U6

"A young man recently left for California, who for two
years has been very anxious to go, but during his minority had
been restrained by the influence and authority of his parents.
They offered, for the sake of diverting him from his purpose, to
furnish him the means to travel and visit the Eastern cities. He
derided the idea. He would not turn his hand over tn see all that
could be seen in the East, but he must go to the Utopia of the New
World; and he has gone."

Gone west and cared not so much as a flip of his hand’to know
any of that lesser land behinA him. In all but flesh, that young
Iowan was my grandfather, my great-uncles, my father and his five
brothers, me. After my Doig grandparents sailed f:om Scotland and
crossed America to a high forest-tucked valley of the Rocky
Mountains nobody of the family for two generations ever went to
the Atlantic again. When I journeyed off to college I was spoken
of as being 'back east in Illinois.'" My father adventured to
Chicago once on a cattle train and twice to visit me. My mother,
after her parents moved from Wisconsin to the Rockies when she was
half a year old, never returned beyond the middle of Montana.

This westernness in my famiiy, then, has been extreme as we
could manage to make it. We lived our first seventy years as
Americans on slopes of the Rockies as naturally, single-mindedly,
as kulaks on the Russian steppes. (Nights when I have been at my
desk reading Swan's pages I have noticed that my square-bearded

face reflected in the desk-end window could be a photographic plate
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of any of those museful old Scotsmen who transplanted our family
name to tﬁe western mountains of America. If we have the face we
deserve at forty-—or thirty-nine and some months, as I am now--—
evidently 1 am earning my way backwards to my homesteading
grandfather.) My own not very many years eastward)-which is to

say in the middle of the Midwest, amounted to a kind of instructive
geographic error. (Instructive, literally: Montana as evaluated

at Northwestern University in Evanston, 1957: ‘youse guys,' confides
my new college friend from The Bronx, "youse guys from Mwawntana
twalk funny.") The journalism jobs in the flat-horizoned midland
turned my ambition in on itself, impelled me to work the salaried

tasks for more than they were worth and to sluice the accumulating

overflow of ideas into pages of my own choice. Also, happiest

result of my brief misguess of geography (chiding from a frierd who

had stepped back and forth among writing jﬁbs: "It doesn't matter any mare
where you live in this country." It matters.), I met Carol there, already
edging west on her own, and when the two of us turned together,

away from editorial careers and ahead to independence, we stepped

a fourth of the continent farther than any of my family had done.

Puget Sound's salt water begins six hundred yards from our valley-held
house close by Seattle.

And so with Swan, I judge. When the reverend wrote those opining
words Swan of Boston already had been on the Pacific shore for
mere—then two years
\\‘tnq-.y-nar--.-ntl:’ﬁnd was about to head onward to Shoalwater Bay

and ulti@ately the Strait and Cape Flattery. Finding the place to
invest his life meant, as it has to me, finding a west. (Roulette

of geography, of course, that the American frontier stretched from



' 1,8

the Atlantic toward the Pacific instead of the other way around.

Erase Santa Maria and Mayflower, ink in Chinese junks anchoring

at San Francisco Bay and Puget Sound four hundred years ago, re-read
our history with its basis in Confucianism, its exploit of

quaint .
transcontinental railroads laid across the eastern wilderness B;:(”"'
coolie labor from London and Paris, its West Coast mandarins--the

real item--aloofly setting cultural style for the country) What

Swan and his forty-year wordstream will have twld me by the end

this excursion back where I have never beem, )
of this winter {1 can't yet know, but already I have the sense from

his sentences and mine that there are and always have been many
wests, personal as well as geographical. (Evem what I have been
calling the Pacific Northwest is multiple. A hasic division begins
at the Columbia River; south of it, in Oregon, ithey have been the
sounder citizens, we in Washington the sharper strivers. Transport
fifty from each state as a colony on Mars and by nightfall the
school
Oregonians will put up ;\ihq*l‘/and a city hall, the Washingtonians
will establish a bank and a union.) Swan on tiwe Strait has been
living in two distinct ones, Neah Bay and Port E;wnsend (and sampled
two others earlier, San Francisco and Shoalwater Bay) and neither of
them is the same as my s wests, Montana of a gQuarter-century ago
and Puget Sound of todz&ﬁ“ ﬁi;igﬁgn's wests come recognizable to me,
are places which still have clear overtones of my own places, stand
with mins
aiIEEIIEﬁszi;g distinctly unlike the rest of the national geography.
Perhaps that is what the many wests are, commem in their stubborn

separatenesses; each west a kind of cabin, insfistent that it

is no other sort of dwelling whatsoever.
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Days thirty-six, thirty-seven, thirty-eight
At Neah Bay, Swan writes on. Writes the daily diary entries,
frequent newspaper articles, writes letter after letter in the

2t the University of Washington librar
series which, as I began to crank 120-year-old words into sig

filled a roll of microfilm thick as my fist. From the files of
the Smithsonian Institution, "SWAN, JAMES G., Official Incoming
Correspondence." :
;;.;% - Therwsand '

Eventually nearly feur-hundred pieces of correspondence flowed
from Swan to the savants within the Smithsonian's castle-like museum.
It was--is--a spellbinding cataract of mail. Swan's machine-
magnified handwriting reads like lines from a Gulliver who every so

empty out
often pauses on one North Pacific promontory or another Zsfihveﬁeecﬁr

: - Ko
his pockets and his thoughtsFHI have now ready to ship by first '“*‘;?#:

opportunity a case containing 16 bird skins, mostly largeﬁLZ Indian

skullsdii backbone of fur seal with skull$;2 grass strans for carrying

burthens™ 1 dog hair blanketﬂsspecimen sea weedd;1 fur seal skin &

=2
2 fur seal skullstfé specimen fossil crabs 2 miniature hatsd£2 down

—H

blankets1ishells taken from ducks' stomachs.fﬁ%ﬁe Indians here judge

of the weather for the following day by observing the stars whenever

there happens to be a clear night in this humid atmosphere. If the

sky is clear and the stars "twinkle brightly," thev predict wind for

the following day and with uncanny certainty. If on the contrary

the stars shine tranquilly they say there will be but little wind,

and consequently, prepare themselves at midnight to go off to their
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fishing grounds some 15 to 20 miles outside Cape Flattery. They believe

the "wind in the air" makes the stars twinkle.

:*t ,——/f——"—g have been reading with great interest the work on archaeology

by Mr Haven, which was received among other books from the Smith-

sonian....On page 148 Mr Haven remarks in his conclusion while speaking

of the Indians at the Columbia River & Nootka, "There too prevails

the singular and inconvenient custom of inserting discs of wood in

the lips and ears.'" Now the fact is, that there is not an Indian

from the Columbia to Nootka who has, or has had, a disc of wood in

either lips or ears....

:ijf,,—_,——“'—*jfiln 66 consecutive days there has fallen a little more than

2% feet of water. I think that Astoria, which is usually accounted

the most rainy place on this coast, can hardly beat this quantity....

:zf‘./”“"”’fi.l have got the names of the male decendants of Deeart the

chief from whom Neeah Bay or Deeah as these Indians pronounce it is

taken. There are twelve generations and by a little patience I can

trace the various collateral branches and by that means find out the

descendants.,
relationship existing between the present\i-eunda-n‘t”But to ask

o

L ]

these Indians as Mr Morgan lays down the rule viz '"what do I call

my grandmothers great aunt' &c, the answer invariably is "Klonas"

or dont know.

:t;- «f.——""'i...z Indian cradlesdtl grass blanke£1F2 medicine rattles

= #*
made of scallop shells 2 birds nests 1 little basket robins eggs

£ < -
fossil crabs baskets of shells 1 bark head dress 1 crab...
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‘:ﬂ When we think of our once glorious Union, from its struggling

comnencement, to the culminating glorv of its zenith, as Longfellow

says, "We know what master laid the keel/What workmen framed thy ribs

B e 3 e 2 AP N

of steel..."And then look upon the old ship of state as she now lies

wrecked, broken, and apparently a total loss, it is almost enough

to make a man doubt whether that Providence who has hitherto watched

over us, has not for some national sin withdrawn from us for a season

his protecting care....But I am digressing from a cormonplace letter

on bird skins into topics that have puzzled wiser heads than mine.

EE /,,,———”"—‘host often these bulletins from Swan's persistent pen emerged

emt onto the desk of an even more prodigious creator of mail:

Spencer Fullerton Baird, Assistant Secretary and second-in-command
of the Smithsonian. Swan had met both Baird and the Secretary of

the Smithsonian, Joseph Henry, during that interim of his in the
national capital in the late 1850's. Henry and Baird added up to

a most formidable museum team. While Henry, a practical scientist
who had made pioneering diécoveries in electromagnetism, enforced
a tone of scientific enterprise for the Smithsonian, Baird was

endeavoring to fill the place up like a silo.

i He was one of those Victorian work machines, Baird, who could
affairs of the :
have run the‘world by himself if he'd had more writing hands. In
1860 he noted in his journal that hé had dashed off a total of

3,050 letters that year, without the aid of stenographers, and he

P
—
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soon got stenographers. Baird's passion was nothing less than to
in 1850

capture nature for the Smithsonian. GFEB}HZ'%oved from his post as

. s :

a professor of natural history to the Smithsonian)ia—%&&Q, with him

arrived two freight cars of his own bird specimens. Ever since, he
) testify

had been welcoming, as the institution's annual reports ; ltems

ranging from dead garter snakes to meteorites. And perpetually,

perpetually, churning out his messages of encouragement to an army

of unofficial Smithsonian helpers who ranged from backyards amateurs--

"Never fear the nonacceptability of anything you may send," Baird

once wrote to an enthusiast who had been mailing in insects from

Eutaw, Alabamaxgg such scientific eminences as Louis Agassiz and

George Perkins Marsh.

Swan's enlistment date was January 10, 1860. He put a box

of seashells aboard a steamer at Port Townsend, happy at all times,

he assured the Smithsonian's caliphs of science, to add my humble

collections to specimens in your museums.
of course Swan's
The Smithsonian and Bairdzwere rare eminences ;;ﬁf#s’g;ck—of—beyond

Swan

a
existence whii:\af/;as merely one, and\tbg/;ost distant one at

that, of a battalion of science-struck gleaners. When the orb

of microfilm begins to glow out its "LETTERS TO SWAN FROM SPENCER
F. BAIRD," &hewsy the differencq/ between the letters of the man in
the frontier schoolhouse and the man in the red-brick castle

registers about as might be expected.
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I should be pleased did your time permit it you could give me

some reliable idea of the state of affairs at Washington, Swan will

pen, exuberantly--wistfully?--filling all four sides of a folded

broadsheet. I can gather very little from the contradictory state-

ments of the newspapers and know about as much of the doings of the

Khan of Tartary as of our own government. Back from Baird arrives

a considerable fraction less of paper and bonhomie: We had the very

great pleasure today of receiving the box of shells from Nee-ah Bay

sent by you...

Master of perfunctory encouragement that Baird was, he none-
theless did enrich Swan's life at Cape Flattery. The specimens
Baird asked for—-birds and fish, particularly--made a welcome change
of task from the Neah Bay routine Swan once described as attending

to the sick, listening to Indian complaints of various kinds and

: T held
looking after things generally. (The Makehs occasionally B a dimmer

view of Swan's specimen collecting. Last evening I shot a horned owl

e
of the mottled g?ﬁﬁrspecies....This forenoon I skinned it and prepared

it for the Smithsonian Institution. The Indians think owls are dead

Indians and I had quite a talk with some children who assured me that

the owl was not a bird but an Indian.) And as Swan freighted in his

hodgepodge of promising items Baird sent west to him an array of

books of science, another bonus to a frontier life. (Swan was a
ireader%he years in the diaries I look over his shoulder to
“Stanley's account of tracking Livin¥tore, Mark Twain's Innocents

Abroad, Thackeray's Pendennis, Melville's Omooe.e) Most vital of

all in these Neah Bay years,m Baird's encouragement sat

Swan down to an ambitious piece of scholarly enterprise: an ethnological

study of the Makahs.
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Swan 1likely did not even think of his intention as ethnology,
or its mother science, anthropology. Only in the wake of Darwin's
theory of evolution, not all that many years before, were such
fields of study becaming recognized. Language, not the net of culture
behind it, was the origimal lure for S;iazl, the Neah Bay diaries every

so of ten shawing self-instruction in Makah: December Se-whow-ah-puthlV H

.

P gt \,.‘.._
January ‘a-a-kwis-puthl rI‘“eb.’ruar';y' K_Lo—klo-chis—to—puthl...Eventuai_ly

Swan is complimented by a visiting tribesman that he thought I was a

real Incian as I could talk Makah S0 well....] said to him that I could

only talk the Makah dialect a little. But Swan did have the necessary

impulse, the flywheel of curiosity within him--or call it that penchant

for eyewitnessing--to follow language into culture., I know the importance

of making these collections and writing the Indian memoirs no+, while
avow s

We are among them and can get reliable facts, he once N to

Baird. The time is not distant, when these tribes will pass away,

ard future gererations who may feel an interest in the history of

these people will wonder why we have been so negligent.

The Indians of Cape Flattery took Swan more than two years to
A e e o

write, and his constant deskmte was irterruption. In order to have

the work go on as rapidly as possible with the Government buildings

I have been obliged to sink the teacher into the caterer for the

s 3
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mess, Swan reported to Baird in the midst of the schoolhouse construc-

tion, and a person arranging for the appetites of six hearty men who

must have three full meals per day cannot find much opportunity

for belles lettres.

jubilate 3
v
But on the thirteenth of April, 1865, Swan could W - that

I have finished my paper on the Makah Indians at last and packed it

with the sketches which accompany it in a snug parcel...

"Paper' barely described the work: a 55,000-word ream of
manuscript about how the Makahs lived and spoke and believed. Swan's
fetish for fact is on the finished result like a watermark. He
describes the Makahs' canoes, how they fished and hunted seals and
whales, what their ceremonies and legends were, how their masks
looked, the tribal ailments, what games the children played, what
the tribe ate and wore, how they told time, what they called the
monii;}of the year: think of a daily moment of life and Swan probably
hé;ﬁgxé(down for you how a Makah spent it. And what an interplanetary

meeting of wordmen it is to imagine Spencer Baird being introduced,

courtesy of Swan's pen, to Captain John: About three years ago he

had lost the use of one of his feet, probably from paralysis, but

which he attributed to a "skookoom,' or evil spirit, entering into

it one day while he was bathing. He had been confined to his house

for several months, and was reduced to a skeleton. I saw him during

this sickness, and thought he could not recover. Ome pleasant day,

however, according to his account, he managed to crawl to a brook
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near his house, and, while bathing, heard a rustling sound in the

alr, at which he became frightened, and covered his face with his

blanket, whereupon a raven alighted within a few feet of him and

uttered a hoarse croak. He then peeped through a corner of his

blanket, and saw the raven with its head erect, its feathers bristled,

and a great swelling in its throat. After two or three unsuccessful

efforts, it finally threw up a piece of bone about three inches long,

then uttering another croak it flew away. Remaining quiet a few minutes,

till he was satisfied that the raven had gone, he picked up the bone,

which he gravely informed me was of the Ha-hek-to-ak. He hid this

bone near by, and returned to his lodge, and, after relating the

occurrence, was informed by the Indian doctors that it was a medicine

sent to him by his tamanawas, and this proved to be true, as he

entirely recovered in three days...s Swan now steps into the narrative

with a bit of exegesis: The tale of the raven alighting

near him is not improbable, as ravens as well as crows are very

-

plenty and very tame; nor is it impossible that the raven might have

had a bone in its mouth, and finally dropped it; nor is it entirely

_uncertain that the circumstance so affected his superstitious

_imagination that it caused a reaction in his system, and promoted

his recovery. The same effect might perhaps have been produced by

a smart shock from a galvanic battery.
Makat

leaned
— .
:qs£2 - TEEXGEE:;cript done, Sw;;\gge’Sack to await publication by the

lean
Smithsonian. It began to be a 1ong5§§t{/ In the microfilm's blizzard

of lines a year passes, two, three. Swan is writing heavier and
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heavier nudges to Baird. The second of November, 1868: Can you give

one any encouragement that it will appear within the next decade?

Yet another year: sixteenth of November, 1869: When that Makah memoir

at Sitka who are much interested in Indian matters....

Either the deprivation of the Sitka officers or the explosion

of punctuation did the job. At the start of 1870 The Indians of

Cape Flattery, even yet the primary source on the historical Makahs,

came into print.
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Day thirty-nine
tod ay
Time spent]in the words of other westerers, to try see Swan

within his lineage of frontier ink.
:t# .

Tre journals of Lewis and Clark while their expedition sheltered
in winter quarters at the tiny stockade called Fort Clatsop, just
south aof the mouth of the Columbia River. Like Swan, Captain
William Clark marks the daily weather scrupulously, obut his has
a terrible soggy sameness: in four months at Fort Clatsop it
rained every day but twelve. A late February day in 1806 begins
with typical lament:

we are mortified at not haveins it in our power to make more

}(g celestial observations since we have been at Fort Clatsop, but

such has been the state of the weather that we have fourd i

utterly impractiable.

Then the captain brightens amd as Swan so often did, twns
sketch artist.

I purchased of the Clatsops—ihis morninc about half a bushel

of small fish--they were cm)rle:i.:sh.an oily little species--

/tg which they had cou(ght about LO miles up the Colurbia in their

scoopirg nets. as this is an uncommon fish to me ard one which ,

no one of the party has ever seen. on the next page I have

drawn the likeness of them as large as life...

The cardlefish swims delicately there amorg the words, eternally
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angled along the flow of Clark's handwriting as if feeding now

and again on stray periods ard apostrophes.

e
In Stegner's The Gathering of Zion, an excerpt from the trail

diary of the Mormon girl Patience Loader. In the overland migration
to the far half of America opered by Lewis and Clark she was
pilgrimaging i

\em%rg-wfs'fbo Zion with one of the hardcart brigades of 1856,

the travelers' tumbrils in heavy groazning tow all the thousand
miles from the Missouri River to Utah. Having trudged six hundred
of those miles Patience Loader ard weary others began to ford the

North Platte River in Wyoming :...the water was deep ard very cold

and we was drifted out of the resular crossing and we care near

6/'/ being drounded the water care up to our arm pits poor Mother was

= standing on the bank screaming as we got near the bank I heard

Mother say for God Sake some of you men help My poor girls...

Several of the breathren care_down the bank of the river and pulled_

our cart ur for us and we got up the best we could...when we was

in the midle of the river I saw a poor brother carreying his child

on his back he fell down in the water I never Knew if he was drowned

or not I fealt sorrey that we could not help him but we had all

we could do to save ourselvSe.e

e R = LY

IoTaeh, Fots

. Loadenle—sade~bhronsh-horror,— Remirters;tobe-epb-smmind whils |

] o
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In my own scrawl, in one of the Lx6 hip-pocket notebooks
which traveled western Montana with me the summer before last:

Day 2...Gateway Gorg, Yosmit-lk rock c thrusts browing b o us...

Curious to compare, I've dug out these notes of the backpack

hike Carol and I made into the Bob Marshall Wilderness (and
already notice two mighty alterations from Captain Clark's west
and Patience Loader's west: now it is the wild places whi ch

are the enclaves hewn into America's geography, and now we

count our "wilderness" experierce by days instead of seasons).
From my mix of speedwriting and single-letter Russian prepositions

those scenes of the Rockies translate for me again: mountainsides

of colossal reefs and deeps like the ocean bottom tipped empty

and left on its side...canyons everywhere...high narrow table

of trail above the South Fork...Gateway Gorge, Yosemite-like

rock with thrusts browing in on us....Me: There's frost on the

outside of the tent. Carol: It's on the inside....lLth day of

no people....Made Badger Pass at 12--only slight incline to cross

Contirental Divide there then climb for 1 hour over ridge to

slee ~ g
North Fork gorge. At top aYSquall hit, we took shelter in trees;
FAl

pellets of hail convinced us to put wool jackets on. Ate trail

food, drank water and waited out squall...sourd of rocks avalanching

to the south...Another 10 mile day....From the top of Family Peak

through a notch to the east, farmland pattern of the plains could

be seen....We came out of the mountains not having seen emebmer

R —

<« T was)
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any other humans for five days; had not been dined on by

grizzlies or entrapped by sleet; and felt a joy as huge as
the peaks behird us.
- S
: Clark's winter of black rain brightened by.a card lefish,
Patience Loader's wade through horror; our osglgiunge into
what -is -left-af -wilderness, to see how we would fare in it;

Reminders to be kept in view while I saunter within Swan's

orderly ledger that the edge of America can also be a brink,
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Day forty

A silver-bright day. Air clear and cold, ready to crinkle like
silk, and for the second night in a row frost has daubed its way
all across the ground and up into the first branches of the ever-
greens., . |

I have a aueer edgy clarity in myself, consequence of so few
hours' sleep: a grittiness like diamond dust. Luckilf, sleeplessness
comes to me in small seasons, two or three nights in a row tﬁen
vanishesJ else I cannot imagine what my daily mood would be like.

beinzs
These strangé\)aggenéj ourselves. Needing the night but sometimes
be coaxed
entirely at odds with it. My nights when sleep will ;BFEeg?e’I roll
like a driftlog on one of Swan's beaches, and between last bedtime
and ea{ly morning I wallowed a deep trough in the dark. In the bed
besiégzgjf Carol's breathing form calmly ingested the blackness,
channeled it on its smooth underskin routes. While my mind was a
black blaze. Anything makes fue%; a walk taken around the neighbor-
hood after supper, the day's writing, a letter from a friend. I
steadily try a number of sleeé:@aking Ftunts. Breathe deeply, with
let ke a loosened strap.

forced.zesular rhythnm. my ton;jELIBIIR"T?§—ES~§EEEF'€he mind
with a whiée blankness. Andif\have the success of a man trying to
win attention to his coin trick against the roaring backdrop of a
three-ring circus.

The frustration is double. Sleep at best is a sharp cost of

time, not-sleep is a cost to hoth. Yet not always; there is this
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crept
morning's cold clarity, as if the white duff of frost h;E\uTné/into

me during the night too.

.-’"'-_-_-—__— . .
:t#:r Swan on the Makah version of restlessness: Last evening Peter

wanted his Squaw to go home with him, she was then im Tahahowtls

lodge. She refused, whereupon Peter pitched into her, pulled her

hair and blacked her eye. Tahahowtl interfered and Peter went at

him and they had a hair pulling»match and finally separated to get

their guns but friends interfered...

#‘ Noon. The morning would not be calmed, kept shoving aside Swan's
logbooks for its own. I let the hours roam back alomg the entire
wardstream of this winter so far, turned them loose om the question

of why the west takes hold of a James Swan, an Ivan Doig. Notions--
they are not answers yet, if they ever A be-~tumbled like the Sdnes”

in yesterday's retrieved notebook of the Marshall Wilderness days:...Perhaps

the choice of place is in our body chemistry simply as other patterns

of taste are, regulating me to dislike [the color ping'bnussel sproutsﬂ
1

and square miles of pavement....The west of America draws some of us

not because it is the newest region of the country but because it is

the oldest, in the sense that the landscape here--the fundament,

nature's shape of things--more resembles the origiml continent than

does the city-mation of the Eastern Seaboard or the sgricultural factory

— of the Midwest. Ks for so much else, mountains account for it. They,

ard the oceans, are virtually the last pieces of earth we have not

somexmy way tamed, transformed. Although we are striwing. Go in an

= /em/@/m)
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airplane above the Cascade Rarge to see clearcut logging like countless

patchos of fur shaved off. Study the logging roads which incise the

)y deposited
high edges of the Olympicse)ss..0Or are we drawn west, or mreiy\del-i-u-epe(?

- -—

The way, say, spores drop into a forest: some spot is found in the

immense environment, life is stubbornly established and clung to, whether

the site turns out to be rich humus or up a tree?

Enough. What counts for now, this winter, is to keep the question

chase
open, let the hourM&/at it when they will,
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Day forty-one a
n the elegant ledger diary:

The fifth of April, 1866,|Yesterday, Ahayah killed the first

whale of the season...

The next day: I was much amused last evening with Johns moves.

It seems he feels ashamed that he has mot killed any whales and has

concluded to go through the ceremonies to constitute him a skookum

whaleman. Which ceremonies consist of going without sleeping or

eating for 6 days and nights, to bathe in the salt water and run on

the beach to get warm. John went into the water with his accoutre-

ments on but soon got so cold that he was glad to come and warm

himself by my fire. le had gone all day without eating and I think

his courage was failing him for he admitted that he thought he could

not stand it more than two days and if that would not suffice to make

him a whaleman he could kill sharks. He intended to stop by my fire

all night and occassionally go out and wash in the bay, but when I

got up this morning he was_gone and I learned that he was afraid to_

sit alone by my fire and had sneaked out about midnight with his

courage completely cooled and has concluded that from shark killing

he will be content with killing dogfish.
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Day forty-two

God, how the blood strums in such weather. What it tingles out
is: be truant,

Which I am. I woke with the sense that this would be another day
brought pure by the cold and that I needed to be out in it at
once. When daybreak came, a dry crackle of light onto the frost,
I already had arfived here at Shilshole, a bay favorite to me for
its head-on view west across the Sound to the wooded headlands and
mountains. The Olympics, clouds caped on their backs, as yet are
pale, wraithy, in the beginning day. Snow gods, asleep standing up,
like horses. Going past is a big seagoing tug, in from the north and
in a hurry. -It seems to ride the floe of white water pushed up by
its impatient bow. Preighter traffic is starting to procession past.
Two ships inbound to the Seattle dockfront, two out. Three of the
fleet are outlined in traditional lines of superstructure, masts and
plow-pointed bow. But the fourth is squatty as a huge barge, some new

fangle of containerized-cargo vessel.
§~\‘B!9}e-eéﬁeuuuﬁd4u’”3wan would enter in his diaries' ship list an

occasional herm brig3~hermaphrodite brig, with a square-rigged fore-

mast but a triangular schooner sail on its mainmast. The day now of
the herm freighter?

One inbound vessel overtakes the other and as it begins to pass,
the dark shapes merge, then slowly attenuate, pulled longer and longer
like a telescope being extended, until they are two again.

After an hour or so of shivery wandering the Shilshole bdyline
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I go on to the dockside coffee shop at Salmon Bay, the fishing fleet
schooled into winter berths all around.

"Breakfast; Bi11?" the waitress asks the regular on the stool
next to me.

"No, a doughnut."

"Any particular kind, or whatever I grab?"

"Whatever you grab, dealer's choice."

"Powdered sugar. There you go."

There you go: that western byphrase from waitresses and bartenders,
sometimes from friends or just people in conversation. I hear it in
Montana as I do here and like it immensely, the friendly release in the
saying, the unfussy deliverance it carries. A very independent little
trio of words, encouraging yet declaring okay-I've-done-my-part-it's-
up-to-you-now. The best of benedictioms.

"______.-—
111’ Mid-morning. Here at the desk, attenuation again. Swan has begun

to pull from his five years at Neah Bay.

mused into the ledger
I am surprised with myself, »~ has recentI;\-id-i-oh-di--"zgff

“
find that I have so much patiencé as 1 have with these children. I get

almost discouraged at times and tﬁ%ﬁ"igain I feel as though they were

doing something. But they try my patience sorely and occasionally I

feel like giving up my situation in despair of ever being able to do

any good... In April of 1866 had occurred the tensest time Swan ex-

perienced at Cape Flattery, the arrival of troops to arrest Peter for
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shoved
the fatal stabbing he ;;;;3§*ccd/;s ante into the rivalry with the

Elwhas. The Makahs resented the show of force, the soldiers resented

being thunked down on the back porch of the continent, and we are all

heartily sick of their protracted stay. Also, the month's weather was

rampageous even for Cape Flattery: 11 7/10 inches Rain 3 pleasant days

during month. The diary pages twang more than a little. The Swan who

liked to intone that he never carried the least calibre of self-defense

among the Indians--1 have always found that a civil tongue is the best

weapon I can use--now inscribes something different: Bought a Remington

revolver of Mr Philips this PM...

Nerves cool a bit in the next weeks but in mid-Summer Swan takes
a twelye-day respite from Nesh Bay;‘visiting in Victoria, Port Town-
send and Port Angeleg:‘and a few days after his retﬁrn there is the
entry the year's diary pages have been marching toward. Wednesday,
the twenty-second of August:

Notified Mr Webster of my intention of sending in my resignation

as teacher when I send in my monthly report. The resignation to take

effect on the 1st of October.

r
;jtf; 1 want not to see Swan step from Neah Bay; not see this particular
Boston bird drift back townward from the ultimate point of the west,
ruth told, it
Cape Flattery. 1 may account for my own tautness of the past days.
The glimpses I have had into the diaries ahead do not suggest the
rhythmed richness of these regal ledger pages. Port Townsend, which

%

will be Swan's next site, I think cannot be such a transfixing place
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as Cape ?lattery, nor probably one to wh