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That the U.S. Forest Service wanted to know, in writing, what he'd ldﬁ%gﬂor
' ' \ six_'xﬁyf o
done with his day constituted my father's)most chronic bother about being /¥W10;?r
) %
\

a ranger. Early on, someone told him the story of another rider-turned-

<—ranger down on thg Shoshore national forest in Wyoming . "Trimmed my \/
horses tail and the wimd blew all day," read the fellow's first diary try. Then
with further thought, he managed to conclude: "From the northeaste." My father

-

could swallow ~

-advice if he had to, and so he did what he could with the perpetual nag
of having to jot his activities into the diary. When he did it was
entirely another matter. Two or three weeks he would stay dutiful, then
came a Saturday morning when he had seven little yellow blank pages to
show for his week, and the filling in had to start:

Bet, what'd I do on Tuesday? That the day it rained and I
..on Mazoola paperwork?
owver-.the horse -stalls?

worked

A

That was Wednesday. Tuesday you rode up to look over the range

above Noon Creek.

I thought that was Thursday.

You can think so if you like, but you'd be wrong. My mother was

careful to seem half-exasperated about these scriving sessions, but I
think she looked forward to the chance to set my father straight on

history, even if it was only the past week's. Thursday I baked, and you
Head

took a rhubarb pie for the Bowens when you went to tﬁélsg

station. Not that Louise Bowen is capable of recognizing a pie.

Well, then, when I rode to the Guthrie Peak lookout, that was--

only yesterday? Friday?

Today is Saturday, yesterday most likely was Friday, my mother

was glad to confirm for him.
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Kolosh daggers, a couple of hatchets, and a fire flint apiece.

September's gleanings comprised a second compass--Melander wanted
to be double certain about navigation--a small iron kettle, a spyglass,

another box of tea and a water cask.

Early in October, New Archangel's month of curtaining rain,
the plotters convened about the matter of a canoe.
Karlsson had eyed out a candidate, a twenty-foot shell with

a prow which angled up into a high sharp needle of nose. If a sizable
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When I became old enough to go into the mountains with him on
counting trips, my father perceived relief for his diary situation.
7 Previously he had tried Alec, but Alec had the same catch-up-on-it-

later proclivity as his.)d I think we had not gone a mile along the

trail above the South Fork that very first morning when he reined up,

said as if it had just occurred to him out of nowhere, Jick, whyn't you

kind of keep track of today for me? and presented me a fresh-sharpened

stub pencil and a pocket notebook.
It did take a little doing to catch onto my father's style. But
after those first days of my reporting into my notebook in the manner

of We met up with Dill Egan on the south side of Noon Creek and talked

with him about whether he can get a bigger allotment to run ten more

steers on and my father squashing it down in his diary to Saw D. Egan

about steer proposition, I adjusted.

By now I was veteran enough that the day came readily to the
tip of my pencil. Patroled--another principle some early ranger had
imparted to my father was that if you so much as left the station to go

to the outhouse, you had patroled--Patroled the n. fork of English Creek.

Counted D. Withrow's sheep onto allotment. Commenced packing bolts

and flanges and cable to Billy Peak lookout site.

My father read it over and nodded. Change that "bolts and

flanges and cable" just to '"gear." You don't want to be any more

definite than necessary in any love note to Uncle Sam. But otherwise

it reads like the very Bible.
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So the day was summed and we had dined on trout and the campfire |
was putting warmth and light between us and the night, and we had

nothing that needed doing except to contemplate until sleep overcame

us, My father was #yirg back against his saddle, hands behind his
head and his hat tip;)ed kigmpwmt forward over his foreheade Ever since
a porcupine attracted by the salt of horse sweat had chewed hell out
of Alec's saddle on the counting trip a couple or three years ago, we
made it policy to keep our saddles by uso . |
He could make himself more comfortable B a campfire than
anybody else I ever knew, my father coulde Right now he looked like
he could spend till dawn, talking over the Two country and everything
in it, if Toussaint Remnie or—Isidor-Prenovest or Dode Withrow had
been on hand to do it withe
My thoughts, though, still circled around Alec--well, sure,
somewhat onto Leona too--and what had erupted at supper
last night. But again the reluctance lodged itself in me, against

outright asking my )

M o Rl e

Yather what he thought the prospect wasy where Alec was concerned,

there are times a person pure
3 Mﬁwsn't want to hear\wﬂ-d(truth.

Instead, I brought out something else that had been dogging my mind.
"Dad? Do you ever worder about being somebod y wwms else?"

"Such as who?® John D, Rockefeller?"

MI;\W \there at the counting vee.

"What I mean, I got to thinking Irom\eegaﬂ{\rou and Dode ‘bogetherr

b
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=
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how
Just, you know, whether you'd ever thought about could be in your

place and you in his."
*
"Which would give me three daughters instead of you and Alec,

do you mean? Maybe I!ll saddle up Mouse and go trade him right now,"

"No, not that. I mean life generally. Him being the ranger am

.
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you being the shespman, is what I had in minde If ke things had gone

a little different back when you guys were, uh, young." Were my age,

was of course what was hiding behind thate

"Dode jaw to jaw wi th the Major? Now I know I'm going to head

dovn the mountain and swap straight across,f§ for the sake of seeing
T g
thate" In that time the regional fcyester, the boss of everybody in) 7 &(N’d\y

mdthorm X’&vﬁ{

the national forests of Montana andAIdaho, was Evan Kelley. Major l(,’

l/
Kelley, for he was like a lot of guys who got a big army
rank during the war, hung on to the title ever afterward as if it
was sainthoods The Major's style of leadership was basicg when he

o

said frog, everybody better jumpe I wish I had a nickel for every
time my father opened the mail from Missoula and muttered: Oh Jesus,

another kelleygram, When does the man ever sleep?“
Everybody did admit, the Major at least made clear the gospel in his

messages to his Forest Service men. What he prescribed from his rangers were

no big forest fires and no guffe So far, my father's slate was clean

didn't give -
of both. In those yearwhe matter s® particular thought, bub

in charge of, district
T recognize now that my father's long stint aé the English Creeh&gor

of the Two Medicine National Forest / \The Pope in Missoula, so % speake /

Wld only have happered with the blessing of the Major himself.r
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Nobody lower could have shielded ranger Varick McCaskill from the
transfers that ordinarily happened every few years or so in the F oresg
Service. No, the Major wanted thet tricky northmost portion of the
Two, surrounded as so much of it was by other government domalns 3

e ?mfs,«kug .
rangered in a way that wouldn't drav?gny bow=wow from thefGl acner

Park staff or the Blackfeet Reservation people} and

that would keep the sheepmen wmmmg content and the revenue they paid

for sunmer allotments flowing in; and in a way that would not repeat

the awful fires of 1910 or the later Phantom Woman Mountain burn, right

in here above the North Fork. And that waim

Cay

father was rargering it. So fare
"I guess I know what you're driving at, though." My father sat
up enough to put his ;boot against a pire piece of squaw wood and shove

it farther into the fire, then lay back against his saddle againe
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: \bineath a single
hesitant entrance into the governor's presence gathered Ender—""

o ceiling two of the three unhappiest men in New Archangel.
The third was named Bilibin.

"Excellency.",

"Pastor. As you may have heard, our citizenry is fewer
by four this morning."

"I did happen to hear the, ah, rumor."

NVaa. Ohlica ma Sf wm =17 Weara +heae man mami eahs ~mawe
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"How come we i‘)

(what we do in life, instead of something else. But I don't knowe
S —
T deswhe do not ¥nowe All I've ever been able to figure out, Jick,
is that no job fits as well as 2 person would like it to, but some
.

of us fit the job better than others do. That sorts matters outf/
a little 0"

"Yeah, well, 1 guesse But how do you get in the job in the
first place to find out whether you 're going to fit it?"

"You watch for a chance to try it, is all. Sometimes the chance

comes lookirg for you, gometimes you got to look for ite Myself,

—

I had my taste of the army because of the war. And it took goddamn

little of army life to tell me huh-uh, not for me. Then when I landed
o T :

back herej I got to be association rider for Noon Creek by setting out

to get it, I guess you'd say. What I did, I went around to Dill Egan

and old Thad Waimwright and your granddad Isaac and the other Noon

Creekers and asked if they'd keep me in mind when it came time to

@ybe didn't particularly hurt
summer the cows up here. OFf course,Wt I

mentioned how heppy I'd be to keep Double W cows from slopping over

onto the Noon Creek guys' allotments, as had been going on. Anyway,
the job got to be mine "



.....

A

"What, M the Double W was running cattle up here then?"

"Were they ever. They had an allotment, in the early days. A
hellish big one. Back then the Williamsons didn't have hold of all
that Noon Creek country to graze. So yeah, they had forest range,
and sneaked cows onto

ybody else's whenever they could. The number one belief of old
Warren Williamson, you know, was that other people's grass might just
as well be his," I didn't know. Warren Williamson, father of the
present Double W honcho, was before my time; or at least died in
California before I was old enough for it to mean anything to mee
"T'11 say this one thing for Wendell," my father went on, "he at

rents
least‘ﬁg—rwe/oountry. 016 “arren figured he

could just take it." He gave the pine piece another shove with his
.'J’ﬁ" ?%J M{‘_} Lnd
boote "The everlasting damn Double W, The Gobble Gobble You,\as;y—\mmw ——
smm rarnger when I was association rider used to call it."
"Is that--" I had it in mind ifesslmes to ask if that was why he

and my mother were so dead set against Alec staying on at the Double

W, those old contentions between the Williamsons' ranch and the rest
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of the Two country. But no, the McCaskill next to me here in the
fireshine was a readier topic than my absent brother. "Is that how

the here?
you got to be\’.‘ranger etting out to get the job?"

- d
He went still for a moment, 1fying there in that slop\%rx‘)osition
\/
against the saddle, feet toward the fire. Then shook his head,
ene
"The Forest Servicefdoesn't work that way, and the Major sure as hell
doesn'te Point yourself at the Two and they 're liable to plunk you

ovty
down on the Beaverhead or over\?tthe Bitterroots Or doghouse you

Irack
in the Selwa;i}rhen there still was a Selway. No, I didn't aim myself
at English Creek. It happened."
I was readyirg to point out to him that "it happened" wasn't a
real full explanation of job history, when he sat up and moved his
hat back so as to send his attention toward me. "What about you,
on all this if-I-was-

him-and -he-was-me stuff?

There he had me. My turn to be less than complete. I answered:

Somebody you think you 'd rather be, is there?"

"Not rather, really. Just might have been, is all."



An answer that didn't even start toward truth, that one was.
And not the one I would have resorted to any time up until supper
of the night before. For until then if I was to imagine myself
happening to be'anybody else, who could the first candidate have been
but Alec? Wasn't all the basic outline already there? Same bloodline,
same place of growing up, same schooling, maybe even the same bodyframe
if I kept growing at my recent paces Both of us September arrivals
into the world, even--only the years needed swapping. The remarkable
thing to me was that our interests in life were as different as they
were, and I suppose I had more or less assumed that time was going

anownd

to bring mim"’?*’to about where Alec's were., But now, precisely
\%tp{ possibility was what was unsettling me.s I can only describe
it eomething like this: that previous night at the supper table when
Klec made his ammouncement about him and Leona and I asked "How come?",
what I intended maybe was something similar to what my parents were
asking of Alec. Something like "Already?" What was the rush? How

could marriage and all be happening this soon, to my own brother?

Yes, maybe put it this way: What I felt , or at least sensed and



was trying to draw into focus, ‘was the suggestion that Alec's recent
course of behavior in some way was foreshadowi';g my own, That "q}ight
have been," after all, has within it "might be." It was like lookirg
through the Toggery window in Gros Ventre at a fancy suit of clothes
and saying, by the Christ, they'll never catch me dead in those.

But at the same time noticing that they seem to be your exact fite

"Iike who?" my fath%&%s : in a tore which signaled me that
he was asking it for the secord time,

"Who?" I echoed, trying tom# think of anything more.

"Country seems to be full of owls tonight," he joked. Yet he

was still attentive enough that I knew I had to come up with something

i b
Sl A ?{Gpi

that\avenwl-‘» an answere

"Oh., Yeah. Who." I looked at the fire for some chunk that
needed kicking further in, and although none really did, I kicked
one anywayo "Well, like Ray, That's all I had in mind, was Ray and

~e,

me," Ray Heaney was \pj/ best friend at high school in Gros Ventre.

"Us being the same age and all, like you and Dode,"



This brought cuwriosity into my father's regard of me. "Now that
takes some imagination," he said. "Dode and me are Siamese twins
compared to you and Ray,"

Then he rosgy dusting twigs and pine needles of f the back of him
from where he had Jmssm lain. "But I guess imagination isn't a shortage
with you. You maybe could supply the rest of us as well, huh?

Anyway, let's give some thought to turning in. We got a day ahead

of us tomorrow."

If T was a believer in omens, the start of that next morning

ought to have told me somethinge.

The rigamarole of untangling out of our bedrolls and getting

the campfire going and making sure the horses hadn't quit the country
during the night, all that went usual enough";gg Then, though, my father
glanced around at me from where he had the coffee pot heating over a
corner of the fire and asked:’Ready for a cup, Alec3"

Well, that will happen in a family., A passing shadow of absent-
mindedness, or the tongue just slipping a cog from what was intended.
Ordinarily being miscalled wouldn't have riled me at all, But all
this recent commotion about Alec, and my own wordering about where
anybody in this family stood any more, and that fireside spell of
brooding I'd done on A my brother amd myself, and I don't know what
the hell all else-~it now brought a response which scraped out of me
like flint:

"I'm the other one."

Surprise passed over my father. Then I guess what is called contrition.

"You sure as hell are," he agreed in a low voice. "Unmistakably Jick."
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About my name. John Angus McCaskill, I was christened. As
soon as I began at the South Fork school, though, and gained a
comprehension of what had been done to me, I put away that Angus for
good. I have thought ever since that using a middle name is like
having a third nostril.

I hadn't considered this before, but by then the John must
already have been amended out of all recognition, too. At least I
can find no memory of ever being called that, so the change must
have happened pretty early in life. According to my mother it
next became plain that '"Johnnie" didn't fit the boy I was, either.

Somehow it just seemed like calling rhubarb vanilla, and she may or

may not have been making a joke. With her you couldn't always tell.

Anyhow, the family story goes on that she and my father were trying
Me {:'f»‘}f\f'
me out as "Jack" when some visitor, noticing that I had the family- o

rea
bloed-sorrel hair but gray eyes instead of everybody else's blue, and

more freckles than Alec and my father combined, and not such a pronouncement

of jaw as theirs, said something like: "He looks to me more like the Jick
of this family,"

So I got dubbed for the off-card. For the jack that shares only

'3

cad
the color of the jack of trumps. That is to say, in a}ééme such as
pitch, if spades are led the jack of clubs becomes the jick, and in
the taking of tricks the abiding rule is that jack takes jick but

jick takeg joker. I explain this a bit because I am constantly

"L(/V)"Yx,zflfril,‘s‘.‘) o 4
l'u 3
by how many people, even here in Montana, no longer can

play a decent hand of cards. I believe television has got just a hell

of a lot to answer for.

Anyway, Jick I became, and have ever been. That is part of the
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pondering that I find myself doing nows) whether some other name would

-

have shifted my life any. Yet, of what I might change, I keep deciding

that that would not be among the first.

W 5 bosaimobchanin o

7’ - 4 -
o Ara
ﬂ \‘F,'hh;\\}ib breakfast incident rankled a little even afte; w‘/saddled

P orrnca /v':!

up and resuned the ride toward theycourting vee where we were o meet
W alten Ky g
“Bede-SBe-ne-eiﬁ-‘-s sheep at-around noon. Nor did the weather help any.
Clouds closed off the peaks of the mountains, and while it wasn't
raining yet, the a:rftdm;% promisad that it intended to. One of
those days too clammy to go without a slicker coat and too muggy to
wear ore in comfort,
To top it all off, we now were on the one stretch of the trail
I never liked, with the Phantom Woman Mountain burn on the slope opposite
use. Everywhere over there, acre upon acre upon acre, a gray cemetery
of snags and stumpso Of death by fire, for the Phantom Woman forest fire
hac#)een the one big one in the Two's history except for the blazing

summey of 1910,

Abead of me, my father was studying across at the burn in the

gloomy way he always did heree. Both of us now moping along, like e
A o WNaw' o

« If I didn't like the Phantom Woman neighborhood,

-
4 _‘\?,r

the blot on his forest. In those times, when firefighting was done

mainly by hand, a runaway blaze was the bane of the Forest Service,

My father's slate was as clean as could be; except for unavoidable smudges
before lightning strikes could be snuffed out, timber and grass pree— everywhere

else on the English Creek ranger district were intact, even much of the 1910-burnt

- o )} #4 T SN
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"So long as I have lived, sc long have I carved,' the dagger-
man responded. '"If the spirit people will let me, I will carve even
after I am dead."

Even Melander could not have said why, but that response echoed



‘:xé:country restoring itself by now, But the awful scar here was unhealed
vete Not that the Phantom Woman fire was in any way my father's own
responsibility, for it happened before this district was his, while he
still was the ranger at Indian Head rather than here. He was called in
as part of the fire crew--this was a blaze that did “n run wild for a
while, a whole hell of a bunch of men ended up fighting Phantom Woman
before they controlled it--but that was all. You sessien couldn 't tell
my father that, though, and this marning I wasn't in a humor to even try.

When time has the weight of a mood such as ours on it, it slows to
a creeps, Evidently my father figured both the day ard I could stand
some brightening., Anyway it was considerably short of noon--we were
about two-thirds of our way up Roman Reef, where the Korth Fork hides
itself in a timber canyon below and the trail bends away from the face
of Phantom Woman to the other mountains beyond --when he turned atop Mouse
ard called to me:

"How's an early lunch sound to you?"

"Suits me," I of course assured hime

= =
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}Out like this, my father tended to survive on whatever jumped
out of the food pack first. He did have the principle that supper
needed to be a cooked meal, especially if it could be trout. But as

L3 ; ! ] }
for the rest of E%%‘%gg%%ﬁ?&gggfgigﬁigfétb%%i%lﬁglgé breakfast a
couple of slices ofiheadcheese and a can of tomatoes or green beans,
and if you didn't watch him he might do the exact same again for lunch.
My mother consequently always made us up enough slab sandwiches for

secord .

three days' worth of lunches. Of course, by tﬁz\¥§?¥d'noon in that
high air the bread was about dry enough to strike a match on, but
still a better bet than whatever my father was apt to concoct.

We had eaten an applebutter sandwich and a half apiece and were
sharing a can of peaches for dessert, harpooning the slices out with
our jackknives to save groping into the pack for utensils, when &

Mouse suddenly snorted.
emba;ietgninstlll a minute," my father instructed, which I already was
m;gmhlle he stepped carefully backward the dmme three or four

paces until he was beside the scabbard on Mouse, with the 30,06 rifle in it .}

That time of year in the Two, the thought was automatic in anybody who
at all knew what he was doing: look around for bears, for they are coming
out of hibernation cantankerous.
What Mouse was signaling, however, proved to be a rider appearing
at the bend of the trail downhill from us. He was on a blaze-face
sorreli, who in turn snorted at the si ght of us. A black pack
foek hose

mare followed into sight, then a light grayrw1th spots on his nose and

his neck stretched out and his lead rope taut.
Mv/)\wﬁ"f e orti. i‘.@'\wf‘&s‘)' /

;}V'Somebody S new camptender, must be, my father saldx,-—~_‘_“h““““"

The rider sat in his saddle that permanent way a lot of those

old-timers did, as if he lived up there and couldn't imagine sufficient
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as to bury it g\lear- up to his eyes'. He was hard and fast. I took him

with the stick to the house and called Jones and Phllllps to see the

PR =L S

curiosity. Tt was with dwi‘f;cul’oy that hlS b111 was pulled out again,
ORI v :
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reason to venture down off the back of a horse. Not much of his face
showed between the buttoned-up slicker and the pulled-down brown
Stetson, but thinking back on it now, I am fairly sure that my father

at once recognized*both the horseman and the situation.

The brief packstring climbed steadily to us, the ears of the

arnd Homer
horses sharp in interest at us and Ponyrand Mouse. The rider showed

no attention until he was right up to us. Then, though I didn't see
him do anything with the reins, the sorrel stopped and the Stetson
veered half out over the slickered shoulder nearest us.

"Hullo, Macf‘

“ NI had t unch it W
i e gig' elgﬁh Stanley. How the hell are you?
78

.

"Still able to sit up and take nourishment. Hullo, Alec or

Jick, as the case may be.”
I had not seen him since I was, what--four years old®, five? Yet right

then I could have tolled off to you a number of matters about Stanley Meixelle

That he was taller than he looked on that sorrel, built in the riderly
way of length mostly from his hips dovn. That he had once been an
occasional presence at our meals, stooping first

over the wash basin for a cleanse that included the back of his neck,
and then slicking back his hair--I could have said too that it was
crow-black and started from a widow's peak--before coming to the ‘{
table. That unlike a lot of people he did not talk down to children,

never delivered them that phony guff such as”Think you'll ever amount
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Braaf was the scale-weight of the three of us. With him ameng—us,
Wennberg dared do nothing. Turn on me, he had Braaf to wor ry about
contend with Braaf, there'd sl be me. But now. It has to be
the two of us ag;ainst this coast because neither of us can last

alonee Wennberg is no ox, he can see that, if his rage doesn't get

in the waye. But how to keep him tamped downe...
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!‘jS_M?”That, instead, he once set Alec and me to giggling to the
r’pcl):n:‘ vzhéoz:eq;n;‘y ir:ot{;,—he/r threatened to send us from the table, when he told
) us‘/kthaf where he came fram they called milk moo juice and eggs cackleberries
and molasses lorg-tgiled sugar. Yet of his W
ten or so years since we had last seen him I couldn't have told you
anything whatsoever. So it was odd how much immediately arrived back
to mind about this unexpected man.
"Jick," I clarified. "'Lo, Stanley."
It was my father's turn to pick up the conversation. "Thought I
recognized t\éz%gck mare. Back up in this country to be campjack for
the Busby boys, are you?"

"Yeah," Stanley's yeah was that Missourian slowed-down kind,

SR
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almost in two parts: yeh-uh. And his voice sounded huskier than it
ought to, as if a rasp had been used across the top of it."’Yeah2 these 92—

\
times, I guess being campjack is better than no jack at all.’ Protocol

3

was back to him now. He asked my father,”Counting them onto the range, ¢

1)
are you?

P \Kyle's and Hahn's )
"Withrow's band yesterday, and Dedé~Spemeerss today.''
= A

"Quite a year for feed up here. This's been a million dollar

rain, ain't it? Brought the grass up ass-high to a tall Indian. Though

I'm getting to where I could stand a little sunshine to thaw out with,

mxself.“

WMM:Probably have enough to melt you, ' my father predicted,“soon enough.'.

"Could be." Stanley looked ahead up the trail, as if just noticing
that it continued on from where we stood. ”Could be,"he repeated.
jffNothing followed that, either from Stanley or my father, and it began
to come through to me that this conversation was seriously kinked in
some way. These two men had not seen each other for the larger part of
ten years, so why didn't they have anything to say to one another besides

-

this small-change talk about weather and grass? And already were running

low on that? And both were weahing a careful look, as if the trail suddenly
was a slippery place?

Finally my father offered: "Want some peaches? A few in here we haven't
stabbed dead yet."

"Naw, thanks. I got to head on up the mountain or I'll have sheepherders
after my hide.," Yet Stanley did not quite go into motion; seemed, somehaw,
to be staring up an impression of the pair of us to take with him,

My father fished out another peach slice armd harded me the can to finish.

Along with it came his casual question: "What was it you did to your hand?"
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It took me a blink or two to realize that although he said it
in my direction, the query was intended for Stanley. I saw then
that a handkerchief was wrapped around the back of Stanley's right hand,
and that he was res;ing that hand on the saddle horn with his left hand
atop it, the reverse of usual procedure there. Also, as much of the
handkerchief as I could see had started off white but now showed stains
like dark rust.

tossed a look
You know how it is, that Bubbles cayuse--Stanley . over his

shoulder to the gray packhorse--was kind of snakey this morning. Tried

’

to kick me into next week. Took some skin off, is all.

We giihcontemplated Bubbles. As horses go, he looked capable not

just of assault, but maybe pillage and plunder and probably arson too.
thot 2 }j,_., v
He was ewe-necked, and accented fF by stretchlngfriubbornly against the

lead rope even now that he was standing still. "A dragger," the Forest

Service packer Isidor Pronovost called such a creatures "You sometimes
wo

wonder iif' the sunnabitch mightn't tow easier if yodal;to tip him over onto
his back." The constellation of dark nose spots which must have given

Bubbles his name--at least I couldn't see—

/,_—M il i b S T K= LA W T e o s
oo Thern

‘anything else nameable about him--drew a person's‘}qfk; but if you
’t%ataznvtwg,»»%; peering
happened to glance beyond“tﬁfmf‘you saw that Bubbles w;;\éo?kiﬁg/gack
4

at you as if he'd like to be standing on your spine. How such

creatures get into pack strings, I just don't know. I suppose the 4
Wrs rood Help Hebners amd % ueﬁ/ﬁri‘s ) C s

same way et into the human race. i o
\.___,.

I don't remember you as having much hide to spare, my father said

- /6. A Jgﬂé4§bbu) 55
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then to Stanley. Dwring the viewing of Bubbles, the expression on my

father's face had shifted from careful. He now looked as if he'd made up

his mind about sometfiing. "Suppose you could stand some company?" Awful
casual, as if the idea had just strolled up to him out of the trees. "Probably

it 's no special fun rumning a packstring one-handed."

&
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Now this was a prince of an offer, but of course just wasn't possible.
Evidently my father had gone absent-minded again, this time about the
counting obligation he'd mentioned not ten sentences earlier., I was just
set to remind him of Lour appointments with Walter's and Fritz's sheep

when he added on: "Jick here could maybe ride along with you."

aatorrashmand” 47
I hope I didn't show the total of“@u;pgisé’l felt. '/ Some must
have lopped over, though, because Stanley promptly enough was saying:

Aw, no, Mac. Jick's got better things to do than haze me along.

Think about morning, my father came back at him. Those packs

and knots are gonna be several kinds of hell, unless you're more

left-handed than you've ever shown.

Aw, no. 1I'll be out a couple or three davs, you know. Longer

if any of those herders have got trouble.

Jick's been out that long with me any number of times. And

your cooking's bound to be better for him than mine.
Christamighty,
Well, Stanley began, and stoppedf},Hé seemed to be considering.

Matters were passing me by before I could even see them coming.

I will always credit Stanley Meixell for putting the next two
questions in the order he did.

It ought to be up to Jick. Stanley looked directly down at me.

How do you feel about playing nursemaid to somebody so goddamn dumb

as to get himself kicked?

The corner of my eye told me my father suggested a pretty
enthusiastic response to any of this.

Oh, I feel fine about--1 mean, sure, Stanley. I could, uh,

ride along. If you really want. Yeah.

Stanley looked down at my father now. Mac, you double sure it'd

be okay?

&
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Even I was able to translate that. What was my father going to

face from my mother for sending me off camptending into the mountains

with Stanley for a number of days?
. ‘“,;.f Cn ?‘l ok

Sure, my fathe%\se?df as if doubt wasn't worth wrinkling the

brain for. Bring him back when he's dried out behind the ears.

7

Well, then. The brown Stetson tipped up maybe two inches, and r
Stanley swung a slow look around at the pines and the trail and the

mountainslope as if this was a site he might want to remember. More
blue~blacke.

of his face shaved. Dark eyew Into the corners of them, a lo%¥
squin
of routes of!wrj.nldes. Thin thrifty nose. Thrift of line at the mouth

ard chin, too. A face with no waste to it. In fact, a little worn down

by use, was the impression it gavees "I guess we ought to be getting,"
Stanley proposed. "Got everything you need, Jick?"

I had no idea in hell what I needed for going off into the Rocky

Mountains with a one-handed campjacke I mean, I was wearirg my slicker
coat, my bedroll was behind my saddle, my head was more or less on my
shoulders despite the jolt of surprise that all this had sent through me,
but were those nearly enough? Anyway, I managéd to blurt(f"l guess so."
Stanley delivered my father the longest gaze he had yet. ''See you

“\ 3 . .
—, in church, Mac, he said, then nudged the sorrel into motion.

Py
H

The black pacﬂhorse and the light gray ugly one had passed us by
the time I swung onto Pony, and my father was standing with his thumbs
in his pockets, looking at the series of three horse rumps and the back
of Stanley Meixell, as I reined around onto the trail., I stopped beside

him long enough to see if he was going offer any explanation, or instructions,

) UL
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or edification of any damn sort at all, His face, still full of that
decision, said he wasn't. A1l I got from him was: "Jick, he's worth
knowing "

"But I already k‘.now hime"

No response to that. None in prospect. The hell with it. I rode
past my father and muttered as I did: "Don't i‘or;g d?;he diary."

"Thanks for reminding me," my father said poker-faced. "I'll give it

my utmost."

The Busby brothers, 65 knew, ran three bands of sheap on their
e i{' a-”f[: :i‘!jw jmﬁ_f; 3?’ ;'{"A: TR 24
forest allotment, which suretched ( “from the north i‘ork of

\

English Creek. Stanley had slowed beyand the first bend of the trail

for me to catch up, or mybe to make sure I actually was coming along

on this grand tour of sheepherders.CHWEﬁch camp do we head for first?

I called ahead to him. ,
"Canada Dan's, he's the closest. About under that promontory in the

reef is where his wagon is, If we sift right along for the next couple

hours or so we'll be there." Stanley and the sorrel were on the move again,
pbf{t wu Cuntema

in that easy wgflongtime riders and their (ﬁorses have. One instant you

see the pair of them standing and the next you see them in motion together,

am there's been no rigamarole in between. Stopped and now going, that's

all. Bubt Stanley did leave behind for me the observation: "Quite a day

to be going places, ain't it."

"Yeah, i gueSSQ" ____—-—-—-—"—-—-m.__\>
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It couldn't have been more than fifteen minutes after we left
my father, though, when Stanley reined his horse off the trail into
a little clearing and the packhorses follosed. When I rode up alongside,
he said: I pot to po visit a tree. You keep on ahead, Jick. I'll

catch right up.

I had the trail to myself for the next some minutes. Just when
I was about to rein around and see what had become of Starley, the white

of the sorrel's blaze flashed into sight. Be right there, Stanley called,

motioning me to ride on.

But he caught wp awfully gradually, and in fact must have made
a second stop when I went out of sight around a switchbacke And before
long, he was = absent again. This time when he didn't show up ard didn't

show up, I halted Pony and waited. J#it as I was about to go back and

e

start a search, here Stanley came, callirng out as before: "Be right there."

I
L B
to wonder a bit. Not only had I been voluntesred into this expedition

by somebody other tha*l mvseL, I sure as the devil had not signed on
x” WY & A, axX 7 S 7o JLq dog e f‘?_"" 4*'3 M" ha
to lead it. %So %-lz:e?thn?}’f_was dzf.e*'mlned to wait until %-143' was

|

up with me. And as I sat there on Pony, firmly paused, I began to hear

him long before I could see him.

T

My name, she is Pancho,

I work on a rancho,

I mke a dollar a day.

Stanley's singing voice surprised me, a clearer, yourger tone

than his raspy talke

So did his song,



"1 go to see Suzy,

She's got a doozy.

Suzy take my dollar awaye'
~
When Stanley drew even with me I still memsit couldn't see much of
his eyes urder the brim of the pulled-down hat, although I was studying
pretty hard this time.

Yessir, Stanley announced as the sorrel stopped, great day for

the race, ain't it?

The race? I gaped.

The huren race. Stanley pivoted in his saddle--a little unsteadily,

I thought--enough to scan at the black pack mare and then the gray one.

He got a white-eyed glower in return from the gray. Bubbles there is

still in kind of an owly mood. Mad because he managed to only kick my

T 2K
Cadl '7{ '
e dmstead € U5 Wnd, Weanes You're doing fine up ahead, Jick, I'1l

wander along behind while Bubbles works on his sulking,

There was nothing for it but head up the trail again. At least
nov I knew for sure what my situation was. If there lingered any last
least iota of doubt, Stanley's continued disappearances and his ongoing
croon dispatched it,

““My brother is Sancho,
he try with a banjo

to coax Suzy to woo."

T have long thought that the two commonest afflictions in Montana--
it my be true everywhere, but then I haven't besn everywhere--are drink
ard orneriness. True, my attitude has thawed somewhat since I have become

0ld enough to indulge in the pair myself now armd again. But back there



on that mountain those years ago, all I could think was that I had on

my hands the two worst of such representations, a behixﬁj'b/kel%ush bottle -

tipper and a knotheaded packhorse.

Pk "But she tell him no luck,
 imeo i Bgtig o

a7 L LA TAO
\\\_ 15 4 3“' | the price is Eacﬁhe{buck, o
# him and the banjo make two."
—————

I spent a strong hour or so in contemplation of my father and

just what he had saddled me with, here. All the while mad enough to
goddamn

bite sticks in two. Innocent ?s_'a'rcha;;y, I had let my father detour /
me up the trail with Stanley I‘-’Ie:'x'ﬂ.‘]_.’_.‘; B VN P OS PRI P P

mae-?j(«.;c-ifnm to find that my trail compadre showed every sign of being

/‘-_ - il
a warbling boozehound. —y~was—l-—notinfermed—of—thris® Couldn't I, for

Christ's sake, be told the full extent of the situation before I was
shoved into it? What was in the head of that father of mine? Anything?
dull
After this siege omeullh, a rew angle of thought did

break through. It occurred to me to wonder just how my father ought

to have alerted me to Stanley's condition beforehernd. 5

eondisbrorn (C:;red his throat and announced, Stanley, excuse us but

Jick and I got something to discuss over here in the jackpines, we'll be

right back? Worked his way behirnd Stanley and pantomimed to me a swig
from a bottle? Neither of those seemed what could be called etiquette,
and that left me with the perturbing suggestion that maybe it'd been up
to me to see the situation for myse]i‘.‘ Which gave me another hour or

so of heavy chewing, trying to figure out hov I was supposed to follow
event s that sprung themselves on me from nowhere. How do you brace for

that, whatever age you are?
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Canada Dan's sheep were bunched in a long thick line against a
When we rode up a_
stand of jackpine. } lot of blatting was going on, as if there was
an uneasiness among them. A sheepherder who knows what he is doing
in timber probably is good in open country too, but vice versa is not
necessarily the case, and I remembered my father mentioning that
Canada Dan had been herding over by Cut Bank, plains country. A
herder new to timber terrain and skittish about it will dog the bejesus
out of his sheep, keep the band tight together for fear of losing some.
"'/égkugpunaoéqQﬁh ' -
-;fif/ ¥ O Canada Dan's patch-marked sheepdog looked weary,
panting, and I saw Stanley study considerably the way these sheep
were crammed along the slope.

Been looking for you since day before yesterday, Canada Dan

greeted us. I'm goddamn near out of canned milk.

That so? said Stanley. Lucky thing near isn't the same as out.

Canada Dan was looking me up and down now. You that ranger's

kid?
I didn't care for the way that was put, and just said back:

Jick McCaskill. Too, I was wondering how many more times that day I

was going to need to identify myself to people I'd had no farthest
intention of getting involved with.

Canada Dan targeted on Stanley again. Got to bring a kid along

to play nursemaid for you now, Stanley? Must be getting on in years.

I bunged up my hand, Stanley responded shortly. Jick's been

generous enough to pitch in with me.

Canada Dan shook his head as if my sanity was at issue. He's
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gonna regret charity when he sees the goddamn chore we got for

ourselves up here.

What would that be, Dan?

About fifteen head of goddamn dead ones, that's what. They got

Ntheirself
onto some deathcamas, maybe three days back. Poisoned Ehemqéiké?"

SO
before you cﬁq%é'say sic 'em. Canada Dan reported all this as if he
was an gccidental passerby instead of being responsible for these
= LTS 3.1

animals. ‘ibg?et'énimals, they were now.

That's a bunch of casualties, Stanley agreed. I didn't happen

to notice the pelts anywhere there at the wag--

Happened right up over here, Canada Dan went on as if he hadn't

heard, gesturing to the ridge close behind him. Just glommed onto

that deathcamas like it was goddamn candy. C'mon here, I'll show

you. The herder shrugged out of his coat, tossed it down on the
grass, pointed to it and instructed his dog: Stay, Rags. The dog
came and lay on the coat, facing the sheep, and Canada Dan trudged
up the ridge without ever glancing back at the dog or us.
I began to dread the way this was trending.
The place Canada Dan led us to was a pocket meadow of bunch 2
a2 - < ofonuact ’ Y
grass interspersed with pretty-white blossoms and with gray mounds gxlnoéngcs
here and there on it. The blossoms were deathcamas, and the mounds‘
were the dead ewes. Even as cool as the weather had been they were
bloated almost to bursting.

That's them, the herder identified for our benefit. It's sure

convenient of you fellows to show up. All that goddamn skinning, I
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can stand all the help I can get.

Stanley did take the chance to get a shot in on him. You been

too occupied the past three days to get to them, I guess? But it

bounced off Canada*Dan like a berry off a buffalo.

o+

T ha { — Cllpens There's not all that
We—all threeJlooked at the shgey‘for awhiz\&\“ﬁhefea&s~ﬁefm@ee/

much conversation to be made

A?n say about bloated sheep carcasses. After a bit, though,

Canada Dan offered in a grim satisfied way: That'll teach the goddamn

buggers to eat deathcamas.

Well, Stanley expounded next. There's no such thing as one-handed

skinning. Which doubled the sense of dread in me. I thought to
myself, But there is one-handed tipping of a bottle, and one-handed
dragging me into this campjack expedition, and one-handed weaseling
out of what was impending here next andfizéll this while, Stanley was
looking off in some direction carefully away from me. “I can be

unloading the grub into Dan's wagon while this goes on, then come back
with the mre so's we can lug these pelts in. We got it to do." We?

"Guess I better go get at my emd of it,"

Stanley reined away, leading the pack horses toward the sheepwagon,

and Canada Dan beaded on me.J;Don't just stand there in your tracks,

kid. Plenty of these goddamn pelters for both of us."”
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So for the next long while I was delving in ewe carcasses.
Manhand]irgx":;\' rain-soaked corpse onto its back, steadying it there,
then starting in with that big incision along the belly which, if your
Jackknife slip%dr just a little bit, —v brixéthe guts pouring out
all over your pro,je"ct. Slice alorng the insides of the legs, then trim
the ;mlt off the pale dead fleshes It grudges me even now to say it

but Stanley was accurate, it did have to be done, because the

]

e
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pelts at least would bring a dollar apiece for the Busby brothers and
a dollat then was still worth holding in your hanq. Bore ;hat it was

+h ornach . =z

necessary did not make it any less snotty a‘E%%jiff#don't know whether
you have ever skinmed a sheep which has lain dead in the rain for a
few days, but the clammy wet wool adds into the situation the
possibility of wool poisoning, so that the thought of puffed painful
hands accompanies all your handling of the pelt. That and a whole
lot else on my mind, I slit and slit and slit, tugging pelt off
bloated belly and stiffened legs. I started off careful not to work

fast, in the hope that Canada Dan would slice right along and thereby

skin the majority of the carcasses. It of course turned out that his

Carvoda Lsam

strategy was identical and that‘if had had countless more years of
practice at being slow than I did. 1In other circumstances I might
even have admired the drama in the way he would stop often, straighten
bof oo
up to ease what he told me several times was the world's worggjé;ick
in his back, and contemplate my scalpel technique skeptically before
finally bending back to his own. Out of his experience my father

always testified that he'd rather work any day with sheepherders

ssathes-than cowboys. You might come across a herder that's loony now

and then, but at least they aren't so apt to be such self-inflated

sonsabitches. Right about now I wondered about that choice. If

anywhere near
Canada Dan was|representative, sheepherders didn't seem to be -ams.
ship
bargains of companio%?bﬂigz; either.

Finally I gave up on trying to outslow Canada Dan and went at

the skinning quick as I could, to get it over with.
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Canada Dan's estimate of fifteen dead ewes proved to be eighteen.
Also I noticed that six of the pelts were branded with a bar above
the number, signifying that the ewe was a mother of twins. Which
summed out to the ;act that besides the eighteen casualties, there
were two dozen newly motherless lambs who would weigh 1light at
shipping time.

This came to Stanley's attention too when he arrived back leading
the pack mare and we--or rather I, because Stanley of course didn't
have the hand for it and Canada Dan made no move toward the task
whatsoever--slung the first load of pelts onto the pack saddle.

Guess we know what all that lamb blatting's about, now, observed

Stanley. Canada Dan didn't seem to hear this, either.

Instead he turned and was trudging rapidly across the slope
toward his sheepwagon. He whistled the dog from his coat and sent
him policing after a few ewes who had dared to stray out onto open

grass, then yelled back over his shoulder to us: It's about belly

time. C'mon to the wagon when you get those goddamn pelts under

control, I got us a meal fixed.

I looked down at my hands and forearms, so filthy with blood
and other sheep stuff I didn't even want to think about that I hated
to touch the reins and saddlehorn to climb onto Pony. But Tedssd
I did
climb on? for it was inevitable as if Bible-written that now I had to
ride in with Stanley to the sheepwagon, unload these wet slimy pelts
because he wasn't able, ride back out with him for the second batch,

load them, ride back in and unload--seeing it all unfold I abruptly



spoke out: Stanley!

Yeah, Jick? The brown Stetson turned most of the way in my
directionfﬂqul the ways to say what I intended to competed in my mind.

Stanley, this just‘isn't going to work out...Stanley, this deal was my

father's brainstorm and not mine, I'm heading down that trail for home...

Stanley, I'm not up to-—to riding herd on you and doing the work of

this wampus cat of a sheepherder and maybe getting wool poisoning and--

but when my mouth did move, I heard it mutter:

=
P

Nothing, I guess.

After wrestling the second consignment of pelts into shelter under
Canada Dan's sheepwagon, I went up by the door to wash. Beside the
basin on the chopping block lay a sliver of gray soap, which proved
to be so coarse my skin nearly grated off along with the sheep blood
and other mess. But I at least felt scoured fairly clean.

Is there a towel? I called into the sheepwagon with what I

considered a fine tone of indignation in my voice.
The upper part of Canada Dan appeared at the dutch door. Right

there in front of you, he pointed to a gunny sack hanging from a

corner of the wagon. Your eyes bad?

burlap,

I dried off as best I could on tag\gﬁvﬁfé%a%k, feeling now as

if I'd been rasped from elbow to fingertip, and swung on into the

sheepwagon?ﬂ;The table of this wagon was a square of wood about the
size of a big checkerboard, which pulled out from under the bunk at
the far end E&:EEE:EEE&R and then was supported by a gate leg which

folded down, and Stanley had tucked himself onto the seat on omne
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our dining sites
sidz~3f“%rfaﬂﬁgﬁé&a Dan as cook and host I knew would need to be
nearest the stove and sit on a stool at the outside end of the table,
so I slid into the seat opposite Stanley, going real careful because
three people in a *sheepwagon is about twice too many.
KEEYIPE. erupted from under my inmost foot, about the same

instant my nose caught the distinctive smell of wet dog warming up.

Here now, what the hell kind of manners is that, walking on my

dog? He does that again, Rags, you want to bite the notion right

out of him. This must have been Canada Dan's idea of hilarity, for
he laughed a little now in what I considered an egg-sucking way.

Or it may simply have been his pleasure over the meal he had
concocted. Onto the table the herder plunked a metal plate with a
boiled chunk of meat on it, then followed that with a stained pan of
what looked like small moth~balls.

Like T say, I figured you might finally show up today, so I

fixed you a duke's choice of grub, he crowed. Get yourselves started

with that hominy. Then, picking up a hefty butcher knife, Canada Dan

slabbed off a thickness of the grayish greasy meat and toppled it

aside. You even got your wide choice of meat. Here's mutton.

He sliced off another slab. Or then again here's growed-up

lamb.
The butcher knife produced a third plank-thick piece. Or you

can always have sheep meat.

Canada Dan divvied the slices onto our plates and concluded:

A menu you don't get just everywhere, ain't it?
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Yeah, Stanley said slower than ever, and swallowed experimentally.

The repqrt crossed my mind that I had just spent a couple of
hours elbowzgeep in dead sheep and now I was being expected to eat
some of one, but f tried to keep it traveling. Time, as it's said,
was the essence here. The only resource a person has against mutton
is to eat it fast, before it has a chance for the tallow in it to
congeal. So I poked mine into me pretty rapidly, and even so the last
several bites were greasy going. Stanley by then wasn't much more than
getting started.

While Canada Dan forked steadily through his meal and Stanley
mussed around with his I finished off the hominy on the theory that
anything you mixed into the digestive process with mutton was probably
all to the good. Then I gazed out the dutch door of the sheepwagon
while waiting on Stanley. The afternoon was going darker, a look of
coming rain. My father more than likely was done by now with the
counting of He would be on his way up to the
Billy Peak lookout, and the big warm dry camp tent there, and the
company of somebody other than Canada Dan or Stanley Meixell, and
probably another supper of brookies. I hoped devoutly the’r%in

v Jadhn
already had started directly onto whatever piece of t;;ii"%g“might be
riding just now.

Canada Dan meanwhile had rolled himself a cigarette and was
filling the wagon with blue smoke while Stanley worked himsel%i;;;ﬁée

halfway point of his slab of mutton. Staying the night, ain't you?
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the herder said more as observation than question. You can set up

the tepee, regular goddamn canvas hotel. It only leaks a little

where it's ripped in that one corner.' Been meaning to sew the
sumbitch v

\1Rm&e§ebeiéﬁzup.

Vil
Well, actually, no, said Stanley?anhis perked me up more than

anything had in hours. Maybe there existed some fingernail of hope

for Stanley after all. We got all that pack gear to keep dry, so
N w.a ¢’
we'll just go on over to that line cabin down on Spemee¥s”school
4

section. Fact is--Stanley here took the chance to shove away his

(J LV\;-«’(F emj o)
still mutton-laden plate and‘gﬁfﬁcv’his feet as if night was

stampeding toward him--we better be getting ourselves over there if

we're gonna beat dark. You ready, Jick?

Was I.

Zﬁé’

~M
The olsadisblamer 1ine cabin stood just outside the eastern boundary

of the Two forest, partway back down the mountain. We rode more tham an hour

to get there, the weather steadily heavier and grimmer all around us,
and Stanley fairly grim himself, I guess from the mix of alcohol and
mutton sludging around beneath his belt. Once when I glanced back to
be sure I still had him I happened to see him make an awkward lob into
the trees, that exaggerated high-armed way when you throw with your

~fimlly »
wrong hand. So he ha@(?ﬁﬁzgut of bottle, and at least I could look

ata? i Y

- o

forward to an unpickledSténley from here on. I hoped he wasn't the

kind who came down with the DTs as he dried out.
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Our route angled us down in such a back and forth way that Roman Reef
steadily stood above us now on one side, now on our other. A half-mile-high

stockade of gray’oraif_)

3

gone , claiming all the sky to the west.mrsisssmsder “ven with Stanley and
g
thanderclouds on my mindy I made room in there to appreciate the “pewer &

avpdewy of Roman Reef, Of the peaks and buttresses of the Two generally,

for as far as I'm concerned, Montana without its mountain raniis‘)ﬁd

Eoebiiis o0 1d just be Nebraska stretched north.
J——

At last, ahead of us showed up an orphan outcropping, a dmmsie formation

sempmef Jike 2 crown of rock but about as big as a railroad roundhouse.
f g - SV,

Below it}k}d‘gp the bourndary fence, ard just outside the fence the
line cabine About time, too, because we were getting some first spits
of rain, ard thunder was telling of lightning not all that far off,

The whole way from Canada Dan's sheepwagon Stanley had said never

a word

== -
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nor even glanced ahead any farther than his horse's earsg d dldn t even
now as of barb Wirce /
st;?‘uﬁ?q’%e reached the boundary fence‘ In a hurry to get us into
the cabin before the weather cut loose I hopped off Pony to open the
gate. o
(I, PN
My hand was just almost to the top wire hoop when there“ﬁgs’a

terrific yell:

GODaMIGHTy, get aWAY from that!

(crazily
I jumped back as if flung, lookingfaround to see what had

s
roused Stanley like éﬁgﬁ(

he gatewire of
Go find a club and knock with that, he instructed.
A

You happen to be touching that wire and lightning hits that fence,

I'11 have fried Jick for supper.

So I humored him, went off and found a sizable dead limb of

jackpine and tapped the hoop up off the top of the gate stick with it
3 . /'_\ 3 .

and then used it to fling the gate e££ to one side the way you might

flip a big snake. The hell of it was, I knew Stanley was out- and—out

South Fo

right. A time, lightning hit Ed Van Bebber's fence up ‘the) oad from
fLCL\ aét/{

the English Creek station and the whole top wire melted for about

fifty yards in either direction, dropping off in little chunks as if

it'd been minced up by fencing pliers. I knew as well as anything not

to touch a wire fence in a stormg why then had T damn near done it?

All T can say in my own defense is that you just try going around with

Stanley Meixell on your mind as much as he had been on mine since

mid-morning, and see if you don't do one or another thing dumb.

I was resigned by now to what was in store for me at the cabin, so
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started in on it right away, the unpacking of the mare and Bubbles.
Already I had size, my father's long bones the example to mine, and
could do the respected packer's trick of reaching all the way across
the horse's back to lift those off-side packs from where I was standing,
- [
Vg f?\_,._)“:i\‘?\
instead of\ge%pg“back and forth around the horse all the time. I did
G’fgy» the mare and then carefully began uncargoing Bubbles, Stanley hanging
Gg_°~ !\ (X _«& A &
pJﬁg"“( onto the bridle and matter*of*factly promising Bubbles he would yank
o S spott; the hoa
575 his goddzﬁgyﬁézé off if he‘gave any trouble. Then as I swung the last
pack over and off, a hefty 1ift I managed to do without bumping the
pack saddle and giving Bubbles an excuse for excitement, Stanley

diddling

pronounced: Oh, to be young and i twice a day again.
A

He took notice of the considerable impact of this on me.

'Scuse my French, Jick. 1It's just a saying us old coots have.

Nonetheless it echoed around in me as I lugged the packs through

1]

the cabin door and stood them in a corner.ﬁfo now thunder was

belosr us as well as above
applauding lightniﬂE‘Bégher*npmﬁhemmeun£a§n‘§ﬁd the rain was arriving

in earnest, my last couple of trips outside considerably damp.

Stanley meanwhile was trying to inspire a fire in the rickety stove.

v1it a kerosene lantew)

The accumulated chill in the cabin had us both shivering as we fﬁ'
4

waited for the stove to produce some result.

Feejfin here like it's gonna frost, I muttered.
" six inches deep."

Yeah, Stanley agreed. “About

177

That delivered me a thought I didn't particularly want. What,

ah, what if this turns to snow? I could see myself blizzarded in

here for a week with this reprobate.
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Aw, T don't imagine it will. Lightning like this, it's probably

just a thunderstorm. Stanley contemplated the rain spatting onto the

cabin window and evidently was reminded that his pronouncement came

P

i : i i |
3
close to being goed news. Stlll,lzgu neve? kgowgﬂhe amended};

was not much of a layoubt. Simply .
The c;EEE‘EhsaLe~mgph?—juet’g—;g;§za%%%2i bin of jackpine logs,

maybe fifteen feet long and ten wide and with a single window beside
it'd be
the door at the south endg) but at 1ea§?ﬁﬁgs’8rier than outside.

~

Outside in fact was showing every sign of anticipating a nighffiong
g
bath. The face of the Rocky Mountains gets mcre weather than any
e PRAN ek s
other place I know of and weu~Just Héxéfto abide by that fact.//I
considered the small stash of wood behind the stove, mostly kindling,

and headed back out for enough armfuls for the night and morning.

Off along the tree line I found plenty of squaw wood, which already
soused from the rain but luckily

SN
105EEE‘3=mpvbu€'§Hépped okay when I tromped it in half over a log.

With that provisioning done and a bucket of water lugged from a

scep of spring about seventy yards out along the slope, I declared

myself in for the evening and shed my wet slicker. Stanley through

all this stayed half-propped, half-sitting on an end of the little

A

plank table. Casual as a man waiting for T /¢/His stillness set

Wondering ~
me to wonde;;;g;pﬁgfgaow much whiskey was in hiqgﬂgfter all, he'd

been like a mummy on the ride from Canada Dan's camp, tog?ggnd so

too awful » -
beforeflong I angled across the room, as if exercising the saddle

hours out of my legs, for a closer peek at him.

At first I wasn't enlightened by what I saw. The crowfoot lines
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at the corners of Stanley's eyes were showing deep and sharp, as if
he was squinched up to study closely at something, and he seemed
washed-out, whitish, across that part of his face, too. Like any
Montana kid I had ‘seen my share of swacked-up people, yet Stanley
didn't really look liquored. No, he looked more like--

How's that hand of yours? I inquired, putting my suspicion as

lightly as I knew how.

Stanley roused. Feels like it's been places. He moved his gaze

past me and around the cabin interior. Not so bad quarters. Not

much worse than I remember this pack rat palace, anyway.

Maybe we ought to have a look, I persisted. That wrapping's

seen better times. Before he could waltz off onto some other topic

-4 -t !
J,re.r" [ > AANSAL >

I stepped over to him an 4 “the rust-colored wrapping.

When I unwound that fabric, the story was gore. The back of
Stanley's hand between the first and last knuckles was skinned raw
where the sharp edge of Bubbles' hoof had shoved off skin: raw and
seepy and butchered-looking.

Jesus H. Christ, I breathed.

: ¥ Y S T .y o SIS o
Aw, could be worse. Fven as he said so, though, Stanley Teoked
LA

ems® more pale and eroded around the eyes. I'11 get it looked at when

-

¥ <

get to town.H\

et

GTE;;;s some bag balm in my saddlebag there. Get the 1lid off that

for me, will you, and I'1l1l dab some on.

" Stanley slathered the balm thick across the back of his hand
and I stepped over again and began to rewrap it for him. He noticed
that the wrapping was not the blood-stained handkerchief. Where'd

you come up with that?
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The tail off my ediam shirt.

Your ma's gonna like to “hear that.

I shrugged. Trouble Eksmad’ilned up deep enough here in company
L LR
with Stanley that my mother s turn at 1t§uag’h long way off.

g to aﬁéﬁﬁe«ﬁﬂ~
c’-'ﬁ Feels like new, Stanleym?ﬁg his bandaged hand with a flinch

he didn't want to show and I didn't really want to see. What if he

passed out on me? What if--I tried to thinke# of anything I had ever
Supposedly thet=e.

heard about blood poisoning and gangrem.\bseemed—m

i
took a while to devélop. But then, this stint of mine with Stanley was

beginning to seem like a while,
iif Q. pemad b owey
“S4atso-seemed-to-md time to try get Stanley's mind, not to say my

own, of f his wound, ani>

QaﬂAA&éde

‘to bring up what I was a natural topic. So I queried:

What are we going to do about supper?

Stanley peered at me a considerable time. Then said: I seem to

distinctly remember Canada Dan feeding us.

That was a while back, I defended. Sort of a second lunch.

Stanley shook his head a bit and voted himself out. I don't

just feel like anything, right now. You go ahead.

So now things had reached the point where I had lost out even

on my father's scattershot version of cooking, and was going to have
] (9 ’,.,»‘,‘, A }:ﬂ n&a

v to invent MY OATL e i held\(qr"cons:Lde"able rental corversation with x,y“'
M-AC«’&‘- M e ‘\,Jui b :J‘_ ¢

“fadher about that, meanwhile fighting the stove to get any real heat

from it. A%t last I managed to warm a can of Wiﬁﬁd—bﬁaﬁ-&ﬂ%

e
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sack.

If and perhaps; coax at them as he would, Wennberg could make
them do no more ;han somersault into perhaps and if. This, this
damned skitter of a matter...Wennberg did not at all have well-bottom
faith in the prospects of Melander's plan, but neither did he see,
now, any clear path out of it. What Wennberg imagined was
going to be his power over Melander and the other two somehow,
by some coil of the escape plan, was turning out to be their power

over him.

Karlsson bided the time with less edginess than the others.
Since he went through life anyway in the manner of a man in wait,

the space of weeks until the escape was to him simply one more

<
a2

&

duration, and not ss long as mo

in

)

t L ey :-,v-:{::i A grmiy THY
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iy

Archangel day sound carried like light, and from the black-

- %4 s ‘l,"')'({_ls‘ ’
smith shop within the stockade began to Eé!g1fhe measured clamor
of hammer against anvilfqus if roused by the clangor, Karlsson

~_to the taller man,
turned 3 o

"Two of us are not enough strength for that much paddling."
"No," Melander agreed. '"Our other man is Braaf."
"Braaf? That puppy?"

Melander tendered his new co-conspirator a serious smile

'which might have been a replica of Karlsson's own aboard the

schooner in Stockholm harbor.
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dug out of
provisions IWH% of the packs of groceries for the herders,

? Y g -8 NM
and exploring further I came up|seme bread and “bger” sandwich material.

An imminent meal is my notion of a snug fortunee I was even humming
the Pancho and Sancho and Suzy tune when, ready to dine, I sat myself
down across the tahle from Stanley.

’-“_-q . . »
He Jdmempgin looked a little quizzical, then drew in a deep sniff.

Then queried:

"Ts that menu of yours what I think it is?"

"Huh? Just pork and beans, and an onion sandwich., Why?"
"Never mird,"
‘7%Canada Dan's cooking must have stuck with me more than I was aware,

though, as I didn't even think to open any canned fruit for dessert.

Wraa g WG
Meanwhile the weather“g%:w”steadily more rambunctious. Along

(‘_m‘zx&- t
those mountainsides thunder can roll and roll, anHJtIaps were

S ——
7




"Then you don't know fuck-all about where we arel You're ruming

us blind down this coasti®

—y oy

[

T know Astoria is ahead. Il{a‘#—ie”enmgh."

"Hell take you, it's enough! You think you're too keen to be
among us, Karlsson. You've had that about you since we touched away
from that Russian dungpile. Afraid maybe I'll smudge off on you, or
long-fingers Braaf here'll pick youry pocket, you act like. But

play us the fool like this., « « We're hcpelass as.

- Methusaleh's cock, without maps to go byl This coast'll o « »

et LJaoe acul

headed type carved by a tribe rar SOULl allug

occasionally bartered north as prized items of trade.,
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I believe my hair was swept straight on end, from that blast of
of noise and light. I know I had trouble gettirg air into my body,
past the blockade where my heart was trying to ¥k climb out my throat.
cﬁs'oanley, i iy S, 76 atiow Sy pee IRRTER Pabhe at “ait. " itk

hand of God, my ma# used to say.

Yeah, well, I informed him when I the breath for it, I'd just

as soon it grabbed around someplace else.

I stood waiting for the next cataclysm, although what really was

-
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2071 <_Treirs was a shoreside 1life which .-
(\_ﬂ,// stairkaﬁé”ﬁEEgmto be called nothing less than sumptuous.

coastal
In spawning time che'leers were stippled thick with salmon, veins of

protein bulging there in the water to be wrested, fileted, dried for
the winter larder: Abovestream the wealth was wood, particularly

the cedar whose cunning these people knew hcw é;ﬁfeég;;év under their
hands it transformed to capacious lodges, canoes the length of a decent

—_the most startling of ,
trawler, and art auﬂxm;ng”affi Lree -sized columns of carvings 31np1y

offered the most evident form of how these tribes told stories of

the creatures of timber and sea, sang and recited them, danced and acted
N: C/hu'-,ﬂ

them behlnd masks, in cnlé-tlmes wore pelts as if taking the saga-animals

into themselves. (And thereby drew the attenticn of white newcomers to

the coast, who bartered for those furs to cargo them beyond the bend of

the world and barter in turn to yellow people: linkage queer in its

way as any carved concatenation.) Cut of this vivid swirl waited,
inevitably, the reputation of these coastal people as canoe warriors

and slave-takers--and ;;;;; illustrative tales such as that matter

of the pillow of skulls, These four interloping Swedes knew no specifics
of the downcoast tribes, but reason told them this much; if they had
luck, they would not encounter the populated coves where the rain season

was beirg whiled away in performance and potlatch,
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on my mind was the saying that you'll never hear the lightning bolt
that hits you. The rain rattled constantly loud nowf#7At last there
came a big crackling sound quite a way off, and while I knew nature is
not that regular I told myself the lightning portion of the storm

had moved beyord us&-or if it hadn't, I might as well be dead in bed

as anywhere else--and I announced to Stanley, I'm turning in.

What, already?

Yeah, already--a word which for some reason amnoyed me as much as

anything had all day.
Leaning over to unlace my forester boots, a high-topped old pair of my

father's I had gpown into, a’felt how much the day had fagged megm

The laces were a downright chore. But once

my boots and socks were off I indulged myeedf in a promisirg yawn, pulled
uﬁlaj DL ﬁl,/'fof
out tﬁy shirt tail, and swung myself into the upper bunke

Guess I'm more foresighted than I knew, I heard Stanley go on,

to bring Doctor Hall along for company.

Who? I asked, my eyes open again at this. Gros Ventre's physician
was Doc Spence, and I knew he was nowhere near our vicinity.
Stanley lanked himself up and casually went over to the packs.

Doctor Hall, he repeated as he brought out his good hand from a pack,

a brown bottle of whiskey in it. Doctor Al K. Hall.

s

-

e
- weather of the
The‘night I suppose continued in commotion. But at that age I

could have slept through a piano tuners' convention. Came morning,

I was up ard around while Stanley still lay flopped in the lower hunk.
4 First thing, T made a beeline to the window. No snow. DNot only was I

saved from being wintered in with Stanley, but 4 Roman Reef AR RO



was ad gldy ao Lu tce weSl dl DN Lol Celor'e, Ui MUrk Was agreed

to be thinning a bite

They pushed, off from the beach sand, paddled carefully out
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Wouth beyord it ek stood in sun, as if the little square of

windov had been made into a summer picture of the Alps. It still\aoxV

S ——
me, how the #me mountains are not the same any two days in a row. As

Uroen

L -

tiiscsag S W’
if hundreds of copies of Mountains existsst and each dawn bringa/a fresh
Some Ja
one, of new color, new prominence of ‘one” feature over the others, B?é

different wrapping of cloud or rinse of sun for this day's versione

MI 1it a fire and went out to check on the horses and ”’] 2
brought in a pail of fresh water, and even then ‘e hadn't budged,

just was breathing like he'd decided on hibernation. The bottle

which had nursed him into that condition, I noticed, was down by



about a thirdsquelling myself could starve to death in bed for

all T cared, I fashioned breakfast for myself, heating up a can of
peas and more or less toasting some slices of bread by holding them

over the open stove on a fork.
did

Pe—

Eventually Stanley 01nq$ the day. As he worked at getting his
boots on I gave him some secret scrutiny, baf couldn't seéXFHat he

assayed much better or much worse than the night before, Maybe he

just looked that way, sort of absent-mindedly pained, all the time.

breakfast
I offered to heat up some[peas for him but he said no, thanks anyway.
S fardon \ figured it was time to broaci%y

At lfast %Ffseemed ready for camptending again, and I broached ™"
what was heaviest on my mindg the calendar of our continued

companionship.

How long's this going to take, do you think?

Well, you seen what we got into yesterday with Canada Dan. Herders
always got

have eir own quantities of trouble. Stanley could be seen to be
Al

calculating, either the trouble capacities of our next two herders or

better it'll
the extent of my impatience. I suppose weigee—e5‘figurs‘%haf—ffitou%d
N \

take most of a day apiece for this pair, too.

Two more days of messing with herders, then the big part of
another day to ride back to English Creekgkjt loomed before me like
a career.

What about if we split up? I suggested as if I was naturally

7 1

businesgflike. Each tend one herder's camp today?

Stanley considered some more. You would have thought he was
doing it in Latin, the time it took him. But finally: "}Lﬁii;i; don't
).4

see offhand why that wouldn't worke You know this piece of country



&(mw\%. .
pretty good . Talaé:‘fﬁhe windchester," meaning his rifle. "If

any bear starts eating on me he '11 pretty soon give up on account of
gristle." Stanley pondered some more to see whether anything further
was going to visit his mind, but nothing did. "So, yeah. We got it %o
do, might as we]il get at ite Which yahoo do you want, Gufferson or

Sanford Hebner ?"

.\SM'{&‘C( o ““nwmwﬁ_wmm-..i S —

I thought on that. Preston—-Reozier was a-young-herder in his
AN e
second or third o in these mountains. Maybe he had entirely
outgrown the high-country whimwhams of the sort Canada Dan was showing,

and maybe he hadn't. Andy Gustafson on the other hand was a long-timer

in the Two country and probably had been given the range between ™
J;im4ykff» £
Canada Dan and Rzestew for the reason that he was savvy enough not to
let the bands of sheep get mixed. I was more than ready to be around somebody
with savvy, for a change.

"T111 take Ardy,"

"Okey-doke. I guess you know where he is, in west of here, about
under the middle of Roman Reef. Let's go see sheepherders.,"

Outside in the wet morning I discovered the possible drawback

to my choice, which was that Andy Gustafson's camp supplies were in

the pack rig that went on Bubbles. That bothered me some, but when I 5
1

kamdnm%wMJ
pictured Stanley and his-bandaﬁed'hand trying to cope with Bubbles for

a day, I figured it fell to me to handle the knothead anyway. At least

in my fathgr's universe matters fell that way. So I worked the packs

2
155}—:‘ piw

onto the imare for Stanley--she was so tame she all but sang

the
encouragement while the load was going on her——andifaced the spotty-nosed
—not particularly,
nemesis. But Bubbles seemed @& more snorty and treacherous than usual,

ol tan &

and with Stanley taking a left-handed death grip on the Brid¥e again and %
et

¢y

%.;\\
¢ b A
e -

staying well clear of hooves while getting the packsacks roped on, we} £, 2 b

A ) §
a

addressing a steady stream of threats into the horse's ear and with me

N

had Bubbles loaded in surprisingly good time.
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See you back here for beans, Stanley said, and as he reined

\‘S‘dw{aﬂd s .
pesth toward Pfe?feﬂzg camp Pony and I headed west up the mountain,

-~
Bubbles gruﬁdgingly behind us.
S v

™y

I suppose now hardly anybody knows that horseback way of life on
h AR08 ¢ arumdn 4
a traile I have always thought that horseback is® sa ddeal way to“ﬁr%@]s,
if you just didn't have to deal with the damn horse, amd one thing sk to
be said for Pony was that she was so gentle and steady ﬁou},’é]ﬁnost foré?pfh
she was down there. As for the trail itself--even in the situation

AQQ“Q TN
as in, }mmﬂé was -a~beer® to -

store away. Pointed west as I was, the horizon of the Rockies extended

wider than my visioqg to take in the total of peaks I had to move my
head as far as I could‘to either side. It never could be said that this
country of the Two didn't offer enough elbow room. For that matter,
shinbone and cranium and all other kind, too. Try as you might to be
casual about a ride up from English Creek into these mountains, you
were doing something sizable. Climbing from the front porch of the
planet up into its attic, so to speak.

¢4¥ before long I could look back out onto the plains and

see the blue dab of Lake Frances, and the water tower of Valier on its

e3st shore--what would that be, thirty miles away, thirty-five? About

half as far off was the bulge of trees which marked where the town of Gros

) willowse J
Ventre sat in the long procession of English Creek's bankside cottomoodsL@/
Gros Ventre: pronounced GROVE on, in that front-end way that town names
of French origin get handled in Montana, making Choteau SHOW toh and
Havre HAV er and Wibaux WEE boh., Nothing entertained residents of Gros

Ventre more than hearing some tourist or other outlander pop out with

gross ventree. My

) ~
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father, though, figured that the joke was also on the town: "Not a

Gros Ventre's M‘J

whole hell of a lot of them know that hé the French for Big Bellyl"| .

A
here all this s d_is thaty although not eN \{)J
Of course,|Gros Ventre is the mame of an Indian tribe,\bqb-nof-neﬂé

what might be called a local oreg) the Gros Ventres originally#4before T
2 7 N

Reservation dayswere up in the Milk River country, near the Canadian } V™ f),
GVt

that tribe's name
line. VWhy a ;place down here picked uMg[—Srorﬁre

I didn't really know. Toussaint Rernie was the one who knew A to Why

about the Two countryg sometime I would have to ask him this name questl one

gl & yot, famili Y =
,}q(; % Distant Jsites offering themselve\s)‘ﬁalow me, and a morning when
Y&_Lv

i

I was on my own. Atop my own horse and leading a beast of burden,

even if the one was short-legged and pudgy and the other too amply
justified the term of beast. Entrusted with a Winchester 30,06, not
that I ever was orne to look forward to shooting it out with a bear,

A day to stand the others

up against, this one. The twin feelings of

aloneress and freedom seemed to 1lift and 1ift me, send mg up over the 1andscape/

like a balloons Of course I know it was the steady climb of the
lard itself that created that impressione But whatever was responsible,

I was glad enough to accept such soaringe
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Quite possibly I ought to think about this as a way of life, I

by now was telling myself. By which I didn't mean

Meixell. Ore rourd of that likely was enough for a lifetime. But
\aLLhidor Pronovost did forg my father--

packing like this, rmunning a packstring%that was worth spending some
held appeal.

daydreams on e Yes, definitely a packer's career
Be your own boss out on the trail., Fresh air, exercise, scenery.

J"‘—\
Adventure. One of the stories my father told oftenest was of being

e
with Isidor on one of the really high trails farthest back in the}mountains
of the Two, where a misstep by one paek horse|might pull all the rest

into a tumble a few thousand feet down the slope, when Isidor turned

in his saddle and conversationally said;';&a& if we was to roll this

packstring right about here, the buggers'd bounce till they stunk.'

Maybe a quieter mountain job than packinge Forest fire lookout,
up there in ore of Franklin Delano's lighthouses. Serene as a hermit,
a person could spend summers in a lookout cabin atop the Twoe. Peer

arourd like a human hawk for smoke., Heroic work. Fresh air, scenery,

carlgen 1o
lSomerike Stanleyyfetchisg your groceries up the mountainside to

.

MRS (f"
JOu o ThE’AvBilly Peak lookout might be the prme:gp( I'd be finding

that out right now if my father hadn't detoured me into companioning dagn old
Stanley. Well, next year, next counting trip--

-

Up and uwp I and my horses and my dreams went, toward the angle

of slope beneath >



top.ofthe. Catholic steeple there amid the .Gros-Ventre=groves=but

iotieally that-was maostly imagination.

u%f:#ﬂd'm?"HUTSES‘WEﬂEEEE;;EF;E;;TﬁWETﬂ“fhE“ﬁﬂg}eWthsi9?9”ben@aﬁh

T PO -
the center of ¢hedreef. Eventually a considerable sidehill of timber

.
’
2%
:

took the trail from sight, and before Pony and Bubbles and I entered
the stand of trees, I whoaed us for a last gaze along all the mountains
above and around. They were the sort of thing you would have if every
cathedral in the world were lined up along the horizon.

Not much ensued for the first minutes of the forested trail, just
a sharpening climb and the route beginning to kink into a series of
switchbacks. Sunbeams were threaded down through the pine branches
and with that dappled light I didn't even mind being in out of the view

for the next little while.

A forest's look of being everlasting is an illusion. Trees too are
mortal and they come down. I was about to face one suiche In the middle

- -
of M straight tilt# of trail between switchbacks, there lay a

‘fa‘&_ I"v.ri-/'nu&)
fresh doxmed\nnd-exes(poking out over my route, just above the height

of a horsetﬁ On one of my father's doctrines of mountain travel I had

a light little cruising ax along with me. DBut the steep hillside made
wrhot A oholm' F haae wred

an awkward place to try any chopping and\i-ﬂid-mux—!m saw of any

sort. Besides, I was in no real mood to do trail maeintemance for my

father and the United States Forest ServiceJJ I studied the toppled

'y

<,
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icmi%ﬁgxygﬁ
o It barriered the trail to me in the saddle, but there was

by

p—
Jjust room ¥ enough for a riderless horse to pass beneath. All I needed

to do was get off and lead Pony and Bubbles through. But

given the disposition of Bubbles, I knew I'd damn well better do it a

horse at a time.

I tied Bubbles' lead rope to a middle-sized ¢§@@¥pine--doubling the

square knot just to be sure-—-and led Pony up the trail beyond the

—_—



windfall. Be right back with that other crowbait, I assured her as

I looped her reins around the leftover limb of a stump.

Bubbles was standing with his neck in the one position he seemed
to know for it, stmretched out like he was being towed, and I had to
haul hard on his lead rope for enough slack to untie my knots.

Come on, churnhead, I said as civilly as I could--Bubbles was

not too popular with me anyway, because if he originally hadn't
kicked Stanley I wouldn't have been in the camptending mess--and with
some tugging persuaded him into motion.

Bubbles didn't like the prospect of the downed tree when we got
there. I could see his eyes fix on the shaggy crown limbs overhead, and
his ears lay back a little. But one thing about Bubbles, he didn't lead

much harder when he was being reluctant than when he wasn't.

T-«

suppose it can be said that I flubbed the dub on all this. That

the whole works came about as the result of my reluctance to clamber up

that sidehill arﬁ\% axwork. Yet answer me this, was I the first person

dadm' 7 !“zuy\ i

not to do what I ? Nor was goddamn Bubbles blameless, now

was he? After all, T had him most of the way past the windfall before he
somehow menaged to swing his hindquarters too close in against the hillside
where he inevitably brushed against a broken branch dangling down from
the tree trunk. Even that wouldn't have set things of f, except for the
branch whisking in across the front of his left hip toward his crotch.

Bubbles went straight sidewaysa off the mountain,

He of course took the lead rope with him, and me at the end of
it like a kite on a string.

I can't say how far downslope I flew, but I was in the air long
enough to get good and worried. Plummeting sideways as well as down
: e ™~ s
is unnerv1ng)as-hei47 your body trying to figure out how to travel in

those two directions at once. And a surprising number of thoughts fan
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out in your mind, such as whether you are most likely to come down on
top of or under the horse below you and which part of you you can best
afford to have broken and how long before a search party and why you

ever in the first ﬁiace——

I larded more or less upright, though. Upright and being towed simsmisied
Sarcaiiod tha
| Slepa s tha N e e "
doan theYhmountains®® in giant galloping mme strides, sinking 4 sbout
shin-deep every time, the dirt so softened by all the raine.
o

After maybe a dozen of those plowing footfalls, my journey erded.

/o N _/ Horse nostrils could be heard working overtime nearby me, and I
discovered the lead rope still was taut in my hand, as if the plunge
off the trail had frozen it straight out like a long icicle. What I
saw first, though, was not Bubbles but Pony. A horse's eyes are big
anyway, but I swear Pony's were the size of Lincoln Zephyr headlights
as she peered down over the rim of the trail at Bubbles and me all the
way below.

Easy, girl! I called up to her. All I needed next was for Pony

to get excited, jerk her reins loose from that stump and quit the

country, leaving me down here with this tangled-up packhorse. Easx)

Pony! Easy, there. Everything's gonna be--just goddamn dandy.

Sure it was. On my first individual outing I had rolled the
packstring, even if it was only one inveterate jughead of a horse

named Bubbles. Great wonderful work, campjack McCaskill. Keep on in
fashion  hope to

this brilliégz‘w?y/énd you maybe someday caqygork your way up to moron.

Now I had to try to sort out the situationf;vA.little below me
on the sidehill, Bubbles was floundering around a little and snorting

a series of alarms. The favorable part of that was that he was up on



his feet. Not only up, but showing a greater total of vigor than he
had during the whole pack trip so far. So Bubbles was in one piece,
I seemed to be intact, and the main damage I could see on the packs
was a short gash in* the canvas where something snagged it on our way
down. Sugar or salt was trickling from there, but it looked as if I
could move a crossrope over enough to pinch the hole shut.

I delivered Bubbles a sound general cussing, meanwhile working

halter

along the lead rope until I could grab h£§“B!%§§é’and then reach his
neck. From there I began to pat my way back, being sure to make my
cussing sound a little more soothing, to get to the ruptured spot on
the pack.

When I put my hand onto the crossrope to tug it across the gash,
the pack moved a biti? I tugged again in a testing way, and all the

load on Bubble's back moved a bit.

Son of a goddamn sonofabitch, I remember was all I managed to

come out with to commemorate this discovery. That wasn't too bad under
the circumstance, for the situation called for either hard language or
hot tears, and maybe it could be pinpointed that right there I grew

out of the bawling age into the cussing one.

Bubble's downhill excursion had broken the lash cinch, the one
that holds the packs into place on a horse's back. So I had a packhorse
whole and healthy--and my emotions -about Bubbles having survived in
good fettle were now getting radically mixed--but no way to secure his
load onto him. I was going to have to ride somewhere for a new cinch,

or at the very least to get this one repaired.
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Choices about like Canada Dan's menu of mutton or sheep meat, those.

<—’aw~»{ N h[ 2 L»u/r_' ‘4

Stanley by now was miles away at camp. Besides, with

how much
his hand and his thirst both the way they were, I wasn't SJ;;\HDHieuég”

back down,.
of a repairer he would prove to be anyway. Or I could clim‘on Pony, h@)’“‘

the trail all the way to the English Creek station, and tell that father
of mine to come mend the fix he'd pitched me into.

T e POIIrA LN OOAA

‘fhgt’second notion held appeal of“baﬁgfe&’kinds. I would be rid

g—— -
of Stanley and responsibility for him. 1I'd done all I could, itwwas in
(P64 5 WaY ,t.l {

no wayjmy fault that Bubbles had schottisched off a mountaintop. Most
of all, delivering my predicament home to English Creek would serve my
my father right. He was the instigator of all this; who better to haul

himself up here and contend with the mess?
Yet when I came right down to it, I was bothered by the principle
of anyone venturing to my rescue. I could offer all the alibis this side
of Halifax, but the truth of it still stood ¢ somebody besides myself would be

—

fishing me out of trouble. Here was yet another consequence of my dammed

in-between age, #@@s I totally did not want to be in the hell of a fix
much
I was. Yet somehow I just ;;ﬁ36g344; did not relish resorting to anybody

else to pluck me out of it, Have you ever been dead-centered that

way? Hung between two schools of thought s neither ore of which you
iA,L \\.h'\_\:\ ~pL 2

wanted to give in to? Why & human be%\ng;/cioesn't positively split

in half in such a situation, I don't know.

}z\ As I was pondering back and forth that way, I happened to rub my
forehead wi th the back of my free hand. It left moisture above my brow.
Damn. One more sign of my predicament: real trouble always makes the backs
of my hands sweat. I suppose nerves cause it. Whatever does, it spooks

a person to have his hands sweating their awn worry like thate

/
. / pu 21
- = X
y /



"That's just about enough of all this," I said out loud, apparently
to Pony and Bubbles and maybe to my sweating hands and the mountainside
and I suppose out across the au/' #; Si;anley Meixell and Varick McCaskill
as welle And to myself, too. For some part of my mind had spurned the
back-and-forth debate; of whether to go fetch 8tanley or dump the situation
in my father's lap, and instead got to wondering, There ought to be
some way in this world,

 cm
to contrive that damn cinch back together."If you're going to get by in

the Forest Service you better be able to fix anything but the break of

ggzl’my father said every spring when he set in to refurbish all the
English Creek equipment. Not that I was keen on taking him as an
example just then, but--

No hope came out of my search of Bubbles and the packsq;gny kind

of thong or spare leather was absent. The saddlestrings on my saddle

up there where Pony was I did think of, but couldn't figure how to
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let go of Bubbles while I went to get theméghaving taken up

mountaineering so passionately, there was no telling where Bubbles
would crash off to if I wasn't there to hang onto him.
== 1o A
I started tmswbe loogfgyself over for possibilities.// Hat, jGseph
coat, sHﬁTt: no helpfideltéﬁ?hough I hated to think of it, I maybe *Sﬁ”_'i,:
\Yet would they be long enrms,mou h if I dide/ Gt
could cut that up into leather strips. [y#No, better, down there: my | =
forester boots, a bootlace: a bootlace just by God might do the trick.

By taking a wrap of Bubbles' lead rope around the palm of my

left hand I was more or less able to use the thumb and fingers to

h . .
grasp the laéx/kinch while I punched holes in it with my jackknife.

A1l the while, of sourse, talking sweetly to Bubbles. When I md a set
of holes accomplished on either side of the break, I

threaded the bootlace back and forth, back and forth, and at last
tied it to make a splice. Then, Bubbles' recent standard of behavior
uppermost in my mind, I made one more set of holes farther along each
part of the cinch and wove in the remainder of the bootlace as a
second splice for insurance, In a situation like this, you had better
do things the way you're supposed to do theme
I now had a boot gaping open like an unbuckled overshoe, but the lash
cinch looked as if it ought to 1lift a boxcare
Now there remained only the matter of negotiating Bubbles back up
to where he had launched from. Talk about an uphill job. But as goddamn
Stanley would've observed to me, I had it to do.
Probably the ensuing ruckus amounted to only about twenty
minutes of fight-armd-drag, though it seemed hours. Right then you could
not have sold me all the packhorses on the planet for a nickel. Bubbles would take
a step and balk. Balk and take a step. Fright or exasperation or
obstinance or whatever other mood can produce it had him dry-farting

like the taster in a popcorn factory. Try to yank me back down the
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It took the young thief an instant to realize he was being polled.

He blinked and said: "You've to do it. I can't’read the maps and
e did not let himself sit but stayed prop?ed there, leoking across

tha tideflat +4 +the fAarmacr s +a +the wide bave tA a2 iana dark atraterhed
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slope. Balk again, and let himself slide back down the slope a little.
Sneeze, then fart another series. Shake the packs in hope the splice

Start over on the
would let go.\%e,ﬁ-ee?e—nmkjng.

I at last somehow worked his head up level with the trail and

B wldAu

then simply leaned back on the lead rope untili’gfexhausted his various
&y C OMNCLe
acts and had to‘Igek‘around at where he was. When the sight of the
trail registered in his tiny mind, he pranced on up as if it was his
own idea all along.
I sat for awhile to recover my breath--after tying Bubbles to the
+ é
biggest tree around, with a triple square kndy(—and sort of take stock. N\ A

The pulling contest & definitely had taken all the jingle out of me.

There's this to be said for exertion, thoughg it does send your blood tickling

through your brain. When I was through resting I directly went over {
2ddressed him profanely,
to Bubbles,}%hrust an arm into the pack with the canned goods and pulled

cans out until I found the ones of tomatoes. If I ever did manage to

renagerie sheep
get thfg\ea?gfétfﬂﬁ/to Andy Gustafson's‘camp I was going to be able to

say truthfully that I'd had lunch and did not need feeding by one more

E

sheepherder. ~1 sat back down, opened two cans with my jackknife,
had the .><"»
and imbibed tomatoes. "One thing about canned tomatoes,“my fathe A
habit of saying i»
i¢“during a trail meal,”if you're thirsty you can drink them
and if you're hungry you can eat them." Maybe, I conceded, he was right
about that one thinge
A

;"//‘M

By the time I reached Andy Gustafson's camp my neck was thoroughly

cricked from the constant looking back over my shoulder to see if the

packs were staying on Bubbles. They never shifted, though. Thank God
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for whoever invented bootlaces.
Andy's band was spread in nice fashion along both sides of a
ight under the cliff of Roman Reef, )
timbered\%%’f you have the courage to let them--more of it, say,

M %
tha%as possessed by a certain bozo mamed Camada Dan--sheep will scatter

themselves into a slow comfortable graze even in up-ard-dovn countrye.
But it takes a herder who is sure of himself and has a sort of sixth

sense against coyotes and bear.

5



/2 |

I was greeted by a little stampede of about a dozen lambs toward mee.
They are absent-minded creatures and sometimes will glance up and run
to the first moving thing they see, which was the case with these nowe
When they figured qut that Pony and Bubbles and I were not their mommas,
they halted, peered at us a bit, then rampaged of f in a new directicne
Nothing is more likable than a lamb bucking in fun, First will come that
waggle of the tail, a spasm of wriggles faster than the eye can follow.
Then a stiff-legged jump sideways, the current of joy hitting the little
body so quick there isn't time to bend its knees. Probably a bleat,
byeahhh, next, and then the romping run. Watching them you have to
keep remirding yourself that lambs grow up, and what is pleasantly
foolish in a lamb's brain is going to linger on to be just dumbness

in the mind of a full-size eweo

Andy Gustafson had no trove of dead camased ewes, nor any particular

complaints, nor even much to say. He was wrinkled up in puzzlement for
awhile as to why it was me that was tending his camp, even after I

explained as best I could, and I saw some speculation again when he
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noticed me slopping along with one boot unlaced. But once he'd
checked through the groceries I'd brought to make sure that a big

can of coffee and some tins of sardines were in there, and his weékly
newspaper as well—:Norwegian sheepherders seemed to come in two
varieties, those whose acquaintance with the alphabet stopped
stubbornly with the X they used for a signature and those who would

quit you in an instant if you ever forgot to bring their mail copy of

Nordiske Tidende--Andy seemed perfectly satisfied. He handed me his

list of personals for the next camptending--razor blades, a pair of
Copenhagen sncose

SOZE;T\Euéé-Dgrhamffgad away I went.

Where a day goes in the mountains I don't know, but by the time
the afternoon was almost done,
I reached the cabin aga£;‘$emwasna&mestﬂ§?ewend“of~af‘ n< Stanley's
saddle sorrel and the black packhorse were picketed a little way off,
and Stanley emerged to offer me as usual whatever left-handed help he
could manage in unsaddling Bubbles.

He noticed the spliced cinch. See you had to use a little

wildwood glue on the outfit.

I grunted something or other to that, and Stanley seemed to divine
that it was not a topic I cared to dwell on. He switched to a question:

How's old Gufferson?

He said about three words total. I wouldn't exactly call that

bellyaching. This sounded pretty tart even to me, so I added: And

he had his sheep in a nice Wyoming scatter, there west of his wagon.

P

on top of things, too, Stanley reported. Hasn't lost

R
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any, and his lambs are looking just real good. Plain as anything, then,

there was one sore thumb up here on the Busbﬁya allotment and
of

\WJ,Canada Dan.

Stanley extenged the thought aloud;;LLooks like Dan's asking for

A

a ticket to town.“

This I didn't follow. In all the range ritual I knew, and even in
the perpetual wrestle between Dode Withrow and Pat Hoy, the herder always
was angling to provoke a reason for quitting, not to be fired., Being
fired from any job was a taint; a never-sought smudge. True, Canada Dan
was a%xampvle that even God gets careless, bubt--

The puzzle pursued me on into the cabin. As Stanley stepped to the
stove to try rev the fire a little, I asked: "What, are you saying
Canada Dan wants to get himself canned?"

"Looks like. It can happen that way. A man'll get into a situation

and do what he can to make it worse so he'll get chucked out of ite My awn

guess is, Dan's feeling thirsty and is scared of this timber as well,

hsa olow? dan
but d@eesn'st want to admit either one to himself. Easier toyblame onto
7Y .7"

somebody else:‘ Stanley paused. “Question is, whether to try disappoint

him out of the idea or just go shead and can him.," Another season of

thought, then: "I will say that

Canada Dan is not such a helluva human being that I want to put up with

" . "
an entire summer of his A

[4)

. starchieg .
This was 5\9¢%f£01’§zanley than I had yet seen. This one you

could imagine giving Canada Dan the reaming out he so richly deserved.

CH‘The flash of backbone didn't last long, though. But I guess he's the

Busby boys' decision, not mine.

Naturally the day was too far gone for us to ride home to English

e

it went by the name

/

AR A ———
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Creek, so I embarked on the chores of wood and water again, at least
salving myself with the prospect that tomorrow I would be relieved of
Stanley. We would rise in the morning--and I intended it would be an
early rise indeed—Tanq ride down out of here and I would resume my
summer at the English Creek ranger station and Stanley would sashay
on past to the Busby brothers' ranch and that would be that.

When I stumped in with the water pail, that unlaced left boot
of mine all but flapping in the breeze, I saw Stanley study the

situation. Too bad we can't slice up Bubbles for bootlaces, he

offered.

That'd help, I answered shortly.

I never like to tell anybody how to wear his boots. But if it

was me, Now--—

I waited while Stanley paused to speculate out the cabin window
to where dusk was beginning to deepen the gray of the cliff of Roman

Reef, %heéé%iﬁé%~&;;ﬁa5;iﬁk¥énaéémﬁé;%Q;Qéﬁgﬁﬁém'ﬁbﬁég;iiéemseaa. But I
for much waitinge

wasn't in any mood Gszﬁﬁéﬁ’very dam;\jnzg-“”‘

You were telling me all about boots, I prompted kind of

sarcastically.

Yeah. Well. 1If it was me now, I'd take that one shoestring

you got there, and cut it in half, and lace up each boot with a piece

as far as it'll go. Ought to keep them from slopping off your feet,

anyhow.
¢t Horth a try. Anything was. I went ahead and |,

did the halving, and the boots then laced firm as far as my

insteps. The high tops pooched out like funnels, but at least now I
leave me.

could get around without one boot always threatening £Bf=se?-eﬁar’

pe.

v



One chore remained. I reached around and pulled my shirt up out

of the back of my pants. The remainder of the tail of

it, I jackknifed off. Stanley's hand didn't look quite so hideous this

~ .

time when\E*/rewrapped it, but still was no prize winner.

Well, Stanley announced now, you got me nursed. Seems like the

next thing ought to be a call on the doctor. And almost before he

was through saying it, last night's bottle reappeared over the table,

its neck tilted into Stanley's cup.

Before Stanley got too deep into his o0il of joy, there was one
wital _ . (ol )
more\ne;et’p01nt I wanted tended to. Diplomatically I began, Suppose =

we ought to give some thought-—-
| &5 he dippered a little water into his prescription.s

--to supper Stanley finished for meXr“I had something when I
=%

' n
got back from Preston's camp. But you go ahead.

I at least knew by now I could be my own chef if I had to, and I
stepped over to the packs to get started:;%There a harsh new light dawneds
on m, Now that we had tended the camps the packs were empty of groceries,
which meant that we--or at least I, because so far I had no evidence that
Stanley ever required food--were at the mercy of whatever was on hand
in Stanley's own small supply packe Apprehensively I dug around in there,
but ﬁ all that T came up with that showed any promise was an aging
loaf of bread and some Velveeta cheese., So I made myself a bunch of
sandwiches out of those and mentally chelked up one more charge against

my fathﬁr °

When I'd finished it still was only twilight, and Stanley just X E”Wf\

and dipper ‘
had applied the GEEEI§y€§¥%§; cup for a second time. Oh, it looked };{f,

like another exquisite evening ahead, all righte. A regular night at
the opera.

Right then, though, a major idea came to mee



4 )

87

I cleared my throat to make way for the words of it. Then:

I believe maybe I'll have me one, too.

Stanley had put his cup down on the table but was resting his

good hand over the top of it as if there was a chance it might hop
away. One what?

One of those--doctor visits. A swig.

This drew me a considerable look from Stanley. He let go of

his cup and scratched an ear. Just how old 're you?

Fifteen, I maintained, borrowing the next few months.
Stanley did some more considering, but by now I was figuring
out that if he didn't say no right off the bat, chances were he wouldn't

get around to saying it at all. At last: Got to wet your wick sometime,

I guess. Can't see how a swallow or two can hurt you. He transferred

the bottle to a place on the table nearer me.
Copying his style of pouring, I tilted the cup somewhat at the
same time I was tipping the bottle. Just before I thought Stanley might

open his mouth to say something, I ended the flow:)

. Then went over to the water bucket and dippered in a splash or so
the way he had.

It is just remarkable how something you weren't awsre of knowing

can pop to your aid at the right morent, From times T had been in the
colowr. ’

Medicine Lodge‘_ﬁ‘ith my father, I was able to offer now in natural salute
to Stanley:

"Here's how !

“ How,"'Stanley reci ted back automatically.
Evidently I swigged somewhat deeper than I intended. Or should
have gone a little heavier on the splash of water., Or somethinge

By the time I set my cup down on the board table, I was blinking hard,
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Tin mugs in hand, the two of them strolled past the sentry

at the stockade gate and went a short way into the native
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While I was at this, Stanley meanwhile had got up to shove wood

into the stove.

So what do you think? he inquired. Will it ever replace water?

I didn't know about that, but the elixir of Doctor Hall did

-

Anaur~
‘Be¥” 2 person's attention,

Stanley reseated himself and was ganderirg around the room againe

/:\:@ "Who's our landlord, do you know?"
‘,‘\k‘v

"Huh?"
"This cabin. Who's got this school section now?"
"Ohe The Double W,"
"Jesus He Christ." Accompanying this from Stanley was the strorgest
s
look he had yet given me. When scrutiny told him I was offering \?e/

i
S _
innocezb’tru'th, he mmit let out: "Is there a blade of grass anywhere

sonuvabitches

thase\nm!u?mdnr‘fon't try to get their hands on?"

"I dunnoo. Did you have some run-in with the Double W too?"
"A run-in." Stenley considered the weight of the words. "You might
onc
call it that, I guess. I had the particular pleasure}‘of telling old
Warren Williamson, Wendell's daddy, that that big belly of his was a
tombstone for his dead ass. !'Scuse my French again. And some other

stuff got said." Stanley sipped md/{*eflected. "What did you mean, 'too!'?"



"My brother Alec, he's riding for the Double W."
"The hell you say." Stanley waited for me to g on, ard when

he, o

—f ;5§}f£g¢{:: nobody. us
T didn'tf"l wouldn!t wish that Qntow But fhow does it constitute
a run-in?"
J,
"My folks," I elaborated. "They're plenty pis--, uh, Xeed off

over it."
"Family feathers in a fluff., The old, old story." Stanley tipped

cup must have
a sip again, and I followed. Inspiration-in—w been the

encouragement my tongue was seeking, for before long I heard myself

asking: "You haven't been

in the Two country the last while, have you?

Naw.

Where you been?

Oh, just a lot of places. Stanley seemed to review them on the

cabin wall. Down in Colorado for awhile. Talk about dry. Half that

state was blowing around chasing after the other half. AsfiEihening.

A little time in both Dakotase. Worked in the wheat harvest there, insofar

as there was any wheat after the drouth and the grasshoppers. And Wyominge

Q.
I wasYassociation rider in that Cody country a summer or two. Then
7

Montana here again for a while, over in the Big Hole Basin. A couple

-



of haying seasons there. He considered, summed: Around. Which moved

him to another drag from his cup.

I had one frgm mine, too. What're yvou doing back up in this

country?
“"Like I say, by now I been every place else, and they're no better.

Came bapk to the everlowing Two to take up a career in ternding camp,

as you can plainly see. They advertise in those big rewspapers for -

one -hj;ded ragge@y ass campterders, don't you knov. You bet they do."
4* Hé}éeemsn‘-‘ a"%sensitive on this %opic. Well, there was always some

other, such as the matter of who he had been before he became a wandering

comet

\glsj\ne-t/. "Are you from around here ariginally?"

"Not hardly. Not a Two Mediciner by birth." He glanced at me. "Like

you. Naw, I--"

- o
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Stanley Meixell originated in Missouri, on a farm east of St. Joe
in Daviess County. As he told it, the summer he turned thirteen
he encountered the down-row of corn--that tumbled line of cornstalks

knocked over by theé harvest wagon as it straddled its way through the
field. OCustom was that the youngest of the crew always had to be the picker of the

down-row, and Stanley was the last of five Meixell boys. Ahead of him

stretched a green gauntlet of down-row summers. Except that by the
erd of the first sweltering day of stooping and ferreting into the tangle

of downed stalks for ears of corn,

Stanley came to his decision about further Missouri life. Within the week

I was headed out to the Kansas high plains. If you're like me you think

of Kansas as one eternal wheatfield, but actually western Kansas then was

cattle countrys, Dodge City was out there, after all.

Four or five years of ranch jobs out there in jayhawk cogn’t.ry
ensued for Stanley. "I can tell you a little story% thag::Ck%his
once we were dehorning a bunch of Texas steers. There was this one
ornefy sonuvabitch of a buckskin steer we never could get corraled with
the others. Kfter enough of trying, the foreman said he'd pay five
< dollars to anybody who'd bring that sonuvabitching steer in. Well,
don't you know, another snotnose kid and me decided we'd just be the
onese Off we rode, and we come onto him sbout three miles away from
the corral, all by hisself, and he was really on the prod. Tried to
drive him, but no, hell no, he wasn't about to be driven. Well, then
we figured we'd just rope him and drag him in. We got to thinking,

though-~three miles is quite a drag, ain't it? So instead we each loosed
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later, he clutched the side of the canoe, leaned over,>mm retched.
Tren grasped his paddle again, cast a zlare around at Braaf, and
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out our lariat,

about ten feet of it, and took turns to get out in front of him and pop

him across the nose with that rope. When we done that he'd make a hell

of a big run at us and we'd dodge ahead out of his way, and he choused us

back toward the corral that way. We finally got him up within about

a quarter of a mile of the dehorning. Then each of us roped an end

o
and tied him down and went¥into the ranch and hitched up a stoneboat
K 4

and loaded him on and boated him in in high old style. The foreman

was waiting for us with five silver dollars in his hand.

< Cowboying in the high old style. Alec, I thought to myself, you're

tte one who ought to be hearing this,

e st
As happens, Stanley‘gﬁg:g*y’ﬁgnt on, something came along to

dislodge him from that cowboying life. It was a long bunkhouse
winter, weather just bad enough to keep him cooped on the ranch.

Jag of
I'd go give the cows'a‘tittlé/hay two times a day and otherwise all

<4 |
2 Tantlh
there was to do was sit around and do hairwork. Each time’qg‘was in

the barn he would pluck strands from the horses' tails, then back
he went beside the bunkhouse stove to braid horsehair quirts and

bridles and eventually even a whole damn lasso. By the end of that

hairwork winter the tails of the horses had thinned drastically, and

— -~
N.....:y

so had Stanley's patience with Kansas.
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A1l this I fourd amazingly interesting. I suppose that part of
my father was duplicated in me, the fascination about pawing over old

timess

While Stanley was storying, my cup had drained itself without my

really noticing. Thus when he,
o Mo

S&nnéey(gtopped to tip another round into his cup, I followed suit.

The whiskey was weaving a little bit of wooze around me, so I was
oanl
e AAANL

uld 0.4,{%,
4especia&éy*pleased that I was able to dredge bac

edicine Lod
overheard m Eerxf oast.

km&t—h&-&g——l—-@—u
.-)

Here's lead in your pencil!
\L‘\ﬁk

That one made Stanley\}oék—aé me sharply for a moment, but he

up.

O NS

said only as he had the first time, How, and tipped his c
"Well, that's Missouri and Kansas accounted for," I chirped

in encouragement. "How was it you got up here to Montana?"

On the 17th of March of 1898, to be real exact, Stanley boarded

the first train of his life. From someone he had heard about Montana

and a go-ahead new town called Kalispell, which is over on the west
side of the Rockies, about straight across from there in the eabin where
Stanley was telling me all this. Two days and two nights on

that train. The shoebox full of fried chicken one of those Karnsas girls

fixed for me didn't quite last the trip through.
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S s Lo
In Kalispell then, \you could hear hammers going all over town.

For the next few years Stanley grew up with the community. He worked

/v‘). p - . 3 . 3
%jobs, driving a sawdust cart, sawfiling, foremanning a lumber piling

crew. "Went out on some jobs with the US . Geological Survey, for a

while there."
omme. A winter, he worked as a teamster hauling lumber from Lake Blaine

into Kalispell. Another spell, he even was a river pig, during ore of

the log drives on the north fork of the Flathead Rivere

"It was a world of timber over there then. I tell you something, thoughj é\v\"“‘l
People kind of got spoiled by it. Take those fires--December of my first
year in Kalispell., They burned slorg the whole damn mountains from Big
went
fork to Bad Rock Canyon and even farther north than that. EverybodM’“
G EaE——
Jamegee out on the hills east of xxdcmm®X tosn at night to see the fire.
Running wild on the mountains, that way. Green kid I was I asked why
somebody didn't do something about it. 'That’s public domain,' I got
told, 'Belongs to the government, not nobody around here.! Damm it to
ga—
hell, though, <k, when I saw that forest being burned up it just never
took
seemed right to me." Stanley herca\* stiff encouragement from his
forest.

cup, as if quenching the distaste for|fire.

"Damn fire anyhow," I seconded® with a slurp of my own. "But what

got you across the mountains, here to the Two?"

Stanley gave me quite a glance, I guess to estimate the state of
my health urder Dr. Hall's ministration., I felt first-rate, and blinked

Stanley an earnest response that was meant to say soe



"Better go a little slow on how often you visit that cup,” he
advised. Then: "The Two Medicine country. Why did I ever kiss her

G 3 o
hello. Good question. One of the best T e s wALL el 5
What ensued is somewhat difficult to reconstruct. The bald truths e L

is that as Stanley'waxed forth, my sobriety waned. But even if I had

stayed sharp-eared as a deacon, the headful of the past which Stanley

Tale upon tale
now provided me simply was too much to keep straighte of the

Two country; memories of how the range looked some certain yeer; people
who had passed away before I was born; English Creek, Noon Creek, Gros

Ventre, the Reservation; names of horses, habits of sheepherders and
appreciations of certain saloons

cwboys,}aw;we-taee-o‘Wand bartendersgp I was

accustomed to-agg a broth of history from my father and Toussaint Remnie,

some single topic at a time, but Stanley's version was a brimming mulligan

stew. "I can tell you a time, Jick, I was riding along in here under
the Reef and met an old Scotch sheepherder on his horse. White-bearded

geezer, hadn't had a haircut since Christmas. 'Ladl' he calls out to me.
here where we are?!

o 1o
'Can ye tell me the elevaW Not offhand, I tedd” him,
d

o@s
why\dﬁ'gk’he want to know? 'Ye see, I was right here when thos e surveyors

)

of that Theological Survey c)ine through years ago, and they told me the
elevation, but I"¥#e forgot. I'm pretty sure the number had a 7 in it,
thoughe ¥

szhe forest fires of 1910, which darkened daytime for weeks
; stubborn
on end : Stanley hs¥ helped combat the Wdgeer one in the Two mountains west
where
Mﬁ‘t Dam now wemm stood. The flum epidemic during the world war:

he remembered death outrunning the hearse capacity, two and three coffins
town
at a time in the back of a truck headed for the Gros Ventreytemetery.



L,

The legendary winter of '19: "We really caught S hell, that time,
Particularly those 'steaders in Scotch Heaven .l Poor snowed-in bastards."
The banks going under in the early Twenties, the tide of homesteaders
reversing itself. "Another time I can telle In honor of Canada Dan, you
might saye. Mustc of been the summer of 'l6, I was up in Browning when
one of those big sheep outfits out in Washingtor; shipped in 5000 ewes
and lambs. Gonna graze them there on the north end of the Two. Those
sheep came hurngry from 18 hours in the stock cars, and they hit the flats
out thfgeofand got bnto deathcamas and lupine. Started dying by the hundreds.
We got Yall the pinanginated potash and sulfate of aluminum there was in GM
fetch §ﬂwlﬂ.,
the drugstore at Browning, and seht guys tW all of it there was in '
Cut Bank and Valier and Gros Ventre too, and we started in mixing the \/
stuff in wash tubs and dosing the e sheep. Most of the ones we dosed
pulled through okay, mt it was too late for about a thousand of them others.
'MNWM'{Q
All‘we-e/?u-ld’do was drag in the carcasses and set them afire with brushe
We burned dead sheep all night on that prairie."
believe
Those sheep pyres Mere ‘the story that made me check out
of Stanley's companionship for the evening. At least, I seem to remember counseling

myself not to think about deceased sheep in combination with the social
juice T d been imbibing, M by now three cups' worthe

Stanley on the other hand had hardly even sipped during his tale-telling

spell L]

"I've about had a day," T announced. The bunk bed was noticeably
more distant s than it'd been the night before, but I menaged to trek
to ite

the rooster crows," Stanley s voice fo llowed e .
"Adios i1 ™merdemmetio : Stan ey

"Or till the crow roosts," I imparted to myself, or maybe to a more

general audience, for at the time it seemed to me an excepti onally clever



comment. While my tongue was wandering around that way, though, ard

my fingers were trying to solve the bootlace situation, which for some

reason began halfway down my boots ins tead of at the top whereﬁ I was

sure they ought toibe, my mind was not idleo Cowboying, teamsterirg,

river pigging: a1l this history of Stanley's was unexpected to meo

1'd supposed, from my distant memory of him having been in our lives

when I was so small, that he was just another camp:tender or maybe even

\z%—/associati on rider back when this range was occupied by mostly cattle
ins tead of sheepe But riding along up here and being greeted by the
elevation-minded sheepherder as an expert on the Two: that sounded like,
what, he'd bee%;;f the early ranchers of this country? Homesteader, maybe?
Fighting that forest fire of '10: must have volunteered himself onto the
fire crew, association rider would fit that. But dosing all those sheep:

that sounded like camptender againe

Then something else peeped in a corner of my minde One boot finrlly
in hand, I could spare the concentration %8 for the question. "Stanley,
didn' you say you been to this cabin before? When we got here, didn' you
say that?" .

‘ Wﬁ

"Ye§sir. Been herefa lot of times. I go back farther than this
cabin does. I seen it being built. We was sighting out that fh fenceline
over there when R 0ld Bob Barclay started dragging in the logs for this."

Being built? Sighting the boundary fenceline? The history was
skipping to the most ancient times of the Two forest now, and e this
turn and the whiskey together were compourding my confusione Also,
somebody had put another boot in my hand, Yet I persisted.

"What, were you up here with the Theologic--the Geologic--the survey

crew?"



o
o S allod o

Stanley's eyes were sharp, as if a new set had been put in amid the

webs of eyelines. And the look he fastened on me now was the levelest

thing in that cabine
"Jick, I was the ranger that set up the boundaries of the Two
Medicine National Foresto"
Surely my face hung open so far you could have trotted a cat through ite
In any Forest Service family such as ours, lore of setting up the
4

national forests, of the boundary examiners who established them onto the

maps of America as public preserves, was almost holy writ. I could remember

, e Tooa
time upon time of hearing my father and the other Forest Service men of G L%M
his age mention those original rangers and supervisors, o 4 g\’w
PR ar = - = e - » b
# K‘d 6‘\
ramgens, the ones who were sent out in the first years of the century TJD
with not much more than the legal description of a million or so acres ’P,m?
; W
and orders to transform them into a national forest. ' The forest ay>3§‘”}:
,, . B
Esfarran ers, the men of my father's generation nicknamed them. Given, K o

Elers Koch on the Bittermeet National Forest, Coert }VuBo?Ls on, the Lolo,

Yoo bouand: i ) Ao ~o U perX”
doriy v / g .
P &Who sired the Beaverhead and the Custer amd 'bhe\ﬁh'@ead'and S0 onj EV?:}I;

B
yyé‘f;rd the talos of them,

¥ .4

& Y )

%,I—’ i’

i K
L,

‘é?ii—]i'l: circulated, refreshed by the comments of the younger rangers

wordering how they'd managed to do all they hade Famous, famous guys.

Sort of combinations of 0ld Testament prophets and mountain men, rolled
" into ome. Everybody in the Forest Seryicej

[t bl it
4

told forest arranger stories at any chance. But that Stanley Meixell,
wronghanded campjack and frequenter of Doctor Al K. Hall, had been
the original ranger of the Two Medicine National Forest, I had never

heard a breath ofj :a}nd this was strange. D, /6 MA LA —
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"My sister is Mandy,

W&S’J’ oA she's got a dandy.
) S AP*

At least so the boys say."
U
T woke with Mggéads in my ears and a dark brown taste in my

mouthe

‘7 ) =
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st o
The serious symptomsweeaﬂeéwhen I sat up in my bunke.

My eyes and temples and ears all seemed to have grown sharp points
inward and were steadily stabbing each other. Life, the very air,

: . ) - )
seemed gritty, gray. Isn't there one hangover description :k::ti%rc:ur | /
tongue feels like you spent the night licking ashtrays?wgzﬁbp/

"Morning there, Jickl!" Stanley sang out. He was at the stove.
"Here, better wash down your insides with this." Stepping over to
the bunk, he handed me a tin cup of coffee turned tan with canned
milk, Evidently he had heated the milk along with the coffee, because
the contents of the cup were all but aflame. The heat went up my nose
in search of my brain as I held the cup in front of my lips.

"No guarantee on this 1&ft-handed grub," Stanley called over his
shoulder as he fussed at something on the stove top, "but how do you

take your eggs?"
"Uh," I sought around in myself for the informetion. "Flipped, I guess."

47 Stanley hovered at the stove another minute or two, while I made up
my mind to try the death-defying trip to the tablefﬁ Then he turned
B
eand presented me a plate. Left-handed they may have been, but the R

eges were fried to a crisp brown lace at their /edges, while their

pockets of yolk were not runny but not solidified either. Eggs that

way are perfection. On the plate before me they were fenced in by

N

‘%%/tan strips of sidepork, and within a minute or so, Stenley was

providing me slices of bread fried in the pan grease.
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I am my mother's son entirely in this respect: I believe good food
never made any situation worse. ' I dug infiénd by the time I'd eaten
about half the plateful) things were tasting like they were supposed toe
T even mnaged to sip some of the coffee, which I discovered was stout
enough to float a kingbolte

Indeed, I swarmed on to the last bite or so of the “before it
occurred to me to ask. "Where'!'d you get these eggs?"

"Aw, I always carry a couple small lard pails of oats for the horses,

;‘J'_:.u/
& V4
and the eggs ride okay in the oats." (5/.'
Breakfast made me feel restored. "Spezking of riding," I began,
"how soon--"
4
"-—can we head down the mountain," Stanley inventoried me. -2 (7

And I took the chance to get in my first clear-eyed look of the day at

him, Stanley seemed less in pain than he had when we arrived to this

Irut

cabin';}gss in grasp of himself than he had during last night's recounting
of lore of the Twoe A man in wait, seeing which way he might turn; but

unfortunately, I knew, the bottle habit soon would g sway his decision.

of course,nm*then@o was I to talk?

Now Stanley was saying: "Just any time now, Jick. We can head out

as soon as you say ready."

S -~ p /& A l/é%w:f%
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of course
On our ride down Stanley/\was into his musical repertoire again,

one minute warbling about somebody who was wild and wooly and full of
fleas ard never'd Peen curried above her knees, and the next crooning

hymnlike
Wtune that went, "Oh sweet daughters of the Lord, grant me more

than I can afford,."

My mind, though, was on a thing Stanley said as we were saddling
the horses. <n no way was it what I intended to think about, for I
krew fully that I was heading back into the MoCaskill family situation,
that blowup between my parents and Alec. Godamighty, the supper that
produced all that wasn't much more than a half a week ago. Uifhmiiasre-
And in the meantime my father had introduced Sianley and Canada Dan and
Bubbles, not to mention Dr. Al K, Hall, into my emistenceo There were words
I intended to say to him about all thise. If, that is, I could survive the

mtter of explaining to my mother why the tops of my boots gaped
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wiped up 1

N Y
out like funnels and how come my pants legs looked like IAM X /

mountainside with them and where the tail of my shirt had gone. Sl b

Thank the Lord, not even she could quite& into a person enough
to count three tin cups of booze in him the night before. On that
drinking score, I felt reasonably safe. Stanley didn't seem to me likely
to trouble himself enough to advertise my behavior. On the other hand,
Stanley himself was a logical topic for my mother. More than likely my
father had heard, and I wasfiue to hear, her full opinion of my having

sashayed of f on this campjacking expeditione

A sufficiency to dwell on, and none of it easy thinking. Against my

-

intentions and better interests, though, I still found myself poing
had just handed

back and forth over that last scerne at the cabin. W

lead rope for the

therack pack mare and everloving Bubbles up to

Stanley, and was turning away to go tighten the cinch on Pony's saddlee.

It was then that Stanley said he hoped I didn't mind too much about

missing the rest of the counting trip with my father, to the Billy

Pegk lookout and all, "I couldn't of got along up here without you,*,\gﬂ'cﬁ.) £t

he concluded, "and I hope you don't feel hard usede"

Which of course was exactly how I did feel, You damn bet I did.
“CLI., bwd"w;!
Had been feeling tha%ﬂway‘ ever si rce}ﬁdr father volunteered me into

Stanley's company, and for all I knew was going to go on feeling that

way until I was old and wise. Skinning wet sheep corpses, contending
with a pack horse who decides he's a mountain goat, nursing Stanley
along, lightning, any number of self-cooked meals, the hangover I(',d
woke up with--what sad sonofabitch wouldn't realize he was being used

out of the ordinary?
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Yet right then, 18-inch pincers would not have pulled the confession

of that from me, I wouldn't give the universe the satisfaction,
had_. gone
So, "No,"\I)/amswered Stanley shortly M on over to do my

cinching. "No, it's all been an education,"

tf

e
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