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So thet is the sheep's-eye view of Gros Ventre. Although one

—

last jot of description does need to be addeds A glance over the
shoulder from there by the Sedgwick House and the Medicine Lodge ard
the Lynchery would readily provide it. The passage of a

thousand ewes and their lambs through a town cannot happen without
evidence being left on the street, and occasionally the sidewalks,
Sheep are nervous enough as it is and being routed through a canyon
of buildings does not improve their bathroom menners any. Once
Carnelia Muntz, wife of the First National banker, showed up in the
bank ard said something about all the sheep muss on the strectse
Ed Van Bebber happened to be in there cashing a check ard, I give
him full due, he looked her up and down and advised: "Don't think

of them as sheep turds, Carnelia. Think of them as berries off the

money tree."

-’



This time of year, the report from the

dust counties of northeastern Montana
customarily has it that Lady Godiva could
ride through the streets there without even

y over east this
the horse seeing her. But even

// A
spring's rains are said to have thinned the air
sufficiently to give the steed a glimpse.

--Gros Ventre Weekly Gleaner, June 1

That month of June swam into the Two Medicine country. In my

life until then s I had never seen the

Y . Sidehills couloan t\

\ %(;» m)‘:ie/com so green, the\&lﬁvfs/stay so spongy with run-off. A wet ~..,
May evidently could sweeten the universe. Already my father on his -
first high patrols was encountering cow elk drifting up and across
the Continental Divide to their calving grounds on the west side.

They, and the grassf/ and the hay meadows, and the benchland barley,

all were a good three weeks ahead of season. Which mecawusbest of course

It's said
1

accounted for the fresh mood everywhere across the Two. spring
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A few years back, the report from down in
the Dust Bowl had it that Lady Godiva could
ride through the streets there without even

the horse seeing her. This spring's rains
have thinned the air sufficient

14 to De-ewiiistont 1o
are said to to give the steed

A

a glimpsee
W

--Cros Vmﬁleaner, June 1

I am at the time now where I try to think what my life might

have been like had I not been born in this Two Medicine country ard

How home ground

e
into the McCaskill family. Oh, I know what's said.\ﬂanﬁ?ovf‘
‘,’W T ! v ML\G&:\}\
and mheir touch along us as\aa-t.egfg;és the banks of a Ll e

stream direct its water. But that doesn't mean you can't wonder.

Whether substantially the same person would meet you in the mirror

if your birth certificate didn't read as it does. Whether some

other place of growing up would have turned you wiser or dumber,
Here

more contented or less .)"I’n my own instance, whether my years would

be pretty much as they are by now had T happened into existence in, seM,

China or California instead of Montanae



rain in range country is as if someone is handing around ha¥ves of
- dollar bills with the remainder promised at shipping time. And so

QAN

in the sheepmen; the cowmen, the Forest Service people, the store-

keepers in Gros Ventre, in just everyone that start of June, hope

was up and would stay strong as long as the grass did.

M entoma. ot Loty
Talk even could be heard that mzwﬁéd seen the bottom

went around pofnting
of the Depression. After all, the practitioners of tm’/

A
SASPAR 120N
out, last year was a bit more prosperous, W bit less desperate,
nice o
than the year before. A!‘close point of measurement which managed to L

last,
overlook that for the several years before\-ﬁ‘a‘eaﬁ;he situatiop of people

-:T\Li \rr.btf.,
on the W been purely godawful. I suppose I ought not to dwell

on dollar matters when actually our farily was

o, eowd
“’\f{ scraping along better ﬁ%ﬁlﬁny. Even though during the worst years
PN
the Forest Service did lay off some rangers--Hoovered them, the saying
\ ) MRARA, \ochaol oforurn ?}eﬁ}(
\y went--my father was among them., True, his salary was\cho%ped‘?‘mm il
000 to 000 a month and Christ only knew when it might ever go back X

up again, but we were getting by. Nothing extra, but getting by.

But it has always graveled me that stock market players who happened

to lose their paper fortunes are the remembered figures of those times.

=2

The eastern professors who
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write as if the Depression set in the day Wall Street tripped over

itself in 1929 seem not to know it, bubt by then Montana had been on

The winter of 1919--some of the men my
rocky sledding for ten entire years. W :

4
father's age and older still just called it that sonofabitch of a winter--

5
was the one that delivered hard times to the stockmen. Wholesale,
As Dode Spencer, who had the ranch farthest up the south fork of English

Creek, used to tell: I went into that ssesesx 'l9 winter

with four thousand head of ewes and by spring they'd evaporated to

R ]

five hundred.” Trouble never travels lonesome, so aboubt that same time

1ivestock and crop prices nosedived because of the end of the war in

ragit u%m that,

Burope, and(drought and grasshoppers showed up to take over the dry-land

It began 11 of a situatione. at
farming, [Then when drought came back again the start of the Thirties

and joined company with Herbert Hoover, bad progressed to worse. Year

upon year in my own memory, to take just one example from a possible
#ta:beé&ﬂ , the exodus stories had been coming

. Aawn,
out of the High Line country to the north and east of us, and 'Eere on

. UM, <auw) for ourse/ve
the very highway whlch\gge-{through Gros Ventre we wad- the truth

o Mma.y
of those tales, the furniture-loaded jitney trucks with farewells}fainted

across their baxboards in big crooked letters: GOODBY OLD DRY and AS FOR

HAVRE YOU CAN M@l HAVE 'ER,

So it was time hope showdd upe

Jick! Set ¥your mouth for iti?

Supper, and my mother. I remember &hat all
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MJ}‘}" Uﬁmd G"Ar &_: é‘ i ‘
this beganFight at the very‘u-t-g»!-t/of June because I wasfgetting

my saddle ready, lengthening the stirrups to account for how much 0y

had grown in the past year, for the ride up with my

father on)’ counting trip the next morning. Bemsisably I can even
L

safely say what the weather was, ore of those brockﬁ}éﬁernoons

urder the Rockies when tag-erds of storm i cling in the mountains

reaching
and sun iMrough wherever it can between the cloud piles. y

Details like that, saddle stirrups a2 notch longer than last year or

1 4 P Eal, A o 11 4 +h PmmthsTla o F a Y TrTasr o i
sunshine dabbed around on the foothills a certain way, seem to be the

allowance of memory while the bigger points
1 [esfon e < i

of life hang backe. At least I have @found it so ,Fmarticularly
now that I am at the time where I try to think what my life might
have been like had I not been born in the Two Medicine country and
into the McCaskill family. Oh, I know what's said. How home ground
and kin together lay their touch along us aWs the banks
of a stream direct its water., But that doesn't mean you can't wonder.
Whether substantially the same person would meet you in the mirror
o A
if your birth certificate didn't read as it does.) Whether some other Vi

might
place of growing up\#oa/%( have turned you wiser or dumber, more contented

some mornings I will catch myself with a full cup of
or less. Here in my M

coffee yet in my hand, gone cold while I have sat here stewing about whether

-

my years would be pretty much



e

as they are by now had I happened into existence in, say, China or
matthara,

California ins teadm.

Any of this of course goes against what my mother forever tried
to tell the other three of us. That the past is a taker, not a giver.
It was a warning she felt she had to put out, in that particular
tore of voice with punctuation all through it, fairly often in our
family. When we could start hearing her commas and capital letters
we krnew the topic had become Facing Facts, Not Uoing Around with our
Heads Stuck in Yesterday. Provocation for it, I will say, came from
my father as reliably as a dusk wind out of a canyon. Half a day
at a time he might spend listening to old Toussaint tell of the

covmen

rourdup of 1882, when theh&uu{famed their crews north from the
elbow of the Teton River to. the Canadian line and brought in a hurdred
thousand head. Or the tale even bigger and earlier than that, the
last great buffalo hunt, Toussaint having ridden up into the Sweetgrass
Hills to see down onto a prairie that looked burnt, so dark with buffalo,
the herd pinned into place by the plains tribes. Strange, but I can

still recite the tribes and where they pitched their camps to surround
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those miles of buffalo, just as Toussaint passed the lore of it to

my father : Crows on the southeast, Gros Ventres and Assiniboines on the
5

northeast, Piegans on the west, Crees along the north, and Flatheads

here to the southe #Something to see, that must've been,” my father

L 3

in his recounting to the rest of us at suppere/ -~oma

ok oft !N-W\p
would sa;}ﬁ]arick, somebody already saw it,” my mother wou

A

#ihat you'd better Put Your Mind To is the Regional Forester's Visit

Tomorrow.® Or if she didn't have to work on my father for the moment,
R

Wtci-ﬁf“’;«"f‘»fq
there was Alec when he began wearing a neck hanky ard i «%e«w&(

\ Wc‘,ﬁ«g a QM s
Mc&gm%arm-}}ege. That my own particular knack

for remembering,which could tuck away entire grocery lists or whatever
someone had told me in innocence a couple of weeks before, made me

seem likely to round out a houseful of men tilted to the past must

the finel stem on her load,
haveM ,* I can hear her yet, "there isn's

A

any law that says a McCask;‘.rlA_rl can't be as forward-looking as anybody

e T

else. Just because your father and your brother--#

Yet#§ I don't know. What we say isn't always what we can doe

In the time after, it was her more than anyone who would return and

han Th
returnfhere to where all four of our lives made their bend. »The summer
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when--she would start in, ard as if the three-note signal of a chickadee
had been sung, it told me she was turning to some heppening of that last
English Creek summer. She and I were alike at least in that, the

%

understanding that

such a season of life provides more than enough to wonder back at,

even for a McCaskill.

MJickl Are you coming, or do the chickens get your share?f" I

sz H
P

know with all certainty too that that call to supper was double, because

I was there at thg_)

Ciiga wiivo 1 had S 1§ calded Wike for aupbitngs Anyway, that sehord

o hens
summons [brought me out of the barn just as the pair of them, Alec and

LeONE, GoRe—EatdopiaE into v:Lewx That is, I knew my brother as'far

as 1 could see him by that head-up way he rode. Leona would need

to be somewhat nearer before I could verify her by her blouseful,

those days
bWﬁ‘ you mmsx saw Alec you were pretty sure to be

seeing Leona to00.




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

ought to have told me something.

The rigamer¢ele of untangling out of owr bedrolls and getting

the campfire goipg and making sure the horses hadn't quit the country

during the night, all that went usual enoughe. 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, Alec?

Well, that will pahhen in a family. A moment of absent -mindedness,

or the tongue just elipping a cog from what was intended. Ordinarily

it wouldn't have riled me at all. Bubt all this recent business about

Alecyand my owvn worndering about where anybody in this family stood any

more, and I don't know what all else--it now brought a response which

scraped out of me like flint: I'm the other oneo.

Surprise passed over my father; then I guess what is called

conciliation,

You sure as hell are, he said., Unmistakably Jicke




A
Only theA northmost portion of the national forest actually has

“.or Two Medicine Lake,/
anything at all to do with the Two Medicine Riverj It's wp in that

where.
vici:ﬁty\u,rﬁg forest joins onto the south boundary of Glacier

National Park, fit ti;éiﬁ?there between the park, the continental divide
and the Blackfeet reservation like a big square peninsula on the map.
The Two Medicine, the river that is, has its source(up)in the Rockies
like all the *immsx water of this region, but cuts a distinctive canyon
across the plains as it pushes east to meet the Marias River.... So,
apparently it is just the ring of the words, Two Medicine, that has
carried the name south all the way along the mountains to our English
Creek area. The derivation as I've heard iti is that the Blackfeet
made their medicine lodge two years in a row in the valley near the
lake, and the name lasted from thet. By whatever way Two Medicine came

to be, it is a pretty interesting piece of language, I thinke



The fracture of a family is not somethihg that happens clean
‘—,a-—-ﬁ #
ard sharp, so that you at least know ¥ that from here on :'Lt4 beging
to be over with. No, it is like one of those worst bone breaks, a
5
shatter. You can mend the place, peg it and splint it and work to

strengthen it, and while the surface can be brought to look much as

it did before, it always remains a spot that has to be favored. e
{)L:'lb/~ .j;f‘""'

f g!‘asp .ﬁ,\}“'{‘., ‘\é:
And if I didn t ¥mes much, I at least knew that last night's rift o Ll

in our family
was nowhere near overe.
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Where horses were concerned, my father's imagination took a
vacation. A black horse he invariably named Coaly, a blaze-face was
always 8tar. Cuyrrently, though, he was riding a big dun gelding who,
on my mother's suggestion when she first saw the dim-colored colt,

W
A‘ the name of Mouse. I was on a short-legged mare called Ponye.

Frankly, high among my hopes about this business of growing up was
get a considersably

that I would = m:atantial horse out of it. If and when I

did, T vowéd to give the creature as much name as it could carry,

such as Rimfire or Chief Joseph or Calabash,

We also were leading ome pack horse with us, to deliver some
bolts and flanges and cable to the crew building a fire lockout on
Billy Peak, after we did the sheep counting. That third horse was
an elderly sorrel whom my father addressed as Brownie but the rest
of us called by the name he'd been given before the Forest Service
deposited him at the English Creek station;f{omr. Having Homer along
.was a cause for mixed emotions. One more horse is always a nuisance
to contend with, yet the presence of a pack horse also made the journey

seem more substantial; testified that you weren't just jaunting of f to

somewhere, you were transporting. Packstrings had been the lifeblood



of the Forest Service ever since its birth, the hoofed cgrriers of
supply into the countless mountains of the west. I know for a fact
that my father considered that the person most important to his job
as English Creek ranger was not anyone up the hierarchy from him,
the forest superintendent or the regional forester or any of those,
but his packer, Isidor Pronovost. Probably the story my father told
oftenest was of being with Isidor on ore of the highest trails in
this part of the mountains, where a misstep by one pack horse might

pull all the rest into a tumble a few thousand feet down the slope,

when Isidor turned in his saddle and called: Mac, if mm= we was to roll

this packstring right about here, the bastards'd roll until they stunke

Since the lookout gear and our food enly amounted to a load for

s

one horse,r it hadn't been necessary to cell on Isidor for this counting
_arranged

trip of ours. But even absent he had his influence as we bied the packs

on Homer that morning, both my father amd I total comverts to Isidor's porp ™"

nA A

preachment that in pizi“éié'i'.ﬁg’{’balance is everything. It took some finagling,
say to make 8 roll of half-inch cable on one side of Homer equivalent

to some canned goods on the other side of him, but finally my father



W

proclaimed: There, looks to me like we got it Isidored.
Some winters ago, Isidor and his brother Gabe, a noted packer in

his own right, and my father brought out the

-(kam
pilot and co-pilot &8 the airplane %hat crashed above the north fork
A

of English Creek. My mother and Alec and I heard that plame as it

buzzed past west of the ranger station, then when we heard the motor

noise again we looked at one another, as if confirming that a machine :

cowld Le .
J)_;-L/ ‘uxa’circling in the overcast next to these mountains, and then my mother spun

taken
to the telephone and rang the airport in Great Falls. A1l the passengers had beenr

howr Aoohed ‘t,\.! . To
Uvﬂ (-]
off there because of A)the WeaEEer" but thew plane was & . (g'l to Spokane

Fov slammed
with the mail. Evidently its instruments went wrong, w it\.ﬂ?‘w/

P \like a sagehen hitting a truck windshield. )
directly into theYside of MountaﬁTThe next day a National Guard
ik e

M mole

search plane managed Bo spolb the wreckage, and then a couple\}i"days

hotlad Yo aan
ensued while a postal :Z.nspector\saae/out from Spokane\hé:sau’{;o the
[ i

salvage of the mail, and after all that was concluded it was wp to my

& alr cotue
father and Isidor and‘\éeoﬁdo bring down the two bodies. Bothfwere

frozen stiff in the positions they had been flung intog so the packers

-

on the st
wrapped them in a manti apiece as they were and slid the bunm
the mountain to the trail and that night's camp. The intention was i

ot
thE}?norning to fold each body face-down across a pack saddle. That



L —
night turned clear and cold, however, anﬁ\j’bhe nexk morning the bodies

s t, by the God,
couldn't be bent at all. Isidor proclaimed e of e packing he ever
Ha saws o chorca
had done, this problem was a new one on him.\‘ﬂhemeﬂuhémg—’ae-déf

I
JSmgehodae along
though, except tie both bodies on one horse, one ‘u(A each side .
And that is the way we saw them arrive, with that balanced cargo of

what had been men, to the English Creek station where a hearse from

Great Falls was waitinge



So the day was summed and we had dined on trout and the campfire
was warmth and light against the night, and we had nothing that needed
doing except to contemplate until sleep overcame us. My thoughts
circled among Alec and my mother and my father--somewhat onto Leona s
too--and what had happened last night. But mostly, I suppose because
he was there next to me in the firelight, ibousdSesst it was my father
at the center of my mulling.

I am hard put to know how to describe him as he seemed to me
then. How to lay him onto paper, for a2 map is never the country
itself, only some ink suggesting the way to get there. Season somehow
seems to bring out more about him than sketchwork does, and so I believe
that to come close to any understanding of Varick McCaskill you would
have had to spend a full year at his side--

Despite what the calendar indicates, autumn was the onset, or
threshhold you could say, of a McCaskill year, The Two Medicine National
Forest got reworked by my father each autumn almost as if making sure

Z2o0ne

to himself that he still had all of thamng.Mf geography. Of

course every ranger is supposed to inspect the conditions of his forest at



the end of the grazing season. My father all but X-rayed the Twoe.

South Fork and North Fork, up under the reefs, in be_yond Heart Butte,

the Two
- M\{L day after day he delved\\r&&—f"‘bfeé( And somehow too when the bands

ad
‘ Amw- 4 b Wu‘m‘
of sheep trailed down and y toward the wimigms railroad chutes

at Blackfoot or Pendroy, he was on hand there to look them over, talk

. Join in the jackpot bets about how much the lambs would weigh;
with the herders, the ranchers, the lamb buyersJ suppose it was T

assess
. |
the time of year when he CMS job, see right there on the

hoof the results of his rangering. In a man who sometimes seemed

doubtful whether his life totted up to what it should, that must have
vrentoly

been a necessary‘season, autumne.

He never wintered well. Came down with colds, sieges of hacking

.

v o=

W/ éf and snif fling, strange‘ih a man of his size and strength. Had it not
he tutored Alec and me in,, o
been for the trappixgxfi e might have gone through all those wintei months\x

which in Montama could amount to five or sixﬁike someone you would

think was a permanent pneumonia candidate. The trapping, though, was

(as well as being .
an excuse to defy the season and put in hours outdooW‘é‘

the famil
a way to add to =008 5 which never—was too muc@. At that timec'

there still were plenty of beaver g in English Creek. Too many, in

the view of the ranchers who would find their meadows flooded.® And



k1

creek-
weasels were a consider;b\lexg:;ulati on, tooJ. and occasional minke
M az‘lf\«
never said so=-again, not what you'd expect, because otherwise he
seldom minded talking=--but the way de animalg died must have bothered

him., However many gnawed-off feet it had taken to persuade him, by the

Ae

- ———

e _sel

he was teaching
time 8 s

c and me pe insisted that w

o5

¥ spring poles on

at least the weasel traps; beaver of course are trapped at their hutches,

promptly. mink

in such a way that they dthh a spring pole, the weasel or~S#=
would be snapped up off the grourd and hung into the air to freeze to
death within an hour or so, rather than fighting the trap for days or

I suppose that my father's view was ihat a
gnawing its own foot off, qﬂ spring pole was not much mercy in a

cruel situation, but somee

o



Spring is the uneven season on the Two. You can't ever be sure
when it's going to arrive, then if it happens to, whether it's going

to stay beyond the next twenty minutes. More than a few times I have

s

AL blanke
known mid-May snowfalls, the damp heavy <ewsls ones, to this

country, and I see in my father's day book that this particular year,

the record wetness of May included one of those bread dough snows, on

the weekend of the 20th and 21st. That these spring snowstorm are

perilous to the lambs and calves but also are magnificent grass-bringers

iw
Montana situation of on the one hand this, on the other hand that. T

a person : damn soo
sometimes thiWad third and fourth tends, there'dJbe some

other hard Montana proposition or‘;:h;a? ?go;)

Anyway, my father seemed to green up with the country eachsring.
Paperwork he had put off all winter would get tackled and disposed of.
A11 of the gear of the Fnglish Creek station got a going-over, saddles,

bridles, pack saddles, fire equipment .J

< And from the first moment that charitably might be classified as
AP
spring, he read the mountains., Watched the snow Zmsssk hem along the

peaks, judging how fast e the drifts were melting. Cast a glance to



<

English Creek various times of each day, to see how high it was running.

Kept mental tally of the wildlife, when the deer started back up into

ustoned o4
the mountains, when the fur of the ®@ turned from white to g(,

%

how soon the first fresh pile of coal-black crap in the middle of & » e

22|
a trail wewdd sho?ﬁhat bears were out of hibernation. To my father,

——

of

and through him to the rest"
almanac, you might say. That being true, our specific chunk of the
Rockies, the Two country, seemed to us a special gold-leaf edition:
positioned as it was along the east slope of the divide of the continent,
its water and welfare touching out to the plains.¥& In spring, with
the Two opening itself in newness and promise wherever you happened to
glance, I believe that my father could not imagine any better neighborhood
of the planet.
A‘Lr%?ﬁmmer. Well, we were embarking on surmer now, and how it
would turn out I truly could not imegine. Nor did it come any clearer
that

to me in\h%pan of time from supper until my father said See you
A s 5 AR

in sunshine and we both turned in.

e

H—



Myself, I liked sheep. Or rather, I didn't mind sheep as such,

which is the best a person can do towards creatures whose wool begins

in their brain, and I liked the idea of sheep.| HMaybe-beeause~sheep.

e T —

T -
P —————— Rt T P “.t.-—wv*“‘"

e
WSheep had to be troubled with more than cattle did, but

the troubling was on a smaller scale. Pulling a lamb from a ewe's
womb is nothing to untangling a leggy calf from the inside of a heifer.
And a sheep you can brand by dabbing a splot of paint on her back,

not needing to invite half the county in to maul your livestock

R —
around in the dust of a branding corral, Sinnmsesesx More and more in

tion, and
\Meep somehow simply @

find myself favoring propor

lJife I

looked proper to me on those slopes of the ;wo. To my notion, cattle

on the same pasture stick out like pepper on meringue, but sheep

normal
blend with the country as sage or some othewcoloraiﬁon would .

r
i

natural
A kind of instMcrop, sheep somehow are; under a strong=-

A\

eyed herder who has them in graze across a half-mile of wildflower

slope, sheep seem as if generations of them always have been right

;:Tﬁ f—»—/\( - A&A O )Z,

, and the grass and the

under them
nov have been pmﬁfor the year .misermmmes-

there, cloudlike



Nor do I hold with the argument that sheep destroyed such pasture. W‘,gﬂﬂi )

e A

Put enough white mice or ostriches or anything else on a piece of land
ard you can overg"raze ite No, if sense was used, if the sheep were
moved around adequately on the range and there weren't more of them
than the grass could stand, there was nothing in this world wrongwik with
pasturing sheep on a portion of a foreste Anybody who slanders them
as "hoofed locusts" or "bleaters and eaters" can also explain to me
a better way to transform wild grass into food and fibers

As with any humber of men of his age who had grown up around
stock in our part of Montana, my father had worked with both cattle

Ariach and most particularly
and sheep. Range wars were nB?ﬁhe Montana stym

\“::&':he Two Medicine fashion. Oh, there had been one early ruckus
south on the Sun River, of some cowman kKiyiing over to try kill off
2 neighboring bard of sheep, and probably in any town along the mountains
you could still find an occasional young hammerhead who proclaimed
himself nothing but a cowboy and never capable of drawing breath as

anything else, especially not as a mutton puncher. (Which isn't to

say that most sheepherders weren't dqually irreversibly sheepherders,



but somehow that point never seemed to need announcing as it did with
cowboys.) By and large, though, the Montana philosophy of make-do,
as practiced by our sizable ranching proportion of Scotchmen, Germans,

Norwegians, and Missourians, meant that ranchers simply tried to figure

out which species did best, sheep or cows, and often ended up with

both.

And so sheep in those Depression years were the sustenance, the
manna, of the Two country. For a month solid at the start of summer,
a bard of sheep a day would pass through Gros Ventre on the way morth

to the Blackfoot Reservation, Tommy Larson and Guy Miller each

trailing several bands from all the way down by Choteau, ard the

Bartley brothers and Broadhurst Smith and Ira Perkins and the others
bringing theirs from around Bynum and Pendroy, and even Charlie Farrell
from here on English Creek took his three bands to the Reservation

instead of up onto the national forest. That was a time on the Reservation
when you could see a herder's wagon atop practically every rise: a fleet

of white wagons anchored across the land. And off to the east, out of

(S



view, the big sheep outfits from Washington were rumning their tens
of thousands, too, and of course to the west here my father's forest
pastured the many English Creek bands--sum it how you will, from the

sides of the Rockies out onto the plains where the farming began, the

whole country was sheepe



in a lo ick
Canada Dan's et sheep were Semimof bunched against a stand

was as if there was
of jackpine. Fhere-wee a lot of blattingrgoingm_mess

among them. A sheepherder who knows what he is doing in tinber probably

5

is good in open country too, but vice versa is not necessarily the case,

pm——
_ over ¥ by
ard I rememberymy father mentiom.ng that Canmada Dan had been herding-em—
Cut Bank i,
- easterm-Mo te~oy Ingo 158, plains country. . terrain
' : : ““A herder new to tlmberw skittish
taht

__Brosmdd

about it will dog the bejesus out of his sheep, keep the!’fé?ether
ked , <22 h*’l 2 J
patch= ¢
for fear of losing some. As we rode up, Canada Dan's(d#g 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, YI'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
M

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

need to
I was going to\w-*o/identify myself to people I'd had no farthest intention
SR



of getting involved with,

. bring along to 2~
Canada Dan targeted on Stanley again. #Got Na hdﬂ/“" ¢

Y
b 5

£or
play nursemaideou now, Stanley? Must be getting on in years R

*T 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
/‘—“

gonna regret charity when he sees the goddamn chore we got for ourselves

up here.

G I,

"What would that be, Dan?*

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

got onto some deat@ms , maybe three days back. Poisoned theirselves

before you could say 5‘;:lc 'em.ﬂ/"" Carada Dan reported all this as if

an accidental pass
he was instead of being responsible for these animals.,

Former animals, they were nowe.

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

T

to notice the pelts anywhere there at the wag--%

“’Happened right up overg§ here,” Canada Dan went on as if he

hadn't heard, gesturing to the ridge close behind him. STMM

onto that death ¢amas like it was goddamn candy. C'mon here, I'1l
\‘J,...-p..,um,nm_, LT . B = J——— - -

shov you.® The herder shrugged out of his coat, tossed it down on

T S eSSBS

i

o

M
#
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the grass, pdinted to it and instructed his dog: ¥Stay, Rags.® The

and lay
\d-ia’o/n 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.

o
The place Canada Dan led us to was a pocket meadow of bunch grass,

intersparsed with pretty white blossoms and with gray mounds here and
there on it. The blossoms were deathcamas, and the mounds were the dead
ewes. Lven as cool as the weather had been,ythey were bloated almost

to bursting.

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

s —T

convenient of you fellows to show up . All that goddamn skinning,

FUR
s s e e A T

PRSI

can stand all the help | I can gets

e

(=
Stanley did take the changé to get a shot in on him. #You been

too occupied the past 'bhree days to get to them, T guess"‘" But it

R SN

bounced off Canada Dan like a berry off a buffalo,

We all three looked at the sheep for awhile. There is not too

much you can say about bloated sheep carcasses. After a;h-ler’, though,

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

buggers to eat deatﬂamas K ]

B U — ] sy,

#ell,® Stanley expounded nexte *There's no such thing as one-handed

TR —
S AT,



skinning." Whitch 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
" _hora

of what was impending}next andee.s A1l 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

mare so we can lug these pelts in. Guess I ought to get at it.*

ez s

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

and Canada Dan beaded on me. #Don't Just stand there in your tracks,

kid, Plenty of these goddamn pelters for both of us.*

vy

i ——_ SR

So for the next long while }/I was de¥ving in ewe carcasses,
slicing the hides loose around the hooves and then down the legswy

and around the milk bag;/and at last the big incision along the belly

our jackknife -
which,wipped Jjust a 1little bit, would bring the guts
y

|7 S
oA ey o
pouring out "bﬁo"ﬁ;our project. It @@ had to be done, because the

pelts at least would bring a dollar apiece for the Busby brothers and
a dollar then was still worth holding in your hande But that it was
necessary did not make it any less snotty a jobe I don't know whether
you have ever skinned a sheep which has lain dead in the rain for a few

e,
days, but the clammy wet wool adds into)ga{situation the possibility



thod
of wool po:Lsoning,“@’{zhe thought of puffed painful hands accompanleaF

o~

’Ia}wj J..\»-Ji 2= LA f g -":: ~;;~ Ay N A )
all your hand]ing of ‘the pelt o | i, . AR MRS S ’\

(/ a.ni slit, e’
}, J/ 8!! I slit and Sll'f( 'ﬁugﬁng pelt off bloated belly and stlffened
J“"

legs. I started off careful not to work fast, in the hope that Canada

Dan would slicesright along and thereby skin the majority of the carcasses.

It of course turned out that his strategy was identical and that he

et |
had had mmx countless more years of practice at being slow than I dide

Ing other circumstances I might even have admired the drama in the way

he woulc}_
‘>\s op often, straighten up to ease what he told me several times was the
scalpel byl :;
world's worst crick in his back, and contemplate Machmquer |
: A
Mamdang v

before finally A back to his owne Out of his experience,fmy father
always testified that he'd rather work any day with sheepherders rather

than cowvboys. You might come across a herder that's loony now and then,

B e

but at least they aren't so apt to be such self-inflated sonsabitches.

S,

Right about nonr% wondered about that choice. If Canada Dan was
representative, shespherders didn't seem to be any bhargains of companionability
either.' ' Finally I gave up on trying to outslow Canada Dan and went at

the skinning m® quick as I could, to get it over with,.

Canada Dan's estimate of fifteen dead ewes proved to be eighteen.
A
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 fact that besides the eighteen casualties, there



were two dozen newly mother;-iess lambs who would weight light at

shipping time.
MIW@'-‘{‘ .
This came to Stanley's attention too when he 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

what soever--slung the first load of pelts onto the pack saddle. #Guess
A &4 i
r?’ﬂf‘Q,QJ \.'*'\'"eﬁ ;; \ +
\\’_.—n‘

we know what all that lamb blatting's about, naf.':'\’?;a;;ggiban didn't

B

seem to hear this, either.

Instead g9t 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 darsd 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 all fixedo

I looked down at my hands and forearms, so filthy with blood and
other sheep stuff £ didn't even want to think about that I hated to touch
the reins and saddlehorn to climb onto Pony. But 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: Stanleyl

Yeah, Jick2 The brown Stetson turned most of the way in my

direction. All the ways to say what I interded to competed in my mind,

Stanley, this just isn't going to work out...stemley th.ls deal was

o

my father's brainstorm and not. m.me, I'm heading down that trgil for

PR 0 MR,

B RIS

home «..Stanley, I'm not up to ~=to riding herd on you and doing the work

ot e BT,

wampus cat
of this\ﬁ?%f a sheepherder ard maybe getting wool# poisoning and-~

S S

e e

H :
FLALK

but when my mouth|movedwegaim, I heard it mutter:

Noth;lpg, I guesso

After wrestling the secomd consignment of pelts into shelter under
Cansda Dan's sheepwagon, I went up by the door to washe. 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,
Bﬁl{a/tl least felt scoured fairly clsan.

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
s,

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




of the wagon. Your eyes bad?

I dried off as best I could on the gunny sack, feeling now as if

I'd been rasped ii‘rom elbow to fingertip, and swung on into the sheepwagone.

{
ol reoe

The table of this wagon was a square labout the size of a big checkerboardg
which pulled out from under the bunk at the far end of the wagon and
then was supported by a gate leg which folded down, and Stanley had
tucked himself onto the seat on one side of it. Canada Dan as cook
and host I knew would need to be nearest the stove and mmsmmis sit

on a stool at the outside enmd of the table, so I slid into the seat

' [}
e oy raakl

opposite Staxﬁe?;”m;ﬁarsful because three people in a sheepwagon
is about twice too many.

AN
KEEYIPE] mmme erupted from under my inmost foot, about the same
instant my nose caught the distinctive smell of wet dog warming up.

Here now, what Vthe hell kind of manme r's 1s thgﬁ@!ﬁyal:@ngh on my
dog? He does that again, Rags, you wan?_,,i:gA‘Ri&g;eﬁhﬁ33&%9&213@3,{93

e

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

Or it may simply have been his pleasure over the meal he had concocted.

Onto the table mew the herder plunked a metal plate with a boiled



“plate with a & boiled-

M\

\
™S chunk of meat on it, then followed that with a stained pan of what

looked like small moth balls.

%

MLike I say, I figured you might finally show up today, so I

——

fixed you a duke's ch01ce of grub ® he crowed. Get yourselves

s e e

started with that hominy.® Then, picking up a hefty butcher knife,

Canada Dan slabbed off a thickness of the grayish greasy meat and

another slab. #Or then again lhere s grmed-up lamb.gltr The

e

butcher knife produced a third plank-thick piece. *Or you can

(‘M:zﬂ;’/ﬂ ,;J Gwn
always have sheep meat.,” -'1 ivvied the slices onto our plates

and concluded: A menu you don't get Just everywhere, aa.n"b 11:?.

R e s SR

#Yeah,® Stanley said slower than ever, and swallowed experimentally.

T,

The report crossed my mind that I had just spenww}ﬁ
‘Balf elbow-deep in dead sheep and now I was being expected to eat
some of one, but I 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}:m

..f v While

"/ Canada Dan forked steadily through his meal and Stanley mussed

-

arourd with hisy I finished off the hominy on the theory that anything

into the digestive process) geged
you mixed Zwith mutton was probably all to the goode Then I\bo}ed‘

¢

out the dutch door of the sheepwagon while waiting on Stanley.gy

The afternoon was going darker, a look of coming rain. My father

more than likely was done by now with the counting of Dode Spencer's
band, 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 rain already had started directly onto whatever

piece of trail he might be riding just nowe

LA LAR
Canada Dan meanwhile had rolled himself a cigarette a.rxi*;f'lliédf
the wagon with blue smoke while Stanley worked himself to the halfway

point of his slab of mutton. #Staying the night, ain't you?*® the

herder said more as observation than question. “'You can set up

N




the terpee, regular goddamn canvas hotel. It only leaks a llttle

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

—————
B

sonofabi& cl}. upe .

Ayell, act,ually, no," said Stanley. This perked me up more
.qfc ‘f'“’“’%‘ ‘*-;;1"&5;‘?”#
than anything had in hours. Maybe there\wﬁs' some{hope for Stanley

after all. *We got all that pack gear to keep dry, so we'll just

e A = NERE——

Spencer s¢ <c hool sect .t

go on over to that line cabin down Wact :Ls""" -Stanley

o

R — S —— i

D SR Sy

i

here took the chance to shove away his still mutton-laden plate and

as if night was stampeding toward him-- /
get to his feet e better be__gettlng ourselves over there 1f we E?,,,

gonna beat dark. You ready, Jick?

S

Was Te



Spencer's line cabin stood just outside the eastern boundary of
the forest, through a barbwire fence, We had ridden more than an hour

to get there, the weather steadily heavier and grimmer all around us,

2
-

and Stanley fairly grim himself, I guess from the mix of alcohol and

mutton sludging around beneath his belts | -He-hadnlb-seid-a-word-nor- -
oy

BRI i P Gl \Qappened to see him
Once when I glanced back to be sure I s'dll had him I 's“awzuS?uiq’ mke
/ -a g \

\"'“S-—r «-hb... e

an awkward lob into the trees, that exaggerated,{way when you throw with

L

your wrong hamd, So he had run out of bottle, and at least I could look
forward to an urpickled Stanley from here on., I hoped he wasn't the
kind who came down with the DTs as he dried out.

The whole way from Canada Dan's sheepwagon he never said a word
nor even glanced ahead any farther than his horse's ears; didn't even
stir when we 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 gatee

My hand was just almost to the top wire hoop when there was a

terrific yel]%ﬂGODaMIGI-Ey, get aWAY from thatl

v TR AT

Cl vn O
I jumped back as Ji‘\hpsei{ looking around to see what tiissdasitt

had roused Stanley like that.

fGo find a club and k‘nock 1t open. Wlth that ¥ he instructed.

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

PO ——




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 /
s

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

flip a big snake. The hell of it was, I knew Stanley was‘right. A
E Vo B olben'
time, lightning hit fence ao&?ﬁhe road from the English Creek




station and the whole top wire melted for about fifty yards in either

A Lo mfwvx'w;/
direction, dropping off in little chunks as if jeybd™ewe-ib up wibh

ﬁm

N éncing plierse ., I knew as well as anything not to touch a wire fence

All T can say in my own
in a stom: why then had I damn near done it? i

. defense is that you just try goin

Wnlham_ww "g'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,

Ws in store for me at the cabin, so started im on

it unpacking&he mare and Bubbles, Already I had size, my father's

long bones the example to mine, amd could do the respected packer's

o/
trick of reaching all the way across the horse's back , 1lift

o/, Apzﬂ.,
/=i

thosexﬁcks e“ from where I was standing, instead of going back and

forth around the horse all the time. .I did the mare and then carefully

began uncargoing Bubbles, Stanley hanging onto the bridle and matter-of-factly

promising Bubbles he would yank his goddamn head off if he gave any
troubles Then as I swung the last pack over and off, a hefty lift

I managed to do without bumping the pack saddle and giving Bubbles an

excuse for excitement, Stanley pronounced:-

———"

s e

Ko *ji Oh to be young and fuck:mg twmce a day aga.mq:fHe took notice
NV 44:.



of the considerable impact of this on me. 'Scuse my French, Jick.

It's just a saying us old coots haveeo

Nonetheless it echoed arcund in me as I lugged the packs through
the cabin door and stood them in a corner. By now thunder was applauding
llghge.ng higher up the mountain and the rain was arriving in earnest,

my last couple of trips outside considerably dampe Stanley meanwhile

was trying to inspire a fire in the rickety stove.

The accumulated chill in the cabin had us both shivering as
we walted for the stove to produce some result.

#Feels in here like it's gomma frost,” I muttered.

#Yeah," Stanley agreed. #About a foot.*
s——

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

2h, what if this turns to snow?® I could see myself blizzarded in

here for a week with this reprobate.

®iw, I don't imagine it will. Lightning like this, it's probably

e v e RGN AR G

just a thund‘ers't._omm,g& Stanley contemplated the rain spatting onto

the cabin window and evidently was reminded that his pronouncement

came close to bei
w—ré%. ¥Still, you never know,® he amended.




The cabin wasn't much, just a roofed-over bin of jackpine logs,
maybe fifteen feet long and ten wide and with a single window beside

the door at the south end; but at least was drier than outsides Outside

in fact was showing every sign of anticipating ‘mmemiis 2 night-long bath.
The face of t he Rocky Mountains gets more weather than any other place
I know of and you just have to abide by that fact. I considered the
small stash of wood behind the stove, mostly kimdling, and headed back
out for enough armfuls for the night and morming. Off along the tree
line I found plenty of squaw wood, which already looked damp but snapped
okay when I tromped it in half over a loge.

With that provisioning done and a bucket of water lugged from a
seep 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 plank table.
Casual as a man waiting for a bus. His stillness set me to wondering
Jjust how much whiskey was in him--after all, he'd been like a mummy on
the ride from Canada Dan's camp, too~--and so before long I angled across
the room, as if exercising the saddle hours out of my legs, for a closer

peek at hime



At first I wasn't enlightened by what I sawe The crowfoot lines
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 ssemed washed-
out, whitish, across that part of his face, too. Like any Montana kid
A;A-;.Zl{h»
T had seen my share of swacked-up people?“ﬁgt/stanley didn't really

look liquored. No, he looked more like--

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

lightly as I knew how.

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

Not much
B e e

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

\&Lm& palace,
than I remember this W anyway o

e

v

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

Ry

woreldOn
better times. Before he could mﬁfdi‘ onto some other topic I

/

stepped over to him and untied 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

the sharp gggg of J butchered-looking .
where fBubbles' hoof had shoved off skin: raw and seepy @m S e

Jesus Ho Christ, I breathed.

Aw, could be worse. I'll get it looked at when I get to town. There's some

i AL W SR -

e TSI



il e L
bag baln in my saddlebag there. Cet the 1id off that for me me:%ia""

N

T'1]. dab some on."

J—

Stanley slathered the balm thick across the back of his hand

"%\"\ A

and T stepped o?é‘rﬁnﬂegan to rewrap it for him. He noticed that

the wrapping was not the blood-stained handkerchief. f'Where'd you

v

come up with that?¥

#The tail of f my clean shlr'b.

R

"Your ma's goma like to hear tha'b.

PSRIR———— i

i

I shrugged. Trouble seemed lined up deep enough here in company
with Stanley that my mother's turn at it was a long way off.

"jell,* Stanley said, moving his bandaged hand with a wince he

didn't want to show and I didn't really want to see. The Stanleys
of this world do not show pain easilye

It seemed to me time to try get Stanley's mind off his wound, and

to bring up what I figured was a natural topice So I queried:

*ihat are we | do about supper""’

;s S s e T

\.Then said:
Stanley peered at me a considerable t:Lme. J »T seem to dlstlnctly

remember Canada Dan feeding us.™

[

"That was a while back ®Td efended. #Sort of a second lunch,™

e




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

B Y

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

So now t.hin‘gs ﬁhad reached the point where I had lost out
even on my father's scattershot version of cooking, and was going
to have to invent my own. After fighting the stove for awhile to
get any real heat from it, I managed to warm a can of pork and beans

ard ate them with some slices of

knew the butter would be down deeper in the pack with other unbreak-
because W}nmmm.im I.did the butteme—.. 2bless
&

bread smeared with mayonnaise

=
B —

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 desserts

‘% Meanwhile =
X,}?Ee weather saew

Along those mountainsides thunder can roll and roll, ard claps were

ing steadily more rambunctious.

arriving to us now like beer barrels tumbling down stairs.

In my head I always counted the miles to how far away the lightning

find myself doing-- e
had hit--something I still so when the next bolt winked, SOW
began the formulas
out the south windowr, I

1

One, a-thousard.

——



Two, a-thousand.

struck
Three...The boom reached us then, the boltMst more than

two miles off. %hat could be worse, and likely would be. Meanwhile
rain was raking the cabin. We could hear it drum against the west

wall as well as on the roofe

Sounds like we got a dewy night ahead of us, Stanley offered.

He looked a little perkier now. Myself, I was beginning to droop, the
day catching up with me. The cabin didn't have any beds smsk as such,
cobbled- .
just a double bunk arrangement with planks where you'd like a mattress
to be. But any place to be prone looked welcome, and I got up from the
table to untie my bedroll from behind my saddle and spread it onto
the upper planks,
o | Thal

The sky split white outside the cabin. " crack of thunder
I honestly felt as much as heard. A jolt through the air; as if
a quake had leapt upward out of the earth.

? |
I believe my hair ifvas_ straight on end, from that blast of noise

passing through: But Btanley didn't show any ruffle at all. ?The
A i A

quick hard of God, my ma used to say.™

[ 5 SRS SRR

‘:f{;eah, well, I'd just as soon it Brabbed arourd someplace else.,™

e T — S
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I stood waiting for the next cataclysm, although what really was

you '11
on my mind was the sayirng thata(never hear the lightning bolt that

rattled. Carnl
hits you. The r?.’m'"v constantly loud now. At last there*v’c/a big

crackling sourd quite a way off, and while I knew nature is not that
regular I told myself the lightning portion of the storm had moved beyond

us, and 1 amounced to Stanley, I'm turning ine

What, already?

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

anything had all dayo. I swung myself into the bunk.

Guess I'm more fores:Lghted than I knew, I heard Stanley go on,

Wt S B

to bring Doctor Ha]l along for company .

S SR

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.

2P

Stanley Jemd 'lanked hlmselfr a.nd casually went over to the packs,

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

WA S

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

B e




#

The night I suppose continued in tumul€. But at that age I could

~. have
Wx}gh a piano tuners' conventione Came morning, I was up and
[ orerel

around--the nearést reef and the peak south beyord it both‘wq_-(ﬁl sun,

¢

o
as if the little square of window had been made into a picture i-‘re‘wfi

the Alps--while Stanley still lay flopped in

the lower bunke I 1lit a fire and went out to check on the horses and
brought in a pail of fresh water, and even then he hadn't budged, just

hich had
was breathing like he'd decided of hibernation. The bottle Mﬁ

nursed him into that condition, I noticed, was down by about a thirde
Telling myself he could starve to death in bed for all I cared, I ==k

aimmokckwt fashioned breakfast for myself, heating up a can of peas and

ples i aaid

more or less toasting some slices of bread by holding them over the

open‘v& stove on a forke
Eventually Stanley joined the day. As he worked at getting his
boots on I gave him some secret scrutiny, but couldn't see that he
~.assayed
Izm-seemed much better or much worse than the night before, Maybe he

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

I offered to heat up some peas for him but he said no, thanks anywaye
At least he seemed ready for camptending again, and I broached what

was heaviest on my mind: the calendar of our continued companionshipe



#ow lorg's this going to take, do you think?®

#ell, you ‘seen what we got into yesterday mth Canada Dan.

Herders have their own quantltles of trouble .# Stanley could be

S ———— e T

*

seen to be calculating, either the trouble capacities of our next

two herders or the extent of my impatience. ¥I suppose we got to

figure that it could take most of a day apiece for this west pair,

too

pemse————
Two more days of messing with herders, then the big part of

-
another day to ride back to English Creek¥it loomed before me like

a career. //®What about if we split up?¥ I suggested as if I was

one herder's camp X
naturally business-like. *Each tMMay?‘

il

Stanley considered some more. You would have thought he was doing

it in Latin, the time it took him. But finmally: I guess that'd work. You Eﬁq}t

this piece of country pretty good. So, okay. Wh:Lch yahoo do you wan'b

T o B e i R —

Gufferson or Preston Rozier?f

I thought on that. Preston Rozier was a young herder in his

second or third year in these mountains. Maybe he had entirely outgrown
high-country 3 \gf the sort .

T

the 4 whimhams | Canada Dan was showing, and maybe he hadn't.

Andy Gustafson on the other hand was a long-timer in the Two country
proba!;}x,
a@ﬁ‘ad been given the range between Canada Dan and Preston swiiiolsiviy



for the reason that he was savvy enough not to let the bands get mixed.

S—

#7111 take Andy.%

o

"Okay. You know he's in west of here,"m ebeut under the

v

m:dele of the reef. Let's go see sheepherders.®

e e ™~

Outside in the wet morning I discovered the possible drawback
to my choice, which was that Andydm Gustafson's camp supplies were in
the pack rig that went on Bubbles. That bothered me some, but when I

pictured Stanley and his bandaged hand trying to cope with Bubbles for
At least in my father's universe matters fell that way e

a day, I figured it fell to me to handle the knothead anyway. A So I
worked the packs onto the mare for Stanley--she was so tame she all
but sang encouragement while the load was going on her--and faced the

spotty-nosed nemes:Ls. But Bubbles -

"‘seemed no more snorty and treacherous than usual, and with Sianley

A

taking a left-handed death grip et/ gt
W— ‘on the bridlefand addressing a steady

»

=

stream of threats into the horse's eary and with me staying well clear
of hooves while getting the packsacks roped on, we had Bubbles loaded
in surprisingly good time.

See you back here for beans, Stanley said, and as he reined north

s s

T

toward Preston's camp Pony and I headed west up the mountain, Bubbles

grudgingly behind us.



I suppose now hardly anybody knows that horseback way of life
on a traile Even in the situation I was in, that morning was a scene
to store away. Pointed west as I was s the horizon of the Rockies

extended wider than my vision; to take in the total of peaks I had

as far as I could .

to move my heaiw/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 speake

And this was a morning 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 beaste The twin feelings
of aloneness and freedom seemed almost to 1lift me, send me up over the
lardscape like a balloon. Of course I know it was the steady climb of
the land itself that created that impression. But whatever was responsible,
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 east shore--what

would that be: fifty miles away, sixty? Somewhat closer was the bulge



of trees which marked where Gros Ventre sat in the long procession of
English Creek's bankside cottonwoods and willowse I liked to think I

single . a y
could“piedeout ty"”'tiny toothpick-point which was the top of the Catholic
steeple there amid the Gros Ventre grove, but realistically that was
mostly imagination.

I and my horses went up and up, toward the angle of slope beneath
the center of the reef., Eventually a considerable sidehill of timber
took the trail from sight, and before Pony and Bubbles and I entered
the stand of trees, I whoaed us for a Immk 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 )
s T didn't even mind being in out of the view for the next little whiles

~Jhe constancy of a forest is an ill

=

usion, though: ,
rees 0o are mortal and they

come down. About in the middle of one of the straight tilts of trail
between switechbacks, there lay a fresh downed one poking out over our

route, just above e

R R T P TR R



rrrads,
an
the height of a horse. Because of the steep hillside 11%%(

awkward place tWany chopping 7/and I didn't have a saw of any

sort. Besides, I was in no real mood to do amy trail maintenance

\Lﬁhzd States / nle.s

for my father and Forest Service. I decided I' d‘hafe"bo get off

ard lead Pony and Bubbles through. But given the disposition of
w{,_.?;,»u‘r—’c‘ "f ¢ :’:;4‘"

Bubbles, I knew T'd[better do it a horse at a time.

T tied Bubbles' lead rope to a middle-sized jackpine-~doubling

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

a,,,‘;b\,

,‘ I assured

IO

the windfall. 'Be right back with that other

e ———
A1

{ ool '
{
her as T ?taad/her reins ‘#"' the leftover limb of a stump.

Bubbles was starnding with his neck in the one position he seemed
to know for itmm, stretched out like he was being towed, and I had

to haul hard on his lead rope for enough slack to untie my knotse.

Come on, churnhead, I said asz civilly as I could--~Bubbles was not
.originally .
too popular with me anyway, because 1f he)( hadn't kicked Stanley I

wouldn't have been in the campternding mess--and with some tugging persuaded

him into motione
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 thimg about Bubbles, he
didn't lead much harder when he was being reluctant than when he wasn'te

I had him most of the way past the windfall when somehowys he

* too close
managed to get éWn against the hillside, where it brushed

dangling straigh tre
against a IS broken branmmw—n'%om theftrunk. The

|along that si_c_i_er of him and then J
branch whiskedlin across the front of his left hip toward his crotch,

and Bubbles went straight sideways off the mountain,

He of course took the lead rope with him, and me at the end of
it 1like a kite on a string,

I can't say how far downslope I:"l%t','ﬁ)ut I was in the air long

enough to get good and worried. Plummeting sideways as well as down

thaned
is umnerving as hell, your body trying to figure out how to\?/in\ i

{
{ &

those two directions at once. X surprising number of thoughts fan 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 place--
I landed standing up, though. Standing about shin-deep into the

sidehill, which had been softened by all the rain,



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

Ao
‘7/1‘11‘31:, though, was not Bubbles but Pony. A horse's eyes are big

anyway, but I swear Pony's 3

—

m size of Lincoln Zephyr headlights as she peered down over
the rim of the trail at Bubbles and mes all the way below.
P
¥Easy, girl!® I calledfto her. All I needed next was for
e e P

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

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

#Basy, Pony! Easy, there. fverything's gonna be--just goddamn dandy.®

Sure it was. On my first individual outing I had rolled the
inveteratif P
packstring, even if it was only one | { jughead of a horse named

Bubbles., Great wonderful work, campjack McCaskille Keep on in this

brilliant way and you maybe someday can work your way up to moron.
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Now I had to try to sort out‘ the situation. A little below me
a w&-r
on the sidehill, Bubbles was floundering aroundland sporting 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
- «; To b

in one piece, ARame e
the whole pack trip so far. So Bubbles was i i intact, and

the main damage I could see on the packs was a short gash in the canvas
I :
where something wem snagged it on our way downe Sugar or salt was

trickling from there, but it looked as if I could move a crossrope

*

prreh bty
over enough to‘&,eeéf the tﬁ—fe}f-”'

T delivered Bubbles 2 sound general cussing, meanwhile working

alorng the lead rope until I could grab his bridle 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 packe.

When I put my hand onto the crossrope to tug it across the gash,
the pack moved a bit. I tugged again in a testing way, and all the
load on Bubble's back moved a bite.

Son of a goddamn sonofabitch, I remenber was all I managed to come

out with to comemorate 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 =k healthy-- ~

- s s i g
s

-~ fettle
and my emotions about Bubbles having survived in gow were
radicall; Na
now gettiw mixed-=-but no way to secure load onto hime
4
T was going to have to ride somewhere for a new cinchm, or at the very
least go get this one repaired.

Choices about like Canada Dan's menu of mutton or sheep meat, those.
Stanley by now was miles away at Preston Rozier's camp. Besides, with
his hard and his thirst both the way they were, I wasn't sure he would
be much of a repairer anyway. Or I could\g:(’on Pony, head back down
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.

\ha/

That second notion v appeal of several kinds. I would be rid
of Stanley and responsibility for hime I'd done all I could, it was
in no way my fault that Bubbles had schottisched off a mountaintope.

Most of all, delivering my predicament home to English Creek would serve

my father right.



Yet when I came right down to it, I was bothered by the principle
of anyone comirg to my rescue. There was that about this damned in-

between age, too. I totally did not want to be in the hell of a fix
Yat somindty

i waWs totally did not relish resorting to anybody else

to pluck me out of ite

So I got to wondering. There ought to be some way in this world

.f’l'l.l TN\
to contrive that/Ginch back together. #If you're going to get by in

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

of day,® my father said every gring when he set in to refurbish all
—————

Not that I was
the English Creek equipmant.\".ul"'ﬁe’n/on taking him as an example

just then, bubte-

No hope came out of my search of Bubbles and the packs; any 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
let go of Bubbles while I went to get them; having taken up mountaineering
so passionately, there was no telling where Bubbles would crash off to

if T wasn't there to hang onto hime



Joseph coat, -
T started in to look myself over for possibilities., HW

g
shirtsno help. Belt--though I hated to think of it, I maybe could cut

~thot

\?b/up into leather strips. No, better, down there: Mmmsex my forester

-

boots, a bootlace: a bootlace just by God might do the tricke.

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 grasp

the lash cinch while I punched holes in it with my jackknife. When

accomplished
I had a set of themjon either side of the break, I threaded the bootlace

\back and forth, and at last.
back and forth’ tied it to make a splice. Then, Bubbles' recent

uppermost in my mind,
standard of bemﬁ%»wmde one more set of holes

farther along each part of the cinch and wove in the remainder of the

e

bootlace as a second splice for safety's sake. IA ad a boot gaping
p—————

open ab=bhe=bew like an unbuckled overshoe, but the cinch Jooked as
et B

it iﬁ\agld’fift a boxcare

Now there remeimed only the matter of getting Bubbles back up

where he had launched from.



Probably the ensuing ruckus amounted to only about twenty minutes
of fight-and -dreg, though it seemed :Zhours. Bubbles would take a
step and balke. ?alk ard take a step. Fright or exasperation or obstinance
or whatex}'é“r;‘gfrr&bd can produce it had him dry-farting like the taster in

a popcorn factory., Try to yank me back down the slope. Balk again,

and let himself slide back down the slope a little, &meex Sneeze, then

another seriese.

M"‘Shake the packs in hope the splice would let gos

I at last somehow worked his head up level with the trail and then
simply leaned back on the lead rope until he exhausted his various acts
arnd had to look 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 alonge

I sat for awhile to recover my breath--after tying Bubbles to the
biggest tree around, with a triple square knot--and sort of take stocke
There's this to be said for exertion, it does send your blood tickling
through your brain. When I was through resting I directly went over to
Bubbles, thrust an arm into the pack with the canned goods and pulled
cans out until I found the ones of tematoes. If I ever did manage to

get this expedition 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 sheepherder. Then I sat back down,m opened two cans with my
jackknife, and ifibibed tomatoes. One thing about canned tomatoes,
my father every so often said 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 once in his lifes

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
for whoever invented bootlaces,

Andy's band was spread in nice fashion along amkinmiemz both sides of

a timbered draw. If you \

T

e I

‘have the courage to let them, sheep will scatter themselves into a

slow comfortable graze even in up-arnd-down country. But it tekes a

herder who is sure of himself and has a sort of sixth sense against

coyotes and bear. Les Withrow claimed that the best herder he ever
Pete _n

had on the Two, prior ’oo\'iio(Hoy, was an irrigator he'd hired)one of

the war years when he couldn't £ind an?‘g‘ae/else. The guy never had

herded before and didn't even take much interest in the band of sheep,'



o
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What he did was ride the caryon and shoot at everything that was JLlu'b

e S S

e T .

a ’]-.“1}1318 suuplclous. I; 1’0 was black a burnt stuno, he'd have to blaze

away at it. V‘I‘indii_ng h\i}sﬁcramp t,hls one time, I happened to look up over

onto ‘the opposite ridge and I said, "Say, there's something over there

that kind of resembles a bear." Jesus, he jumped for that rifle and

P

e

BOOMI BOOM! After he got those touched off he stopped to take a 1ook.

e L A S i A Sk AT Rl St il

"No," he says, "no, I guess it 2in't, it didn't run." While he terrorized

=

. A
anything shaggy willlle the sheep did pretty much as they pleased, and
{?1

grat beandlizu g i
Les said that year's 1awm averaging pourds,

A

] Oy’
These sheep}:.n‘ oontentment along this draw were going to yield the

Busby brothers some dandy pourdage, too. They would need to, to offset
Canada D?n%d.

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
akthile as to why it was me that was tending his camp, even after I
explained as best T could, and I saw some speculation again when he
noticed me slopping along with one boot unlacede But once he'd checked

thmughwk the groceries I'd brought to make sure that a big can of



coffee and some tins of sardines were in there, and his weekly

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 mmx who would quit you in an instant

if you ever forgot th bring their meil copy of Nordiske Tidende--Andy

seemed perfectly satisfied. He handed me his list of personals for
the next campterding--razor blades, a pair of socks, Bull Durham--and

away I went,
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Nig*

Where a day goes in the mountains I don't know, but by the time
T reached the cabin again it was almost the end of afternoon. Stanley's
Arloch,
saddle sorrel ang thMckhorse were picketed a little way off,
A
"\_as us ,
and Stanley emerged to offer mejfwhatever left-hamded 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 one He switched to a question:

Aow's old Gufferson?¥

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

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

S,

he had his sheep in a nice Wyoming scatter, there west of his wagon_.f‘

S

®Preston's on top of things, too,” Stanley reported. #Hasn't lost

any, and his lambsaeimss are 100@1?;"}%:&1 good.? Plain as anything, then,

_on the Busbys'sallotment /
there was one sore thumb up here rand its name was Canada Dan,i/Stanley

extended the thought aloud. ¥Looks like Dan's asking for a ticket

to ‘town.'

[

I didn't follow thate In all the range ritual I knew, and even in



e the perpetual wrestle between Dode Spencer and Pete 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 smudgee

pursued me on into the cabin,
The puzzle\&smw—/ As Stanley stepped

1

$o the stove to try reév the fire a little, I asked: ¥ou mean Canada

Dan wants to get canned?

TR

#Looks like. It can happen that waye A fellow'll get in a

situation and try make it worse so he '11 cet chucked out ofik it.
. S s

My guess is, Ean 's feellng th:Lrsty and 1s scaréd of this tlmber as

e

well, but doesn't wan'b to admlt elther one bo hlmself. Easier to

R R I S A

blame onto somebody else ® Stanley paused. #Question is, whether

to try dlSappOln'b hlm out of the idea or Just £o ahead and can him,

S R SRR S AN
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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 crap.’

R — N

This was a stiffer Stanley than I had yet seene This one you could
so richly

imagine ‘smesimgmemk giving Canada Dan the reaming out he /deserved. The

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

F

boys' decision, not minee




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

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 imtended it would be

an early rise indeed--and ride down out of here and I would resume

Creek ranger station .~
my summer at the English W*““ and Stanley would sashay on

past to the Busby mmg brothers'! ranch and that would be thate
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 situatione.

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

ST — el s

That'd help, I answered shortly.

TS

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

A

was me, NOw--
I waited while Stanley paused to speculate out the cabinst window

to where dusk was gk beginning to deepen the color of the peaks. But

I wasn't in any mood to wait very damn longe



W@n%*&iﬁ@%*t&l’}: afyBedy tow €6 Wear his bootse

s s.-mm;.gww TN

-\ #ou were telling me all about boots,” I prompted kind of sarcastically.

"Yezhe. Well. Ii‘ it was me now, I'd take that one shoestring you

B ————

got 'bhere, and cut 11: 1n half and 1ace up each boot W:Lth a plece as

BERRRE Rt £

far as 1t '11 go° Ought to keep them from slopping off your feet, anyhow.*

e

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

I\J \f‘u now .
The g’tops pooched out like funnels, but at leastiI could get around without

a

one boot ﬁhr:'eatening to slop offe

One chore remained., I went over to bunk/ “reached into my bedroll

P— emairder of the tail of it, I jackimifed
and pulled out my clean shirt, %M&MWW““

A
L

off. Stanley's hand didn't look quite so hideous this time when we

rewrapped it, but still was no prize winner.

_pas-aa»wm B

Well, Stanley anndunc 3 u got me nursed. Seems like the next

a
th:mg ough'tah to be nﬂu: call on the doctor. And almost before he

A R i S P A R R

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

its neck tilted into Stanley's cupe



Before Stanley got too deep into his oil of joy, there was one

more major point I wanted tended tos Diplomatically I began, Suppose

PR RIS

we ought to give.some thought--

--to supper, Stanley finished for me, I had something when I

- R

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

e aiintaa S,

It dawned on me that 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 any food--were

at the mercy of whatever was on hand in Stanley's own small supply

b2

ok
o NS

pack. I dug around in"‘#‘;/“but about a1l I saw that looked promising
was an aging loaf of bread and some Velveeta cheese. So I made some
sandwiches out of that and mentally marked up one more charge against
my fathers

When I'd finished it still was only twilight, and Stanley Jjust
had applied the bottle to the cup for a second time. Oh, it looked

like another dandy evening ahead, all right.



B 3 --ib;oug§%a«' . .
Right then, 1g idea came %o me.cﬂl cleared my throat to

make way for the words of, ite | Néau ]
P st

of ! belleve maybe IYhave’réne ‘ooo.

L. B e

resting his good y .
Stanley had put his cup down on the table but M : & X

¥

hand over the top of it
\dﬂf‘;s if thexedm was a chance it might hop away. ®One what 2%
P ST LT AT S

Mone of those--doctor visits. A swig.®

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

p——
his e cup and scratched an ear. 'Just how old 're you‘?"

Ip—————

#Fifteen,” T maintained, borrowing the next few months.

éHStanley did some more considering, but by now I was
\..chances were he wouldn'% -

figuring out that if he didn't say no right off the bat bmprxboﬂér

get around to saying - © aA ia"‘f( i/
Wat alle p

Got’ to wet your mck sometime, I guess.
Can't see how a swallow or two can hurt vm ." He transferred the

R S A
e L e R

bottle to a place on the table nearer ¥ me.
eE————
Copying his style of pouring, I tilted the cup somewhztml at the

same time I was tipping the bottle. Just before I thought Stanley

\»au:ﬁ open his mouth to say something, I ended the flow.

g
Sbemmbmnismepit Tt is just remarkable how a little piece of memory

can help you out at the right time. I recalled something I'd = heard

when I was in with my father /
"A-M e —. <
once ﬂ" the Medicine Lodge saloon Xand repeated it now in salute to

Stanley :/*Here's how "

e



> ol

said back
gy ¥ Stanlequtomatically.

IR,

Evidently I swigged somewhat deeper than I intended. By the time
had to blink 'gwhile I was at this,/

Acvn
I set my cup\be:‘e-l/on the board table ,M hard. AStanley

4
-

-~

meanvhile had got up to putde: fhe stove wirdlesSemasuabebiei-

inquired.
#So what do_you ’ohlnk”‘ he\aqi-sod/ MWill it ever replace water"‘

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

““““““

tha “Twre
“’%un‘bry the last while, have you?®
" /‘ = - . g ¥ R A e . I SR
"Naw

"Where you been?"

n the cabin wall. r{ (mf’ 0
*Oh, Just a lot of places." Stanley seemed to review tbem’r'

S s e Sk

#Dovn in Colorado for awhile. Talk about dry. Half that state

was hasing
Shemed-bo-ise blowing arourid— after the other half, And

T TR LR E

St
Wyoming I was association r’ider in that L count:z a_summer or two.

R e e S TN

P4l

S e e

Montana here again for a while,

%W’er in the Blg Hole Basn.n. A couple of haylng

S S T

seasons there.®” He considered, summed: "Around.® Which moved him to

— 5 T Rt S

é’(/l 2.8
\
anotherﬁﬁ-mﬁ/fmm his cupe

£

d in this country?
I had one from mine, too. "What're you%lng back E}‘)’?"“”W

!Taking up a career in in tendlng camp, as you can p]a1nly see. Don't

R e e T
"i B

you know, tl’ey advertlse 1n those big newspapers for one-handed raggedy-

eingin <o i

ass_camptenders? You bet/'_bh{ey doe




He seemed sort of sensitive on that topic, so I switched around

to something I knew would take him in a different directione Are you

from around here originally?

ES

Not hardly. Not a Two Medicine man by birth. He glanced at me.

Like youo Naw, I-- ~




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 =g cornstalks
s
knocked over by the harvest wagon as it straddled its way through the
field, Custom was that the youngest of the crew always was put on

the down-row, and Stanley was the last of m five Meixell boys. 8§

ahead of him stretched a green gauntlet of down-row summers. Except

M

that by the end of the first sweltering day of stooping and ferreting
ho
for ears of corn, Stanley came to\g’ffecision about further Missouri

lifeo Within the week T was headed out to the Kansas high plains.

Arunal
If you're like me you think of Kansas as one‘h%/wheatfield, but

ot

a
actually western Igpsas then was cattle country; Dodge City was‘there,

after allﬁFour or five years of ranch jobs ensued for Stanley, and

also a reputation for being able to cope. We were dehorning these

Texas steers ome time. There was one old _ornery sonofabltch of a

i e S R 3 —

buckskin steer we never could get corralled with the rest. After so

long the formen said he'd pay five dollars for anyone that would bmng

e T 0 R B ot S A T i £ 3558 15

= S

this steer in. Another snot-nose kid and I dec1ded we 'd Just be the

v ring

ones and bring him on in., We come onto him about three miles away

from the corral all by himself, and he was really on the prod.

S Sk SRV mrummw i




e T,

Tried to drive him and couldn't. Well, then we figured we'd rope

him and drag him in., Then we got to thinking, three miles is quite

a drag, ain't it? So we each loosed out our lariat, about ten feet
v - - - - . . —— . el " ——

of it, and took turns to get out in front of him and pop him across

the nose with that rope. When we done thet he'd make a hell of a

ot e

big run at us and we'd dodge ahead out of his way, and he choused us

back toward the corral that Way e We finally got him up within about

a quarter of a mile of the dehorning. Then each of us roped an end

_hitched
and tied him down and went into the ranch and '53-1{ up a stoneboat

ard loaded him on and boated him in in high old style. The foreman

B

was waiting for us with five silver dollars in his hand,

Eanud

I was surprised at how interesting I found 211 this. As Stanley

my.
talked my cup had drained itself withou “rea]ly noticing. When Stanley

stopped to tip another round into his cup, I followed suite The whiskey
was weaving a little bit of wooze around me, so I was especially pleased
wwrad W&l ‘:1
that I\Oau&d"’aredge back from something I'd overheard yet another toast.
A

I offered it heartily:

Here's lead in your pencil!

That one made Stanley look at me sharply for a moment, but he said

only as he had the first time, How, and tipped his cupe
e



As happens, Stanley's story went on, something came along to
dislodge him from that cowboying life.
) g ~ It was a long bunkhouse winter, weather just bad enovgh to keep

him cooped on the ranch. I'd go give the cows a ]it.tle hay two t:Lmes

o A O S S

s day and othermse all 'bhere was to do was sit around and do halmork.

A R T b SRV AL R SR T TR EE -

Each time he was in the barn he would pluck strands from the horses'

f 2 (Ardan, i,f
tails, then back)fbes:.de the bunkhouse stove to braid horsehair quirts

ard bridles and eventually even a whole ﬁ daxm lasso. By the end

ST A R IR AT A

of that hairwork winter the tails of the horses had thinned drastically,

and so had Stanley's patience with Kansas,

f March of

1898, to be real exact)ﬂstanley boarded the first train of hj}/iife.
2

From someone he had heard about Montena, and a go-ahead new town called

Kalispell. Two days and two nights on that train. The shoebox full

of fried chicken ome of those Kansas girls fixed for me_avdidnft quite

descended from the Rockies to .-
last the trip through. As theMd’ “fhe Flathead Valley

———

Stanley became curious as to what kind of country he was getting into.



#Just in east of Columbia Falls I went out on the back platform and

stood there all the way to Kallspell ard vpu'd never belleve it now "‘/ 1‘*

iy

but it was solid tirber across that valley, forest and more forest just

i s

whirling past that train. Two or three times, I saw cabins in little

clearirgs. The sight is still clear in my mind because it was _garly

in the morning and each ore of those cabins had a l-:ut—tle t.hread of

ingUp and startsq thema

hrymf»\’)

P A e

p—
In Kalispell then, you could hear hammers going all otrer ime town.,

the community e
For the next few yearsy Stanley grew up with He worked mill

jobs, driving a sawdust cart, sawfilipg, foremanning a lumber piling crew.

during one of theX log drives on the
Another spell, he even was a river pm ' =

\(;fﬁ-,h fork of the Flathead,

day's fireo

Then in '02, a fellow came to me and wanted to know if I would manage

his outfit that winter. He had a contract for hauling lumber from

Lake Blaine into Kalispell.

a dozen of them, on this job, armd the scissorbill he'd had in charge

was inclined to hang around the saloons and poker tables and let the

setup Mngo to general hell. So right away I made it taw that




6: 30 every mormng S0 as to h:Ltch

e

the drivers had to be at the barn m

a—

“Chal
up and be on\bh/road by 7. It'd been their habit under the scmsorblllf

B

‘;g*, to get awayﬂ" fr'om the barn late as § or 9 o clock ard then trot

IR S e T Te—— A L

those horrsesiout"abou.t ten miles to Lake Blaine, Well, hell, by the

tlme they got out there to the 1umber mll natural].J they were all warned

up and then would stand there and get cold durlng the 1oad1ng and so of

course were all getting sick and losing flesh, A1l X did was to make

N

the drivers walk +hose teams both _ways, and we hever had a sick horse

T SRS

S ——

all that wintere

Teamstering, river pigging, foremanning: all this history of Stanley's
was unexpected to me. I'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 the association rider ‘® back when this range was
occupied by cattle instead of sheep. Then something else peeped in a

corner of my mird, You said when we got here that you'd been to thj.s

cabin before?

Lot of times. I go back farther than it does: I seen it being

R e ittty

built. We were mghting out that fencel:me over “ there when Dode

————"

e e —— .

Spencer s daddy started dragging in the logs for 1t.

e 16,
WQ

 Being built? Sighting the boundary fenceline? The history was
bvnss of Eha T
aﬁﬂﬁf\%‘&‘v , and it and the whiskey together were compounding my confusion.

What, were you up here with a

s RET e




Genlogical Survey crew or something?¥

S T RO ST

The look Stanley fastened on me sdmmm now was the levelest thing

.a
in that cabin. _aJick, I was the ranger that set up the Two.*”

e e T U ——————

Surely my face hung open so far you could have trotted a cat
through ite It was part of all I could remember, hearing my father
and the other Forest Service men of his age mention those origiml
rangers, the® ones who were sent out in the first years of the century
with not much more than the legal description of a million or so acres

and orders to transform them into a national foreste. The forest arrangers,

the men of my father's generation nicknamed them. Glen Smith down on
the Custer National Forest, Ellers Koch on the Bitterroot, Brady Coover
on the Libby, Joe Quisenberry on the Beaverhead; the tales of them

still circula ted, refreshed by the comments of the younger rangers//

wordering how they'd managed to do all they hade I could imagine that
once  young officers in blue and gray had talked in similar tones about
Grant and Lee. Everybody in the Forest Service Jm told forest arranger

stories at any chance. But that Stanley

Al K. Hall,
Meixell, wronghanded campjack and frequenter of Doctor\kéen-he]{ had

been the original ranger of the Two Medicine National Forest, I had

e I

never heard a breath ofj and B was strangee

#=—



If the foothills of the Two were the edge of habitable country,

some of English Creek's people had sited themselves up on the lip of the edgee

a bachelor
Merle Dorrance,{wﬁo had the place farthest\i{ under the mountains,
%

whuch.
homestead land Abutted right against the national forest line, faced

almost combat conditions. In winter the wind slammed through there like

you wouldn't believe, and snow drifted until it covered Merle's fenceposts

and left him guessing its depth belyond that. Summers, Merle retaliated
p———— i

on at—3easd three fronts. His days he spent ransacking the ranch for

hay, mowing every coulee that showed enough grass to fill a sheep's

belly. Then each dusk he went over to the north fork with his shotgun

ard sat sentry for beaver. His contention with beaver about the north
The { et QA m.« f/\.\- :'""‘":ﬁ

fork--Merle of course wanting water for his hay coulees, thepsdiEuping~"
= A

-

A
{

they deserved it for their dams and lodges--was never-ending. &

M:Lnk have got all the reputation, but these buggers outbreed them all

to hell, Merle said in half-admiration. His thiré field of contention,

e

though, made the beaver battle look like a skirmishe Bears. Merle was

a burly man with a big low sk jaw his neck sort of sloped up into,

in a way that always reminded me of a picture of a pelican. The notion

of him out after a bear was strange enough to be amusing, that pelican

jaw in pursuit of, say, a half-ton grizzly. I



suppose the bears never saw the entertainment in the situation, though,

remor selesslye .-
for Merle trapped thw More than once my father veered

off from some little stand of timber where Merle had laid poles to keep
* f :

livestock out and nailed up a sign saying WATCH OUT BEAR TRAP to warn

s——

humansj in there would be a can of bacon grease dangling over a huge

steel trap, or if the pole pen showed disturbance, in there would be

R g
the bacon grease bait and the trap and a dan@‘&-ﬁz-a’;./l\lo Man's land,

my father called Merge's neighborhood of the Two, and gave it the widest

berth he coulde.

B
Next to Merle's place George and Aggie)‘ﬁ;ich ran a shirt-tail

outfit, a few catt]e and a llttle N

B

‘hay and a broken-backed barn for the benefit of both. The Emrichs

lived on terms no one else could penetrate, let alone savvy. About

Aggie,
99 99/100ths of the talking for the two of them was done by\?/
and it was all pretty general.

1
o

LR i mﬁéws*‘r’"’

Whatever might have been going on in George's head got translated by

this time
her@"George figured(we'd try lumber on that shed roof that keeps
po . in her marfbgrigq‘ggg(;,ﬁef has ;,«,:m,;]o:m o4 4
ablowing off,”™ she would declar'e)‘fs":{? George were dead and‘Ee:Lng
Aggle,
recalleds Which may, in fact, just have been habit witm for

she'd been a widow when she married George, and her first husband,

Tom Felton, she always referred to as ®the other one.™

1

5
X
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The third of the ranches on our into-the-mountains route was
Walter Craig's. Although he was mmmdt the oldest of these Narth Fork

ranchers Walter was >
(;;;;‘;;;“;;;;;;’;;ﬂ;he area., Only three or four years ago he had moved
here from down in the Ingomar country in the southeastern part of the
state, where he had run several bands of sheep. I have never heard of

a setup like it before or since, but Walter and a nurber of other Scotch

-

\gﬁeepmen, dedicated bachelors all, lived there in the Ingomar Hotel and
and hat,
operated their sheep outfits out of their back pmmight say.
Not a one of them possessed a real ranch, just grazing land they'd laid
their hands on one way or a’\nother, plus wagons for their herders, and
of course sheep and more sheep. Away each of those old Scotchies would
go once a week, out from that hotel with boxes of groceries in the back
of a Model T to tend camp. For whatever reason, Walter pulled out of
hotel sheep tycooning--my father speculated that one morning he turned

to the Scotchman next to him at the table and burred, Jock, for thirrty

yearrs ye've been eating yourr oatmeal aye too loud, got up and left for

old Flatle
good=-~and boughm ranchxmsme here for next to nothinge

A



The general opinion was that the isolation up here under the mountains
had bent these people, as a prevailing wind will hunch a tree. Walter
Craig for instange would have nothing to dowith banks; the m theory
ran that whatever money he had was planted around his place in Mason jars.
(Althpu“gh, as my father pointed out, wtzo'Astgsay Walt's not just a

helluva lot smarter about banks than the rest of us.) Merle's beaver
and bear fixations, Geopge and Aggie's one-tongued conversation: they

could be spoofed at, but generally by persons who had no idea what it

took to survive in the very shadow of the Two's mountainse



Although there were few things surer to hold my eyes than a rider
wlh

cresting that rise of roaﬂ;:‘léLl the eastern horizon under him as if he

e
was traveling #mame out of the skyj and then the outline of him and his
g
horse\cuﬁag/{own and down the steady slow slant toward the forks of

P eroobim
Erglish Creek, almost a mile of their comblneaf‘l’figure approaching, I did

my watching of Alec and Leona as I crossed the yard to the ranger station.

I knew better than to have my mother call me time number threee.
I went on in to wash up,\eand I suppose was a little more deliberately

offhand than I had to be by waiting until Itd dippered water into the

basin and added hot from the kettle before & annount%?? #Corpany.*

St R sy
4? The word always

draw an audiencee ‘)
(My father looked up from where he was going over paperwork about

the grazers' allotments, and my mother's eyebrows drew into that alignment
that let you know you had all of her attention and had better be

worth it.

#lec and Leona,” I reported through a face rinse. *Riding like
the $tret—ome—here-Fets to kiss the other one M
A o

#You seem to know a remarkable lot about it,' my mother said.

Actually, that sort of thing was starting to occur to me. I was fourteen.
Fourteen, hard on to fifteen, as I once heard one of the beerhounds

around the Medicine Lodge saloon in Gros Ventre describe that complicated age.



alrent™ g
But there wasn't any of this I was‘ge-ﬁqg‘to confide to my mother, who

now instructed: ®when vou're done there vou'd better bring in that
b et

coaT
spare chair from your bedroom.® She\ganv! the pots and pans atop the

¥

stove a calculating look, then as if having reminded herself turned

toward me and added: #Please.? f the room
-,

she already had rattled a fresh stick of wood into the kitchen range

\

was (PO QWWW;Q: : P
and startiWwMtever it is cooks like her do to rsbskmip-combrive—

Hfood il ol § by
WOI‘ three into Tor five.

Remind me in the morning, I could overhear my father say, to do

the rest of this Uncle Samm paper.

I'11 serve it to you with bregkfast, promised my mother .

Fried, he said. Dome to a cinder would suit me, particularly Van

Bebber's allotment, It'd save me arguing the Section Twenty grass with

him one more time.

You wouldn't know how to begin a summer wi thout that argument with

E, she answered. Are you washed?

B



3

Spare
By the time I came back into the kitchen with theYchair which had

been serving as my nightstand, Alec and Leona were arriving through the

doorway, him inquiring Is this the McCaskill short-order house? and

S

j.rﬁ , %
heri;f%g/up at him as if he'd just recited all of Shakespeare. I

will always admit, they were a pair to look on. By now Alec

was even taller than my father, and had the same rich red head of hair;
atop each of them, a blood-sorrel flame which several hundred years of

kilts and skirts being flung off had fanned into croati;o—a,.)

Resemblance isn'tfduplication, i

P

though, and I see in my mind's eye that there was the message of that
% 25 promptly as my father and my brother were in the same roem that
evening. Where my father never seemed to take up as much space as his

size might warrant, Alec somehow took up his share and moree. I noticed

this now, how Alec had begun to stand in that shambly wishbone way a
cosboy adopts, legs and knees spraddled farther apart than they need to
be, as if hinting to the world that he's sure longing for a horse to trot

in there between them. | S— o,

V'



Alec was riding for the big WW ranch, his second summer as a hand there.
It had caused some ruction, his going back to cowboying instead of
taking a better-paying town job this summer, such as driving truck for
Adam Kerz as my mother particularly suggested. But the past year or so
he had had to shut off his ears to a lot of opinions my parents had
about his cowboy phase. Last Fourth of July when Alec showed up in

rodeo clothes which included a red bandamna around his neck, my father

ol
dd

asked him: What, is your Adam's apple cold? /Not that you could ever

way
dent Alec for long. I have told that he had a head-up ; of riding,

as if always trying to see over a ridgeline in front of hime A young
king might ride that way going home from his coronation. How I should
have said it is that on horseback Alec looked as if he was riding the
world itself, and even afoot as he was here in the kitchen he seemed
as if he was being carried to where he wanted to go. Which, just then,

I guess you could say he wase Everything had been coming up aces for



Double W
him that year., Beating Earl Zane's time with Leona. Riding fom

L

this green high-grass surmer.,

3, And in the fall he would

o To ANOAN08 0
be headed for Bozeman, the first McGaskillfto go to collegee Already

-

enough of
my parents had pieced together %the financing of it, a loan from my

my mother's brother Pete Reese, and my father arranging a part-time

job for Alec with a range mamagement professor at the college who knew

P a
S

us from having spent some time up hew-Studying the Two. College
~

by 1 a

cost was going to take some exe?ﬁihg‘;"iiut then, what didn't? Besides,

Alec hadn't hit anything in life yet that had stopped him. We none of
nARA, ¢

us had"a doubt that four years from now, he would step out of Bozeman

as an engineer, if he listened to my father, or as an arthitect, if my

mother's ambition for him prevailed. \gf/was a doer, as people said of

,Q.aﬂl)_c.'.f’
him, My own irst memory of this brother of mine was the time--I must
/S

¢
have been four,/and him eight--when he took me into the pasture where

the ranger station's saddle horses were grazing and said Here's how you

i,

mooch them, Jick. He eased over to the nearest horse, waitdd until it
put its head down to eat grass, then straddled its neck. When the horse

raised its head Alec was lifted, and slid down the neck into place on its

back and simultaneously gripped the mane to hang on and steer by. Now



o

you mooch that mare he called to me, and I went beside the big chomping

animal and flung my right leg over as he had, and was elevated into a

bareback rider just as he was,.
'Lo, Jicker, Alec said across the kitchen to me now after his

wmw

greeting to my mother and father. How's the world trevatirg”you?

N

Just right, I said back automatically. 'Lo, Lecna.

4Leona too was a horseperson, I guess you'd call it these dayse
Tollie Y T
when\i".x(Zane held his auction of fresh-broke saddle horses in Gros

Ventre every yeariyhe always enlisted Leona to ride them into the auction

addle pony )
ring because there is nothing that enhances a vi more than a good-looking

girl up there on his backe;

-em'f.wwvc Leema's
ngh‘b now, though‘!!(my mother's kltchen‘h’?r role was to be milk

first-rat Atappadd
and honey. Which she also M A memes kind of pause Win

L

with Leona whenever she arrived samewhere, a long breath or two or maybe even
three during which everyone seemed to weigh whet,her her hair could

really be so gold, whether her figure actually lived up to all it

advertised on first glance. I noticed once that her chin was pointier

than I 1ike, but by the time any mle looked Leona over enough to reach

that site, he was prepared to discount that and a lot moree




We still were getting used to the idea of Leona, the three of us
in the family besides Alec. His girls before#f her were from the ranch
families in here under the mountains or from the farm folks east of
Gros Ventre. Nor was Leona in circulation at all for the past few years,
going with Tollie Zane's son farl as she had been. But this past spring,

Alec's last in high school and Leona's next-to-last, he somehow cut

Earl Zane out of the pictures Swap ome cowboy for another, she might

vaivie];];ja:{ewstayed pu'b, my mother said at the time, a bit perturbed
with Alec about his intention for the Double W job again and also,

I can see back now, about the instant enthusiasm both Alec and Lecna
were bringing to their romance. Well, it will happen: two people who
have been around each other for years and all of a sudden finding that

nobody else in history has ever been in love before, they're inventing

it all themselves. At least it was that way with Alec and Leona then,



“'t% Anyway, there in the kitchen ,
W’W”went through that pause period of letting Leona's looks bask

over us all, and on into some nickel-and-dime gab between m Alec and

my father--

Working hard?

Well, sure, Dad. Ever see me do any"c)n::.ng d:.fferent”

e AR A

=

Just times I've seen you hardly working

A M

The Double W sees against tha'b. Y'knm what they sa}ﬂobody on

the Double W ever gets a sunburn, ‘ohsy don t have timeo

B R S oy P

--and then my mother was satisfied that she had multiplied the

food on the stove sufficiently, and said: I expect you brought your

appetites mth you? Let s s:Lt upo

I suppose every household has some habited way to begin a meal.
Ours, though, said grace only once every three hundred sixty-five days,
and that one a joke--my father's New Year's Day invocation in that

Scotch-preacher burr he could put on: Hogmanay that's born today, gi'

us a year o! wh:Lte bread a.nd nane o your gray—-and other than that,

S

a McCaskill meal started at random, the only tradition to help yourself

to what was closest ard pass the food on clockwisee



q v

Mow's cow chousing?® My father was harding the mashed potatoes

to Leona, but looking across at Alece.

#Tt's a1l right
W@c meanwhile was presenting the gravy to Leona,

%
before he realized she didn't yet have spuds on her plate. He colored

a little, but notched out his jaw and then asked back: ®How's rangering?¥

When my father was a boy a piece of kindling flew up from the axe

saved
and struck the corner of his left eye. The vision was awed but ever

P

after, that eyelid would droop to about half-shut whenever amuserent
made him squint a little. It descended now as he studied the meal
traffic piling up around Leona. Then he made his reply to Alec? EE'E

I had the bright idea this comnversation could benefit from my help,
so I chimed in: 'Ca.}nting starts tomorrow, Alec, Dad and I'll be up
f,he{'e a coup}g three days. Ré:member that time

you and I were along with him and Spencer's herder's dog Moxie got

full of porcupine quills and we both--*

Alec gave me a grin that was tighter than it ought to have been

from a brother. ®*Don't let all those sheep put you to sleep, sprout.*

e e e

s

4? Sprout? Evidently there was no telling what might issue from a person's
e
P

L n
Ardornd the look I%!zj
mouth when he had afgirl to show off in front of, and\L-te-]:d—s&eo-e/

] Alec told him soe P
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Yelander dabs that bit of stick to the New Archancel earthy

g

-

Baranof Islard he draws, and the WQueen Charlotte group, and Vancouver

& . - - 1 Q [ o~
island, and fourth, last,. this coastline between the Strait of Juar
P ) P n

de Fuca and the mouth of the Solurbia River. 980-miles lie betwesn

it i

strait and river, although lelander did not hewe that number when

he drew, nor does Karlsson have so much as a srmsseymst cross-eyed guess
of it as he cadences in the dark off this last coast. The milesy of this shore,

e * >

Even had either of these unlikely canoe captains known the total,
the miles of this shore do not much reserble those of the Alaska-

British Columbia coast to the north, that crammed seaboard of waterside

mountains and proliferated islandse In certain profiles, in the ancient

}
QATS

pewtered light of continent and ocean alloying, this cousin coa[é'f‘géfi‘;tandaa

handsome; but strong in detail rather than soaring gesturee. Tidepoolis,

arches of rock, the tidemark creeping higher on its beaches with each



are they feeding
FHon Se-thoy.Lfaed at the Double W2 My mother, here. *Leona,

- . e

take some more ham and pass it on to Jick. He poes through food like

a ore-men arry these days J® T might have ppotested that too if my plate

Fried
hadn't been nearly empty, par'bicularly‘c')"i:(ﬁam.
S

It's--fillinge The question seemed to put Alec a little off

meeadd
balance, and I“Qrfl.eona provide him a little extra wattage in her

next gaze at him,.

awaiting
»30 is sawdust,” said my mother, plainlwmiderably

more reporte

®Teah, well,* Alec fumbledp I was beginning to wonder whether

Lhrouah
corboying had dimmed his wits, maybe driven his backbone uzu\.m'b%he

judgment part of his brairgd'you know, it's usual ranch grub."™ He

-
—

sought down into his plate for further description and finally a

again: *Filling, is what I'd call its®

#How's the buttermilk business?® my father asked Leona, I suppose

rtasrn '
to ‘et ' matters off Alec's circular t#ack. Her parents, the Tracys,

ran the creamery in Gros Ventre.

*Just fine,* Leona responded along with her flash of smile. She
O ———— - o
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seemed to be on the brink of saying a lot more, but then just passed

a full share to my father and another ,
that smile around to thmw my mother and then one

thew
to me that made my throat tighten a littlafetting it rest last and

!
COZI&S*
‘wam;‘esb”én Alec. She had a natural ability at that, producing some
pleasantry msk then lighting up the room so you thought the remark

, that Praaeh
amounted to a whole hell of a lot more than it dide I do envy emeedimess-in

a- | AAS soll
\m though likely wouldn't have the patience to;kaesi-e{it myself even
-
if I had
if I ha Wo \'7
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How's this, how's that, fine, all right, you bet. If this was
damm promptly
the level of sociability that was going to go on, I intechuse
myself to get bagk to working on my saddle, the atbractions of Leona
estimate ahead to

notwithstarding. But then just as 1 was trinether an

. rhubarb
early piece og?ﬁle could be coaxed from my mother or I'd have to wait

—
till later, weem Alec all at once put down his fork and came right out

withe

¥ile got something to tell you. We're going to get married.”

This kicked the conversation in the head entirely. My father
seemed to have forgotten about the mouthful of coffee he'd just drunk,
intended
while my mother looked as if Alec had announced h&&ﬁeé(to take
a pee in the middle of the table. Alec was trying to watch both of
them at omce, and Leona was favoring us all with one of her searchlight
smilese

’How come?"

Even yet I don't know why I said that. I mean, I was plenty old

enough to know why people got married. There were times, seeing Alec

and Leona mooning around together, when I seemed to savvy more than

I actually had facts about, if that's possible.
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Focused as he was on how our parents were going to respond,
the philosophy question from my side of the table jangled Alec.

¥Because, because we're--we love each other, why the hell do you think?®

Eoii i o)
*Kimd of soon in life to be so certain on that, isn't it?®

suggested my father.

Mjje're old enough,? Alec shot back. And mearwhile gave me a

snake~killing look as if I was going to ask old enough for what, but
I honestly didn't interd to.

filhen's all this taking place?” my father came up with next.

o —
#This fall.” Alec looked ready to say more, W& then held on
R i

to ity finally just delivered it in one dump: Walt Willjamson'll let

us have the Foster place house to live in,

It was up to my mother to cleave matters entirely open. *"You're
D ————

saying you'll stay on at the Double W this fall?®

i

#Yeah, It's what I want to doo"® The unsaid part of this was

@ ¥ A hvge, more colossal than anybhing I had ever felt come into our lcxtchan 23
a5 n FRRSSERS
,a'&\:l : ANG o]e e =R s g 013

> '\\ before. Alec was choosing against college.
#Alec, you will End Up as Nothing More Than a Gimped-Up Saddle

Stiff, and I for one Will Not--
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More out of samaritan instinct than good sense my father headed

: mother
of f with a next query to Alec: *How you going to support yourselves

L SR Sy

on a cos chouser'!s wages?#

YYou two did, at first.”

*We starved out at it, too.*

We ain't going to starve out. Alec's grammar seemed to be

cowboyifying too. Walt'll let me draw ahead

on my wages for a few heifers this fall, and winter them with the rest

of the outfit's. It'll give us our start.”

My father finally thought to set down his coffee cup. ®Alec,

let's keep our shirts on here®--language can be odd; I had the vision

just then of us all sitting around the table with our shirts off, Leona

across from me in full pure double-barreled display--¥and try see
T o e

what 's what *

I don't see there's any what's what about it, Alec declared.

S T

People get married every day .

ticular participatior
So does the sun rise, my mother told him, without h—"‘A 7

[

Jpecpicicincin by youe
AR AR

Mom, nov damn 1%, 1is ten—-

We all better listen, my father tried again. — v \}

S



/S

-

{@a @hom , we got nothing against you. You know that.* Which was
somewhat short of true in both its parts, but I'll delve into that

situation a little later. *It's just that, Godamighty, Alec, cattle
£

have gone bust time gfter time these last years. That way of life just

has changed, Whether anybody'll ever be able to start off from scratch

in the cow business and make a go of it, I don't see how=-¥

Alec was like any of us, he resisted having an idea pulled from

under him, XRather have me herding sheep up on one of your allotments,

would you? There'd be something substantial to look forward to, I

suppose you think, sh_eepherding._’

My father seemed to consider. ¥No, most probably not, in your

cases 1t takes a trace of common sense to herd sheep.* He said it

lightly enough that Alec would have to take it as a joke, but there

was a poking edge to the lightness. #Alec, I just think that whatever

the hell you do, you need to bring an education to it these days. That

old stuff of banging a living out of this country by sheer force of

behavior doesn't work. Hasn't for almost twenty years. This country

e

can outbang any man. Look at them along this creek. Spencer, Ed

your Uncle Pete.
Van Bebber, the Busbys, Withrcm hey 've all just managed to hang on,
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ard they're as good a set of stockmen as you'll find in this whole

goddamn_state, You think any of them could have got underway, in

——————
years like dismemdit there've been?¥
%

With that litany of the local optimists.,
*Last year was better than the one before,® Alec defended] "This

one looks better than that.®

?Aind if about five more come good back-to-back, everybody'll be

almost to ;.rbere they were fifteen or twenty years ago.*

Dad--Dad, listen. We ain't starting from fifteen or twenty years

ago. We're starting from now, and we got to go by that, not whatever

the hell happened t.o--to\:;body else.

You'll be starting in a hole, my father said. And an everlasting

climb oute
MM

That's as mybe. But we got to start. Alec looked at Leona as

if he was storing up for the next thousand years. And we're going to do

it marriedo Not going to wait our life away.




Les Withrow's sheep were late, I don't know whether because of
slow
aMar‘b by his herder or if if just was one of those mornings
when sheep are reluctant. I had learned from my father to expect
N

lateness, because if you try to follow some exact time when you work

with sheep you will rapidly drive yourself loonye.

¥I might as well go up over here and have a look at that

B T A :
winter-kill,” my father decided. A stand of pine about ke a mile
e,
to the north was showing the rusty color of death.«$

How about you hanging on here _in case the sheep show up. I }eon't be

s ¥

more than an hour. He forced a grin. Think about how to grow up saner

than that brother of yours.

This whole family could stand some thinking about, I thought inm

vt e

reply but didn't saye My father climbed on Mouse and went to worry

over winter-kill on his foreste

I took out my jackknife and started putting my initials into

wasn't too bad
Wallen ® log I sitting on. The J alwaWbut

nanclad \_absorbed me, to
the c's of MeC heg”to be carefully done. So thab was—eb:'erbtn@/

the point where I was startled by the first blats of the Withrow sheep.



o {ere ™
4{_ T headed on down through the t:'LnEE?ﬁX% help bring them to the counting

veeg a sheep:rran*aig-h{ have the whole Seventh Cavalry pushing his

oanel AJ-%{‘quz( 07
band aloTrgWeem“ glad e further help. Les Withrow

” " .
P% and called, *Morning, Jick. That father of yours come to his

senses and turn his job over to you?®

PHe's patrolling to a winter kill. Said he'd be back by the

U]
time we geﬁito the vee.®
olomay

At the rate these sonsabitches want to mo?rz‘%his morning, he's

4’1'!:1.5 W,
got time to patrol the whole Rocky Mountains said ‘edee loud

by Les figured alone.
enough ‘that Wt was not Jemset for my benMre enough,

shot
an answeMut of the tmber to our left?’You might just remember

——

‘the sonsabitches are sheep instead of racehorses *® Into view over

- g
——

S ST

there came Les's herder, Pete Hoy. For as long as I had been ac-

companying my father on counting trips and I imagine for years before,

Hoy
Les and Pete{had been wrangling with each other as much as they wrangled

their sheepe

Helloﬁm; Jicke Don't get too close to Les there, he's on the

prod this morning .. Wants the job v‘d_qnemb‘e‘fbg_r:e 1'1:' gets started s

S R S

o S Tty



I'm told you can tell the liveliness of a herder by how his sheep

move, Les suggesteds Maybe you better lay down, Pete, while we send

st e

s

for the undertakere

If I'm slow it's because I'm starved down, trying to live on the

A

grub you bringe Jick, Les is finally gonna get out of the sheep business.

stinginess_
He's gonna set up ai’ﬁcﬁool for you Scotchmene

That set all three of us laughing as we pushed the band along, for

one of the anthems of the Two was Les Withraw's lament about staying on
and on in the sheep businesse According to Les, both the sheep and the

humans who had anything to do with them would have shown Job true afflictione

L%
>

frone
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(/)«04?/ This. one time, the herder I'd hal lost the band and was sitting in the

_~"  wagon quivering that the bear were gonna get him, so I fired him and then

was so hard up for a new herder that I hired a guy right

off the street there in Gros Ventre. Never'd herded sheep before, bu’c
49 AT hoset.
We]_']_ he i‘stood @eut six-six or so,

& i - Av-'-"\ g Ormrenh = o A abOU.'b big

said he was game toe

—

pe)

enough to eat hay, and I guess I figured that if nothing else, he
’ ~
mlght be good bear-wrestllng materlal. So we got up there onto the

AR 7 L Y e TR S g,

L= P

ra.nge and I happened to 1ook down a.nd see he was wea.r:mg oxfords.

"Where s your other shoes"" I saye "Got none," he says. Welgs I told

S TR T = =2 ST

him to go off along the mountainside and look for the sheep while T

o
rode up fon top of the reef. Of course it started in raining, and fog,

[ e—

and cold and miserable. No sheep, anygoddamnwhere, *e@@, I'd been up

there most of the afternoon when all at once my horse stopped dead.

Couldn't get him to moves So I climbed off and walked ahead about

flfteen or twen‘by feet to take a 1ook a.nd here there was a cl:xi'f tha‘b

e

dropped off about eight hundred feet, right down the north end of the

[

L}
reef onto\, Lreek. If the horse hadn't had good sense we'd've dove

|

sevimey

S —— - - e

right off thate So that was enough hunting sheep for that day, and when
M —

I got back to the ‘Wwagon the blg guy was in there feedlng his face and

e

he says, "I'm gonna have to have new shoes." Walking in those rocks up

SlEsSassetuinmme ey

there bad just tore those oxfords all to hell. So, okay, I told him

S S e Kk = N———tnas
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I'd go to town in the morning and bring him out some damn shoese.

"What size do you take?" "Thirteens," he says. Drove into Gros Ventre

first thing the next morning, and do you think there was a shoe in the

whole damn town that big? I ended up going all the way to Conrad to

get a paire. Got back up onto the range about noon, the guy was sitting
T - = “

G

in the wagon waiting and eating up the groceries. So I had this gonna=-be

herder, with a pair of shoes I'd had to buy him out of my osn pocket

as an advance on his wages, if he ever stuck with the job long enough

to earn that much wages, and still no sheeps So I sent him of f around

the mountainside the other way from yesterday, and I started working

the timber on horseback, and of course here comes the rain again, harder

and colder than ever. I kept saying to myself, "This is the end of the

sheep business for me. Ifd#mm. I ever find those damm sheep this time,

I
this is it." About four hours of that and\{finally came onto the sheepe

-

So I got the big guy over there and told him, "All right, now you got

sqmething to herd, push the sonsabitches back down toward camp," and I

rode down to the wagon to try dry out. I remember standing in there

some of the water out of them
over the stove, all my clothes draped around trying i

‘—‘ . . e

=

standing there with goosebumps all over me and saying, "This is it. This




Lo,
)

b

does ite I am going to get out of the sonofabitching sheep business,"

That was about fi ftecn years ago and yet here I am, stlll 1n thef sheep

business. GCod, what a man puts hlmself through.

=y . PROIE S Grrepadiiiatdl

On up the mountainslope Les and Petefand I shoved the sheep. It
took a while, because up is not a direction sheep particularly care to
go, at least at someone else's suggestione Sheep seem perpetually leery
of what's over a hill, which I suppose makes them either terrifically
dumb or terridically smarte

My father was waiting for us at the counting vee, and after greetings

had been said all around among him and Les and Pete Hoy, -

SRR N S ST

‘Les handed my father a gumny sack with a couple of handfuls of

..around
id StartM 'em, Mac, and med Wack to his side

1

cottoncake i

|
-
ct
-
]
jAV]
i
Q.
(¢

of the counting gatee™

o RSP

C»Up a’c. Palookamlle here the dozen bands that summered on the north

» Lol o The soma plocs,

end of the Two entered them moun‘balnsrthere was an actual counting

~ -owt

corral. But here on the[Fnglish Creek range the count was dore on

had +tw

each allotment through a vee made of polesl’the sheep funneling through

while my father and the rancher stood beside the opening at the narrow
end and counted. To head off arguments my father used a tallywhacker,

a gadget about the size of a pocket watch which recorded a hundred each
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time he clicked it. There weren't all that many disputes, though, the
English Creek sheepmen and my father generally getting along like hand

and glove.

‘._the narrow gate™.vee, .
4 My father wen

ent thrmé?i‘ﬁg +“1~ewfma.‘: to the
front of the sheep. He shook the sack in front of him, where the sheep
could see it, and let a few cottonseed pellets trickle to the grounde
Then 1t came, that sound not even close to any other in this world,

my father's coax to the sheep: the torgue-made # prrrrr R® prrrrr

m————

A%
§f\' 4 3
prrrr¢ approximately a cross between an enormous cat's purr and the

\Mtl&mig E-gfpatllosnale, Maybe it was all the rs built into

croon .
a Scotch tongue, but for whatever reason my father couw hat luring

A

call better t han any sheepman on the Twoe. Les and Pete and I watched
now as a first cluster of ewes, atltentive to the source of the prrreyg
gl

i 1 m p— . ¥
prrpepear, caught the smell of the cobtoncake. ‘hey mumeiwst scuffled,

did some ewely butting of each other, as usual to no conclusion, then
forgot rivalry and swarmed after the cottoncake. As they snooped forward
on the trail of more, they led J#mx other sheep out the gate and started
tﬁe count. You could put sheep up Mount Everest if you orce got the first

ones going so the others could turn off their brains and followe



%
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CANRY My job was at the rear of the sheep with the herder, to keep them

pushing through the counting hole and to see that none circled around
%

after they'd been through the vee and got tallied twices. Or, whenever

we counted Ed Van Bebber's band, I also was back there to see that his

2 on instructions from Ed,j
i ﬁ‘;\ herdersffidn't spill some sheep around the wing of the corral while the
¢

count was going on, so that they missed being founted into the allotmente

to the enterprise
Not #that I had much to addywhen Pete Hoy was on handp at the back

always
of the sheep. I/(watc'ned e Pete all I could without seeming to stare

to try learn how he mastered those woolies as he dide Someway, he was
able # just to look ewes into behaving better than they had in mind.

One old irdeperdent biddy or amother would step out, size up her chance

% flgure out who she was facing and S

\[As D

i 4 of breaking past Pete X/b/lrxzan shy off back :mno the rest of the bunche

predictability

WShoe
This of course didn't work with ]_ambs:‘i“&hef,v{/m"n no mo\?ﬁW

—~ to 'bban than chickens in a hurricane--

pamerbUL in their case, all Pete had to do

was say Hound 'em, Taffy, and his carmel -colored shepherd dog would be

sluicing them back to vhere they belonged.



There was no better herder anywhere than Pete Hoy the ten months of

stayed
the year when waer and behind the sheep, and because this was

what
so, Les put up with emnybliéﬁg%g/was necessary to hang onto him.

@r the lambs are shipped and then another one
The sonofagun has to have a binge)just before lambing time, go down to
all
Great Falls and @'gnt out of shape. He's got his pattern down real

o N A R TR T A

pate The Star Cigar Store, Lema's place, he makes his headquarters, and

for the first week he drinks whiskey and hlS women are pretty good 1ookers.

o AT ot L Vo i S

The next week or so he's mostly on beer and hlS women are getting a

A

little sfabby. Then for about two weeks after that he's on straight

s ™ s o —

Gener
wine and squawmg%took Les three or four trips to Great Falls

to fish Pete out of 2 spree. I'1l get there to Lena's and track him

down and sober him up a 1little and have him all lined out to bring home,

D W

—r»

and W he'11 say, "Oh hell, I about forgot, I gotta have $éwe dollars

et

to go pay a fellow." Then he takes offmw with that ten@ and that's

the last I see of hime. I msh to hell I md a nlckel for every hour

R e e T

I've spent leaning up against the cigar counter in that joint, trying

‘that bugger out. wrtd
to wait Jesus, one t:Lme I'®® never forget I drove

bovrd amd

down there jus dTemlned to get h:Lm back on 1 the Job and I went into

R Ta i et e e TP E AR A AT

the Star, and no Pete. Lena told me, "He's around here somewhere, Withrow,
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you just wait, he'll blow in here." So I waited. And waited. Leaning

a hole into that_éqddann counter. The bar was full of guys, it'¥ been

railroad payday, and Lena s whores were work:Lng ‘che crowd, Big Tit Lou

T e S S S

and Bouncing Betty and Nora Buffalo and some others. Bouncing Betty

had the first table, right in front of me, and she'd smlle like a

TS

million dollars at everybody who came in. And all the time those gandy

dancers were getting more arnd more boozedrup, El}e place sounded like

sitting there at the bar ,
Hell changing shﬁm was this one pretty good-looking gal,

-

one of
about twenty, A na s bunch, and she was well-dressedgy in a good gray

suit and I couldn't help noticing here So did some big brakeman, who

kept buying her booze and putting his arms around her and patting her

back, down a little lower every pat. He must have been a live ore,

because this girl wouldn't leave her seat at the bar for anything, I

"

guess figuring one of the other girls'd pick him off, Eventually of

course she wet her pants. A big wet splob there in back of her skirt.

I could see this brakeman patting lower and lower until finally, sure

enough, he hit that spot. He had just brought his hand up in front

of his face, trying t flgure out how core he's struck water, when Bouncing

S NS W

Betty got up and came over to me and said, "Withrow, 1% th:mk you need some

S S T S TSR Sy S s

fun. On the house. We'll make it up out of Pete's next wa.ges." I thought
_about how I'd been leaning there hed# “Five - Thanda =i/
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the night watching 11 this disgusting stuff, and I thought to myself,

e

"By God, she is about a hundred percent right. I think Withrow does

———
TR eeam——

need some fun." Right then, wouldn't you just know, in the door comes
- , =

goddamn Pete. "You looking for me?" he says. "I'm ready, let's head

on home "
———————
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I was misfortunate enough to come out here to work for old Unk about

the time he bought his first care A Model T, He figured it was a

wonderful advance, you know. Any time he wanted now he could scoot in
o t

to Gros Ventre and get liquored upe. <The only thing was, going home

there were two bobwire gates between the county road and the ranch, and

the old bugger'd be so 1lit up he couldn't be bothered to stop and open

them. Just hit the sonsofguns with that Model T and break them down

and drive on through. And it'd be my chore the next morning to have

to go out and fix those damm gates upe. I finally said, by the Christ,

I'm getting a little bit fed up with all thise I went and got me a

couple great big old railroad tie cornerposts, set them way down in the

ground, you know, and then strung just a hellmp of a stout gate--I put

on six strands of bob and then hog wire over that, and nailed in a

e e )

a + e

bunch of stays besides. I thought, old boy, that'll fix you. Then

v

a week or so, and off Unk goes on another spree, and next morning at

| L

the breakfast table he says, "You know, Murray, you sure built some

good gates down there. I had to back up and take a run at them three

times before I could get them broke down."
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#4 Ed Van Bebber's parents had homesteaded not far south of Pendroy,

next to the #imek Sheble place. In the summer of 1917 when a four-man
surveyor crew argived to run the route for the railroad to push north
from Bynum to Pendroy, two of them boarded with the Wk Shebles and the

other pair with the Van Bebbers; probably the best crop either family

ever did get of f those homesteads was those surveyors. When the railroad

arrived in a few years it brought with it Ed's vision of his future.

I'd see those cowmen come into Pendroy when they shipped their stock,

they'd be pretty sorry lookers, cook over a campfire and sleep under

their wagons and kind of slink off home the next day. But sheepmen,

hell, they'd arrive and ship their wool and then hang around and drink aund w

and raise general hell, maybe party for three or four days before they'd

drive off in a fancy car of some kind, And five months later they'd

be back to ship their lambs and do it all again. Rightdthethen, I

v

figured the money was in sheepe

— _—_

-



The day bookkvg‘s(my father 's worst bother about being a ranger.

Early on, someone had told him the story of a rider-turned-ranger down

M’* ’
on the Shoshone ™ Cut short my horses tail and the wind blew all day,

read the fellow's first day book entry. Then with further thought,

he concluded: From the northeast. My father could swallow advice if

perpetual nag of having to jot
he had to, and so he did what he could with ¢ : j )

W:‘mfx) the day book. When he did it was entirely another matter.

S"‘ay C.ami..
Two or three weeks he would dutiful, then M a
Saturday morning when he had seven little yellow blank pages to show

for his week, and the filling in would start.

¥Beth, what'd I do on Tuesday? That the day it rained and I

worked over the horse sﬂtalrls?"

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

Creek range.™

¥I thought that was Thursday.®

e

"ou can think so if you like, but you'd be wrong.* My mother was
crivi
careful to seem half-exasperated about thesefSessions, 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 took a




rhubarb pie for the Bowens when you went to the Ear Mounta:.n statl on.

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

#Well, then, when I rode to the Billy Peak lookout, that was--
% ST R s

only yesterday? Friday?"

most likely was glad to confirm
#loday is baburday, yesterday(was Frlday,’myW

for hige

When I became big enough to go into the mountains with him for
some days at a time, my father perceived relief for his day book
situation. I think we had not gone a mile along the trail above
the North Fork that first morning when he reined up, said ®Whyn't

andad :
you kind of keep track of today for me?%¥ and r't'!r‘am-eal’me a fresh-sharpened

stub pencil and a pocket notebooks
Tt 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 it in his day book to Saw_

W vt

D, Egan about steer proposition, I adjustede




About my mame. John Angus McCaskill, T 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 a2 third nostrile.

I hadn't considered this before, but by then the John must
already have been memﬂe;f;iecogniti on, too. A%t least\.{::;:;:.id
no memory of ever being called that, so the change must have happened
pretty early in my life., According to my mother]/it next became

plain that "Johnnie" didn't fit the boy I was, either. ?Somehoﬁ 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 out
as "Jack" when some visitor, noticing that I was fair-complected but

didn't have the freckles they and Alec all did, said something like:

e looks to me more like the jick of this family.®

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

the color of the jack of trumps., That is to say, in a game such as

pitch, if spades are led the jack of clubs becomes the jick, and in



the teking of tricks the abiding rule is that jack takes jick but
Jick takes joker. I explain this a bit because I am constantly
astonished 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
pondering that I find myself doing now; 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 firste



Out like this, my father tended to survive on whatever jumped

oqt of the food pack first. He did have the principle that supper
coroted

needed to be a‘bg-v{neal, especially if it could be trout. But as
for the rest of the day, he was likely to offer up as breakfast a
couple of slices of headcheese 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 three days' worth of lunches. Of course, by the
third 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.

~.an applebutter
We had eaten &-‘-ehokeoheuv»—éol—ly/sandwich and a half apiece

A

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 a rider appeared at the bend of the trail downhill from us.

He was on a blaze-face sorrel, who snorted at the sight of us. A

black pack mare followed into sight, then a light gray with spots on his

nose and his neck stretched out and his lead rope taut.



#Somebody 's new camptender, m‘,‘fE,ﬁEex my father said.

The rider sat in his saddle that permanent way a lot of those
old-timers did, ag if he lived up there and couldn't imagine sufficient
reason to venture down of f 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 : ove my ather at once

recognized both the horseman and the situation.

The brief packstring climbed steadily to us, the ears of the
horses sharp in interest at us and Pony and Mouses 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 use

"Hullo, Mac."

————

#Thought it might be you, Stanley. How the hell are you?”

"5ti11 able to sit up and take nourishment. Hullo, Alec or

Jick, as the case may be.*.
I hadn't seen him since I was five or six years old, yet right

then I could have told you a number of matters about Stangey Meixell.

That he had once been an often presence at our meals, stooping first



over the wash basin for a rleanse that included e the back of his
neck, and then slicking back his hair--I could have said too that
it wasyblack 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 mes& guff such as,”Think you'll ever

amount to anything? That he was taller than he looked on that sorrel,

the
built M riderly way of length mostly from his hips down.

Of his eight or nine years since we hadisms-last seen himy/ I couldn't

have told you anything whatsoever. So it was odd how much immediately
arrive
\-’\n};o mind about ek this unexpected mane K

8Jick,? I clarified. ¥'lo, Stanley."

Nms—— R

It was my father's turn to pick up the conversation. #ieard
s T

you were gonna be campjack for the Busby boys:¥
4ot

’Yeah.” Stanley's Fyeah* was Missourian slowed-down kind,
\huskier than it ik ought to, as if,
almost in two parts: yeh-uh., And his voice sou =& a3 rasp

had been used T across the top of it. #Yeah, these times, I guess

e

being campjack is better than no jack at all.®” Protocol was back

father
to him now. He asEEX "Counting them onto the range, are you?

y - \ \jlw emeln/ L P
Yoahs: Withrow's band nggtgx_‘q_qyi ?f?,qm Dode\Go;op;Ae!ﬂ-s today

N,

Feed
"'rQuiteha year for ‘ga:nd/up here. This's been a million dollar
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rain, ain't it? Brought the grass up ass-high to a tall Indian. Though

T e e 1

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

SR

S S —— - TR D

Probably have enough to melt you, my father predicted, soon enoughe

#Could be* Stanley looked ahead up the trail, as if just

noticing that it continued on from where we stood. *Could be,” he

repeateds Nothing followed that, either from Stanley or my father,

and it began to come through to me that this conversation was seriously
kinked in some waye 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?

Finally my father offered: *Want some peaches? A few in here

we haven't stabbed dead ye t."

“Naw, thanks. T got to head on up the mountain or I'll have

sheepherders after my hide.”

My father fished out another peach slice and handed me the can

— TR—
to finish. Jisckiamammendmimes Along with it came his casual question,

#ihat was it you did to your hand?¥

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 wes wrapped around the back of Stanley's right
hand, and that he was resting that hand on the saddle horn with his
Jdees- 1eft hand a_.t.op it, the reverse of usual procedure there. Also,
as much of the handkerchief as I could see had started off white,y l/)ut

now showed stains like dark rust,.

"You know how it is, ,
w Bubbles cayuse¥--Stanley looked over his shoulder to

the gray packhorse--"was kind of snakeyth:hs _rggrnipg . Tried tgk:.ck

A‘f;-a ‘J ’ a 4>
N mofl ek .
me § Took some skin off, is all."
4 T A S AT

We all contemplated Bubbles. As horses go, he looked capable not
<mo.-f1r{ pn oA ;abj;.g ;
just of assault, but)pillage and plunder and “m?-bef‘arson toos He was
ewe-necked, and accented it by stretching stubbornly against the lead
constellation of dar

rope even now that he was standing still. e ([nose-spots which must
have given him his name--at least I couldn't see anything else nai%le
about him--:drew a person's look, but if you happened to glance beyond

them, you saw that Bubbles was looking back at you as if he'd like to

be standing on your spine, How such creatures get into pack strings, I

I suppose Good Hel
just don't know. | The same wayjHebners get into the human race, I=suppeses



b

’I don't remember you as having much h::.de to spa.'_tje," my father

’/J\J.«v\ To g"fthf&tx ', s
sai&{ Then, as if the idea had justh to him out of the

trees: "How'd you like some company? I imagine it's no special fun

running a packstmng one -handed.

Evidently my father had gone absent-minded again, this time about

something he'd mentioned not ten sentences earlier. I was just set

\, {f
to remind him of our sppointment with Dode\%e?aal( sheep when he

¢

. added on:
\\\ : ”

fVAZk here could maybs Fifs sleng WNE DAL

a’"

I hope I didn't show the amoumt oi‘ surpmse I felt, Some must

PATMBRTAM o g !\

\qgiglé.gr’was saying s
have lopped over, though, because Stanley\prww-ﬁ‘w, no,

Mac. Jick's got better things to do than haze me alongs™

———e 7/



“Think about morning,” my father came back at him, *Those

—

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

i e

more left-handed than you've ever shown.”

#hw, no. I'l1 be out a couple or three days, you know. Longer

if any of those herders have got trouble.™

———— g e

R —
"Jick's been out Jemtinacs thartr long with me any number of times.

Ard your cooking's bound to be better for him than mine *
gy well,® Stanley began, and stoppede He seemed to be
E
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.

XTIt ought to be up to Jick.” Stanley looked directly down at

me. "How do youwf;eeluzf\bqut playing nursemaid to samebody so goddamn

dumb as to get himself kicked?"

suggested \gnthusiasqij
The corner of my eye told me my father\uqae;\e'bed{ pretty“puo;\np#”

response to any of this.

0h, I feel fine about--I mean, sure, Stanley. I could, uh,

ride along. If you really want., Yeah,

A
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Stanley looked down at my father now. *Mac s you double sure

it'd be okay?

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?

"Sure," my father said, as if doubt wasn't worth wrinkling the

L

brain fore MBring him back when he's dried out behind the ears."

et

Well, then. The brown Stetson tipped up maybe two inches, and

™ U —

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. I guess

P —

we ought to get to getting. Got everything you need, Jick?

T had no idea in hell what I mighb need/Tor going off into the IC el

blurt
moun'balms with a ocre-handed campjack, but I managed to wsj»y‘ e &

t—

guess so.¥

M,UQA},, ‘}‘3 A
Stanley\gave/my father the longest ".bool(ﬁe had yet. “See you
ee e ..

in chgrch, Mac ," he said, then nudged the sorrel into motione --—-—-~>



black  \and the light grijytns J
Ti}h;o‘ paclm"'ﬁééﬁ"ed “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,

reined around onto th i
as I on't forget the day book,® I muttered as I

rode past him,

#*Thanks for remirding me,* my father said poker-faced. *I'lLl_

give it my utmosts*
Eive 4k Ny =9 .

Hr



Any of this of course goes against what my mother forever tried
to tell the other three of us. That the past is a taker, not a giver.
It was a warning she felt she had to put oubt, in that particular
tone of wvoice wit; punctuation all through it, fairly of ten in our
family. UWhen we could start hearing her commas and capital lettersg
we knew the topic had become Facing Facts, Not Going Around with Our
Heads Stuck in Yesterdaye Provocation for it, I will say, came from
my father as reliably as a dusk wind out of a canyon. Half a day
at a time he might sperd listening to old Toussaint tell of the
roundup of 1882, when the cattlemen fanned their crews north from the
elbor of the Teton River to the Canadian border and brought in a

bigger ard earlier than that, .
hundred Thousand head. OrN:rtale even the last(vast )
buffalo hunt, Toussaint having ridden up into the Sweetgrass Hills

to see down onto a prairie that looked burnt, so dark with buffalo,

the herd permned into place by the plains tribes. Strange, but I can

they pitched to surround '
still recite the tribes anmmps 3 v those miles

the lore of it
of buffalo, just as Toussaint pgggga“ﬂfgﬁﬁfgﬂggfgather: Crows on the

southeast, Gros Ventres and Assiniboines on the northeast, Piegans

on the west, Crees along the north, and Ilatheads here to the south.

e

e {
SEoTTr e
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"Something to see, that must 've been," my father would say at supper.
"Varick, somebody already saw it," my mother would answer. "What you'd
better Put Your Mind To is The Regional Forester's Visit Tomorrow."

Br if she didn't have to work on my father for the moment, there was

Alec when he began wearing a neck hanky and saying he was going to
' eum b orthdntan
choose cattle over college. That Hy}@ack for remembering, which

could tuck away entire grocery lists or whatever someone had said

a couple of weeks before, made me seem -
%

At AT 8 e AT 2

i

fﬁ:«:ely to rourd out a houseful of men em tilted to the past must have
been the Toeesdsmm Tinal tweak. "Jick, there isn't any law that
says a McCaskill can't be as forward-looking as anybody else. Just
because your father and your brother--"

Tet I don't know. What we say isn't always what we can do.

han amed potlunm
In the time after, it was\sh/ more than anyone who would return|to

where all four of our lives made their berd. "The summer when--" she

would start in, and as if an old thres-note trill had been sung, I

knew she was turnirg to some memory of that last English Creek summer.
»\“b 0j iﬁ—cw‘a‘_,x

We were alikefin that, the understanding that such a season of life

provides more than enough to wornder back at, even for a licCaskill,



That month of June swam in. In my life until then and only a

time or two since, I had never seen the hills come so green, the draws

Adar0 XD an

stay so spongy with run«off. A wet May evidently cou].d\‘cha:pg;':"&le
universe, Already my father We& encountered cow elk drifting up and
across the Continental Divide to their calving grounds on the west
side. They, and the grass, and the hay meadows, ard the benchland
crops, all were a good three weeks ahead of season. Which accounted
for the fresh mood across the Two Medicine country. They say spring
rain in range country is as if someone is handing around halves of
dollarg bills with the remaimder promised at shipping time, and so
in the sheepmen, the cowmen, the Forest Service ge;i;sz;m;ael, the
storekeepers in Gros Ventre, in just everyone that start of June,

hope was up and would stay strong as long as the grass did.

Talk even could be heard that maybe we had seen the bottom of

" -
| = ryrno

/ . f' aok
Uraa
the Depressione Last year, after all, had-beem a little better than

the year before; a close point of measurement which managed to overlook
that the several years before that had bee‘r“lﬂgodawful. The eastern

professors who write as if the Depression set in the day m Wall



Street nosedived in 1929 seem not to know it, but Montana had been

on hard times for ten years by then. The winter of 1919-20 delivered

the stockmen terrible losses. As Jim Cooper, who had the ranch
farthest west up English Creek, used to tell: "I went into that winter

with 4,000 head of ewes and by spring they'd evaporated to 500,"

\ pobE
hook §

Livestock and crop prices of course\’.&ef%-k;:hen the war in Europe
erded. And the homesteaders who'd flocked into Montana after the
turn of the century now started flocking right back out again. It's
not much remembered, but half the banks in the state went under im

the early Twenties. You could still see that right in Gros Ventre,[ ™

the English Creek Valley National Bank in business there on the

11

Ca\y

east side of the main street and kyttfcorner across from it the
West Pondera Stockmen's closed down and boarded over all those years.

So it was time hope showed upe



"Supper's in the creek," my father said. "Hide behind a tree
to bait your hock, or they'li"eae;n.a"“right out of the water after you,"

Up here in its north fork English Creek wasn't very big. Most

o

places you could cross it in 2 running jump. Bu"b “ig,mﬁad sox'n”é; riffles
ard pools with fish in them...

Each of us took our hat off and wmround the fishline and hook
wrapped arourd the e tbande, On our way up, before the willows gave
out we'd cut a pair of decent length, and now notched them about an
inch from the small erd, tied each fishline snug into each notch
so it couldn't pull off, and were ready for business. My father
still had a reputation in the Forest Service from the tim:ﬁ;m-:r/ |
anehitoex District One muckymucke who was quite a dry-fly fisherman
asked him what these Fnglish Creek trout took best. Those guys of

\' 2 cdapm muddlers and goofus bugs and stone flies
course have a whole ktfg of hackles and-00-and-00=

and nymphs midges.. .
- "Chicken guts," my father informed him.

We didn't happen to have any of those along with us, but just

YR &%

before leaving home we'd gone»e-:% to the old haystack bottom behind

the barn and dug ourselves each a Jmislm tobacco can of angleworms.



Why the hell anyone thinks a fish would prefer a dab of hersehair

to something as plump as a stack-bottom werm, I never have understood
the reasoning oi'.. The fish in fact began to prove that, right thene.
I do make the concession to sportsmanship that I'll fish a riffle
now and again, and I pulled out my half dozen in the next quarter
hour or soe. It pleased me a little that my father, at the pool

1o Ly, DAoLy
he 'd choseny took &o&f—ﬁﬂ‘e minutes longer to complete his six.

Those little brookies, Eastern brook xkx trout, are among

the best eating there is...



There was a downed treey poking out over the trail, just above
the Yﬁeght of a horse. I'd have to get off and lead Pony and Bubbles
through. But given the disposition of Bubbles, I thought I'd better
do it a horse at a time. I tied Bubbles!' lead rope to a tree ;';;c——doubling
auigpimbe the square knot just to be sure--and led Pony up the trail
beyord the windfall. "Be right back with that other sonofabitch,"

Y Y
T assured & as 1 tied b reins to the leftover limb of a stump.
wwas standing with -

Bubbles ‘misﬁsck in the one position he seemed %to know for

he
it-~stretched out lilca\*/was being towed=-~-and I had to haul hard
on his lead rope for enough slack to untie’;'ﬁy knotse "Come on,

¢ A orAL : A
\ C A oA e\,
crowbait,” I said as civilly as I could, and tugg %bleé into

motione

oy

2, adri e theree
N +
'%H?-'-didn’t like the prospect of the downed tree when we got

*oxitk I could see his =myes fix on the shaggy trunk overhead, and his
ears laid back a little. But one thing about Bubbles, he didn't lead
much harder when he was being reluctant than when he wasn'te

I had him most of the way past the windfall e when he managed
to gm‘ brush against 2 broken branch hanging down from the trunk.
It whisked in across the front of his left hip toward his crotch, and

Bubbles went straight sideways of f the mountaine



"Just how old're you?"
the next

"Fifteen," I mintained, borroxMI months.,



"Well, I guess a swallow or two wouldn't hurt you." He passed

me the bottlee

ot ar.

I swigged somewhat‘were”’tban I interded, and was blinking hard
feeding

when I set the bottle back on the board tables Stanley was tending
the fwmm stove while I was at thise

"So, what diyou think? Will it ever replace water?"

P Uhaaar

I didn't know about that, but /it did loosen my tongue. Before
long, I heard myself asking,"You haven 't been in this country the
last while, have you?"

"Naw M "

"Where you been?"

"A lot
\"’Eeﬂ-tv-o/of places.” He seemed to reviewe "Down in Colorado far

Talk sbout dry. LM%
awvhile, over in the Big Hole Basin, a couple of haying seasons,"

He considered, summed? "Around." Which moved him to another drink
from the bottle,

I had one, tooe "What Are you doing back up here?"

"Terding camp, as you can plainly seee Don't you know, they

advertise in those big newspapers for one-handed camptenders?"



Alec and T had gone to the South Fork school, along with the

Jaswadass
children of the ranchesms along that stretch of English Creek--the

<o ; & rs,
> | P-k A, the WJ.;'bhrOWS F) t’h‘ < ebbers, _/l
Busbys, theks@e?ef' girmr Reese cousins )| VErGor Wensesy.

and then of course the Hebner kids who made up about half the school

by themselves. Alec got along well enough, but I think the South Fork
school did me more good tham it did him. You know how those one-room
schools are, that the younger students overhear the teacher giving
the older ones their lessons. By a fluke, Twyda Hebner and I were
the only ores of our age at South Fork, so as a class of two)I-Irs.

Thorkelson didn't need to spend much time lining us out., By theltime

5 3] 4 )
L v o slock] wts /

Twyla and I reached, say, the sixt‘ﬁ'éf‘éﬁé;ﬁgsﬁgady had heard the

geography five times., I still know whet the capital of Bulgaria is,
and not too rany people I meet dos Parts of poems lodged in the mind
then, too. "The holiest of all holidays are those kept/by ourselves

in silence and apart./The secret anniversaries of the heart."
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Canada Dan's ey
Wam was sort of bunched in the\i»Tﬂ/. A herder

who is good in the timber probably is good in open country too, but \i’\),}_
not recessarily vice-versa, A herder new to timber country and uneasy =3
about it will dog his sheep, keep them together. I saw Stanley study

the way these sheep were cfammed along the slopes ‘l

Canada Dan
"Been lookin' for you since day before yesterday," Epank-Dant

greeted use "I'm &egubout of cammed milk,"

Near, .
"Lucky thingWisn't the same as out," Stanley said.

Canada Dan £hod
Wﬁas looking me over nowe. "You""‘bfl?ef?anger's kid?"

I didn't like the way that was put, and just said back: "Jick
' that day
McCaskill." Too, I was wondering how meny more times‘%eﬁ-e{l was going K

to have to identify myself to people I'd had no intention of getting %%

involved withoe

A

Canada Dan {araetled ox i agon. .
= Stanley g "Got to have a kid along with Vet

you now? Must be gettin' on in years, Stanley." ¥
"I burged up my hand," Stanley responded shortly. "Jick's been

generous enough to pitch in with me."

Canada Dan
W}ds head as if my sanity was at issue. "He's gonna

e [P goddamn
regret cmsesey charity, when he medmemt sees the g chore we got

for ourselves up here,"

Dan

"What would that be,\Prg’n{?"



"About fifteen head o
backe

maybe three dz;%‘\)f“ theirselves ' » Canada Dan
some deathn canas/‘)]?oisone efore you could say 'sic'em. 'Spaa-kf‘ﬂ

e N "
reported all this #m as if he was a bystander instead of belng

ead ones, that's whate They got onto

s
.

responsible for these animals.

of casualties," /
"That's a bunchy Stanley agreed. "I didn't heppen to notice

the pelts anywhere there at the wag=--"

M Canada D.
"Happened right Jover jhere,wt on as if he hadn't heard,

gesturing to the ridge close behind hime "Just glommed onto that
goddamn

death camas like itm. C'mon here, T'1l show ya," -<Sessges

The herder took off his coat, tossed it down on the grass, pointed

to it and == said to his dog: "Stay, Rags." The dog sat on the coat,
q——————

facing the sheep, and ¥ssmssk Canada Dan trudged up the ridge without

a glance back at the dog or us,.

S I dreaded the way this was trending.
Canada Dan
The plWed us to was a pocket of 00-grass meadow with

gray mounds here and there on ite. The mounds were the dead ewes.

Even as cool as the weather had been, they were bloated large.

oJ

8

Ao e



"What are we gonna do about supper?"
"I don't just feel like any, right now. You go ahead,"

So now thir;gs had reached the point where I had lost out even
acoarnk o
on my father's,‘ version of cooking, and was going to have to invent

-4
i

-
{ A

4 £
sulf

wvw\\ /‘Jf}.,j ; o
my ovne After fighting the stove for awhile to get it going, I

wtﬂ_,‘\,ﬁ;r
managed to heet a can of pork and beans and ate them with some

J
J

slices of bread smeared with mayonnaise because there wasn't any butter,
W Frank Dant's cooking must have stuck with
ad
me more than I was aware, M I didn't even think to open any
A

canned fruit for desserts



the herder P ‘
"That's them," penle-besd announced, "It's sure good|timing -

of you fellas to show up, I can stand some help with all that goddamn
s
skinning ."
Stanley did take the chance to get a shot in on him. "You been
too busy the past three days to get to 'em, I guess?" But it bounced
o5 vorie st
off . like a2 berry off a buffalo.
b
"ell," Stanley mh¥ next. "Thore's no such thing as one-handed
skinning o' Although, I thought to myself, there is one-handed tipping
of a bottle. He was looking of f in some direction carefully away from

into the _wagon
me. "I can be unloading the grub "Wﬁile this goes on. Guess I ought

to get at it."
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Canada Dan
Meaded on me, "Don't just stand there in your tracks, kid.

Plenty of these goddamn pelters for both of us."

Canada Dan's
Epanieds estimate of fifteen turned out to be eighteen.

T noticed that six of the pelts were branded with a bar above the

number, signifying that the ewe was a Jemek mother of twins., Which

summed out to the fact that besides the eighteen casualties, there

were two dozen newly motherless lambs who would weigh light at shipping

time.

This came to Stanley's attention too as we put the pelts into

the packs. "Guess we know what all that lamb blatting's about, now."

Camada Dan
W seem to hear this,either,
e
‘)ﬂ)ﬁi\“‘{\v
[ 4

So for the next considerable time, I was (arm-deep, in sheep carcasses,
. slicing the hides 100S€ee. J:‘;{’}
3 ?é}.@\
-, Canada Dan .
At first I was careful not to work fast, in the hopeWrould
thereby skin more of them than mees It of course turned out that he had
a similar strategy, and I finelly went at it quick as I could, to get it
done withe
ighte Also,



Canada Dan
Onto the tawlunked a metal plate with a boiled chunk

S ————;
of meat on it, followed by a hivemlememst stained pan of what looked like
small moth balls, "Iike I say, I figured you might finally show up
today, so I fixed you a duke's choice of grub," he croweds. "Help
$

yourself to that hominy." Then, picking up a hefty butcher knife,

Canada Dan

slabbed off a thickress of the grayish greasy meat and toppled

it aside. "You can have muttom." He sliced off more. "Or then again
there's growed-up lamb." The butcher knife produced a third plank-
thick piece. "Or you can always have sheep meat,." - ~"‘;:’

"Yeah," Stanley said slower than ever, and swallowed experimentally.

The report crossed my mind that I had just spent an hour and a half
elbow~-desp in dead sheep and now I was being expected to eat some of one,

’-&M"‘J L Ajli} /35&4'.;:{
but I tried to keep it A e Soppevsisemecnpmmk Time, as “bheysay; Was

'

MAL.
the essme only resource a person has against mutton is to eat
it fast, before it has a chance to congeal. . . 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,
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"Stayin'! the night, ain't ya?"
"Well, no," Stanley saide Maybe there was some hope for him

after alle "VWe got #m =211 this pack gear to keep dry, so we'll just

s
oA LT

o

go on over to that line cab{n‘,‘;{on Cooper's. Fact is, we better be
getting ourselves over there, if we're gonna beat dark.® You ready,

Jick?"



"Aw, I'11 get it looked at when I get to town."'/There's some
thane ,_the L of | thed, At
bag balm in my saddle@f-@e/t for me and I'1] sweer some

ONe™ &

thick

Stanley slathered the bﬁ)@&&a the back of his handmm and I ,‘f*?‘«{"‘ il

rewrapped it for him., He noticed that the wrapping was not the

2 oryd ’L} (3
& ‘,‘ﬁ y
blood-stained handkerchief, "Where'd you -get that i

off
" the talT{my clean shirt.,"
Bigoelmy "Your ma's gonna like to hear that."

I shrugged. Trouwble seemed lined up deep enough in these next

Was-S=hone-WasieErom-hernredtmes

few days that my mother'wm-w‘
turn at it was a long way off,

e

moving
"Well," Stanley said\,“'hh*ﬁgﬂ/ his bandaged hand with a wince

he didn't want to show and I didn't really want to seee “nSounds like

we got dwe® night shead of us." The rain was steady nore Stanley

W
"goﬁ up and casually went over to the packs. "Guess I'm more foresighted
than I knew," he said, "to bring Doctor Hall along."

"Who?" I asked. Gros Ventre's physician was Doctor Spence, and I

knew he was nowhere in our vicinity.



"Doctor Hall," SiL;anley\Mas he brought mg out his good hand

with a bottle in it. "Doctor al-co-holy" he—promouwrmceds—



Out like this, my father tended to survive on whatever ‘
out of the food pack first. He did have the principle that supper

needed to be a hot meal, but as for the rest of the day, he was
*

likely to offer up a couple of slices of headcheese and a can of

e,

a4
plums or peaches breakfast) and if you didn't watch him he might

2 Hde. rh
do the fsame again for lunch. My mother consequently always

made us up enough slab sandwiches for three days' worth of lunches.

) L-f

—~—

By the third noon }%x%heSﬁ-e%evaiinns the bread was about dry enough

to strike a match on, but still a better bet thant;§é£i£§ father was

apt to concoct,

T s
We had eaten a currant Jelly sandwich and a half apiece and
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2% were sharing a can of peaches for dessert, harpooning the
slices out with our jackknifes to save groping into the pack for
utensils, when a rider sppeared at the bernd of the trail dowrisRni 11
from us. A sorrel packhorse followed into sight, then a gray with
his neck stretched out and his lead rope taut,

"Somebody's

amptender, must be," my father said,.

The rider sat in his saddle that permanent way a lot of those
old -timers did, as if he was up there because life looked a little
better from the back of a horses Not much of his face showed between
the buttoned-up slicker and the pulled-down Stetson, but thinking
back on it now, I believe my father at once recognized both the
horsemen and the situations

e BTSN, .

The wislemmmsest packstring climbed steadily to us, the ears of
the horses up in interest at us and our horses. The rider showed us
no attention until he was right up to us.

"Hullo, Mac,"

"Thought it might be you, Stanley. How the hell are you?"

Alec or Jick, as the

"Still able to sit up and take nourishment. Hullo,
case may bel"

kil
®



roadod than < tarmdauy M o U

4" I hadn't seen him since I was small, yetii}gbuld have described him

Mm
to you in a“&yi(;f ways. That unlike a lot of people, he never 5

307
phony guffm such as i
talked down to children, met them with that hateful question, "Think

you'll ever amount to anything?" That he had once been a presence
back

at our meals, stooping first over the washbasin and slicking(his hair--

I could have told you too that it was 00--before coming to ke the table.
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Stanley Meixell was a fairly far memory for me. I couldn't, in

fact, have told you anything whatsoever about his eight or nine years

since we had last sesn him,

"Jick," I clarified. "1'Lo, Stanley."



"Heard you were gonna be campjack for the Busby boys."
"Yegh," Stamley's "yeah" was the Missourian slowed-down kird,

almost in two parts: yeh-uh. And his voice wzxxmma® sounded as if
* Je i

M

a rasp had been used on it... "Yeah, these ﬁn‘;»;;ﬁéirg campjack is =

Uoampimelels 'better than no jack at all."

PSS




"Counting them onto the range, are you?"

L oele
"Yeah, Haugland's yesterday, and G Cooper's today."

Thes s
"Quite a year for grass‘wn a million-dollar

n, ~ > -
aun 'tit . \to_thaw out with, ,
raing nough I'm getting to where I could stand i a little sunshine[

myself "

"Probably have enough to melt you, soon ehough."
"Could be." Stanley looked ahead up the trail, as if just noticing
that it continued on from where we stood. "Could be," he repeatede.
—~— %
Nothing followed that, either from Stanley or my father, and #m it L
began to come through to me that this conversation was kinked in some

way. Sstlskeegr [inelly my father offered:

"Want some peaches? A few in here we haven't stabbed dead yets"

arr= S fﬁ\‘t

"\&F‘: thanksg I got to head on up the mountain or 1'11 have '»‘9.

\"‘1 ;‘\

sheepherders cussing me up one side and down the other," d}}»‘
s

My father fished out another peach slice and handed me the can WV,
to finish, "What'd you do to your hamd?" f ! ’—?’3
I saw then that a handkerchief was wrapped around the back of
Stanley's right hand. The handkerchief had started of f white, but

showed stains like dark ruste.



ARAC_
"Aw, that Bubbles’hsgpd"-—stanley looked over his shoulder to the
gray packhorse--"was kind of snakey this morninge Tried to kick me,

Took some skin off, is all,"



.Special
"How 'd you like some company? I imagine it's no ¢ ¥ fun

running a packstring one -handed.“?Evidently my father had gone absent-

minded again, this time about something he'd mentioned not ten sentences
’ ‘\,; ,r_-_?;:—(,é'ﬂ

earlier. I was just set to remind him of our appointment w:rbh@nee%r«geﬂ’
Cooper's sheep when he put in: nJick here could maybe ride along
with yousl"

"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

ard knots are gonna be hell, unless you're more left-handed than you've

ever shown."

or thre
"Wells TI'l11 be out a couplefdays, you know. Longer if any of

those herders have got trouble."”

s been ny number of times. .
"Jickw that long with me And your cooking's bound

to be better for him than mess minefavas."

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



putting
T will always credit Stanley Meixell foM/lohe next two

__Questions

:‘ét:;;?gs in the order he did.

"It ought tp be up to Jick." Stanley turned to me...

{_so goddamn_~ as

"How do you feel about playing nursemaid to some EH’eraumb to
get himself kicked?"

The corner of my eye told me my father expected a pretty prompt
response to this,

—
"Oh, I feel fine about--I mean, sure, Stanley. I could, W= uh,

ride along. If you really want. Yeah,"

Stanley looked down at my father now. )

C"You double sure it'd be okay?" aek / Zven I was able
to translate that. What was my father going to face from my mother
for serding me off campjacking into the mountains with Stanley for

a number of days?

wrinkling

the brain for.

"Sure," my father said, as if doubt B

"Bring him back when he's dried out behind the ears,"



"Don't forget the day book," I muttered as I rode past hime

2 L e
ANAY OVNL
1

"Thanks for reminding me," -he said poker-faced, "I'1l give it

my utmoste"



The Busby brothers, I knew, ran three bands of $heep on their

forest allotment, which stretched north of us from the north fork

\ Y -
) N2 ool Sc»”« o ‘
of English Creek. "Which camp do we ®Be~b6" first?" I incuired.
ng p < A

"Carada Dan's,
R he's the furthest southe If we sift right

Corupln

along for the mxtj\hour}or so, we'll be there."

Stanley's notion of steady progress turned out to be different

Lt -

from minee It couldn®t have been more than

e 2fter we left my father vhen >



Stanley jat reined his horse off the trail into the clearing

s
"T got to go visit a tree. You keep on ahead, Jick. I'11l catch

right up."
some

T had the trail to myself for the next minutes, and just
when I was about to rein around and see what had become of Stanley,
he came into sighte "Be right there," he called, motioning me to
g0 One

He caught up very gradually, though, and in fact must have made
a second stop when I went out of sight around a switchbacke This time,
I was determined to#wait until m\%%«iﬁ,s time,
I could hear him long before I saw him:

"My name, she is Pancho,

I work on a rancho.

I make a dollar a day."

. . o s : m
His singing voice surprised me, a clearer, younger tone ik than

his raspy talk. So did his songe



"I go to see Lucy,
To play with her poosye.

%
Lucy take my dollar away."



g),i‘ Yo

these,
There was a lot of blatting and a kind of uneasiness among “sheep e

Even though they were on a slope of the entire continent, they seemed

penned. %



this herder's
My father told me his last name was something like Canaday,

wnich I guess accounted for what he was called,



%““*1"""“#

That rext afternoon, Friday, was the homestretch of my digginge.
Tt needed to be, with my father due home sometime the next morninge
orce more unto
And sWﬁmﬁe the bowels of the earth, so to spesk,
Paking down with me into the outhouse pit an old short-mandled lady
shovel Toussaint Rennie had given my father and a bucket to pack the
dirt out witho
_/;ﬁ(.;,b Counitl
My mood was first-rate. My mother's\pezfmixnanee/from the evenirg
before still occupied my thinkirg. The other portion of me by now
was accustomed to the pit work, muscles making no complaint whatsoever,
ard in me that feeling of endless stamina you have when you are young,
that you can keep laboring on ard on amd on, forever if need bes. The
lady shovel I was usirg was perfect for this finishing-off work of
To make it handy
dabbing dirt into the bucketm\xm in his ditch-riding,
Toussaint always shortened the handle and then ground off about four
~. cutting it down
inches of the shovel blade, W a light implement about

two-thirds of a normal shovel but which still, he proclaimed, "carries

all the dirt I want to." And working as I had been for a while each day



A

without gloves to get some good calluses started, now I had full

o
benefit of the smooth old shovel handle in my bare hands. ‘To me,

calluses have aivrays been one of the marks of true summer,sBeds-snd=




How long I lost myself to the rhythm of the lady shovel azﬁ’:;‘gucmt,

I don't know. But definitely I was closing in on the last of my project,

bot toming the pit out nice ard even, when T stepped toward my ladder to
%

heft up a pailful of dirt and found myself looking into the blaze face

of a horse. Ard above that, 2 hat and grin which belorged to Alec.

"Going down to visit the Chinamen, huh?"

o) Oba

Why did that get under my skin? I can run that remarE(through

my ears a dozen times now armd find no particular reason for it to be

J—— ——— lofty—
rilesome., : &ty-heve commented something st ap, in my bmtheW/A

I'd likely have commented something similare /  ~
positiongd” But evidently there is something about being come upon in

AN i”" Va0 —
the veaea,rxbottom of an outhouse hole that willké&n,gér’m, for I mmiw snapped
41 roos ting
right back to Alec."‘_{eah, we ‘can't all spend our time on
top of a horse and looking wisee '
Alec let up on his grinning at thate 'You're a little bit owly

there, Jicker. You maybe got a touch of shovelitis.'

I continued to squint up at him and had it framed in my mind

to retort’Is that anything like wingwangwoo fever?'when it dawned
on me that Alec was paying only about half-attention to our corversation

anyway. His gaze was wandering around the station buildings as if he



hadn't seen them for a decade or sc, yet also as if he wasn't quite
seeing them now either. Abstracted, might be the twenty-five cent

word for ite A fellow with a lot on his mimd, most of it blonde and
Warme , | |
LAAN i o, \‘? =

One thing did occur to me)to aaki. ﬁi‘;“"How mech is 19 times 607?"

"110," replied Alec, still looking absent, "Why?"

"Nothing." Damned if I was going to bat remarks back and forth with
sorebody whose heart wasn't in it, so I simply asked, "What brings you

in of f the lore prairie?", propped an arm against the side of
my pit and waitede

Alec fimaily recalled that I was down there and maybe was owed

Ao

n_
some explanation for the favor of his presence, soﬂ‘:announced. I just

i”’;;‘au FY e SR i
came by for that‘?aﬂq'ae/sh‘irt of mine., Need it for s rodeo day.

“2 o Labdp A O] s B
N, 2 ol Ll o 2K, S OALRY

Christamighty. The pmeﬁ?’of mo the m.\wmmtggm:'s« —
since Mom forecast to Pete that it would take the dire necessity of
a shirt to draw Alec into our vicinity, and here he was, shirt-chaser
incarnates,

It seemed to me too good a topic to let him have for free. "What,
are you entering the pretty shirt contest this year?"

Now Alec took a squint down at me from the summit of the horse, as

if I only then really registered. .

qn him. ”No, wisemouth, the ca]fzr/'bpingq“ Hoohoo., Here was going to

all,
be another Alec manuever just popular "és‘jhell with our parents,

spending morey on the entry fee for calf)zgping.



/

"I guess that color of shirt does make calves run slower," I deadpanned.,
The garment in question was dark purplish, about the shade of chokecherry
Juiceg) distinctive, to put it politely. "It's in the bottom drawer there

in our--the porgch bedroom." Then I

figured since I was beirg helpful anyway, I might as well mmk clarify

dloe
the terrain for “eims “Dad's in Missoula. But maybe you'd already

heard that, huh?"
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But Alec was glancing arourd in that absent-minded way again,
which was nettling me a little more every time he did ite. I mean, Y

you don't particularly like to have a person choosing when to ignere

phese in and out on you. We had been brothers for avout 1 5/6 years,

s do k.
so a few seconds of consecutive attention didn't strike me as too;much
to expect of “eimms Alec. W Evidently so, though.

m.. He had reined his horse's head up«to start tovard them station

)""»‘1" e

whenhe thought to ask: "Hou ' s Mom's mood 2"

"Sweet as pie."
\Wﬁﬂe might as well know there was an early limit

on my aid to this visitation of his.”How's yours?”

=

got nothlnz back m that., Alec simply o
passed from sight, his horse's tail giving a last

little waft as if wiping clean the field of vision which the pit

framed over mee i 38 1 was reaching down to resume with my bucket
, though,

of Mard the hooves stop and the saddle creafﬁ “Jicker?' Alec's
voice cames
"Yean? "
”I hear you been running the mountains with Stanley Meixell. '
While T knew you couldn't have a nosebleed in the FEnglish Creek
valley wi thout everybody offering you a hanky for a week afterward,
y7, aubrratica iy

it had never occurred to me that I too was Jﬁart of this public pageante

I was so surprised by Alec knowing of my Stanley sojourn that I could



only send forth another "Yeah?"
"You want to be a little more choosﬁy about your company, is all."
"Why?" I asked earnestly of the gape of the pit over me. m Two
days ago I was hld:mg out from Stanley in this very hole like a bashful
badger, and now I soumbed like he was my patron sainte "What the hell

have you got against Stanley?"

No answer floated downy ard it began to seem to me that this brother
of mine was gettlrg awful damn cowboyish indeed if he 1ooked down on
a person for tending sheep camp. I opened my mouth to ‘bellﬁmethn.ng
along that line, but what leaped out instead was: "Why's Stanley got
everybody in this damn family so spooked?"

Still nothing from above, until I heard the saddle leather amd

hooves again, moving off toward the ranger station.



The peace of the pit was gore. Echoes of my questions to Alec

drove it outs In its stead came a frame of mind that I was penned

seven feet below the world in a future outhouse site, |

de two members of this damn McCaskill family

-

were restirg their bones inside the ranger station and the other one
was gallivanting off in Missoulaes To each his own and all that, but
this situation had gotten considerably out of proportion.

The more I steamed, the more a dipper of water and a handful of
ingersmaps seemed necessary to damper me down. And so I climbed out
with the bucket of dirt, flung it on the pile as if burying something

srelly, and headed into the housee

#2/



the—station.

"Your minmd is still set, my mother was saying as I came through

s The Allohon,
the doorway)"“ P

Alec, but warily. >
"Sti11 is,’ Adee ag?&{"meither of them paid me any particular

attention as I dippered a drink from the water bucket. That told me

el Gt pRG

some thirié about hw‘imt/?me" the conversation was in here.

‘ !

'A year, Alec. So she was tackling him along that angle again,
Delay arnd live to fight again another day,. w”;_ry college

—_— =

for a2 year and decide then. Right nov you ard Leona thinkg the world
begins and ends in each other. But it's too soon to say, after just
the se few months,"

"It's long enough. '

s e

‘him for you, That seemed to me to credit Earl Zane with more thought

capacity than he'd ever shown. Earl was a Yyear or so older than Alec,
and his brother Arlee was a year ahead of me in school, and so far as

I could see the Zare boys were living verifications that the human head
is mos tly bone,

“That 's past history, Alec was maintaining.



‘“H I punctuated that for

him by popping the 1id off the Karo can the ginger snaps were kept in.

Then there was the sort of scrabbling sournd as I dug out a handful.

And after that the little sharp crunch as I took a first bite. All
Too- ;.N-tm {

of which Alec waited out with the fewreed annoyance of somebody held

up while a train goes by. Then declared: Leona and I ain't--aren't

skim-milk kids. We know what we're doing.”

My mother took a breath which probably used up half the air in

the kitchen. "Alec. What you're doing is rushing into trouble.

You can't get ahead on ranch wages. And just because Leona is horse-

happy at the moment doesn't mean she's going to stay content with a

E'anch hand for a husband .

"We'll get by. Besides, 'lendell says he'll boost my wages after
we're married,.”

This stopped even my mother, though not for long. "Wendell
Williamson," she said levelly, "has nobody's interest at heart but
his own. Alec, you know as well as anybody the Double W has been the
ruin of that Noon Creek countryes Any cattle ranch he hasn't bought
outright, he has sewed up with a lease from the bank--"

"If Wendell hadn't got them, somebody else would have," Alec reciteds



"Yes," my mother surprised him, "maybe somebody like you. Somebody
who doesn't already have more money than he can count. Somebody who'd
run one of those ranches properly, instead of gobbling it up just for
the sake of hav:'tng it. Alec, Wendell Wilkiamson is using you the way
he uses a handkerchief to blow his nosee Once he's gotten a few years
of work out of you"--another kitchen-clearing breath here--"and evidently
gotten you married off to Leona, so you'll have that obligation to

carry arowrd in life, too--once he's made enough use of you and you
0

start thinkirg in terms of éﬁ'aise in wages, down the road you'll go
and he'll hire some other youngster--"

"Youngster? Now wait one damn min--"

"ewwith his head full of cowboy notions. Alec, staying on st the
DoubleM W is a dead end in lifee"

While Alec was bringing up his forces against all this, T crunched

into another ginger ~>




snape ’My brother and my mother sent me looks from their opposite h sides

of the room, a convergence about as taut as being roped with two lassoes

-

simultaneously. She suggested:'iﬂxren't you supposed to be shoveling

instead of demolishing cookies? |

anourd

"I guess., See ;&iﬂlec.”

- A i
L At / {
NS0T,

“Yeah, W"‘ / o=
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Supper that night was about as lively as dancing to a dead march.

/- Alec had ridden off toward town--Leona-ward--evidently altered not one

- himself
whit from when ke arrived, except for gainingﬁ;he rodeo shirt., My

out
mother was worlclngl\xﬁér mood on the cooking utensils. I was a little

surprised the food didn't look pulverized when it arrived to the table.

So far as Icould see, I was the only person on the place who'd made
tAun

ain;c{fp'rogress that day, finishing the outhouse holé. When I came in

% wash up I considered cheez_'mfullyjannou};{ih—gr Open for tusiness out there,"
g /.

S

but took a look at my mother's stance there at the stove and decided

againste

Thettes

A

So we just ate, which if you're going to be silent is probably
the best thing to be doing anyway. I was doubly glad I had coaxed

&
as much conversation out(her last night as I had. I sometimes wonder

an,

if 1ife is anything but)Averaging ou;t‘.g-‘-_q_m kind of day and then its

opposite, mminmruiiyoeeyronsrisome-
Likely, though, the mother of Alec McCaskill would not have agreed

average.
just then that 1life has its own simle For by the time

A
_ My mother
\‘sgrﬁéfé,hed the supper dishes amd I was drying them, I began to realize

she wasn't merely in a moternal snit, she was thinking =t hard about

—— o .

o

RS —
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something., And if I may give myself credit, it occurred to me

SAeac e .
that ber thinking mesibed Ty absences Any jom new idea anybody in

.

the MECaskill family could come up with deserved all encouragemente

«-—ﬂ "Need me any more? I asked as I hung the dish towel. 1 thought I

ide up to check on Wal ter's ana fish my way nome tllL toward uamc i
W The year's longest -

_or three_,
day was just past, twilight would go on for a coupIe*‘ hours yete

" No. No, go ahead, Her cook's instinct roused her to add: Make xﬁ»““

\Nlt a mess big enough for three, your father 'll be home tomorrow.\
~ S

_ back - /
e 3 2 M
And then she was}{nto the thinking .
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Nothing was amiss at Walter Kyle's placees As I closed the door
on that tidy sparse room, I wondered if Walter didn't have the right

ideaes Live zlore am let everybody else knock bruises on one another.

as
The fishing wasfclose to a cinch as fishing can ever beo ¥Nex

sl A2 8
i s atom

v

Heat I was using an homest-to-Cod pole and reel and s4mee it was a

feeding time of evening, the trout in those North Fork beaver dams

all but volunteered. Do I mven need to say out loud that I limited?
One more time I didn't owe my father a theoretical milkshake, and

there still was evening left when the gill of that fifteenth trout was
threaded onto my willow fish hanger and I went to collect Pony from the
tall meadow grass where she was grazirge

My mother still was in her big think when I came back into the
ranger station toward the last of dusk. I reported that the mess of
cleaned fish were in e%aof water in the spring house, then
stretched myself in an obvious sort of way, kissed her goodnight, and
headed for the north porch armd my bed. I honestly didn't want to be

around any more hea¥y cogitation that day.
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That north porrm\,@reened-in had been built to take
advantage of the summer shade on that side of the English Creek station,

5 e :
but in late spring Alegd and I hed always moved out there to use it as
our bedroom. Now that he was bunking at the Double W #® I of course

) s todu hons ot

had the room to myself, ard I d& have to sal, gaining a private
bedroom goes far toward alleviating the absence of a brother .47 Not
just the privacy did I treasure, though. It seemed to me at the
time, and still does, that a person could not ask for a better site

than that one for day's end. That north porch made a sort of

copperwire bubble into the night world .sfeimgimiibemdes Moths would bat

ard bat against the screening, especially if 1'd brought a coal-oil

—tn AN

lamp out with me. Mosquitoes, in the couple of weeks\“/ une when
they are fiercest, would alignt out there and try to needle their
way in, and there's a real reward to lying there knowing that those
little whining bastards can't get at you. Occasional scutterings and
whiéhes ‘:’byin‘_ught news of an owl or skunk working on the fieldmouse

population, out there beyond the lampshine. Many an evening, though,

I would not even light the lamp, just use the moon when I went out

AN



to bed. Any bright night filled the widtn of that porch with the
shaggy wall of English Creek's cottomnwoods and aspens, and atop them
like a walkway the flat line of the benchland on the other side of

the water. Out the west end of the porch, a patch of the mountains

stood: Roman Reef) and Billygoat and Phantom Woman Peaks on top

of it. With Alec'sH

o M,WWM

‘cot folded away I had room to move mine longways into the east end

wd L RN -

of the pe!:e»h,so that T could lie dhmwm looking wheme at the mountains,
¥

£ ~eAsr

and" ge{the bonus too that ,kiwewesmarism with my head there below the
east sill, the sunrise would overshoot me instead of beamirg into
my face,

I recall that this was a lampless night, that I was flopping
into bed without even any thought of reading for awhile, more tired

from the day than T'd realized, when I heard my mother at the phone.



/6

n
Magt - .
Ipe? T'11 do ite I still think your common sense has dried up

and blown away. But T111 Do Tt nnd whanged down the receiver as if

her words might *sreak back out of the telephone wireo

{zw

What that was about, I had no Ifa" The only'iﬁ!ei I could
conjure up was Max Devlin, the assistant supervisor 4t the national

forest office down in Great Falls, and why
she would be calling him up this time of night just to doubt his

common sense, I couldn't figure., But maybe the go-rourmd with Alec

had put her into her mood to deliver the Forest Service a little of

not
what she considered it generally deserved., I definitely wé%going

back out there to inquiree Sleep was safere
A

ihe—-neeeb—dayﬂy father arrived back from Missoula full of sass

-
- - . O

ard vinegar, He always came away from a Region Headquarters session

avid to get back to the real planet again,.
Even the fact that it was Saturday and he had a blank week of

daybook entries to catch up on didn't dent his spirits.ms"gasy M.v‘»ﬁ{x

Menoolo
after one of thesé\bhs%‘ou-la/ schools. Let's see--Morday: snored. Tuesday,

"

tossed and turned. Wednesday, another restless day of sleep'\;‘”

e

As for my handiwork out back, he was duly 1mpressed." The entire

Fort Peck crew
ol
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R
dug 1"
couldn't have better,

4,

What ought T%to tell about the days between then and the Fourth
fitting

of July? The outhouse got moved in good order,\mﬂwer my pit
oo _franh .

like a hen"eopa %fnest, and I pub in another shovel day of tossing

the dirt into the old hole. My father combed the Two up, down, and

sideways , checking on the fire lookouts and patrolling the allotnents

to see how the range was looking and siccing Paul Zliason and the CCC

crews onto trail and road work and any other impkévemnts that could be

thought upe Shearing time came and went; I helped wrangle Dode Withrow's

steep in the pens the shearers set up at the foot of the South Fork

trail to handle the Withrow and Hahn and Kyle bands, then Pete came

ard took me up to the Blackfeet Reservation for & couple more days'!

wrangling when his were sheared out there on the open prairie north

of the Two lMedicine River. Nothing more was seen of Alec at Frglish

Creek. My mother no doubt posted my father about the going-over she

had given Alec when he came by for the shirt, although a reaming like

that has to be seen and heard to be entirely sppreciatede
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Beyond that, 1 suppose the WEE Tain rews by the morning of the
Fourth when the three of us began to ready to go to town for the
holiday was tha't:. we were goinge For my father didn't always get the
Fourth of July off, At depended on fire danger in the foreste I

cool summer
in fact was getting a2 little nervous about this year. ’;M‘

sl ol ibabisasl a g

( itself .
ef-bhowgommer turned raround on the ¥ last day of June. Hot and

sticky. Down in Great Falls they hed first a dust storm--people
trying to drive in from Helena reported hundreds of tumbleweedsuiismimmg

rolling across the highway on Gore Hill--ard after that, about fifteen

thunderstorm with rain coming down
minutes of » as if from faucetse But then, the Falls

A

receives a lot of bastardly weather we don't; particularly in summer,

its site out there on the plains gives storms a chance to build and

build before they strike the citye The mountain weather was our

concern, and so much of May and June had been cool and damp that Mms even

this hot start of July wasn't really threatening the Two yet. Final
persuasion came from the holiday itself. That Fourth morning arrived

as a good moderate ore, promising a day warm enough to be comfortable

but nowhere near sweltering, and my father said his decision at breakfast:

It came complete with a sizable grin, and the words of it were:

"Wateh out, Gros Ventre., Here we come,"
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T had a particular stake in a trouble-free Fourth and ismieey

s —ay

parental Py good humore By dint of recent clean living and

————
some careful asking)ﬁand I suppose the »meeemt example of son-in-
vt

1O ~eaa LANENS o

on_
rebellion provided /by Aleaul b:g%ermission to make a separate

o3

horseback sojourn into town in order to stay overnight with my best

friend from school, Ray Heaney. ' fAs I cagily pointed out, "Then the
4,{,&/\” Jj ¢ m“,f" orlan ﬁ!\j

S ap—
neﬂmorningﬁ'can just ride back out here and save you a#e trip into
town to get me.'ﬁ?"Strange I didn't see the logic of all this before,"
commented my mother., "YOu'll be saving us a trip we wouldn't have

-~
to make if you didn't stay in there in the first place, am I rith?"
O0f course, .
But it turned out that was just her keeping in practice. eceiving
permission from your parents is not the same as being able to hang
onto ity and I was stepping pretty lightly that morning to keep from

inspiring any secord thoughts on ttheir parte-

O O S SE -

TR

,}V a? (n‘par'bicular, as much as possible I was avwoiding the kitchen and

my mother's culinary orbit., TWhich was sound fourth of July policy

in any case. £ reasoning person would have thought she was getting
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-

T2 |
> - N’

LAsmuek-gsP65sible I was avoidirg-the-kitchen-and-my-motherdg.
culinar.orbit e..d. reasoning-person.would. have..thought. she was-getting
ready to lay siege to Gros Ventre, instead of only going in there on

a picnice

My father ventured #m through for a cup of coffee and I overheard
my mother say Why I said I'd do this I'll mever know and him respond
"'Uh huh, you're certainly dawnright famous for bashfulness 'and then

her response in turn, but with a little laugh,“And you 're notorious

for smathy:!?;s I was trying to dope that out--my mother bashful
about a creek picnic?--my father poked his head into where I was
and asked: How about tracking down the ice creamer and putting it

in the pickup?’

I did so, mearnwhile trying to dope out how soon I could decently
propose that I start my ride to town. I didn't want to seem antsy
m»’,/:\ﬂ i{‘}
about it; W on the other hard T swe\ren;'te&“to get the Fourth of

July underwaye
_,/,f? But here came my father out and over to me at the pickupe Then
commemorated himself with me forever by saying, "Here. Better carry

some weight in your pocket so you don't blow away." With which, I was

handed a half dollare
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I must have looked my stertlement. Other Fourth of Julys, if

M

there was any mimmgs spended ‘money bestowed on Alec and me, it was

r
v 10

more on the order ofm. If there was any.

"Call it shovel wages.' My father stuck his hands in his hip

pockets and studied the road to town as if he'd never noticed it
before. "You might as well head on in. We'll see you there at the

park." Then, as if in afterthought: "Why don't you ride Mouse, he can

stand the exercises"

A

/' When you are fourteen you take a step up in life wherever you can

find it and meanwhile try to keep a mien somewhere between At lastil
and Do you really mean that? I stayed adult and stately until I was

behind the barn and into the horse pasture, then gave in to a grin

o/
the dimension of a jack-o-lantern's. A by<God full-scale horse, mine

for the holiday. In the carner of the .

pasture whers Pony was grazing she lifted her head to watch me but

|

" i 5 kA 7 . . q/ﬂ/
I called outs Forget it, midget, and went on over to-slip—the bridles

-~
ombo Mouse,



1T, A_,,v.;‘i}l
;Lﬁm-Mousgij scooted right along that road toward Gros Ventree.

He was a fast walker, besides elevating me and my spirits more than

and past,
T'd been used to on Pony., The morning--mid -morning{ by now--was full

s

of sun, but enough breeze was following along Erglish Creek for a

in pure comfort. .
person to be M country still looked just glorious.

£11 the valley of English Creek was fresh with hay. Nobody was mowing

quite yet, except for the one damp green swath around ¥d Van Bebber's
lower field, where he had tried it a week too early as he did every

year e«
In most ways, then, I was more than ready for the Fourth. A lot

seemed to have happened since that evening, back at the start of June,

when I looked up and saw Alec and Leona parading down the rise to join

us for a family supper. One whole hell of a lote No longer was I
éi):\r\;\;tk
even sure that we four I”TcCaskilis\{Were a familye, It was time we all
é

had something else on our minds. Alec plainly already did, the way

he interded to trig up on behalf of Leona and a calf. And given how

my mother was whaling into the picnic preparation and my father was
grinning like a Chessy cat dbout getting the day of £ from rangering

and I was strutting atop this tall horse with cainage heavy in my pocke Ty

the Fourth was promising to the job for the other three of us as welle
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Yet in cTne way, this w‘a?ira day T adwege hoted to see come and go.

e t}-‘f‘wr n ,,‘«

rem———

Tt might well be asked how I could both hunger for the Fourth and then |

be leery of it. But the case was this, that for all the glory of the

holiday, the Gros Ventre creek picnic and then the rodeo and then the

o

dance and on top of fthat my overnight hﬁéﬁé.-:bfwith Ray--at my age then,
f-.-ﬁofts ;;p—e { AROA Y
the day that ‘Pbiﬁ’al_ this also meant to me the mid-point of the W.
The bend beyord which my English Creek summer would begin to trickle anay e
s
By the calendar"“bk}e( wasn't anywhere near true. School had been out

not much more than a month, and there still lay the remainder of July

and all of August and even the front edge of September--which in fact
Lhad /15N
included b~ birthday I was anticipating, two months from this very day--

before I would be in a classroom again. Nonetheless the Fourth

seemed the turn of the surmer s I sensed, almost the way you can feel
8 prhi é

a change of weather’ #head, that faster time waited beyond this daye
\—od- f‘“'e‘/w‘k ) ;-.«JN’

~\\ Lifes Maybe fourteen,{wasn t the hlghestrgr-ound to view it fromm

Eu’o I was seeing enough this summer to get at least a beginner's notion

——

of its complicationse

In maybe an hour and a half, better time than I would have thought
possible for that ride in from the English Creek station, Mouse and I
were topping the little rise near the turnoff to Charlie Finletter's

place, the last ranch before towne

( M

d

7
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From there a mile or so outside)‘é‘;;‘, Gros Ventre looked like
a green cloudbank--cottonwood trees billowing so thick that it took
some inspectionfm to find traces of houses amorg them. My
own hunch is that the cottonwood example was taken from Choteau, the
next towvn south down the highway, where trees were spaced along all
the streets early on so that restful tunnels of shade developed with
the town. If that theory is correct, it surely follows that the early
civic thinkers of Gros Ventre told themselves they could damn well do
twice what Choteau ever could; for when they went a2 long Gros Ventre's
ne ighborhood streets they proceeded to plant double. A linepf trees

alorng the front yards, then another between sidewalk arnd street. Then

the same colonnade again on the other side of the street. All this
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of course had been done fifty or more years before, a period of time
that will grow you a hell of a big cottorwood. By now every street

of Gros Ventre was lorded over by these twin files of fat gray trunks,
so wrinkled and gullied they looked as if rivulets of rain had been
running down them ever since the deluge floated Noah, Nor did this

tree domination stop there. Together with the original cottorwoods

that already rose old and tall along English Creek before Gros Ventre
was ever thought of, the streetside plantation produced almost a roof
over the town. This cobttonwood canopy was particularly wonderful

just before a rain, when the leaves began to shiver,

rattle in their papery way. The whole town seemed to tingle
then, and the sound picked up whgﬁ éﬁedbind é%éé;¥ﬁpfrom

Jrishsred

the west‘wgﬁh/the rain, and next the air was filled with
the seetﬁ%@f water onto all that foliage. In Gros Ventre,

even a dust—settker sounded like a real weather evente.

=



2=t

o
The English Creek road enterg town past the high school--one of

tan-brick
ﬁm:}@wo—story breen=irial crates that seemed to be the only way they

)\A%‘\ 4 J‘?Q’a} 2 A DTSN
knew how to build “bhem in thosesm days--and I nudged lMouse intc?\?'

quicker pace so as not to dwell on that topic any longer than necessary.

We were aimirg ourselves across town, to t he northeast end where the

Heaneys' house stood.

Block on block as we made our way, the trees more than ever looked
like the most thriving things around. Gros Ventre of those Depression

years looked--I don't know how else to say it but roadworn,

’That I can remember: this state of appearance in itself says something}/

of the imommtemer attraction of Gros Ventre, for I am

not naturally a person who cares a2 lot about towns. I suppose the case

thosaah ~ 3

is)ﬁhat if any townf stays with youﬁt will be the one from your high
~7

school years; for good or ill, the details from then last and last,
Wotide Ry

piled up in your memory by yourﬁagaeﬁé capacity at the time to take
them in, to realize th=t you yourself are lengthening out into a member
of the community rather than being merely a waist-high tourist in it .’
Whatever accounts for it, the look of Cros Ventre then is vivid in

me vet. Not a decrepit community, for the neighborhoods had been quite

substantially built in the first place: a lot of dignified dormers

and tidy picket fences and irwviting porches. Nor even really lackadaisical.
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Although Gros Ventrians, I éuppose like people anywhere, had

had to pull back from the earlier boom mood that

anybody could cgme to Montana and take up a homestead and prosper as
"O"AJ'L- wnfLQA
a farmer, or slap together\eeme-ld.nd—-%{—e-bféing and thrive as a
merchant (I have always subscribed to the observati on 3ill Reinking
once wrote in the Gleaner, that the one benefit of hard times is thdit
obomni= 11

they make you do some things the sensible way you ought to have been
doing them all alorg anyway), I recall no falling off of energy

during the Depression., 1f anything, many people were working harder
~

e g



than they ever had, contriving like hell to try to make ends meet.

 » for instance, _ Mouse and I were passing
a s emsowr T
I knew wi thout loolclngﬁhat behind each hM vegetable

garden, and ’ohe,bgardens of that time were tremendous, any food that

could be grown was that much less to have to buy. Too, a lot of town

G SJM

“sti11l raised chickens, and quite a number,the-Heareys aorg

P

-&hen.(gad a milk cowe Besides doing as much as possible to feed

themselves, people did a great deal of puttering arounde Men with
Tochlad repairs,

no other job in sight‘%%dﬂmouse%gﬂaéﬁ or fenced the yard, or split
wood--almost every back yard held a woodpile like a smell hill. The
women planted flower gardens to splash some color into life. So
anything that was a matter of erergy, of puttering and contriving,
the hard times didn't particularly quench in Gros Ventre. What had
come to a standstill were the parts of life requiring actual moreye.

Build or repair something, but then you couldn't afford to paint it.

(That lack of paint, houses fading toward gray and machinery turning
to rust, to me is the ‘s}ﬁt of those Depression years.) Cars got more

and more jalopy-like, the triumph simply was to keep them running.
gl

"";_,’Wﬁenever somebody moved away} the house or business simply stood there

empty, the 1life cored out of ite
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Just, as I say, a roadworn town., Weathered by all it had been

through in those Depression years.
ol
Mouse and I now had crossed Main Street at the bank corner,\gheﬁ‘

2
2

————
the First Natioml}m and were into the Heaneys'! side of town,

g—————"
An early priest hem persuaded the Catholic landownerg who platted this

particular neighborhood )

to name the streets after the first missions in Montana, which in turn

no T
CANNQA
bore the names of';ﬁ‘ saints. This created what t:ﬁ'e_}c—ros Ventre

pos tmaster, Chick Jemnirgs, called'the repeater part of town, with
3 2

y | - <
,+ Nea el J e

mailing addresses such as St. Mary St., St. Peter St. an -

SNSEREN TRy SS—

It was at the end of S5t. Igmatius St. tha the Heaney house stood, a

white two-story one with sills of robin's-egg blue. 4Fd Heaney owned

Do
the lumber yard, and so was the ore person in town with}“access to paint.

hool btsa,
The robin's-egg blue“’wg.ra shipping mistake by the menufacturer--it

to put up against the weather of Montana-- _/
is a shade pretty dM Ed lugged the oan

home and made the best of it.ﬁThe place looked empty as I rode up,

wwas as 1
whic " expecteds \'>




Rather than the creek picnic, the Heaneys always went out to a
family shindig at Genevieve's parents' farm, quite a ways east of Gros
Ventre on the Conrad road. So with Ray out there, I wouldn't link up

with him until the rodeo, and I simply slung my warbag inside the

Heaneys ' back porch arnd got back on Mouse againe

I figured I still ought to kill a little time before the creek
TwQ)M a;?'tb;; X a_,t{ 5\ A AL cruj ;a”* 4 u.fwﬁ. t"*&«{ LS ) )*.J»{{ }

B st AP SR .

picnic, {ard so I rode along that far edge of town, out to where the
highway comes in from the south. To me, that is the most interesting
approach to Gpros Ventre., What might be called the sheep's-eye view,
every

lﬁhd the bards that flowed through towﬁ“"-!" spring on their
way to the Blackfeet Reservation came to Gros Ventre from this direction.

I can't really say that the sheep spent time thinking about this,
but for anybody else rearing Gros Ventre SvEstfﬁ_iLs’/highx«reaxy curving down
from the southern benchland delivered you into the town in such a way
that you had to wonder at first whether the place was anything but
cottormoods and houses. 4~ community where they had forgotten to have

a downtown. At least, no sign of any until the road kinked sharply

to the right, and

S
_—~
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around that bend lay the sudden straight shot of Main Street. A
street, let me say, wide enough to turn a freight wagon and an eight-
horse team around in, in the early days, and which now made the downtown

look bigger than the half-dozen blocks it actually}vas. (e gEy —

Then around another curve, this one to the left, the highway sneaked
across the English Creek bridge and out of town to the nortk;g; making
the route for people traveling through Gros Ventre--or as I have pointed

out that the more plentiful visitors were, sheep--a sort of long puzzling Ze
Contained between those civic curves was a community in the same

business it had been born to in the early 1870's: supply. The selling

of warese. Settlement here dated back to when some weary freight

wagoneer pulled in for the night at the nice creekside sheltered by

cottoroods. As the freighters' trail between Fort Shaw en the Sun

River and southern Alberta developed, this site became a regular waystop)

nicknamed The Middle since it was about midway between Fort Shaw and

Canada. (Although some of us also suspect that to those early-day

wagoneers the place seemed like the middle of nowhere.) True, the

first permanent structure was a more-or-less hotel and definite saloon,

Lu’(@ )

L

pubt up by a fellow nam&lﬁrclay, but before very long Barclay's spa

was neighbored by a store, some —_—
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other alert freighter having seen that an extra wagon of supplies
could be left 2t The Middle--Gros Ventre-to-be--and draw the business

of the cattlemen who were taking up the range north of the Missouri

ard the Sun. Then grew

AT
e SRS

‘the ranches along English Creek and Noon Creek, and with those families
a post office and a high school, the Catholic church and then the

Presbyterian, and businesses, more and more businessese

If T put my mind to it, I am capable of reciting every enterprise

of Gros Ventre of that Fourth of July day.

4# Helwig's grocery and mere, with the Eddy's bread sign in Its window.

H The Toggery clothing store, .
Musgrove's drugstore, with the mirror behind the soda fountain so that
a person could sit there over a soda (assuming a person had the price of

a soda, not always the case in those times) and keep track of the town traffic

C AT, }\#(Jla\l ;\ ot o Lol :/ Yy
e . R o

a person could sit there over a sodaand keep 'tr"acrk of the town traffic

5}{ and leather repair shopp Y.
behind him. /IGrady Tilton's garages 'Dale Quint's saddleryy maybe a o

decent description of Gros Ventre of that time was that it still had

m
a eedddewame-leather man but not yet a dentist. (A person went to Conrad

for tooth work,)
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i?/ Saloons, the Pastime and Spenger's (although Dolph Spenger was a
dozen or more years dead.) ?}The Odeon movie theatre, the one place

in torn with its name in neon scripty the other modern touch e lent by the

was its recent policy of showing the
OdGOWOVie ML i S AR

b A

night--first at 7:30, then the "owl show" at 9, fThe post office, the

one new building in Gros Ventre since I was old enough to remember,
“Thao

2 New Deal project,\gf had been, complete with a mural of the Lewis

and Clark expedition portaging around the great falls of the Missouri

-

River in 1805. Lewis and Clark maybe were not news to postal customers
of the Two country, but York, Lewis's Negro slave standing out amid the

portagers like a black panther in a snowfield, definitely was.}

Doc Spence's office. Across the empty lot from Doc's, the office
of the lawyer, Fli Kinder. {Who, strange to say, was a regular figure
in the sheep traffic through this street. Eli was a before-dawn riser
and of ten would arrive dasntown just as a band of sheep did. It was
odd to see him, in his suit and tie, helping shove those woolies ;;m along
Main Street, but Eli had been raised on a ranch down in the Highwood

Mountains and krew what he was doing.’
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,j! The sidestreet businessesQ

/__’—*“—‘uwsu—w

‘Tracy'!s creamery ard Ed Heaney's lumber yard and Adam Kerz's coal and

trucking enterprise. f The set of bank buildings, marking what might be
called the down of downtown: the First National Bank of Gros Ventre in

tan brick, anmd cater-corner from it the red brick of what had been the

Fng lish Creek
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Valley Stockmen's Bank. The Valley Stockmen's went Junder

!

oA ,
in the early 1920s when hJIgY% he bagks\hf"Montana¢;;ég

and the site now was inhabited, if not exactly occupied, by Sandy

Stott's one-chair barber shop. The 3

(/’/*~’“~_—"_‘“" a__fancy doorway
tyle in banks in those times was to hz

S
Aat axnta

I SRS oy
& corner nearest the street intersection-—--lwebdssssf Gros

air of in exactly
Ventre! syﬁankx buildings stared down each othE?TE“ﬁtmﬁﬁﬁwpm

4 this fashion--and when ﬁﬁrlook over the Valley Stockmen's

building he simply painted barber-pole stripes on one of

the fat granite pillars supporting the doorway.

¢ﬂ$ What have I missed? Of course ; hevGlesners

WM

7~ AR Pafen,
ylso there on the Valley Stockmen's block, théﬁggﬁspgg”

office with its name nroclqlﬁqf on a plate-glass window
& Lrorer ,
in the same typeface as its masthead! ext to thatf<é
S haur's,
Eawaewrx mOre recent enterprise, Paullné‘ee*é/Moderne

Beauty Shoppe. The story was tngt when Blll Reinking«ef

S e S

uhenggigilig<y:;;f saw his new nelghborlng sign, he stuck

his head in the shop to ask Pauline if she was sure she

hadn't left an "el off Beauty.:

Q) L")v-» AU ﬁ‘f @,ﬂ 2

i A+t
uji I heard somebody say once that every Weqtewn.%ﬁagy”

Sbeees he'd every seen looked as if it originated by falling
out the back end of a truck. Not so with Gros Ventre.

That is, Grbs Ventre never started off from a blueprint,
staked off onto the planet before the first outhouse was

e .
erected, the way Valier was laid out by‘ﬁ?é’irrigatlon



project bigwigs. But for all its make-do and mix of styles--brick

for banks, clapboard for saloons; terra cotta up top if you wanted

to sell clothing} (Tre Toggery), an old-style wooden square front
(Helwig 's Merc) if groceries were your line--to me downtown Gros
Ventre held a sense of being what it ought to be. Of aptness, maybe
is the term. Not fancy, not shacky. Steady.

Once in a while things are what they seems As Montana towns go

Gros Ventre was an unusually stable one. It

grew to about a thousamd people when the homesteaders began arriving

to Montana in drovesy
——

A6 RO e ROV B

(m the homes¥enders Hegan=arei
in the first decade of this century)?“Mfy mother could
in her childhood after wagon
remm town and seeing wagmgrants
heading out onto the prairie, a white rag tied on =& one
spoke of a wagonwheel so the revolutions could be counted

to measure the bounds of the claimed land ey fborrt—tSio.
) S S » = ___.J”‘) .

ta.rd mﬁfﬁ‘t‘population total rever afterward varied more than a hundred

either way., Nor varied much in quality either, T think it can be
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saide Gros Ventre simply tended to

draw people who were there from choice rather than merely lack of

imaginatione , *+

Settlers from Scotch Heaven or other homestead areas that played out,
who had come in and found some way to start over in life, Others
who had moved into town for high school for their kids, then stayed
one The store people; the ranch hands and sheep herders who hung

arourd to live out their spans when they were beyond worke

—

i
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The south-to-north exploration Mouse and I were taking through Gros
Ventre, I now have to say, had more than sheep-route logic to it. It
also saved for the last what to me was the best of the towne Three
buildings at the far end of the east side of Main Street: last outposts
before the street/highway made its second curve and zoomed from Gros
Ventre over the bridge across English Creek. The trio which dealt in
life's basics: food, drink, sleepes

The night during our campjacking trip when I was baptizing my
interior with alcohol and Stanley Meixell was telling me the history
of the Two Medicine National Forest from day one, a surprise chapter
of that tale was about the hostelry that held the most prominent site

where he came here to be ~
in Gros Ventre. Stanley's arrival to town the ranger for the Two

was along the route Mouse and I had just done, from the south, and

as Stanley rode around the first curve back there and could see along

the length of Main Street, here at the far end a broad false-front

with a verandah benezth it was proclaiming:
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