-·6 

0111_., "' L -f'1c111:a 

.. ••» 
lllVlalON 

,,,. .. ,u • SHEET I 


	2602-B043-F08-001
	2602-B043-F08-002
	2602-B043-F08-003
	2602-B043-F08-004
	2602-B043-F08-005
	2602-B043-F08-006
	2602-B043-F08-007
	2602-B043-F08-008
	2602-B043-F08-009
	2602-B043-F08-010
	2602-B043-F08-011
	2602-B043-F08-012
	2602-B043-F08-013
	2602-B043-F08-014
	2602-B043-F08-015
	2602-B043-F08-016
	2602-B043-F08-017
	2602-B043-F08-018
	2602-B043-F08-019
	2602-B043-F08-020
	2602-B043-F08-021
	2602-B043-F08-021a
	2602-B043-F08-022
	2602-B043-F08-023
	2602-B043-F08-024
	2602-B043-F08-025
	2602-B043-F08-026
	2602-B043-F08-027
	2602-B043-F08-028
	2602-B043-F08-029
	2602-B043-F08-030
	2602-B043-F08-031
	2602-B043-F08-032
	2602-B043-F08-033
	2602-B043-F08-034
	2602-B043-F08-035
	2602-B043-F08-036
	2602-B043-F08-037
	2602-B043-F08-038
	2602-B043-F08-039
	2602-B043-F08-040
	2602-B043-F08-041
	2602-B043-F08-042
	2602-B043-F08-043
	2602-B043-F08-044
	2602-B043-F08-045
	2602-B043-F08-046
	2602-B043-F08-047
	2602-B043-F08-048
	2602-B043-F08-049
	2602-B043-F08-050
	2602-B043-F08-051
	2602-B043-F08-052
	2602-B043-F08-053
	2602-B043-F08-054
	2602-B043-F08-055
	2602-B043-F08-056
	2602-B043-F08-057
	2602-B043-F08-058
	2602-B043-F08-059
	2602-B043-F08-059a
	2602-B043-F08-060
	2602-B043-F08-061
	2602-B043-F08-062
	2602-B043-F08-063
	2602-B043-F08-064
	2602-B043-F08-064a
	2602-B043-F08-065
	2602-B043-F08-066
	2602-B043-F08-067
	2602-B043-F08-068
	2602-B043-F08-069
	2602-B043-F08-070
	2602-B043-F08-071
	2602-B043-F08-072
	2602-B043-F08-073
	2602-B043-F08-074
	2602-B043-F08-075
	2602-B043-F08-076
	2602-B043-F08-077
	2602-B043-F08-078
	2602-B043-F08-078a
	2602-B043-F08-079
	2602-B043-F08-080
	2602-B043-F08-081
	2602-B043-F08-082
	2602-B043-F08-083
	2602-B043-F08-084
	2602-B043-F08-085
	2602-B043-F08-086
	2602-B043-F08-087
	2602-B043-F08-088
	2602-B043-F08-089
	2602-B043-F08-090
	2602-B043-F08-092
	2602-B043-F08-093
	2602-B043-F08-094
	2602-B043-F08-095
	2602-B043-F08-096
	2602-B043-F08-097
	2602-B043-F08-098
	2602-B043-F08-099
	2602-B043-F08-100
	2602-B043-F08-101
	2602-B043-F08-102

