"The national forest is a kind of pantry for tomorrow, for your

youngsters when they grow up and inherit all this you've got startedes."

oSt o
In the lambing shed as Stanley and I met,{one witness: ¥k Varick. &

Your mother doesn't need to know about this, sonj one more item put

sorry to saye.
into that category,\af But Rob and Lucas already were more Barclays

than any sane man ought to have to contend against, without an Adair

salient tooe I hated for Varick to see me snesk. But I wanted him

the
there that night, to absorb whatever he could of*?words of the land

as Stanley and I knew them.

"My life maybe don't count up as much in years as some of yours,

tn Mis Ousoliames
but I been quite a number of places in it." No ome of us(could doubt

S 75’*3%‘3
that. Meixellwas—a numier=of-years younger tHETrmyself-or-Roby-bub-he

definitely had the look of a man with a lot of befores in his lifes

Ao,

A J."“
v“‘?

"Every ore of those places," Meiseex! went on, "I seen somepemmm pretty sad

behavior toward the country." I watched him twice as carefully as I had

been. There was none of me in these words, this was undiluted Stanley now.

"I used to ask people about that. What Was ~

e 2 td‘M

NW»—-’MM B
fgonna happen when the land wore out. And they always said that when

i

5

they'd used the country up, they'd just move onoe But I don't know 4\ n
anything you can just keep on using up and using up amd using up, ard
not run out of. And that's all the Forest Service is sayingwith this

Two Medicine National Forest. You can use it, but not use it up,"



The schoolroom was quiet. Stanley was finished with that part
‘ﬁ ot
of the task. But now the next.!'I want-eaﬁo be the ope to ask ite Yet
no one else was. 1 would have to, Stanley had to have the clance to
answer. Before I got my mouth to agree, though, I heard my intended
words coming out of Lucas:

"What about cattle? Do your grazing allotments take in the fact
that cattle eat grass too?"

"I guess I know what you got on your mind, Mr., Barclay. Its
initials are Double W, ain't they." Stanley paused to gather his best
for thiso. "I went and did some riding around in the mountains, taking
a look at the ground wherever the snow was off. Trying to figure out
foar myself just what the country up there can carry. How many sheep.

And how many cattle." There s one thing you've utterly got to do, my

last words to him in the shed those nights ago. Somehow yt prove you're

going to put a rein on Williamson as well as on the rest of us. If you're

S ¢(,i:_»,.l.q -L,':; & 0A &’p,-\

going to have peop eVaccept the notion of this national forest, prove
’\

to them it's not just going to be another honeypot for the Williamsons

Bl NG
of the world, Prove it to me, for# that matter. And Stanley mim—criféing

i, gt
away T'egm the lantern light, sayings only Been a interesting evening.
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\And to the watching boy not mu much hlgher than our waists:
U

TP e

Good night, Angus, and ey thanks. | My pleasure one more tlme, Vamck.

Now I waited with the rest, waited for proof.

"Arithmetic has never been my long suit," Stanley was saying

savvy »
unpromisingly. "Bubt I do\w that old formula, which 1 guess all of

you know better than I do, that you can run five sheep on the same ground

it takes for one cow. Now, each of you in this room has got
a band of a thousand sheep, by yourself or in partner with somebody"--here
a Stanley glance along the line from me to Rob to Lucas--"or whatever.

So, the fairest thing I can think of to do is what I went ahead and did--
O & "
4 N
tell Williamson I'm allotting him Ythe equal of a band of sheep. Two

hundred cows,"

A massive thinking silence filled the schoolroom,

(o o ¥V g g B

Stanley spoke again: "If it'll help yoh“i‘ﬁi‘ithnetic along any, I

figure he's been running a couple of thousand cows up thefe the last summer

or so, Fact is, I came across some bald places around springs and salt

]

licks where it looks like he's been running a couple million, Merrewessup.

aach pMacas od.uAfo(M\c.,a
Came across W(, ves, with my hii-p‘. It would take a man weeks to ride

an inspection of those mountains, and Stanley sy had only days; I'd

cited him chapter ard verse, to see for himself the overuse and

erosion from Williamson cramming the lard with Double W cattle. "Manure

TSN —



M

shins, and the grass worn away just as deep," as Stanley was saying it now.

"T asked our
rierd Williamson about behavior like that. He told me any overgrazing

up there was done by you sheep guys. I kind of hated to have to point

out to him I do know the difference between cowflops anl sheepberries

when I see them on the ground." ‘-7
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atanhly

Ninian nomcredulous--it was worth being here today just for

7 3
\%ﬁ) instructed
thate :\' T hearing you right, that you've alreadmilliamson
you're cutting him to just two hundred head of cattle in those mountains 7"

"Yeah," Stailey )ag(ke(ﬁut the window toward the mountains, as if

for verification.

"And then--?" demanded Ninian.,

"Some other stuff got said, is alle Mostly by him." Stanley still
studied the mountains. "As long as I'm the ranger here, though, he ain't
gonna get treated any different than the rest of you."

Now Stanley Meixell looked out among us.

"None of us needs any more trouble than we already got," the man

at my desk with a face older than himself offered. "For my part, I

can always be worked with,

qi you just keep one thing in mind., It's something they"--the jerk of

: W wa&*uﬁmx e
his head eastward, to the invisible churck of the Forest Service e

"claim President Roosevelt himself goes around saying. 'I hate a man

who skins the lamd ,'"

Stan
Deep silence againe. Unﬁfl%geﬁ‘ii/ cleared his throat and said:

"Just so we all know where we're coming out at here, can I get a show

oSy S e s o s bt s R A e bz v I o
e harids on how mony of you go along With ‘the ided 6T grarify

do
allotments the way I intend to them?"



To be pioneers in filling such emptiness. At least we can tbe our own

men there, the Rob of then to the me of then,

The North Fork there, that's sinfully fine country, the Lucas of then.

N
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I raised my hande

No other went up.

Indecision was epidemic in the roome. Stanley had said much sense.
But the habit of unrestricted summer grass, the gateless mountains, the
way life had been for the twenty years most of these men had put into
their homesteads, those said much too. Skepticism and anger and maybe
worse weren't gone yet; I could feel Rob's stiff look against the side
of my head. My hand stayed lonely in the air, and was getting more so.

Then, from the other side of Rob:

"Will a slightly used arm do?"

Lucas's right sleeve, the stub barely showing out its top, slowly
rose into the air.

The next assent that went up was that of Ninian Duff, Then Donald

climbed.

Erskine's hand vaguely\w-( Archie Findlater's followed, and George

Frew's, and Allan Frew's., Until at last Rob's was the only hand not wo.



R obe
The expression on‘l!}l(was the trapped one of a man being voted

into exile.

.1 folt some sorrow for him. The horizon called Montana was narrower

for Rob after today.

4 But you never wanted to be too quick to count Robert Burns

Barclay oute. As if by volition of all the other assents there in the

began to rise _
air, Rob's hand at last gradu;flm'\:oo. For better or for worse, " ?

o bt all of W
in trepidation and on something ﬁess than faith, ‘Scotch Heaven had

taken the Two Medicine National Forest for a neighbore




was% a one of us who stepped out of that South Fork schoolroom into

the spring air of Montana ard put a glance to the mountains of the new

Two ledicine National Forest who didn't think he was looking at g

a principal changee B)/vfs

/
(those of us that day weren't even seeing the first wink of what was

cominge In the next few years,)

@; showed us whet it could do when it learned the multiplication
to the Two Medicine country /

table. Change arrivedfnow not in Stanley lMeixell's mountain realm west

of us but onto the prairies everywhere to our east, it arrived wearing
thousands of farm boots and farm dresses, and it arrived under the same
namesul we ourselves had come with, homesteaders.

Overnight, it seemed, the town Lucas had always said Gros Ventre
was going to be was also arriving. But it was arriving twenty miles
away, at a spot on the prairie which had been given the name Valiers
A towrn made from water, so to b;peak, by a company fueleéd by water.

ﬂ »a ) Irrigation was the word every lip now. The waterflows coursing
\\\ > //J‘ e

from the Rockies would be harnessed as if they were clearcolored mares,

and made to nurture grainfields. Dam to canal to ditch to head of wheat

was going to be the declension. And soon enough it began to be. Scotch
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Heaven 'ﬁ%(watched , because the valley of the North Fork was narrow

ard slanted to the extent that enly a smidgen of hayfield irrigation
henaat

could be done, or,inew needed doing. But a water project such as

the one around the townsite called Valier, eighty thousand acres of

irrigation being achieved and homesteaders pouring off every train,

the world sanch beoqu‘ ' oo
was reason enough to rethink\!b;*a-n(and what it wasw 3 oo
thora ‘
Yet you have to wonder. If someone amorg“‘typrairie homesteaders,
..of 1908-9-10 )

Illinoisan or Missourian or Belgian or German, if some far-—eyed soul‘l”"w g
chweo{ Aw&

who had come to plaid himself or herself into this Montana land"q‘

taken an occasiomal moment to watch Scotch Heaven, w@ﬁié up fhere

have seemed as fixed in a rhythm of life as we assumed we were? Riffle

into us in those years, and you find Scotch Heaven's first automobile--

Rob's Model T Ford. ®See now, McAngus, I haven't laid eyes on one

A

of these contraptions yet that has a wheel worth the ‘name., But the

e o S TS PR i N T b A g 8 e 7, T A LA ST T STy

thing is an amazement, am I right? To w be able to g0

IR ——— e e

down the road without horsese.. _____;;;,




Blearily my son managed to locate the manure-dipped figure of young

Withrow,
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You find Mavis Frew telling anyone whc‘)‘% listen that the suffragettes

Al
will prevail, that women will attain leswweksse the right to vote.

You find in my schoolhouse a long=-boned boy named Samuel Duf f, son

inimitable = Somusl my first pupil .
of“*Ninian and brother of inimitable Susaﬁ,"those dreams and passions

are of airplanes and wireless messages that fly between ships at sea. e
A - N T . N S P Lopeomdy Bigalhei Ml Blesmidl. s N -

So, no, even spaces of time that seem becalmed must be riding a

considerable tide,

F
- p—————————
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I knew I was. Not that whatever carried me ard my thoughts could
be called a clear current of history, not that at all. I was no

resemblance to a Gibbon, cawing the decline of naughty old Rome/tome

upon tome upon tome upon tome. But season by season, those around me

were alteringe Varick was ever taller, like a young tree. His quiet

grew grew
beyond-the -schoolbook capabilities and"adjc( in him; he had a

am e
capacity for being just what he was and not ca?nﬁghout other directions

of life, A capacity that I could notice most in one other figure,gfi when
()
I did my wondering about it. Was it in any wa}/possible that Varick

+ho. practice

somehow saw thet knack t-a; he wanted for his own, began to it

in himself even tten, that first time the two of us laid eyes on Stanley Meix




by

24

My son, then, was steadily becoming some self that only he had the

¢ ~

chart of. And as he did, my wife just as surely begaméad

to the time when Varick would leave us. Several ywars yet, yes, but

Adair saw life the way the zoo creature must see the zoo; simply inexorably

there, to be paced in the pattern required. The requirement beyond

raising Varick through boyhood was losing him to manhood, was it? & .

Fononpo of rmc_y#\g —-L(M:z
P o] s S
That being life's case, she wmtsmie would go to the only other she knewe

She was preparing herself to be childless againe While I watched with

apprehension. Not that Adair was in any way,

e

U
e
P

e
‘erding, yet, the companionable truce that was our marriage. We had

LI

our tiffs, we mended them. ﬁrﬁét each other in bed gladly enoughe

The polite passions of our life together were persevering.

But in the newly watchful gazes she sent to the mountains now, in how
the deck of cards occasionally reappeared now and she would be absorbed
into the silent game of solitaire, L could more than notice that this

was beginning to be the Adair of our first winters of marriage again,

the Adair of Angus, I don't want you disappointed in me. The Adair

of A person just doesn't know...Or at least this one doesn't knowe

I
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the doubt. And now was too late.
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Dowbt didn't count nowe
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Y}ﬁere were shades of change 4, anywhere I looked in these
years--except within me. This person me, permanent in the one way I
e:r(.k%'f&-:t .\‘:fi‘;

shouie not}:have been: in silent love with a woman not my wife, not the

mother of my son; seeing her at dances, thinking across the divide of

&
> %

the North Fork and Noon Creek to her. Angus the Hopelesse

If I could have changed myself from that, wuld I? Yes, every

w/.t:afmmu_
times For it was like having a second simultaneous ke, two sets of

moments ticking away in me at once, one creating the Angus who was

A S I 55
g e

husband to Adair ard father to Varic k‘)

gand partner to Rob in sheep and schoolmaster to my pupilsj

e

r d
“and all other roles mf to the

oo o

comunity;’tm other thB‘i’Angus who did nothing but love Anna Reeseo

]
Oné@ﬂo? many, for the amount of me available. It was cause enough
A

to wonder: was everyone more than the single face they showed the world?

PJ\AO”:LQC g“i,&{}(
It ;—_&iﬂ{seem so. The side of Adair I could not get toe

Angles within Rob that could catch me by surprise even af'ter twenty yearse.

If so, if others too were no more their single face to the world than I

was, then what were we all doing--going through 1life in the kind of
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armistice that my South Fork pupils used as time-out in their games
at recess, thrusting up crossed fingers and calling out King's X? But

how long in this 1ife can you keep fingers constantly crossede

4 \Ffr'all the surge of change it brought, )

1908 did not amswer that. Nor did 1909.

1910 was our year of fire, >
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-wee-3910, A summer that would have

e
the dﬁt\#e of Scotch Heaven had seen hot before, we had seen dry

persistent forest fire,

before, we had even ‘@s,moke before. But thise This was unearthly. 6

What seemed worse than the acrid haze itself was that the great source

of it lay far beyond the horizon to the west of us, a=-bigforest-fisme

3 halfway to Seattle. A\
all the way over in the Bitterroot Mountains along the Idaho border ANV,

AN s

Every splinter of that dishaﬁﬁ;'[forest must have caught aflame, for

!
\4 i
,vt; {

‘-fr/.smokn sesped east to us day after day as if night was drawing over |

from the wrong side of the world. Somebody else's smoke, reaching
across great miles to smear the day and infect the air--it rakes the
nerves in a way a person has never experienced before.

And next, as if our own mountains were catching the fire fever
from the Bitterroot smoke, in mid-August a blaze broke out in the
Two Medicine National Forest. From the shoulder of Breed Butte the

oo - black lorud
boil of\nxlee/éould be watched, rising and spreading from the timber

gulches north of Jericho Reef, Stanley Meixell rounded up crews and

fought that fire for weeks, but it burned and burned--We'd might as

eSS —
well been up there spitting on igselegmsy the sonuvabitch, Angus, for

all the goddamn good we ended up doing, Stanley told me after,
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With the Two Medicine smudge added into the Bitterroot smudge, the
sky was saturated with smoke: the day the Northern Hotel caught fire
and burned like a tar vat--by a miracle of no wind, not quite mareging
to ignite the rest of Gros Ventre along with itself --none of us in

Scotch Heaven even noticed any smoke beyond usual in the murky di rection

of towne

On the homestead we went through the days red-eyed, throats and

noses raw, nerves worse yet.

T felt a disquiet in myself even before the season of smoke honestly arrived;
somehow I had smelled the smoke coming, a full day before the sky began

of char,
to haze; an odorx old armd remindful of something I could not quite bring

back into mind. No other aroma so silky, acidic... It hung just there
at the edge of being remermbered, pestering, as each dusklike day

dragged paste
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Was that

you still believed, Rob? After you had returned

from the Two Medicine a hotl;z ;

spilld your words to Varick, did you mgme
INGYS b
want them back, want them unspokep? Want yourself not to “%/the tool of anger

ripp between Varick andpef Your face now missisimewew had as much anger

vep” ; '
as it coﬁMolﬁ,’ bt beddef Tt =t Rt ~dons-

r g belief in your sabotage wasn't total now, was it,

try as you Weree And now was too late. 00 didn't count now.

ieve the black gospel of.fhat you had just sald, Rob?
P
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4 By turns, Varick was wide-eyed and fretful--

"It can't burn up all the trees, can it, Dad?"--and entranced by the
fire season's undreamt-of events--"Dad, the chickens! They went back
in to roost! They think this is nightl"ﬁAdair looked done in. These
days of soot, of smokey heat seeming to make the air ache as ;&22 the
lungs took it in, how else could she look.

A suppertime in our second or third week of smoke, she said across

4 : “her

the table to me: "How long can this last?" /At first I thought e words

were ritual exasperation, as a person will wonder aloud wi thout really

be wordering, Isn't this day ever going to end? But then I saw she

was genuinely askinge
e emfgv“-»
"Dair, I'd rather take a beating than tell you this. But twe or
three times since I've been in this mmmser cantry, it didn't rain a¥
enough
\spfin/August to disturb the duste Ard it'll take a whopping rain to
kill fires as big as these." I had delivered that much bad news, T
might as well deliver worse. "They might go on burning until first snow

in the mountains, Labor Day or so."

"Really?" This out of Varick, as he tucked away yet another unheard-of
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Eit wag]a month \later, mid-Octder, the corral this timeA the big

round one at the Eg anch on Noon Creek.
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prospect. After he went outside to his nightly: woodpile chore,
his mother turned her face to me again. "And yet this is the one place
you want to be."

"Times like this, I could stand to be somewhere else a minute or
two."

"Angus, I don't want this to sound worse than I mean it. But

Montana never seems to get any easier,"

And anywhere else in life does, does it? Famous places of ease,

Adair, such as Scotland and Nether--

Abruptly I knew the smell; the disquieting connection

that had been teasing in my mind these weeks of the forest smoke. Angus,

is your sniffer catching what mine is? That unvarying question mmesz from

Vare Barclay, Adair and Eob's father, to me there in the Nethermuir

wheelshop. It is, I reply. Better see to it, Angus, best to be sure

than sorry. Out I go into the woodyard to inspect for fire, the

e .

wheelshop's worst dread; but as ever, the sawyers merely mave halved

brhaa, ot 4 “Lﬁf/})

an ash tree. It is the black heart ofm inky streak the length

o rvunnby m z;rw:.é«;vﬁ
of the tree, that gives off the smell)like burning; ]ma'f"eéidue of chare

And now in the >
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air of Scotch Heaven and much of the rest of Montana, that old odor

from Nethermuir. I wondered if Adair, daughter of that wheelshop, somehow

The. AN TN
was recognizing thet freed Wfof the ash's heartwood, too, in jer

- X '

this latest dismay of hers against Montana, I was in no mood to ask,

Instead, levelly as I could:

"Dair, this isn't a summer you can judge by. I know the country

is so full of smoke you can cut it with scissors, but this is far out

?}”‘”‘"\«
of the ordinary. None of us has (Seen a worse fire season armd we're

not likely to."
trying
"I'Wot to blame the country for how awful these days are.
I truly am,"
I worder if you are, ran in my mind. It'd be new of you. But
that was smoked nerves squeakinge I made myself respond to herh:;"I
know. It's just a hard time. They happen. You're perfectly entitled

to throw your head back and have a comniption fit, if it'll help."

"Adair would do that," she went that mocking distance from herself,



she thought
from the moment, "if{it would help."

oz

s soe o

It helped matters none{that a few days later I had traveling to doe

With school to begin in not much more than a week ard the flood of pupils
from the homestead influx that was upon us, the county superintendent
was calling all country-school teachers to a meeting in new Valier,

"T111 be back the day after tomorrow," I told Adair. "Any stray
rain I see, 1'11 bring home with me."

do our best

"Varick and I Murn into smoked kippers in the meantime,"
sma gave me in return.

Riding into Gros Ventre just before nightfall--although it was hard

to sort dusk from haze any more--I stayed over with Lucas and Nancy,



and in the small hours got up and resaddled Scorpion and rode
eastward.

The face of the land as dawn began to find it took my breath away.
The land I had ridden across so gingerly when Rob and I first came to
Gros Ventre, the bald prairie where I had met only the one Seven Block
rider in my three days of scouting, now was specked with homestead cabins.
Built of lumber, not our Scotch Heaven logs. This was as if towns had
been taken apart, somewhere distant, and their houses delivered at random

to the empty earth.\

(The rainbow eyes of memory/that reflect the colors of time, My

remembering of a hawk hanging on the wind, steering me with his wings

to this prairie that was vacant of people then; these people now in
these clapboard cabins, would they in twenty years be recalling when

Cumol
their plump farms were just rude homesteads? The memories-to-come of

of any of % in the d ‘
the next McCaskill: what tints[were waiting to happen in Varick s mind?

For that matter, if people continued to flock in, if the scheme of
earth called Montana grew ever more complicated, where was there going

to be room, land, for Varick to root his life and memories into?
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4 With more and more light of the morning, which was
tinted grey-green even this far from our smoke-catching mountains, I
could see the upsloping canal banks of the irrigation project, and

"'ivy«waI;.:‘
machinery of every kind, and then, not far from the Vglier mfm,
the whitish gray of several tents near a corral. As I passed that
encampment the many colors of horses grew apparent, muted a bit by the
orkhorses

hazy air but still wonderfully hued; big standing like dozens
of gathered statues. Quickly I began to meet and greet men walking in
from homesteads to their day's work of teamstering, anothsr session of

moving earth from here to there in the progress of camls.kﬁI rode on

trying not to dwell on those tents and the brand on the hips of those



T

workhorses, Isaac Reese's Long Cross,

At Valier, or what was going to be, a pimmss three-storey hotel
of tan brick sat mightily above the main intersection of almost houseless
streets, as though lines had been drawn from the corners of the world

to mark where the next civilization was to be built. The other main

enterprises so far were lumber yards and saloons. There was something

unsettling about coming onto this raw abrupt town Sp#ﬁg from the prairie,
so soon after Gros Ventre nestling back there in its cottorwood grove.

Valier did not possess a single tree--no, there, one: a whip@ being

watered from a tub that a tan-faced woman had just carried out and dumped.
I touched my hat brim, the washe rwoman gave me a solemn Tous saint-1ike
Morning, and we went our ways.

Say this for the )

(ﬁ 3 A.buﬂ./\(' L,

fledgling town, &b was only half as smmimey smoky as anywhere else I had
been in recent history; the other half of its air was an enthusiastic wind.
Squinting, I saw through the scatter of buildings to where the schoolhouse

sat alone, arnd directed Scorpion that way.
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Past noon, south gained the majority of my watching. Rob did not

and did not appear from the direction of Scotch Heaven as promised.
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The rural teachers from nearer were already there amd of course

the Valier ones, six in total, more than Gros Ventre's school had.

reunds of hello

The\eraled that four of the Valier contingent were young

single women, none so pretty as to make a man break down the door but
each unhomely enough that in all likelihood four marriage proposals

were arourd not very distant corrers.

If the Valier maiden teachers wanted a lesson in loveliness, she

was the next to arrive after me. Annae



left Davie with his browsi of sheep, the Reservation grass

crispened
had begun to crispen from #£rgen to tan



I knew she had been spending the summer here where Isaac's
horsework was. For how many years now had I had ears on my ears and
eyes on my eyes with the sole specialty of gathering any news of Anna,
and the early-June item in the Gros Ventre Gleaner had shot out of the

page of print at me: Anna Reese has joined Isaac at Valier. Isaac's

crew will be the fortunate beneficiaries of ter provender the duration

of the summer, as they engage in canal construction ax® on the irrigation

project and grading streets in the forthcoming metropolise. She was

in the cook tent of that corralside assemblage I rode past, she was
here in front of me now as the county superintendent solemnly joked,
"Mrs. Reese, you and Mr. McCaskill may have made each other's acquaintance,

VLJI moj;
L)TJ{is past time you did." For the benefit of the Valier teachers, he

further identified us: "These two have been the Bl of education at
Noon Creek and the South Fork ever since the foundations of the earth
were laid,"

"Angus, how are you." Her half-smile, glorious even when she was

being most careful with it.

"Hello, Amna." And you know how I am, #fsmssm We both know that, Cimma s




I but half-heard the morning's discussions-of school wagons %o
bring children from the nearest homestead farms into Valier, of country

schools to be built east and south of town for the more distant pupils,

here
of the high school to be begun%ext year. My mind was ahead, on noon.

"f?i Wren that hour came, picnic dinmer was outside in the wind because
every new Montana town tries to defy its weather. I got myself beside
Anna as we went out the door into the first gusbf,/ "Wouldn't you say
we've eaten enough wind at our own schools," I suggested,a“withwt
having to swallow this place 's?ﬁThe truth of that brought me a

ofanss.
bright iogk”from her, and then her words: "I could say that even without

prompting out of the wind
any\ahﬁn(." We stepped around the correr of the schoomed
ourselves on the fire-door steps there. Promptly a high-collared young
man, more than likely a clerk at the hotel or a lumbergiile yard, strolled
by with the most comely of the Valier teachers. There went one.
What do you talk about when you can't talk about what you want.
As Anna and I began to eat, we resorted to conversation confined to

our schoolse

"Three of my pupils this year are children of some of my first

pupils," she noted.



"T have that beginning to happen, too." And after them will it

be these children's children in our schoolrooms, and the tw of us

still separate? By all evidence. I stood up abruptly. Seeing her

look, I said, "Just a cramp in my leg."

I drew breath and hoped it had as much resolve in it as it did

smoke and dust, and sat down beside her again. Even from our stairstep

Valier and the irrigation future could be seen being tuilt, a steam

oS }

|

dragline shovel at continuous work in the near distance. It was like

a squared-off ship, even to .______>



B

the smoke funnel belching a black plume at its middle. Its tremendous
prow, however, was a derrick held out into the air by cables, and from
the end of the derrick a giant bucket was lifting dirf, swinging it,
dropping it along a lengthening dike for the laks that would store
irrigation water. Handfuls of earth as when a child makes a mud dam,
except that the handfuls were the size of freight wagons.
~.}}f‘f fﬂﬁf

"People come from miles just to watch iﬁ:"Arma said.

"It does dig like a banker who's lost a nickel down a gopher hole,"
I had to grant. "Turning a prairie into Holland. You need to see it
to believe,"

"Yes. A town built from a pattern," she amnounced as if storing
away the spelling of a fresh word., "They are planning for ten thousand

people here."

"They've got a ways to go."

"And you don't think they'll get there?" Not disputing me, merely
\ 3 her instinctive interest in Not Proven’.‘)
curious to hear so minority an opinionf -

"Who knows?' Things are famous for not tu ming out the way I think
they will, aren't they, "Maybe all this time we've been living in the

Two Medicine grainfield and never realized it,"



I forced my attention back into my plate. It was as much as

I could do not to turn to Anna, say Here's something ten thousarﬁ

wrap
Valierians ought to be here to cheer for, her in my arms and kiss

burect
her until her buttons W‘

was looki
"Isaac thinks you are right." I instantIyJat ber, into those

direct eyes. "To have stayed with sheep as you and the others in

Scotch Heaven have amd not be tempted off into farming or cattle,"

she went on. "He tells our neighbors that 3

o

a"‘ﬁtl'ley want to go on being cowboys, they had better buy some sheep so
they can afford their hats and boots."

"Isaac"--my throat couldn't help but tighten on the name--has
always been mmamm#' the canny one."

Now Anna's plate was drawing diligent attention. After a bit
she gazed up again and offered, carefully casual: "With Isaac out and
around in his work so, we don't see much of Scotch Heaven any more.
Except at dances, and there's never any real chance to visit during
those. I don't feel I even much know Adair and Varick." She paused,
then: "How are they this fire summer?"

"They 're as well as can be. Varick gets an inch taller every hour."



e
omol "}ﬁ/\.
Her voice was fond of the thought. "Lisabeth[too. They 're regular

weeds at that age." But when she turned her face directly to me to ask
this next, I saw she was starkly serious. "And you yourself. You
really didn't answer when I asked this morning. How is Angus?"

"The same." We looked levelly into each other's eyes, at least

we always were capable of honestly seeing each other. "Always the same,

Anrla °"

She drew a breath, her breasts lifting gently. "How much better
if we had never met." What would have been simpering apology in any

other woman's mouth was rueful verdict from hers, "For you, I mean,"

s

"Anna, tell me a thing. Ft4ihetp-if-F-reaity-mowrs Do you

> Ry

have the life you want?"
She barely hesitated. "Yes. Given that a person can have only

one, I have what I most want. But you don't at all, do you."

e
I shook my head. "It's never as simply as.do amd don't. The

version I walk around in, there's nothing to point to and say, 'this
is so far wrong, this can't be borne.' Adair and Varick, they're as good

as people gererally come, It's the life T don't lead that is the hard one."




"How is your femily?"

"They're well. Varick gets an inch taller every hour.,"




I turned to her, that face always as frank as it was glorious,

She had hesitated, before answering my question about her life. There
was something there, something not even the remorseless honesty of Anna
wanted to admit. I needed to know. Was I alone in the unled life of
all these years? Or not alone, simply one separate half and Anna the

other?

"I worder when I'11 get used to it," I suddenly was hearing Anna
saye But this was not answer, I hadn't yet asked, ##§ she had slipped
her eyes away from my gaze, past my shoulder to a chugging noise down
the street. "Every automobile still is a surprise," she continued.

¢ ovrum
If this!one was any standard, Valier was going to be a clamorsome town.
With no patience I waited for the racketing machine to passsxrthe school.
It didn't pass. The automobile yanked to a stop and sat there

clattering to itself while the driver flung himself out. And with

a 1ift of his goggles became Robe



tumbled his words out
"Angus §" M he came, "there's been--you have to come.

There was an accident."

Anna and I were onto our feet without my having known we'd dome
so, side touching side and her hand now on my arm to help me stand
against Rob's words. He stopped halfway to us, the realization of

ne .ﬂj‘
Anna and me together mingling with what he had to% Durbly I
stared all the questions to his tense bright face: Adair or Varick,

Varick or Adair, how bad, m alive or--

"Tt's Varick. He was chopping wod. We got him in to Doc

Murdoch,
\H‘ha You have to come." He jerked his head almost violertly

toward the chattering automobile.
"T'm coming.," But to what. I pressed Anna's hand in gratitude
for her touch, in gratitude for her. "Goodbye."
"One of Isaac's men will bring your horse home for you," Anna
said before echoing my goodbye. I climbed into one side of the Ford
———
while Rob banged shut the door of the other, amd in a whimddme roar

.“_‘_,_,....-n-m--—N
we wepesgenes Nurled awayo



On the rattling ride to Gros Ventre Rob 'G?(me the basic about

Varick's accident, and then we both fell silent. In those miles of
fire haze and dust from the Ford's tires, I seemed already to know
the scene at the homestead that morning, before Adair's words told it

to mes I was just ready to bake bread, before the day got too hot.

And I heard the sound. An auhhh, a low cry of swurprise and pain.

oX tha ngﬁflﬁ /
Then the awful silence in her ears told her Varick's chopping|had o

en  ohat”
stopped. I ran out, the screen door flying open and irg” behind

her like a thud of fear. She knew there would be blood somewhere,

but she was not ready for the scarlet fact of it on our son's face,
on the edge of the hand he was holding over his left eye as he stood

hunched, frozen, Varick, let me see, I've got to see--Adair lifting

his red wet hand far enough away for the eye to show. Hold still,. GIML-“Q'

Perfectly still. The blood was streaming from the outer corner of

the tight-shut eye, there was no telling whether the eyeball was whole.

The stick of wood, Varick was gasping. It flew up. I-- She held both

\)WC\;&.,D g
his hards in hers. Sit. Sit right here on the chopping block E‘E
Ll

don't touch your é‘yeﬁtﬁle I go-- With water and clean rags she tended
AN

the bloody mess, then half-led, half-carried the boy big as her into



the house, Listen to me now. You have to lie here on the bed until

I get back. Hold the rag there against the cut, but don't touch sk your

no matter how it hurts,

eye. Variw don't touch your eye. Varick ice-still

g

as she left him on the bed holding back the red seep, as she went to
the barn silently crying and saddled Varick's mare Brownie and swung

herself up and still was silently crying when she halted the horse

o~ ) ¢
ot V aniAg

on Breed Butte mmd in front of Robe Then the Ford journey to “bewn

with Varick, past the fenceline where she and I had found Davie sk

Erskine being dragged by his horse, where she and I first learned of

COAAA e
the impossibly unfair way life\awuf'” turn against its younge
Murdoch that night.
"We'll just have to wait," judged Doc @@ to Adair and mej "To see

whether those eye muscles are going to work. I do have to tell you,
there's about an even chance they won't." Precisely what we wanted
not to hear: flip of the coin, whether Varick would be left with one
powerless eye, a staring egg there in its socket. "Bul the eyeball

looks
M{intact," the doctor tried to relent, "and that's a piece of luck."

Luck., Was there any, and if so, where. Had the chunk of wood

¢

reachad

flown a fraction farther away Varick would have only a‘%f cheek or



ear, one quick cry and healed in a few days. But a fraction inward and

the eyeball would have been speared. The tiny territory between, the

I ;
stick struck. That jessmmmk must be luck, the territory between.

VartotEseto e still fan.ateleast-a-eske... Ten- the doctor-wosdd——"___

In tha'guest bed at Lucas's house, the same bed where Rob and I

\~.__,,' x)
had spent our first‘night in Gros Ventre, Varick lay as still as an

2aptn haas
eleven-year-old boy\eoa-ld’for a weekes Then the doctor lifted the

bandage and gauged the left eye and its eyelid as Adair and I and
Lucas and Nancy wordlessly clustered to watch.

"Blink for us now," the doctor directed., And Varick did. "Open
wide. Close. Excellent. Look this way. Good. The other. Good again.
Now bat your eyes, that's the boy.'; All those too, Varick performed.

"If that eye was any better,§ the doctor eventually stepped back

and announced, "you'd be seeing through these walls.," Then-sssfarieik 405

o
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Varick regarded him, and the others of us, with his two good eyese

e —
This can only be retrospect, but I swear 1 *iwomglk a2lready was seeing

parthan, o s Tha, whes
a Varick considerably Wthe one I had left%
Tha Urad beprne of the wovut

I rode off %o Vali%’; a boy who knew soWbout life now,

t

Load s
and who‘h(inserMom distance, some gauging space, between it and

him. Because, when all at once Varick was grinning up at the doctor,

the smile maybe was as bgyish as ever but that left eyelid independently

dropped down to half -shut ;)

qs it ever did thereafterg when something pleased him, my son's wise

‘“""f‘s’quint of amusement and lucke
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nVarick is twice the son you deserve, McAngus," Rob acclaimed

when I went by

\Breed Butte to tell him and Judith of Varick's mend. More, he clapped
me on the shoulder and walked out with me to the gate where I'd tied
Scorpion. I stopped there, with Rob beside me, just to enjoy all around.

I didn't come all the miles from one River Street to live down there on

another; this day supported those r{éomestead-bui]ding words of Rob's.
The first freshfall of snow shining in the mountains had sopped the
forest fires, the air was cleansed and crisp with autumn now, ard the

view from Breed Butte was never better nor would be. My own outlook

just as fresh as the moment. Varick's restored eye, another year
in my schoolroom abaut to begin, the Valier minutes spentwith Anna

5o recent in my mind--I felt as life )

B u_,‘jm-—* .~

_p— gt

‘had M‘just shed a scruffy skin and was growing a clean new one.

Absorbed, I was about to swing up onto Scorpion when Rob stopped

me with:



SR

e B
"Gesmomsnilipingus, I think it's time you had a talking to."
p—;L,um%
I turned to him with the start of a gﬁn,‘tﬁw\eﬁ«}ie had some usual
scold to make about my taking the school againe
"About Anna Reese," he said, destroying my grine
"Rob, She's not a topic for general discussions"

that 's
"But she's one\*/ generally on your mind, isn't shees Angus,

this is no way to be,"

"Is that a fact?' It was and it wasn't. By choice I would not

be the way I was toward Anna, carrying this love fiwem¥ through the €8
Qy recording angel?" g~
yearse. But choice was not in this. "Rob, who the hell do you think you arey

Uls's W
\?’had the honesty to look uncomfortable. "I know youVthinks I'm
poking my nose in--"

"You're right about that, anyway."

A, st
"--but Angus, listen, man. “*’ is my sister. I can't)stand by

and see you do this to her."

My R or'y
"You're going to have to."\A’/eyes straight into*eyes e

\

A Al il

‘ﬁ/feet aw\amgap i the size of life. "Dair and I are managing
J for

to 1ive with it, it shouldn't be a major problem sy you."

"Living with it, are you? That's what you call this,¥ this

infatuation you won't let go of {1



liberties with their food that I'd never dreamt of . Take hotcakes

as an exarple: Ray and Mary Ellen poured some syrup on, then rolled
each hotcake up, then syruped the outside and began eating. A kind of
maple syrup tarele, I now knov enough t.o realize, When I first began
overnighting with them they urged me to try mine that way, but the
thought of my mother's response to some thing like thzt made me figure
I might as well not gét converted. At other meals too Ray and Mary
Ellen scuooged their food around in remarkeble ways ard ate only as

much of it as they felt like. I tell you, it shocked me --people my

oin age leavirg plates that looked more as if they'd been walked through

than eaten from.) Ray's mother, Genevieve, kept that big two-story
house dusted ard doilied to a fare-you-well, Mary Ellen already had
her mird set on being a nurse--she was a k"_nd of starchy kid anyway,
so it probably was a good enough idea--ard you couldn't scratch a
finger around there without her wanting to daub it with Mercurochrome
and wrap you up like a mumm;v.

Then. there was Ray's father, Ede You could hang your hat on
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I wanted to shout in his face that there had been a time when he
o &?x‘:
was ‘Q/expert on infatuation, a# rightf; that if Lucas had not outwitted
A
him and sent Nancy out of reach amd us here to the North Fork, Robert

High-and-Mighty Barclay would have taken his own uncle 's woman . \ Hew=

—
,;./""’

I
,..,‘,,s..qqsf'"

3 \ s
TSR b= S "

(V'Jhat had been a quick infection in him had escaped every cure I could

try on myself but it was the same ill., Why couldn't he of all people

see so, why--%

Rob was resuming, "I kick myself--"

#"You needn't," I tossed in on him, "I'1l be glad to help you
at it)'4p

"--Angus, serious now. I kick myself that I didn't see this
earlier, why you and Adair arentt more glad with each othere It wasn't

until I saw you with Anna there in Valier that I put two and two together."

"Rob, you have a major tendency, when you put two and two together,

to comef out with twenty-two."

Rob surged on: "I've known you forever but I can't understand

this Anna side of you. How it is that you're still smitten with her."
Smitten? I was totally harpooned, and this man was not willing to make
himself understand that. Rob stood planted, earrest, waiting. "A1l IT'm

—
asking is how you can let a thing like this go on ard on." —("'_7“

. ))"‘

P e



was over id sat at the kitchen table going through the Falls Leader

and visiting with Gerevieve while she did the dishes. his deevp vaice
came his son my age, Ray. I could see perfectly damn well what was

intended here, and that's the way it did happen. Off up the South
Fork our fathers rode to eyeball a stand of timber which interested
Ed for fence posts he could sell at his lumber yard, and Ray and I

were left to entertain one another.

S
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He meant for this conversation to work as a poultice, I knew. But

it wasn't going to.

ReAr
"Let me understand Wre telling me I owe you more

alrnt thus
\Mthan my own wife is content with?"

A
Aolann.
Wia not content with this, how can she be? You moping like

a kicked pup, another man's wife always on your mind. What woman can

accept that?"

What Barclays was his real question, wasn't it. Now that Isaw

where this storm had come from I was sad as well as angry. The old great
gulf, life as it came to the McCaskills and as the Barclays expected it

to come to them,”

ettty
CRpBut Rob, youam You who indeed had known me forever.

You, now, who
ould not listen and then say, yes, I see, you have a friend

in me for always, if I can help I will and if not I'11 stand clear.

You who stood

»‘WinsteadWhere in-lawing me relentlessly. I got
Un o hunnig. 4{ _This isn't yours to doo )
rid of sadxand stayed with angry. "Rob, I'm telling yomu can't

interfere into my life and Adair's this way. So don't even start

to try."

R =

Lo
"Interfere? Angus, you're not taking this in the spiriMea.nt.

All I want is for you and Adair not to come apart over--over AnnaJjy Can

you at least promise me that?"



out with "turkey dink."

For some reason that one did it. I swung on Ray and caught him
just in front of the left ear. Unluckily, not quite hard enough to
knock him down.

He popped me back, alongside the neck. We each got in a few more

2
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a
"Promise--? Where in all hell do you think you get‘?{ right
like that--that I have to promise you anything about my own marriage?

hana.
Listen to yourself,\}é minute, ¥ This is idiots out at play, the pair

is what this is."
of us yammering on ard on at this‘,w4;{ swung up onto Scarpion and looked

down at Robe "If it'll close you on this topic, I'll tell you this much:

et

Adair and I are%ming apart over Anna Reese. All right?"

4:’_ Rob as he studied up at me was a mixture of suppressed ire and obvious
discomfiturees I 2t least thought the decent side, discomfiture, won out
= ' ” il
when he smis spoke: "All right, Angus. We'll leave™$¥ at what you mm just
saidl."
I let my breath out slowly over the next several days. But it

seemed to have passed, that notion of Rob's that he had a say in

how Adair and I were to manage our marriage. Rob being all he was
to m, I was able to forgive him the incident, although not eutibpedy-

abléede forget ite



Ytala

Rob's spate with me was not the only perturbance that lingered in
the smoked memory of 1910, The other had begun to show up in the

benchland country to the south of Scotch Heaven ind)

e e T——- ~i—

z)V(}:-os Ventre; the wind -blov;; and slgjﬁé -skewed landscape where Herbert's
freight wagon tilted its way through, twenty years earlier, while a

pair of greenlings named Angus McCaskill and Rob Barclay trudged behind.

bottom
The dry and emptyreage of the;

(T:o country, which now, wremesiselyey who would have ever thought it, was

acatly

drawing in people ‘;wee}ieei:,(because it was dry and empty.

They were a few families at first, and then several, and then more,

SN
,ﬁ":m =i _homesteaders who were alighting on dry-land claims insthad of the

B -

irrigated acres of Valier and the other water projects.

It took Stanley Meixell to dub them so sadly right. After riding past
one or another of their shanties optimistically sited up & wind-funneling
coulee or atop a shelterless bench of thin soil and plentiful rock,
Stanley bestowed: "Homestead, huh? Kind of looks to me like more stead
than home," “rd that is whet they became in Scotch Heaven's askance
parlance of them: the 'steaderse

Settlers who were coming too late or too poor to obtain watered

ordd aenas amed Dastung To "’M[“'LQ_,.
land and so were takingu\péﬁﬁ;\-}m(instead.
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jo b

Men and women and children who had heard of Montama's bomanza of
space and were giving up their other lives to make themselves into
farmers instead.

Investors of the next imwse years of their hopes, into a landscape

that was likely to give them back indifference insteade

Watching the 'steaders come, the first few in 1910 and more in

&@@E the next summer and the summer after that, I couldn't not ask,

if only to myself s
~, A

Lerure
‘Was this what ‘H}(m was meant for-\igna;m rows like columns on

7

a calendar, a house and chicken coop every quarter of a mile? In
indubitably

\ Or no, not here?
m—l
homesteading terms, it[was. But when can #¥e land say, enough?ﬁ

24 be
of Scotch Heaven believed we were doing ;%'ight -you can t live anywhere
U

without some such be]iefz--but then we had the North Fork, water bright

and clear on the land, At Valier and the other irrigati on projects,

1 Z, e
those settlers too had water, ditch water. But ones out on the M

~ tpeacherews benchlands... @m I grant that Rob and I knew next to nothing



more pointedly, Duncan turned off the pipeline to the public
hydrant which was the central source of water for the village,
then fenced off the wharf so that the Indians could not use
it either.

Thaca travhlee hraneht school administrator Beattie to

ary’s legal basis for ownersnip. Un June 4o, 1717, Lauc sucu
a decision that the government owned all structures on Annette
Island. Superintendent Beattie, who had changed his mind
about resigning when the Department of the Interior stiffened
against Duncan, was ordered to take over the sawmill, cannery,
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Montanz to undertake it,ﬂ\ge were royal wizards compared to many of these

about homesteading when we came o

freshcomers. Here were people straight from jobs in post offices ard ribbon
stores, arriving with hope and too little else onto the benchlands ard into
the June-green coulees. Intire families down to the baby at the breast,
four-five=six people living in a shanty the size of a woodshed or in a
tent while they tried to build a2 shanty. And meanwhile were struggling too
to break the sod and plant a crop, dig a well, achieve a garden. Lads,
think of it as a bet the government is making you thet you cen't last three
years on the land. I suppose these 'steaders had to be as Rob and I were
when we begatfin Scotch Heaven, not daring to notice yet that they were
laboring colossal days and weeks for a wage of nothing or less. I suppose
there is no other way to be a homesteader. Yet, bargaining yourself against
the work and the weather is always going to turn out to be greatly more
dif ficult tham you can ever expect. LEven in Scotch Heaven we had the absences
around us, the Speddersons and Tom Mor tensen, to remird how harsh and unsure
a bet homesteading was. Yet and again, agopg as I might be at the numbers
of these incomers and aghast as I often was at how little they knew of what
they needed to, I could not deny that the 'steaders on their raw dry
quarter-section squares were only attempting the same as we had, trying
to plaid new lives into this Montana lard.

This was bright Jure. Winter waithd fow or five months away yet .
Nonetheless I began saying a daily prayer to it: be gentle with these

pilgrims,

2 —
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4'—[' Not meny days later;,./)
WWO waylaid me when I was in my lower meadow making a peaceful

Fond
reconaissance of the hay prospect there. Angl ing a look into the Bugey

A
couldn't help b \</
as it halted briskly beside me, Ifput the query: : /

"yhat's this, now--a war coancil of Clan Barclay?"

Out they climbed, here they were. ,

T
s

-

&
od) rMark this day, McAngus," Rob proclaimed, Lucas equally sunny

beside him. "We're here with t.h?)

proposition of a lifetime for you."

"Wait. Before I hear it"--patting each appropriate neighborhood

of my body I recited: "Testicles, spectacles, wallet, watch., There's

proof I had all my items before the two of you start in on me, just
remember,"

"Angus, Angus," chided Lucas. "You're as suspicious as the deacon
of Ecclefechan. Just hear what we've got in mind, ay?"

"That shouldn't take all day. Bring it out."

"There's hope for you yet, Angus," Rob averred with a great smile.

"Now here's the word that's as good as money in the bank: 'steaders,"

He cocked his head and waited 2 moment for my appreciation before proceeding: b

"You know as

N " v_
well as we do that they "gfstarting to come into this emd of the Two country ![




by the hatful and they can barely recognize ground when they 're standing

on it "

“Am ?l'

Rob's smile greatened more yet. "And we can be their land locators."

Lucas broke in: "Angus, it's something I ought to 've listened to

when I first came to Montana, when I was mining." Into his coat pockets

N&%




How many times had I seen this, now. A Barclay locked into
had torn his
rightness. Lucas becoming a builder of the Montana that tore h
hands from hime Rob so outraged toward me about Anna that he pried
away from

my son froms mee And now Adair bolting Rob and me into impossible

partnershipe



went his stubs, as if he was whole again there at the start of Montana

life, "Someone asked old Cariston there in Helena, the same geezer you

worked for in his mercantile, Angus, what he did for a living. Do
you know what he said? 'I mine the miners, there's where the real money
is.' And it's pure.true. Every word of it and then some. In a new

country the one thing people need is supplies. And what's the supply

Robbie
every homesteader needs first of any? Land, Angus. You and oW
all this land around here , 1ade
by the inch. TYou're just the to supply homestead sites."

.

I studied from Lucas to Rob, back to Lucas again, ‘Rebr il aloness

Usually Lucas was as measuring as a draper, but Rob plainly had him

entirely talked into the gospel of land locating. Rob alone I

at once
would have given both barrels of argwm{/for Lucas's sake I went

gentler. "Just how does this rich-making scheme work?"

"Simple as a dimple," Rob attesteds "I'll meet people right at the

the depots, in Valier and “onrad and Browning--you know they 're pouri ng

in by the absolute trainload." They

were thate Just recently an entire colony of Belgians came to the Valier

land--men, women, children » grandparents, babes, likely cats and canaries

Mm.:u/s

too. The Great Northern simply Wopen the doors of freight cars in

St. P : ‘
» Paul, and Montana-bound families ‘h!a?e(in their belongings and themselves.
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"7111 ferry them out to here in the Lizzie," Rob strategized, "and here's

where you come in, Angus--you're the men with the eye for the land. You'll

locate the 'steadersmm onto the claims, mark the claim for them, tell

.

L2
them how to file on it, all but give them Mk their homestead on afplate R

Lucas just said it, really. What we'll be is land suppliers, pure and simple."

The arguing point to all this couldn't be ignored any longer. nlf we

had the goods, I could see your supply idea," I told Robe. Then with
a nod toward the k=x® south benchlands: "But what land is left around
here is thin stuff for homesteading." I paused ard gave him a look along

with this next: "Concentrate a bit

we Ueught ot I owuelow,

and you'll maybe remember what when

you ard I walked into this country behind Herbert,"
"By our lights, maybe it is scanty land," Rob granted. BAG G Phese lshezder
"m~ml$§w.?"3ut to these 'steaders

{ "morur t:sm"(":j?

it's better than whatever to hell they 've had in life so farjy’ﬁ,

people are going to come, that's the plain fact of the matter--whether

or not we lead them by the hand, they 're going to file homestead claims

all through this country. They might as well be steered as right as

possible, by knowledgable local folk. Which is the same as saying, us.




In the t way of looking at it, McAngus, we'll be doing them a major
favor, am I right?"
'_,.._-—-—‘ﬂ
"And charging them sswwessssle 2= whack for it," I couldn't help saying
of Rob's version of favor,
f;.!i e g @Fm A
"Are you So \D’I”you can do it for free?" came back at me fram him.

"Funny I don't notice the bulges in your pockets."

"Lads, now," Lucas’interceded, "Angus, we're not asking for your

put the idea on your pillow for a few nights,)

answer this very minute. W"

P

Had they been asking my answer right then, it would have been No,

blem. .
SLProsperss pEER e with wabhlivestock,
in high letters. Bute{ The perpetual problem homesw
orbh

maybe justxi'icCaskills: working yourself gray,yssm year after year, and
r‘rﬁu“f*ﬂ

always seeing the debt years eat upfthe profit years. To now, Adair had

never said boo about the fact that where money was concerned we were always

getting by, hardly ever getting aheade. So the dollar thoughts were delaying

my No a bit, and I mmiley decided to leave matters with the Barclays at:

"I'11 need to do a lot of that pillow work, and to talk it over with Dair."
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"You can save your beeath there," Rob tossed off, "She's thoroughly

for it,."

I gave Rob a look he would have felt a mile away. "You know that
already? From her?"

"I happened to mention it to Adair, yes. Angus, she is my sister.
I do talk to her once in 2 blue moon, Not that I'd particularly have

to in this case-~she's bound to be for anything that'll fetch money the

way this will. Who wouldn't be?"

2= ——
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"Angus, I know how you feel about this country and the 'steaders,"

Adair said that night. By then we had been thorougly through it all.
Adair's point that here was a plateful of opportunity on Varick 13 behalf,
as easy a chance as we would ever have at money for his future, his

own start in life and land in the years not far ahead now. My lack of
any way to refute that, yet my unease about the notion of making myself
into a land-locator. "But change always has to happen," she was saying,

"doesn't it?"

" e;quest.ion is whether it happens for the better or the worses"
"Either case, what can you really do about it? You and Rob came
as settlers to Montana. So are all these others."

o r———
"Dl if they were bringing their own water and trees and decent

topsoil, I'd say let everybody and his brother come. But good Christ,
this dry-land craziness--Dair, they say there are 'steaders on the flats
out north of Conrad)‘ /ﬁo haul all their water a couple of miles, a barrel
at a time on a stone boat. They strain that clowdy water through a
gunny sack as they bucket it into the barrel. My god, what a way to try

to livee And these have been wet summers and open winters. What are

those people going to do when this country decides M to shov them some

real weather?"
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"] suppose some will make it and some won't," she answered in all
calmness. "It's their own decision to come here and try--it's not ours
for them.," The deep gray eyes were steady on me, asking me to reason
as she wase

I could do that. What I wasn't able to manage was the waiting
conclusion: that I ought to join in, bells, tambourines and all, with
Rob and Lucas in putting people onto land that ought not have to bear
any people.

"There's something more, Angus," my wife of fered now. "We need

"It's not just Varick we need to plan for. 1lt's each other as welll."
Her silence, my waiting. Then from her: "Adair doesn't know if she

can stay, after Varick is grown and gone,"

q} Were :Lt was, opt.

A e
Q\‘i Adair and how long she would reconcile herself to Scotch Heaven,
@/

once it became a childless place to her again, had been in my mind with
an entire

e

Anna at Valier and so I could not call this ¥ surprises Stunning, yes,
now that it was here, openly said. But all the years since Angus, do

you ever have any feeling at all to see Scotland again?, since Do you

still want me for a wife, if ?, all those years led here, if you were Adair.
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;

I reached her to me, but there was too much in me to speak straight
to what she had just said. Adair herself, myself, Anna, past, future, now--
it all crowded me beyond any saying of it. No, only the one deciston,

ot omea
the one I had to dotrather than let the next years take care of, came

abaod
to my tongues If there were three McCaskill 1iv§€a’tha’c needed finance--
mine of Scotch Heaven, Varick's of the Two Medicine country, Adair's
of Scotland or wherever--then I had to find money.

"All right, Dair," I whispered. "We're in business with a couple

of Barclays."

g —

Squint as hard as you will, you can't see to tomorrow. Had I

been told in the wheelwright shop in Nethermuir, Angus, the day will

arrive when you trace the hopes of homesteaders onto the American earth

on
with a hm.&mppa—w wheel...when the turns of that wheel

Ll ]

become the clock that starts dew-fresh families on three years of

striving ...when the wheeltracks across the grass single out another

square of earth for the ripping plowe..I would have gawped and gulped

5
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out, You have the wrong Angus. Yet there I was, that summer and the

next, on the wagon seat with a white handkerchief tied around a wheelspoke
to count revolutions by, counting ms the ordinations of wheelspin. Fifty.
Seeing the craft of my unhearing father, the band of iron encircling

the spokes, holding all together to write the future of 'steaders onto
Montana. That's a hundred. Conveying, in a single day, lives from

what they had abandoned to where they had dreamed of being. A hundred ,)-\

fifty. Here is yowr first corner of your claim, Mr. and Mrs. Belgium.

Mr. Missouri bachelor. Miss Dakota nurse. Mrs. Wisconsin widow.
Then to the next cornmer, and thew next, armd the next, and the square

was drawn, here was your homestead utter and complete:

SE % Sec. 17, Tp. 27 N, Rge. 8 W: the land has been made into arithmetic. )

(;ort of weaving,
numer
wasn't it, thesef(homestead squares, the lives threaded in amd out. The
weaving mill was America, Montana. But these bare dry-land patctes amid
the mesh of homesteading... It was said there were twice as many people
in Montana now than five years ago. The growth, the 'steader-specked
prairies and benchlands and coulees, the instant towns, they were what

Lucas dreamed of and Rob calculated on, amd I was earning frame ) >
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If T could dance ahead into time yet to come, what would I see in

this procession of 'steaders that ought not have been let to happen,
and what ought to have been encouraged instead? Byt we never do dance
ahead into time, every minute is a tune-step of ours to the past. Say
it better, the future is our blindfold dance, and a dance unseen is
strangest dance of all, thousands of guesses at once. That was what
my 'steaders amounted to, after all. Say that each of these people
beside me on the wagon seat was a flip of the coinj half would turn

up wrong. And so for two summers I watched pgosh Montana's #§ 'steaders,
Rob and Lucas's 'steaders--my 'steaders--and wondered just which of them
were wrong tosses, which would meet only e distress and failure and
maybe worse here on this free dry land which was not costless, not

nearlye

M o
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It was a Satumday early the next May that there was the\@bbet—-"'

occurrenCeo

The family 6f four was Rob's first deliv;er}mm

/ o
to mey this new season of 'steaders. As Rob and the Ford imsmimst recdded

back dawvn the road to further depot duty, the newcomers and L sized

each other up. The man was loose-jointed, shambly, with a small chin,
a small mouth, a small nose, and then a startlingly high and wide forehead,

/ v '““"“v.-.,\\\
i\\ z,ﬂ) The woman was worn, maybe weary after their journey from

wherever to Montana, maybe just weary. Two children thin as sticks,

the boy a replica two-thirds the size of his father, the girl small yet.

Both children and the man stared at me as openly as hawks. As to what

=25
they saw in all this eyework“*fme , I do not really know, do I.

in just less than a shout}

-

g u.mnn_,
Owr name's 5

I introduced myself, and received from the men

but you got to call me Otto."

I invited them into the wagon, and after an odd blank 1little pause

]

A A ‘b/wt)
while the rest of the family looked at him and he fidgeted Z look at me,

up they came.
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The ride into the south benchlands was a few miles, and would be

P r—
longer than that ifeswsssbislelec without conversatione I inaugumated:

"Where is it you're from?" gy
A ¥ dor
The man peered at me in dumb dismay. Hard of hearing, the poor f’@’ »
A
be -

pilgrim must be. Deaff and a 'steader too ought to[more hardship than
the fidgeting

any one soul rated. I mm squared around to‘ ’W&Ie:\and repeated my question

™

louder and slowers | 1n 5 braying voice, he responded: / ra—
Relief came ovar\hi.m.)((louldn" cut through your broguM 6
feller , y
first time. Wgets so used to hearir’ American he gets kind of

spoiled, I»(.“ I gazed aWoping that was what passed for

a joke wherever to hell he had been spawned, but no. He rattled on:

"Anyhow, we come from Oblong, Illinois. Ever hear of it?"

"I1linois, yes."

only a couple days' travel from
"ObIML“

"Is it truly. I wouldn't have thowht so."

Having had my fill of conviviality Otto%%tyle, I whapped
the team some encouragement with the reins. Delivering this man and his
wan family to their 160 acres of delusion couldn't come too soon for mee.
Atop the rim of the benchland, I halted the wsgon. Beside mw
\Wﬁis head turned in a gawk toward the mountains and the North Fork

for so long that I truly wondered if he and I both belonged in the human

race. Now he gesticulated for his\m{)enefit to the hay-green valley



of the North Fork, the newly-lambed bands of sheep on its ridges arourd,
the graceful wooded line of the creek and its periodic tidy knots that
were our houses and outbuildings.

"Hannah, honey, those're what I been telliri you about ," M
he resounded to his wife. DNoticing that the boy's stare was sﬁﬁ%i
my direction rather than onto the Scotch Heaven homesteads, Hebner added
sharp to loud in telling him: "Garland,' you listen wp to what I'm saying/

here, you hear?" The boy's gaze slowly%mm me to the North Fork.

L

His father by now had reached his proclamation point: "Those're

Y
what our homestead is goinf to be like before you know it."

Bring that moment around to me again and I would utter what I furiously

Helman_
kept myself from uttering at the time. ~Pebbgtt; you major fool,
down there.
you're looking at twenty years of stark worli?"l‘iienty years of building
, ! v

ard contriving and fixing and starting over again. Twenty lambing times,

twenty shearings,

enty ngs. Twenty Montana winters, each of them so long they add far

beyond thate You're looking at the stubborn vision of Ninian Duff,

tireless ambitiog
you're looking at m%ﬁ Barclay, you're looking at the durable

7

into the ground
routes Scorpion amd I have worn]back and forth between sheep and

) Y
schoolchildren, you're looking at)wives who put up with more isolation N
i " .
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and empty distance than anyore sane ought to have to. You cannot judge

this country by idle first glance. I am here to tell you, you cannote.

H elmans
But no, I was there to guide the Tebpsbs of the world to available acres,
28 0. dare
such as they were now. Try to dike this\!uneqbuu(flood with myself

and all I would get was reputation for being all wet.

I drew a steadying breath. My own gaze sk down into Scotch

ageehe bpias -aosd,
Heaven helped. On the shoulder of Breed Butte between Rob's homestead

had come inte motionsxmset our
and Man, on his way up to check sheep,
Hebnerian episodes.
while I was in the midst of thiw Varick et on a

horse now looked as big as a man. Already his first year of high school
was nearly behind him. His school year of boarding in town with Lucas
and Nancy and returning to Adair and me only on weekends was his first

footprint away from home, and this summer would

bring his next--he had asked Stanley Meixell for, and received, the

B

job of choreboy at the ranger stati on until school began again meeek in the

o~ |g_not many at all, Angus, , yours
fall, ¥#yomie not e many years nowXunt'Ll this sonw of¥ would

h

need to find his own foothold in.this country, and so I swung back to

the task of delving with !'steaders.
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"Those of us in Scotch Heaven do have a bit of a head start on you,

#d.mm,
W so there'!s--"

"Otto," he corrected me® with a braye

was setting out
"Otto, then. As IW% say, there's no real resemblance

between a settled creek valley and a dry-land homestead. So I don't



"I'm not accepting that you can mxff sniff off after her'"--he

jerked his head north toward Amna's route--"Whenever you get the least
can't see that when you're
how is that you the way you are about Anna,
chance. Angus, when you're 00 about Anna you're only half married

And
to Adair. That's not enough,"

144131 have to be."
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want to startle you, but here we are at the # available land far you s

H hopped down and ,
P
to have a look at," gawked south now, across the flat table of

Mangun—A g P:‘f;:"“

gravelly earth sprigged with bunchgrass, Jwhile I took them girl

down from his wife and then helped her out of the wagon. We stood in a

at the section marker stone,y
cd\vz:)-rX’We wind steadily finding ways to get at us under and around the

Halemar,
wagon, untW strode off twenty or so paces toward

the yawning middle of the benchland as if that was the favored outlooke.

After a long gander and kicking his heel into the soil, what there was
of it, a number of times, he marched back and took up a stance beside me.

Still sérutinizing the benchland, the shanties and chicken coops and pale

%ﬂaﬁ'-bro*m furrows of the Keever and\behh"oﬁmn‘%mesteads, he demanded: "You're

here new groun
dead-sure thisfis the best piece of {5

Anyone with an eye could see that the benchlamd was equally stark,

oana

stony, unwelcoming, wherever a Was sent, "None of it is fair Canaan,

was all I could H abu,..i:» nel.
is it," }( answerd;e«( “But if here in thisferd of the Two country
M

is where Want to homestead, right where we're standing is as good

as any."
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a let o
Notﬂﬁ( satisfaction for him to find in my words. He leaned away

from me and turned a bit so his silent wife would see the shrewdness of

what he asked next: "How deep is it to water?"

The question I had been dreading. "I can only tell you this much:

K 224010 T hdvhadyona

the ‘Seppnd”and the Belygbbed dug about forty feet to get their wells."

"Forty! Back in Illinois we could dig down fifteen feet anywhere

wellwater
and get the nicest softest veir.l\d‘f*"/there isi"

W Adeey ronodedtoad
)‘/ﬁ—o:ght to have brought one of those[wells with you." I faced

around to his wife, on the chance she might not be so hopeless a case

N ebnen o n
as him, "Mrs.Wyou had better know too--the watert here is hard.



o
She made no reply. "Just so you know, come first washday," I tried to , ’\J«
"and you won't cuss me too much." J a
prompt, /Still nothing from her except that abject gaze at her husband.

By the holy, if she oould\ay‘here wordless amd let this\f-egbchommit

her to a homestead eternity of clothes washed out stiff as planks and of

a sour grayness in every teaspoon of water she ever used, why then--
4{ ('Seems like you ain't overly here ground . H elno
enthusiastic about this A

now gave me with a suspicious frown.

Hedmon,
"My, jbbg)e-r; listen--"

"Otto," the man insistedg

"Otto, then. Listen a minute. None of this is going to be easy
Bven. - ' X
or certain, for you ard your fanﬂly.YK its best, homesteading is a
gamble, and it's twice that in these benchlands. A dry-land homestead

is just what it says it is, dry."

as how
"I didn'@ notice\*r you left us any room back down there along

oLy

the creek," he retorted, mldng\/{small attempt to smile around the resentment .
Lopside
Roust yourself twenty years ago from or wherever

it is that spawned you, and there was room along the North Fork, along
the South Fork, room everywhere across the Two Medicine country. And

in the same thinking of that I knew that I would not have welcomed
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HW
Otto\%?e-/even then; that anyone who did not come accepting that the

homestead life was going to be hard, all of it hard, I did not want at

the corner of my eye.

"Let's call this off," I said abruptly. "We're not doing each

other any good here."

Hadnen,

"Call it off!"\ﬂat;PoYﬁlinked at me, thuderstruck. "This's a

funny doggone arrangement you're pullin! on us, seems like," he brayed.
"Leadin' us out to this here ground Ly

N doggone
and then givir{ us the poormouth about it. This's funny exchange

for the money we paid, is what I say."
"I thought you might want to know what you're in for, trying to
homestead country swh as this. I was obviously wrong. I'll give

in to Gros Ventre,.
you your money back and taka 're still set on

finding a site, someone in town can do your locating for you."

' 1 elman,
"Nothinﬂoink." ' id not look toward his wife and children,

did not look around at the land again; he fixed his gaze onto my face
here's
as if defying me to find any way to say him nay. "This® what I'm

A
goin)/ to claim, right where we're at."

"Even against my advice, you want me to mark off the claim?"



:} /‘ 7 e
!f f /

)
"That's what we cﬁe all the way out here for."

EBN ‘a?';) (g{m
I wrote Tulciwek on tk’ ‘corner stakes, climbed into the buggy

ona. Aumdasgl amdd l@i?’.ﬁx
and counted the ?’&’heel revolutions north, east, south, and finally

west to the section stone again.

E ,”..-«W
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By the time that day was done, I knew my craw could not hold any
from heas onn

Halmang aly i
more\hb?eﬁc,’ever. W'steamre going to have to dry-land
4]. In bed that night,
themselves to death without my helpe I said as much to Adair.

"We 're back where we started, then," she said as the fact it was.

"Back to just

D™

3 ‘ . »
etting by, and putting nothing ashead femsiimmiei,"
».'?‘f ,(‘ 18 (A
"There may be a way we can yet," 1 Smid to her in the dark. "Dair,
if I'm going to get us and Varick anywhere in life, it's gaing to have

to be some way where I savvy ard believe in what I'm doing--something

I know the tune of." I could feel her waiting.

"Sheep," I amnounced. "If we were to takeff on another band of
sheep, the profit from that we could set aside for Varick."

Silence between us. Until Adair spoke softly: "You've never
wanted to take on more than the bard you and Rob run."

"I'll need to try stretch my philosophy, won't I." Try, for Varick.,

For you, Dair, For myself?

"Do we have the money for another band of sheep?"
"No.# Half enough, maybes" el L

"Lucas would have it," she contributed.

e
A ar

Sl
.-
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"Lucas took his turn in backing me with sheep, long simce. Besides,
he's in up to his neck in land dealings these days. No, I think I know
who would #tsl be keener than Lucas for this." Although I didn't look
forward to hearing it from him: I never thought I'd see the day, McAngus,
when you'd start sounding like me--'More sheep, that's the ticket we need.'

"Dair, I thought'I'd see if Rob will partner with us on another band."

/}fm
Adair h’(what I was counting on, from her, from her brother.

"He will."
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What I had not counted on was Rob's notion of where we ought to
put a new band of sheep. "Angus, I won't go for putting any more
sheep up there in Meixell's)pocket, even if the damn men would let us."
If not on the national forest, then we'd have to rent grazing somewhere
else, I pointed out to him--maybe in the Choteau country, ; not that
A

there was that much open range left there or any-\Give me a couple of

days," Rob said. "I just meybe know the place for those sheep, where

e W—'
Meixell or some hintesemmsbiiese Choteau geezer either,\i’won't have a hoot
in hell to say about them,"

ﬁ —

The couple of days later, Rob's announcement was pure jubilation.,

"The Reservationl! Angus, you remember that Two Medicine grass--
elephants could be grazed on it., The Blackfeet don't know anything to

do with it but sit and look at it."

I stirred. "Rob, hold your water a minute here. Those days of -
You know as well as I do why the Agency fenced the cow outfits oute

That old business of 'borrowing' Reservation grass--"
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"

"1Borrow*, who said anything about 'borrow'?" We'll be paying good

lease money to .,

< --you can ask your pocket whether there's any 'borrowing' to this. No,

this is every-dot legal, Angus. The agent

will let us on rewewesekasss that big ridge north of the Two Medicine River

wndh T
the first of the month. Man, you can't beat this with a stick! A full

summer on that grass and we'll have lambs fat as butter..

I gave it hard thought, sheep on the/Blackfeet grass. Sheep were
not plows tha t ripped the sod, sheep with a good herder were not cattle

casually flung Double W style. e ———

Prairie

that had supported buffzlo herds vast as stormclouds ought to be able

to withstand a careful load of sheep.
/:“\ C’)
@ If Rob saw this band as z ladle to get

at the cream of Reservation grass, so be it. With Dgvie FErskine as

Lozl

herder, I sould see to it the sumer‘_;qgrazirg was kept civil and civice

I wanted it begun right, tooe




e

"Those are sore miles, from here to the Two Medicine," I pointed

oute Forty or more, in fact.

"Sheep have feet," retorted Rob. As I knew, though, the days # it
would take to trail the sheep were not going to be his favorite pastime.
"I hate like the dickens to lose that many days of the locating business,

but I suppose=-"

L

4 ((JVarick and I can, with Davie a‘Long.u

Withoutww think T said: "I'11 take the sheepr.JrI

TReAm
felw study me. Probably it was all too plain that I didn't

hia mest — i »
want to see\ﬂrjpri-a{crop of 'steaders. ! Aem {Am :

"Angus, you're made of gold and oak. J Wasioemeiso waishretigrbe o s ropen.

: the Reservation band N g
f you can handle until shearingaifFamsd®® make it right to you

when we settle up this fall.,"
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They were a band of beauties, our new sheep: the top cut of ewes
and their six-week lambs from the big Thorsen sheep outfit in the Choteau

countrye. And confident grazers, definitely confident. The morning

Varick and Davie and I bunched them to begin the journey from Scotch
Heaven to the Reservation, making them leave the green slopes above the

North Fork was sheer worke You could all but hear

their single creed and conviction in the blatting back and forth, why

hour or so
leave proven grass for not proven? That fi rw seemed that

every time I looked around a bunch breaker was taking of f across the

countryside at a jig trot, her lamb and twenty others in a scampering

7R 2L ontlossly

tail behind here WVarick and Yavie and I dogged that

at last formed itself and cloud
foolishness out of them, and the bamﬁ;gan to move like a hoofed

Fouwoad
“non?o( the benchland between the North Fork and Noon creek, tavard the

. Dl ) o
road to the Two Medicine Rivere T\
Telling Varick and Davie I'd be with them shortly, I rode b E(¢

back down to the house.
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Wﬁ”’ To

"Varick and I ahozif be nody more than a week, Dair. Four days

to get the sheep there, a day or two to help Davie settle in, and then

the ride home."

"T'11 look for you when I see you coming," she said.

"We're going a famous route, you know, A wife of mine came

[ e
into this country by way of it," I said from mmem high spirits. "My

expectation is

“that there'll be monuments to her every mile along the way." }é
_and surprised me with: / A "IN &
Adair smil "I hope there's not one at a certain coulee south "\ vN,ff
’ A
of the Two Medici me River. Coachman, a so-young Adair to Rob at the F

reins, are there any conveniences at all along this route of yours?

Myself ready to throttle Rob as she disappeared to piddle: quz_: idea

was to get her over here and marry her qff to me, wasn't it_;_‘{ # The

R T s P S

inimitable Rob: If it worked out that way... Rob's was the way it had

worked out, although whether life after the wedding vow was working out for

Adair and me seemed ever amn open question,

F o e prok
"Dair?" The impulseYfelt deeper, truer, even as I began b ‘W ite

"Come along with us, why note To the Two Medicine."

Now the surprise was hers. "To christen the monumen ts?"# she

asked lightly.



ity

"T'm talking serious here. 'You-can ride-the wagon-with Davie,
or have a turn on Scorpion mx whenever you feel like. But just come, ;f""

why don't you. See all that coauntry again." With me jymser who is your

even if the country amd I
husbandWM' are not what you came expecting. With

Come and
our son of this country and its namesake Two Medicine River.\h-frs(

make us the complete three, the McCaskills of Montana, America.

She watched me as if sympathetic to what I was saying, but then

shook her head. "I suppose I think I saw the country as much as I

am able to that first time, Angus. No, I'd better mgg stay." jslm She

lifted her head in the self-mocking way and pronounced: "Adair will take
care of here while you and Varick have to be there.,"

"Well, I tried. But if you can't be bwiged without a crowbar--"

_she
Surpriging again, how strong my pang that Wwouldn't be sharing

Dair
this Two Medicine journey with me. "Goodbye, Lopé."

This wife of mine
Wﬁiptoes and kissed me memorably. "Goodbye yourself,

Angus McCaskill."
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The bell of the lead wether, the latest Percy, led us all.

A thousand ewes and their thousand lambs, and Varick and Davie

and I and two sheepdogs to propel them across forty miles to the northern
grass. By all known rules of good sense there was much that I ought
to have been apprehensive about. Weather first and last. The very
morning we started, the mountains looked windy, rain-brewing; one of

those restless days of the Rockies when a storm seems to be issuing

228
out of every canyon, too many to\}{)ossib]y miss us. Well, we of Scotch

Wo{ﬂfﬁjfﬂ*& - Jua
Heaven had seen weather beforee The zerils that sheep invite on themselves

were another matter. ZThere-eowdé~be fatal patches of death camas or
Caw(’dk ‘ML‘L”'{ :."‘ g
lupine jahead amid these grass miles that neither Davie nor I had local
Lk el Quenald fxf": ki Last wandon .

knowledge of. Alkali bogs that 1ambs could wander intoy jm

P>
W‘

¥

Of course, coyotes. Cayuse..e.Papoose...Coyote. Rob, Angus, is our

serenade coming from a coyote? Badger Creek two days ahead, and Birch

Creek a day before that, creeks usually lazily fordable but if spring runoff

was still brimming them... Things left, right and sideways all could go
wrong, but they were going to have to do it over the top of me, weren't bo
theye I had never in my life felt so troubleproof. This I ﬂr, M/

know the mni’oi;:)

R
‘conviction sang in me from the first minute of that she ep drive

This
his foothold into Two Medicine life

when he would need it, M For his sake
b

had to carry each and ever

bard of sheep was Varick's future,

if it erded uwp that T

¥y last wonder ful woolly fool of a shee on
my back these forty miles, this I know the tune of o



Y,

As the first hard drops of rain swept onto us we were shoving ~rS
otré M o
&MN i . Lo Y
the sheep Wthe short bridge Noon Creek. In less time than

=(@f\)‘ L Ct/_f_g.‘

. J—

it takes to tell, Varick andAI in our Wmk slickers were wet yellow
creatures, the ewes and lambs were gray wet ones, as we pressed across
creek water through storm water. But the rain was traveling through so
swif tly that the lambs did not stay chilled and begin to stif fen too

much to walk, and there was the first woe we hadn't met.

This I comsdss. Ao “Afm" q \

I T -
K

L‘All of life seemed fresh, sharp, to me as we spread the sheep into a

s R e O K AT 8 A

quick grazing pace. The mountains from an

e i Chaon Rbrortaon Lﬂf’ g
(b angle different i’(the one T haMevery day for more than twenty ,\-"-”‘*.'
o
. o
ol choug %m"x{—y »

I'J!” &jﬂ” W% .

3% years were somehow an encou raMﬁews that the world is more than

.

the everyday route of our eyes. I could even look west to the Resse
ranch nestled in the farthest willow bends of Noon Creek and not crush

down under the weight of what my life and Anna's could have been, muche

After a last glance west I swallowed away the thought of her,
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\\

e,

2
R,

Jove-fopsAnna-Remsay-Reese, at least away as far as it would ever go,

and dogged my wing of the band of shesp into quicker steps, ami pointed

us northe

Now the rise of the long hills beyond the Double W, their pancake
h, Gaak
summits the high flat edge of the Bircak country ahead. I called out

to Davie, ard to Adair in my imagination, that these bare ridgelines

were in dire need of our sheepherder monuments. But there are monuments

not just of stone, aren't there. When the sheep were topping that first
great ridge north of where the buildings of the Double W lay white and
sprawling, there on that divide I climbed off Scorpion, unbuttoned my

slicker, am pissed down in the direction of Wampus Cat Williamson.
Overnight at Birch Creek, and then across the ford of the creek

at dawn and through the gate of the Reservation fence and into the

first of the Blackfeet Reservation and a land immediately differ'en'b(sv

drier, more prairielike, the benchlands flatter and more isolatede

Here toward the northern heart of the Two country, every distance
seemed to increase, as if giving space to the Blackfeet grasslando The
mountains no longer were head-on and near, but marching off northwestward

toward the peak called the Chief which stood out separate as if reviewing



o

them, Benchlands here were bigger and higher and more separate than
we were used to, so that cattle and horses looked surprisingly small

in the Indian pastures we passed, and when I rode ahead a mile or so

r noon
to be sure of waterg’owr band of sheep was hard to spot at alle g
‘h,“wz e Tuna 6‘& 4 ’BM}M \L. ‘}! X A

e

e

#iw This I eam.d6. At the end of that day, bridgeless Badger Creeko
L sl

Bridgeless ard brimfull. Time to turn sheep into fish. I had Varick

lead Percy across, the wether)

C;asy about the creek water up to his belly but going through with his &A
leadership role. His followers were nore. For an endless hour there
on the brink of dark, we relearned that making sheep wade water is a
task that would cause a convent to curse inchorus. At last by main
strength Varick and I half-led half-hurled enough sheep into the water

to give the others the idea, and the cormunity swim began.

@a{; -+ /There was a last mob of lambs, frantic about not being across with

their mamas but also frantic about the water. Varick and Davie and the

dogs and I fought them into the creek, lambs splashing, mesdsssey thrashing,

blatting, amd when there wammomwblvismecmovenieies vere no more kinds of

+ " a7t
UAANA. G

i B t
panic to invent, swimming. This [ oesmedee- ol AL
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From dawn of the next day, with not a stormcloud in the Blackfeet

sky and a fine solid bridge ahead of us at the Two Medicine River, I

o
could feel our journey as if it already had happened,

ot

as if now we, Varick and I and our p(Fr)\’Davie, we incomparable three

had only to walk steadily in its tracks. Hour on hour, life sang out

to me.

(An;—;oient that my eyes were not on the sheep and the land, they were
on Varick. More and more he was growing to resemble me; the long frame,
the face that was a mustacheless version of mine, probably of all
McCaskills back to old Alexander hewing the Bell Rock lighthouse into

the sea. The job was there...it was to be done. We wmme still were

living resemblances of old Alexander Angus McCaskill in that, too,
 Wopieedeft tg Ll
this ‘son of mine born attuned to this country/and I who had spent every

effort I knew to learn it. Time upon time that day, I stood in my

stirrups and gaged for the sheer pleasure of gazing.
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-~ rolled M"‘““Q- W' '
‘\/nﬁ -2?{ > The land\-miPé north with rpromise in every Lo \ i
e S il

W urene

ridge. The pothole 1akss\i-,-€passing, with clouds of ducks indignantly

A2 Sunpidn prdan ma

rising at the sight of We] seemed deem. W

seemed more interested in Jamiex being a horse.

By the holy, I was right. Right to have brought these sheep, for

Varick's sake. Right, even, to have married Adair and persisted through

distanced life together _
our strange if this strong son was our resulte




We came to the Two Medicine River in sunny mid-af'ternoon and
were met by gusts of west wind that shimmered the strong new green
of the cottonwood and aspen groves into the lighter tint of the leaves'
bottom sides, so that tree after tree seemed to be trying to turn itself
inside oute In the moving air as we amd the sheep went down the

high bluff, a crow lifted off, straight up and lofted backwards, 2\

letting the gale loop him upward. I called to Varick my theory that
maybe wind and not water had bored this colossal open turmel the Two

Medicine flowed throughe And then we bedded the sheep, under the

tall trees beside the river.

When morning came, I was sorry this was about to be over. All

the green miles of May that we Y




had come, the saddle hours in company with Varick, the hand -to-hand

contest with the sheep to impel them across brimming Badger Creek,

yesterday's sight of the Two Medicine lcliffs like the edge of an older /

keenly
and more patient planet. Every minute of it Muld have
mrg e .';“«
lived over amd over again. This IWﬁhe tune ofe

The sheep crossed the bridee of the Two Medicine in a series of

hoofed stammers. Up the long slope from the river Varick and Davie and

the dogs and I pushed them. When they were atop the brow of the first
big ridge north of the river, we called ourselves off and simply stood
to watch,

On the lovely grass that once fed the buffalo, the sheep spread
themselves into a calm cloud-colored scatter and began to graze, that

first day of Jume of 191,



What can you have in life? Who gets to do the portioning?
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