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Lightning Speed May Be Legacy of Past Predators
Continued From Page B9

subjected to the natural rigors faced 
by their ancestors.

Until 10,000 years ago, the rigors of 
life for pronghorns appear to have 
been extreme.

In order to survive, at one time or 
another these doe-eyed cud-chewing 
cfeatures had to evade the North 
American cheetah, the giant short- 
faiced bear, a long-legged creature 
that was probably an impressive 
riinner, as well as lions and jaguars, 
which were even bigger and faster 
than they are today. The young and 
the weak faced an even greater ar
ray of dangers with saber-toothed 
cats roaming about as well as nu
merous types of wolves and plunder
ing dogs.

But the worst, by far, were the 
hyenas equipped with cheetah-like 
limbs and huge jaws full of ripping 
teeth.

“I don’t think there’s a predator 
, alive today,” said Dr. Byers, “that 
would’ve been as ferocious as that 
long-legged hyena would’ve been m  
its back as high as a person’s waist 
and running in packs as it probably 
did. It would have been able to get on 
a group of pronghorns and drag them 
down and rip them apart. It would 
have been truly formidable.”

Once the pronghorn is envisioned 
amid such predators, its speed 
seems much less extraordinary and 
much more obligatory, as it is hard 
to imagine any save the fleetest get
ting out of the Pleistocene alive.
I  And fast they became. One re
searcher clocked pronghorns at 55 
miles an hour, though biologists 
guess that they may go even faster. 
Others tracking pronghorns by light 
plane going at 45 miles an hour say 
they have seen pronghorns put on a 
little burst of speed and effortlessly 
slip away. Pronghorns are endur
ance runners as well, going at 45 
miles an hour for several miles with
out showing any signs of exhaustion.

Despite the explanatory power of 
ghosts of predators past, those study
ing behavior rarely stop to consider 
such vanished enemies, which was 
one of the major reasons Dr. Byers 
sgid he decided to write the book.

Dr. Daniel Rubenstein, a behavior
al ecologist at Princeton University, 
called Dr. Byers’s work “high quali
ty” and agreed, saying that typically 
behavioral researchers would only 
consider such historical explanations 
if forced to do so. “Digging back into

the past to see why traits originated 
is almost a last resort,” said Dr. 
Rubenstein, who described it as an 
explanation used only after re
searchers could not find any current 
use for a behavior.

Part of the reluctance to entertain 
such ideas, is the difficulty of testing 
hypotheses in which the principal 
players are all extinct.

Dr. John Fryxell, a behavioral 
ecologist at the University of Guelph 
in Canada, who called the soon-to-be- 
published book “convincing,” said 
historical explanations were always 
more difficult to test. Just as scien-

The idea of relict 
behaviors is 
controversial 
among biologists.

tists cannot repeat and manipulate 
the “big bang,” researchers theoriz
ing about long-dead predators cannot 
remove and rearrange extinct hye
nas. They must instead examine 
whether other modern-day evidence 
supports their theory of the preda
tors’ importance.

In Dr. Byers’s case, there is much 
supporting evidence, as many as
pects of pronghorns’ lives aippear to 
have been shaped by their ancient 
pnemies.

Many animals that rely on grazing 
vill hefll. roaming" about in large 
groups. A group affords more eyes to 
pot an approaching predator and 

for any one individual in the group 
the chance of being attacked is dilut
ed. So herding animals suffer the 
inconveniences of crowding, includ
ing struggling for food and domi
nance, in exchange for the safety of 
numbers.

Yet though adult pronghorns have 
nothing to fear from the carnivores 
around them now and nothing to gain 
from herding, they continue to do so 
in what appears to be another adap
tation to ancient threats.

Dr. Byers says he has found hints 
of the past in pronghorn mating as 
well. If peak speed and endurance 
were once key to survival, one might 
expect pronghorn females to pick 
fathers for their offspring on the 
basis of vigor and athletic prowess,
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Pronghorn antelope, moving at high speed across a snow field, can run about 60 miles an hour and sustain 45 miles an hour for several miles.

which is exactly what females do. 
When the mating season begins, 
males work to herd groups of fe
males.

But as soon as a female is ready to 
maté she begins to attempt escape, 
leading the male on sprinting chases 
and drawing the attention of chal
lenging males. Females typically 
stand back and watch as males 
struggle to fend off challengers, then 
choose the victor as their mate.

Today the pressures on the prong
horn population are predation on 
fawns by coyotes, bobcats and even 
golden eagles, as well as hunting of 
adults by humans.

It is not only pronghorns that hang 
on to ancient defenses. Dr. Coss and 
his colleagues found that California 
ground squirrels from populations 
that have been free from snakes for

70,000 to 300,000 years still clearly 
recognize rattlesnakes. Exhibiting 
stereotypic anti-rattlesnake behav
ior, the ground squirrels approach 
with caution, throw dirt and fluff up 
their tails. But fear, even of snakes, 
does not last forever. Arctic ground 
squirrels in Alaska, free of snakes 
for some three million years, seem 
unable to recognize the threat of a 
rattlesnake. These hapless squirrels 
exhibited only a disorganized cau
tion, even after being bitten repeat
edly.

Dr. Susan A. Foster, an evolution
ary biologist at Clark University in 
Worcester, Mass., and her colleagues 
have also found relict behaviors in 
stickleback fish. Working with a pop- 
datioiLJthat-hag^ong been free of 
sculpin, a dangerous predator, re- 
marchers presented p rlse r^ iscu l-

pin to the fish. To their surprise, 
researchers saw the sticklebacks im
mediately engage in stereotypic anti- 
sculpin behavior, treating the preda
tory fish with caution, avoiding its 
mouth and swimming behind to bite 
it.

In what will surely be the most 
controversial of the new studies, Dr. 
Coss and his colleagues are search
ing for Jpnct behaviors ift humans.

Researchers questioned 3- and 4- 
year-olds and adults about childhood' 
nighttime fears. While the over
whelming majority of males report
ed being fearful of attack from the 
side, the greatest number of females 
reported being fearful of attack from 
below. Dr. Coss says these differ
ences may be due to the life patterns 
of ancient hominid ancestors.

According to some theories, early

female hominids were more adept 
clim ^rs^£evidencedloqav. in hart, 
by the greater flexibility of the young 

j^dnlt. femaifi fnpt) and spent more 
time in trees than males. More likely 
to sleep in elevated roosts, females 
were most vulnerable to attack from 
below. M^les sleeping on the ground, 
however, would have been more vul
nerable to nighttime attack from the 
side.

Some might suggest that research
ers were most likely detecting the 
ghost of television and movies 
watched. But Dr. Coss, while ac
knowledging the powerful effects of 
these media, suggests the opposite. 
Hollywood, he says, may be capital-

mans stilfca^
fheyjer.e^ easyT tender targets for 
many a predatorT*^^------
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Hercules of Bees Is Reselling a Rare Mistletoe
y Bll

Pollinator’s feat is 
like an ant’s opening 
a twist-top bottle.

By CAROL KAESUK YOON

An international team of research
ers has brought good tidings about a 
rare species of mistletoe: a tiny bee 
may be coming to its rescue.

The mistletoe, known as Peraxilla 
tetrapetala, is found only in New 
Zealand and produces spectacular 
sprays of scarlet flowers each 
Christmas. It is threatened, in part, 
because its handsome evergreen 
leaves (good for kissing under) are 
extremely tasty to a voracious opos
sum that was introduced to New Zea
land for the fur trade. Researchers 
discovered last year that the mistle
toe’s unusual flowers were pollinated 
by two honeyeater birds that are also 
in decline.

The blossoms work something like 
a childproof cap. To get at the flow
ing nectar inside, the two honeyeater 
species, tuis and bellbirds, must 
forcefully twist the tip of the flowers, 
which then burst open, spraying the 
birds with pollen as they prepare to 
drink.

Now, in a feat nearly on a par with 
an ant’s opening a twist-top bottle, 
very tiny solitary bees are muscling 
their way in. While neither as effec
tive nor as efficient as the hon
eyeater birds, the bees appear to be 
providing crucial seed production for 
this increasingly rare plant, espe
cially in areas where the birds are 
rare. Scientists reported the finding 
about the bees in the current issue of 
the journal Nature.

“My husband said, ‘I think that bee 
is trying to open that flower,’ ” said 
Dr. Joan Edwards, a co-author of the 
paper with her husband, Dr. David C. 
Smith. The two scientists, ecologists 
at Williams College in Williamstown, 
Mass., were the first to witness the 
work of the bees.

“I told him, ‘No, these are bird- 
pollinated,’ ” Dr. Edwards said. “We 
watched and, lo and behold, this tiny 
bee pops this flower right open. We 
just knew instantly it was something 
really exciting.”

Three co-authors of the paper 
from New Zealand, Dr. Dave Kelly 
and Jenny J. Ladley, both at the 
University of Canterbury in Christ
church, and Dr. Alastair W. Robert
son at Massey University in Palmer
ston North, have stu

Small native bee, center, harvesting pollen frojn mistletoe, Peraxilla tetrapetala, is replacing birds in the job.

toe for several years. Dr. Kelly, who 
along with colleagues independently 
discovered the work of the bee short
ly afterward, said: “We were flab
bergasted. It seemed impossible that 
an insect could do it.’’

Though a symbol of Christmas
time, the mistletoe is in fact a para
sitic plant. Suspended in tree 
branches, just as it is hung over 
doorways, this particular species of 
mistletoe lives as a shrublike growth 
in beech trees. The plants grow di
rectly into the tree branches, tapping 
their hosts for water.

Even without the help of the birds 
and the bees, a small number of 
flowers on these plants always 
produce seeds through a process

But when there are a lot of birds 
around to start popping the flowers’ 
tops, the number making seeds is 
tripled. The birds, expert in getting 
at the nectar, can open a flower in 
one-fifth of a second. Completely 
dusted from earlier explosions, they 
pollinate flowers as they dip their 
beaks into one and then another.

The tiny solitary bees, just one- 
third of an inch long, undertake a 
Herculean struggle with each bud. 
Often not successful, they move from 
one to another, chewing away at the 
top of the closed petals trying to 
trigger them. Even when successful, 
the bees take 20 to 40 seconds per 
flower. These efforts can help a plant 
produce twice as many seeds as it

Of Mysterious Disease
By NICK MADIG AN

“ It’s a neat switch,” said Dr. Nick- 
olas Waser, an ecologist at the Uni
versity of California at Riverside, 
who said the mistletoe and its polli
nators were an extreme example of 
what is actually a fairly common 
phenomenon. Plants often experi
ence changing suites of pollinators, 
he said, not just because of declines 
but often because of seasonal 
changes in the abundances of differ
ent insect and bird species. “It’s very 
lucky for us that these pollinator 
systems are not perfectly specific, 
because if they were we would have 
suffered a lot more extinction,’’ he 
said.

Dr. Edwards said of the mistle
toe’s newly found ally, “It’s the bee 

aved Christm

Key West, Fla.
Diving offshore south of here re

cently, Craig Quirolo was shocked to 
find much of the coral a sickly white, 
smothered by a mysterious, creeping 
disease that was choking the life 
from reefs more than 5,000 years old.

“They’re sick and they’re dying,’’ 
said Mr. Quirolo, who founded the 
Reef Relief conservation group. 
“When the coral reefs go, the fisher
ies go, and there goes our food 
chain.’’

The newly discovered «affliction, 
named white pox by marine biolo
gists, comes after several other ail
ments have consumed coral ecosys
tems around the world, a situation 
most often linked to pollution and 
other intrusions by people.

But the white pox is so new that 
scientists do not yet know what 
causes it, let alone howto stop it. If it 
spreads unchecked, the scientists 
fear, the entire shallow-water ma
rine ecosystem of the Florida Keys 
could be thrown off balance.

Coral colonies, composed of innu
merable tiny polyps living in a sym
biotic relationship with brilliantly 
colored algae called zooxanthellae, 
are under assault, experts say, not 
only from pollutants like agricultural 
runoff, oil slicks and trash, but also 
from dropped anchors, probing 
divers and global warming.

Dr. James Porter, a marine ecolo
gist at the University of Georgia who 
has been studying corals off South 
Florida for more than two decades, 
said that in some areas near Key 
West, the white pox had killed 50 
percent to 80 percent of the elkhorn 
coral, or Acropora palmata, the dom
inant coral form in the area.

The two reefs most affected are 
Eastern Dry Rocks and Rock Key 
Reef, five to seven miles south of Key 
West, part of a wide swath of reefs 
that attract many divers, snorkelers 
and fishing enthusiasts.

After being alerted by Mr. Quirolo, 
Dr. Porter came here and collected 
samples of the diseased tissue.

“I knew immediately when I got in 
the water that there had been a tre
mendous loss of coral since my last 
visit one year ago,” Dr. Porter said 
from his office in Athens, Ga. “Much 
of the coral had died, and there was 
diseased coral all over the reef.”

Dr. Porter sent the samples to

Deborah Santavy, a marine microbi
al ecologist at the United States En
vironmental Protection Agency’s re
gional office in Gulf Breeze, Fla., who 
confirmed that the coral polyps were 
dead or dying but could not say 
whether the cause was a bacterium; 
a fungus, a virus or something else/

White pox appears as blotches all 
over the coral, from base to tip. In its 
advanced stages, the living tissue oí 
the coral becomes flimsy and falte 
away from the coral skeleton.

“Over all, a diseased Acropora 
field has a distinctly beaten-up ap
pearance, as if a toxic substance had 
been splattered onto an otherwise 
healthy stand,” Dr. Porter wrote in a 
letter to Dr. Santavy that accompa
nied the diseased specimens. “The 
size of the discolored areas range 
from a few centimeters in diameter 
to lar¿e patches some 20 centimeters 
in diameter,” or almost 8 inches.

White pox shares some of the char-/

‘When the coral 
reefs go, the 
fisheries go.’

acteristics of the “white band’’ dis
ease that decimated coral reefs off 
St. Croix, in the United States Virgin 
Islands, in the early 1990’s.

White pox looks somewhat like an 
attack by the coral-eating snail, or 
Coralliophyla, a natural predator of 
elkhorn coral. But the diseased reefs 
harbor no such snails, which do their, 
damage more tidily >— in neat ro\y§ 
and circles — than the random de
struction of the white pox.

“This is new to science, arid it’s, 
scary,” Dr. Porter said. “No one h&s 
seen it before anywhere, as far as 
I’m aware. We’re still dealing with 
the ‘What is it?’ question and have 
not yet gotten to the ‘Why is it there?’ 
question.”

Two other kinds of coral disease's 
have been discovered off Key West in 
the last two years, Dr. Porter said. 
One, known as yellow blotch, or yel
low band, is also present in the San 
Bias Islands off Panama. The other, 
white plague type 2, has been report
ed in the Bahamas.
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MIMI Pantheon of Ghosts ’ ¡IS|ffi8 JUi
At various times, three exttrict species, the giant 
short-faced bear, Aretodus slmus; I H f f l M |i  
legged hyena, Chasmaporthetes ossifragus, and- 
the North American cheetah, Miracinonyx tru- |  
mani, swiftly pursued both the North American 
pronghorn and its direct ancestors.
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By CAROL KAESUK YOON

Speed May Be Legacy of Past Predators

Racing at top speed across the Western plains, 
as close to flying as four hooves can take it, an 
American pronghorn in motion is a biological 
marvel running nearly 60 miles an hour, faster 
than anything else on the continent.

A quick dash and the antelope easily shakes 
off even the most determined coyotes and 
wolves, presenting biologists with a high-velocity 
mystery. What is this perfection of running 
speed doing here where there is no creature

capable of pursuing the chase?
After studying pronghorns for 14 years on the 

National Bison Range in Montana, one research
er says he has the answer. The scientist. Dr. 
John A. Byers of the University of Idqho in 
Moscow, says the pronghorn runs as fast as it 
does because it is being chased by ghosts — the 
ghosts of predators past.

In a book to be published next year by the 
University of Chicago Press, “American Prong
horn: Social Adaptations and the Ghosts of Pred
ators Past,” Dr. Byers argues that the prong
horn evolved its heady running prowess more 
than 10,000 years ago when North America was

rife with fast-cruising killers like cheetahs and 
roving packs of long-legged hyenas.

‘The realization just grew and grew that I was 
looking at an animal that was adapted to this 
former world,” Dr. Byers said. “These were 
predators that would have been really, really 
nasty.”

As researchers begin to look, such ghosts 
appear to be ever more in evidence, with studies 
of other species showing that even when preda
tors have been gone for hundreds of thousands of 
years, their prey may not have forgotten them.

“It's going to be a very controversial idea,” 
Dr. Richard Coss, a behavioral ecologist at the

University of California at Davis, said of. what.tie 
calls relict behaviors. Researchers used to think
ing of behavior as infinitely adaptable and very 

i quickly evolving “may not find the idea of relict' 
behaviors comfortable,” he said.

Though controversial, the idea is far from 
new. As seems to be true of every interesting 
notion in evolutionary biology, Charles Darwin 
explored this possibility himself more than 100 
years ago. Darwin speculated on whether behav
iors suited for life in the wild might persist for 
long periods in domesticated animals no longer 

Continued on Page B12



-In the flood of technology inundat
ing my office I nearly overlooked 
what must be the first program ever 
tqv come with peripherals like se
quins, rosettes, ribbons and five 
pairs of tiny shoes. Luckily an un
scheduled refueling stop in Billings, 
Mont., gave a proud papa in the 
airplane seat beside me time to extol 
his daughter’s “creativity” with a 
CD-ROM for making Barbie doll 
dothes. .
-The very pink Barbie Fashion De
signer, a $40 Windows program from 
Mattel Inc., is already sold out at 
some outlets. Along with the shoes 
and so forth, it comes with four 
sheets each of paper-backed percale 
and tricot fabric that can go through 
standard ink-jet and laser printers to 
create patterns that can be turned 
into doll clothes. It also comes with 
colored markers, glitter paint, “hook 
and loop” fasteners and adhesive 
seam stickers that eliminate the 
need for sewing. You supply the leg
gy, chesty plastic gal with the wide 
eyes and perpetual smile.

Think paper -dolls with a three- 
dimensional twist. Starting with a 2- 
D on-screen Barbie, choose a theme 
and assemble an outfit, complete 
with accessories like handbags, 
scarves and shoes. A few clicks of the 
mouse add patterns and colors. A 
Virtual trip to the dressing room 
Shows what the ensemble should look 
like in three dimensions.

.Then comes the fashion show. Af- 
t | r  a wait that depending on your 
computer’s speed and the outfit’s 
complexity can be as long as five 
Minutes (and is counted down by hot 
pink high heels that form the num
bers five through one), Barbie 
flbunces down the runway in your 
creation. The three-dimensional ren
dering suffers from the limited 256- 
color palette, but the motion is sur
prisingly lifelike. Barbie retains the 
stiff, awkward motion of a doll, but 
the fabrics billow and swirl. 
s; That is just prologue. Now the 

printer enters the picture, producing 
pictures of Barbie in her new outfit 
phi a magazine cover or alone, in 
black and white outlines or, if you

" ' "Stuart Gbldenb r̂g

have a color printer, in color. And the 
printer can use the supplied fabric to 
make pieces of the Barbie-sized out
fit, ready for assembly.

A $10 refill package or three is 
probably a good idea, along with ex
tra paper to print out the admirably 
detailed instructions. Fancy items 
like a multi-part bridal outfit can 
demand more than 35 sheets of paper 
and half a dozen sheets of fabric. 
Even tiny items, like the mask for 
the surgeon’s outfit, may need an 
extra sheet; smart parents with lim
ited budgets will print the smaller 
patterns on paper and use them to 
cut leftover fabric scraps.

•
The instructions should be printed 

first to get a sense of a project’s 
difficulty. Patterns should be printed 
on paper before committing them to 
fabric, but expect the final colors to 
be less vibrant. Before printing on 
fabric, be sure to check it for loose 
and frayed threads that might upset 
the printer’s digestion.

Cutting and assembly are best per
formed somewhere the computer is 
not. According to the manual, glitter 
paint will “stick to and stain contact 
surfaces, and is permanent once 
dry.” The readme file says, “Seam 
sticker adhesive residue on scissors 
can make cutting difficult.” It is not 
desirable on a mouse or keyboard, 
either.

As usual with software, some 
things do not work quite right. On one 
system, the program crashed repeat-

you print anything. The minimized 
program may be restored by click
ing its name on the taskbar in Win
dows 95 dr by using Alt-Tab in Win
dows 3.1, but that should not be nec
essary at all.

Parents near the computer will 
learn how to turn off the mind-numb
ing repetitive music. Children may 
inadvertently learn some practical 
math; instructions for a pair of pants 
I put together and a bridal dress I did 
not demanded two seam stickers 20 
dots long when the ones in the pack
age are just 17 dots long.

There are other oddities. For some 
reason, Barbie adamantly refuses to 
march down the runway without 
shoes, even when she is modeling a 
bathing suit. And her ingeniously 
stuck-together clothes are rather 
fragile; according to the manual, 
they “cannot be laundered, ironed, 
steamed or dry cleaned.”

Even Mattel cautions that “Some 
adult assistance may be required for 
assembly of fashion.” The toll-free 
customer service hotline answered 
promptly and took great pains to 
solve problems, but that could 
change after Christmas, Before or 
after buying, try to read the informa
tion on the Web at www.mattelme- 
dia.com/barbie/fashiondesigner/ 
faq/index.html, where you will find 
the Entire manual along with trouble
shooting files that are significantly 
more detailed than the ones that 
come with the program.

•
In the generous spirit of the sea

son, I will note that the program 
offers outfits for fir;efightinjg as well 
as ballet but spare readers a more 
general critique of the Barbie phe
nomenon. Adults with a more jaun
diced point of view may find compa
ny at the independent Website 
www.maui.net/~mcculc/ 
barbie.htm. There, in a very differ
ent spirit with the warning that 
“some of the art displayed here may 
be offensive to some viewers,” the 
famous fashion victim can be seen 
dressed as a variety of religious 
icons in costumes that seem to be 
missing in' the authorized version.

lormone may mean 
more years.

PERIPHERALS

Death and Taxes Joined by Computer Failure
By L. R. SHANNON

The failure of two computers in the 
same week should teach you some
thing. You would also think I had 
learned the lesson long ago.

The first to go was the Dell Dimen
sion XPs P166s. It is only a few 
months old, and the failure was prob
ably my fault. The night before, after

16 colors at 640 by 480 pixels, pathetic 
now for a high-class computer. The 
Dimension had come with a graphics 
accelerator, the 9FX Reality 332 
from Number Nine Visual Technol
ogy, which allowed me to display 
millions of colors at 800 by 600 pixels, * 
the highest quality legible on a 15- 
inch monitor. But where was the 
driver, the little program that lets 
the graphics accelerator do its job?

of drivers on a CD-ROM by priority 
mail. When I mentioned that I had 
tried to get help from Dell, I think he 
chuckled. He also said I could down
load the right driver from Number 
Nine’s Web site. I told him that I 
could not, without saying why.

./ •  • I
The other computer that failed 

that week, a few-year-old .Macintosh 
Quadra 660AV, is my Internet con- 
nection and main writing machine.

By DENISE GRADY

Well into what should have been 
her dotage, a dwarf mouse with 
peach-color fur, weighing barely half 
an ounce and measuring two inches 
from the tip of her snout to the base 
of her tail, retained her youthful 
looks and energy. Her younger, full- 
size relatives became grizzled and 
humpbacked, and slowed from scur
rying to hobbling, long before she 
sprouted her first gray hair. She out
lived them all.

By the time she finally died last 
fall, she was four years and two 
months old, an unheard of age for her 
species, about twice the life span of a 
normal mouse.-

“She was incredibly old,” said Dr. 
Andrzej Bartke, a professor of physi
ology at the Southern Illinois Univer
sity School of Medicine, in Carbon- 
dale. He did not know whether she 
was the world’s oldest mouse, but, he 
said, “It’s certainly a reasonable 
guess.”

The venerable peach mouse was 
one of a breed of long-lived mutants 
known as Ames dwarfs, described 
last month in the journal Nature by a 
research team led by Dr. Bartke and 
Dr. Holly M. Brown-Borg, an assist
ant professor of physiology at the 
University of North Dakota School of 
Medicine and Health Sciences, in 
Grand Forks. The researchers found 
that the dwarf mice, which are a 
third the size of normal ones because 
they lack growth hormone, generally 
survive at least a year longer than 
their normal-size counterparts.

“The difference is huge,” Dr. 
Bartke said. “We’re talking about 
almost half a life span. It’s like a 
person, instead of living 70 years, 
living 105.” Dr. Bartke and Dr. 
Brown-Borg are trying to find out 
why the mice live so long, and hoping 
that the animals will yield new infor
mation about aging and its possible 
links to growth and body size, not 
only in mice, but in other species as 
well. “The main interest in these 
mice is that they’re a new model for 
the extension of life, and there are 
few models,” Dr. Bartke said.

Ames dwarfs were first found in 
the 1950’s in a colony of laboratory 
mice at the University of Iowa, in 
Ames. No one knows where they 
came from. They may have resulted 
from".a spontaneous mutation, Dr. 
Bartke said, or from a mutation 
Gaused by radiation. He said, “I was 
told the colony in which they were 
found was at some prior point used 
for some radiation biology work, but 
it’s hard to know.” In any case, the 
mutation has left them with few or 
none of the cells in the pituitary 
gland that would normally secrete 
growth hormone, thyroid-stimulat-

Southern Illinois University School of Medicine
Ames dwarf mouse, above right, about two inches long, lacks growth 
hormone and is a third the size of its normal sibling, which it outlives; a 
giant mouse, below right, ages much faster than its normal sibling.

Dr. M. Cecim

Dr. Wolf is trying to determine 
whether it is the large animals’ high 
level of growth hormone and other 
growth factors that somehow dimin
ishes the ability of their cells to re
produce, and shortens the dogs’ lives.

“Within a species, our concept is 
that evolution sets a life span for that 
species, which occurs over millen
nia,” he said. “When you vary things 

Lch as essential

Rare models for 
extending life grow 
by half an ounce.

olism and their levels of

http://www.mattelme-dia.com/barbie/fashiondesigner/
http://www.mattelme-dia.com/barbie/fashiondesigner/
http://www.maui.net/~mcculc/


Vantshinp birds
.The population of prairie 
j species isxbpping fast

SCOTT McMILLION 
^  Chronicle StafFWriter

he population of 
America’s native

W  ■  'W grassland birds has 
**=> w H  ™ M en  faster than 

any group of birds 
In America, accord
ing to a recent 
study by the U.S. 
Fish and Wildlife 
Service.

For example, 
since 1965, 
Franklin’s gull num
bers have dropped 
by 85 percent

Mountain plovers, Cassin’s spar- 
rows, and lark buntings are all

I down by roughly 60 percent.
Most people have never heard

■ of those birds and couldn’t identi
fy them on a bet But their falling 
numbers indicate changes in the 

“ American prairie and they could 
£  invoke something almost every- 
Vbody has heard of: the endan- 

s 'v  gered species act.
j One of those birds, the moun-

k tain plover, already is a candidate 
for listing as an endangered 

JkwSpecies.
Most native prairie birds mi

grate in the winter, winging south 
to California, Mexico, and beyond. 
There are plenty of habitat 
changes in those areas but it ap
pears to be changes in the Ameri
can prairies — not the tropical 
grasslands — that are causing the 
decline in bird populations, ac
cording to a study by Dr. Fritz 
Knopf, of the Service’s National 
Ecology Research Center in Col- 

s bradq  ̂ gg W- 1 - jf} If P W # -m 
Many of those changes are the 

type of things most people would 
call improvements, the things that | 
boost the production of human 
food and the quality of human life 
on the prairie. Sometimes, events 
as apparently innocuous as plant
ing trees can change a prairie 
ecosystem.

For example, predators and 
scavengers such as uows and—  
njagpies nest in trees. Native 

,*rprairie birds neston the ground. A

lest full of eggs gives a magpie 
' great delight and a fine meal.

Other changes, like the near 
eradication of die prairie dog, 
have hurt native prairie predators.

The colonies of prairie dogs, 
superseded only by the bison as 
native grazers, once had an 
ecosystem of 700 million acres of 
prairie. Today, it is down to about 
two million.

Other big changes in bird habi
tat include plowing and the reduc
tion of wildfire.

The good news for humans 
who make a living on the prairie is 
that keeping beef animals on the 
range might be helpful to some 
species, according to the Service. 
Some prairie species evolved with 
bison, and are living today with 
cattie. The McCown’s Longspur, 
which depends on grazing ani
mals for its habitat, is the only na
tive prairie bird whose numbers 
increased significandy in the 26 
years of the study.

The 11 other native birds in the 
study show declines or are just 
holding their own. USFWS consid
ered only 12 birds as native or “en
demic” to the prairie in this study.

Preserving the bird populations 
depends on preserving their habi
tat, the Service argues.

And doing so with the least 
amount of disruption to human 
lives means taking action before 
the Endangered Species Act kicks 
in, according to Megan Durham, 
the Service’s spokesman in Wash- 

ton D.C.
Durham likes to quote secre- 
r of the Interior Bruce Babbitt,

me Great Plains Initiative, a coop
erative conservation effort in sev
eral states and Canadian 
provinces. “Aimed at conserving 
the Great Plains ecosystem and 
preventing more species from be
coming endangered, the initiative 
offers promise for native grass

lan d  birds,” Babbitt said in a press 
Release.

Durham was glad to translate.
“It means getting out ahead of 

it before you’ve got a spotted owl 
on your hands.”



m ent: “Oh, so you're in  m edical 
school? My sister is a nurse, too!”

I cannot tell you how angry this 
m akes me, and I am not alone. 
Many of my female classmates also 
feel this way.

Do you have a response th a t  
expresses our feelings w ithou t 
offending the speaker?

By the way, my class in medical 
school is 40 percent female — the 
h ighest percentage ever in  th is  
school.

MS. FUTURE DOCTOR IN L.A.

DEAR FUTURE DOCTOR: 
Anyone who is confused about 
the role of a student in medical 
sc h o o l sh o u ld  b e to ld  th a t  
future physicians are trained in  
m e d ica l s c h o o ls , an d  fu tu re  
nurses are trained  in  nursing  
schools.

DEAR ABBY: You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself for advising 
M rs. Bogus (whose nam e was 
changed from Buguslaski) to stick 
with “bogus” because it’s much easi
er to spell, pronounce and remem
ber. I am proud of my brothers for 
not changing our name, which is 
Szczepanski, to one that might have 
been easier to spell and remember. 
I am also proud of our grandchil-

DEAR THERESA: (Do you mind 
if I ju s t call you “Theresa”?) You 
win.

DEAR ABBY: An acquaintance 
of ours offered to get us some fire
works for our Fourth of July cele
bration. He dropped them off and 
we paid for them.

When we opened them, we real
ized there is no way they could be 
legal for private use.

Abby, I don’t know what to do 
with them! They are in our garage 
covered up. How can we get rid of 
them without getting into trouble? 
Please hurry your answer.

INNOCENT YET GUILTY 
IN FLORIDA

DEAR INNOCENT: S in ce  I 
d o n ’t k n ow  th e  s iz e  o f  y o u r  
town, or what public services it 
offers (such as Hazardous Waste 
R em ova l), th e  p la c e  to  c a ll  
would be yoiir fire department. 
E x p la in  th a t you  h a v e  som e  
combustible materials that need  
to be disposed of. I’m sure they  
w ill b e h ap p y  to  b e o f a s s is 
tance.

eles Times Syndicate

tells you that West is likely to be 
short in diamonds.

Your best play is to take the first 
heart and lead dummy's king of 
clubs, discarding your last heart. 
East never gets in with a heart to 
give West a ruff.

The same play would work if 
West led a diamond at Trick Ohe 
and shifted to a heart later.

DAILY QUESTION
You hold-4 A K 2 9 Q 1 0  65 2 0 2  

4  A Q 10 4. You open one heart, and 
partner responds 1NT. You next 
bid two clubs, and he tries two 
diamonds. The opponents pass. 
What do you say?

ANSWER: Since p a r tn e r  
couldn't respond two diamonds at 
his first turn, he has long dia
monds, but little strength. His hand 
will win tricks if diamonds are 
trumps; otherwise, it may win 
none. Since your side lacks the 
values for game, pass. ^

ng Features Syndicate, Inc.

West dealer 
Both sides vulnerable

NORTH 
♦  J 104 
V A 9 3  
0 8 7 3  
* K 9 5 2

WEST 
+ A K 2  
ŸQ10652  
0 2
*  A Q 10 4

EAST 
♦  5
<?KJ7 
0 1 0 9 6 4  
♦ J 8 7 6 3

SOUTH
♦  Q 9 8 7 6 3  
<?84
0 A K Q J 5
*  None

West North East South
1 9 Pass 2 9 2 4
3 4 3 4  Pass 4 4
Dbl All Pass

Opening lead — V5 
® 1993, Los Angeles Times Syndicate

w riter correction 
marker.

Make sure the new address you’re 
mailing it to covers the old, and put

fluid or black your return address on the left cor
ner. There shouldn’t be a problem.

Today's puzzle
- Heloise

ACROSS
1 Month 
6 m  rain

54 PR enclosure
57 Sault Ste. —
58 — of voice
59 Seaweed

PREVIOUS PUZZLE SOLVED

Ü D l â S g n g ; R A B A  T
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N a tio n a l A u d u b o n  S o c ie ty Birds in the Balance

Facts about Habitats for Birds

Wetlands

Wetlands— estuarine and freshwater— are among the 
most productive ecosystem s on earth. They are also 
enormously important to birds, including waterfowl, 
shorebirds, wading and marsh birds, and many song
birds. It is no accident that wetland-dependent birds 
have experienced great declines:

• Overall, the United States has lost more than half o f the 
wetlands that existed prior to European settlement. 
The area o f wetlands lost is about the size of the State 
of California.

• From the 1950s to the 1970s, the average annual r, 
of wetlands loss in the contiguous US was srfxHit 
458,000 acres. This is  an area about half the s&e o f 
Rhode Island each year.

• In some states and regions, wetland losses have been 
dramatic: Iowa has lost 99% o f its natural marshes; 
M issouri, Nebraska, and Illinois, about 90%; and 
Michigan and Oklahoma, about 70%.

• W aterfowl have been hit particularly hard by wetland 
losses: prime waterfowl habitats around the Great 
Lakes have decreased by 35-98%; by the m id-1950s 
more than half of approximately 115,000square miles 
of prairie wetlands had been drained.

• Draining for agriculture has been the number one 
cause o f wetland loss and degradation, although the oil 
and gas industry, livestock grazing, and water diver
sions for irrigation and other uses have taken their toll 
as w ell.

• For coastal wetlands outside o f the State o f Louisiana, 
urban development— which is correlated with in
creased population density— has accounted for most 
wetland losses.

Much o f the drainage o f wetlands has been subsidized 
by the US Government In western Minnesota alone, 
nearly 100,000 acres o f wetlands have been lost 
through federally subsidized construction o f ditches 
and canals.

W ith a doubling o f carbon dioxide in the atmosphere, 
coastal wetlands in the US might be reduced by up to 
80% due to sea level rise.

Tail-grass, mixed-grass, and short-grass prairies once 
covered much o f the landscape in the American heart
land between the M ississippi River and the Rocky 
Mountains. Other areas had grasslands too, including 
barrier islands and dunes on the Atlantic coast, the 
Southwest, and the Central V alley in California. Spar
rows and other songbirds, shorebirds (e.g. the long- 
billedcurlew  and upland sandpiper), grouse arid prairie 
cMekens, and many raptors are among the birds depen- 

int on grassland habitats. As a group, grassland bird 
Especies have shown steeper ancfmore consistent, geo-

I birds breeding in North America.

1 Grasslands comprised aboullT-% o f the North Ameri
can landscape— about 314 m illion hectares— prior to 
European settlement.

Tail-grass prairie once covered 400,000 square m iles 
in the central lowlands o f Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, 
W isconsin, M innesota, Iowa, M issouri, Texas, Okla
homa, Kansas, Nebraska, and the Dakotas: since 1830, 
the tail-grass prairie has been reduced in extent by 
more than 95%.

Facts about Habitats for Birds 1
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Birds in the Balance '

• The primary tail-grass prairie remaining in a natural 
state is  in the Flint H ills o f Kansas, where m ost of the 
prairie is unsuitable for cultivation.

• In several Great Plains states, m ixed- and short-grass 
prairies have decreased in area by about 75%.

• Longleaf pine savannas in Texas have declined by 
90%, from 930,000 to 70,000 acres.

• The character and species com position o f the second- 
growth forests often differ from that o f the original, 
and an estimated 40% o f today's forest in the eastern 
US is contained in fragmented suburban and rural 
woodlots.

• Only 20% of the original w et bottomland hardwood 
forests in the low er M ississip p i alluvial plain  
remains.

• In the Tulare Basin o f California's Central Valley, 
grassland and shrub habitats have decreased by 94%, 
from 1,859,711 to 108,349 acres.

North American Forests

• By the 1980s less than a quarter o f the original old- 
growth forest was still standing in the Pacific North
west and much o f that was highly fragmented by 
logging roads, clearcuts, and the like.

• As the climate warms due to the “greenhouse effect,” 
there could be profound changes in the distribution 
and extent o f North American forests: for example, 
the boreal forests o f M innesota could be replaced by 
southern hardwoods.

Vast woodlands once covered much o f eastern North 
America from the boreal forests o f Canada to the pine 
forests o f the Southeastern US. In the more arid west the 
Rockies and the Sierras were forested too. From the 
coastal Pacific Northwest north to southeast and south
ern Alaska, we still find North America’s only temper
ate rainforest Hundreds o f bird species make their 
home in forests, including warblers and vireos, finches, 
flycatchers, sw ifts, pigeons, woodpeckers, and owls.

• Overall, since the time o f European settlement, 83- 
98% o f the original forest cover in the contiguous US 
has been logged or lost to natural factors.

• More than 99% o f the virgin forest in the eastern US 
has been felled; what remains is primarily second 
growth forest.

• In the Northeast and N ew  England there is more forest 
today than there was during Revolutionary War 
times, when much o f the landscape was cleared for 
agriculture.

Tropical Forests

The tropical and subtropical forests o f the Western 
Hemisphere—in all their types (w et and dry, high and 
low , deciduous and coniferous)— are home to an aston
ishing variety o f birdlife, including thousands o f spe
cies. In addition to providing habitatforrexidftntqnp.t7.Ak, 

trogons, parrots, and other incredible birds, tropical 
forests are also home to migrant species that nest in 
temperate regions both to the north and the south. 
Because o f the sm all land area available to northern 
migrants on wintering versus breeding grounds, the 
destruction o f one acre o f habitat in the tropics may have 
the same effect as a 10-acre loss o f forest in the north.

• Tropical forests worldwide are being eliminated at the 
rate of nearly 50 acres/minute, which amounts to an 
area the size o f Cuba each year. One half o f this 
destruction is in Latin America: by the year2000 only 
half o f the pre-European settlem ent forest cover in 
Latin America w ill remain.

about Habitats for Birds 2
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• In Latin America, the rate o f deforestation is about 10 
times as great as the rate o f reforestation.

• Even in Costa Rica, a country with a high level o f 
environmental sensitivity, 83% o f the original forest 
cover had been removed by 1983.

• Only aboutl% of the landarea o f El Salvador remains 
in natural vegetation; Haiti has 1.2% o f its natural 
vegetative cover.

Riparian Forests

Riparian forests— thin strands o f woodland along 
streams, rivers, and seasonal waterways— are vital to 
the diversity and survival o f birds, especially in arid 
western states. As many as 200 species o f birds are 
found in western riparian habitats, and 60-80%  of 
breeding birds in arid western states are associated with 
riparian vegetation.

• Riparian woodland vegetation occurs on less than 1% 
of the western North American landscape.

•  By the 1950s, almost all o f Cuba’s evergreen forest 
had been converted to sugarcane.

• In the 1980s, Costa R ica had the highest relative rate 
of deforestation in Central America, follow ed by El 
Salvador, Nicaragua, and Honduras.

• Conversion o f forests to pasture for cattle ranching 
and such crops as bananas, cotton, and sugarcane are 
major factors in the loss o f tropical forests. When 
markets are strong for products from non-forest land 
uses, forest clearing m ay increase. Strong markets for 
forest products may promote forest conservation.

• In the arid southwest, less than 1% o f the native 
riparian woodlands remains.

• In California, only 2-5% o f the riparian woodland 
existing prior to European settlement remains.

• Along the Colorado River within Colorado, more than 
90% o f riparian habitats has been destroyed.

• In Texas, more than 60% o f the original bottomland 
hardwood and riparian vegetation has been destroyed, 
and, as o f 1986, losses were continuing at a rate o f 
about 12% per decade.

Note: These statistics have been compiled by Brian Ladd in the National Audubon Society’s M igratory Bird 
Conservation Program Office, 4150 Darley Avenue,Suite 5, Boulder, Colorado 80303. Please write Mr. Ladd if  
you want more information about Birds in the Balance or a list o f citations from which these facts were drawn.

Fads about Habitats for Birds 3



WILDLIFE WATCHING-
Woody Draws -  Pockets and Ribbons of Diversity

by Deborah Richie

If 1 were to describe Montana to some
one who has never experienced this land

scape, I’d speak of mountains, rivers, for
ests, prairie, and of course, the sweep of
sky. It would be easy to overlook the subtle- ....... . y
ties that for birds, animals and plants are as 
essential as air to their lives. One such 
subtlety of landscape is the woody draw. 

The word “prairie” connotes the earth 
t without a tree in sigh£jboolr

: word "prai 
[ é d ^ a w rtF 
Montana’s

stre tch ed ^
again. Montana’s plains oftqn rumple, 
Within the creases there may oe-verfant 
ribbons of green Here, where springs seep 
or water channels through"cletts aTTeast 
part of the year, a tangle of trees and shrubs 
thrive. Migrating birds spoF tK se oases 
from afar and rest there, weary travelers 
safe in a haven surrounded by grassland. 
Deer vanish within a labyrinth shared by 
owls, magpies and a myriad of songbirds.

Across our open landscapes you can 
find woody draws, differing in composi
tion of plants and animals, but alike in the 
refuge they offer within a windswept sa
vanna or steep, grassy hillside. Imeastem 
Montana, green ash trees burst from draws, 
acting as magnets for songbirds, as well as 
weasels, bobcats, coyotes, foxes, grouse 
and white-tailed deer. Once you stray as far 
east as Ekalaka and north to the Missouri 
River, you’ll find American elm and green 
ash casting shade together.

One summer morning I set out with 
Denver Holt, Missoula’s most popular owl 
researcher, not to look for long-eared owls, 
but simply to appreciate the woody draws 
that are their home. We meandered in the 
ranch lands west of Missoula, those weedy, 
grassy places that are often looked at as 
expendable. Jets thunder overhead bound 
for the airport. Breezes carry the stench of 
the Frenchtown Mill. Yet, here in one morn
ing of woody draw exploration the list of 
birds went something like this: nesting 
jijed-tailed and Swainson’s hawks, long
eared owls T>y~~tKehalf dozen, catbirds,

X

yellow warblers, vesper and savanna spar
row s, cedar waxwings. chickadees and a 
willow flycatcher weaving a Ulminutive

cup nest. The list of trees and plants inter
twines with the birds: aspen, chokecherrv. 
hawthorn, wild rose, snowfaemLxlematis. 
black cottonwood and here and there a 
towering ponderosa pine.

Seeing is not the only way to discover 
woody draws. In spring, they quiver with 
the melodies of warblers. In the heat of 
summer, you feel the cool of the shadows. 
In winter there is reprieve from an icy gale.

We need to pay attention to woody 
draws, as we would to a spectacular moun
tain peak or free flowing river. Through a

century of overlooking these oases, we 
have lost many of them. Overgrazing by 
cattle has introduced weeds to woody 
draws, opened up their jungly interiors 
and prevented tree seedlings from taking 
hold. Near Missoula, woody draws are be
ing scooped up by bulldozers readying the 
ground for a subdivision.

Ajvyoody draw may never have the ap- 
peal to us of a stately grove of pines bv the 
river. After all, hawthorns are thorny and 
sometimes you practically have to crawl 
and scratch your way through the tangles. 
YetriiKe^ that
accompanies a cloudburst, woody draws 
dapple the summer golden grasses and 
weeds, each one a refuge. 0

Deborah Richie is the Watchable Wildlife 
Coordinator for the U.S. Forest Service and 
works on cooperative projects through the 
Montana Natural Heritage Program. She 
shares her considerable writing skills with a 
variety of programs, including The Montana 
Nature Conservancy.

Conservancy members will be interested 
in her recent article, “Birds of Passage,n 
which appeared in the July/August issue of 
Montana Outdoors. The article describes 
the migration of neotropical birds and their 
struggle to survive in the face of habitat loss. 
For reprints contact your local National 
Forest Service office or the Montana Depart
ment of Fish, Wildlife and Parks.

Watch your mailbox...
the C onservancy’s F all A ppeal arrivin g  soon!

The Montana Nature Conservancy continues to protect Montana’s most 
important lands — those that provide refuge to wildlife and plant species as well 
as those that lie along Montana’s precious rivers and streams.

Thanks to you and your continued commitment to protecting Montana’s land 
and water for future generations, the Conservancy is able to fulfill its important 
mission. When you receive your appeal in the mail, please respond as generously 
as you can.
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News From Pine Butte Preserve

Flea Beetles Released as Biocontrol Agents
by David Carr

K hat comes to mind when you hear 
the word “exotic?” Bridget Bardot 

or Marlene Dietrich? While Webster de
fines exotic as “outlandish,” its primary 
meaning is “introduced from another coun
try.” Starlets and harlots might be intrigu
ing for biologists to contemplate, but it’s 
the concept of being from another country 
that really drives them wild.

To the biologist, exotics mean alien 
species —  something a little more menac
ing than E.T. Why should we be con
cerned? Many of us enjoy such exotic spe
cies as the brown trout or ring-necked 
pheasant. Unfortunately, exotics also in
clude plants like spotted knapweed, ani
mals such as the red deer or pathogens like 
white pine blister rust. Species that have 
come from another place may have no

T̂W—MHIMHI ..." ■■ -------- , ---
enemies in their new setting.

Noted conservation biologist Michael 
Soule believes that exotics will homog
enize and impoverish the world’s biota. He 
contends that the lack of natural enemies 
will allow some alien species to completely 
dominate or out-compete native species. 
We live in a very cosmopolitan world with 
a great deal of travel between countries, 
and as a result, exotic organisms continue 
to spread.

Leafy spurge is one such exotic that has

Lisa Flowers under full sail as she assumes her new duties as 
Pine Butte Education Program coordinator.

been a particular problem at 
the Pine Butte Preserve. In 
some areas on the preserve 
leafy spurge has formed a 
near monoculture, replacing 
native plant communities.
The Conservancy has been 
trying to contain and control 
leafy spurge for nearly eight 
years at the preserve, using 
chemical, mechanical and 
cultural methods. Yet we still 
feel we are losing the battle.
In an effort to find another 
tool in our fight, John  
Randall, the Conservancy’s 
national exotic plant special
ist, and Pine Butte preserve 
manager Dave Carr have spent the last year 
studying the feasibility of releasing the 
leafy spurge flea beetle Apthona nigriscutis, 
itself an exotic insect.

This study has revealed that there are 
inherent risks in the use of biocontrol, i.e. 
the insects could also feed on the native 
spurge. After extensive studies we have 
concluded that the risk to plant communi
ties from using the beetle is less than not 
utilizing it — particularly since there have 
been hundreds of releases of the same 
beetle throughout Montana.

This winter The Nature Conservancy’s 
Board of Governors approved the release 
of flea beetles at Pine Butte. This summer 
we released 6,000 flea beetles in coopera
tion with the Lewis and Clark National 
Forest and the USDA Animal and Plant 
Health Inspection Service. This release will 
be monitored for three years by botanist 

.Jg & to ies ica^ n d  preserve staff to deter
mine the effects of the flea beetle on the 
native spurge Euphorbia robusta and other 
native plants at Pine Butte.

Education Program  U pdate
Bob Petty, who has ably served as the 

Pine Butte Education Coordinator this sum
mer, has assumed his new duties as Educa
tion Program Coordinator for the Wallace 
Ranch Project. Bob is again residing in 
Missoula with his wife Maggie. Bob did a 
great job at the Preserve this summer, and 
we wish him the best of luck in his exciting 
new program.

Local teacher Lisa Flowers has replaced 
Bob as Pine Butte Education Coordinator. 
Lisa has taught science for six years in such 
diverse places as Shelby and Miles City. 
She has a bachelors degree with a minor in 
geology from the University of Montana. 
Currently she is working on her Master 
of Science for Teachers of Biological 
Sciences, also at U. of M. As part of this 
course of study, she is developing a conser
vation education curriculum at the Boone 
and Crockett Club’s Theodore Roosevelt 
Memorial Ranch.

Lisa lives on a small farm near Choteau 
with her husband Tom and their four-year- 
old daughter Annie. Welcome Lisa! 0Euphorbia esula
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/ I / a TIVE AMERICAN AND 
f  I f  AFRICAN DANCERS, Japanese 
f  9 Ainu, Australian Aborigines, 

and European ballet companies share a 
common choreographer. In fact, nearly
eVery culture lucky enough to live __
among cranes has mimicked the 
birds in its dances and featured ®  
them in its myths. Spend some 
time in the company of cranes and 
you’ll see why. In courtship they 
telegraph joy, while in flight, they 
flaunt a delicious freedom. Even in 
repose, sandhill cranes cut a royal 
figure, the kind that roosts in your 
memory for good.

For a few years, I went searching 
like a pilgrim for sandhill cranes, but

they eluded me. That first year, pulling 
up to Nebraska’s North Platte River too 
late in the season, I saw nothing but the 
shallow sloughs, and only my imagina
tion could recreate the traffic jam of

W atchable W ildlife

trumpet, wing beat, and stir caused by 
half a million birds in one place. I had 
missed the spring migration of the mid
continent population (which includes 
the lesser and Canadian sandhills that 
breed in eastern Montana) by only a 
few days.

After two more seasons of near 
misses, I moved to western M ontana®

where the sandhills finally found me. A 
friend and! were looking for a camp
site in the Absaroka-Beartooth Wilder
ness, high atop a tus ̂ cked  and 
potholed plateau in the very late

twilighSThankfuliy, sunset had 
lingered, and we could see a 

®  couple of waist-high greater 
sandhill cranes feasting on 

grasses, grains, and insects scared up in 
their scratching. We stood rubbing our 
eyes, wondering what would possess 
such giant birds to alight on such a 
high-altitude perch.

The following autumn, I was again 
visited by sandhillH this time only a 
few paces wf&t of my home in the 
Bitterroot Valley. A chorus of insistent

8 n o Ve m b e r/d e c e m b e r  1994 MONTANA OUTDOORS
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strange habit. They call the poorw il|#  
“th®Jeeper./0B

Other birds are sleepers too. Whip- 
poor-wills, nighthawkSswifts, willow 
titsfflommon redpolls. The rufousH 
hummingbird often sinkfeinto a 
controlled torpor at night to conserve 
energy and reduce weight loss while it 
is not feeding.

Birds, like mammals, are warm
blooded, and warm-blooded hibemators 
and aestivators are different from cold
blooded creatures in that they can 
control their body temperature. Al
though they normally maintain a 
relatively high and steady body 
temperature, during hibernation they 
can drop their temperature to within a 
few degrees above the freezing point of 
water in some cases.

The term deep hibernation is used to 
describe mammals whose body 
temperature*usually drops below 50 
degrees F>Torpor is used for animals 
that show a drop in body temperature to 
about 60 degrees F.

In either case, body metabolism 
slows drastically, but the animal has the 
ability to rewarm itself at any time by 
generating its own body heat as it 
arouses from the hibernating state.

The largest deep hibemators are the 
eastern woodchuck and the western 
marmot or rockchuck. They, along

with other deep hibemators like the 
ground-squirrel, enter hibernation 
curled in a ball. Typically, their 
respiration rate dropfcrst, followed by 
a drop in heart rate, and then a drop in 
body temperature.

The ground squirrel descends into 
hibernation, like |§ swimmer entering 
cold water, in a series of test “step- 
downs.” Over a period of a week itslp 
temperature drops to a lower plateau 
every other day until it hovers around 
42 degrees F.

Hibernation is not continuous but 
punctuated by arousals that are more 
frequent at the beginning and the end of 
the hibernation season. During these 
wakeful periods some animals* like 
hamsters ¡ Jchow down on food stores 
they have cached away in their bur
rows. Other animals, like bears (who 
Indians thought gained sustenance 
during hibernation by sucking-their feet 
because bears shed their keratinous foot 
pads during winter and then lick their 
tender soles, actually rely on fat 
reserves to provide the little nourish
ment necijsary for their’ logy metabo
lism.
■ | | w  logy can hibemators get? In the 
depths of deep hibernation a squirrel 
that normally breathes at aJfantic rate 
of 200 breaths a minute takes only one 
or two breaths. And it slows its heart

rate fB m  as much as 400 beats a 
minute to afbund five. At t i m ^ S  
breathing may stop altogether for up to 
an hour—a phenomenon called apnea. 
In thillself-induced stupor,. S quirrel 
can be toBed back and forth like a ball 
without waking. (The things reseJr|h- 
ers do fo j^g en e®  But; at all timesgi 
during hibernation, animals are 
hyperresponswe to internal and 
external stimuli and will automatical If 
increase their metabolic rate and body 
temperature in the face of dangerously 
low ambient temperatures given as they 
continue to hibernate.

Arousal from deep hibernationM I ; ' 
proceS that brings the hibernator 
groggily and gmmpily awake. Muscu
lar activity pp§ major source of heat 
production, and it involves violent 
shivering as breathing and heart rate 
and finally body jjmperature on lllll 
again increase to normal.

And what makes it all happen? One 
researcher la «  it on the line this way: 
“Very little»  known about the physi
ological mechanisms that orchestrate 
these change®’ Hormonal secretions in 
the pineal gland and pancreas;: are being 
studied, along with a “blood-borne 
%bstanc<S that may “trigger” hiberna- ’ 
tion. But the real nitty-gritty of hiberna
tion and aestivation still remains one of 
nature’s intriguinglgbcrets. ■
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Nearly e^ ir^u ltu re  lucky enough HRye amongKtmneS: 
has mimicked their bounding, joyful danms/

garqmfyi-a-a calls came rising from 
my pasture, floating towards two 
spiraling specks in the morning isky. 
The cranes were out there somewhere, 
but like true mythic creatures, they 
stayed hidden from our view. By this,.: . 
time, I had read up on sandhill crane 
behavior, and I could visualize what 
was happening in the tall grasses.

Most likgly, the birds were part of 
the Rocky Mountain sandhill crane 
population, which tallies about. 20,000 
birds. The adults are impressive: as tall 
as a toddler, gray-brown with dark 
wing tipSwhite cheek patches, and 
ruby red crowns. The juveniles have a 
rusty brown head and neck, and have 
not yet grown their red cap. Males and

females build large platform nesti in 
remote wetlands ranging from north
western Colorado through northeastern 

 ̂Utah, western Wyoming, eastern Idaho, 
western and south central Montana, and 

Southwestern Alberta. They prefer river 
valleys, shallow marshes, wet mead
ows, or small islands, and here in 
Montana, they often take up residence 
at elevations above 4,000 feet. Impor
tant nesting areas include the Big Hole, 
Beaverhead, Jeffeglon, Gallatin, upper 
Missouri, Smith, M usseIiheI3^^H | 
Blackfoot, and Clark Fork river 
drainages, and the Centennial Valley.

In late summer and early autumn, 
you can see craneg‘staging”Tconcen- 
trating in flocks) before they wing their

way south to more lucrativSeeding 
grounds in New Mexico.. Montana 
largest staging area is along the 
Beaverhead River between Dillon and 
Twin Bridges. Beginning in mid- 
September, the birds stream south to 
Colorado’s,San LuiSgValley, and by;; ; 
mid-November, most are on their way 
to t he Rio Grande Valiev of New 
Mexico. Perhaps the cranes in my 
pasture were fueling up before heading 
that way.

The cull that we heard means “good 
feeding here”—it lja  flag-down signal 
for members of the migrating flock that 
are still aloft. This plaintive trumpeting 
can carry up to two-thirds ot a mile, 
thanks to the coiled French-horn-like

MONTANA IWTDOORS jiAuSTj 9



windpipes® the crane’s throat. 
Location calls insure that the migrating 

;flock remains together during rest 
■tops. When it’s time tp take off again, 
the cranes stand erect,;;lape;into the 
wind, and signal their plans w ith a 
high-frequency flight intention call.

If our ground crew had been 
persuasive enough, we would hav^seen 
the pterp^acty®oaring that cranes are 
known for. Like an airplane bankinf|p| 
the crane^simply tilt theii^jeven-foot 
wingspan and spiral downward, getting 
larger and larger by the mteute. They 
land dramatically, backstroking with 
their huge wings and touching down on 
spindly; landing-gear legs. If we’d 
w itn * e d  a landing in our field, then 
crept closer with the help of binoculars 
or spotting|gcop% there?! no telling 
what we would have seen. Sandhills;- 
perform a repertoire of over 50 behav
iors. Here are a few that you may be 
able to spot, divided into ba¡¡¡c behav
iors that individuals perform and §f dial 
behaviors that emerge when cranes 
gather.

basic Crane behaviors 
to (batch for
B B th e  sandhill you’re watching is 
still a speck in the sky, grab your 
binoculars. You can tell an in-flight 
sandhill from a great blue heron by 
watching how they hold their neck. 
Unlike the heron’s “S” shaped neck, 
cranes usually fly with their neck 
straight out like a spear and their legs

outstretched behind them. F o S  
optimum soarinSthey look for 
rising warm air currents called 
thermals. Hitching a. ride up on 
these, elevators, then gliding from 

iqne to the other, they can make 
light ̂ rork of their transcontinen
tal journey|fe?

Oncjla crane touches down, 
you may see it walking with aH  
gaiMimilar to ours or running 
with a slight bounce in its ¡Step. H 
it’s running for a take-off, you’ll 
see it flap its wings once or twice 
to keep balanced. Most of the 
time, however, cran|p on a 
meadow will be strolling in 
search of their next meal. T h e ||l | 
stalk m ic || lizards, frogs,Jor 
snakes, and probe with their bills 
to unearth rootlets and insects. In 
agricultural fields, they take v 
advantage of grain or com /  
kernels left after harvest, while in 
natural meadows, theJ zero in on wild  ̂
grains and berrie^  J

After a meal, they mayKSback to 
their roosting: siteS-preferabl^v 
wetlands where they can stand in 
shallow water without worrying about 
land predator!. Here® ou’ll see them 
meticulously combing their feathers 
into alignment with their beak and back 
slicking (waterproofing) with oil 
produced by a gland at the base of their 
tail. SometimeBand no one is sure 
exactly why, sandhills will also paint 
their feathers rusty brown with a 
mixture of grass and mud. The best

time to watch for this preening is Cf 
between Augull and October, when 
molting feathers on the body, neck, and 
wings are being puShed out by n ep ||l  
ones underneath. Once their flight 
feathers drop, the grounded cranes lie 
low, hiding in denseglover and preen
ing for hours on end until they can flJBj 
again.

In addition to preening, you’ll also 
see plenty of stretching® » wings and 
legs and neck and Siren jaws—espe
cially when the birdi® ® ! awake.

bocial Crane behaviors 
to (batch for
Communal Behaviors

Sandhilfiflock and roost together 
when migrating to make the most of a 
patchy food supply and to multiply 
their vigilance again® predators. As 
soon as a suspicious character arrivesl 
the 'b^B lJsum e the tall alert posture! 
^landing rigidly erect with their necks! 
straight up, their bills horizontal, their

During migration, feed ingm ran^fj 
(abrgff) utter a plaintiim trumpeting to 
signal 1good feeding here" to biMs) still 
aloft (left}. I
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When cgimp/phicks in the nest are 
threatened, either-parent may perform 
a spread-wing distraction display 
refocus the intruder's attention.

feather S leeked, and their bodies 
nearly vertical. This contagious 
behavior spreads through the flock like 
a red Hert, readying them for flight or 
fight. If you are causing this response, 
you’re too close, and may be inadvert
ently bankrupting the cranes’ energy. 
By comparison, when you’re at a safe 
distance, the sandhills will notice you 
with curiosity, but not alarm. In this 
non-contagious alert investigative 
posture, they’ll stand with their bodies 
either horizontal or vertical, and their 
heads Scanning back and forth.

Conflict Behavior
You’re most likely to see squabbles 

(mostly consisting of blustery threats) 
just before breeding season, wher] 
mating pairs are establishing] territories .1 
Outside of breeding time, wnen-< 
are back together in flocks,; you may 
also catch them raising their hackles- 
over questions of dominance.

Some threat displays are not directed 
at a target per se, but broadcast as a 
general warning to all would-be 
enemie|| Cranes sometimes perform the 
low bow when flying into the midst of 
a flock or when landing next to an 
intruder in their territory. The bird 
bends its neck steeply downward and 
tilts its; lowered head so its bright red 
crown is plainly visible. By contracting 
or relaxing its muscles, the crane can 
control how much of this red skin area 

? is exposed and how engorged, and thus

■

red, it i l l  The ruffle bow is similar to 
the low bow except that the crane 
shakes its feathers as|Jt bows. A third 
type of nondirectional display used to 
defend a territory is the bill-up unison 
caljgk call that you’ll also hear in 
courtship.

The mellowest sign of one-on-one 
defense is the directed walk threa® The 
displaying crane parades around the 
offending party with its head angled 
downward, its crown expanded, and its 
flight feathers raised in a vertical fan 
shape. It steps stiffly, carefully placing 
each leg, pumping its head, and 
showing off its engorged crown. As a 
finale, the crane may lower its head 
with a growl and touch its leg or flank 
in a mock preening movement.

The next step in aggressiveness is 
the head-lowered charge, in which the 
crane clamps its wings tight to its sidesl 
extends its neck, and runs towards its 
opponent, bill aimed like a jousting 
lance. If the opponent doesn’t retreat 
quickly enough, the charger won’t 
hesitate to nip its wing or pluck some 
feathers. The charge may also turn into 
an aerial pursuit, in which the aggressor 
kicks at the fleeing bird with its feet.

When a dominant bird wants access' ; 
to a drinking or feeding spot, it may 
aim at the other crane with a bill stab— 
a frozen version-of head-lowered 
charge, without the running. If the 
subordinate knows what’s good for it, it 
will move aside and act properly

■

submissive.
When a crane wants to “cry uncle,” 

it lowers its posture and tries to make 
raself and its bright crown as incon
spicuous# poRble. In the neck- 
retracted submissive posture, the bird 
holds its body horizontal, pulls its neck 
back, and loosely folds its wings. In 
striking contrast to the dominanBRtiff 
gait and enlarged crown, the^submis- 
Hve bird walks ilia  loose-jointed 
fashion and keeps u low crown profile.

What happens when two; crane 111 
meet, and neither one Sbmits? Bill 
sparring conteJj usually occur when a 
resource such as frSh  water is limited 
or when pair formation is in p r o g r e s s  
These brief but important duels allow 
male rivals to sftow their stuff and win 
a place in the pecking order. Once 
rankings are ;set, the birds can resolve 
their conflicts with just a subtle show 
of crown or stiffness;bf step.

The sparring begins with some face- 
to-face bill jabbing. Next, with their 
wingiilpread wide and their upraised 
bill tips almost touching, the cranes* 
vault into the a® and kick at one 
another. These kicH rarely log any 
serious injurie^howeveir, since one 
bird usually retreaffor backs down.;; As 
if to get thedast word, the dominant 
may end the Barring episode with a 
bill stab, a head-lowered charge, or a 
low bow.

By the way, these threats and 
sparring behaviors are also-reserved for 
invaders, such as foxes, dogs, or even a, 
human that gets too cl oseeTM^hdluff^ 
begins to threaten you, you’re much too 
close. 1

Breeding Behavior
When craneSeave their parents,, 

they travel with a flock of other



Cranes build their dishlike nests in 
wide, lonely wetlands filled 'mih 
sedgemKmttails, or bog plantmThr$-Xo 
five feet in diameter, the nests are 
usually perched safely aboM floodlini: ~ 
on a mound o f dead reeds and rushes,

»juveniles for two to three years. It g f l  
here that they find their lifelong m at||. 
Their courtship isjfilled with intricate 
displays and joyous dancing, all 
designed to cement the cranes’ bond 
and synchronize their sexual time 
clocks.

Though it usually functions a& a 
territorial defense, the unison call, a 
duet, iffalso used to form and 

■¡¡lengthen the bond between mateglfp 
The birds stand side by sid§, and as 
they sing, the female keeps her bill 
horizontal while the male tilts his 

fStraight up. Typically, thCfemale utters 
the firs| note, touching off a series of 

Jong, pulsed, staccato calls that 
alternate between male and female.

Three attraction-getting displays are 
part of the springing, whirling dance 
that cranes are known for. In the 
upright wing-stretch display, the male 
raises his wings while walking in full 
alert posture in front of the female. In 
the horizontal head pump, both male 
and female spread their wings and 
bring their heads down to the ground 
and back up again, several times in a 
row. Occasionally they’ll try a vertical^ 
toss, grabbing a stick or piece of 
vegetation and flinging it into the air.

In the bow display, the birds pop up 
and down like ballet dancers warming 
up at the barre. Beginning in a crouch, 
each bird tilts its body forward and 
extends or lifts its wings. Suddenly, it 
stands up, extendsjts neck for a 
moment, then crouches again. Between 
bows, each crane may take a surprise 
jump.

Fully inspired now, the cranes 
explode into the vertical leap display^ ? 
the heart of the crane dancing. From a 
coiled crouch, each bird springs as high 
as 15 feet into the air, with its wings 
spread wide, its head held high, and its® 
legs dangling in front for balance.
Watch for a few wing flaps before the
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crane floats back to earth. One leaper 
often inspires the others, until the entire^ 
flock is bounding like birds on a 
trampoline. The enthusiasm that fills 
the dancing flock fe contagious, and as 
you will see, it can easily sweep away 
human hearts as well.

Luckily, breeding season is not the 
only time you’ll have a chance to see 
dancing. Young cranes dance to 
develop motor skill®submissiye cranes 
dance to thwart a dominant’s aggres

s io n , threatened cranes dance when 
they’re nervous, and some cranes ju s H  
dance because they feelRke it.

After the formalities, either sex may

initiate mating. The male IIsn a il wfclllal 
parade march, walking up to the female 
with his flightftathers erect, his bill 
jutting straight up to the skyfand his 
crown bright red as-in “ready® The 
female postures in much thX am e way® 
holding out drooping wings and purring 
the pre-copulatory call. Finally, the 
male lowers his bill and leaps onto the 
female’s back, flapping his wings to 
maintain his balance. After a brief 
mating, he disinoun® by stepping 
backward or by hopping over the 
female?!- head. Before parting, the 
couple stands side by side with thei^H 
crowns expanded and their b i l |  pointed



Wrane chicks armtpvered with down 
and ablemp leave the nest within hours 
o f hatching.

1

skyward. In slow and perfect u n iso n ,I 
they may perform a low bow display or 
a ruffle bow. To wind down, they may 
preen or engage in a little celebratory 
dancing. After watching this incredible 
spectacle, you may feel like dancing 
yourself!

Parenting Behavior
Cranes build their three- to five- 

foot-diameter nesfflin wide, lonely 
wetlands filled with sedges, cattails, or 
bog plants. The dishlike ne§M are 
usually perched safely above floodline 
on a mound of sticks, mosses, dead 
reeds, and rushes. Cranes utter a low 
moaning nesting call as they build a i; 
nest and again while incubating their 
one or two eggs.

A mere two or three days after 
hatching, precocious crane chicks are 
strong enough to follow their parents to 
feeding grounds where they try th eS S  
hand aStalking and probing. Until 
their accuracy improves, you’ll no

doubt hear their peeping food-begging 
call or see the parents and chicks bill 
touching, a sign thaffood is being 
begged or delivered. Thanks to the 
steady stream of handouts, the gangly 
juveniles are able to grow large enough 
in three months to join the flock for the 
long migration back to their winter 
haunts.

Besides dishing out dinner, crane 
parents are also kept busy on predator- 
mobbing patrol. Working as a team, the 
pair surrounds intruders and barks out 
loud single-syllable guard calls untggl 
they retreat. If eggs or chicks are in the 
nest, either parent may perform a 
spread-wing distraction display to 
refocus the enemy’s attention.

To reassure their parents, sandhill 
chicks purr contact calls while forag
ing, playing, or being brooded. Should 
a chick become separatedwhilled, or 
hungry, «summons its parents with a 
loud, unbroken stress caliBglyou hear 
this call, make sure you’re not standing

between the mother and her chicks. If 
so, move quickly away so the mother 
doesn’t have to waste energy in an 
elaborate defense.

Status
Here in Montana, Fish, Wildlife, & 

Parks surveys in 1992 indicated a 
population of 4,000 to 5,000 greater 

^Sandhill cranes, a healthy incfceape over 
the last 20 years. That number will 
grow as more birds are bom here and 
then return to repeat the cycle. Despite 
the good newfflSBig Sky^Country, all 
is not well on the bird s ’ ¿wntering 
grounds m the Rio Grande Valley of 
New Mexico. Mid-valley, crane habitat 

B Theing swallowed bv suburbia and ^ 
dewatered by gpfgators. Roosting 
wetlands are in limited jlpp ly , and new 
prop rotation practices are reducing the 

; acfes of cereal grains that once supple
mented crane die®  At the same time^fi 
dffalfa farmers on surrounding private 
land are complaining that swelling 
flocks of hungry sandhills and snow 
geese are devouring profits. Biolog 
are also concerned about the sheer 
numbers of geese and cranes; with so 
much of the population in one place at 
one time, a storm, disease outbreak, 
toxic chemical spill, or other environ
mental accident could spell major 
tragedy.

Because cranes are slow breeders— 
raising an average of leH than one 
chick per pair per year—significant 
dieoffs that occur on the wintering 
grounds will not be easily recouped. No 
matter how fej||le habitat conditions 
may be in Montana, we can’t ensure 

Sandhill crane survival u n i «  we 
protect and create quality habitat i n |^ H  
portions of their range. The a lte rn a te  
is a world with fewer garooo-a-a-a 
calls, a little less dancing, and a lot less 
magic. ■
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^ ^ jiw n iie , abundant ^un will cause  
a^nperatures to soar into the 00’s today 
ÿ* ̂ eastern Colorado, the central and 
#uthern  Plains, Texas and the south
ern ̂ Mississippi Valley.

.¿S p a re a  of low pressure will promote 
ipjpuds and isolated showers today in 
“̂ fth e rn  California, northern Nevada 
and Utah. Elsewhere in the West, the 
weather will be mainly sunny and dry, 
though morning low clouds will plague 
portions, of the Pacific Coast.

Focus: Foggy Month
October is the foggiest month in the 

East. During a typical October, clear 
skies and light winds are fostered by 
Canadian high-pressure systems that

Today’s Sunshine and Clouds

| j j  PARTLY
CLOUDY 
MOSTLY CLOUDY

Weather
Highlight
September was ex
ceptionally wet from 
North Carolina,into 
the central Appala
chians, It was also 
soggy in the west
ern Plains and the 
southern Rockies.

Appi,, ' •" '  ̂ 11
^Percentage of NornilP lÄ  
|eptember, 1996 M l

WET VERY 
WET

m

Le ss
than50%
Mon»
than
150%

¡300%

often settle over the region. With the gains from a cloudless atmosphere. As- 
lengthening darkness of O ctober ~ the earth cools, air in contact with the- 
nights, the stage is set fqp 
lose much more infrared

United States and Foreign Cities
U.S. Cities Following are the highest and 
lowest temperatures for the 19 hours ended 7 
P.M. (E.D.T.) yesterday, the. precipitation for the 
18 hours ended 2 P.M. (É.D.T.) yesterday and 
expected conditions for today and tomorrow. 
Weather conditions: C-ctoudy, F-fog, H-haze, 
l-ice, PC-partly cloudy, R-rain, Sr-showers, 
S-sunny, Sn-snow, SS-snow showers, 
T-thunderstorms.
Cities 
Albany 
Albuquerque 
Anchorage 
Atlanta 

l Atlantic City 
Austin 
Baltimore 
Baton Rouge 
Billings 
Birmingham 
Boise 
Boston f 
Bridgeport 
Buffalo 
Burlington 
Casper
Charleston, WV 
Charlotte 

- Chattanooga 
Chicago 
Cincinnati 
Cleveland 
Colo. Springs 
Columbia 

, Columbus 
Concord 
Dallas-Ft.Worth 
Denver 
Des Moines 
Detroit 
El Paso 

¿Fairbanks 
Fargo .. 
Hartford 

hHonolulu

Yesterday 
66/48 0.02 
75/47 0 
43/32 0 
71/53 0 
70/56 0.12 
79/54 0 
70/52 0.01 
76/50 0 
81/45 0 
74/44 0 
84/54 0 
69/61 0.59 
67/59 0.16 
64/50 0 
64/50 0.01 
79/39 0 
66/46 0 
66/59 0 
72/48 0.01 
66/50 0 
70/43 0 
68/46 0 
72/43 0 
70/64 0.15 
70/45 0.01 
70/50 0.22 
81/48 0 
79/48 0 
67/46 0 
72/46 ' 0 
84/50- 0 
34/32 0 
54/33 0 
68/57 0.20 
90/70 0

Today 
67/46 PC 
80/49 PC 
44/27 R 
74/60 C 
72/55 S 
82/55 S 
75/47 S' 
77/49 S 
78/45 S 
78/54 S 
83/54 S 
65/54 S 
70/51 S 
63/47 S 
57/45 PC 
82/44 S 
73/45 S 
65/55 C 
76/51 PC 
75/46 PC 
74/46 S 
70/44 S 
79/45 S 
69/63 R 
73/45 S 
68/42 S 
83/54 S 
81/49 S 
78/49 S 
72/40 PC 
85/51 S 
36/30 Sn 
61/40 PC 
66/49 S 
88/75 S

Tomorrow 
70/46 PC 
81/51 PC 
43/33 C 
77/66 C 
72/57 S 
86/58 PC 
75/49 PC 
80/53 PC 
67/47 C 
77/62 C 
77/53 S 
67/50 S 
71/53 S 
72/55 PC 
68/40 PC 
76/48 S 
70/53 PC 
65/56 R 
75/60 C  
74/53 PC 
75/54 PC 
74/52 S 
78/44 PC 
74/62 C 
76/52 PC 
74/40 S '  
84/58 S 
82/48 PC 
81/55 S 
71/52 PC 
85/53 S 
34/28 Ss 
65/43 C 
67/43 S 
89/75 S

Houston 
Indianapolis 
Jackson 
Jacksonville 
Kansas City 

/ Key West 
Las Vegas 
Lexington 
Little Rock 
Los Angeles 
Louisville 
Lubbock 
Memphis 
Miami, 
Milwaukee 

, Minn-St. Paul 
Mobile 
Nashville. 
Newark 
New Orleans 
New York City 
Norfolk
Oklahoma City 
Omaha 
Orlando 
Philadelphia 
Phoenix 
Pittsburgh 
Portland, Me, - 
Portland, Ore. 
Providence 
Raleigh 
Reno 
Richmond 
Rochester 
Sacramento 
St. Louis 
St. Thomas 
Salt Lake City 
San Antonio 
San Diego 
San Francisco 
San Jose 

, San Juan 
Seattle 
Shreveport

76/50' 0 82/52
72/43 0.01 75/46 
75/45 0 78/48
90/70 4.10 87/70 
79/46 0 82/56

t ground also cools. If winds Dlovy at ófily~ 
*3 [UW miles perhóur, the slowly upward-

88/82 
91/62 
70/45 
79/48 

1 85/62

Ò 86/80 
0 92/62 
0 75/45 
0 81/48 
0 ß1/62

72/46 0.01 77/47 
81/43 0 82/48
75/48 0.75 80/50
90/80
64/50
57/41
79/57
72/45

0 86/79 Sr 
0 71/43 PC 
0 71/42 PC 
0 79/55 PC

_____  0 76/46 PC
67/57 0.10 75/53 S 
77/62 0 77/61 S
67/58 0.18 73/56 S 
73/58 0.48 75/57 PC 
79/46 0 82/52 S
72/46 0 81/48 S
91/71 0.18 90/72 PC 
66/55 0.02 75/50 S 
97/66 0100/71 S
64/46 0 72/47 S
68/55 0.26 69/48 S 
75/55 0 72/50 PC
67/58 0.24 66/51 S 
66/57 0.04 70/53 C 
84/40 0 80/41 S
68/58 0.01 77/50 S 
66/46 0 61/46 S

0 85/56 S
0 79/50 S
0 89/78 PC
0 83/50 S
0 83/53 S
0 74/64 S
0 67/53 PC
0 74/55 PC
0 86/75 PC
0 66/51 PC

90/55
77/48
85/72
82/48
81/50
72/62
63/52
70/59
87/75
55/52
75/48 0.01 78/49 S

77/51 
80/54 
87/70 
82/57 
87/81 
91/66 
74/54 
82/51 
78/62 
77/54 
83/50 .
80/58 PC 
89/79 PC 
72/54 PC 
69/48 PC 
81/65 PC 
75/57 C 
78/55 S 
79/59 PC 
78/57 S 
77/59 PC 
82/54 S 
81/54 S 
89/73 PC 
77/55 S 
96/72 PC 
74/52 PC 
68/47 S 
67/50 PC 
70/47 S 
67/55 C 
76/44 PC 
77/54 PC 
71/52 PC 
82/55 PC 
80/56 S 
90/75 PC 
79/54 PC 
87/57 PC 
72/64 S 
68/53 PC 
74/55 PC 
87/76 PC 
64/50 PC 
80/52 S

f t

? Sioux Falls *59/43 0 73/48 S 75/53 PC
s Spokane 79/46 0 75/47 PC 71/46 S

>s : Syracuse 66/53 0 61/48 S 71/51 PC
c Tampa 90/73 1.38 90/75 PC 90/75 PC
S Toledo 72/46 0 72/41 S 75/48 PC

PC Tucson 95/61 0 95/64 S 93/66 S
S ' Tulsa 79/50 0 81/53 S 82/56 S

TC'-V Virginia Beach 75/59 0.13 76/57 PC 77/59 PC
s Washington 70/57 0 76/53 S 77/55 PC
s Wichita 81/48 0 83/55 S 86/57 S
c
s

Wilmington 66/55 0.01 74/48 S 77/51 S

F o r e i g n  C i t i e s  Following are the highest 
and lowest temperatures and daily precipitation 
(reported in inches) for the 24 hours ended 7 P.M. 
(E.D.T.) yesterday and the normal temperature 
range for this time of the year.
*Not available, trc-trace.

Cities
92/75

Amsterdam.......... ...... . 62/54
Athens ........ 73/63
Auckland........................ 60/52
Bangkok...................
Beijing.......jfojL¡pf
Berlin........... 57/45
Bermuda.............
Brussels.......... .
Budapest........... .
Buenos Aires................. 71/52
Cairo....... ....... .
Caracas.... ....... .
Casablanca..... I.......
Copenhagen    ......... 54/48
Dakar........................
Damascus...!.... .
Dublin...........  .... .
Edinburgh .... ..........
Edmonton................
Frankfurt...'.  ........ 63/46
Geneva.........
Guadalajara..........
Havana....
Helsinki.......
Hopg Kong...............

Yesterday Norm
92/75 0 88/ 75
62/54 .09 61/ 54
73/63 0 81/ 63
60/52 .08 61/ 50
91/77 1.34 90/ 77
77/61 0 73/ 52
57/45 0 61/ 45
81/75 0 82/ 73
65/54 .01 64/ 48
66/43 trc 68/ 50
7V52 0 66/ 48
90y¥0 0 88/ 66
92/75 .16 88/ 77
76/63 0 77/ .611
54/48 0 59/ 46
86/77 .08 90/ 75
91/50 o 86/ 57
65/54 .16 . 61/ 48
60/50 .27 57/ 46
42/32 .12 57/ 32
63/46 trc 64/ 48
71/41 0 64/ 48
70/61 ;94 79/ 59
87/71 0 90/ 72
48/45 .02 52/ 41
86/75 0 82/ 75

spreading chill is contained in a layer of 
air next to the ground, ine chill then 
coaxes water vapor to condense into 

"trillions of tiny fog droplets. ’

Istanbul...........................  65/55 .20 72/ 59
Jakarta:............. ..................  * 0 88/ 73
Jerusalem................. . 87/62 0 82/ 61
Johannesburg................ 79/54 0 75/ 50
Kiev.............. .......... ........  51/34 0 61/ 45
Kingston..... ...................  91/77 trc 88/ 77
Lim a..... .............. 69/59 0 63/ 57
Lisbon......... ...... . 85/64 0 75/ 61
London......'............;..........  66/57 .02 61/ 48
Madrid....  ............ .......  90/55 0 77/ 54
Manila............................. 86/78 * 88/ 75
Martinique..!............... . 88/73 .08 88/ 73
Merida................  .....  94/75 0 90/ 73
Mexico City..................... 64/55 0 72/ 52
Montego Bay..... ..... ,.... 84/73 0 88/ 77
Monterrey ............... ....... 81/64 0 84/ 68
Montreal......  ......  65/50 .94 63/ 45
Moscow ........ . 42/23 0 55/ 43
Nairobi.............................  76/32 0 75/ 54
Nassau........ ..................J 89/79 .01 86/ 75
New Delhi..................... 97/73 0 93/ 70
Nice.................................. 73/59 0 73/ 57
Oslo...,.......  ................... 50/32 .31 52/ 39
Panama City..'.............. . 85/73 * 88/ 73
Paris............................ . 73/50 0 66/ 50
Prague...!. ..... ......  56/43 ' .01 61/ 45
Quebec City..................  63/50 .91 59/ 41
Rio de Janeiro............... 77/68 0 75/ 64
Riyadh............... * ...........  100/75 0 99/ 66
Rome...... . .......... ...........  78/52 0 75/ $9
Seoul............. ..............  80/61 0 73/ 54
Shanghai............ . 78/70S', .09 77/ 63
Singapore.......................  90/79 .04 88/ 75
Stockholm......................: 55/43 .08 54/ 43
Sydney........ '...................  69/61 ‘ 1.73 68/ 54
Taipei.... ....... .....  ......  78/71 .24 84/ 70
Tokyo......... 74/61 0 75/ 61
Toronto..... .................. 66/48 .20 64/ 45
Tunis............... ....... . 75/64 0 82/ 63
Vancouver..... .................  62/48 0 61 / 46
Vienna...... ........  .... . 63/54 .08 64/ 48
Warsaw...... ....................  55/46 .02 61/ 46
Winnipeg,........... .......... 46/32 0 59/ 37
Compiled by WSI from National Weather Service 
observations, forecasts and reports.

i à



:>*M

Better still, 0U"o ul IMCTfWIWHIBM 
cruised before, the exact target we 
were looking fon” If you’ve got 
something to promote, promote it in 
P eople. Its 34 million readers can 
create quite a watershed. For more 
information, call P eople Publisher, 
Nora McAniff, at (212) 522-4989.
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DOUG LONEMAN/CHRONICLEA red-tailed hawk takes off from its perch on a fence post along the Bridger Mountains north of Bozeman. Besides a great place to spot 
- f tL!?!1i?,e ranks as the No- 1 golden eagle flvwavJn  the United States. This weekend’s Bridger Raptor Festival at BridgerBowl will prove so as the raptor

By DEBORAH RICHIE 
Special to the Chronicle

Perched on a knife-edge ridge of the Bridger 
Mountain range, two observers from HawkWatch 
International focus binoculars on specks ap
proaching from the north.

Within a few minutes, three golden eagles 
glide by at eye level. Outstretched wings cast im
mense shadows. Each head feather captures the 
sun’s radiance.

For wildlife viewers willing to hike two miles and 
2,100 feet up, it’s a chance to merge with migrating 
eagles and hawks beside, below and above you.

J in fact-Monlana’s Bridger range ranks as the 
No. 1 golden eagle fly way in the United States. _ 
On a peak fall day, HawkWafch spotters may tally 
as many asJ250 of these regal birds of prey. They 
welcome hikers to join them and will take time to 
share tips on identifying birds.

Steve Hoffman, director of HawkWatch Inter
national, a non-profit conservation and education 
group based in Salt Lake City, predicts this year’s 
Bridger raptor count will be higher than last 
year’s, based on early migration data gathered in 
Nevada’s Goshute Mountains. Last year’s wet 
nesting season was tough on the birds, he says. 
This year’s improved nesting success ought to 
lead to more migrating juvenile birds.

The Bridger Raptor Festival on Saturday and 
Sunday at Bridger Bowl commemorates the an
ticipated peak weekend of migration. Free work
shops on Saturday will hone skills needed to iden
tify 17 species of raptors. Experts will interpret

higMghtt golden eagle
Festival includes several free workshops
I  The Bridger Raptor Festival will be Satur
day and Sunday from at Bridger Bowl. Ad
mission is free.

Eagle viewing will take place from 9 a m  to 
4p.m. botti days with raptor experts on the 
ridge at Bridger Bowl. . „ « Saffi 

v pikers should park at the main lodge and 
poltow signs to the ridge. The hike takes 1.5 
ito  2 hours and is steep. No facilities will be 

available on toe mountain. Hikers should 
wear sturdy footwear arto pack water, food 
a nd warm clothing,
, Saturday the festival kicks off with an  in

troduction to raptors at Bridger Bowl from 9 
to 9:15 a.m, Basic raptpr identification tech-

y..i

i l  Keynote &rieak er iÀÌ.. Harptota  W liflatk. 
on the status,of,bald and gbldsn e$gtos* 
in M ontana from 9:45 to 10:30 a.m . in

the natural history, monitoring, rehabilitation and 
conservation of birds of prey.

Just as winter skiers stand in line to ride a lift" 
to the summit, migrating eagles and hawks 
choose the easy way to save energy on long 
flights. They sail along for hundreds of miles, re
laxing on a cushion of air. The combination of

x

the Jim Bridger Lodge. Harmata is a  lo
cal jaBlflt-sxperfc— r * “ ~ ,,

3ig Sky Wildcare will talk about raptor re
habilitation from 10:30 to 11 a.m., followed 
by a  discussion on the ecology of raptors 
fro m ll t o i l  :30 a.m.

• A drawing,will be held to benefit Hawk
Watch International. Tickets are $1 each dr 
six for $5 at Wild Birds Unlimited, Barrel 
Mountaineering, Cactus Records, Bozeman 
Food Co-op and a t Bridger Bond on Satur-

S R pzes ■ to^tidO^tonoDulars, a  sea so n 1'.? «  
pass a t Bridger Bowl and a polar fleece k  
jacket. . I m m  I  , '? W k

The festival is sponsoredjby ,B tfdser |§  
Bowl, G allatin N ational Forest, HavyllQi® 
W atch International and the  Mbntai 
Itopdrtm ent o fJ% b t ,WlJdiife a n d

steady westerly winds drafting upwards along a 
north-south ridgemake the Bndgef rangearap- 
tor Mecca. Birds chmb onto the'wind tram as far 
north as the Canadian Rockies and trace feeder 
ridges south to the Bridger Range.

(More on Raptors, page 18)



K elvinator 14 CU.F 
U pright Freezer

Why move 5 tilings to 
find one? Consider a 

new upright *

Kelvinator 
15 cu.ft. Chest Freez;

Our most popular all 
around model!!

§§ to an exciting Footbali Weekend in Seattle! 
Die’s Football Contest for your ch an ce  to win! Kelvinator 9 cu.ft. 

U pright Freezer

Less than 24” wide so it 
fits almost anywhere.i Airfare on

light Hotel Accommodations 
s to the Dee. 8 Seahawks Game!
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R a p t o r s / from page 17 —  p ------
Golden eagles particularly seek 

out the lift of ridge winds to support 
their heavy bodies. Siytv-five per-. 
cent of all raptors^countedhere are' 
geldensr^bouffwo-thirds are dis- 

"liersiligTuveniles migrating several 
hundred miles as food supplies in 
the north decrease. Some adults 
may not leave their summer home 
at all, depending on food availability.

While golden eagles maybe the 
glamour birds of the aerial parade, 
each raptor has its own remarkable 
story. The Swainson’s hawk, for in
stance, flies thousands of miles to 
winter in the pampas of Argentina.

Typically, the first two weeks in 
October offer prime viewing. The 
best time of day is in the afternoon, 
when the updraft winds are strongest

Donations from the Montana 
Watchable Wildlife tax checkoff 
help support public education 
about eagles and hawks migrating 
over the Bridger range. The site is 
featured in the Montana Wildlife 
Viewing Guide and is part of a net-

initial raptor count 
(average 1991 -1994) ; ;

Goldeneagle 1,514
Sharp-shinned hawk 243 
6ocpe/sHawk 130
flaideagte 76
I J M e h f i f i e d  5  *  * ~ 7 3

Red-tailed hawk 167
American kestrel * 47
Northern goshawk . 7  45 
Northern harrier Owy ' 33 
Rough-legged hawk '  30
Prairie falcon 11
Merlin i |  7
Broad-winged hawk 5
Osprey /  4
Peregrine falcon 4
Swainson’s hawk 4
Ferruginous hawk ' <1
Turkey vulture 1 1
TOTAL 2,295

work of wildlife viewing areas 
m arked by highway binocular 
signs.



Private 
property 
opens up
Block managements 
Seven million new acres 
open to hunting this year

Montana Departm ent
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"Liberty, Responsibility, and the Question of Environment"

Program for Environmental Writers

Sponsored by The Liberty Fund 
June 29 -  July 2,1995

Gallatin Gateway Inn 
76304 Gallatin Road 

Bozeman, Montana 59715 
(406) 763-4672

Foundation for Research on Economics and the Environment





The Farm ers M arket was started  21 
years ago by three women who wanted to 
give their kids a way to sell radishes and 
flowers and make a little money during the

j a r  DOUG LONEMAN/CHRONICLE
Summer draws to an easy end as shoppers at the Springdale Colony stand purchase the last of the summer vegetables Satur- 
day^morning at this season’s final Farmers Market in the Bogart Pavilion. ■■ ■ ■■■■■■ '. ; ■ ■■

w o r n
By GAIL SCHONTZLER 1 
Chronicle Staff Writer n

c gone; so is Farmers Market
Every space under the Bogert Pavilion 

was filled with sellers of everything from zuc- 
chinis? to handmade earrings and cinnamon 
rolls, finery parking space for blocks around 
was pafcked by people heading to the Farm
ers Market

But gone were the raspberries, the laven- 

k)i% ̂ aslSjst r i to ^ p F ^ ^ ^ e W '

‘I always feel extremely sentimental. I lp y e ? i^ ^ ^ lle ^ 0 4 p y  fa
vorite Bozeman activities —  so fr ie n d ^ ^ p u rp o s e fu l a fe jp

■ ^ W S F e i s f ^ t t r l g r n a n

sam e time.’

Youngman said. “I love it, it’s one of my fa- and it went pretty well. On their best Satur 
gozepian l i m M  Sff fHendjy and. 1 4a®, -they sold 195 flies, maldng fthftWt $140.

1 « “ , ^ c ^ th a t ,th e  market is ending, fetSiewC(  purposeful at the Same tuaje^n -i
..... bimmmMi&mmimM«.uuM Buyers will miss the bustle and flower, 

"Buy how or foreV&r bulbs, the dolls and dried roses. But some of*
woman selling dried flowers called out to a the vendors were ready for this good thing to 
customer, who couldn’t believe this was the come to an end.
lastof the Farmers Markets. ’ : I  “It’s a lot of work,” said Averil Heath of



pulled his 9mm 
ing.

“We think he emptied a clip,” a plant 
employee is quoted as saying, “but we 
could only find eight casings on the pave
m ent”

The story states that during the battle, 
the officer, seeking to escape the wood
chuck, “jumped up on the cruiser and in
jured his knee/- Fortunately, before any
body else could be hurt, the woodchuck 
went to that Big Burrow in the Sky.

I wish I could tell you that this was an 
isolated incident. I wish I could look you in

Ins. Hard 
nemon- 
Irvey 
ile was

“found no abnormal behavior from the 
squirrels.”

Of course not They may be squirrels, 
but they are not stupid. They’re not about 
to go after a government official, not after 
what happened to the woodchuck. No, 
they put on a cute little Walt Disney show 
for the Maryland Department of Natural 
Resources, squeaking and scampering 
around with acorns in their cheeks. But 
you may rest assured that as soon as the 
coast was clear, they resumed smoking 
tiny cigarettes and planning their next at-

the same reaction to this story as 1 am, 
namely: How come this never happens, on- 
camera, to MY local TV reporters? Until we 
get solid answers to this and many other 
questions raised by this column (such as: 
“Why would anybody print this columnP’O , 
I am urging everyone to avoid all Contact 
with nature in any form, including vegeta
bles. Speaking of which, you should also 
write your congressperson.’

pistrator 
i e  hospi- 
fends. 
h waste its 
r this lost 
prious 
relations 
ontraet 
orge a 
b for the

Dave Barry is a columnist for the Miami 
Herald.
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THE UNLAMENTED WEST
O j a  ^ reemen> mad  bombers— why do so many extreme
jH ^  dangerous individual^ts seem to come from one place?

and s

u ^  r
Ca ■ ■ ■

H  e
efro

BY JONATHAN RABAN

e place?Hi I
MO S T  mornings at this time of year, 

I gut the skinny national edi- 
. tion of the New York Times 
on my third-floor deck—looking east, 

over the green Seattle suburbs, to the spin
drift snowcaps of the Cascade Range. 
Past the Cascades, sagebrush takes hold, 
in the diy coulees and lumpy prairie coun
try of eastern Washington. The land turns 
green again in Idaho, in the fir-clad foot
hills of the Rocky Moui^tahas^And after 
the Rockies, its back(todus?a}id sage
brush on the "arid plains Trf eastern Mon- 
Tana and the Dakotas. I ve driven that 
route so often that the intervening moun
tains offer no serious impediment to the 
thousand-mile view from the deck: on a

good day, I can see clear to the North Da
kota badlands—to Dickinson, Minot, Bis
marck, and the coffee-colored gleam of the 
Missouri River, where the Midwest begins.

For people on this fertile coast, most 
of "The West” is> as people like to say, 
Back East. It belongs to the past. It is 
where parents and grandparents lived 
and mostly—failed, leaving a forlorn 
trail of abandoned homesteads, bankrupt 
businesses, exhausted mines, and empty 
logging camps behind them. Serial fail
ure is the driving theme in the family nar
ratives of a great many of my immediate 
neighbors: high hopes dashed, rekindled, 
dashed again, as families crawled west
ward, in meagre increments of a hundred

miles or so, until at last they found a 
modestly secure anchorage somewhere 
between the Cascades and the Pacific.

It is an unquiet past. The news from 
the Back-East West that finds its way 
into the Times reads like a string of bub- 
bles of bad gas, rising from the depths of 
the grandfather era and bursting nox
iously into the present. Angiy disputes 
over land use, grazing rights, logging, 
mineral royalties-----The strangely an
tique figures of James (Bo) Gritz, Ran
dall Weaver, the Freemen of Justus Town
ship, the Trochmann brothers and their 
homemade army, Ted Kaczynski reading 
Thackeray and the Bible in his red ply
wood cabin. Photographs of these charac-
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learn how to pronounce the names 
o f Foreign capitals. (G iven A m er
ican ignorance o f g eography liou r 
troops would never leave their bunks.) 
Dowd doesn't give Clinton credit for 
attempting to halt further genocide in 
Bosnia (a responsibility he could have 
shirked; if s hardly been a popular move 
in the polls), because giving him credit 
would mean acknowledging that he is 
a political leader of some marrow and 
conviction rather than a Jules Feiffer 
cartoon with jumpy nerves. She never 
comes out and argues that Clinton has 
been a bad President, or that anyone on | 
the current scene would be any better. 
(She did entertain a brief flutter for 
Colin Powell, whom she swooned over 
in a “Bridges o f M adison County” 
parody as a “graceful, hard male ani-g 
mal,” loping out o f the Presidential 
race “like a fine leopard on the veld.”̂  
Mandingo!) Clinton's sin seems to be 
not that he is a failed President but that 
he is an erratic performer. He doesn't 
quite satisfy her.

Dowd's depiction of Hillary Rod
ham Clinton is no less derogatory. In a 
column dated August 10th, she took an 
easy poke at Mrs. Clinton's syndicated 
column— “To read Hillary Rodham 
Clinton's new column, you would think 
everything was peachy keenfe-before 
embarking on a detailed recap of Mrs. 
Clinton's alleged chicanery. Shortly af
ter William Safire delivered his “con
genital liar” insult, Dowd tried to top 
him by comparing the First Lady to-— 
unless I misread her— a dead fish. 
T he column begins by recounting 
a dinner she had with Mrs. Clinton 
in 1992 (the Journalist's Credo: Let no 
anecdote go to waste), during which 
Mrs. Clinton
told a story about the summer during law 
school when she went to Alaska and got a 
jobSh a fish-processing plant. She was sup
posed to scoop out the entrails, but she be-

fan to get worried about the state of the 
sh.
“They were purple and black and yucky 

looking,” she recalled. She questioned the 
owner about how long the fish had been 
dead. He told her to |top asking questions. 
She didn’t and was fired. Tljpund another 
job;” she said coolly.

A less tendentious spirit m ight 
think that this anecdote reflects admi
rable pluck on the part o f young 
Hillary— her not wanting to pass on 
bad fish and her willingness to con

front the boss!!; To Dowd it demon
strates the moralistic side of the future 
First Lady: “She reminded me of Sis
ter Sarah, the mission doll from ‘Guys 
and Dolls.|> A pious do-gooder, and a 
hypocritical do-gooder at that: “Now 
Mrs. Clinton is the authority, and she 
doesn't take kindly to being prodded. 
I f  anybody notices something yucky 
about her financial and political entrails 
they are supposed to trust that she is 
working for the greater good.” T o 
Dowd, H.R.C.'s bossy ambition (“Her 
much vaunted idealism has a way of 
riding roughshod over those around 
her”) reeks of hubris. And “reeks”.Ts 
the word. H er entire column is fun
nelled toward the big payoff o f the 
finakiientence: “As she must remem
ber, the fish rots from the head down.ll 
(In a more recent column, she relished 
the fall from grace of the Clinton adS  
viser Susan Thomases, who was part of 
the rot: “I miss her rabid maneuvering 
on behalf of the First Lady.” I've no 
doubt.)

Reading Dowd's rotting-fish c o l || 
umn, I recalled a throwaway remark by 
Nora Ephron inSScribble Scribble,|| 
which said, “The anecdote is a particu
larly dehumanizing sort of descriptive 
narrative.”' I didn't grasp the comment 
at the time (the book was published 
in 1978), but now I understand what 
Ephron meant: the anecdote has be?fe 
come an all-purpose put-dow n de
vice, which boxes complicated issues 
and individuals into a single caption. 
M aureen Dowd's columns have beH 
come a series of cutie-pie captions. Her 
pieces on Bob D o jg ^m o ck in g  his" 
name, his backroom expertise, his at
tem pt to project vigor— are almost 
D adaist in their free form dither. 
Lacking the underdog fight o f her 
colleague Bob H erbert, the brass- 
knuckled know-how of William Safire, 
the newfound purpose of Frank Rich, 
the “Network”-anchorman evangelism 
of A. M. Rosenthal (who writes as if he 
were shouting from the fire . ¿scape), 
she trots out a tricky line of patter that 
pins her targets to the page without 
ever betraying a particular point of 
view. Dowd is making mischief on the 
O p-Ed page, but that's all she's mak
ing. Her columns áre so light they're 
beginning to levitate. Like the Cheshire 
cat, she leaves only her grin behind. ♦
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ters should be printed in sepia. They belong 
to that sad and unlamented West where 
bitterness and fury were the natural off
spring of impossibly great expectations.

I

FR O M  the spring of 1907 through the 
fall of 1908, the Chicago, Milwau

kee &  St. Paul railroad lumbered through 
the Dakotas and into Montana. From the 
top of any butte, one could have seen its 
course through the badlands: the lines of 
horse-drawn wagons, the heaps of broken 
rock for the roadbed, the gangs of labor
ers, engineers, surveyors. From a distance, 
the construction of the new line looked 
like a disaster of war.

As the Milwaukee Road advanced, it 
flung infant cities into being at intervals 
of a dozen miles or so. Trains needed to 
be loaded with freight and passengers, 
and it was the essential business of the 
railroad company to create instant com
munities of people whose lives would 
be dependent on the umbilical of the 
line. So the company built skeletal mar
ket centers on company-owned land. Its 
creations were as arbitrary as those de
scribed in Genesis. The company said, 
“Let there be a city”: and there was a city.

Each was a duplicate of the last. Main 
Street was a line of boxes, wood and 
brick, laid out on the prairie, transverse 
to the railroad line. The boxes housed a 
post office, a hotel, a saloon, a general 
store, a saddlery, a barbershop, a church, 
a bank, a schoolhouse, and a jail. Beside 
the line, sites were earmarked for the 
grain elevator and the stockyard. A few 
shacks, and the city was done. Photo-1 
graphed from the proper angle, with rail
road workers for citizens, it could be pro
moted as the coming place in the New 
West.

The railroad moved into Montana like 
Caesar marching through Gaul, freely in
venting the land it occupied as, it went 
along. Like Gaul, this part of Montana 
had been named long ago—by the Indi-1 
ans, by the United States Army, and by 
ranchers, who had raised cattle, sheep, 
and horses there for the last forty years. 
But the railroad ignored the existing 
names, preferring to adorn the landscape 
with bright new coinages of its own. It 
canvassed directors and senior managers 
for the names they had given their daugh
ters. The president of the railroad, Albert J. 
Earling, had two daughters, Isabel and 
May. The girls’ names were fused to pro

duce Ismay, which sounded modern and 
tripping on the tongue, although some
one might have warned the company that 
it could, sometime in the far future, be 
vulnerable to the addition of a spray-1 
painted initial “D.” The recent offspring 
of other Milwaukee Road officials seem 
to have included a Lorraine, an Edina, 
and a Mildred.

At Lorraine, the first of the Montana 
towns, the company dammed a creek to 
create a lake and a reliable source of wa
ter for the locomotives. Lorraine’s father 
must have fallen out of favor with the 
board, for Lorraine was Lorraine for only 
an eye-blink before it was renamed Baker,| 
in recognition of A. G. Baker, the chief 
construction engineer on the project. 
Edina, thirteen miles down the line, went 
the same way as Lorraine. There, a crew 
of Bulgarian workers lobbied to have the 
city named Plevna instead: 1908 was the 
year of the declaration of Bulgarian inde
pendence from Turkey, and Plevna, lib
erated by Russian troops from its Turk
ish occupiers in 1877, was a city dear to 
Bctlgarian nationalists.

The West was still, thought of as a 
great blank page on which almost any
thing might be inscribed. Its history could
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be erasedfits future redrafted, on the 
strength of a bad breakfast or a passing 
fancy. The half-built new towns, in which 
the typical business was a shed with a 
two-story trompeToeil façade tacked on 
its front end, were architectural fictions, 
more appearance than reality, their cre
ators, the railroad magnates, doodling a 
society into existence, were like novelists.

Nothing in the geography prepares 
one for the arbitrary suddenness of these 
prairie railroad towns. They simply oc
cur—as accidents do—when you re least 
expecting them. For mile after mile, the 
sagebrush rolls and breaks. The bare out
crops of rock and gumbo clay monoto
nously repeat themselves. Then you catch 
a glint of sun on a distant grain elevator. 
And then you’re here: in a bar on Main, 
with RexalTs next door and, across the 
street, a used-furniture showroom in the 
remains o f what was once the opera 
house. The bartender is lost in the sports 
section of the B illings Gazette. The essen
tial coordinates of place are here. This is 
a distinct local habitation with a name. 
Yet somethings wrong. Why is here here} 
Why isn’t it somewhere else?

Nearly a century after they were born, 
these towns are still haunted by the acci
dental natufë'oTtheir conception. T heir 
brickwork has grown old, the advertise-® 
ments painted on the sides of their build
ings have faded pleasantly into antiques, 
yet the towns seem insufficiently attached 
to the earth. Such lightness is unsettling. 
It makes one teel too keenly one s own 
contingency in the order of things.

A s the railroads pushed farther west, 
I 3 L  into open rangeland that grew 
steadily drier and steadily emptier, the ri
val companies clubbed together to spon
sor an extraordinary body of popular lit
erature. In school atlases just a few years 
earlier, the area had been called the Great 
American Desert—an imaginative va-p| 
cancy, without any flora or fauna. Rail
road writers and illustrators were assigned 
to come up with a new picture of free, 
rich farmland—a picture so attractive that 
readers would commit their families and 
their life savings to it, sight unseen.

The pamphlets were distributed by 
railroad agents all over the United States 
and Europe. They were translated into 
German, Swedish, Norwegian, Danish, 
Russian, Italian. They turned up in bars 
and barbershops, in doctors’ waiting 
rooms, in the carriages of the London

PA5TELÍ BY DEGAS

Those shoulders. An erotic thing submerged in duration. 
Her hands are entangled in undone red plaits 
So dense that, combed, they pull her head down.
A  thigh, and under it the foot of another leg—
For she is sitting, her bent knees open,
And the movement of arms reveals the shape of a breast. 
Here undoubtedly. In a centuiy, a year 
That are gone, and how to reach her?
How to reach the other, in the yellow robe?
She puts on mascara, humming a tune.
The third lies on the bed, smokes a cigarette
And looks through a fashion journal. Her muslin shirt
Shows a white roundness and pinkish nipples.
The painter’s hat hangs on the entresol
W ith their dresses. He liked it there, to gossip, sketch.
Our human communion has an acrid taste
Because of familiar touch, avid lips,
The shape of loins, talk of immortal soul.
It flows in and recedes. A wave, a hissing surf.
And only a red mane flickered in the abyss.

— C z e s l a w  M il o s z

CTranslated,\ from the Polish, by the author and Robert Hass.)

tube and the New York subway. News
papers carried advertisements for them: 
by filling in and returning a coupon, you 
could receive a free copy by post.

When a pamphlet arrived, it was big
ger than one had expected. W hat slid 
from the manila envelope had the glam l 
orous, bang-up-to-date look of a best-1 
seller. Its cover was dominated by a warm 
golden yellow—the color of sunshine, 
ripe wheat, money. The land from the 
Dakotas to the Pacific was drawn as a 
single, enormous field, and across it ran 
the straight line of the Milwaukee Road. 
The main body of the picture showed a 
fresh-faced young man steering a plow 
drawn by two horses. As the virgin earth 
peeled away from the blade of the plow, 
it turned into a breaking wave of gold 
coins.

One would have to be a fool to take 
the cover seriously. Yet, the more you 
looked at the text inside, the less fantas
tic the claim made by the cover came to 
seem. It was in black-and-white—facts 
and figures, and testimonies of experts 
and of new settlers already coining money 
from their homesteads. A t the Great 
New York Land Show, held in Madison 
Square Garden, Montana had carried off 
the prizes for the best wheat, best oats,

best barley, and best alfalfa in the United 
States. In print, these crops took on a 
solid, succulent weight. “Oats grow to 
perfection. There is something about the 
climate that favors them and produces a 
bright, plump, heavy berry that averages 
forty pounds to the bushel.” As for alfalfa, 
the “noted alfalfa grower” I. D. O’Don
nell turned in a lyrical prose poem:

Alfalfa is the best mortgage lifter ever 
known. It is better than a bank account, for 
it never fails or goes into the hands of a re
ceiver. It is weather proof, for cold does not 
injure it and heat makes it grow all the bet
ter. A winter flood does not drown it and a 
fire does not kill i t . . . .  Cattle love it, hogs 
fatten upon it, and a hungry horse wants 
nothing else.

Some pamphlets were aimed at read
ers with firsthand experience of farm-1 
ing: Southern sharecroppers; tenants and 
paid hands in rural Iowa and Minnesota; 
Scandinavian wheat farmers bankrupted 
by the devastating success of the Ameri-v 
can grain belt. But many were addressed 
to the wider audience of urban daydream- 
ers—people who, cut off from nature,i 
yearned for a draught of country air and 
the daily intimacies of village life. The 
pamphlets sought out the haggard school
teacher, the bored machinist, the clerk, 
the telegrapher, the short-order cook, and
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the printer, and promised to turn each of 
them into the prosperous squire of his or 
her own rolling acres.

“Uncle Sam gives you a cordial invi
tation . .  j lT h e  terms of the Enlarged 
Homestead Act, passed by Congress in 
1909, after a great deal of lobbying by the 
railroad companies, were generous. The 
size o f a government homestead on 
“semi-arid land” was doubled, from a 
quarter section to a half section; from 
a hundred and sixty acres to three hun
dred and twenty. One did not have to be 
an American citizen to stake a claim— 
though it was necessary to become one 
within five years, when the homestead 
was “proved up.” The proving-up was a 
formality that entailed the payment of a 
small fee and an inspection of the prop
erty to verify that it had been kept under 
cultivation. That done, the full title to the 
land was granted to the homesteader.

Three hundred and twenty acres. In such 
a space one could imagine a dozen big 
fields, filled with rippling crops of wheat, 
oats, alfalfa, barley, ample pastureland for 
sheep and catde to wander over; a tree- 
shaded house, a red bam, a walled kitchen 
garden for vegetables. There would be 
poultry scratching in the yard, beehives in 
the clover, a winding gravel drive.. . .  It 
wouldn’t be a farm, it would be an estate. 
It was an astounding free offer by any 
reckoning.

IN 1909, the roadbed was still soft, and 
. when the emigrant train pulled out 
of Marmarth, North Dakota, its speed 

didn’t rise above that of a reasonably ag
ile man on foot. W ith the temperature 
outside close to ninety degrees, the op
pressive breadth of America was brought 
painfully home to every passenger. The 
stations— Selby, McLaughlin, Haynes, 
Reeder, Bowman, Rhame—slowly came 
and slowly went, their names empty of 
any meaningful association. At close to 
noon, the Missouri River was crossed, at 
Mobridge, South Dakota; after th a t!  
there was nothing in the geography to en
gage the eye. The badland formations— 
mushrooms of sandstone on stalks of 
pale-gray clay—arrived as a welcome 
break; they gave one something to look 
at, provided a talking point in their queer 
resemblance to animals, human faces, 
architecture.

In one of the coaches, sitting alone 
above a spreading pool of tobacco juice on 
the floor, I see Worsell. In the informal

society of the prairie, where everyone was 
on first-name terms with everyone else,! 
Worsell would always be remembered 
only as Worsell, or Mr. Worsell, or That 
Englishman. He was not a man who in-l 
spired affection. A prevailing distaste col
ors the recollections of Worsell that now 
survive. He was clearly one of those un-l 
fortunates whom no one ever credited 
with an interior life, with secret hopes, 
with romantic affections. The carapace of 
Worsell, that unlovely shell, is part of the 
official history of the prairie; but in ex
ploring Worsell’s crepuscular history, I 
have had to light my way with guesswork 
and some imagination—a fact which in 
itself tells one something of Worsell’s 
isolation in an otherwise gregarious and 
neighborly society.

Worsell was a Londoner and, at thirty- 
four, an old soldier. He’d been invalided 
out of the South African War because of 
his leg, and had blued his discharge pay 
on a ticket to America, the land of big 
helpings and easy pickings. He had no 
luck in New York and, following the talk 
in the hostel where he’d put up, made his 
way to Minneapolis. He tried his hand 
at a number of things—working in a 
hardware store, housepainting, and haul
ing logs with a timber outfit in northern 
Minnesota.

In  Minneapolis, he met a Swedish 
girl named Kirsten Tomp, who had re
cently arrived in America with her fam
ily, in her company, Worsell felt posi
tively talented. His fluent English made 
him the custodian of all things American. 
He was a welcome guest in the tenement 
building where the Torups had an apart
ment. He corrected everyone’s pronun
ciation. He grew a mustache and bought 
a phonograph.

Worsell and Kirsten married, and their 
son, Arthur, was born in August of 1902. 
But when Arthur was four Kirsten died 
of the flu, and Worsell’s world, never ro
bust, went to pieces. Utterly unequipped 
for single parenthood, he farmed the child 
out to his wife’s relatives. He paid irregu
lar visits to Arthur—strained occasions, 
on which he was usually slightly chunk.

In 1909, he was following the drift of 
the talk in the bars in Minneapolis, just 
as earlier he had followed the drift of the 
talk in the New York hostel. Free land 
was free land, and Worsell wanted a piece 
of it for himself.

Across the aisle of the coach, a woman 
was feeding her family sandwiches—thin 
slices of bread smeared with ketchup. She 
offered one to Worsell. He wasn’t hun
gry, but he never passed up a free offer. 
The scrape of ketchup was so faint as to 
barely color the bread, but food was food, 
and You eat what you can get was Wor-f ; 
sell’s motto.

More than forty hours after leaving 
Chicago, the train arrived in Ismay, where 
a crowd of husbands had been waiting for 
it since early afternoon, a good number 
of them in “Nigger Bobffls saloon. The 
dazed and travel-stained emigrants lifted 
their bags and boxes down onto the track. 
They had been expecting a city, with 
street lampsRigns, illuminated store-1 
fronts. They stood under a clear night sky, 
looking in perplexity at a bare scattering 
of buildings, their blocky shapes silvered 
by starlight.

Many spent their first night in Mon
tana at the Milwaukee Hotel, a honey-;' ; 
comb of closet-^size room S  each just 
large enough to hold a bed, a chair, and 
a nightstand with a chamber pot below. 
The curtains—so thin that the new resi
dents could see the stars through them— 
stirred in the drafts that wormed their 
way through the poorly carpentered 
window frames. Some of the emigrants 
heard for the first time the intense con
tralto sobbing of coyotes, and wondered 
apprehensively if  they were wolves.

II

Mik e  W o l l a s t o n  and I have been 
. wrangling all morning. Mike 
is the grandson of a homesteader, and 

we’ve just spent an hour in the wrong 
township. W e are now, we think, in 
the right one: Township 9, north of 
Range 53 East, southern half of ,Sec
tion 2, eleven miles northwest of Is
may. The land was proved up by Mike’s 
grandfather, Ned Wollaston, on A p
ril 27,1917, and granted to him, and to 
his heirs and assigns forever, under the 
Presidential seal of Woodrow Wilson. 
W e are definitely on the Wollaston place, 
but the homestead has gone missing. A 
photograph was taken by Mike’s father, 
Percy Wollaston, in the late nineteen-
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thirties. In the chemical gloaming of un
derexposure stands a trim two-story farm
house with barns and outbuildings.

We expected to find the place in ru
ins, but there isn’t so much as the ruin of 
a ruin in sight. The open range, green 
now, in May, and splashed with yellow 
and purple wildflowers, is empty except 
for a herd of cattle two or three miles off. 
As we try to match the topography to the 
photograph, bump for bump, the nussjf| 
ing homestead slides about over the prai
rie like an egg on hot oil. Maybe the swale 
has changed its course. Maybe grass has 
grown over the exposed rock of the ridge. 
Mike and I, both fifty-something, shiver 
at the discovery that a mere half century 
is sufficient to consign his grandfather s 
farm to the realm of archeology.

Killdeer wheel overhead, the most 
miserable-sounding of all Peterson’S^ 
Western Birds. The wind keens in the 

4iong~grass. Cigars clenched between our 
teeth, we follow the zigzag line of the 
swale, searching for landmarks.

And then, suddenly, we have a perfect 
fit. The ridge, the notch, the swale, and 
a low hill in the distance are aligned 
exactly as they are in the photograph. 
A barbed-wire fence is close to where 
Mike’s father must have stood with his 
Brownie—and here, at our feet, is the rot
ted stub of a juniper post. A coil of rusty 
wire lies on the rock behind us. A patch 
of emerald, over to the right, must have 
been the pigpen. The shit from Ned’s

pigs—years older than either of us—must 
still be doing a useful job. And there, 
where the original topsoil lay undisturbed 
beneath the floor of the house, is the 
Wollaston homestead.

Crossing the swale, Mike dislodges a 
ragged metal hoop. “Top of a milking 
pail,” he says. A little farther on, he eases 
from the earth a cobweb of rust and pro
nounces it to be a component of a thresh
ing machine.

“If  you say so . . . ”
When he was a small child, shortly af

ter Pearl Harbor, Mike was evacuated 
from Great Falls to Ismay, along with his 
elder brother and two sisters, and they all 
lived there with their maternal grandmother 
for the duration of the war. Though the 
homestead was only a short ride away, 
they were never taken to see it, nor was 
it spoken of.

“Look,” Mike has found a small rusted 
metal frame on which a single plank dan
gles loosely from a bolt. “My father’s sled.”®

“Rosebud,” I say, and wish I hadn’t.
For a frill minute, he stands silent, cra

dling his father’s sled. Then he lays it back 
in the grass as carefully as one might lay 
down a sleeping child. “It’s better where 
it is.” He affects a hardboiled grin. “My fa
ther only talked once about the homestead. 
We were sitting up late over a glass of whis
key. There was a silence. Then he said he 
hoped he’d never again have to see any
thing like his mother down on her knees 
day after day praying for rain. That was it.’p

“A ll he does is eat, sleep, a n d p a in t”

Maybe his father’s taciturnity was meant 
to protect his memory of the homestead, 
for in the early seventies he wrote a mem
oir of his prairie childhood. Percy Wol
laston wanted his grandchildren—born in 
the nineteen-sixties—to understand how 
close they were to the kind of pioneer life 
that by the time of Watergate had come 
to seem merely part of the quaint cos
tume drama of the remote American past. 
Mike’s father was then living in a hand-1 
some log house near Eureka, Montana, 
on the wet, green western slope of the 
Rockies. Elk and deer trampled his lawn- 
a trout stream chuckled over granite boul
ders thirty yards from his living-room 
window. In this forest clearing, he sat, lis
tening to the water, at a manual Smith-1 
Corona and re-created on the page the 
dry and treeless country around Ismay 
between 1910 and 1927* i

He wrote in well-carpentered sen
tences. He was a practical man, whose life 
had been spent attending to details, and 
the habit of patient craftsmanship showed 
in his writing. As the story took hold, he 
found himself able to look out at the 
world through the promiscuous, relent
lessly observant eyes of his six-year-old 
self. He illustrated his work with pen- 
and-ink drawings that showed how to 
build a claim shack or make a “stoneboat” 
to clear the land of rocks.

He sketched the homestead as it had 
been in 1912. A photocopy of this draw
ing is pegged out with stones on the 

ground between Mike and me. 
We are sitting on one of the re
maining ruins we’ve discovered, 
the wall of the dug-out barn, built 
in a hurry to shelter the horses in 
the fall of 1910. Its flat roof was 
shaggily thatched with hay bought 
from a neighbor. Its pine-log 
beams were cut from a stand of 
timber in hills ten miles away.

The air is thick with heat. In 
sweat-sodden shirts, we walk down 
a path to what would have been the 
front door of the house. A shallow, 
winding valley enfolds the farm on 
all sides. The fenced lawn would 
have extended almost as far as the 
creek. Close to the house, the flower 
beds, watered each evening with 
kitchen slops, would have been 
tight-packed with clematis, chry
santhemum, aster, and larkspur.

It is a view to be proud of, and 
“homestead” seems too cramped a
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flCongratulations, dude, and you may now p lay tonsil hockey w ith  the bride.”

word for a spread so grandly conceived as 
this. The Wollaston place was built to be 
a family empire, handed down to grand
children who would grow up on if : and 
farm it in their turn.

Ned’s grandson makes a sharp turn 
around thè corner of the farmhouse 
kitchen, as if the walls still stood, and 
finds the flagstone path to the henhouse.

Past the henhouse is the bonfire site. 
Sagebrush has grown over the ashes, but 
we dig out the remains of a car seat, some 
charred timber, a lawnmower wheel, the 
broken half of a toy pistol—Percy’s six- 
shooter. A tarnished coin at my feet turns 
out to be a paper-thin stamped medallion 
of a womans head, her hair flying, Art 
Nouveau style, with a projecting metal 
tab. I hand it to Mike.

‘W hat I think?” he says. “I f  s the clasp 
to an old-timey photograph album.”

W e search for its other half. No 
luck. '

‘They must have burned the family 
photos when they left.

A MILE southeast of Mike’s grand
father’s place, Worsell held down 

his claim.
His land was rough—three hundred 

and twenty acres of lumps and bald 
patches, with a southerly tilt that would 
expose it to the full, broiling heat of 
the summer sun. I t had no creekbed, 
but did have one great advantage: on its 
northern and eastern sides, it was al
ready fenced.

Worsell had grown up in East Lon
don, in a tenement block off Bethnal 
Green Road, where the view had been 
of a brick wall and of the windows of 
rooms that were bleak mirrors of the 
Worsells’ own. Worsell, a small man with 
a pinched and beaky face, could grow 
big in the plains of Montana. His Army 
days had set Worsell up with at least one 
useful skill: he was expert at wangling 
things out of people—leave, rations, what
ever was going. On the prairie, he wan
gled tools, rides into town, wagon space 
for lumber from the store in Ismay, and 
“advice,^

He frequently sought “advice” from 
his ne ig h b o rs a round  noon  or six 
o’clock, and would cast a hopeful eye 
at the pan of soup on the stove or wrin
kle his nose appreciatively at the smell 
of baking bread. “Don’t mind me” and 
“If  you’re sure it wouldn’t be a trou
ble” were his catchphrases.

It took Worsell a week to build his 
house—a flimsy contraption that bulged 
and twisted. A nail driven in at one cor
ner caused the opposite corner to spring 
apart. The house swayed in the lightest 
breeze. He stiffened it with planks, ten 
feet long and an inch thick, fastened at 
odd angles to the frame. Then he wrapped 
his creation in jade-green tarpaper. Tar
paper was a wonderfully forgiving mate-1 
rial. It could hide almost any lapse in 
craftsmanship. It was pliable and easily 
cut, and when it was impregnated with 
asphalt could keep out the worst of the 
weather, and was the salvation of every 
hasty, lazy, cheeseparing, or ham-fisted 
person who came to homestead on the 
prairie. Tarpaper was as important in its 
way as barbed wire, and Worsell’s shack 
was a classic piece of Great Plains ver-l 
nacular architecture.

The better sort of claim shack had a 
raised floor with pine boards. Worsell’s 
was bare earth. But it was his own earth, 
and Worsell, man. of property, found 
comfort in the dusty soil under his feet, 
with its tufts of grass, flattened and dy
ing, and its spicy, clovelike smell.

His one big investment was a stove. 
Claw-footed and squat, the stove, the 
cheapest model on offer, was built like its 
owner. Buffalo turds were its best fuel, 
but they were rare finds. Sunbaked over 
some thirty years to the consistency of

•

building bricks, these ancient stools 
needed to be chopped up with an axe to 
fit the firebox, where they burned as 
slowly as seasoned oak.

In front of the stove was a dark stain 
in the earth. The stain grew bigger and 
matured into a pond of brown tobacco 
juice. Worsell, a man of soldierly habits J 
spat accurately and always at the same 
target. His rare visitors left the house with 
a single image of his domestic arrange
ments: the gleaming pool of Red Man 
juice, which Worsell topped up in con
versation whenever he wanted to add em-| 
phasis to a point.

W orsell’s shack was a blot on the 
neighborhood. His neighbors the W ol
lastons were shocked by its squalor. The 
Londoner had brought into their hope
ful country the taint of the Bethnal Green 
slums. His reputation for dirtiness and 
cadging soon spread, and his name be
came a byword. It was a noun, a verb, an 
adjective. A lost tool was “worselled.” 
Dishes left unwashed overnight were 
“worsells.” Anything poorly made was a 
“worsell” job.

In  the sum m er o f 1910, W orsell 
sum m oned his son, A rt, then  seven 
years old, to join him on the claim. The 
child became an object of widespread 
social concern on the prairie, befriended 
by the W ollastons and others, who 
fed him regular Square meals. Nearly



seventy years later, Art, dying in a Seattle 
flophouse, recalled his fathers shack with 
shame.

\ m

MIKE and I tack east, then south, 
then east again as the road makes 

ninety-degree turns along the section 
lines. One can no longer get really lost on 
the prairie: these roads, with their slavish 
devotion to the cardinal points of the 

- compass, have converted the land into a 
full-scale map of itself.

Our course converges with a drab- 
green rift of cottonwoods along O’Fallon 
Creek. We cross a bridge—the creek is 
now a river swollen and turbid from re
cent rains— then jolt over the one-track 
line of the old Milwaukee Road, and we 
are in Ismay, or what was Ismay but is Is- 
may no longer. T he name on the sign has 
been painted out and replaced with “Joe. 
Population 28.”

Easy come, easy go. W hen it first 
came into the world, Ismay was idly, ca
priciously named, as if it were a goldfish 
or a hamster. It nearly jettisoned its name 
in 1912, when the Titanic went down 
and Bruce Ismay, the chairman of the 
shipping line, allegedly elbowed his way 
ahead of women and children in the race 
for the lifeboats. Then the town voted to 
remain Ismay and tough out the jokes at 
its names expense. Ismay even made it 

¿■ into the gazetteer of the “Times Atlas of 
z the W orld,” sandwiched between Is- 

maning, Germany, and Ismetpa§a, Tur- 
£ key. But the glue on the name lost its 
|  sticking power, and Ismay js  now Joe.
|  In 1993, when the Kansas City Chiefs
z acquired the quarterback Joe Montana 
^ from the San Francisco 49ers, three 
§ Kansas City disk jockeys came up with 
< the idea of turning Joe Montana— or,
2 rather, a Joe, Montana—into a place on 
E the map. W hat was needed was an ail- 

Jf ing townlet, just big enough to have a 
“ United States post office, for souvenir- 
U mail frankings. It could become the ob- 
5 ject of tourist pilgrimages. It could build 
z a museum of Joe Montana memorabilia, 
g It could make a killing with Joe, Mon- 
ip tana, T-shirts. This was an offer that no 

ailing townlet could afford to turn down. 
The station called one-stoplight towns 

3: and then no-stoplight towns, and met 
|  with gruff refusals. People are attached to 
o foe names that had served their parents 
§ and grandparents, even when the names 
£ are of the kind that you might think

anyone would have been glad to be rid 
of: Molt, Iron, Straw, Yaak, Stumptown, 
Twodot, Agency, Crackerville. Zero, 
Montana, might have been a likely taker, 
but it had lost its post office in 1957. Fi
nally, they got through to Ismay, the 
smallest incorporated city in the state, 
six miles from the nearest blacktop road, 
and largely in ruins. Ismay bought the 
pitch and in July, 1993, changed its name.

remains of Ismay are haunted by 
X  a dust devil, whose shifting, angu

lar track keeps pace with our own as we 
drive through town. At a street end, the 
dust devil reveals its source: a curly-haired 
woman in glasses and stretch pants, astride 
a bright-red garden tractor with balloon 
tires. The postmaster. She wears her gov
ernment name tag on her blouse—Lo- 
reen Nemitz.

Mrs. Nemitz is the genius loci of the 
town. The Nemitzes, newcomers by lo
cal standards (they arrived in Ismay from 
the Midwest in the nineteen-seventies), 
pretty much run the place. Her husband 
mns the trucking business; a son runs the 
grain elevator; he is also the mayor; a 
daughter-in-law is the treasurer of the 
Joe, Montana, business.

The family headquarters is a double
wide trailer, set among trucks, cars, and 
assorted machine and auto parts.

“Nice place you have here,” Mike says 
warmly. Mrs. Nemitz, scenting sarcasm, 
puts his face on trial for a split second, but 
finds it not guilty.

I think that perhaps Mike and I are 
being mistaken for plainclothes investiga
tors from some federal agency. In my 
bland, know-nothing English voiced Isay 
that I am interested in Ismay s transfor
mation into Joe.

■You a reporter?” Mrs. Nemitz asks. 
“No—” But she has my number.
T h ey  did an article about us in Sports 

Illustrated?
A copy is produced. The smiling 

Nemitzes are center stage. The text, about 
the little town that changed its name, is 
predictably larksome.

“We’ve been in the Washington Post, 
the Chicago Tribune, the Los Angeles 
Times, Newsweek, USA Today. W e’ve 
been in all the newspapers.’*^!

The town now has an agent—a man 
in Billings. Not since 1910 has Ismay 
been the focus of such publicity.

The whole town was flown to Kansas 
City, where it watched the Chiefs play,



The homesteaders had to learn that evaporation was their great enemy: Give in to it, and you are on the road to ruin.
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people racking their brains, shak
ing their heads, and gazing unS 
confidently in the wrong direcB 
tion. The blacktop gives way to 
dirt; the crew—a merry bunch of 
prairie sailors—sights “Joe, M T,- 
painted on a plank nailed to a 
fence post, and eventually discov
ers the Ismayites, living, as it were, 
in Ultima Thule.

The crew is next seen riding 
down M ain Street while the 
mayor points out the major build
ings in the town.

“W hat is this building over 
here?”

“The Masonic lodge,” says the 
mayor. “It's kinda condemned 
now.Wf
. “Kinda condemned?”

“Kinda condemned,” says the 
mayor*. “This is Pringles Real Es
tate Office.”
^ ‘Condemned?” "

“Condem ned.®

'Hey, Fve operated on this guy before— there are m y initials.

had an audience with Joe Montana, and 
returned home with a clutch of au to i 
graphed footballs. A San Francisco TV 
station made a film. Next month, the 
town is going to be on David Letterman.

“All twenty-eight of you?’$'<?
“They re flying us out to New York, 

all expenses paid.”
“The date’s not quite fixed yet, but 

they re talking about June 23rd.”
“Dave himself is real eager to have us 

on the show.fgl
“That’s going to be a big boost for Joe 

Montana Day.’®
This year’s Joe Montana Day is July 3rd. 

The first Joe Montana Day, held in 1993J* 
drew some two thousand visitors; even 
though it was advertised only locally, the 
town sold boxes and boxes of T-shirts^ 
sweatshirts, bumper stickers, baseball 
caps, and souvenir mugs. The town did 
a fine trade in commemorative cards and 
letters franked “Joe, Montana.’t  ̂

This year, the Nemitzes are forecast
ing something more on the scale of the 
Normandy landings. After the Letterman 
show, the tourists could be piling into Joe

from every corner of the United States- 
and Canada. Retired couples in Winne- 
bagos, roaming the country in search of 
novelties and “attractions,” are already on 
their way; ’

“Joe Montana is coming?”
“Maybe. We hope.”
“Our agent is talking to his agent.” : 
‘You want to see the film the San Fran

cisco people made about us?”
The tape is already lodged in the 

VCR.
It begins in happy comedy. In a rented 

car, on the deserted ribbon of U.S. High
way 12, a TV crew is trying to find Joe, 
Montana. That we are way back in the 
back of beyond is established when the 
presenter turns on the car radio and sets 
the scan button to march up and down 
the airwaves on the FM band. From 76 
M H z to 108 M Hz, the radio, empty of 
voices, holds only static, like the sound ¿ 1  
wind in dry grass. The car stops. The 
crew seeks directions from a trucker. She’s 
never heard of jsmay. The name rings a- 
faint bell, however, and she gestures 
vaguely southward. And so it goes—with

'T 'H A T  the town now has an 
JL agent and a busy round of 

newspaper interviews and TV en
gagements is consistent with the 
character of its landscape. This 
isn’t the territory of cautiousi 
spendthrift realism: it cries out for 

one to build castles in the air, and then 
to add half a dozen more battlements just 
because there is ample space for them.

When Mike’s grandfather, Ned Wol
laston, arrived here with his family,, in 
September, 1910, he had more reason 
than most of his neighbors to be think- 
ingbig.

Ned was born in England, the thir
teenth child o f a Liverpool shipping 
agent and son of the cloth. Ned was aged 
four in 1876, when his father, aged fifty- 
one, brought his family to the United 
States. Hawk-nosed, tombstone-bearded, 
and with plenty of capital, N ed |l father 
arrived in the brand-new town of Fair
mont, Minnesota, and took the place by 
storm.

He began by building a house the size 
of a palace; with sixteen rooms and a 
wraparound porch supported by elabo
rately ornamented timber columns. He 
then started a bank, founded the Episco
pal church of St. Martin’s, opened a gen
eral store, and farmed four hundred and 
sixty acres of wheat and barley. But what 
people would remember best was hisS
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windmill— a Norfolk-style saltshaker 
with thirty-foot sails. The tireless En
glishman, a whirligig of||usinesses\ and 
projects, was a Minnesota landmark.

To be a child of such a &wer must 
have been a tough assignment. None of 
the sons bore mugji resemblance to a 
windmill. One became a grocer, one a 
surveyor, one a Colorado miner. And so 
it went. When Ned was sixteen, he en
listed in the Minnesota National Guard, 
and in five years he climbed to the rank 
of sergeant. After his discharge, in 1893, . 
he knocked about the Dakotas working 
as a cook, a carpenter, and a cowhand on 
ranches there. And then, in 1900, respon
sibility settled on Ned all of a sudden|| 
when, at twenty-eight, he married a Fair
mont widow, Mrs. Dora Marietta, and 
found himself the stepfather of her three 
children. Dora,was keen to have more. 
For a year, the Wollastons ran a store in 
Madison, South Dakota, and then they 
rented a small mixed farm a couple of 
miles south of the town. Percy, Mike’s f a r 
ther, was born in that farmhouse, in Sep
tember, 1904.

Ned must have felt that he was still liv-?£ 
ing in the shadow of his father . His land 
was not his, and it was :a handkerchief-® 
size scrap compared with the Wollaston 
holdings in M innesota. By 1908, he 
would have been following the newspa
per reports on the proposed Enlarged 
Homestead Act. The bill endured a 
rough passage through Congress, with 
the big ranchers and their Washington 
lobbyists opposing it at every stage. The 
railroad interests needed the bill, and 
feared bankruptcy if it failed to pass; the 
ranching interests saw in it the ruination 
of the West.

When Theodore Roosevelt, himself a 
onetime Dakota Territory rancher, finally 
signed the bill into law, on February 19, 
1909, Ned Wollaston was euphoric to get 
the news—but it was shortly followed by 
his father’s death. Ned had always seen 
himself showing his father around his 
own acres.

Mike’s father tells of hearing Ned and 
Dora talk in the evenings at the time of 
the Homestead Act:

I remember my parents discussing some
thing about “taking up a claim.” The imag
ination and curiosity of a four- or five-year-
old boy began to conjure up pictures of 
some vague object being taken up bod- 

Hly. . . . On another evening Mother said|^ 
“Percy and I could hold down the claim if 
you had to go somewhere to find work,”

and I envisioned Mother.and m y |tl| trying 
to hold down a huge tarp or canvS in a ter
rific; wind.

Unlike the schoolteachers and clerks,® 
barbers and bottle Rashers yifho were 
jumping aboard the emigrant trains, Ned 
was an experienced farmer, and he could 
see the difficulties ahead. Although east
ern M ontana was only four hundred 
miles northwest of Madison, its climate 
was a lot drier, and he would have to 
make do with, on averageMive or six 

•|hches< lessf: rainfall a year. W ith twenty 
inches br more, you’d be in clover. With 
fifteen or less, you could be in trouble. 
The latest rainfall figures for Miles City® 
M ontana, were: 1907, 14.75 inches;:^ 
1908, 19.08 inches; 1909, 13.31 inches. 
Right on the margin. But nearly all this 
rain had fallen in the growing season— 
and Mildred and Ismay generally did bet-1 
ter, by as much | |  -an inch, than Miles 
City. There should be enough. Just.

In the spring of 1910 Ned rode the 
train alone to Mildred, where he scouted 
out the land, now crowding with home- 
seekers. The lobby of the Mildred hotel 
was a polyglot din of Russian, Swedish, 
German, Irish, English, Greek, and 
American voices. Ned found a glorious 
site for a farm, ten miles out of town. Old 
buffalo trails and newer cattle tracks con-1 
verged on a spring that was shaded by a 
gnarly cottonwood tree. A coulee bisected 
the half section, making a green valley 
where the cornflowers were in bloom. He 
hired a locator to check the property, filed 
his claim at the Miles City Land Office, 
and rode back in an exultant mood to 
Madison, and saw his crops through to 
harvest. When the harvest was done, Ned 
and Dora put most of their goods and 
livestock up for auction, keeping only the 
animals, tools, and furniture that would 
fit into 4 single emigrant car.

Building his own house on his own 
land that fall, Ned thought often of his 
father. Among the first crops raised in the 
virgin soil of the homestead were some 
freakishly big turnips. One weighed 
twenty-one pounds Jin 1912, Ned tppS 
the train back to Minnesota, to buy more 
cattle at the South St. Paul stockyards. Jje 
made a detour. to Fairmont, to present 
one of these amazing vegetables, scmbbed 
clean and sliced in half to prove its integ
rity, to the new president of the bank 
founded by his father. For several weeks, 
the turnip stood on exhibition in the win
dow of his father’s old place of business,

an emblem of the bounty of the Western 
plains. You could raise a four-figure loan 
on the surety of such a turnip.

n p H E  yards of the hardware stores in 
jl ¡Ismay and Mildred were packed 

with bales of fencing wire-Ereight cars 
laden with wire stood in the railroad sid
ings. The wire, double-strandedjiwith 
barbs twisted on one strand, was shipped 
from the Glidden factory, in IUinois^lts 
trade name was The Winner.

Each homestead needed between five 
and seven miles of fences. For every mile 
of fence, one needed to cut and haul some 
eleven hundred posts-igin a country 
where timber grew in isolated pockets, 
often many miles from any homestead. 
The new arrivals lived and breathed fenc
ing. It was hard, cold, tedious labor—a 
much bigger job than the building of a 
house and barns. But in the course of it 
this ill-assorted bunch of dazed railroad 
passengers was slowly transformed into a 
coherent society.

The fences are still a bonder. You can 
sight along a surviving line of posts, and 
not a single one is out of true, though the 
ground on which theyre set dips, rolls, 1 
and breaks, and the unwavering vertical 
of the fence keeps on being lost to sight, 
then pops up again, exactlyffl-but eijim 
actly—on its m ar«. People were proud of 
their fences. The fences were not merely 
functional. They were a statement of the 
belief that this unruly land could be sub
dued and civilized.

The ranchers watched with affected 
disdain as the newcomers stole the range 
from under their nosesi They’d lost the 
political battle against m e Enlarged 
Homestead Act. They were outnumbered 
by the homesteaders. In the eighteen- 
eighties, “fence wars” in Texas and else
where had only rallied public opinion to 
the homesteaders’ side. The ranchers 
were cast as villains long before they 
reached for their wirecutters. So in 1910 
the Montana ranchers’ best hope was that 
th|pomesteaders would quickly fail, pack 
their bags, and take the damnable train 
back to wherever it was they had come 
from. The ranSers fought mostly on the 
morale front, losing no opportunity to 
broadcast the view that the prairie soil was 
far too dry to farm, that even a small herd 
of cows would starve on a miserable half 
section of land, and that the homestead
ers were poor fools—unwitting dupes of 
a buncfi^f conniving politiciahs and rail-
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road barons—whose only hope was to get 
out as fast as possible, before they were 
overtaken by inevitable min. 1

Some eight decades later, at a rodeo 
in Marmarth, North Dakota, just over 
the border from Montana, I sat next to 
a rancher in h|! eighties, Bud Brown, 
who said that he’d grown up on a three-; 
hundred-section ranch in Custer County. 

“That’s a hell of a big ranch, isn’t it?” 
“Not then, it wasn’t.”
Mr. Brown’s voice told one something 

about the grand isolation of a ranch upbring
ing. Although his grandparents had emi
grated from England to the United States 
in the nineteenth century, Mr. Brown 
himself had not yet learned to speak with 
an American accent. He spoke a queer, 
fossilized version of Broad Norfolk. In the 
nineteen-forties, when I was a small child 
in a Norfolk village, I used to hear voices 
exactly like Bud Brown’s, and it came as 
a jolt to hear this accent in the mouth o f 
an old man in a white Stetson.
^¿“So from your three hundred sections 

how did it look to see these guys farming 
a half section apiece?”

“Honyockers!” Mr. Brown laughed. 
“They couldn’t do it. They’d just starve 
out.” Thoid joist stoorve oit, with the last 
word delivered on a rising, querulous 
note, in the Norfolk way.

“Honyockers!” I don’t know where the 
word comes from. The Dictionary of 
American Regional English says that it 
may be a blend of “Hunk” (for “Hungar

ian”) and “Polack,” but that sounds like a 
grope in the dark. What it effectively does 
is to travesty the word “homesteader” syl
lable by syllable, and render the home-1; 
steaders themselves as ridiculous oafs* 
saps, dimwits. It gathers up all the anger 
and contempt that the ranchers felt for 
the newcomers, and squeezes them to
gether into a single utterance, like the 
sound a man might make when deliver
ing a gob into a spittoon. “Honyockers!” 

The fence builders took much of the 
sting out of the word by adapting it for 
themselves. The hostility of the ranchers 
helped to sharpen the honyockers’ sense 
of community. They were in this to 
gether, and they would prove the ranch
ers wrong. The straighter and tighter the 
fence, the more defiantly it talked back to 
the scoffing ranchers.

IV

THE first week of June, 1995, brings 
perfect spring weather to the prai

rie. The weather is a stroke of luck for me, 
§pr I’m seeing the prairie as the home
steaders saw it during their first Montana 
spring. They arrived in a run of moist 
years—1910,1911,1912—and the land was 
living up to its descriptions. The old hands— 
the ranchers and the early, quarter-section 
honyockers^—couldn’t remember a time 
when it had been so wet and green, and 
the newly arrived settlers were able to 
look at the brimming creeks and fenced 
squares of tender wheat, and see them as

a prophecy come to pass. It was as it was 
written—a conclusive rebuttal of all those 
jaundiced critics who had argued, in Con
gress and elsewhere, that this country was 
unsuitable for the small farmer.

In this age of belief in the efficacy of 
Science and the march of Progress, the 
homesteaders’ bible was an eccentric, self- 
published little book entitled “Campbell’s 
1907 Soil Culture Manual,” by Hardy 
W ebster Campbell. T he “Campbell 
Method” of dry-farming urged on its adll 
herents a mystical faith in the power of 
capillary attraction and an abhorrence of 
the devilish works of evaporation.

Immediately following a shower of 
rain, you were to harness your horses to 
a disk harrow and pulverize and loosen 
the surface of the soil. This was to pre
vent the loss of precious moisture, to open 
the soil to the nitrogen in the air, and to 
prepare the ground for the next shower. 
Rain falling on loosened earth would per
colate faster into the subsoil, where it 
would top up the building “reservoir” of 
stored water. Give in to evaporation, and 
you are on the road to min.

PERCY, remembering the Wollaston 
family’s first year on their claim, 

came up with image after image of the 
wonderful fertility of the virgin soil.

When the cows that Ned had brought 
from Madison were let loose on the new 
pasture, they nibbled at the grass for a 
short while, then sank to their knees and 
lay about like so many overstuffed sofas. 
“They had grazed almost continuously in 
Dakota,” Percy wrote, “and at first we 
thought there was something wrong with 
them, but then realized that there was 
more nutrition in the grass so that they 
were quickly satisfied.”

Plowing began in the spring of 1911. 
“Dad started the first furrow. That was a 
ceremony in itself.” The first of the strips 
of sod turned like a wave away from the 
blade of the plow.

Much of the grass was what we called 
niggerwoqf and I donY^know any other 
name for it. It was a very short, curly grass, 
highly nutritious and nature’s own answer 
to soil conservation^ The roots matted to
gether so that the sod would turn in strips 
several feet long before breaking. Just under 
the grass there was a black layer of fine rich 
soil from half to three-quarters of an inch 
thick. I realize now that this was the accu
mulation of^enturies of fertilization and 
the only really good soil there was.

Looking back on the Plains from his 
Rocky Mountain home in the nineteen-

01
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“ O h ,sure, I  remember him. H e was quiet, mostly kept to himself, p a id  the 
rent on time. You know, w e were ”
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77/ have someone from  m y generation g et in  touch 
w ith  someone from  your generation ”

seventies, Percy saw that the whole civ
ilization o f his childhood had been 
erected, perilously, on a finger-thick crust 
of decomposed vegetable matter and dead 
beetles. From the moment the first plow 
blade bit into the crust, the homestead
ers began unwittingly destroying the 
foundations of their new life, and in a very 
few years the crust was gone—used up, 
scattered, blown away by the dry summer 
winds.

The idea of that treacherous half-inch 
seam of good soil haunts Percy W ol
laston's memoir and shapes its rueful 
tone. It came to haunt me, too. I went 
hunting for “niggerwool,”- and found 
clumps of it still growing on patches of 
land too rough, angular, and inacces
sible (so I thought) to have ever been 
injured by a plow. Digging with a pen
knife, I eased out fist-size lumps of sod. 
The tight, curly grass, with its matted 
root system, was exactly as Percy de
scribed it, but the layer of soft black soil 
had disappeared.

I talked to two people who still farmed 
on land close to the Wollaston place. 
Both were children of homesteaders; they 
doubted his account. “Niggerwool” is 
threadleaf sedge, and got its common 
name as much for its densely tangled jet- 
black roots as for its curly tops. Percy 
must have mistaken the roots for soil, the 
farmers said.

“It wasn't the soil. It was the rain," one 
of them, Wynona Breen, told me. ‘W hen 
the rain came again, in '39, '40, the old 
people said that everything came up just 
the way it did in the beginning."

THAT initial, exceptional spell of fair 
weather came close to living up to 

its glowing description by the Milwaukee 
Road's in-house pamphleteer (‘T he clear, 
dry air is extremely invigorating and, 
combined with the large percentage of 
bright days, makes the climate one of 
the most healthful and pleasant in the 
world’f |a n d  people built their houses for 
Montana's “pleasant” climate. From 1910 
to 1915, they spread themselves over the 
land, started their repayments, and gen-:, 
erally felt their adventure to be turning 
into a success. It was the winter of 1916 
that gave the settlers their first taste of the 
pitiless, extreme character of the Montana 
climate. When stable, high-pressure Arc
tic air setded in over the prairie, it brought 
blue-sky days without a cloud to insulate 
the earth at night. There was almost no

precipitation. And the north wind, with 
no shelter belts of trees to divert it, raked 
the homesteads, keening and whistling 
through every crack in their amateur car
pentry* prying off their tarpaper siding. 
The temperature dropped, and went on 
dropping: past zero, into the tens, twen
ties, thirties, forties.

The Wollastons, bred to the big-minus- 
number winters of the northwestern in
terior, took the bitter weather in theiiS 
stride. Their neighbors from the eastern 
states and from Britain, southern Sweden 
and Norway, and Germany had never 
known that cold could be so cold. They 
had expected snow, ice, the pitcher fro-l 
zen in the morning, earth standing as 
hard as iron, water like a stone. But the 
cold of Montana, when it finally came^ 
was an insult and a shock.

Lynn Householder, whose Log Cabin 
Ranch had begun as a half section, home
steaded by his father in 1911, told me 
how people used to keep going. “The 
wind blew for three days. Thirty below! 
and night and day it never changed. They 
had newspapers and cardboard glued up 
on the inside walls of the houses, but that 
cold keeps coming through. In those win
ter blizzards, you feel very much alone. 
You listen to the walls move—and that's

•

in a modern house. The potbellied stoves 
would run out of fuel, and people would 
have to tear down the fences that they'd 
put up in the summer.”

But the cold Was the least destructive 
element in Montana’s repertoire of vio
lent weather. Lightning-strikes set the 
prairie ablaze, cyclones whirled away farm 
buildings, and hailstorms, coming out of 
nowhere in the sweetest, moistest sum-j 
mers, took just a few minutes to put an 
end to a family’s dreams.

Hail is personal. It falls in narrow 
swaths. It ruins one farmer's crop and 
leaves his neighbor's<standing. It has a 
habit of visiting itself on the people who 
can least afford to bear the losses caused 
by its devastation. It prefers the uninsured 
field to the insured one.
U  heard a lot about hail. Like tumors, 
hailstones come in standard sizes: the size 
of a pea, a walnut, a golf ball, a pool ball, 
a baseball, a grapefruit. There was talk of 
cars totalled by hailstones; of light aircraft 
on the Baker airfield, their fabric torn to 
rags; of cattle killed on the open range! 
leaking their bespattered brains into the 
ground. The talk gave a new slant to the 
phrase “heavy weather”: among the larger 
hailstones that have fallen in the United 
States, according to official records and
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not bar legends, are the grapefruit-size 
ice bombs that hit Potter, Nebraska, arid 
Coffeyville, Kansas. These measured five 
and a half inches in diameter; one weighed 
a pound and three-quarters.

Hail is a product of turbulence—of 
spinning updrafts and downdrafts within 

■a local Storm . A droplet of water is 
whisked aloft to the freezing level, and 
turns into a pellet of ice. The downdraft 
returns it to the soggy regions of the cloud, 
and there it gains a coating of moisture 
before its next ascent. And so it goes. The 
hailstone bounces up and down like pop
corn in a roaster, growing layer upon layer 
of alternate snow and ice, until its accu
mulated weight causes it to crash.

The hail that annually wrecked the 
hopes of many homesteaders was usually 
of the pea o r  walnut variety. | |  battered 
the flimsy houses on the prairie, forcing 
their occupants to go underground for 
shelter. Falling, as it did, in June and July, 
the middle of the growing seasonBt 
cmshed the tender wheat, leaving acres of 
splayed and broken stalks to wither un
der the sun.

W IND, fire, lightning, ice i . . A t 
first, Montanas fierce and capriH 

cious climate was seen to come with the 
territory. People battened down for these 
assaults, and came to accept them as part 
o f the annealing process. Urban types 
took pride in coming through each new 
calamity. They were learning to be farm
ers. It was exhilarating just to find that 
one could cope. Facing up to the wrecked 
wheat field after a hailstorm, burning the 
fence to keep warm in winter, digging a 
fire trench to keep off the flames in sum
mer were emblems of the homesteaders’ 
growing know-how.

Until 1917. T hat year, barely five 
inches of rain fell between May and 
August, and the harvest was disappoint
ingly thin. The arid summer was then 
followed by another winter of shocking 
cold. Percy Wollaston recalled, “One 
night our thermometer registered sixty-ij* 
three degrees below zero.” W hen the 
thaw eventually came, the spring wheat 
was planted, and on several successive 
mornings a thin drizzle, more mist than 
rain, colored the soil before the sun 
emerged and baked it dry. In late May, 
the midday temperature was already in 
the nineties. On the Wollaston place, the 
iron windmills that served the cattle 
troughs creaked monotonously overhead

y;%it produced an alarmingly feeble drib
ble of yellow-tinged alkaline water.

Everybody searched the sky for signs 
of coming rain. Percy Wollaston again:

•v The most threatening clouds would build 
» |) ,  promising utter deluges-of rain. Light

ning would flash and the thunder rumble 
but nothing happMed, and the storm, if 
any, seemed to follow the course dt Powder 
River orjfallon Greek’, M an )«  the night I 
can Sm em ber Dad and M oth^B itting  
hopefully and finally despairingly watching 
the course of these storms.'

Like a cruel parody of rain clouds, 
dark swarms of grasshoppers rolled in 
from the west, and settled on the sparse 
and stunted wheat. Every shoot crawled 
with t®  insects. One could count up to 
two hundred and fifty ’hoppers on a 

^square foot of soil. The homesteaders 
tried to poison them with ingenious reci
pes of horse dung, molasses, crushed 
fruit, salt, and Paris green, but, as one 
farmer put it, “for each ’hopper killed, it 
seemed as though an entire family came 
to the funeral.”

The cattle grazed on the dry range un
til it was bald. Their ribs showed through 
their hides as they lay immobile in the 
heat. The afternoon winds lifted the top
soil into a drift of fine dust, through which 
the sun appeared swollen and pockmarked, 
like an enormous, overripe blood orange.

MOST people were baffled and ffight- 
. ened by the disastrous turn in the 

weather. They had been encouraged to 
believe—by the government, by scien
tists, by the railroad literature—that this 
couldn’t happen, that, in Campbell’s 
words, athe semi-arid region is destined 
to be in a few years the richest portion 
the United States.”^;

But some viewed the weather in a 
more constructive light.

Wynona Breen’s father, Renry Zehm, 
along with her uncles and grandparents^ 
had filed on claims near the Wollaston 
place. Like the Wollastons, the Zehms 
had come to Montana from Fairmont, 
Minnesota. The Zehms, devout Seventh-■; 
Day Adventists, were, at least by the 
Episcopalian Wollastons’ standards, reli
gious cranks. Back East, in Fairmont, the 
Zehms m ight have been considered 
funny peculiar. When the rain stopped 
and the grasshoppers descended on the 
earth, Wynona Breen’s grandfather qui
etly rejoiced. A plague of locusts ate the 
miserable remains of the spring wheat. 
Lightning bolfs set fire to the dry buffalo

grass, H ailston || pounded the buildings. 
The papers carried reports of the carnage 
of the First World War. Everything was 
set fair for the sounding of the last tmmp, 
the rending of the sky, the great shout off 
the descending Lord, come to whisk the 
righteous off to their eternal home. The 
Second Coming was at hand.

■HE* righteous will rise up and live 
for a B d ii# h d  yearSjr-I never 

knew exactly where, but not on th ifl 
earth—and the earth will be cleansed by 
fire and made new,” Wynona Breen said. 
“It’s all in the B ib le .»

We were talking in the bare but cozy 
living room of the original house on the 
Zehm homestead—old stove, old rocker, 
old table, old prints on the walls. Only a 
pile of rental videos, ready for return to 
the store in Terry, gave away the fact that 
we were in 1995. Mrs. Breen herself, nut 
brown, with big, capable hands, had put 
a distance between herself and her Ad
ventist upbringing; she, alone among her 

■ ■ ¡siblings,Jjiad drifted from the Church. 
Her independence of mind and her hu
mor showed in her broad face, which was 
weathered in the style of the local land
scape, fissured with gullies and dry cou
lees. ® t h  her round glasses and curly 
grayfHair, ^he was still the even-toned 
schoolmistress, weighing each sentence 
carefully as she spoke it.

“So the worse the weather g o tR Ie  
happier it made your parents?” I said.

“Well, there was certainly a good deal 
of satisfaction at things like the grasshop
pers. My folks never hesitated to mention 
those things, and quote the texts.”

“But the Zehms would be ¡saved on 
Judgment D ay iB |

“Oh, yes. We were the saved, among 
the righteous.”

In 1993, during “the Waco dealy’B  
Wynona felt a spasm of sympathy for Da
vid Koresh and his flock.

“My husband, Charlie, and I were in 
Dallas at the K m eS tay in g  w ith our 
daughter, who p a  lawyer there. And she®  
of course, would have gone out with her 

fj|ttle gun and shot Koresh herself. But 
Charlie and I couldn’t help telling h er®  
‘Now, that man h^s the right to live there 
any way ,he pleases. He built that place,L. 
and paid for it.’ So far as we knowff|ie 
wasn’t doing anything terrible. He was on 
his own property, and was trying to keep 
anybody else from coming on, even if the 
people trying to come on it were officials.”;y
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The railroad moved into Montana like Caesar marching through Gaulrfreely inventing the land it occupied as it went along.

I realized that I had missed some
thing very obvious in the furor over 
the Waco siege. The Branch Davidian 
“compound” was in essence a home
stead. “It was built and paid for”: the la
bor that Koresh’s followers had put into 
its construction entitled them to enjoy 

m  freedom on their own land; and, like so 
5 many homesteads—like the house in 
“ which Wynona and I were sitting—it 
% was a sanctuary for unconventional re- ’

ligious beliefs and social attitudesJpPeo- 
ple like the Zehms chose to come to 
the W est at least partly because they 
felt themselves to be outsiders back 
East, and the isolated homestead set 
them free fro$i| the conformist values 
of the small town. W hen Westerners 
watched the confrontation near Waco 
on CNN, they could see their own fam
ily histories reflected in the Koresh 
place in the Texas prairie, and when the

Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Fire
arms and the F.B.I. moved.irfiit was 

Jfs if the family homestead were being 
violated. People felt tenderness for the 
Branch Davidians—not merely out of 
some Neanderthal dogma about prop-B 
erty rights but because their; sense of 
themselves as W esterners was under 
siege.

That Koresh had chosen to await Ar
mageddon in what looked like a badly
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Emanuel Falkenstern, one of 
the many German-speaking refu
gees, had been a blacksmith. A 
strong churchman with a famous 
singing voice, he, his wife, and 
their family of eight children (the 
prairie swarmed with the young 
children of these optimistic emi
grants) lived on a homestead near 
Duck Creek, hoping against hope 
for a break in the weather. In 1922, 
the family moved to Terry, where 
Emanuel set up shop as a black
smith again.

At the end of 1919, three years 
into the drought, the county agent 
at Glendive, in nearby Dawson 
County, sent out a communiqué. It 
reads like a message in a bottle:

T H E  G W  WHO INVENTED ON ALCOHOL SUBSTITUTE

constructed motel in the wilderness was 
for most non-Westerners an alienating 
image: it was a feature of the Branch Da- 
vidians’ general dangerous craziness. But 
it wouldn’t look like that to a Westerner 
with a homestead on the Plains in his or 
her family background: it would look like 
Grandpas farm—where, perhaps, Arma
geddon had been as eagerly awaited as it 
was in Waco.

Pe r c y  W o l l a s t o n  had confided to 
his son, close to midnight and over 

whiskey, that his memory was haunted by 
the sight of his mother, on her knees ev
ery day praying for rain. W riting his 
memoir for the grandchildren, he didn’t 
disclose that scene. He wanted his read
ers to enjoy the homestead as an adven
ture, and in his writing the faces of Ned 
and Dora are sometimes colored by anxi
ety and disappointment but never by de
spair. Perhaps he needed to rescue from 
his boyhood something wholesome and 
of heritable value precisely because his 
keenest memories of homestead life were 
too bleak to bear.

Percy turned thirteen in 1917. He was 
young when the world was young. His 
narrative, which has been moving confi
dently forward, abruptly loses its momen
tum around the time the war began in

Europe. It loops back to 1910, skips 
ahead into the nineteen-twenties, drifts 
sidewise through assorted reminiscences 
about neighbors, coyotes, well-digging, 
cowboys, an old rifle, a pet monkey. In 
the process, it adumbrates a large, sad 
space that Percy couldn’t bring himself to 
write about.

In 1917, less than twelve inches of rain 
fell. Though the numbers fluctuate slightly! 
each subsequent year (1918,1919,1920) 
was worse than the last one, with too lit
tle rain falling on ground already parched 
beyond hope. Fifteen inches of rainfall 
was the make-or-break rule of thumb. 
Much less than that, and the topsoil 
turned to dust.

Worsens son, Art, was among the first 
to escape. He was just seventeen when, 
in August of 1919, he jumped a freight 
train and rode the rails to Butte. Others 
had left before him. W. J. Faus, one of 
the Wollastons’ neighbors, had left in 
1917. The Fauses, along With their eight 
children, gave up farming and moved to 
Ismay, and, later, to Terry, where W il
liam Faus opened a store, Faus Groceries.

Emil Ebeling also gave up farming. In 
1919, the spring wheat failed to germi
nate. The dry seeds baked in fields of hot 
dust. Ebeling moved to Terry as well, and 
there became a barber.

A very small amount of fall seeding 
was done this year, as the rainfall was 
very small, lMfs than 10 inches for the 
entire season. Our farmers raise few 
hogs, and areggot going into the pig 
business very fast. A two-foot snow in 
October and a long continued chid 
spell has put the stockman square up 
against a feeding problem, the most se
rious this country has ever experienced. 

T h j farmers are selling off everything they! 
possibly can. It Is impossible here to have 
social meetings,,as,-’weVnay  ̂ few buildings 
suitable and the roads are impassable. .No 
farm improvements are being made—mpst 
people are thinking about food and cloth
ing. . ..  We are facing^ very severe winter.

RAIN suddenly chose to come back to 
. the prairie in 1927. The Wollas-J 

tons were tired. Ned was fifty-four, Dora 
sixty-two. They were grizzled, lonely, and 
undeceived by this show of kindly weather ; 
W ith the copious spring rains, eastern 
Montana was again promoted as the new 
Eden, and it was painful to watch new peo
ple move in, as guileless as the horned 
steaders of 1910. Although Ned’s attach
ment to his land was as strong as ever, he 
could not subject Dora to another evil 
winter, and he hardly had the stomach for 
it himself. But he could not sell. Wheq 
he talked of moving, strangers called at 
the house and made offers, which rankled 
in his soul. Eight thousand dollars for his 
valley, his home, his fields, his hives on the 
hill, for the best years of his and Dora?s 
life? From the moment he set foot on the 
claim, Ned had seen the homestead as the 
estate that he Would pass on to his son.

He agreed to rent the farm on a year- 
by-year basis to a young couple named 
Shumaker. He sold them  his^stock,

( I C W
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horses, and implement^ fflp would keep 
thè bees. Three wagonloads of books and 
furniture went to Mildred, to be loaded 
on a boxcar. Then Ned packed the Ford 
until it resembled a toppling haystack of 
assorted household goods, and in March, 
1927, he and Dora drove sadly west.

Those homesteaders who clung on 
were faced with a hard reckoning. In ev
ery sense of the phrase, the railroads had 
taken them for a ride. They remembered 
the misleading pictures in the brochures. 
Vanity had led them to read too much 
into the glossy descriptions. Humbled 
now, and wiser, they reproached them
selves more than they did the railroads or 
the federal government. The homestead
ers now saw themselves as contrite real
ists. They understood, at last, how dry the 
land really was, and how it needed to be 
gentled back to health. They resolved to 
save for the bad years, not splurge in the 
good ones. From now on, they would use 
the plow lightly, let the soil lie fallow, and 
feed it with nutrients. This land might 
not be much, but it was theirs. They had 
abused it. Now they would atone for that 
abuse. The homesteaders who survived 
into the nineteen-twenties found that 
their attachment to the land had grown 
beyond reason, as love does.

V

I AM watching “Late Show with Da-j 
vid Letterman,” hoping for news o f 

Ismay and its reinvented self—Joe, Mon*V 
tana. I learn the top-ten least favorite fla
vors of the beverage Snapple. I see the usual 
string of actors trying to plug (in the new, 
wry, unpluggy, postmodern way) their cur
rent movies. I see a football player, but he 
isn’t Joe Montana. I see a performing dog 
who gets stagefright and fails—to every
one’s satisfaction—to do his tricks. Letter- 
man himself, with jaded eyes and contrived 
farm-boy grin, presides over the nightly 
parade of foolery like a babysitter with a 
bag of poisoned candy in his pocket.

The audience roars when Letterman 
throws simple folks to the lions, and there 
is a clear space for the Nemitz family and 
the Joe, Montana, story. But each night 
this space is filled by other eager victims.

If Ismay could get its four minutes, the 
prairie roads would be packed with tour
ist cars, and tourist dollars, on Joe Mon
tana Day. I badly want it to happen, if 
only because it would produce a queer, 
distorted echo of the past, with a swarm 
of novelty-seekers descending on the

town, much as the credulous homestead
ers had descended on it in 1910.

On June 10th, I receive a press release 
from Linda Dozoretz Communications! 
of Sunset Boulevard, Los Angeles:

STATEMENT REGARDING j i g  MONTANA1
DegSite published reports,;Joe Montana 

neyei agreed to appearancijthis month in 
Jbe'tteFor Billings, Montana. He hopes to 
be able to visit Montana in the future.

At the end of the month, I drive to 
Montana, and arrive in Ismay to find 
three big Winnebagos already camped by 
the bridge over O ’Fallon Creek. Their 
owners are retirees who have come to pay 
homage to the half sections of land on 
which their parents had come to grief. 
Prosperous, in summer pastels, they are 
representatives of the great homesteading 
diaspora, and are hardly less conspicuous 
here than a party of American Jewish 
tourists on the ancestral Russian shtetl.

In the town, mined houses are being 
cordoned off with plastic tape, as if they 
were a crime scene, Prohibitive notices are 
everywhere: “Private,” “Keep Out,” “No 
Entry.” Ismay now sees itself as famous, 
and is affecting the surly manners of a be
sieged celebrity. Across from the post 
office, people are unloading Porta Potties 
from a truck; I count twenty-eight yellow 
plastic cabins in the town so far, and there 
are more to come.

ON the morning of July 3rd, there 
are roadblocks on the three ap

proaches to town, and a five-dollar- 
a^head entry fee. My car is consigned 
to a lonely spot of prairie; the spot is 
fenced off, with white tape, for the first 
time in sixty years!! walk through the 
streets of collapsed houses, which are 
pleasantly uncrowded; say hello to the 
O’Fallon Creek Cow Belles, who are set
ting up their Bossy Bingo stall (you win 
if the cow poops on your number); and 
make my way toward the far end of the 
town, where the parade is billed to start.

It is led, on horseback, by Gene Gar
ber, a rancher with thirty sections to the 
west of Ismay. Families ride by in creaky 
wagons; six disabled veterans from Miles 
City are jammed into a Model T; Rie 
Holden drives a late-model Thunderbird 
advertising “Rie Holden for State Sen
ate”; and, from a Chevy pickup adorned 
with the slogan “Forsyth—Goosehunting 
Capital of Montana,” a man with a black 
box and a six-foot antenna is radioing in
structions to a lifelike mechanical goose, 
which pads along a little way behind the 
tmek.

The postmaster predicted four thou
sand visitors “minimum” (some people 
predicted from six to eight thousand). At 
noon, I reckon that there are three hun
dred and sixty people, including everyone 
involved in the parade. It is a fine, good-1 
neighborly turnout, but it is several thou
sand short of the number required to 
bounce Ismay, or Joe, back into the main
stream. Up at the fire hall, where the 
boxes of Joe, Montana, T-shirts, caps;; , 
coffee mugs, sweatshirts, bumper stickers, 
and coozies are stacked from floor to ceil
ing, there are no signs of active trading.

So another promotional idea bites the 
prairie dust. By nine the next morning, 
the Porta Potties, several in mint condi J  
tion, are back aboard their truck. A crew 
of volunteers has been at work since 
dawn, and many of its members have the 
blanched and jittery look of people nurs-j 
ing an unaccustomed hangover. There 
was a fireworks display followed by a 
dance in the fire hall. Drink was taken. 
Some of the revellers have fallen asleep in 
the dirt among the mins. The prevailing 
mood is one of crapulous melancholy,

VI

FOLLOWING the route taken by Ned 
and Dora Wollaston as they drove 

west in their Model T  in 1927, I sped 
through the hardtack landscape of failure 
and abandonment—the wrecked houses, 
boarded-up schools, junked farm ma
chinery—that marks the line of the Mil- * 
waukee Road on its ill-fated passage 
through eastern Montana. More than 
four hundred miles west of Ismay by road, 
the Continental Divide l|i crossed at 
Rogers Pass on Highway 200, and for the 
Wollastons, as for me, the Divide was the 
boundary between two worlds: the dry 
and the wet, the poor and the rich.

Beside the highway, the Blackfoot 
River began as a thin trickle over mossy
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boulders in the firs. Every few yards, an
other creeklet joined the S|ow, and the 
river quickly gained ¡1 rapid, purposeful, 
Pacifictbound appearance as it rumbled 
within earshot of the car. At forty-five 
hundred feet, the road level!ed;< fhe river 
slowed and widened, and a high valley, ' 
moist, green, and prosperous, opened up 
aroundl®  highway. Between the stands 
of pine and aspen lay alpine meadows 
with grazing herds of cattle. The counS  
try here was riddled with trouty streams,

; nam ed w ith  gruff M ( | | | l n a  hum or: 
Sucker Creek, Humbug Creek, Sauer
kraut Creek, Keep Cool Creek, Poorman 
Creek. New log cabins, varnished like 
boats, dotted the landscape. Here was the 
beginning of summer-home, recreational 
Montana, where f i e s woods were loud 
with the pop-pop of hunting rifles, and, 
in season, the unfolding parabola of a fly 
line would glint in the sun above every 
creek.

The town of lMicoln, the capital of 
this happy valley, was a mile-long aye*  
nue of motels (“Hunters Welcome!”)? 
R.V courts, bars, eateries, crafts ffibps, 
and sporting-goods stores. My attention 
must have been failing, for I did not nof!y 
tice an unkempt bearded man, just three 
weeks older than I am, pedalling away 
from the Lincoln Community Library 
with a sackful of books on sociology and 
Chinese philosophy.||would like to have 
spotted Theodore Kaczynski, the Una- 
bomber suspect, a full five months before 
his arrest by the F .B ||, but, as I later 
found, it would hive been nearly im
possible to single him out from all the 
other bearded loners on bicycles, with 
self-inflicted haircuts, who are part of the 
Lincoln landscape.

I drove on west, with water, lots of it 
now, always at my elbow. I followed the , 
Blackfoot to its confluence with the Clark 
Fork, switched to the Jocko, ran down to 
the Flathead, and caught up again with 
the Clark Fork at Paradise.

A light rain was falling. There were 
weeping-willow trees in people’s yards, 
and brown bulrushes in the ditches at 
the roadside. The Clark Fork was full of 
cigar-shaped wooded islands. As the rain 
cleared and sunlight caught the edges of 
the clouds, the water turned soapstone 
green—reflecting the conifers on the high 
slopes above. Small farms were crowded 
into the narrow space of the valley floor. 
A few acres could support a family here: 
a dozen dairy cattle, an orchard, a plowed Downtown Fallon, Montana, photographed from  the top o f a railroad car in 1904.



Nearly a hundred years after the prairie towns were born, they are still haunted by the accidental nature o f their conception.
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field sown with winter wheat, two ponies 
on a wood-fenced pasture—all this within 
the compass of a handkerchief, by prai
rie standards. To Ned it must have looked 
as green as his idea of England. Anything 
would grow here, if you could find a patch 
of soil to call your own.

At Thompson Falls, Ned and Dora 
took a room in the Black Bear Hotel, on 
Main. Land-hungry, Ned scouted around 
town for an affordable chunk of the place. 
On the twenty-fifth of April, 1927, he 
paid Orrie K. Goodwin a total of five 
hundred and fifty dollars for eight lots on 
the block bounded by Clay and Church 
Streets and by Third and Fourth Av
enues. They amounted to a litde less than 
two-thirds of an acre.

Ned'S small new world was on a 
wooded slope with a clear view over the 
town and the river. The house he built is 
still there, snugged in among add-ons by 
later owners, and I saw immediately the 
plan that he had in mind. The front of 
the house looks south, as the homestead 
had looked south over the swale. At the 
back, as at Ismay, a stone path leads north 
from the kitchen to the henhouse. The 
new house was the old house, trans
planted to a Rocky M ountain Eden.

MOST of the homesteaders went on 
. farther west, and I didn’t want to 

lose sight of their continuing trail.
Nearly forty miles on from Thompson 

Falls, there was a sign for a town named 
Noxon, on the far bank of the river, and 
I crossed a bridge over the Clark Fork in

search of a late lunch. In closeup, Noxon 
was le§s attractive than it should have 
been— a rambling string of bungalows 
and trailers, with a general store, a gun- 
shop, and the Landmark Café.

I opened the café door on an amiable 
buzz of talk between the owner and three 
men seated around a table. The talk stopped 
dead. I hoisted myself onto a stool at the 
bar and asked for coffee and a hamburger. 
The owner took my order but didn’t 
make eye contact.

The four men of Noxon closely resem
bled each other. All had black spade beards. 
All were around forty. The three at the 
table were dressed in camouflage caps$ 
plaid flannel shirts, suspenders, work pants, 
and big black lace-up boots. I made an in
ventory of my own clothes: an olive-green 
shirt, a gray herringbone-tweed jacket 
from Brooks Brothers, corduroy slacks 
from Eddie Bauer, and a pair of blue leather 
deck shoes. In  the Landm ark Café,t. 
Noxon, I might as well have been wear
ing a ball gown, high heels, and a wig.

The silence behind me became an 
inaudible muttering, as conversation 
resumed in strict sotto voce. M y food 
came. It was good, and I said so, but still 
the owner wouldn’t catch my eye. I then 
remembered where I had seen the name 
Noxon: in the New York Times a few 
months before. Noxon was the head- 1 
quarters o f  the M ilitia of M ontana,| 
which had come to sudden public at
tention in the aftermath of the Okla
homa City bombing. The Landmark 
Café was evidently the regimental mess.:

‘You had more money than God. That's a big n o -n o ”

When I thanked the owner for a fine 
lunch, he turned his back on me and bus- 
lied himself with the coffee machine. To 
give him and his café their full due, the 
place was more grimly unwelcoming than 
any other restaurant I have eaten in in my 
life, but the hamburger—and the coffee, 
too—were beyond reproach.

I spent a short while prowling along a 
mountain road behind the town. At regu
lar intervals, there were mailboxes by 
muddy tracks leading deep into the trees. 
It was prime survivalist real estate. As the 
homesteaders had been drawn to this val
ley for its easy pickings, so a later genera
tion of surly romantics found in it the per
fect site for a life in the woods. W ith a 
hunting rifle and a pair of dogs, you could 
sally forth from your cabin like Natty 
Bumppo, snacking on huckleberries. 
W hen the dogs growled in the dark, 
you’d go out to the stockade with night- 
vision binoculars, searching the forest 
shadows for lurking federal agents.

That version of the West, half Boy 
Scout playacting, half paranoia, with 
some queer Bible-reading thrown into 
the mixture, seemed to bear directly on 
my own theme. Its leading figures were 
like bad-blood descendants of the home
steaders. In their resentment of govern-B 
ment, . their notion of property rights, 
their harping on self-sufficiency and self- 
defense, as in their sense of enraged 
Scriptural entitlement, one could see the 
perverse legacy of the homesteading ex-1 
perience and its failure on the Plains.

When, earlier in the year, a bomb de
stroyed the Alfred P. Murrah Federal 
Building in Oklahoma City, killing a 
hundred and sixty-eight people, the gist 
of every editorial I saw was ‘Terror in 
the Heartland: How Could It Happen 
H e r e lP

In private, and closer to the so-called 
heartland, I heard a quite different re
sponse: “Any farm kid could have done 
it. You’d think it would happen more of
ten than it does .^Farmers in the West 
regularly make bombs. They use them to 
blast stumps, blow up walls of rock, and 
make quick work of ditchdigging. The 
sound of distant explosions is an every
day part of country life. “If  I were to start 
on it now, this morning, I could have it 
ready to blow up a federal building by two 
o’clock this afternoon. So could you.” Fer
tilizer saturated with diesel fuel and 
packed into a confined space (like that of 
a rental van) is more stable and more eco-
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nomical than dynamite, and needs only 
a detonator to set it off.

My informant fished a suitable deto
nator out of a drawer. “Like this.” An At
las blasting cap, the size of a refill car
tridge for a fountain pen. Blasting caps 
could be got—against a purchasers sig
nature—from a rural hardware store. You 
push the blasting cap into the explosive 
mixture and complete the circuit with a 
battery and a doctored clock.

In fact, the heartland folk were not only 
already heavily armed but had virtually 
unlimited access to deadly explosive ma
tériel. Given the political tensions between 
the country and the city, especially in the 
West, it seemed likely that there would 
be another farm-bomb horror. I f  it ever 
came to war, the country was in a position 
to blow the city clean out of the ground.

VII

SHORTLY after Ted Kaczynski w a l  
seized at his cabin, on the afternoon 

of April 3rd of this year, I drove back to 
Lincoln,A|o find out why this taciturn 
refugee from big-city life in Salt Lake, 
Berkeley, Ann Arbor, Cambridge, and 
Chicago had chosen the high valley as his 
sanctuary from the urban industrial world. 
Newspaper reports had described Lincoln 
las. the heart of the heart of the back- 
woods—which didn’t chime with my 
fleeting memory. Journalists from the 
world’s press were still quartered in the 
town’s half-dozen lodgings, so I packed 
my fly rod and went to Lincoln as an u n || 
credentialled fisherman, scoping out the 
Blackfoot River.

I stayed at the Lincoln Lodge Hotel, 
a fine log pile, built as a dude ranch in 
the nineteen-twenties, when Lincoln was 
beginning to make itself known as a 
hunting-and-fishing resort. It was now 
owned by Diana Holliday and a part|S 
ner. Diana turned out to be from Ismay 
and we traded gossip from the far east 
of the state. She’d never gone back to 
the homestead on which she grew up. 
Her memories of Ismay were of penury 
(“There were five of us children, and the 
family lived on ninety dollars a m onth / 
For clothes, my mother used to go to me 
dump at Terry”), dust, and bitter cold. 
She had longed to escape to a grejener 
world. She’d lived in Great Falls—rand 
that was so green to me, after Ismay,’\she 
said. Last summer, she and a partner nafi 
bought the old hotel in Lincoln, and they 
were in love with the town—its water

iness, its woods, its air of unpretentious 
prosperity.

‘W hen I heard on the TV that they d 
caught the Unabomber in a remote’ part 
of Montana, I thought they must mean 
some place like Jordan. I couldn’t be
lieve it when they said Lincoln. This isn’t 
‘remote’! SB

“To a reporter from New York, I sup
pose, Lincoln might look like the wilder
ness. Maybe that’s how it looked to Ted 
Kaczynski, too.”

I took an evening stroll through town. 
Novelty windmills creaked in front yards. 
Antique wagon wheels were propped 
against the sides of houses. Most of the 
year-rounders had some cottage industry 
to support them; they were taxidermists, 
woodcarvers, flytiers, or the makers of 
painted plywood butterflies. I peered 
through the window of the Lost Woods
man Gallery—Sculptures by Rowley. His 
rough-cut bears, Indians, and frontiers® 
men, hewn from pine logs, were master- 
works of Easter Island kitsch. The ornaS 
mental wagon wheels came, I guessed, 
from Roly-Poly Land Antiques.

Deer wandered from cabin to cabin, 
scrounging for leftovers. People put out 
bowls of oats, and restaurants fed them 
on the wilted remains of their salad bars.

Kaczynski, mooning around M onS 
tana in ’71, had lit on this idyllic family- 
vacation spot, with its friendly animals 
and tinkling streams. To the Chicagoan, 
the docile student, raised on the high- 
school American classics, Lincoln must 
have looked like Thoreau’s pond, Twain’s 
river, and Cooper’s forest conveniently 
rolled into one.

I sent myself to sleep reading the Una- 
bomber’s tangled thesis, “Industrial Socifl 
ety and Its Future.” The author, who 
identified himself only as “FC,” was a very 
urban nature lover. “The positive ideal 
that we propose is Nature,” he wrote, but 
his idea of Nature was infuriatingly hazy 
and sentimental. He doted on the early 
settlers of theVVestT)? eating “wild meat” 
and living m  such isolation that “theybe^ 

/longed to no community at all.” W ith 
characteristic bathos, he opined that/N all 
ture makes a perfect counter-ideal tbs 
technology for several reasons” and that 
“most people will agree that nature is 
beautiful.” The word “natural” cropped up 
in sentenceafter sentence as a synonym
fori^goo37' 1 VR*“' * * Y
-/I i ir i ie  dead center of the thesis—paræY 
grapGTî^iJut-ofbvQJiundred andAifty-

See the world 
with Insight !

T he world’s  leading full-color 
travel guides are now available 
in three information-packed formats: 
Insight Guides, Insight Pocket Guides 

(with pull-out maps) and the new 
Insight Compact Guides.

300 diffèren t titles availab lèM t bookstores n a tion w ide

Houghton Mifflin

C an H ands T alk?
They were used by Michelangelo as well 
as by fortune tellers and magicians.
Able to express love and welcome, they 
may provoke, mediate. Their habitat 
is sign language. Age old objets d’art, 
they are still the artist’s model, home decor, 
subtle communicators, whimsical gifts. Guard
ing the wedding ring, or holding a scarf. Hand
crafted of selected wood. Choose left or right. 
Artist’s Model Hand 10" $39.95 (+4.95 S&H) 
Also: Mannequin 7", $10.00 and 14”, $19.95, Horse 14", $124.95

Giftpackaged. We ship in 24 hours.

Brochure or Order: ji

t rad in g !
, 1-800-895-3050

I STORIES
T h o u g h t f u l  G i f t s  Njeed a S t o r y I

OFFICIAL SWISS RR WATCH

R E N D E R E D  W R IS T  S IZE .  
pm W Sœ M t IA R TZ (A UT OM ATI C  $225 )

800-897-0151

R
Yu jk

The Claremont Hotel

For over 100 summers, 
upholding the 

traditions o f  hospitality 
and leisure on the 

coast o f  Maine.

Brochure P.O . 137 
SW H arbor, ME 04679  

1-800-244-5036



8 0 THE-NEW Y0RKER, M A Y£0, 1996

two paragraphs-^-was a fragment of mis
erable autobiography, an unmistakable ciy 

ir|8 m the Unabomber’s heart.
« 'The g^sientvH ^  ¿TpTor;ceMeopk to be

have!^ ways; that are increasingly remote; 
from the natural pattern Human behav- 

¡gbr. For example, the systeJgi need^cien- 
ĵdsts, mathe|n’a|ici|Jj$;Jand engineers. It can’t 
function without them. So heavy pressure‘iS 
put on children to excel in these fields.. It 

(¿gift natural fof an adolescent human being 
to spend the bulk o f t i m ^ i t t i n g  at £: 
desk absorbed in. study. A noyjhal ¿doles2- 

>:c8rit wants to spend his time in active con
tact with the real world. Among primitive^ 

.peoples the things that children are/turned 
to ao^Smd to be in reasonable harmony 
with natural human impulses. Among the 
American Indi¿ris, for example  ̂ boys'were 
trained in active outdoor pursuits—-just the 

:̂ sort of thing that boys like.

I never camped in the woods! I never 
went fishing! I never had an air gun! They 
never let me be a boy!

Ted Kaczynski was nearing thirty 
when he arrivedpi Lincoln. Was it his 
lost boyhood of “active outdoor pursuits” 
that he found here| ?l

THE next morning, Bill Holliday, Di
anas husband, said, “He wasn't 

too different from a lot of folks round 
here. Vets, mostly. They make do with
out electricity. They hunt and fish—live 
off the fat of the land. They keep them
selves to themselves.” .

“They ride bicycles
tg|“A lot of people get around on bH : 

cycles,” Mrs. Holliday said. “It's so flat.”
I went out to the river. The Blackfoot 

swirled greenly under the road bridge, 
but was too swollen with snowmelt to 
be fishable. As it was, I followed Stem-$ 
pie Pass Road over toward the Kaczyn
ski place, with Humbug and Poorman 
Creeks chattering within earshot. It was 
a pleasant forty-minute walk, past sum-1 
mer homes and pastureland, to the school- 
bus stop beside Gehring’s-Lumber, where 
the F.B.I. had pinned its search warrant 
to a post and officiously blocked the log
ging trail that led to Kaczynski’s cabin. 
The cabin was just out of sight, but I 
could see the satellite dish of its immedi
ate neighbor, like a creamy giant mush
room in an aspen glade.

It was woodsy, but it was not “the 
woods.” When the spirit of Emersonian 
self-reliance failed him, Kaczynski could 
ride his bike to the Blackfoot Market and 
pick up Del Monte food, whose cans, 
meticulously labelled, figure prominently 
in the F.B.I. inventory. But this proxim

ity to town must have had its disadvan
tages. Snowmobiling is Lincoln’̂ eco- 
nomic mainstay in the winter months, 

$gnd when Kaczynski was laboring on his 
life story (Item MB28 in the inventory 
is a “Brown C la|p Envelope Marked 
Autobiography’ ’’) he must have been 
plagued by the din of the rainbow-striped 
machines whizzing past the cabin, for the 
logging road, which takes a zigzag path 
through a shallow canyon, is perfect for 
snowmobilers. FC was similarly troubled: 
hisfhpsis complains of “noise-making de
vices” intruding on his autonomy.

Yet here were deer, elk, bears, rabbits| 
and fish. The F.B.I. inventory, with its 
fishhooks, bows and arrows, and guns? 
(one of them homemade), alongside the 
chemistry set, the peanut-butter jars, the 

f|pershe||s-cocoa cans, the Raspberry Su
per Sip bottles, suggests the life not of a 
man but of a dangerous boy.

Item L9 interested me; “A Plastic Bot
tle Labeled ‘Strychnine Oats.' ” I men1!  
tioned it to Diana Holliday. ‘You feed 
oats to the deer, don’t you?|S^

“Oh;” she said, “that makes me really 
angry at him. He hated the deer. They 
used to eat his garden.” >

The positive ideal that we proposers 
Nature.

E4Bk in ’s B a r  &  C a sin o , at the cen-j 
ter of Lincoln, was loud with talk, 

and welcoming.
‘You’re from Seattle?” the bartender 

said. “That’s where all the serial murder
ers come from. Ted Bundy. The Green 
River Killer. . . . This guy is our first. 
W e’re kind of inexperienced. Y ;

She was down to her last six “Lin
coln, Home of thl^Unabomber^—The 
Last Best Place to Hide” T-shirts. The 
first edition had arrived at nine the pre
vious evening; fifteen hours later, I 
bought the last T-shirt but one. A rush 
reorder had been sent out to the factory.

Profits on the T-shirt sales were go
ing to Lincoln’s volunteer fire depart! 
ment, which had set its sights on a de
fibrillator. By Saturday morning, the 
defibrillator was in the bag, and the vol
unteers were looking at the next item on 
their shopping list—a compressor for fill
ing air cylinders. After that, they needed 
new jackets.

“It’l^p lit this town right down the 
middle,” according to Jay Verdi, a bearded 
firefighter who is also the fire depart! 
ment’s P.R. man. “Some folks are mad as 
hell at us for doing it.”

I thought of the fire hall in Ismay,: 
stacked from floor to ceiling with Joe, 
Montana, shirts. Lincoln’s sudden blaze 
of notoriety and fortune seemed more se
curely rooted.

“Did you pay any attention to Kaczyn
ski before he became famous?” I asked lay 
Verdi.

-;T rode with him to Helena once. In 
1978.1 was buying a new Blazer. Sat with 
Ted on the stagelH

“What did you talk about?” ^
“He said, ‘Hello.’ J J  
“And that was all he said, all the way 

to Helena??’n *;
;>;Cf ‘‘At the end, he said, ‘I won’t be riding 

back with you.’ That was a long sentence 
forTed.’̂ }

As I was leaving, Verdi said, “The two 
guys who made the arrest—I heard that 
when they grabbed him, he didn’t strug
gle, or anything like that. The wind just 
went right out of him. Total relief. | | |

VIII

THE story o f  the homesteaders and 
their flight fromgfie land is so 

American that some Americans will 
hardly see it as a story. These people came 
over, went broke, quit their homes, and 
moved elsewhere. So? In this country, ev
erybody has the right to fail—it’sfin the 
Constitution.

The homesteading experience was 
more than that: it scorched people too 
deeply to be forgotten in a mere genera-l 
tion. It still rankles. The abandoned 
homesteads of eastern Montana and the 
Dakotas stand as a warning to the credu
lous. Here, on these three-hundred-and- 
twenty-acre plots of dust, the Western 
forefathers were suckered.

In 1994, on the twenty-fifth anniver
sary of the Apollo moon landing, the 
Washington Post concluded from the re
sults; of a poll it had recently conducted
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that twenty million Americans give cre
dence to the idea that the moon walk was 
a hoax, perpetrated in the Arizona desert 
by the federal government, for the finan
cial benefit of the powerful corporations 
who were the NASA, contractors. In myA 
experience almost every bar in the West 
has its resident skeptiKSiG) will expound 
this theory at tediously detailed length.

After all, in 1909 the government re
ally did drop people onto an expanse of 
land that closely resembles the dusty sur
face of the moon. The homestead scheme 
was, indeed, pushed through Congress 
largely for the benefit of the great railroad 
companies. The corporation bosses,, like 
Albert Earling and James J. Hill, ran their 
lines to the coast at—as it turned out-gS 
the expense of hundreds of thousands of 
innocent would-be farmers, who bought ; 
the government pitch and saw their fami
lies “starve out” on their claims.

Around the time of the first c a ta J  
strophic drought, in the late ’teer|& of the 
century, Montana children were taught to 
vilify James J. Hill in the schoolyards^ 
where they chanted:

Twixt Hill and Hell, there’s just one letter;
Were Hill in Hell, we’d feel much better.

Those children, educated into cyni
cism, have not been slow in passing on 
their knowledge to their children and 
their children’s children. No matter what 
the federal government did to make 
amends to the homesteaders (and the 
New Deal Administration, through Rex- 
ford Tugwell’s resettlement program, did 
much), the federal government would be 
remembered by many in the West as a 
trickster, never to be trusted again. The 
fresh-faced young farmer plowing gold 
coins out of the prairie, near Ismay, would 
be remembered, too, as an exemplar of 
the enormous, treacherous power of the 
advertising industry.

In places like Justus Township, where 
people are inclined to believe in black helig 
copters, and in unholy conspiracies among 
government, big business, and the media, 
the bleak and haunted landscape offers its 
own nourishment to the paranoid politi
cal imagination. W ith its broken fences 
and splayed houses (many still furnished, 
with rotting clothes in the closet, and 
dirty dishes in the sink), it looks like a 
landscape in an allegory—the site of Ev
eryman’s betrayal by the giants Govern
ment and Industry, which is where, or so 
they say, the decline of the West began. ♦
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A  CRITIC AT LARGE

Dl\. JPOCK’5 BABY
F ifty  years in the life  o f  a book and  the Am erican fa m ily . 

BY ANN HULBERT

» r . B e n j a m i n  S p o c k , who is, 
ninety-three, has been the pe
diatrician on perpetual house 

call for millions of American families 
over the past half century. Hi$ “Baby 
and Child Care” was published in May 
of 1946, has been revised five times, and 
has sold more than forty-three million 
copies. Today, Dr. Spock’s own house 
i | |a  tw enty-two-foot cream-colored 
Winnebago named the Tortoise, parked 
in the yard of friends in Miami, where 
Spock and his second wife, Maty Morfl 
gan, spend half the year. Until 1992y 
they lived on the Carapace, a thirty-five- 
foot sailboat, but they sold it when 
Spock’s; footing became less sure on 
deck, and because they wanted to be in 
closer touch with his doctors. Spock, 
who has worn a pacemaker since he had 
a heart attack nine years ago and who 
suffered a brief stroke-like episode six 
years ago, has also taken his health into 
his own hands. Or, rather, Mary Morgan, 
who is fifty-two, has taken it into hers. 
Every day, she devotes many hours to 
preparing macrobiotic meals for the two 
of them in their tiny kitchen. On the re
frigerator door hangs a child’s drawing 
w ith the caption “D r Spk is a vare 
anyoosurl dkr.”

One evening recently, the Doctor 
and Morgan entertained a female acu-i 
puncturist named Sachi at a restaurant 
in Coconut Grove. Dr. Spock had a 
cold, and Sachi had spent that afternoon 
pounding his back, applying needles, 
and practicing yoga with him. During 
dinner, Dr. Spock, the friendly New 
Englander (his “mahvellous” is full of 
patrician folksiness), left the New Age 
talk mostly to the women, and hungrily 
turned to the meal that Morgan had or-1 
dered specially for him. His wife extolled 
the curative powers of the arugula, the sea 
vegetable, and the kale. Sachi serenely said

that she could see all the food sparkling 
with energy, and that she had prayed to 
her swordfish before biting into him. “I 
could just tell somehow it was a he,” she 
commented, and Morgan agreed, say
ing, “I saw him in the kitchen and he 
had a very masculine eye.” Dr. Spock, 
teasing in a slightly tense-jawed way, re
marked that the two of them could be 
taken for nuts, and kept on eating.

Dr. Spock’s wry equanimity hardly 
seems a revolutionary trait, but fifty 
years ago it made him the spokesman 
for and the symbol of a radical depar-l 
ture from dogmatic rigidity in American 
attitudes toward child rearing. Scientific- 
minded pediatricians in the first half of 
what progressives anointed “the century 
of the child” issued patronizing direc-i 
tions to mothers about their children’s : 
physical care, especially their feeding. 
The doctors insisted above all on 'reg
ularity,® for healthy intestines and for 
good character. Save the baby from 
“summer complaint” (severe diarrhea)g 
they instructed, and make him a solid 
citizen fit for an industrial society. By 
the nineteen-twenties, bullying behav-i 
iorists had taken over. John B. Watson, 
whose “Psychological Care of Infant 
and Child” reigned throughout the thir
ties, informed parents that their chil
dren were theirs to shape, and ridiculed 
mothers as emotionally overwrought cud-i 
dlers and dingers, rather than cool train
ers with the capacity to treat children “as 
though they were young adults,’3 Love, 
Watson was convinced, bred unwhole-I 
some dependence. (With rising disgust, 
he monitored a cozy family car ride dur
ing which one poor small passenger was 
kissed thirty-two times—“four by his 
mother, eight by the nurse and twenty 
times by the grandmother.”)

Dr. Spock offered children and par
ents a welcome end to scolding and

Strictures. “Trust yourself. You know 
more than you think you do,” he told 
parents in the now famous opening 
paragraphs of his book. “Don’t take too 
seriously all that the neighbors say. 
Don’t be overawed by what the experts 
say. Don’t be afraid to trust your own 
common sense.” Trust your children, he 
went on to urge young middle-class 
mothers and fathers,’ and show them 
plenty of affection. The response was an 
outpouring of trust in him, as a warmly 
nonauthoritarian authority for an age of 
prosperity. “I feel as if you were talking 
just to me|r one of his early followers 
wrote him. 'You make me feel as if you 
thought I was a sensible person^P  

His book sold three-quarters of a 
million copies in its first year, without 
advertising. The American Journal o f 
Public Health judged “Baby and Child 
Care” to “typify the present-day depar
ture from rigidity in schedules and train® 
ing” and praised it for its moderation: 
“Dr. Spock has succeeded to an amaz
ing degree in striking a middle ground 
in his advice.” His secret, a columnist 
explained in the Times, was that he knew 
how to offer “suggestions on dealing 
with children as people” yet didn’t cease 
to treat parents as people, too: in the 
more flexible and egalitarian family that 
Dr. Spock described, parents weren’t 
held up to an impossible standard. The 
Times writer appreciatively cited Dr. 
Spock’s tips for the mother whose child 
has collapsed in a raging heap. Y ou can’t 
dodge all temper tantrums. A mother 
would be unnatural if she had that much 
patience and tact,” Spock wrote, and pro
posed that when the meltdown happens 
on “a busy sidewalk” the parent simply 
“pick him up, w ith  a grin if  you can 
force it, and tug him off to a quiet spot 
where you can both cool off in private.” 

Dr. Spock spoke like a down-to-earth 
amateur, who favored the human touch, 
whenever it was possible, over mecha
nistic technique. D on’t ask “Do you 
want to eat lunch?3|and get into an ar
gument, he advised, but lead or carry the 
child to the table,Sstill chatting with 
him about the thing that was on his 
mind before.” He conceded that “you 
might get the idea that I am advising 
you to swoop down on him and give 
him the 'bum’s rush,’ ” but he assumed 
that his readers would manage more 
smoothly. “It helps to be tactful,” he
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Dr. Craig B. Stanford
in Gombe National Park, Tanzania, with red colobus monkey 

*meat; it is estimated chimps kill a fifth of these monkeys each year.

t

* ■  8Meat Viewea as Staple 
Of Chimp Diet and Mores
'The finding may bear 
on the evolution of 
human behavior. —

By VERNE G. KOPYTOFF

Los Angeles 
If chimpanzee^ were human, their 

thirst for blood could be called bat- 
baric. And if human morality ap
plied to their practice of trading food 
for sex, many would spend the mat
ing season in jail.

Researchers studying chimpanzee 
hunting habits are gaining new in
sight into the lives of man’s closest 
animal relative. Once thought of as 
docile vegetarians, these able hunt
ers forage for meat with a passion 
arfcT motivation not chronicled until
recently._ |fj
“ Or. Craig B. Stanford, an anthro
pologist at the University of South
ern California, has documented the 
chimpanzee’s success in the pursuit 
of flesh. Given other similarities be
tween chimps and man, he suggests 
that early humans could have” 

"chased game millions of years be- 
Tore current evidence suggests. DrT 
Stanford described his research, the 
largest study to analyze the chim
panzee’s predilection for meat, in

the May-June issue of American Sci
entist magazine.

Dr. Stanford found that chimpan
zees hunt with such gusto in Gombe 
National Park in Tanzania that each 
year they foy tn nnp-fifth nf 
their territory’s population of the red 

~ colobus monkey, their preferred 
prey! These long-tailed victims, 
crowned with a thatch of red hair, 

^are plucked with abandon from thé 
trees where they forage near the 
border with Zaire.

The 45-member Kasakela chim
panzee community, living in the low- 
lying forest of Gombe, eats one ton of 
meat on average each year, said Dr. 
Stanford, a 38-year-old associate 
professor at U.S.C. During one hunt
ing binge in 1992, they killed 71 red 
colobus monkeys in 68 days.

This level of predation is surpris
ing to many primatologists, but 
seems less so when compared with 
thé diet ot numans, tne only other 
primate known to eat meat regülar- 

* ly. According to uf. Stanford,” cRîm- 
"panzees can consume up to a quar
ter-pound of meat a day when they 
hit their hunting stride, rivaling at 
times some contemporary tribes of 
hunter-gatherers.

_ “Every article ever written on hu
man evolution up until now says, 
‘Isn’t it fascinating that chimps eat 
meat, but it’s trivial compared to 
what modern humans eat,’ ” Dr. 
Stanford said. “Well, the Pygmies of 

Continued on Page B8



By JOHN NOBLE WILFORD

Two new discoveries have encour
aged astronomers to think they have 
found promising ways to explore the 
powerful dynamics of those cosmic 
phenomena known as black holes.

As a place where matter is so 
densely packed and gravity is there
fore so strong that nothing can es
cape it, not even light, a black hole 
cannot be seen. But scientists have 
gathered increasingly persuasive in
direct evidence that such objects ex- 
st. Some appear to have the mass of 
everal million Suns and are the 
ost probable sources of intense râ- 

iations from the centers of many 
alaxies and enigmatic stellarlike 
bjects called quasars. Much small- 
r ones may have little more than 
ree or four solar masses.
Now astronomers are coricentrat- 
gon learning more about the enor

mous energies and bizarre behav- 
rs of gas, dust and stars in the 
angerously close environs of black 
oles.
X-ray detectors on a Japanese 

pacecraft have given astronomers 
hat they say is the best close-up 
ok yet at the awesome power of a 
lack hole’s gravity sucking in sur- 
ounding gases. Other research re- 
ults in recent weeks include radio- 
elescope observations of high-ener^ 
y jets of material issuing at nearly 
he speed of light from the vicinity of 
n ordinary star orbiting what ap- 
ears to be a small black hole.
In a report in the current issue of 

he journal Nature, a team of Japa- 
ese and European astronomers de- 
cribed X-ray emissions from the 
enter of a galaxy 150 million light- 
ears away. The emissions were 
oming from the innermost region of 
he disk of gas and other material 
hat has formed like a whirlpool 
round a supermassive black hole, 
revious research had focused on 

egions much farther from the black 
oles.
Because the X-rays are coming 

rom so close to the edge of the black 
ole, their wavelengths are 
tretched out, reflecting the titanic 
truggle by the radiation to keep 
om being pulled into the hole and 
eyond detection. The X-rays were 
mitted by gas drawn into a spiral- 
g plunge toward the hole itself, 
oving at about 60,000 miles per 
cond, or a third the speed of light. 
The observed effect of the enor- 
ous gravity on the X-ray waves is 
characteristic signature of black 
les, as established in theoretical 
odels developed by astrophysi- 
sts. Astrophysicists said the re
arch suggested that similar stud- 
s might produce a better under- 
anding of how black holes release 
ch tremendous energies and what 
ack holes might look like,
“This is the first time we’re actu- 
ly making measurements wheré

we can clearly say that we’re deal
ing' with matter that’s close to a 
blac& hole,’’ said Dr. Andrew C. Fa
bian, an astronomer at Cambridge 
University in England, who^is a 
member of the research team.

In a commentary accompanying 
the report, Dr. Jules P. Halpepi, an 
astronomer at Columbia University, 
said this was “a long-awaited discov
ery that represents the closest we 
have come to actually seeing’’ a 
black hole.

The observations were made by 
Japan’s ASCA scientific satellite, 
and scientists at the Institute of 
Space and Astronautical Science at 
Kanagawa, Japan, were the princi
pal authors of the research report.

A combination of observations in 
wavelengths ranging f roip* gamma 
rays to radio waves, including visi
ble light, produced the other black- 
hole discovery reported this month, 
in the June S issue of Nature.

In an analysis of time-lapse pic
tures showing peculiar motions of 
powerful jets of high-energy parti
cles from a double-star system, Dr. 
Robert Hjellming and Dr. Michael 
Rupen, astronomers at the National 
Radio Astronomy Observatory in So
corro, N.M., determined that these 
jets were produced by a black hole 
and that material in the jets was 
traveling close to the speed of light. 
They are called relativistic jets be
cause with material traveling at 
such great speeds, the ordinary 
physics of Newton’s laws no longer 
applies to conditions there and the 
region is subject to bizarre distor
tions in time and space according to 
Einstein’s laws of relativity.

Dr. Hjellming said in a telephone 
interview that the radiotelescope’s 
detailed pictures of the jets revealed 
wiggles and corkscrew structure 
that “removed all doubt’’ that a 
black hole was the source of such 
dynamics. Scientists had suspected 
that the invisible mass associated 
with the observed star was a black 
hole, but could not confirm it until 
they could study the behavior and 
velocity of the jets.

“This is the first time we can say 
that one of the components of a jet- 
emitting binary is a black hole based 
on fundamental astronomy, rather 
than on fitting observational data to 
complicated models,’’ Dr. Hjellming 
said.

Science Times 
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Science Times has an elec
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Field Studies Show Meat Is a Staple of Chimp Diet and Mores
Continued From Page B7

Zaire are among thè lowest meat 
consumers on the human spectrum. 
And there is no question that chim
panzees are, in some months, very 
close to that amount or are already 
there.”

Dr. William C. McGrew, an an
thropologist at Miami University of 
Ohio who studies chimpanzee behav
ior, said: “You pick up any textbook 
and it would say that meat eating by 
chimpanzees is insignificant. This is 
the first time meat has been shown 
to be important nutritionally.“

Aniong tKëTïirst scientists’ to de
bunk the myth of chimpanzees as 
banana-eating vegetarians was Dr. 
Jane Goodall, a British primatolo
gist, who nearly 30 years ago an
nounced to a startled scientific com
munity that chimpanzees were part- 
time carnivores. Further research 
showed that these natives of equato
rial Africa kill fellow chimps, use 

V tools and mourn tneir dead — all 
l behaviors once thought of as lìngue- 
[  lÿ human. ' ( ’n ~  l • 
s "“X searly as the 1960's, Dr. Geza 

CÜf Teleki, an American primatologist,
F said after observing male chimps 

x S  swap meat for sex with females that 
nutrition was only one of several 

T reasons chimpanzees ate flesh.
>  Dr. Stanford builds on this finding, 
g  saying that male chimpanzees often 

hunt as a way to finance t heir sexuat~ 
a  barter when traveling with sexually 

“receptive females. And the more 
g lrh receptive females are present; 
tHelnôre likely a groupof chimpan- 
zees will hunt.

Time after time, Dr. Stanford doc
umented hnw—male chimpanzees 
dangle a dead red cplobus-monkeyi a  
frontot a sejaiaSy swollen female^ 

t  mating. He 
said that human sexual relationships 
could have been just as material- 
based. *5 i
^W hen chimps arrive at a tree 

holding meat on the hoof, the male 
chimps seem to have an awareness 
that, ‘ Well if I get meat I will maybe 
get more copulations because the 
females will come running over once 
I get a carcass,’ ” Dr. Stanford said.

Female chimpanzees are sexually 
promiscuous, with or without meat, 
copulating with more than a dozen 
males each day. But Dr. Stanford 
believes the attraction of flesh, con
sumption of which isr «hewn bv Dr^ 
McGrew to be linked to the survival 
ofoîîspnng, could give lower-rank
ingm ales erW tter chance at mat
ines: or mat it could be fTlie differ
ence between getting lots of sex and 
getting lots ana lots oi sex '' ““

'The ruthless ’lTmune^-in which

0

chimpanzees hunt monkeys is best 
illustrated by a 1992 kill at Gombe, 
one of the largest ever recorded. 
Two chimpanzee parties traveling 
with 33 members, including two 
sexually receptive females, con
verged underneath trees in which up 
to 25 colobus monkeys were noisily 
feeding on fruit. >>

The colobus monkeys, weighing 
nearly 20 pounds, shrieked with 
alarm as the group of male chimpan
zees (females hunt only on occasion 
at Gombe) made their way up to the 
canopy. In the frenzy of battle, some 
colobus monkeys were killed in the 
trees by the usual bite to the head. 
Others fell to the ground only to be 
flailed against the forest floor by 
chimpanzees weighing nearly 100 
pounds.

By the time the ‘‘gruesome blood
bath” ended one hour later; Dr. Stan
ford said, seven monkeys were be
ing eaten; The most prolific hunter 
at Gombe has killed 42 colobus mon
keys in five years.

“Chimps absolutely love meat and
gpt PYtrpm Hy^vHfpH phnnt hunt*
m g , -said Dr. Richard W.

~Wrangham, a Harvard anthropolo
gist who said in a 1990 study that 
¿himpanzees prey on at least 25 dif-

[ ferent species of mammais. ’iney__ 
will wait for an hour under a tree for 

i just three drops of blood to fall off a

Most hunting is seasonal at 
Gombe, Dr. Stanford found. It takes 
place during the dry summer 
months, a time when females are 
genérally sexually receptive and 
when the food supply of fruit, leaves 
arid nuts is scarce. During the win
ter, however, when sex is not usually 
an issue and food is more plentiful, 
chimpanzees can go several weeks 
without k morsel of monkey, baboon, 
small antelope or baby bush pig.

But male chimpanzees sometimes 
hunt at Gombe when no sexually 
receptive females are nearby, pri- 
matologists report. This is when 
chimpanzee politics comes into play.

Dr. Toshisada Nichida, a Japanese 
zoologist, described in 1992 a pri
mate patronage system that would 
be right at home in the back rooms 
of Capitol Hill. A male troupe leader 
in the Mahale Mountains of Tanza
nia, doled out meat•portions to allies, 
while denying the rewards to ene- 

jnies. At Gombe, Dr. Stanford ob
served similar politicking at meal 
time.

“In the chimp society as in human 
society, being big doesn’t get you 
everything,” Dr. Stanford sakk^It’s 
being a politician. Ynn havp to j£Tir*w 
how to network. You have to use 
your political abilities to get what

In one chimpanzee 
hunting binge in 
Gombe National 
Park, Tanzania, in 
1992, 7f monkeys 
were killed in 68 
days. A female red 
colobus monkey 
jumps from tree to 
tree with an infant 
clinging to its 
underside.

Chimps’ meat intake 
appears at times to 
rival that of hunter- 
gatherers.

you want.”
It is difficult to generalize about 

chimpanzee society. As an example, 
chimpanzees at Gombe capture 
mainly infant colobus monkeys us
ing a pell-mell strategy, Dr. Stanford 
said. By contrast, Dr. Christophe 
Boesch, a Swiss primatologist, says 
male and female chimpanzees at Tai 
National Park in Ivory Coast, prey 
mostly on adult colobus monkeys ig 
coordinated attacks.

The difference in technique, Dr. 
Stanford says, could be accounted 
for by the local vegetation. The tall, 
densely packed trees of Tai provide 
more escape routes for the monkeys, 
and therefore requires more organ
ized hunting.

“This demonstrates that chimps 
have behavioral plasticity,” said Dr. 
C. (Jwen Lovejoy, an anatomist and 
anthropologist at Kent State Univer
sity in Ohio. “It’s very exciting news 
that chimpanzees are perfectly ca
pable of enhancing their own fitness 
for Success.”

Dr. Stanford says chimpanzees 
are such efficient killers, successful 

"TtgarlvTR) percent of the time when 10 
Or more males are present, that he 
bonders whether early man was 
also quite skilled. Z ~
—Ai dieuldglcaTevidence indicates 
that humans hunted at least 2.5 mil
lion years ago, based on sTbfte meatf- 

|  cutting tools found at Olduvai Gorge 
in Tanzania. But Dr. Stanford said 
that from what he learned from 
watching chimpanzees, he believed

that humans were avid hunters near
ly three million years earlier tharT
remains siiffflpRteiL----

“The amount of meat chimps eat 
suggests that early hominids, who 
would have presumably been more 
intelligent and better able to coordi
nate their actions and hunt together, 
were probably eating as much meat 
as chimps or more,” he said.

Molecular biologists estimate that 
98 percent of a chimpanzee’s DNA 
matches that of humans. And since 
both humans and chimpanzees eat 
meat, Dr. Stanford said he thought it 
likely that so did their common an
cestor who lived some six million 
years ago, when^a^branch in evolu
tion created early manT

Scientists have been debating^ 
“Ome when earlyTna*ukegan 

hunting^JieUevexl by manv_ta-be^

me1 contend
s were main:

u/Palr ftpH qIim*fnn
two legs to have hunted successfully, 
while others say Dr, Stanford’s the
ory lacks evidence.

A team led by Dr. Timothy D. 
White, a paleontologist at the Uni
versity of California at Berkeley, 
last year uncovered in Ethiopia a 
partial skeleton of the earliest homi- 
nid yet found, dating back 4.4 million 
years. Dr. White said that the homi- 
nid, known as Australopithecus ra- 
midus, was probably capable of 
hunting, but that the remains pro
vided no concrete evidence that *it

^  pm
_  _ _ _ ____________

B A T

Photographs by Dr. Craig B. Stanford
One 45-chimp band eats a ton of meat a year. Here, a male chimp, left, 
munches on red colobus while the male at the right begs for a share.

_ever did so.
“ Stanford’s work is very provoca

tive,” Dr. White said. ‘‘And it’s com
pletely plausible; but it’s totally un
supported by empirical evidence. 
That’s why we’re trying to find some 
kind of smoking gun, though I don’t 
know what that would look like.”

Dr. Stanford said it was unlikely 
that evidence to support his theory of 
early hominid hunting would ever be

uncovered. To illustrate the point, he 
held the bone remains of five colobus 
monkeys (equal to about 60 pounds) 
in the palm of his hand — leftovers 
collected after a chimp feast.

A New Path

“Chimps eat hair, skin, bones — 
there’s nothing left,” Dr. Stanford 
said. “Early hominids probably ate 
everything and you wouldn’t find it 
in the fossil record.”
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’95 Hurricane Season 
Seen as One of Fiercest 
In the Last 20 Years
Building spree near 
coasts offers more 
targets for damage.

By WILLIAM K. STEVENS

Inhabitants of the Atlantic Coast, 
the Gulf Coast and the Caribbean, 
beware: this hurricane season is 
shaping up as one of the most active 
in the last two decades, experts say.

The reason is a conjunction of 
atmospheric and oceanic forces that 
are expected to make this year’s 
crop of tropical storms and hurri
canes 40 percent more frequent and 
intense than they have averaged 
over the last 45 years, accqrding to a 
combined index of frequency and 
intensity calculated by researchers 
at Colorado State University in Fort 
Collins.

The Colorado forecasting group’s 
predictions have been close to the 
fhark in most years and its methods 
ate given high grades for scientific 
validity by other experts. The group 
is now calling for eight Atlantic or 
Gulf hurricanes (defined as rotating 
storm systems with winds of 74 
miles an hour or higher) and four 
lesser tropical storms with winds of 
at least 39 miles an hour, strong 
enough to be given names. Three of 
the eight hurricanes, according to 
the forecast, will be severe ones, 
meaning that they will reach Catego
ry 3, 4 or 5 on the Saffir-Simpson 
scale of hurricane intensity.

Category 3 hurricanes have peak 
winds of 111 to 130 miles an hour, 
Category 4 of 131 to 155 miles an 

Jidur and Category 5 of more than 
^an hour. The vast majority 

by hurricanes 
r storms

in these three groups.
This year’s forecast “is for a very 

active season,” said Dr. Christopher 
W. Landsea, a researcher in the Col
orado group, which is headed by Dr. 
William M. Gray, a professor of at
mospheric science; It is, in fact, ex
pected to be one of the two or three 
busiest seasons since Dr. Gray be
gan making the forecasts in 1984. 
The hurricane season extends from 
June 1 through the end of November, 
with the peak of activity usually 
coming in August, September and 
October.

The Colorado forecasters are un
able to predict when the storms will 
develop, their movements, or wheth
er and where any might strike land. 
“But if you do have that many 
storms out there, it means there is 
more of a chance for the Caribbean 
islands or the United States to expe
rience a couple of storms,” said Dr. 
LiStndscst

The message sent by the forecast 
is simple, said Jerry Jarrell, the 
acting director of the National Hur
ricane Center in Miami: this year, 
take the,center’s annual admonition 
to prepáre for hurricanes more seri
ously. That means, for instance, 
planning in advance for a possible 
evacuation and stockpiling provi
sions and batteries before any hurri
cane warning is issued and démand 
outruns supply. “We’ve been telling 
people to do it,” said Mr. Jarrell, 
“but many don’t. This would be a 
good time.”

The insurance industry, which has 
watched with growing alarm as de
velopment has exploded in vulnera
ble places and property losses have 
ballooned in recent years, is likewise 
urging that structures be made as 
hurricane resistant as possible. “We 
know the storms are going to come,

Continued on Page Bll

Say What?
The six language families 
shown as branches on this 
tree are believed to have 
originated in the Nostratic 
language (tree trunk), one 
of several major branches
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THE BIRTH O F A N  IDEA
W hat do great leaders have in common ? W hat about revolutionaries1? A fter a quarter century 

, o f research, Frank Sulloway has discovered a very simplefactor that may explain history.

BY ROBERT S. BOYNTON

IH jr was the fall of 1967 when Frank Sul
loway realized that the key to under- 

, standing Charles Darwins genius lay 
in the fact that Darwin hadn’t been one. 
Sulloway, a Harvard sophomore at the 
time, was hardly the first to be struck by 
how improbable it was that the theory of 
evolution had been discovered by so un
distinguished a scholar,Someone who 
once described himself as possessing 
‘rather below the common standard in in
tellect.” The historian Gertrude Himmel-ji 

^  farb, for example, once asked, “Why was 
it given to Darwin, less ambitious, less 

Q imaginative, and less learned than many 
5 ^ o f  his colleagues, to discover the theory 
¿ . . sought after by others so assiduously?’«  

The answer that most biographies gave 
C T* was simply that Darwin was a genius. To 

Sulloway, this sounded like a cop-out.
“The one thing I knew as soon as I 

read T he Voyage of the Beagle’ and his 
" 'Autobiography was that Darwin was an 

ordinary person,” Sulloway recalls. “Sure, 
he was smart, but he didn’t start out as a 

P y  genius—he was nothing like Isaac New- 
ton, who could probably solve differential 
equations in his head. No, Darwin wasn’t 
capable of anything I couldn’t understand 
myself, and that was part of his appeal. I 
identified very strongly with him, because he 
proved that we all have a chance. I thought 
Darwin wouldShake a fascinating case 
study of how a modest, hardworking guy 
with terrible spelling but lots of heart be
came one of the most famous scientists in 
five hundred years. I thought, Gee, that 
would be an interesting nut to crack.”

So, over the next thirty years, as his peers 
traded the cerebral passions of their youth 
for careers in finance and law, Sulloway 
pursued his interests with a tenacity that 
would have pleased Darwin, a man whose 
favorite expression was“If s dogged as does 
i t ” H aving rejected theacademy for the 

TEfe of a freelance intellectual sleuth, Sullo
way retraced the Beagle’s Galápagos voyage, 
mastered Darwin’s oeuvre, won a series of

illustrious awards (a MacArthur “genius* 
grant among them), and wrote a much 
praised study of Freud arid a series of b rilll 
liant monographs that changed the face of 
Darwin studies—all the while pondering the 
question ofwhat had made his mentor tick.

Today, Sulloway believes he has finally 
solved the puzzle of Darwin’s genius and, 
in the process, discovered why the great 
figures of history have been inspired to r e *  
ject the conventional wisdom of their day. 
The single best predictor of revolutionary 
creativity, he argues, is birth order.|Eirst- 
borns tend to become conservatives, and 
TiaterBoms/* like Darwin, are more likely 

jto become freethinking iconoclasts. Some 
people are simply “born to rebel*'—a pro
posal that Sulloway defends in a provoca-p; 
five and quirky book of that title, to be 
published this month by Pantheon.

In short, Sulloway wants us to completely 
rethink standard theories of personality de
velopment and history—to cast aside mo
dernity’s Freudian and Marxist scaffold* 
ing, renounce such notions as the Oedipus 
complex and the class struggle, and replace 
them with a thoroughly Darwinian view 
of human behavior. The engine of history, 
he argues, is sibling rivalry, the Darwin-i 
ian ur-conflict between firstborns and 
laterborns. Lest this sound like the kind 
of facile pop psychology one finds in su
permarket self-help books, Sulloway has 
actually tested his claims and presented a 
massive trove of statistical evidence to il
lustrate the role of birth order in history.

“Born to Rebel” is supported by a so
phisticated multivariate analysis of three 
thousand eight hundred and ninety scien
tists who took part in twenty-eight scien
tific revolutions; the eight hundred and 
ninety-three members of the National Con
vention that ruled France during the French 
Revolution; seven hundred men and women 
who were involved in the Protestant Ref
ormation; and participants in sixty-one 
American reform movements. The result 
is more than a million biographical data

points, culled from five hundred years of 
lfi|tory. In the twenty-six years Sulloway 
worked on the book, he read more than 
twenty thousand biographies. He had over 
a hundred professional historians evaluate 
his historical findings; the chairman of 
Harvard’s statistics department and a col
league drew on their work for the United 
States census to create software for the enor
mously diverse data. Entering the data in 
a computer took two years, and designing 
the bookgigraphs took another year.

For all its technical complexity, how
ever, Sulloway’s birth-order theory shares 

le parsimonious elegance of the Dar
winian principles that were its inspiration. 
Personality, he argues, is the repertoire of 
strategies that siblings use to compete 
with one another, secure their place in 

f and survive the ordeal of child
hood. By recasting Darwiri7 s theory of 
naturalTelection in terms of family dy
namics, Sulloway highlights the adaptive 
tactics that siblings deploy to differentiate 
themselves from one; another in the eyes 
of their all-powerful parents. “Depending 
on differences in birth order, gendery 
physical traits, and aspects ;of tempera-, 
ment, siblings create differing roles for 
themselves within the family system,” he 
writes. “These differing roles in turn lead 
to disparate ways of currying parental f a 9  
vor.” Parental favor increases parental in
vestment, which, in turn, improves a 
child’s chances of survival. “During the 
brief period of childhood,” Sulloway says, 
“children use their brains to accomplish 
the differentiation and'^Mptatibn that 
species like Darwin’s finches took millions 
of years to achieve.” As Jonathan Weiner 
observes, “T he mind is our)b,4^ |^ S

The rifost basic niche IsThat of the 
firstborn. In the family, firstborns identify 
more strongly with power and authority 
than their siblings do: they employ their 
superior size and strength to defend their, 
special status and frequently “minimize 
the costs of having siblings by dominat-



HOW DID THINGS GET THIS FAR? ffl

ject of a piece of nonfiction writing learns— 
when the article or book appears— his 
hard lesson.” Our relationship differed 
from Malcolm’s paradigm. My consent
ing subject was very experienced in the 
matters of the press. Subject and author, 
author and subject: each party knew how 
to use the other; each party was writing this 
story. The relevant question in my mind 
was not “Who’s conning whom?” but, in
stead, “Given the stakes dictated by Kim- 
berlin’s proved and apparent deeds, why 
shouldn’t I try to beat him at his game?”

I never misled Kimberlin with an ex
plicit assurance that I was writing hagiog
raphy; I didn’t need to, because he had 
convinced himself of that from the begin
ning. But Kimberlin also assumed that he 
was always a couple of steps ahead of me, 
and while that was true in 1992, by the 
end of our game I had caught up. Or, at 
least, I believed I had caught up. After 
Kimberlin reads these words—and when 
he reads my book—we will enter yet a 
new phase.

How did things ever get this far?; 
Originally, I took the bait because the 
most salient elements of Kimberlin’s story 
seemed irrefutable—powerful evidence of 
political hypocrisy. But then I did what 
any reporter instinctively does: pulled on 
a piece of string, trying to discover where 
it would end. In this instance, 
it turned out that the string 
was grafted to a tangled mass 
of yarn—of a different color 
and texture than I’d imag
ined. I kept discovering too 
many versions o f what I 
thought was the truth. I will 
offer up an example: two ver
sions of where Kimberlin was 
when he learned that Julia 
Scyphers was killed.

The day Julia Scyphers was 
murdered, Kimberlin told me, 
he had made a trip to Mar
tinsville, half an hour south
west of Indianapolis, to the 
home of a man named Rod
ney Fint. Fint, Kimberlin told 
me, was someone in the mari
juana trade. “I went down 
there in the morning,” he said.
“It had to do with some busi
ness, probably to pick up some 
money. I don’t remember 
what it was. Some routine 
thing.” In a subsequent conver
sation, he remembered the 
purpose of the trip after all. He

had got a new shipment of T-shirts at his 
health-food store, and Fint’s thirteen-l 
year-old daughter and a friend of hers 
wanted one, so he drove there to deliver 
them. While driving back to the city, he 
said, he got a call from his sister on his 
beeper. He found a roadside pay phone, 
reached his sister, and she told him that 
Mrs. Scyphers was dead. ‘This was early 
afternoon, one o’clock. I think she was 
killed at 12:30 P.M:” He asked his sister if 
Mrs. Scyphers died in a car accident, but 
she didn’t know.

In fact, the police reports indicate that 
Julia Scyphers wasn’t shot until nearly 
three o’clock.

There is another version of where 
Kimberlin was when he heard the news: 
not dropping off a couple of T-shirts at 
Rodney Tint’s house but consummating 
a multi-ton marijuana deal there.

“We were in the middle of a weighing 
operation,” a man who says he was present 
told me. “And Brett said he wanted to go 
watch the news.” At five o’clock, the early 
edition of the local television news is 
broadcast from Indianapolis. The dope 
transaction hadn’t got started until late af
ternoon. “What was strange was that he 
wanted to break routine in the middle of 
a deal involving thousands of pounds of 
marijuana and go watch the news. We

had the scales and the load in the garage, 
and to see the TV we had to enter the 
house and climb a flight of stairs. The 
Scyphers murder was the lead story, and 
Brett reacted with surprise. He said, ‘My 
God, that’s Sandi’s mom!’ He made a 
phone call immediately.”

Kimberlin was asked about these two 
versions last week. He denied that he was 
doing a drug deal that day. He denied that 
he learned about the killing on the five- 
o’clock news. He denied that any of this 
mattered: “I got beeped within thirty min
utes of Mrs. Scyphers’ being killed. Either 
way, I would have known about it before 
five.” He was in a state of some agitation.

Between these versions is the bigger 
story. That bigger story doesn’t negate 
what I wrote four years ago—which, to 
this day, remains largely true. But the 
universe of a narrative can sometimes 
accommodate more than one truth. My 
original story was an account of an in
dividual’s civil rights abused by politicians 
and bureaucrats who were protecting 
their interests. I still stand by the essen
tials of that story. But the injustices it 
describes must stand alongside the his
tory of injustices I kept discovering— 
of law, of humanity, of life: injustices that 
dwarfed this little man’s original com
plaints. And that story is true, too. ♦
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About 2000 words with optional sidebar
Datus Ci Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade. MT 59714 

(406) 388-3345

MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

Sharptailed grouse still thrive 
on the high plains.

Right in the middle of nowhere, my pup whined and pressed 
his nose into an air-stream from the truck's window. I pulled 
over and let him out. He ran ten yards and lifted his hind leg, 
which was what I expected —  and then he stood there with leg up 
and nose stretched out, which was not what I expected. That dog 
was pointing.

I reached for my shotgun, then put it back out of 
temptation's way. I had no permission to hunt and wanted to get 
along with the folks who owned all this prairie grass rolling 
back into sagebrush hills. Anyhow, I wanted some pictures. 
Thought I'd snap a photo of Huckleberry on point, and then some 
more as he stood there (statuesque is the word) with sharptailed



Sharptails Proper

grouse flushing. What I had forgotten is that they conduct 
psychological warfare. Four of them flew past me, sassing: "tut- 
tut- t u t t h e y  said, but what they meant was "your eyes are 
bugging out."

The pup lost his composure too. He bounded after the flying 
sharptails until he hit the scent of another that was still 
sitting and decided to point it -- while he was in midair. Bad 
timing. He hit the ground on his side, hard enough to raise dust. 
The sitting bird flushed., The dog chased it, and for a few 
seconds the race was close. By then, another dozen grouse were in 
the air. They wanted to be somewhere far from us. We watched them 
flapping and gliding, smaller and smaller in a bright sky, 
coasting over a distant ridge and merging with the blue of the 
Snowy Range.

Well, it was good to know that the breeding season had 
produced so many young birds. I rushed into town for 
reinforcements and found them in the person of John Bietenduefel. 
John knows the secret of happiness: living exactly in the center 
of Montana with a bird-dog. He also knew where to get permission 
to hunt the sharptails.

The landowner said that we might find them anywhere at all, 
"standing around looking goofy." And then again we might never 
run into them. That's sharptails for you. They are innocent, 
sometimes, because they have had little time to adapt to humans. 
On the other hand, their harsh habitat has given them a range of 
behavior that is -- to put it mildly -- extreme. They are as wary

2



Sharptails Proper

as pheasants and as casual as spruce grouse, as fast as mallards 
and as slow as coots, as skittish as snipe and as tight-sitting 
as woodcock, as tender as teal and as tough as old ganders. You 
can learn quickly where to look for the compact covers of ruffed 
grouse or bobwhites, but sharptails live in what looks like the 
whole world, or at least the best remaining piece of it.

You hunt other birds in places. You hunt prairie grouse in 
spaces. You grasp the difference in your hand when you sit on the 
tailgate dressing a sharptail. It looks tighter-feathered than a 
ruffed grouse but little bigger. In fact it is half-again 
heavier. The flesh of its breast is dark, weighty, dense with 
blood-filled muscles. The blood is driven by a pump much larger 
than a pheasant's. The sharptail is built to fly high in the 
prairie falcon's clear blue sky. It takes heart.

In eastern America, heath hens have long been extinct. The 
western pinnated grouse -- prairie chickens -- are scarce over 
much of their original range, relics from the time when their 
eggs came up broken and dripping on iron-rimmed wooden wheels.
But if you want to know what prairie grouse used to be like, 
sharptails are doing fine on the high plains.

John Bietenduefel and I bounced down the farm road, truck 
slow as a Conestoga wagon. The grass looked as it did when 
buffalo grazed it, bunches reaching to the tops of our wheels. 
Maybe the covey I had flushed would have landed in a place like 
this. Our dogs would find out.

John's pup Jake was a half-brother to Huckleberry. They

3
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were from big-running field-trial stock, and they hunted with 
demonic happiness. Human legs could not keep up but our eyes did. 
A herd of pronghorns spooked and flushed a small bunch of 
sharptails, which our crazy pups chased. At long range, dogs and 
antelope and grouse all seemed to fly. I was flying too and 
John's laugh sounded like wing-beats. We loosened our muscles and 
swung our legs from the hip and smiled.

You don't need big-running dogs to hunt sharptails. They 
also like brushy draws, especially those climbing from grain 
fields to prairies lightly grazed. In such cover, you can push 
birds out of the same spots every year, and hunters who know 
where to look get their grouse with no dogs at all. Visitors do 
well with spaniels or retrievers to explore the thick stuff. It 
is a good game. Sometimes, though, you want the Oregon Trail -- 
the feeling of skimming the prairies toward the horizon.

Jake followed Huck to find out what we were all looking for. 
This was Jake's first season, and he was a gonna-be: going to be 
good, with experience. It came fast. Huck pointed, tail sticking 
up quivering above the grass, and Jake moved in to see what the 
excitement was about, pushing out a single sharptail. Jake 
graduated from the gonna-be class right then. For the next hour 
he was (as John said) a historian, pointing at places where 
sharptails had been but were no longer. That's progress.

John was starting a new pup because he had lost the two dogs 
he was counting on. Sharptail country has hazards that you should 
know about before you pile your dogs in the car and head for the

4
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plains. There are porcupines and some rattlesnakes. There are too 
many skunks. There are prickly pears that fill a pup's pads and 
barbed-wire fences that rip his skin. There are hungry coyotes 
and mountain lions. There are sheep-farmers who have a right to 
shoot. And there is that most ferocious of all predators, the 
jackrabbit, which lures dogs off on long chases and gets them 
lost. Pointer-pups are at special risk because they are fast and 
wild. Fear is something they have to learn.

Huck pointed a cow that had been dead since the spring thaw. 
I told him that he ought to know better. He rolled his eyes at me 
without moving, and a sharptail flushed. I adjusted my 
assumptions just in time to shoot it, and Huck retrieved with a 
told-you-so twist to his head. I believe he was suggesting that I 
could have maggoty beef if I wanted it, but as for himself, he 
preferred to hunt grouse.

I commended his taste. He worked scent for fifty yards 
(though how he could smell anything but ripe cow puzzled me) and 
pointed another sharptail. It went off saying tut-tut-tut and 
John took the shot. I managed to collar Huck in time to let his 
apprentice make the retrieve. Jake picked up the grouse, put it 
down, cogitated, picked it up, and brought it to John. Then Jake 
frisked around to celebrate his discovery of the meaning of life. 
He and Huck are German shorthaired pointers, from one point of 
view. They are also from Missouri. I mean, they tolerate training 
because it beats lying around the house chewing on furniture, but 
they don't see much point to the exercise. When they meet real

5



S h a r p t a i l s P r o p e r

b i r d s ,  h o w e v e r ,  t h e y  w r i n k l e  up t h e i r  b ro w s and t h i n k  d e e p  

t h o u g h t s .

One t h i n g  t h e y  h a v e  n o t  l e a r n e d ,  u n f o r t u n a t e l y ,  i s  r e a d i n g .  

T h e y  p o i n t  p h e a s a n t s  a s  h a p p i l y  a s  s h a r p t a i l s ,  e v e n  i f  t h e  

r e g u l a t i o n s  s a y  t h a t  p h e a s a n t  s e a s o n  i s  c l o s e d  f o r  a n o t h e r  m onth. 

The tw o  s p e c i e s  i n h a b i t  much o f  t h e  same r a n g e ,  and when y o u n g  

t h e y  c a n  b e  h a r d  t o  t e l l  a p a r t .  The s u r e  w ay t o  a v o i d  e x p e n s i v e  

e a r l y - s e a s o n  m i s t a k e s  i s  t o  s h o o t  o n l y  b i r d s  t h a t  make a l o w ,  

g e n t l e  c l u c k .  S h a r p t a i l s  u s u a l l y  do t h a t .  P h e a s a n t s  e i t h e r  s a y  

n o t h i n g  o r  make a r a u c o u s  c a c k l e .

We h u n t e d  to w a r d  a t i n y  a l f a l f a  f i e l d  on t h e  h o r i z o n .  I t  

g r e w  and g r e w  u n t i l ,  when we g o t  t h e r e ,  i t  had some t h r e e  h u n d re d  

and t w e n t y  a c r e s .  John w o rk e d  t h e  b o tto m  s i d e  and I t r o t t e d  t o  

t h e  f r i n g e  o f  s a g e b r u s h  on t o p .  I was i n  a  h u r r y  b e c a u s e  e v e r y  

m i l e  had  made me t e n  y e a r s  y o u n g e r  and I was a b o u t  s i x t e e n  a t  

t h a t  p o i n t .  We d i s c o v e r e d  why we had n o t  fo u n d  many g r o u s e  i n  t h e  

g r a s s $ T h e y  w e r e  a l l  d i n i n g  on an e v e n i n g  s a l a d  o f  g r e e n s  w i t h  

l i t t l e  b l u e  f l o w e r s .  Huck fo u n d  a c o v e y  h i d i n g  i n  a l f a l f a  t h a t  

d i d  n o t  l o o k  h i g h  e n o u g h  t o  c o v e r  a m ou se. I w a lk e d  i n ,  f l u s h e d  

t h e  b i r d s ,  and f i r e d  b o t h  b a r r e l s  c o o l l y .  Or p e r h a p s  l u k e w a r m ly .

A d o z e n  s h a r p t a i l s  f l e w  o f f  d i s c u s s i n g  t h e  i n c i d e n t .  We w a t c h e d  

f o r  tw o  o f  them  t o  d i s c o v e r  t h a t  t h e y  w e r e  d e a d ,  b u t  t h e y  d i d n ' t .  

I e x c u s e d  my gun f o r  f i r i n g  c r o o k e d l y .  I t  had n o t  b e e n  i n  t h e  

m i d s t  o f  a  f l o c k  o f  b i g  c l u c k i n g  b i r d s  f o r  a y e a r .

Huck fo u n d  t h e  n e x t  s h a r p t a i l s  a s  s i n g l e s .  T h e s e  w e r e  o l d e r ,  

w i s e r  g r o u s e .  T h e y  r a n  d ow nw ind, w h ic h  made t r a i l i n g  t r i c k y ,  and

6



S h a r p t a i l s P r o p e r

t h e y  f l u s h e d  w i l d  when t h e  pup p u s h e d  h i s  l u c k .  B u t  he h e l d  some 

o f  them  and I s h o t  t w o .  N e v e r  mind how many I d i d n ' t  s h o o t .

S h a r p t a i l s  do h a v e  on e  s e m i - p r e d i c t a b l e  c y c l e :  i n  l a t e  

s e a s o n ,  t h e y  b u n ch  up and f l u s h  a t  i m p o s s i b l e  d i s t a n c e s .  In  e a r l y  

s e a s o n ,  t h e y  may s i t  s o  c l o s e  t h a t  yo u  f e e l  o b l i g e d  t o  l i f t  y o u r  

gun and l e t  them  g o .  You t e l l  y o u r s e l f  t h a t  yo u  a r e  j u s t  d o g 

t r a i n i n g .  B u t  t h e r e  i s  a p o i n t  i n  t h e  c y c l e  when p r a i r i e  g r o u s e  

a r e  n e i t h e r  i m p o s s i b l e  n o r  t o o  e a s y .  T h e y  a r e  l e a r n i n g .  P h e a s a n t s  

and p a r t r i d g e s  had  a fe w  c e n t u r i e s '  h e a d  s t a r t ,  b u t  s h a r p t a i l s  

a r e  c a t c h i n g  u p ,  and i n  t h a t  a l f a l f a  t h e y  w e r e  t h e  r e a l  t h i n g .

John B i e t e n d u e f e l  was a d i s t a n t  s p e c k  on t h e  g r e e n  f i e l d .  In  

b e t w e e n  u s  w as a n o t h e r  s p e c k :  J a k e .  He was s t a n d i n g  s t i l l ;  John 

w as r u n n i n g  t o  t h e  p o i n t .  I c o u l d  n o t  s e e  t h e  g r o u s e  f l u s h  b u t  

J o h n 's  gun w e n t  o f f  t w i c e  and J a k e  made tw o  r e t r i e v e s .  John had 

p l a y e d  c o l l e g e  f o o t b a l l  a  fe w  y e a r s  b a c k  and s t i l l  had 

c o o r d i n a t i o n  t o  s p a r e .

My t h r e e  b i r d s  w e r e  a l l  I w a n te d  t o  p l u c k ,  s o  Huck and I 

w a n d e r e d  b a c k  t o  t h e  t r u c k .  The lo w  su n  p l a y e d  t r i c k s .  E a ch  b u n ch  

o f  g r a s s  had a  shadow  l o n g  a s  a t r e e .  P r a i r i e  t h a t  had  b e e n  

sm ooth  a t  noon t o o k  on t e x t u r e .  I saw w h a t l o o k e d  l i k e  a 

s h a r p t a i l  s t a n d i n g  on a mound s e v e r a l  h u n d re d  y a r d s  a w a y ,  c a l l e d  

my pup t o  h e e l ,  and t r i e d  t o  s e e  how c l o s e  we c o u l d  g e t .  As we 

g o t  c l o s e r ,  t h e  b i r d  g o t  s m a l l e r .  When we g o t  c l o s e  e n o u g h  t o  

h e a r  i t ,  i t  s a n g  l i k e  a  m e a d o w la r k ,  w h ic h  i t  w a s .  C r i c k e t s  j o i n e d  

i n  f o r  t h e i r  l a s t  c o n c e r t  b e f o r e  f r o s t .  I t o o k  o f f  my s u n g l a s s e s  

b e c a u s e  t h e  l i g h t  was no l o n g e r  y e l l o w  o r  b r i g h t .  I t  w as t h e
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c o l o r  o f  t h e  p o c k e t - w a t c h  my g r a n d f a t h e r  l e f t  me, g o l d  t h a t  had 

n o t  b e e n  p o l i s h e d  f o r  a  l o n g  t i m e .

S i d e b a r

T h e r e  a r e  o n l y  a  fe w  p l a c e s  w i t h  s e r i o u s  u p la n d  h u n t i n g  i n  

e a r l y  S e p t e m b e r ,  and C e n t r a l  M ontana i s  n e a r  t h e  t o p  o f  t h e  l i s t .  

I t  h a s  b e e n  d i s c o v e r e d ,  h o w e v e r ,  and a c c e s s  i s  d i f f i c u l t .  I f  y o u  

a r e  on a t i g h t  b u d g e t ,  y o u  m ig h t  l o o k  f o r  s h a r p t a i l s  i n  e a s t e r n  

M o n ta n a ,  p a r t s  o f  t h e  D a k o t a s ,  o r  C a n a d a 's  p r a i r i e  p r o v i n c e s .  

A l t e r n a t i v e l y ,  t h e r e  a r e  o u t f i t t e r s  i n  C e n t r a l  M ontana w i t h  

e x p e r i e n c e d  w e s t e r n  d o g s  and a c c e s s  t o  g o o d  l a n d .

I h a v e  h u n t e d  w i t h  t h e  f i r s t  o f  t h e  f o l l o w i n g  and t a l k e d ,  

b u t  n o t  h u n t e d ,  w i t h  t h e  o t h e r s .

+ D e n n is  K a v a n a g h .  (406) 5 8 7 - 5 9 2 3 .  U s e s  E n g l i s h  s e t t e r s  and 

German s h o r t h a i r e d  p o i n t e r s .

+ Roy O l s o n .  (406) 4 2 8 - 2 1 9 5 .  U s e s  v i z s l a s  and s h o r t h a i r s .

+ R i c h a r d  C o x .  (406) 5 3 8 - 7 8 2 1 .  U s e s  E n g l i s h  p o i n t e r s  and 

L a b r a d o r s .
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ROUGHSHOOTING

Over most of Britain and Ireland the 1994-95 season was a rather good one for snipe, and 
certainly above average in most areas. The general wetness of the season from late 
October onwards was further helped by negligible frost over most of the country until 
almost the very end of January.

Snipe are so waywardly elusive, that of all our quarry species there are few, if any; that can match 
them for agility and unpredictability. They come and go in the fascinating and erratic way that’j} 
typical of so many migrant birds. And it is a humbling experience to consider how many pounds of

shot must be expended to put just a few ouneds of deliciousg 
tender white snipe flesh on the supper table - or even for 
breakfast, which is a special delight.

“What can we do to encourage more snipe next season?”. 
That was the urgent question that was repeatedl^^Bed on 
several of my local shoots last season. Nothing succeeds like 
success* and thereof nothing like a good snipe drive or a pro
ductive walk-up across boggy meadows to wet the appetite 
for more of the same next year.

The easy answer - but too easy to be realistic and practica
ble - S  to ‘turn the clock back’. Snipe would respond 
superbly to a return to the old wayg of nnA-iixmei-nr^

husbandry, with seasonally flooded water meadows, old style sewage farms and the grazing of cattle 
anckboisLS Oli thy well-dried marshes of late spring and summer.
' Pei haps die best system ufull was practised in many of the western counties, in Scotland and in 

Ireland, where animals were tethered on the open marshlands in summery|grazing down the 
herbage infiircufil patterns and enriching the organic content of the soil /with theif manure. The 
result was a mosaic of long and short vegetation, giving wintering snipe open feeding areas rich in 

, the earthworms and invertebrates that manure promotes,land adjacent sheltered resting zones tnj 
i the longer reeds and rank grasses.

From the first falls of m igrant snipe around the tim^ of the full moon in late September or early 
j Octobe]>8fiortsmen could look to such marshes and bogs for dependable sport throughout tJieJre^ 
UfTHeseason. The only likely setback might be a spell in early autumn, leaving the bogs unattrac

tively dry until steady rain had done" its saturating work. Thij§ it seems, was the pattern over much 
of northern and western Britain in 1994.

The elusive snipe has always been a 
fine addition to the bag at the end of 
a day’s walked-up shooting. CO LIN  

MCKELVIE offers a few  
suggestions with a view to improving 
the habitat of this venerable species.



SPORT ABOARD

SAFARIS
Apart from bird shooting and big game hunting safaris, it is possible to take an 
Adventure Safari over ten days, combining up to four days’ bird shooting with a 
couple of days’ hunting plains’ game. The remainder of the safari is spent game 
viewing or exploring the waterways of the Delta in a mokoro, with the opportunity 
to fish for bream or tiger fish.

Most visitors to Botswana, however, settle for a safari based at discreet 
permanent tented camps or lodges in the Okavango Delta, reached by light 
aircraft. From these camps, which usually take a maximum of 12-16 people each, 
guests enjoy wildlife in its natural habitat in part of the world’s great unspoilt 
wilderness.

All sorts of expeditions can be arranged; walking in private concessions, 
“mokoro” (dug-out canoe) trails, riding safaris of five or more days duration, 
game and bird viewing of remarkable diversity, and even elephant back safaris 
using African elephants. The Okavango Delta is easily combined with a stay in 
the Kalahari Desert, a fascinating area, at Jack’s Camp perhaps, the epitome of a 
traditional tented safari camp by the Makgadikgadi Pans.

Approximate costs per person.
•  10 day Bird Shooting Safari, based on a party of 4-8 people, including return 

international flights from London, full board with drinks on safari, professional 
hunter per 4 clients, bird & fishing licenses. £4,250

•  12 day Adventure Safari, on the same basis as above. £4,600
•  14 day Fly-in Desert & Delta Safari, with a night at Victoria Falls, including 

return international flights from London, tented camps or lodges in Okavango 
Delta & Kalahari with full board & activities. £2,450 ■

(Continued from page 67)

francolin and the heavier helmeted guinea 
fowl, that may weigh up to three pounds, pre
fer to run, but they can get up and go like 
rockets. There is a break for a relaxed lunch, 
and time for a well-earned siesta.

Later, an organised drive will certainly test 
your readiness! Single# pairs, or small c o ^ p |  
of different francolin and sometimes il|rge 
flocks of guinea fowl may come over, flying 
deceptively fast, while your a tten tion  is 
caught for a breathtaking moment by graceful 
impala effortlessly leaping* zigzagging their 
way through the line. Luckily, you have a pair 
of sharp eyes beside you, in the form of your 
picker-up, who, seeing the birds early, hisses 
in your ear, marking your birds and picking 
them at the end of the drive.

One of the most exciting game birds is the 
sand grouse, of which there are four kinds in 
Botswana - burchell’s (or spottedgnamaqua, 
yellow-throated, and the double-banded. The 
first three m B  be flighted in the morning 
over waterholes, to which they may fly 30 
miles or more from the desert, or to water 
provided by boreholes in the kalahari itself. 
An hour or two at these;%^most exhilarating. 
Fast, powerful fliers with pointed wings, they 
can change course with amazing alacrity as 
they appear from any direction to swoop in to 
drink. Although permitted, responsible safari 
operators discourage sand grouse shooting 
during the breeding season, June to August.

The double-banded flight to water in the 
evening, just as the sun goes down. As there 
is not twihght, you have perhaps 20 minutes 
of daylight left to keep your eyes peeled and 
ears open for their distinctive silhouettes 
against a darkening sky and the whirr of 
wings as they come in.

Return to camp, have a hot shower, dine 
weMchat round the camp fire under a starry 
African turn in and sleep like a log.

Onja day’s shooting you might expect to 
shoot 40 to 50 birds to your own gun, but you 
might wish to keep quiet about the number 
of cartridges you use during the first day or 
two!

Unfortunately the dry conditions that have 
prevailed throughout Botswana in the last few 
years have greatly reduced the opportunities 
for wildfowl shooting, although numbers 
increase as th e : Delta expands annually with

the flood waters from the north. Varieties of 
duck and geese that may be shot are red
billed and hottentot teal, white-faced, knob
billed and yellow-billed duck, cape shoveller, 
pochard, egyptian and spur-winged goose.

Linyanti is an area in the north where there 
is potentially excellent shooting. At present, 
one can get an occasional da^flj francolin and 
guinea fo^yl shooting, which is fun as a 
change while on a photographic or walking 
safari, and next year, further opportunities 
will be developed, which may include duck 
and geese.

A word about safety. The shoot is about to commence and in the midst of the sheer volume of 
driven birds it is not difficult to become carried away.

Big game hunting
The Big Game hunting season is from April 

to September, with a diverse selection off 
species that may be hunted; buffalo, lion, 
crocodile, and various antelope. Strictly regu
lated, depending on the status of each species 
in each designated hunting concession, there 
is a government quota set annually for every 
animal that may be shot. This is in line with 
the policy of wildlife being a renewable 
resource, if properly managed.

It hafijust been officially announced that 
next year, for the first time for manSyears, 
¡lephant hunting will be allowed again under 
licence ■



• A b o u t  800 w o rd s D a tu s  P r o p e r  
1085 H a m il to n  Road 
B e l g r a d e ,  MT 5 9 7 1 4  

(406) 3 8 8 -3 3 4 5

P a s s i o n

P a s s i o n  i s  w h a t  m a t t e r s .  You g e t  i t  w i t h o u t  e f f o r t  when y o u  

a r e  a  t e e n - a g e r ,  a s s u m in g  t h a t  yo u  ru n  a t  9 8 .6 °  d e g r e e s ,  b u t  

l a t e r  y o u r  b l o o d  c o o l s  and yo u  may h a v e  t o  c h a s e  p a s s i o n  i n s t e a d  

o f  w a i t i n g  f o r  i t  t o  p o u n c e  on y o u .  O n ly  a  fe w  p o e t s  h a v e  a 

s u r p l u s  o f  f la m e  l i f e - l o n g  - -  o r  l i f e - s h o r t  a s  t h e  c a s e  may b e .  

You and I h a v e  t o  h u n t  h a r d e r .  Ten m i l e s  i s  e n o u g h ,  i f  i t  i s  

t h r o u g h  t a l l  g r a s s  and up d raw s  and o u t  i n  s t u b b l e  and m ayb e, 

w i t h  l u c k ,  i n t o  snow y f o o t h i l l s  w h e re  an o l d  c o c k  p h e a s a n t  

t h o u g h t  he c o u l d  w a i t  o u t  t h e  s e a s o n .  I t ' s  b e t t e r  t h a n  a n y t h i n g  

c l i m a t e - c o n t r o l l e d .

I assu m e t h a t  y o u r  p a s s i o n  h a p p e n s  i n  n a t u r e ,  i f  y o u  a r e  

r e a d i n g  t h i s ,  b u t  i t  i s  n o t  t h e  o n l y  p o s s i b l e  p l a c e .  M i c h e l a n g e l o  

c h a s e d  p a s s i o n  t o  t h e  c e i l i n g  o f  t h e  S i s t i n e  C h a p e l ,  and y o u  

m ig h t  e v e n  g e t  w a v e s  o f  i t  r i d i n g  a k e y b o a r d .  B u t  n a t u r e  i s  w h e r e  

i t  h a p p e n e d  f i r s t  and w h e re  p a s s i o n  s t i l l  c a t c h e s  up w i t h  y o u  

m o st o f t e n .

Mind y o u ,  n a t u r e  i s  o b s o l e t e ,  t h e s e  d a y s ,  f o r  s u p p l y - s i d e



e c o n o m i s t s  and p o l i t i c a l l y  c o r r e c t  s c h o l a r s  and m ost o f  r e s t  o f  

t h e  p o p u l a t i o n ,  f o r  t h a t  m a t t e r ,  b u t  s h e ' s  s t i l l  o u t  t h e r e ,  

n a t u r e  h o t  and c o l d ,  s c r a t c h y  and w e t ,  k i n d  and b r u t a l .  M ig h t  a s  

w e l l  make l o v e  t o  h e r  w h i l e  yo u  h a v e  t h e  c h a n c e ,  b e c a u s e  t h i s  

w o n ' t  g o  on f o r e v e r .

F a c t  i s  t h a t  w e ' r e  a l r e a d y  o b s o l e t e ,  yo u  and I ,  d o i n g  t h e  

same t h i n g  w e ' v e  b e e n  d o i n g  f o r  a m i l l i o n  y e a r s  o r  s o .  B u t  

p a s s i o n  i s  a b o u t  e x t r e m e s ,  s o  i f  I h a t e  t h e  b r a v e  new w o r l d  o f  

c i t i e s  s u r r o u n d e d  b y  m a l l s ,  I m ig h t  a s  w e l l  l o v e  t h e  b r a v e  o l d  

w o r l d  o f  v i l l a g e s  s u r r o u n d e d  b y  w i l d e r n e s s .  I ' l l  r u n  t h e  b u f f a l o  

w h i l e  my p o n y ' s  w in d  h o l d s  o u t .  Do yo u  know how r e t r o g r a d e  we 

a r e ,  c u l t u r e - w i s e ?  W alk i n t o  a n y  b o o k s t o r e ,  a s k  t o  s e e  t h e i r  

s e l e c t i o n  on h u n t i n g ,  and s e e  w h a t h a p p e n s .

W e 'r e  w h a t ' s  known a s  a n i c h e  m a r k e t .  A n i c h e  i s  a  r e c e s s  i n  

a  w a l l ,  a s  f o r  h o l d i n g  a s t a t u e .  W e 'r e  i n  t h e r e  l o o k i n g  o u t  w h i l e  

t h e  cro w d  r u s h e s  b y  t o  t h e  m a l l .  B u t w e ' r e  n o t  c a s t  i n  m a r b l e ,  

n o t  q u i t e  y e t .

When I was a y o u n g  man, I knew t h a t  I had b e e n  b o r n  a l i t t l e  

t o o  l a t e .  My f a t h e r  and g r a n d f a t h e r  g o t  t h e  b e s t  o f  b o t h  n a t u r e  

and t e c h n o l o g y .  T h e y  c o u l d  hop i n t o  a M odel A F o r d ,  o r  i n  

G r a n d p a 's  c a s e  a C a d i l l a c  h e a t e d  b y  l i f t i n g  a f l a p  i n  t h e  

f i r e w a l l .  [ ]  T h e y  c o u l d  d r i v e  t o  M in n e s o t a ,  row  i n t o  Woman L a k e  

i n  a l a p s t r a k e  b o a t ,  l o w e r  a m innow, and c a t c h  a s  many w a l l e y e s  

a s  t h e y  c a r e d  t o  e a t .  Or t h e y  c o u l d  d r i v e  t h e  F o rd  []  o v e r  

Bozeman p a s s  i n  t h e  mud, h o p p in g  o u t  when t h e y  n e e d e d  a g r o u s e  

f o r  d i n n e r .  T h e y  c o u l d  v i s i t  t h e  F i r e h o l e  R i v e r ,  t i e  a  s i z e  16



Q u i l l  G ord on  on a  4X g u t  l e a d e r ,  and show a f o u r - p o u n d  brow n 

t r o u t  h i s  f i r s t  d r y  f l y .

I t  c o u l d  n o t  l a s t .  The t i p  o f  t e c h n o l o g y  i s  f o l l o w e d  b y  a 

w i d e ,  w e d g in g  b a s e ,  and we n e e d  a l o t  o f  r u l e s  t h e s e  d a y s  t o  s a v e  

a l i t t l e  o f  n a t u r e .  F e n c e d  f i e l d s  m ust hem h e r  i n ,  and s h o r t  

l i t t l e  r i v e r s  w i t h  p e o p l e  d o i n g  p o l i t e  t h i n g s .  We n e e d  r u l e s ,  

mind y o u .  We m u s t n ' t  j u s t  ru n  a ro u n d  w i t h  o u r  a t l a t l s  t h r o w i n g  

s p e a r s  a t  m a s t o d o n s ,  []  n o t  a n y m o re .  Damn i t .

On t h e  o t h e r  h a n d , p a s s i o n  i s  b o u n d l e s s ,  b y  d e f i n i t i o n ,  and 

s h e ' s  p r e t t y  a s  e v e r ,  w h e re  yo u  f i n d  h e r .  N a t u r e  d o e s  n o t  g e t  

o l d ,  l i k e  a human. She i s  y o u n g ,  e v e r  y o u n g ,  and t h e n  d e a d .  You 

d o n ' t  m ourn. You w a n t t o  so m eb o d y, b u t  t h e  p o o r  g u y  d r i v i n g

t h e  b u l l d o z e r  i s  j u s t  m ak in g  a l i v i n g .  I t ' s  t h e  o n l y  w ay he 

k n o w s .

I ’ m l u c k y ,  t h e n .  I ' v e  g o t  a b o t t l e  o f  1889 P o r t  t h a t  a 

f r i e n d  g a v e  me t o  b a p t i z e  a b o o k  I w r o t e .  Wine and b o o k  a r e  b o t h  

a b o u t  n a t u r e .  The P o r t  t a s t e s  b e t t e r  now t h a n  i t  w o u ld  h a v e  a 

h u n d re d  y e a r s  a g o ,  e v e n  i f  I ' d  b e e n  t h e r e .  Wine i s  n o t  s o m e t h i n g  

t h a t  I know much a b o u t ,  o r  i n t e n d  t o  l e a r n ,  and anyhow  P o r t  d o e s  

n o t  t a s t e  l i k e  b l a c k b e r r i e s  o r  h a z e l n u t s  o r  a n y t h i n g  s o  s i m p l e .

I t  t a s t e s  l i k e  t h e  end o f  t h e  l a s t  c e n t u r y .  W e 'v e  made i t  t o  t h e  

n e x t , a n y h o w .

Tom orrow Pup and I w i l l  s t a r t  up a c r e e k - b o t t o m  w h e r e  t h e  

b l u e  g r o u s e  may s t i l l  b e ,  b u t  p r o b a b l y  a r e  n o t ,  and f o l l o w  t h e i r  

l i f e - c y c l e  a  t h o u s a n d  f e e t  up t o  a r i d g e  o f  v e r y  o l d  f i r s ,  and 

s h o o t  a  b i r d  f o r  d i n n e r  i f  I c a n ,  and i f  n o t  w a t c h  o n e  f l y  a l l



t h e  w ay t o  t h e  b o t t o m .  We w i l l  r e t u r n  home, Pup and I and 

p o s s i b l y  b i r d ,  w i t h  s e v e r a l  s o r e  l e g s  and a l l  p a s s i o n  s p e n t !  []  

We w i l l  h a v e  b u r n e d  i t  t o  g o o d  p u r p o s e  on o n e  m ore d a y  and on e  

l a s t  c e n t u r y .

P a s s i o n  -  l o g s  on t h e  f i r e .  T h e r e  a r e  more f l a m e s  a s  l o n g  a s  

t h e r e  a r e  m ore l o g s .
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SPACE AND TIME

I t  i s  b i g g e s t  s p a c e  we h a v e .

Nobody w a n ts  i t  b u t  a  man,

a  5 0 0 - y e a r - o l d  d o g ,  and

t h e  o r i g i n a l  game b i r d .

T h i s  k i n d  o f  h u n t i n g  i s  an a c t  o f  c r e a t i o n .  We d r i v e  t o  t h e  

s t u b b l e  f i e l d s  when t h e  e a s t  i s  r e d  and sh ad o w s s t i l l  g i v e  t h e  

l a n d  t e x t u r e ,  b u t  b y  t h e  t i m e  we h a v e  c h e c k e d  a t  t h e  fa r m h o u s e  

and b o u n c e d  o u r  t r u c k  down a d i r t  t r a c k ,  t h e  l i g h t  i s  c o m in g  fro m  

e v e r y w h e r e .  The s k y  h a s  no c l o u d s  t o  h o l d  i t  t o g e t h e r  and i t  

s t r e t c h e s  s o  h i g h  t h a t  i t  m akes yo u  d i z z y  when yo u  l o o k  u p .

Y e l l o w  f i e l d s  a r e  b a r e  t o o .  A t  t h e i r  f a r  e d g e  i s  a  g r a y  l i n e  o f  

s a g e b r u s h  h i l l s ,  and b e y o n d  t h o s e  a r e  m o u n t a in s  w i t h  a l i t t l e  

e a r l y  sn ow . T h e y  a r e  d i s t a n t  b u t  s h a r p - e d g e d ,  l i k e  t h e  c a r d b o a r d  

b a c k g r o u n d  o f  a s t a g e  s e t t i n g .  You l i k e  a l l  o f  t h i s  o r  n on e  o f  

i t .  I t  m akes yo u  w a n t  t o  l e a v e ,  i f  yo u  n e e d  t h i n g s  t o  c l u t c h .  I t  

f i l l s  y o u r  l u n g s ,  i f  yo u  l i k e  y o u r  g e o m e t r y  and y o u r  a i r

u n c l u t t e r e d .  E i t h e r  w ay i t  w a n ts  l i f e .
L e t  u s  p o p u l a t e  t h i s  s p a c e .

L a s t  n i g h t  we s t e p p e d  o u t  o f  t h e  m o t e l  t o  g u e s s  a t  t h e  

w e a t h e r .  We w is h e d  f o r  b i r d s  a s  a b u n d a n t  a s  t h e  s t a r s  b e c a u s e  

t h e r e  w e r e  m ore o f  t h o s e  t h a n  we had s e e n  f o r  a w h i l e .  H a v in g
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w i s h e d ,  we s h i v e r e d  a l i t t l e ,  and n o t  from  t h e  w in d .  The s t a r s  

h i d  i n  t h e  b l a c k  a ro u n d  th em . We knew t h a t  we had  w o rk  t o  do 

b e f o r e  o u r  s h i v e r s  t u r n e d  t o  s w e a t .

We w i l l  n o t  name o u r  c r e a t i o n  t i l l  we h a v e  made i t  a  p e r f e c t  

game b i r d .  We w i l l  make i t  f a s t - g r o w i n g  s o  t h a t  t h e  s e a s o n  c a n  

b e g i n  w i t h  t h e  f i r s t  w eek  o f  S e p t e m b e r .  We w i l l  make t h e  b i r d  

f e r t i l e  e n o u g h  t o  r a i s e  f a m i l i e s  o f  tw o d o z e n  i n  t h e  s p a c e  p e o p l e  

do n o t  w a n t  and n a t i v e  b i r d s  c a n n o t  e x p l o i t .  The new b i r d  m u st 

p r o s p e r  on o v e r g r a z e d  g r a s s l a n d s  w i t h  t h e  a n t e l o p e ,  b a c k  u n d e r  

p o n d e r o s a  p i n e s  w i t h  t h e  d e e r ,  and i n  t a l l  s a g e  w i t h  t h e  

r a b b i t s .  L e t ' s  p u t  c o v e y s  a ro u n d  t h e  l o n e l y  fa r m h o u s e s  and b e h i n d  

t h e  r e t i r e m e n t  home a t  t h e  e d g e  o f  to w n . A b o ve  a l l ,  t h o u g h ,  l e t  

u s  d e s i g n  a b i r d  t h a t  w i l l  t h r i v e  i n  t h e  g r a i n  s t u b b l e  t h a t  

s t r e t c h e s  fro m  n o r t h e r n  New Y o r k  t o  t h e  C a s c a d e s ,  fro m  s o u t h e r n  

Iow a t o  f a r  n o r t h  o f  t h e  b o r d e r .  We grow  a l o t  o f  g r a i n  i n  N o r t h  

A m e r i c a ,  and o t h e r  game b i r d s  u s e  o n l y  t h e  m a r g i n s .

A b i r d  a b l e  t o  t h r i v e  i n  s o  many h a b i t a t s  w o u ld  becom e o n e  

o f  t h e  m o st a b u n d a n t  on t h e  c o n t i n e n t .  We had b e t t e r  g i v e  i t  a 

s m e l l  t h a t  a d o g  c a n  c a t c h  from  a f a r ,  s o  t h a t  he c a n  r a n g e  w i d e ;  

b u t  l e t ' s  b r i n g  o u t  h i s  b e s t  w o rk  b y  m ak in g  t h e  new b i r d  a s  f a s t  

on i t s  f e e t  a s  a p h e a s a n t  and a s  q u i c k  t o  f l u s h  a s  a r u f f e d  

g r o u s e .  Then l e t ' s  b e  s u r e  t h a t  e a c h  b i r d  i s  b i g  e n o u g h  t o  f e e d  a 

h u n t e r .

The h a r d e s t  t h i n g  i s  t o  s u r r o u n d  a new b i r d  w i t h  t r a d i t i o n .  

L e t  u s ,  t h e r e f o r e ,  c a l l  o u r  b i r d  p a r t r i d g e . And l e t  u s  now 

c o n f e s s  t h a t  o u r  a n c e s t o r s  w e r e  u s i n g  t h a t  name b a c k  i n  t h e  

f o u r t e e n t h  c e n t u r y :  t h e  b i r d  we w a n t t u r n s  o u t  t o  h a v e  b e e n  

i n v e n t e d  some t i m e  b e f o r e  we g o t  a ro u n d  t o  i t .  The f i r s t  p o i n t i n g

3



d o g s  w e r e  d e v e l o p e d  t o  h u n t  t h e  p a r t r i d g e  —  same b i r d  I h u n t  i n  

M ontana t o d a y  and i t s  c l o s e  r e l a t i v e s .  T h i s  was b e f o r e  E n g l i s h  

p o i n t e r s  o r  L l e w e l l i n  s e t t e r s ,  b e f o r e  o u r  a n c e s t o r s  l e a r n e d  t o  

k n o c k  g r o u s e  fro m  l i m b s  w i t h  r o c k s ,  b e f o r e  t h e  f i r s t  c o v e y  o f  

b o b w h i t e s  w as g r o u n d - s l u i c e d  b y  a p i l g r i m ' s  m u s k e t .

I t  i s  an odd q u i r k  o f  h i s t o r y  t h a t  t o d a y  m o st A m e r ic a n s  

t h i n k  o f  t h e  p a r t r i d g e  a s  a d e c o r a t i o n  f o r  a p e a r  t r e e f^  T h i s  b i r d  

i s  a s  t h r o u g h l y  n a t u r a l i z e d  a s  t h e  p h e a s a n t  and t h e  brow n t r o u t .  

Our c o n t i n e n t  h a s  had more g e n e r a t i o n s  o f  p a r t r i d g e s  t h a n  o f  

S m it h s  and K e n n e d y s .  We a r e  t h e  p a r t r i d g e  c a p i t a l  o f  t h e  w o r l d . ' 

N obody knows i t .

, L a n d o w n e rs  p r i z e  p h e a s a n t s  b u t  d i s m i s s  p a r t r i d g e s  a s  

" q u a i l , "  " l i t t l e  c h i c k e n s , "  o r  " r e d b i r d s . "  (The r e d - b r o w n  com es 

fro m  t h e  b a c k  f e a t h e r s  u s e d  f o r  t r o u t  f l i e s . )  The o l d - t i m e r s  I 

g r e w  up w i t h  t a l k e d  o f  " H u n g a r ia n  p a r t r i d g e s , "  b e c a u s e  H u n g a ry  i s  

one o f  t h e  p l a c e s  fro m  w h ic h  t h e  b i r d s  w e r e  i m p o r t e d  a l o n g  t i m e  

a g o .  H u n te r s  o f t e n  c a l l  them  " h u n s , "  a s  i n  A t t i l a  t h e  Hun.

P e r h a p s  we l i k e  f e r o c i o u s  q u a r r y .  You w i l l  a l s o  h e a r  o f  t h e  

E n g l i s h ,  E u r o p e a n ,  and Bohem ian p a r t r i d g e :  same b i r d .  I t  h a s  an 

i d e n t i t y  p r o b le m .  O n ly  t r o u t  f i s h e r m e n  c o n s i s t e n t l y  s a y  j u s t  

" p a r t r i d g e " ;  c e n t u r i e s  o f  f l y  p a t t e r n s  e n f o r c e  c o n t i n u i t y .  

S c i e n t i s t s  c a l l  t h e  b i r d  P e r d i x  p e r d i x  - -  P a r t r i d g e  p a r t r i d g e  - -  

t h e  t y p e  fo r m , m ost p a r t r i d g e y  o f  p a r t r i d g e s .  H u n tin g  r e g u l a t i o n s  

s p e c i f y  " g r a y  p a r t r i d g e s "  t o  d i s t i n g u i s h  them  fro m  c h u k a r s ,  w h ic h  

a r e  a l s o  t r u e  p a r t r i d g e s .  From now on I w i l l  u s e  s e v e r a l  o f  t h e s e  

names i n t e r c h a n g e a b l y  i n  o r d e r  t o  k e e p  t h e  c o m p e t i t i o n  c o n f u s e d .  

I t  i s  n i c e  t o  h u n t  w h e r e  t h e r e  a r e  many b i r d s  and fe w  p e o p l e  

c a r r y i n g  s h o t g u n s .
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I h a v e ,  n e v e r t h e l e s s ,  a c q u i r e d  a s t a k e  i n  t h e  g r e a t  

t r a d i t i o n .  I t  h a p p e n ed  when a f r i e n d  g a v e  me a b o o k  w i t h  t h e  

f i r s t  known d r a w i n g  o f  a  p o i n t i n g  d o g .  The p i c t u r e  was b y  an 

a r t i s t  who d i e d  f o r t y - s i x  y e a r s  b e f o r e  Colum bus d i s c o v e r e d  

A m e r i c a .  You m ig h t  g u e s s  t h a t  a  f i f t e e n t h - c e n t u r y  p a r t r i d g e  d o g  

w o u ld  b e  a p r i m i t i v e  d r o o l e r ,  p e r h a p s  a b lo o d h o u n d  t y p e .  N ot t h i s  

o n e .  I t  had  a w id e  s k u l l ,  s h o r t  m u z z l e ,  t i g h t  j o w l s ,  h i g h  e a r s ,  

f i n e  b o n e s ,  and a l e r t  e y e s  u n d e r  d e e p  b ro w . I r e a d  f u r t h e r  i n  t h e  

b o o k ,  t u r n e d  b a c k ,  s t a r e d  a t  t h e  p i c t u r e  a g a i n .  Then I l o o k e d  a t  

t h e  pup who w as p i l i n g  h u n t i n g  b o o t s  b e n e a t h  my d e s k ,  t r y i n g  t o  

g i v e  me a  h i n t .  Y o p iig  H u c k l e b e r r y  i s  t h e  o r i g i n a l  p a r t r i d g e  

d o g  r e i n c a r n a t e d ,  o r  anyhow i t s  b r o t h e r .  E g y p t i a n  p h a r o a h s  h a v e  

r e i n c a r n a t e d  t h e m s e l v e s  a s  m o v ie  s t a r s  on l e s s  e v i d e n c e .  I u s e d  

t o  t h i n k  t h a t  Huck was one  o f  t h o s e  German s h o r t h a i r e d  p o i n t e r s ,  

c u t e  b u t  m od ern . P a r t r i d g e s  t o o  seem ed new, e x o t i c ,  s c a r c e .  When 

t h e  pup and I h i k e  o u t  on f r o s t y  s t u b b l e  now, I am g r a t e f u l  t h a t  

a d o g  w o u ld  t r a v e l  f i v e  c e n t u r i e s  t o  h e l p  me f i n d  t h e  b i r d s  he 

w as b r e d  f o r .

I t  i s  t r u e  t h a t  H u c k l e b e r r y  m i s p l a c e d  a memory o r  tw o  d u r i n g  

h i s  f l i g h t  t h r o u g h  t i m e .  On o p e n in g  d a y ,  he had n o t  h u n t e d  

p a r t r i d g e s  f o r  a  fe w  h u n d re d  y e a r s  and was e x p e c t i n g  - -  who 

kn ow s? - -  m aybe m a l l a r d s  o r  m e a d o w la rk s  o r  m oose o r  some s u c h  

f a m i l i a r  b i r d .  W h a te v e r  he  s o u g h t ,  he d i d  i t  a t  s u b s o n i c  s p e e d  

and b e f o r e  l o n g ,  b y  p r o c e s s  o f  e l i m i n a t i o n ,  he bumped a c o v e y  o f  

h u n s .  Huck l i k e s  dram a and t h i s  was a d r a m a t i c  bump. Im a g in e  

y o u r s e l f  a s  o n e  o f  a s c o r e  o f  b i r d s  s n e a k i n g  t h r o u g h  s h o r t ,  

b l e a c h e d  g r a s s ,  c o n g r a t u l a t i n g  y o u r s e l v e s  on e l u d i n g  a h u n t e r .
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O v e r  t h e  h o r i z o n  com es a c r u i s e  m i s s i l e .  I t  r e a c h e s  t h e  m i d d le  o f  

y o u r  b an d  and e x p l o d e s .  Y o u r  b u d d i e s  f l y .  You f l y .  You do n o t  a l l  

f l y  o f f  i n  t h e  same d i r e c t i o n ,  a s  yo u  w o u ld  p r e f e r .  I t  i s  e v e r y  

p a r t r i d g e  f o r  h i m s e l f .

I h a v e  a d i f f e r e n t  v i e w  o f  t h e  p r o c e s s .  Huck d o e s  n o t  

a c t u a l l y  e x p l o d e ;  he  j u s t  c a t c h e s  s c e n t  i n  t h e  m i d d le  o f  a  b o u n d , 

t r i e s  t o  s t o p  i n  m i d - a i r ,  and t u r n s  a s o m e r s a u l t  i n t o  t h e  b i r d s .

No w o n d e r  t h e y  f l y  i n  a l l  d i r e c t i o n s .  One o f  them  s w in g s  my w ay 

and f a l l s  a t  t h e  s h o t .  Huck p o u n c e s  on i t  and b r i n g s  i t  t o  me.

The n e x t  f l u s h  i s  a l s o  i n f o r m a l .  We f o l l o w  some o f  t h e  

b i r d s  fro m  t h e  c o v e y  and f i n d  h a l f  a d o z e n  b u n c h e d  w h e r e  w i l d  o a t s  

t h i c k e n  t h e  e d g e  o f  t h e  s t u b b l e .  H u c k l e b e r r y  a g a i n  o v e r r u n s  t h e  

h u n s ,  and a g a i n  on e  s w in g s  c l o s e  en ou gh  t o  s h o o t .  The pup i s  

r i g h t  u n d e r  t h e  f a l l i n g  b i r d ,  h a v i n g  d i s c o v e r e d  s o m e t h i n g  t h a t  

t a s t e s  b e t t e r  t h a n  b o o t s .  T h e r e  a r e  r e a d e r s  who w i l l  r e c k o n  t h a t  

I h a v e  r u i n e d  my pup b y  s h o o t i n g  b e f o r e  he p o i n t s .  The s m e l l  o f  

p a r t r i d g e ,  h o w e v e r ,  h a s  j o l t e d  t h e  t i m e  c a p s u l e  b e t w e e n  H u c k 's  

e a r s .  He m oves o f f  now a t  a d i f f e r e n t  p a c e  - -  s o r t  o f  a t a x i  

i n s t e a d  o f  a  t a k e - o f f  —  and h i s  n o s e  i s  e x t r a - h i g h .  The g o o d  

t h i n g  a b o u t  h a v i n g  l o t s  o f  b i r d s  a ro u n d  i s  t h a t  he f i n d s  w h a t  he 

w a n ts  b e f o r e  a n y t h i n g  d i s t r a c t s  h im . He a n g l e s  o f f  t o  g e t  t h e  

w in d  r i g h t ,  q u a r t e r s  s l o w l y  i n t o  i t ,  and p o i n t s .  I move i n  f a s t  

fro m  t h e  s i d e .  T h e s e  b i r d s  a r e  n o t  a s  e a s y  t o  h o l d  a s  p h e a s a n t s  

o r  b o b w h i t e s ,  b u t  s o m e tim e s  e v e n  g r a y  p a r t r i d g e s  w a i t  a l i t t l e  

t o o  l o n g .

Now t h a t  Huck h a s  t h e  i d e a ,  he  show s me how t o  p o p u l a t e  

s p a c e .  He p u t s  b i r d s  o u t  i n  t h e  s t u b b l e  and b i r d s  i n  t h e  d r a w s ,  

b u t  m o s t l y  he p u t s  b i r d s  n e a r  t h e  e d g e  b e t w e e n  t h e  tw o .  P e r h a p s
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i t  i s  j u s t  t h a t  I f e e l  c o m f o r t a b l e  w i t h  t h a t  b o r d e r  t o  h a n g  t o .  I 

d i d  n o t  s e e  t h e  d ra w s  from  my t r u c k  b u t  t h e y  a p p e a r  e v e r y  h a l f -  

m i l e  o r  s o ,  a l l  o f  a  s u d d e n ,  a s  i f  t h e  f i e l d s  had c r a c k e d  i n  t h e  

heati^  On t h e  s o u t h - f a c i n g  s l o p e s ,  y u c c a s  r a t t l e  o u t  t h e i r  s e e d s  

yrtien I b r u s h  th em . In  t h e  b o tt o m s  t h e r e  a r e  s e e p s  o f  w a t e r  t h a t  

h a v e  l e a k e d  down fro m  t h e  m o u n ta in s  i n  t h e  d i s t a n c e .  A ro u n d  t h e  

p o o l s  and on t h e  n o r t h  s l o p e s  a r e  s n o w b e r r y  b u s h e s ,  b o x  e l d e r s  

w i t h  o l d  m a g p ie  n e s t s ,  e v e n  w i l l o w s . We t r a v e l  fro m  S o n o r a  t o  t h e  

a r c t i c  e v e r y  t i m e  we c r o s s  a d ra w .

E v e n t u a l l y  we r e a c h  t h e  h i l l s ,  t o o ,  and t h e  pup d i s a p p e a r s  

o v e r  t h e  t o p  o f  o n e .  I d o n ' t  w a n t t o  c l i m b  i t .  I w h i s t l e ,  

g r u m b le ,  h i k e  p a r t  w a y ,  b lo w  my w h i s t l e  a g a i n ,  s c r e e c h  H u c k 's  

name. He d o e s  n o t  a p p e a r .  I k e e p  c l i m b i n g .  When I c r e s t  t h e  r i s e ,  

Huck i s  r i g h t  t h e r e ,  p o i n t i n g  a c o v e y . — I t —i s  dr'SffiSr^frxr a s t a r k  

s t a g e .  F l o o d l i g h t i n g  i s  b y  S e p te m b e r  s u n .  My c o n t r i b u t i o n  h a s  

b e e n  t h e  c o m ic  r e l i e f .

I s h o u l d  n o t  h a v e  b e e n  s u r p r i s e d .  B a ck  i n  t h e  1 4 0 0 s ,  d u r i n g  

H u c k 's  e a r l i e r  i n c a r n a t i o n ,  he l e a r n e d  s o m e t h in g  a b o u t  

s t a u n c h n e s s  on p o i n t .  He w o u ld  h o l d  p a r t r i d g e s  t h e n  w h i l e  tw o 

f o w l e r s  u n f u r l e d  a l o n g  n e t ,  s p r e a d  o u t ,  and d r o p p e d  t h e  m esh e s  

o v e r  b o t h  d o g  and c o v e y .  I hope  t h e y  g o t  more b i r d s  t h a n  I h i t  

a f t e r  p u f f i n g  up t h e  h i l l .

By t h e  end  o f  t h e  m o r n in g ,  t h o u g h ,  Huck, h a s  hcfc| a c h a n c e  t o  

p i c k  up a s  many b i r d s  a s  t h e  la w  a l l o w s .  S a m R a ifa n  i s  b a c k  a t  t h e  

t r u c k  b e f o r e  me, b u t  t h e n  Sam s h o o t s  d o u b l e s .  I am h a p p y  t o  g e t  

on e  a t  a t i m e .  L i m i t  b a g s  a r e  n o t  w h a t  a n y  h u n t i n g  i s  a b o u t  —  

much l e s s  p a r t r i d g e  h u n t i n g .  I m e n t io n  t h e  number b e c a u s e  a 

b i o l o g i s t ' s  s u r v e y  r e p o r t s  t h a t  h u n t e r s  s e ld o m  g e t  m ore t h a n
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t h r e e  p e r c e n t  o f  t h e  p a r t r i d g e  p o p u l a t i o n * ,  My e i g h t  w e r e  r o u g h l y  

t h r e e  p e r c e n t  o f  t h e  b i r d s  I s a w . I d o n ' t  rem em ber f l u s h i n g  t h a t  

many u p la n d  b i r d s  i n  on e  m o rn in g  b e f o r e ,  a n y w h e r e .

Do n o t  e x p e c t  t o  g e t  c l o s e  t o  s o  many p a r t r i d g e s  o f t e n .  

D e n n is  K a v a n a g h ,  who g u i d e s  b i r d  h u n t e r s ,  r e p o r t s  t h a t  many o f  

them  a r r i v e  fro m  t h e  c i t i e s  c o n v i n c e d  t h a t  t h e y  h a v e  t h e  w o r l d ' s  

b e s t  d o g s .  W ith  t h i s  a s  a g i v e n ,  i t  b ecom es a p p a r e n t  t h a t  huns 

a r e  d e f e c t i v e .  A l t e r n a t i v e l y ,  d o g s  t r a i n e d  on b o b w h i t e s  n e e d  

a t t i t u d e  a d j u s t m e n t .  The tw o b i r d s  form  c o v e y s  and l o o k  much 

a l i k e ,  b u t  t h e y  a r e  n o t .  The g r a y  p a r t r i d g e  i s  a b o u t  t w i c e  a s  

h e a v y .  I t  i s  a l s o  t o u g h e r ,  h a r d i e r ,  f a s t e r - r u n n i n g ,  w i d e r -  

f l u s h i n g ,  and s t r o n g e r  i n  f l i g h t .  When y o u r  f i r s t  c o v e y  g e t s  u p ,  

y o u  may w o n d e r  i f  y o u  w i l l  e v e r  h i t  s u c h  a b i r d .  The p a r t r i d g e  

d o e s ,  h o w e v e r ,  g i v e  yo u  one a d v a n t a g e :  op en  s h o t s .  T h e r e  a r e n ' t  

many t r e e s  o u t  t h e r e .  Huns f e e l  g o o d  r u n n in g  a ro u n d  a l l  d a y  i n  

s t r a w  t h e y  c a n  s e e  o v e r .  T h e y  s e e  y o u ;  yo u  do n o t  s e e  them  —  n o t  

e v e n  i n  a f i e l d  w h e r e ,  w i t h  t h e  r i g h t  v a r m i n t  r i f l e ,  y o u  c o u l d  

s h o o t  a g r a s s h o p p e r  i n  t h e  n e x t  c o u n t y .

A l l  t h i n g s  r u n  i n  c y c l e s  and t h e  P a r t r i d g e  p a r t r i d g e  i s  

m o v in g  u p .  A t  l e a s t ,  I 'm  r u n n in g  i n t o  more h u n t e r s  who r a n k  t h i s  

s p o r t  a t  t h e  v e r y  t o p .  The d o g s  o u t  i n  f r o n t  o f  them  a r e  

h o t b l o o d s ,  b e t t e r  b r e d  t h a n  a n y  human. B o th  men and d o g s  a r e  

l i k e l y  t o  b e  e x i l e s  fro m  some b i g  to w n ,  b u t  i n  a  fe w  d a y s  t h e y  

l o o k  a s  i f  t h e y  b e l o n g  i n  s p a r e ,  s i l e n t  c o u n t r y .

I t  t a k e s  a  c e r t a i n  a t t i t u d e .  One newcom er s t e p p e d  fro m  t h e  

t r u c k  w i t h  a g r o u p  o f  f r i e n d s ,  a l l  o f  them  m a k in g  t h e  h a p p y  

n o i s e s  t h a t  h u n t e r s  e m i t  b e f o r e  t h e y  w a lk  o f f  t h e  f i r s t  t h o u s a n d  

c a l o r i e s .  The su n  was r i s i n g  r e d  o v e r  t h e  C r a z y  M o u n t a i n s .  M i l e s
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o f  c o v e r  s t r e t c h e d  i n  b e t w e e n ,  th o u g h  i t  d i d  n o t  c o v e r  much. 

Maybe n o t h i n g  b u t  a p a r t r i d g e  o r  a n t e l o p e  o r  j a c k  r a b b i t  w o u ld  

c o n s i d e r  i t  c o v e r  a t  a l l .

The new man q u i e t e d  down r i g h t  a w a y .  " S s s h h , "  he s a i d .  

" L i s t e n .  I s n ' t  t h a t  g r e a t ? "

E v e r y b o d y  l i s t e n e d .  Nobody e l s e  c o u l d  h e a r  a n y t h i n g .

4 $ !  c a n ' t  e i t h e r , "  s a i d  t h e  new com er. " N o th in g . iC S
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D a tu s  P r o p e r  
1085 H a m il to n  Road 
B e l g r a d e ,  MT 5 9 7 1 4  

(406) 3 8 8 -3 3 4 5

FOREWORD

( t o  O r t e g a  y  G a s s e t )

A p h i l o s o p h e r  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  s u p e r f l u o u s ,  when I w as 

g r o w i n g  u p .  A n c e s t o r s  l i v i n g  and d e a d  had a l r e a d y  i n f o r m e d  me 

t h a t  w i l d  was b e s t  and t h a t  h u n t i n g  was t h e  w ay t o  go  w i l d .  

N a t u r e ,  m e a n w h i le ,  had f i l l e d  t h e  w oods w i t h  g o o d  t h i n g s .  A c h i l d  

d i d  n o t  n e e d  t o  u n d e r s t a n d  w h a t  was h a p p e n in g  —  n o t  u n l e s s  i t  

h i t  b e lo w  t h e  b e l t .

When i t  h i t  f i r s t ,  I was e l e v e n  y e a r s  o l d  and Mom w as w a k in g  

me e a r l y .  A f u r b e a r e r  w o r t h  t h r e e  d o l l a r s  was p o k i n g  a r o u n d  t h e  

b a r n ,  s h e  s a i d ,  s o  I r a n  b a r e f o o t  o n t o  f r o s t y  g r a s s ,  c a r r y i n g  

a  .22  r i f l e .  As I t r i e d  t o  a im , h o w e v e r ,  an  o u t r a g e o u s  t h i n g  

h a p p e n e d :  My k n e e s  b e g a n  t o  t r e m b l e  s o  v i o l e n t l y  t h a t  p a ja m a  

p a n t s  d r o p p e d  a r o u n d  s k i n n y  s h a n k s .  My s h o t  m i s s e d ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  

b u t  Mom d i d  n o t  l a u g h .  She r e c o g n i z e d  my e m o tio n ,  a s  

, t h lr f g  ^'^'-wha^ p h i l o s o p h e r  O r t e g a  y  G a s s e t  c a l J s  " m y s t i c a l

a g i t a t i o n ^ "  Dad c a l l e d  i t  b u c k  f e v e r .  I had  h e a r d  a b o u t  t h e  

^^-dieea^e b u t  d i d n ' t  know yo u  c o u l d  g e t  i t  fro m  a s k u n k .



F o re w o rd  t o  O r t e g a  y  G a s s e t P r o p e r

T h a t  w as n o t  many y e a r s  b a c k ,  a s  h i s t o r y  g o e s ,  b u t  t h e  w o r l d  

t o d a y  g r o a n s  u n d e r  t w i c e  a s  many p e o p l e ,  fe w  o f  whom know much 

a b o u t  s k u n k s  o r  m y s t i c a l  a g i t a t i o n .  U rban c h i l d r e n  a r e  r a i s e d  i n  

v i r t u a l  r e a l i t y ,  b e l i e v i n g  t h a t  a n im a ls  s p e a k  E n g l i s h .  T h o s e  

y o u n g  p e o p l e  a r e  h u n t e r s  s t i l l ,  a l l  o f  th em , b u t  t h e y  s h o o t  w i t h  

j o y s t i c k s  and d e v e l o p  w h a t  O r t e g a  c a l l s  " a  fu n n y  s n o b b e r y  t o w a r d  

a n y t h i n g  w i l d ,  man o r  a n i m a l . "

We n e e d  g u i d a n c e  i n  t h i s  " r a t h e r  s t u p i d  t i m e , "  and O r t e g a ' s  

e s s a y s  a r e  t h e  o b v i o u s  s o u r c e .  He i s  t h e  p h i l o s o p h e r  who h a s  

l o o k e d  m o st d e e p l y  i n t o  t h e  h u n t i n g  i n s t i n c t ,  o f  w h ic h  t h e  

f i s h i n g  i n s t i n c t  i s  p a r t .  F u r t h e r ,  he w r i t e s  w i t h  t h e  c l a r i t y  y o u  

w o u ld  e x p e c t  fro m  an h e i r  o f  S o c r a t e s  and P l a t o  ( b o t h  o f  whom 

h u n t e d ,  a s  he p o i n t s  o u t ) .

Mind y o u ,  p h i l o s o p h i c  s i m p l i c i t y  i s  n o t  w h a t  we a r e  

a c c u s t o m e d  t o  i n  t h i s  a g e  o f  h y p e .  Where we a r e  r e t i c e n t  and 

c o n v o l u t e d ,  O r t e g a  i s  d i r e c t  and e l e g a n t .  He l o o k s  t h r o u g h  o u r  

f o l i a g e  w i t h  f a l c o n  e y e s ,  and we s q u ir m .

An A m e r ic a n  r e a d e r  s h o u ld  b e  a w a r e ,  m o r e o v e r ,  t h a t  O r t e g a  i s  

n o t  i n  t h e  t r a d i t i o n  o f  T h o r e a u  and L e o p o ld  —  t h e  n a t u r a l  

p h i l o s o p h e r s  w i t h  whom I (an d  p e r h a p s  y o u )  g r e w  u p .

H en ry  D a v id  T h o r e a u  g a v e  up h u n t i n g  and f i s h i n g  t o  p u r s u e  

b i g g e r  g a rn et He w a n te d  a w i f e  t o o ,  b u t  g a v e  up m a r r i a g e ,  and r e a d  

t h e  w o r l d ' s  g r e a t  b o o k s  b u t  " t r a v e l l e d  a g o o d  d e a l  i n  C o n c o r d "  —  

on f o o t .  And y e t  t h e  a b s t e m i o u s  New E n g la n d e r  and t h e  

c o s m o p o l i t a n  S p a n i a r d  a g r e e d  on w h a t h u n t i n g  i s  a b o u t .  As y o u  

r e a d  O r t e g a ' s  e s s a y  on " V a c a t i o n s  from  t h e  Human C o n d i t i o n , "  k e e p
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F o re w o rd  t o  O r t e g a  y  G a s s e t P r o p e r

i n  mind t h i s  p a s s a g e  fro m  T h o r e a u 's  W a ld e n :

"A s I came home t h r o u g h  t h e  woods w i t h  my s t r i n g  o f  f i s h ,  

t r a i l i n g  my p o l e ,  i t  b e i n g  now q u i t e  d a r k ,  I c a u g h t  a  g l i m p s e  

o f  a  w o o d ch u c k  s t e a l i n g  a c r o s s  my p a t h ,  and f e l t  a s t r a n g e  

t h r i l l  o f  s a v a g e  d e l i g h t ,  and was s t r o n g l y  te m p te d  t o  s e i z e  

and d e v o u r  him ra w ; n o t  t h a t  I was h u n g r y  t h e n ,  e x c e p t  f o r  

t h a t  w i l d n e s s  w h ic h  he r e p r e s e n t e d .  Once o r  t w i c e ,  h o w e v e r ,  

w h i l e  I l i v e d  a t  t h e  p o n d , I fo u n d  m y s e l f  r a n g i n g  t h e  w oods 

l i k e  a  h a l f - s t a r v e d  h o u n d , w i t h  a s t r a n g e  a b a n d o n m e n t,  

s e e k i n g  some k i n d  o f  v e n i s o n  w h ic h  I m ig h t  d e v o u r ,  and no 

m o r s e l  c o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  t o o  s a v a g e  f o r  m e ."

A ld o  L e o p o ld  was t h e  c o n s e r v a t i o n i s t ,  n a t u r a l i s t ,  and 

e c o l o g i s t  who g a v e  u s  " t h e  l a n d  e t h i c . "  L e o p o ld  h u n t e d  "m e a t  fro m  

G o d ,"  and t h i s  i s  how he fo u n d  i t :

"T h e  d o g ,  when he a p p r o a c h e s  t h e  b r i a r s ,  l o o k s  a r o u n d  t o  

make s u r e  I am w i t h i n  g u n s h o t .  R e a s s u r e d ,  he  a d v a n c e s  . . .  w e t  

n o s e  s c r e e n i n g  a h u n d re d  s c e n t s  f o r  t h a t  on e  s c e n t ,  t h e  

p o t e n t i a l  p r e s e n c e  o f  w h ic h  g i v e s  l i f e  and m e a n in g  t o  t h e  

w h o le  l a n d s c a p e . "

O r t e g a  s t a n d s  i n  c o n t r a s t .  He i s  a s t u d e n t  o f  human n a t u r e ,  

n o t  M o th e r  N a t u r e ,  and o f  t h e  u n i v e r s a l ,  n o t  t h e  l o c a l .  H is  

l a n d s c a p e  i s  a  s t a g e  on w h ic h  h u n t e r s  p l a y  t h e  l e a d .  He d o e s  n o t
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l o o k  i n t o  t h e  d i s p e r s i o n  o f  s e e d s ,  l i k e  T h o r e a u ,  o r  g i v e  a n i m a ls  

a  h a b i t a t  l i k e  L e o p o l d ,  What we g e t  from  O r t e g a  i s  a  h u n t e r ' s  

e t h i c ,  w h ic h  g o v e r n s  r e l a t i o n s  b e t w e e n  tw o i n d i v i d u a l s  • human 

and p r e y  - -  and i s  o l d e r  t h a n  t h e  l a n d  e t h i c  b y  t h o u s a n d s  o f  

y e a r s .

What seem s r e m a r k a b le  i s  n o t  t h a t  O r t e g a ,  L e o p o l d ,  and 

T h o r e a u  came i n t o  t h e  l a n d s c a p e  from  s u c h  d i f f e r e n t  d i r e c t i o n s .  

T h e i r  s t a r t i n g  p o i n t s  w e r e  f i x e d  b y  t h e  c u l t u r e s  i n  w h ic h  t h e y  

g r e w  u p ,  and c u l t u r e s  c h a n g e .  What d o e s  n o t  c h a n g e  i s  n a t u r e  — ■ 

human n a t u r e  and M o th e r  N a t u r e .  We c a n  b e  s u r e  o f  t h i s  b e c a u s e ,  

when t h e  c l a s s i c a l  p h i l o s o p h e r  and t h e  tw o n a t u r a l  p h i l o s o p h e r s  

go  h u n t i n g ,  t h e y  f i n d  t h e m s e l v e s  on e x a c t l y  t h e  same t r a i l .  You 

and I c a n  t h e r e f o r e  f o l l o w  i t  i n  c o n f i d e n c e .

The m e a s u re  o f  a p h i l o s o p h e r ,  I s u p p o s e ,  i s  h i s  a b i l i t y  t o  

b e  r i g h t  o v e r  t i m e ,  and one  o f  l i f e ' s  c o i n c i d e n c e s  g a v e  me a 

c h a n c e  t o  m e a s u re  O r t e g a .  He had p u b l i s h e d  h i s  M e d i t a t i o n s  on 

H u n tin g  i n  L i s b o n  i n  19 4 2 .  My w ork  t o o k  me t h e r e  y e a r s  l a t e r .  One 

autum n w e e k e n d ,  a f t e r  b e a t i n g  a g o o d  d e a l  o f  P o r t u g u e s e  b r u s h ,  I 

p i c k e d  up t h e s e  e s s a y s  and fo u n d  a p r e s c i e n t  p a s s a g e :

" I n  a l l  r e v o l u t i o n s ,  t h e  f i r s t  t h i n g  t h a t  t h e  ' p e o p l e '  h a v e  

d o n e  w as t o  jump o v e r  t h e  f e n c e s  o f  p r e s e r v e s  o r  t o  t e a r  them  

dow n, and  i n  t h e  name o f  s o c i a l  j u s t i c e  p u r s u e  t h e  h a r e  and 

t h e  p a r t r i d g e .  And t h i s  a f t e r  t h e  r e v o l u t i o n a r y  n e w s p a p e r s ,  

i n  t h e i r  e d i t o r i a l s ,  had f o r  y e a r s  and y e a r s  b e e n  a b u s i n g  t h e  

a r i s t o c r a t s  f o r  b e i n g  s o  f r i v o l o u s  a s  t o  . . .  s p e n d  t h e i r  t i m e
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h u n t i n g . "

And t h a t  was e x a c t l y  w h a t  h a p p e n ed  i n  P o r t u g a l  a f t e r  t h e  

r e v o l u t i o n  o f  1 9 7 4 .  W h i le  Com m unist l e a d e r s  w e r e  s t i l l  t r y i n g  t o  

t e l l  t h e  w o r k e r s  w h a t  t h e i r  s t r u g g l e  was a b o u t ,  t h e y  s t u f f e d  

t h e m s e l v e s ,  f o u r  a t  a t i m e  p l u s  d o g s ,  i n t o  v e r y  s m a l l  c a r s .  T h e r e  

w e r e  t r a f f i c  jam s on t h e  w ay t o  t h e  f i e l d s  and l i n e s  o f  F i a t s  and 

C i t r o e n s  h e a d e d  b a c k  t o  L i s b o n  a f t e r  d a r k ,  b e a r i n g  h a r e s  and 

p a r t r i d g e s  and e x h a u s t e d  h u n t e r s . T h e y  w e r e  n o t  e x p e r i e n c e d  and 

n o t  y e t  g o v e r n e d  b y  a t i g h t  c o d e  o f  e t h i c s ,  b u t  t h e y  had  made a 

s t a r t  a t  w h a t  t h e y  had a l w a y s  d ream ed  o f  d o i n g .

I t  w as w h a t  O r t e g a  y  G a s s e t  had p r e d i c t e d  t h r e e  d e c a d e s  

e a r l i e r .  The o l d  r e g im e  m ig h t  h a v e  d i m i n i s h e d  r e v o l u t i o n a r y  

f e r v o r  i f  i t  had  l i s t e n e d  t o  t h e  p h i l o s o p h e r  when he e x p l a i n e d  

t h a t  h u n t i n g  i s  n o t  a  " r e a s o n e d  p u r s u i t . "  On t h e  c o n t r a r y ,  he 

w r o t e ,  i t  i s  " h o w e v e r  s t r a n g e l y ,  a d e e p  and p e r m a n e n t  y e a r n i n g  i n  

t h e  human c o n d i t i o n . "

And b e s i d e s ,  no o n e  who h u n t s  a l l  d a y  h a s  e n o u g h  e n e r g y  l e f t  

t o  s t a r t  a r e v o l u t i o n .
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