
Editor:  Myra Mumma                    September 2008 

President½s Messageµµµµ. 
What a busy year itôs been for BCH members!  Following are just some of the projectsð

past, present and pending. 

Over Motherôs Day weekend in May, Paul Evenson and five other former smokejumpers 

along with former Forest Service Chief, Dale Bosworth, gathered on the Rocky Mountain 

Ranger District for volunteer work.  Every year a contingency 

from this group does trail work but this year heavy snow shut 

them out of the Bob Marshall Wilderness Area, so the group 

got the Ear Mountain Guard Station ready for the season by replacing fences, clearing rocks, and 

gathering up old scrap metal.  Pictured left:  Front RowðIan Bardwell, Riikka the bear dog, George 

Weldon, Jerry Williams and Dale Bosworth. Back RowðBrad McBratney, Paul Evenson, Nels Jen-

sen and Norm Kamrud.   

On June 27th, Mike Speake, Alan Meyers and Paul Evenson packed in hay and food to Burnt 

Cabin for the Monture Creek Trail Project.  On June 28th Mike Moore led this project crew including Alan Meyers, Dan Tuxbury, 

Scott Tuxbury and Don Schusted.  Mark Colyer and Patty Martin had gone in early the morning of the 28th to make sure the trail 

was open to Burnt Cabin.  The first day was spent clearing Limestone Trail above 

the cabin.  Second day Scott and Dan cleared the main trail to Hahn Pass and 

Alan, Don and Mike cleared the Middle Fork to snowline.  The crew sawed and 

bucked downfall timber as well as cutting branches away from the trail so that an 

opening was cleared one axe handle wide on both sides and one above to make 

way for pack animals.  They all came out Monday morning, the 30th.  Dan Tuxbury 

rocked all eight miles of trail back to the trailhead! 

On June 28th, Gary Salisbury, Caroline Bauer and other BCH members attended 

the Dean Solheim benefit at the Alberton School library.  Gary auctioneered and 

there was a great turnoutðthe library was packed full.  Dean is the Animal Packer 

on the Nine Mile Ranger District. 

On June 29th Mack Long and Paul Evenson packed in food, duffel and tools to 

Camp Pass,  (which is Smokeôs old camp), for a group of 6 girls aged 13 to 17 with 

3 counselors from the Big Sky Bible Camp in Bigfork, a Bible-centered ministry for children and youth.  This group, called Summit, 

is a partner with the Bob Marshall Foundation.  Just for reference, the goal of the Bob Marshall Foundation is to provide an oppor-

tunity for volunteers, especially young people, ñto develop team building skills, learn new  skills, including Leave No Trace back-

country ethics and develop wilderness awareness while participating on volunteer projects.ò  They packed them back out on July 

6th. 

On July 13th Mike Speake, Richard Tamcke and Paul Evenson packed in nine former smokejumpers to Sarbo Creek where the 

jumpers opened an old trail on Sarbo Creek from the North Fork to part of  Cabin Creek.  Richard Tamcke, Randy Kappes and 

Paul Evenson packed them back out on July 18.   

On July 18th Gary Salisbury held a bridge and water crossing refresher for several BCH members. 

July 22nd Dan Tuxbury and Paul Evenson installed a heating stove in Prairie Reef Lookout as the propane heating stove was not 

keeping the lookout warm when it gets cold. 

                 ééééééé..continued on page 6 

 

 

Mike Moore on the left and Don Schusted, right.  Don  

provided this picture. 
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é...BY NICK KAUFMAN  WITH SCOTT AND DAN TUXBURY.  

PHOTOGRAPHS BY SCOTT TUXBURY AND NICK KAUFMAN

Editorõsõ Note:  Youõll remember the first installment of this story 

was in the June 2008 FEEDBAG.  We had to leave òthe boysó at 

Welcome Creek Cabin until this issue.   

ANOTHER EARLY START  

Breakfast was served with hot coffee, red potatoes, bacon and eggs.  

We took our time catching up the remuda and saddling them for the 

days ride.  Because Scottôs horses needed the experience we took the 

whole herd with us.  The lower part of the trail follows an easy creek 

grade through meadows with second growth lodgepole pine and high 

meadows as the back drop. 

Java was stepping out nicely, with Jester, the 1,400 pound, seventeen- 

hand-high giant right behind him.  I guess I would step out too.  I be-

lieve Java thought Jester might mistake him for a mare and Java kept a 

good twelve-foot distance between his rump and Jesterôs nose.  Java 

needed to be more secure in his masculinity.  Of course, I will admit, 

that after seeing Jester star in the pipe laying event described during 

the first day, I pretty much backed out of the corrals when Jester was 

around. 

With the pecking order established, subject to uncertainties about 

Jester, we ambled up the trail stopping frequently to saw out deadfall. 

AN OBSERVATIONAL NOTE ABOUT BEAR SIGN 

On this, the third day of the trip, I was in the lead as we were clearing 

trail up the Dearborn River.  Now I began to understand about being in 

the lead on a trail crew.  The person in front always gets to move the 

logs out of the trail.  In any event, we were on a long flat grade with 

few obstacles.  We had just passed through a high mountain meadow 

where we took a short break.  The horses were moving in rhythm and 

we were making good time.  

The trail took a turn to the right and entered some second growth 

lodgepoles. From my time in the woods I have learned to look for 

animal sign, bear sign in particular.   I looked down to my left and 

casually noted to my companions that there was some pretty good 

claw marks on a log that was tore up along the side of the trail.  Since 

this was not a nature hike I received only casual grunts of recognition. 

I was relaxing into the ride and the scenery.  Riikka was up in front of 

me and was giving her squirrel-chasing yap-bark.  And then her bark 

changed . . . it became instantly more serious! Javaôs ears perked for-

ward, his nostrils flared and his body tensed.  I relaxed in the saddle to 

counter the apparent tension in the horse.  Scott reassuringly noted that 

he was glad I was in front! 

 

THE BALL OPENS 

Right in front of me a BIG blond grizzly bear erupted from the lodge-

poles and he was heading for higher ground, taking those big long 

leaps where his hind feet land way out in front of his front legs as his 

claws bite in for the next huge leap.  The whole crew got to see this  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

beautiful bear.  Paul was looking for his dog and asked if we could see 

a black and white streak behind the bear.  No Riikka.  She was some-

where up in front of us barking her bear-bark and moving up the trail.  

I could only guess that there were two bears and she was chasing the 

second one.  ISNôT LOVE GRAND!  In any event the first bear took 

to running on logs and the six-foot to twelve-foot lodgepole parted in 

wonderful smooth waves like tall grass in the wind as he made his 

retreat up the steep hill. 

This bear was all humps and rolls; he had definitely wintered well and 

was starting to put on some summer fat.  Now at this point I remem-

bered my beagles from days of old and how they always bring the 

rabbit or the deer back to the start of the chase.  I listened carefully for 

Riikka, making sure she was taking the second bear away from the 

riders.  I need not have worried.  She did a fine job and we did not get 

to see the second bear. 

We stopped for a while before continuing to let Riikka get some dis-

tance between us.  When we continued, the south end of the Chinese 

Wall and the base of Scapegoat Mountain come into view. 

A BRIEF NOTE ABOUT MULE DEER  

At the top of the pass, tucked right up against the east buttress of 

Scapegoat Mountain where the headwaters of the Dearborn are mere 

rivulets of clear, cold, sparkling water cascading off the face of the 

hundreds-of-feet high limestone cliffs, you feel small and insignificant.    

No matter how small or insignificant you feel it does not stop you 

from spotting game. And there were hunters with us on this off-season 

trip.  Dan spotted the big buck first.  The deer was bedded down in the 

shade above the talus along the lower reaches of the limestone cliffs. 

A short time later we were all peering up into the shaded area of the 

lower cliff for the buck and wondering how he got up there through 

the steep rocks to his bed.  Paul came over and was squinting but could 

not see the deer.  After a short while, Paul announced that the deer was 

laying in the shade much lower on the cliff than we all first thought. 

The rest of us had correctly spotted the deer and then let our eyes fool 

us into supposing he was bedded higher on the cliff in an obscure 

Look close for the bear. 



shadow. I guess we learned who the woodsman in the bunch was.  

The scenery was exquisite.  Towering cliffs against bright, blue sky 

with green grass and Glacier lilies peeking up to greet the day.  As 

we rode north along the base of the wall, we entered Half Moon 

Park. 

A PURSUING NOTE ABOUT LEAVING YOUR HORSE 

Half Moon Park is not neces-

sarily a good place to dis-

mount and ground-tie your 

horse, especially if your 

horse does not ground-tie. 

Paul was able to catch Java 

before he made it most of the 

way down off the pass. 

THE LONG TRIP BACK TO THE CABIN  

Our exploration had taken us far afield and it was several long hours 

before we crested Straight Creek Pass and headed down into Wel-

come Creek and the guard station.  We tied up the horses and gave 

them pellets, threw out hay, and split up to take care of the dinner 

and wrangling chores. 

We had planned another trip for the next day to head down the Dear-

born to clear trail on that route.  Dinner was great with red potatoes, 

some kind of meat and a good salad.  We slept like babies.  So did 

the horses. 

MORNING  HAS BROKEN 

Paul woke me with a cup of 

hot, steaming coffee.  I was a 

 

 

 

 

 bit slow rolling out.  Break-

fast was sizzling on the stoveðbacon with red potatoes.  The whole 

crew was waking a bit slower than we did on the first day.  We made 

the monumental decision to repair the upper pasture fence instead of 

clearing on the lower Dearborn River Trail.  This may not have been 

the best decision we made on this trip.   

You can easily walk up to the mountain pasture.  It is located just 

north and up the hill from Welcome Creek Cabin.  We started opti-

mistically and took all the tools up with usðshovel, bar, saw, large 

hammer, brace wire and nails.  We started at the corral gate and 

worked our way up and to the west to the top of the hill.  We did a 

pretty good job on the fence for the first few hundred yards (as long 

as the wind did not blow too hard and as long as there was good 

grass in the pasture!)   

 

 

A DISPAIRING NOTE ABOUT FENCING 

After surveying the pasture fence, we were second guessing our deci-

sion to repair the ñfenceò around the pasture. This jack leg fence 

encloses about twenty acres and has not been serviceable for a num-

ber of years.  In some places all you could see of the fence was a trail 

of rotted sawdust along the ground.  In other places, where the fence 

was actually standing, blow down had broken the rails and made a 

real jumble of it. 

  

All the trees around Welcome Creek Guard Station burned in 1988.  

The blow down from the fire is somewhat rotted and not good for 

fencing material.  The new growth is lodgepole pine and is about six 

to ten feet high and is lacking the diameter for good posts or rails.  

Conclusion:  In about ten years when the lodgepole gets some girth, 

the jack leg fence can be repaired.  After working on this somewhat 

impossible job for a good part of the morning we decided to take a 

breather. 

A QUIET NOTE ABOUT AFTERNOON NAPS  

In the hills there are not too many distractions.  Just hard, honest 

work that gets you dirty and makes you sweat.  In the afternoon, after 

a trip to the creek to wash up, it feels good to find a bed roll and 

stretch out in the 

shade.  Men and dogs 

alike enjoy this time of 

quiet, spirit building 

respite.  We earned it. 

MORE WORK  
 

In the late afternoon we split up.  Paul and Dan repaired the rickety 

hay shed doors and Scott and I cut the last of the big logs out of the 

corral.  With Paul supervising, the work went smoothly.  As our time 

together extended to several days, I heard his familiar:  ñWait, now 

wait just a minute!ò  less and less.  Either he was growing more pa-

tient or I was getting better at listening.  As we fixed supper that 

night we were all simply delighted that we had some red potatoes 

left.  We cooked them with some meat and made a big salad.  The 

day came to a close with a magnificent sunset bathing Scapegoat 

Mountain in golden light.  We bedded down thinking of the next day 

and the trip out of the mountains.  Sleep crept easily upon us. 
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In the 

upper 

pasture 

on the 

fence 

line. 

Dan & Riikka, 

after some hard 

work. 

Breakfast at   

Welcome Creek 

Cabin. 

Scott near Half Moon 

Park 


