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This sonnet sequence 1is an attempt to tell, in

a peculiarly appropriate verse-form, certsin incidents
in the history of Montana from 1750, when the first

white men saw it, to the present day. ¥ach poem
deals with one of the events or people or places
which, it has seemed to me, played & vital part in

the highly individualistic development of this state.

Montana, only seventy years from the frontier,

8till feels the impact of its individualism, and
knows thut the frontier movement was not a collective

thing, but the accumulatirn of individual m tirns -
the mountain man heading for the creeks, the roasdagent
looking for someone else's gold, the cattleman heading
Tor free range. Hlstories of the frontier wWest have
al.ays delighted 1in personal adventures like these;

likewise Montana has come to take pride in maintaining
the habit of frontier individualism.

These sonnets concern some of those personal incidents;
they attempt to show history by the impact of individuals
on it. More clearly, these poowms are intended to show

that many sorts of frontler individualists left a lasting



impression upon Montana. we, the heirs to their

tradition, are a&s insistent upon our rights as
individuals today as the frontlersman wage before
such things as soclal cooperation or soecial
suspicion crossed the Migsissippi.

his sequence grew first from a desire to
desoribe some of the personal adventures 1 had
found in history; bhut as I added somnnets to what
was A&t that time only a mlscellaneous and undirected
collection of poems, I began to veer from using the

somet to describce incident to using 1t &8 dramatic
monologue. Individuals rather than their exploits

began to fascinate me, and this, I came to realize,
was good. History was all very well, but thekimpaet
ite people and events had made on contemporsary

soeclety, the thing which we had inherited from our

frontier ancestors, was not the action resulting
from individuality but the sense of individuality
itself. People were more important than their actions,

and their own comnents on themselves or on thelr times
more impertant than the times themselves.

So I began to construct a serles of highly
Aindividualistic, highly personalized poems in the

sonnet form. There remalned finally :several poems
that were descriptive or were narration from the
author's point of view; but I felt these had a special
rUnctlén which I shall describe later,

But now, as the framework took shape, I began



e

to be asked why I had used the sonnet in such an unusual
WaY. .
I had not thought of it as particularly unusual;

but finally 1 began to realize that an attitude of mind

had grown up around the sonnet which had - unreasonably,
I thought - limited its use to & narrow field of ideas.
Assoclation had made it in many minds unsultable to

any other expression than the romantic conceits of its
Renalssance enthusiasts. The sonnet had, after all,
made its appearance as & love-lyric. Petrarch had
developed it to celebrate his love for Laura; when it
had moved across the English Channel, Sidney had
orystallized the English or Shakespearien form (which

I have used exclusively) in Astrophel spd Stelle, =
sequence to unrequited--or at least platonic--love, &nd
Spenser's Amoretti had recorded both the intellectual
and emotional aspects of his affsir with Elizabeth Bcyle.
scholars are still puzzling over the identity of the

darkly obscure lady in Shakespeare's cycle. In the
19th century Elizadbeth Barrett had concealed her authorship

of the gSonnets from the Portugugge until sure of Browning's
love; Dante Gabrial Rossetti had described his tortured

. ¥
passion in The Houge of Life. Hundreds of other, lesser
figures had used the sonnet to pour out thelr hearte -

and all of them, great or small, hed s8c assoclated the
sonnet with love that they had assumed 1t to be unsuitable
for any other subject. Somehow the ldea that the sonnet

could be used for dramatic monologue, or could speak of
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bloody, uncouth things, was abhorrent. Xet I had read
sonnets which were not only monologues but dealt with

subjects as far from the love-motif as Milton's
blindness and Balboa's discovery of the Pacific (though

Eeats had made an historical error and had gliven
Cortez the credit). I had read Edwin Arlington
Robinson's sharp delimeationes of character within the
somet; I had seen John Magefield's Anlpula use 1t as
a vehicle for continued narrative; I had read Lagurence
Pratt's Saga of g Faper Mill, which used the sornnet
both as narrative and as character-monologue.

What was the conmection? why, if the sonret was
Bo peculiarly suited to the expression of love, was it
also so pecullarly suited to these other purposes and

to my own ideas?
The common bord, I came to belleve, lay 1n the

drama of each of these various usages. The sonnet,
brief and self-gearching, was an excellent vehicle for
short, highly~focussed intense emotion « the kind of
emoticn love creates in momentary flashes, the seme
temporary excitement induced by brief adventure or
sudden insight into character, It was this abllity

of the somnet to portray dramatic intensity, I felt,
which my sonnets held in common with others. Love

wag & secondary motif except th: t since 1t was the
most common instance in which sudden intense emotion
occurred, it became, perhaps, the most com :n motif

for the somret. My gonete were similar to those of
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Petrarch or Sidney or Shakespeare, then, because they
all held dramatic impact in common, though I was

using the sonnet for historical narrative and the
poets of the Renalssance were using it to celebrate
their loves.

Eventually I came to feel that what I was doing
with the sonnet was not 80 unusual as it hed seemed

on first impression; the area within which I worked -
the frontier West -~ was distinetive, perhaps, but

I saw many points of similarity between my developing
sequence and those more famous sequencesg which I had

read. Even;tho Jyrical Renalssance love-gycles had
some aimiIﬁ;ity to-uy rouwgher subjectss they, too,
had & comron 1dea -~ or ideal - blinding each cycle
together, though the common denominator of mi poems
was history and that of theirs was an Jjpamoratae. They,
too, wers narrative in a sense, for they dealt with
the history of an affair or described an emotion!

as my poems dealt with the chronological history of
Montana or described the development of an individual,
There was, perhaps, more similarity between these
Renalssance cycles and my sequence than between & 19th
century cycle like Rossettl’'s Louge of Life and my
sequence. Though The Howuwse of Life is more actually
narrative, it 1s much more subtly so, in a tortured,
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1 I think particularly of spenser'a Amoretti, which describe

alwost dlurnally his affalr with Elizabeth BRoyle.
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self-analytical sort of way. The clarity of subject
or emotion is often obscured by the romantic floridity
of expression, the unrestrsined profusion of metaphore.
The somet of the Renalssance, on the other hand, is
much more simple, dlrect, and explicit - three things
which I have at!erpted to maintain throughout this

series. %Too much 1s attempted in Rossettl; the sonet,
through its very brevity, must concern 1tself with a
single emotion, no matter tow involved 1t may be. There
i8 no room for multiple relationshipsg the sonret must
waintain one direet, highly accentuated line of thought -
all that can be compresgsed within its constricted

8pace.

But there 1s actually, for all this speculatiocn,
little in common between my son ets and those of any
lovee=cycle, except dramatic lmpzct. The lmmedlate
source from which these poems gtem « 1f there is such
& source, conscilous or unconsclous « isg twentieth

century. The beautifully pointed dramatic character-
izations of Edwin Arlington Robinson are their closest

relation. Their direct ancestors are "Cliff Klingene
hagen" and "Reuben Bright®™ though I recall no attempt

at deliberate imitation. But Roblinson 1ls the only
poet with whom I am familiar whose sonrets I recaslled
when I attempted to link these poems with estsblished

poetry in a similar vein. Though the Robinson son'ets

are rarely drematic monologues, they are the same kind
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of charaocterization in ministure which many of
my poems in time became. Perhaps the linkage 1is
not direct; perhaps 1t comes through the sonrets
of Mr Pratt's Saga of @ Paper Mil), though
these I had not read until 1 had well started on my
own sequence. I do know that Jason Bolles's Magvuie's
Megt, a collection which, since it dezle 2lsoc with
Montana, and is of local origin, made a profound
impression upon me, without a doubt lnfluenced these
poems.

Yot while there 1e & similarity betwesen each of
these poets and myself, each 1s dissimilar also.
Robinson deals not with historical charseterse nor

with an historical frame of reference. With both of

thege I have been continually concerned, since each
of my seharacters and esch of my incidents must

add something to the history which I am attempting to
give, Mr Pratt was more concerned with social and
moral conflict than X, ZYerhaps, finally, the only

real kinship I could claim with any of these men was
with Jason Bolles, who had been a Montanman, and had

nown and written of the West that I loved,
Neither ars my sonnets narrative in the sense

that those of John Masefield's gnimula are. where

the sonnets in jAnimala ocarry the story from one poem
to the next, often, even, running the narrative through

a couplet into & beginning quatrsin, each of my ¢

sonnets tells a complete story having nothing but a



ochronologicul reletion to the poem preecedirg or

following 1t. To me the Shakespearisn sonnet,
in which the couplet deliberately stops and
reverses the thought, was never intended to be
used as mere stanza, even in the formal sequence

where a comnon 1dea or purpose connectse the serlies.

Even in the continued narrative like Animuls,
I believe the sonret must remain a uniti therefore,

each of the poems in this series 1s & narrative in
itself, self-contained and continuing no farther

than the ending couplet.
In the last analysis the use of the sonnet

as a vehicle for these ideas is in origin more
aceldental than deliberate. The similarities and
purpoges 1 have dilscussed were percsesived after
composition rather than before. I had been fidlling
with all kinds of forms = everything from free verce
to the trirlet = in an attempt to find some effective
medium for telling the short individual incidents of
history which I had in mind, and 1 fiddled with the
sonnet in the same way. But after I had justified to
nyself the dramatic value of the sonet with the first
poems in this series (notably those on Yellowstone Park

and on John Bozeman), the accldent became 2 hapry and
not unreasonable one. 1 found that not only couli the

sonnet express ldezlly the historical incident but that,

used in a formgl sequence, it could also reveal through
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that formal structure the theme of individuallism with

which & was concerned. The ideal of every
poet, whether it is conscivus or not, is to find
a form that expresses content -~ and these

sonrets fitted the theme as well as they did
the incidents.

All of these sonnets are in the shakespearian
form. 1 do not believe that any other variation

would have been go admirably sulted to the expresslion
which I was attempting to achieve. I could not fit
narrative, for instance, into the strict cciave and
seatat of the Italian sonnet. It seemed to me that
there was simply nct enough space to narrate an

entire incident in eight lines; the resulting scarcity
of information rendered impossible any reflection

in the last 8ix lines. The Shakespe&arian sonnet, on
the other hand, allowed the usé of twelve out of the

fourteen lines to develop & single line of thought

or exposlition, since I did nct follaw the strict
interpretation of formalists and lnsist that each

quatrain must be a single development in thought
within itself, restating or expanding the idea
introduced in the first quatrasin. Few Shakespezrgan

sonnets, however, = including those of the Bard himself -
adhere strictly to this pattern The run-on line 1s

too frequsnt an occurence to allow the rule of
quatrain-units to stand.
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A Becgoni peculiar quality which supiorts my
use of the gshakespearian sonnet in this context

i8, I think, in the similarity of the rhymed
quatraing to ballad etyle. Though the meter 1is

dissimilar, the rhyme-scheme (the custrain’s abab,
the ballad's abcb) and the 1ilt are enougch slike

that through assocliation, &t leact, if not through
strict simllarity, a feeling perslsts that this

sonnet form Buggests the ballad which has become
8o closely assoclated with the frontier west as
to aeem almost exclusively its propertye.

But perhaps the most important peculiarity of
the ghakespeurian sonnet for my purposes is 1ts
ending couplet, whieh, a8 I have pointed out,

allows the preceding twelve lines to concern themselves
only wlth expository narrztive while tte couplet

carries the full welght of the ¢ arp rcflecti-n or
sunmatlon which deliberately turns thc whole poen

back on 1tself in search of & Lirger significance
than mere event. The couplet affords & brnad focus

and a chance to make of narrstion or incident (with

whieh this sequsncee 1s primarily concerned) something
larger than itself - gomething highly individualistic

and sharply significant to the theme. Through the
couplet used as the trigger of dramatic impsect, the
sonnet - this peculiar kind of sonnet - achleves

the first purpose for which, I think, 1t became the
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ideal vehilecle for this representation: it becomes

an individuali it stands by itself. As I have
Bald, each sonnet 1s a eomnlete poem, magnified,
enlarged by the discerning introversinn of the

snding couplet, needing no outside help to
make iteelf understood or to complete 1ts thought.

Yot a8 a part of a gequence the sonnet,
an orgenie unity, becomes part of another wholse.
Like the individusl in & erowd, it paradoxically
adds 1ts own lmpact to the entire collection of
poems while remainlng a totality in itself, Just
as the sum of individual events begomes th total
pleture of hlistory though each event has no
lmmediate comiectlion with another. 1In this way
thias sequence of Shakespearian sonnets expresses
the theme of individualism inherent in the historieal
idea, tarough the form of the verse itself.

8 o, at the erd, I found that this sequence,
originally intended to deal only descriptively. with
Montana.as a frontlier and as a state, had come to

be, boti in form sand content, an expreseion of the
motives and the asplreatiocns and the dreams of many
of the people who had stopped within her borders -
& highly personalized, dramatic acccunt of the
history of a large corner of the Recky Mountein
Northwest. I found that the common expression of
these poems was individuallity, thelr comrion quest

was that they, like the people with whcr they
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were concerned, be allowed to stend alone. Though

gventually my sclection has been highly persconal,
based on those incidents and characters which have

particularly caught my eye, I think my ckolce has
been Jjustified. Each of these pnems 1s representative
of a particular facet of Montana history which
tlluminates my theme. Conoerned ag 1 have been with
indlvidusality, with its influence on the frontier

past and present, I think these forty poems 1illustrate
that influence typlcally and variedly. There are,
certainly, people and happenings upon which 1 have not
touched; but & do not think that additions would add
particularly to my theme. There are certain broad

areas in thils history into which each of these poems
fallist Indian hilstory, exploration, missionaries,

ilmmigration, gold-strikes, exploitation, cattle, land -
these are the things which have concerned themselves
with Montana. Upon each of these I have touched in
greater or lesc detail, according to the need I felt,
Bach poem has & definite place within these &areas,

and a definite purpose in the development of the larger
theme, though the characters and inecidents I have
touched on are as much a result of my own persovnel
fascination as they are of major purpose. Nevertheless,
out of several years' interest in any detail of local
history, I feel that personal curiosity hes touched

on & sufficlent variety of things to give these
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Poems a comprehensive sweep in time, plasce, and
charecter. In each of the areas mentioned
reality and individuality have sdded thelr color.
For the Indlan, thet early, barbarcus
communist, X wrote “Early Red", For instance =
in contrast to that rough individualism which the
wh ite pioneers brcught to the land. The Indian

had independence, but his indiviiuality was

subordinate to the tribe, This communistiec
independence, opnosed to white ilwmperialistic

individualism, resulted inevitadbly in the Custer
Maésacré, the rebcl'ion of Chief Joseph, and the
eventual, if incongrucus, sight of Sitting Bull

in = sideshow = independence bounded by the resere

vation. Perhaps there should have been a poem

on the Indian today = but somehow I felt his

individuslism would have to wait t11l tomorrow,
Upon the early explorsers I have touched with

fordness, for theirs are perhaps ths eplc namcs

of western history. Verendrye, whether he zactually

saw the mountains of Montana or not, gave the
title to these poeme; and Lewis and Clark, with

thelr cohorts, became the greatest single names and

the strongest individuals ever to cross these plains.
lewig was the model of the vislonary, the drcamer, the
paasionate ldealist; Clerk was the model of the leader,

the hall~fellow=-well-met, the man forever slapning
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backs and leading on. Thelr sergeant, John Colter,

ves the first of the great mountain men, the vieolent
individualiste who refused bothh soclety &nd aseccliation
with other men to find hapoiness in solitude and

infinite danger. And it wacs from Colter that the
first mention of Montana'’s scenic grandeurs ccme.

Beyond these men are tie misslonaries, the only
individuals, perhaps, who entered the wmountains
without though of personsl gain cr glory, but wvhose

courage and whose prowess left both thelr names and
their impact upon the stcte, Brotrer ven or Father
Desmet - Protesteant or catholie = they, too, were
part of individualisme I have identified only one
of them in a poem - DeSmet = but the anonymous
Mic-ionary 1s a part of all tne othier preschers,
frocked or unfrocked, who gave llfe - and sometimes
their lives - to the heathen.

Not all the indlviduals were herolej not zll of
them were salnta. A good number cf ther were heels -

desperadoes, drunkards, roadagentse, rorsethieves.
But these, too, left a deep impression cn their time
and oure. The l-gend of the badman 1s still strong
among us, apooéryphal or not. The glamor of the

freebooter 1s a negative influence, but we mustg
remember that the law ¢ame 1:to this state in the

form of the Vigilantes to suopress individuallism in
the gulse of organized outlawry. If later, more

respectable lnmdividuels attempted to practice
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brigandage beh:nd the skirts of the law, we can
pProbably trace their attitude back to Henry FPlumrer
through such a2 political highwayman «8 Thomas Franclas
Meegher. There 1s nothing in these poems which zrgues
that individualism canrmot be misused. Copper, wheat,
and the rellroads have taught liontanans the falsity

of that attitude.
There wera women, too, ln this history. Sacajawea,

vhom Clark called Janey, was probably the first. Her
I have given place with Clark, for the journals of the
expedition hint at & strong relstionship between them.

I am sorry that the other women in t-isp geries do not,

likewlse, appear except 1in some sort of subservient
relationship to thelr men. I 4did not intend to let

the women take & back seat, There was a grcat deal of
heroism in the honky=-tonk girls, who were prcbzbly the
first white women to enter the stzte; we must treat
theif memory with respect, remembﬁriqg.that m-ny of

the ﬁfirst familieg”™ stem from thaseuprofessiwnal “girle."
™he coursge they displayed in rising above thelir
professione to merriage and respectabllity ie no less
deserving then tnat of those wbmen who fougkt with

their husbands for homesteads and farms against weather,
speculation, and debt. And perhans the one t-ing 2all of
those who were defeated recmembered waes the sense of
unutterable, awful space on the high plains country

before the mountains thruset towsrd the sky,
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Beyond t'e people were the townsg and the
businesses = the fucal=points of individualism,.

Furs, minlng, cattle, wheat, industry = =cach cof
these has its plesce on the frontier and in modern

times. T™rom each of these stemned town or
trading=post or mining-campst Fort RBenton, through
which all the gords and a grest many of the

indivi daale passed, coming up the rivers Miles
City, the reckless cattle trzil-town; Great Falls,
planned city of a 19th century dreamer, Faris
Gibeons ;Virginia Gity, boom=town of the g-ldstrikes,
now restored, ite ghosta haunted by the tourlsts
who Aally sightsee trrough its streets. FEach of
these has ite place in the poemsn,

There is room, teo, for the dreazmers znd the
artiste 2nd the plzin ordinary guyss¢ Cherley
russell, wry humorist ani psinter, wtoco perheps typlfies
Montana more th.an any other one iniiviivrl; tre
theat=truck driver; tkhke old mountclfi r=t; the
airline pilot; the caretaker at Robber's ncoste.

All of these have thelr place in this sequence because

they link the present with the past. fThey s cv a
spirit and a tradition which eliminctes any dividing

l1ine between John Colter lost and wandering in the hills
amd Al Mauland dragging his broken leg bBebhind him in

in the snow. To them = %0 all the men end women who
actually or in spirit move through the psges of this

book = 1 dedicate these poems,
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Ie
WLV ZEr DIGHT
"emig 1n the Indizn's land. Once & grrest sesa

Rolled over &all the pleins and touched the sky

On elther hand. But all the bheunts that he
Floated with danitou safe &nd dry
Upon a raft. He, kEnowving beasts muct hive

Prairies to run on, grass to feed on, sent

™™he Reaver down in seerch of rmud. The bhruave
Dan=-bhulilder dived three tLimes, ani then, near spent,
Brought back & lusp upon His tail. From this

Great g8pirit m:de the land &néd set with care

The beasats up n it. But somet:r: ng wae amises

There was good hunting where no hunters were;
ANd ao from esrth he mede & man, and gave

Those hapny hunting grounis to thet firet bhrove.®



IX.

ELARLY RED
I do not understand the white man's law;
It is content to lat & brave men rot
Because he aoan ot trade for foodg yet, though
Be takes what he mu: t have, he's caught
Aind punished for his will to live. The Sioux,
My fathers, would have no nen stesal tu ests
™ough food was often scirce in our towns too,
The deer brought aingly down was tribel mest,
And none went hungry when one breve hsd killeld -
Hot mo with you. Teach man mutt stand alone,
nares Rsk no &1id to keep his helly filled,
But. atarves or goes t: jall for stesling bhones.
Barbarous we mey have been, osur ways of blood,

Yot we let no nan dle for want of food.
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VELLEND, L%
Picture the cav:lier in coct of nall,
Cleaning hils armor on the prseirie grass,
ulding his war-rorse on the bison-treil,
A shining, courtly knight, who, short yecrs past,
Had graced the French king's train: now fecing west,
He sees from the badlands bu‘tes the sperkling pecks,
Nrawe his lorg sword in wllderness ungue ssed
To tr=¢ce & cross upon the «ir. He sgpeakess
"rruly, zes &nlg, out there lies the laend
Of shining Mountains, ¢8 the stories said,
And we the first to eee it. Here I stand
And claim the lend for Louls with oy blade."
(Yet for his knighthood and ris grest king's reign,
only his name for these tall peaks remzins).
* wvrancols and Iouis Verendrye, sons of the Creveller
Pierre de l: vVerendrye, werc possibly the first white
men to ses the ount:ins of the territory which is now
Montazna. These Trench fur-treder-explorers probably

saw the Big Horn renge of wWyomirg and soutbern Yontiune
on January 1, 1743. gee, for instence, Burllingame:

The bont=na Frontier, pp 2-3.
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v

TH.. GIu.AT PALLS
The Indlans 8zid, "The true Missouri flows
Over great falls, on to tre vest a way.™
50 Lewle, renging shead for sisn te show
The wegtern tr:ck, knew they'i not gone astray
fhen thunder shook the river-han!: she:xd,
ad, e-ming to a bluff, he stood ani g: zed
In wonder at r&w besuty. Indisans red fled
In eavage feur from the great roar. Anaged,
The young explorer could not even write
His thoughts = tmt Clark was coming up behind;
So far thelr trzil had been reasd aricht =
The task for Admys ahead would be to find
A portage. Then = for he'd sceept no lecs -

Cn to the limits of the #Hilderness.
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Vv
PATRICK (inouw

I was a kid ten, hankering, to eee

vhet-all there was beyond the hillle that lay
Smoke-hazed beyond the river; sc, for me,

The Capteins'® invite opened up the vay,

For how was 1 to tell how far beyond

That first low renge of hillse we'd reach? I know;
You'a say I should be proud to hzve belonged

To thet great trek. I am; but 1'd not go

T™Thet way agein, for twice the lousy fime.

God! Mounteins and bessts and savage men,
Blizzards and heat and walking till you're lzme,
starving and 111, well-fed and 1ill cgaln...e.
1've seen the hills beyond. Since I c:cme trome,
Up to the town's as far's I want to roame.

* Patrick Ggass was a sergeant on the lewis and
Clark expedition, 1804«06; on his return te

settled permanently in v“ellsburg, Chlo. See
vheeler: The Treil of Lewis and Clark, v. l.
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BLRIVETHER LisWlo%
Mine was the spark thet drove us all the way,
™e faith, tre knowledge thet we could succeeds
I drained a pert of my own soul each day
To answer all the otrers' tircent need
For coursge. They hed nc sure quest, no flame
Within, that led the way. Clods, tools, wro knew
No more than hardship or tteir country's r:me -
Only my own sure dream coul.i see them through.
Now 1t is done; so I, too, must b done;
Faith, hope, ccurcge will rot come again,
Given too fr<ely ttrct my goal b wong
So I have nothing lefte-no ¢fge, no peln =
caught by thls ot'scure end, snuffed out alons,
lost to myself, despondent and unknown.
# JMeriwether Lewis, first in comnand of the f:rmous
overland exnediti-n to the Pacific of 1804«06, died
under mysterious circumstances never fully determined
to be either suicide or murder, at a tavern some
sever ty miles southwest of Nusghville, m™ennessee,
while on his way to achington to report to Thomnes

Jefferson on the success of the lorc journey. See
Wheeler. Ve 1o
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WILIL&M CLARK
Why was it ¥William Clark, & lusty nan
who loved & pretty bresst, & roundod thigh
As much as only wen of boldness can
ghould then have been so strangely loth to try
e easy Indian lasses whoae dsrk cherms
2*he rest found warm to take, «nd twice as¢ cheap
i wara? Perhaps he thought 1t would be herm
Ag lesder so to mport. The lines thut oreep
Over the journal's page give no sure clue,
Exaept that sometimes, whi'e they speak of her
8inmply se gulde, a woran's shape shows throughs
Perhaps for Clark, & hero not quite pure,
8l-ﬁn-gn-uo-n anight have socthed desire
And pilloved on her bresst that head of fire,
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JOHN COLTER
John Colter, lost and wandering in the hills,
Mopped flat and stared to see the columned smoke
Rise like & spirit while the woods stood still,
Spat out his wed and thought, “Now here's nc joke,
™is ¢hild hes stumbled careless on a poke
Of Injuns." So cautious on his gun he lay,
And looked around and saw another smoke
Behind. "“surrounded, by the 'rarnal! say,
The ground's begun to shakel" He locked sgailn,
ind saw the meadows belch with steam. In awe
He felt the geyser's drifting sprey, like rain
Upon his cheek. No Indians here, he saw =
In such a place? Good God, 1t locked like - “well,
Injuns or no, guese 1t's my special Hell."
# John Colter, who hod been & member of the Lewis
and Clark expedition, was the first min to see and
describe the wonders of XYellowstone FPark. So much
disbelief met his tales of geysers and mudpots,
however, that he wes greeted with derislon, sand for
many years the region was known £8 a mythilcal

“"colter's Hell.* See ™hane:s High Border Country,
p‘ 29.
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IX
COLTEK s KUN
Colter, naked, sprinting down the plain,
Thought maybe Potts wae better off. Alive
He'd nothing but the certainty of pain =
The cactus spines that pilerced his feet, the knives

Of plackfoot wocmen when his course was run =

But Potis was lax and dead. No harm could come
To him againg though Colter in the sun

Must take his chance. If he could get his thumbsa
On one red neck = 2 buck came up behind,

And Colter, dodging, leaped and caught his spesar,
Impaled him on it, ran, &andi found & blind

Of river driftwood, hid, and so got clear,

A long walk home = yet, considering thelr lots,

He felt a kind of pity for poor Potts,
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MOUN.AIMN MAN
The broken shaft stoocd str:lght upon his chest;
He lay knee-cocked upon the buffalo=robe
vhile hig pertner's knife plerced dewa in quest
Of the glim traderds-iron point. 4 Job

In buckekina, matted halr &ni becrd sweazt-thick,

He grimaced as the arrow worrled clear
And spoke between ris teeth: "I found a crick

Above the Bighorns, runnin' thick with fur.

I could've trapped my winter's plew in two

good weeks, Lf them demn' Blackfeet hadn't found

My camp™® He glared and swore. “aAin't you 'most through?
I got to get back ‘fore snow comes around."

He chuckled with a kind of carelese cheer,

"geaver'y 'bout due to rise ag'in thlis year."
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‘B S5uT
what. these, my chlildren, wanted of my creed
4t firset, I casnrot say. Cod's rentle love
was not the quest, the certain driving need
The Sellish felt. I should not cere to nrove
Yhy their brave envoys meaie the long itrip Last
Tor fear you might incline to questl:n grc.ce
Sought a8 good medicine for wer, the priest
Bought @#s a god of battle. 1 smust fuce
Thie possibility, I know; and yet
1l could not let them go thelr way unblessed
Because thelr reasons were not sure. I let
My will be theirs, and God's has been the rest =
He must have been the means; else would te bless
This frall mission in the wilderness?
% pgther Peter John HeSmet vas the first C-trollce
missionary to the Flzthead (gelish) tribe in western

Montana. In 1841 re get up the missi-1 of St. dMery's
on the present site ~f Stevensville, lontanz. See

Montana: A Jtate Guide Book.
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MI: LINHARY
I'nm not the kind to presch tc sleepyheads;
There's rno adventure where tre vord rac come,
amd Tolks cem't gt ay svake to hear wheat's said
Fxcept s80's they osn carp when they get tome =
Not tlat for mee I gpueuas L'm Just not meek;
I'm too much like th:t grandsire whose lons gun
Aought him & clearing on a western craek,
Pace set forever t» tre weatern sun
And furthe:r countains. I, too, must face west
Arkl seek adventure carrying the Book,
My wozponi though & less naterigl quest,
It"s 8t111 the ssme peth that my grandsire tock -
Indiang, &t izzst, will listen to the Tord,

And there, perhaps, God too will not he hored.
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FORT BENTON
The river was the swiftest way. Thc hoats
o Benton in the early years were tied
Dally, almost, along the wharves, The notes
Of whistles hailing journey's end implied
(ne would find here the szme exotlic charm
That once attracted men to Samarkand
Or Ind, but here just up the river from
saint Louey. @Greengawkers stared down at the band
Of bearded trappers, gnarled scouts, and grave
Robed Indiaens = ncttives down to greet the bozt =
And thought, here was the Fabled Land. The brave
New Jagons trooped ashore. Thelr velvet ccats

Mixed withk the buckskin shirts, and =ast met WVest

Here at tho gateway to the Wildermess,
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CUSLEL"S 18T LTAND
God, whet & stencl: there was when we rode down
Upon the I.ittle Forn thet day. I1'd been

wWlith Peno, trapped upon the hiuff, ringed round
With regiments of Sioux. 1 thought we'd seen
In our own siege the seventh's vworst, but none
Of us had dresmed of what ve'd come on here.
Custer among 'em (I tho cht how 1'd been one
Cursing the Major when they blew PRetire)

Here they lay, cut off from all retre:ct;

And thourh we might have cut the estp in two
Behind the Colonel, it was "is defeats

Reno retreating brought some of us through,
Wrile those with Custer, for their early scorn,

gtank on the bench ahbove the lL.ittle Horne.
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THE LITTLE BIGHCORN
The Little Bighorn 1s & peaceful stream;
In summer mowers clack along its banks;
Their Adrivers slouch beneath the sun ancd drear....
it was notalways so. Once conic ranks
Of tipis filled the meadows here. The Siloux,
The Cheyemne watched and walted. Talnted scouts
Had told of custer's coming, and how few
The traops were. Strange to think now that they fought
Across these slopes. put Zrszy Horee ani cGall
Lit the lest Tlame of Indian glory here =
Some s&y they had slx thousand br:ves in all.
God knows the truth. Nothing now is cleer,
But since that brief, rcw, blocdy day wzs done,

The Little Bighorn sleeps benecth the sun.
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XVI

SITTING BULI, AT THe WILD WEST SHOW
The curious walked by in oxlike awe
Resenting, helplessly his warrior's eyes
Reflecting back the battles he once saw,
The unforgotten pride, the earlier prize
Of victory. Here now he crouched, his fece
Masked, yet comtemptuous as became a men
Unce the strateglic mind of kis whole race,
Now an exhibit, in a year's short span,

Por cody's Biow, 80 far down had the Sloux
Come from thelr triumph on the Little hornm.
He sat deferted, yet there were but few
who dared to meet full=face his quliet scorn,
And none of these was worth the cunning skill

That once trepned Custer on a barren hill,
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CEInl JOonpi®
You who surround me here sk why I br-ak
Your law, and Jump the bounds which you hzove et
For my diminished people. You mistake
Law for the right, for your law would have let
"he Nez Perce die, their bodies with their Yresarts,
Lost to the land, they loved, on barren pleins.
was 1, their chief, then not to take trelr part
Because you said 1t so? If, at great pain,
Ve won ao close to freedom, a&nd then lost
Beceuse we thought the river was our goal,
The blame is mine. But do not count the cost
Upon my people. They go back to your dole.
I sam defeated. P¥From where now stands the sun
I'11 fight no more. My chidftain’c work is done.
® Jogseph of the Nez Perce fought & long, running
battle with the U.S5. Army in 1877, in en attempt
to lead his people from Washlington, where they
had summarily been moved to 2 new and cheerless
regervation, to the freedon of canada. Under the
fmpression that the liissouri River was the boundary
between Montana and Canada, he stopped on crossing

it, and here cenersal lilles surrounded his men &and
defested him after & four-day bcttle. See howard:

Montana Marging.
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CACK ClabB 47 Uhl (e LLOWS
Only my wife couvld ever keep me nane;
I &am no lily-livered hoy, wro hows
And holds to precicous lesw's com-and, or gtins
Positi~ n licking other people 's sr.oen =
Jauck Slade & mervant? You hzd best he warned
Tho know what I once A1d with Jules's e:swrs
Anéd could with yours sraz2in. My life, suborned
Into deep Tailure by the atupls: fesrs
Of gutless men, who will rnct dreso my dr:oswme,
Fere in the gulertés w!ll lesh cut in rage
Unchecked by my wife's love, tc fleme
naatroyling, &6 thae tiger claws hls ctpce
Heang; ne? You'll e&ck rest essy witr rip life

rxcept trhe man who goos to tell my wifs.one.
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DEPUSITION CF & FRILND®
That Henry Plammer wes & handsome man -
He'd stand there in my room and smoctt his hair
For minutes at a time, he w ¢ go vsain.
He wouldn't seem to know thnt I was theiss
He'a talk of rzids, the gize of someone's poke
1'd hear next day was murdered. Oh, his lust
wWas only after gold, that's sure. The joke
We thought was that he ever needed us,
The gilrls upstairs. 1 know he had a wife =
I hope she never knew. 1 was too afraid
Ever to breathe & word, for he held life

Less than the smallest haul he'd ever mad@ece..

And yet they do say, with the noeee around his hesd,

He screzmed for hiis own life t11l1 he was desd.

# Henry Plummer was the chief of tre band of roadagents
which terrorigzed the goldrush ares sround virglnia Cilty,
Montana, in 1863. Secretly the robber chief, he possessed
enough charm to get himself elected sheriff of Bannack
and Virginisa City, &nd prscticed this deception almost

to the time of his hanging. See NMmsdaled: Ylcllantes

of lMontamme.
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MINER
I ain't stayed in a town Ior twenty ye::!s;
I've got no use for people much, an' towns
Is rull of 'em. I like it better here;
I1've got my shack, a couple mangy hounds
An: that ‘ere hardrock hole. It keeps me fed =
Color enough for thet, en' mebre more -
gome of that quertz veilrhse like a chunk of lesd
Tilith shlnin', virglin gold, lacecd t-roughr the ore
Like the old Tother Lode. 'Sometimes 1 think -
But shucks, we all dreem of & lucky strikes
old's ncthing more to me tlen me:zt end drinks
Riches czn't buy me more of what I like.
Besider, I couldn't svend 1t ‘'cept in town,

4 place where there's too many folks sround.
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JOHN BOZEMAN
John Bozeman, seeking for a western pass =
Explorer no less than greater, earlier names =
was looking not for empire but for grass.
The Texas longhorn, long of southern fame,
vas pushing north. Bozemsn went ahead
To do the work thet Chisholm had jJust done
Upon the lower trail. It hae been said
He opened up the northern renge, and won
A million acres of free grass for beef
Inastead of tuffalo. He found his psass,
His8 lean wild men an. animals the thief
Of Indian freedom; but, avenged at last,
Blackfeet found him camped w:thin his pass
And left his bloody corpse to feed the grasse.
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Milel CITY
Miles Clty was a wild un. lawless town
When weary tr:iilherds dsily from tte scuth
Made 1t thelr stopping-place. Sometiuies around
The town ley fw#enty birands. Twe thirsty mouths
Of ninety cowboys at a time drained off
The town's hot liquor, and & puncher's purse
In one wild night. . man must needs he tough
To take old Milea. £nd yet old-tlimers curre
The paesling of the roaring, brutsl nights
find mourn the taming of the end-of-trail
To milksop lawfulness. It isn't risht =
Why, even drink ain't worth the time in jasl.
Small wonder they ralse most improper glee

wWhen soneone sBteals the civic Christmazs tree,
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CLuWPUNCHER
He squatted on hiis boctheslg. Spece had spun
A bundred tiny wrinkles round -lo eyes.
long squinting through hot blinding dsyse of sun
llad turned t:is eyes to & ochunk of prairie skies
Laced to & rengeland face. te watched o colt
Flght 1t8 tied head sg&ainst & snubbing post,
rnd 11t & olgarette. "He'll take sh:olt
And meke & horse,* he sald. "vh:ot he wants nost
Is freedom. Takes & lot of senmge to know
Preedom 18 havin'® pride in epite »f ropen.
Horase-aense? That's 'is. Too bad scme folks don't show
lore of 1t. lLooka like re's celmin' down - 1 bope.®
Stending - philosopher in jeens = he sn:t,
ind malked off, tipping his twentye=dollar ti-t.
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X.IV
CMR

Kid Russell, playing solitalre one day,
vished he could figure how to tell the bosse
The herd was in bad shape. He 1lsid & trey
Upon & four, then gave hils cards a toss
Across the room. If once the wind would stop,
Cr veer at least, become the warm chinook =
He rumnaged in his warbag, found on top
(He could have picked them out without & look)
His pens, a card, then, using his cocked boot
For easel, swiftly sketched a starving cow,
Her calf, the cirecling, hungry wolves, and wrote
The caption: "“weaiting for Chinook" below.
T*hen, ignorant how that cow would rise to fauve,

He signed the card and went back to hise game,
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SitEP P T MOVERS
sometimes, when rain has swept acrcrs the plains,
The elouds are like the prairie-scho-ners’ tcopes
They lureh, and shake, sn? then move on egein
Forever westward, never allowed to stop
Ry the eompelling wind which drlives them on,
h8 onee the wegons sailed 2 sky of gress,
Soattered sometimes snd éropping ~ne by omw
Imto some vallny'u pesce, to rest at last,
And when the clouds r2ve gone beh!nd the rain,
The Prairieu flower, &«s once didl f!'.-hﬁl tovne
there wgons spllied trtelr cargces on the pleinm
o nourdsh harvest in that fertile grourds
And though the wirnd hes dled, the seekiig pelin ,
™e gﬂma gtill proptesies the frult of raiti.
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ROAILEC ADS
™ buffelc rirot merked the ecey gradesg
Up the foothills? easient sleopen trey walked,
Cutting the winding psihe witt rooves like spades,
Yot devizting though tre TrAdlens set:lked
In easy :rbugh where thelr r:bhit led.
Ihe movers’ wegong follorveds &nd st lact,
vhen all the buffslo were long since desd,
™™e chalrmen and thie 4rensit-besrers passed,
Telr grades surveyed by these brute ergin-ers
Long since. The reils followed snclent treils,
neplaced the honfbests with the grind of gears,
Ambugh with block=lights and the shistle’s wsil;
And on the flatears of the firet freight's run
The buffalo bones lay plled up by the ton.
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HOMESTE.LADERS
Even my mother is uncertain now
vhere, fields apart, the homestead shacks once atoodg
Not even oesllar<holes are lef't to show
e dreams of those firast years, when erops were gcod,
At with the man next door - my fsther - she

Looked down upon them from some higher ground,
Planning, the way their future life would be
then with thelir hesrte they joined in common hond

™elr claim:, Wind, sun, and storm have weshed away
Even the tr:ece of furrows from the land,

And, though she knowe how once the section lay,

™e homestead, like fond hopes, was bullt on sandt
when hopes collapsed with endless sun-purcred dsys,
it earumbled with them ton, and blew away,
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HONKY«TONK CIRL
We don't speak much of Grandma. Vhet she was =
viell, you can uee yourself whet she wzs like;
Vhat kind of woman would have any ceuse
To hit the gold camps with Discovery strike?

I can't bleme ¢randpa toco much. After =11,
The only other wowen were the souaws =

And even 1f he met her at a gambling hell,
Yhose days they hsd few scruples, and no laws.
And yet she was a = well, you understand

Ve have the name t0>th1nk of. In this state
It's one to reckon with. Some folks demand -
vell, I've thought of the Governorship of lste.
She mede & good wife, when &l1's eaid and dcne;

Why bring it up, now thct she's dead and gone?
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LPACE
C God, why doe;Aa man love distance so?
I've seen him stand up on the nearest bench
And stare down at the pleine for hours, as though
He'a scen some winkin', shamelegs, naked wench
Entice him from the sunglare on the buttes,
Or caught the glencing light the pot of gold
At end of rainbow throws. TWhy, & m&n's boots
May be worn full of holes, his pents 8o old
The cloth won't hold & darn, and yet he'll stand
rorgetting debts, his shrivelled crops = his wife =
Just = looking at that curaga. endless land.
I don't know what he gees; but sure as life,
It ain't the things he must for certain Fnow

That maeke a man love empty dlistance so.
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WH1%.T
Once from this laend the dust blew 1ln grecat clouds,
Dimming the sky and choking in men's throats
Ag 1f to reprimend thelr greed, which plowed
The prairie willy-nilly, es it scught
quicker turnover than the furrow's fall
In golden wheat. Though there hs¢d been good yeares,
The bi tter dust arose, the wind-borne gall
Of ye&rs unbalanced, till in tardy fear

Man sowght to hold the ground to ground, and slow
The terror of the earth's inchoate flight;

At last they set directicn to the plow
And slterna ted flelds, the dark to light:
The strips that broke the wind lzy firm and nest

And dust was once more earth to grow ripe wheat,
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WHELT TRUCKER
Sometimes I wonder why the wheat 1've hauled
Can't feed the world. I've driven back and forth
Daylight to dusty daylight, t1ill I've creawled
Dead to my bunk to wonder what 1t's worth
Until I dropped to sleep, and i:eemed of whect
Bushel on bushel piled to the skye.....
In harvest you don't even stop to eat
Or catech a drink, the truck still rolling by
The hungry combine, lpading on the run
And back to town, the ~nly pcuse you know
A tilted wait till the unloading'g done
Then back again. Where does it all go?
I've heauled wheat for a million loaves of bread

An' yet it ain't enocugh to keep folks fed.
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MUCK R
I've spent my life down in that stinkin' mine,
sweatin' my guts out for the thick grcen ore
Thet copper's found in, wcrking, raln or shine,
Like some damn mole, and getting nothins more =-
Pay? Sure, we're muking pretty moriey now,
But whzt's a dollar when your lungs are gone?
They 've clearcd the dust up some, but even so
Plenty of us s8till get the miner's con,
Or if we don't there's sulfur fumes, or heat,
Or cave-ins: yet we tzlk as if the pay
18 &ll we wanted - blow it on the Street
And curse the mine, znd then go back next deay.
t¥hat kind of fools are we, to go down

And throw our lives &way, there underground?
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MARCUS DALY SPEAKS OF CLARK
He was a starched-up, wizened little cuss;
You'd never take him for & fighting man,
But, drunk-ambitious like the rest of us,
He fought me, like those little fellows c&n
Vith every dirty trick, with every rotten scheme
You've ever seen invented, and some more.
I'da not have cared & hoot for his. big dream
Of belng senator, if 'tweren't for
The threat of what his wvicilous spite might try
with all that power - for he hsted me.
I couldn't take the chance he might slip by
The voters to his seat, and so I paid a fee
To certain public=minded, honest men

To vote my way, and see he ocould not win.
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LIKBAOL
vhere the grey concrete mcets the parking strip
0ld tracks come in. Afcroce thls naked grade
Te stagecoach scored, trip by slow pestlient trip
Its track. +‘he mile~long runwayse laid
For later wheels now cross &n: hide the linrs
thhere s8ix-horse teams meade the last thrilling -&sgh
Into the town. l}ow gleaming dural s'iines

There greater horsepower grovls henesth the lzgh
(f pushing, throttles. nNown the concrete trall
Hurtlee the fat shape of the 'S4,

Sweeplng the vrairie with its wmeénmade gale

vhere wind once plumed t:¢ coach's dust, no more.
The tracks &re gone, &8 useless signs cust go,

inu even wind blows where man mékes i1t blow,
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AL MAULAND
Al Mauland, riding after cows one day,
Huddled withlin hilse coat against the storm,
Left the snow=drifted trail, and lost his way.

Searching, he swung his arms to keep them warm,
And spooked his horse, The gelding shied and fell
Upon him, snapred hie leg and rolled away

hile he lay helpless, shouting curses till

The horse ran off. Sober then, ani grey

vith pain, he triled to think which way the ranch
Might he, and though he had no hope, began

To crawl, despair deferred within the chance

That he could live while he could still feel pain.
He should have died; yet when they picked him up,
His will had crawled so long he could not stop.
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ROBBERS ' RCCGST
Here's where the stages used to change their teams
Before they made the final dashing run
into virginia. Down there by the stream
Once Bix roadagents fled before the gun
Of my own grarndp&, whco rode shotgun guard
Three yeérﬁ through here, and never lost & load....
I used to think thet it went kind of hard
¥ith him, to see them later cléae this rosd
And build the bhighway up behind those trees

So's people weren't forever coming by,
But now I wonder. Though it wouldn't please

Most folks to be alone, comne time to dle,
They were the last, this old roesdhouse and hej

And it alone could keep him companye.
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VI GINLA CITY PLAYLRS

Cnce more at actor's wit the old gulch smiless
Once more the footlights shine, the stege 1s sets
™Though these have not endured the weary miles
By coaech up f;om the distznt reilhead, yet
Something there 18 in them of elder years,
Of long=dead, famous volces, thet once spoke
In nimic®s tones of laughter and of tears
Against the bhackdrcp of these hil’s. No poke
ofr powdaf gold fslls on this later stage =«

No nuggets shower with the miners' cheers;
But these ssme streets led, in another &age,
nNown to a showhouse Qoor. The glroste are hereg
And something in these shadows makes one pause

ro hear Lif ghostly hande give bsck avplause.
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HUTTERITES
Here on the corner, center of Main Street,
The dress of Middle Europe, dark and warm,
Enféldn three girls, quiet and discreet,
In for the narket, from the great com.unal ferm.
¢gravely tiey stand, obedlent, but when
No one is watching, glance with cager eyes
That must not like, but can't help, now and then,
nrifting to follow some bright form, to prize
"An instant's longing, but no more. They polse
For apprehensive, fleeting moments by |
The shops and shows; thelr small and peasant Joys
Forbld all these. Yet if they sometimes sigh
For brighter, softer things, or wish for curls,

How ccn a tender God reprove these girls?
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SPRING FLVER
Down from the melting peaks the spring chinook
Brings moisture-~laden alr, to swell the trees
And quench the dusty thirst of lswns; and lookl
The brawling creek has burst its banks in glee
And spread its muddy freshness over flelds
New plowed. The gpril calveeg run races where
The crocuges sprl;g forth; a hillside yields
Swift streaks of shooting stars. This time of year
All things are born snew, and never yet
Have young men falled to lock upon the hills
To think of atrange horizons, and to set
Their eyes upon new roads. 4ihe blue sky fills
with north-bent geese, and I am like the rest;

Now spring is here, the new roads are the best.



XL

HLRITAGE
™is much our fathers left: a great contempt
For all but wheat 2 single)man can A0ecee
Ve are the helrs of all the wild, unkempt
crace-hating stalwart pioneers, who through
Nislike of clties set out all alone
To make some sort of peace with space,
FMinding in hardshilp thet they could atone
The s8in of flicht from what they could not face,
And gain full freedom from soclety.
As they proved with success thelr way was good,
So we convince ourselves we must bhe free,
Filied a8 we are with their wild ways, their bloods;
And we 8ti1ll have contempt for herdlike feer,

Though what they once escaped surrounds us here,
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