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Oqdrhcdmsôr Ldrr`fdèèèèè---Another year has begun for the Missoula Back Country Horsemen. So far itôs off to a great begin-

ning. The Membership Party was so much fun and we had a great turn out. I would like to personally thank everyone who helped out to 

make the party such a success. It takes a lot of volunteer hours to do these events and again 

the club pulled together to get things done. Thank you! 

 

Spring is such a busy time for our chapter and this year is not going to be any different. The 

state convention is coming up at the end of this month in Great Falls.  There has been a lot of 

interest from our members and we should have a good representation. 

 

There are plans being made for our annual skills and educational trainings. Defensive horse-

manship is already scheduled for April 19 at Dan and Marge Harperôs arena. Depending on 

how many folks need it, Mark Wright will be scheduling First Aid classes.  In addition, saw 

training will also be scheduled as needed. At our March general meeting we will take a count 

to determine who needs these training classes.  If you are not able to attend the general meet-

ing, please contact a board member to let them know what you need so we can make sure you 

are informed and on the list.  Defensive horsemanship is good for three years; First Aid is good for                       

two years as well as the saw training. 

 

At the March general meeting we will also be getting the committee together for the annual Steak Ride. This event is scheduled for Fathers 

Day, June 15, and unless the committee decides otherwise it will again be at the Blackfoot Clearwater Game Range. If you are interested in 

being on the committee and are unable to attend the general meeting please let a board member know you would like to be included on this 

committee. 

 

There are several events scheduled as well that will be fun.  The program for the March meeting is on horse shoeing and we have a follow-  

up clinic scheduled. Gary Salisbury has a horse training clinic scheduled for May and with this will be a Dutch oven cooking class the same 

day headed up by Caroline Bauer. June is always busy with National Trails Day and the previously mentioned Steak Ride. Mack and I will 

again be holding our annual Leave No Trace training probably in July.  Weôll let you know soon. 

 

These are just some of the trainings and events we have scheduled for this spring and early summer. If you have some type of  education you 

would like to share or if youôd like to host a trail ride, please let Sandi Treadaway know so she can get your event on our calendar. 

 

As usual itôs going to be a busy year and we are going to need a lot of volunteers to get these events done, if you are interested in helping out 

let a board member know. 

 

      Until next time, 

      èèèèèè---Bnmmhd Knmf+ Oqdrhcdms 
       

MISSION STATEMENT 
 

Perpetuate the common sense use and enjoyment of 
ÈÏÒÓÅÓ ÉÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁȭÓ ÂÁÃË ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÄÅÒÎÅÓÓȢ 

Work to ensure that public lands remain open to recrea-
tion and stock use. 

Assist the various agencies responsible for the mainte-
nance and management of public lands. 

Educate, encourage and solicit active participation in the 
wise and sustained use of the back country resource by 
horsemen and the general public commensurate with 
our heritage. 
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SCAFFOLD ǅ EVENT 
 

A volunteer Forest Service packer shares his knowledge 

with two friends while facing an interesting packing chal-

lenge in the Scapegoat Wilderness. 
 

BY NICK KAUFMAN  

ǅ  

PHOTOGRAPHS BY DAN TUXBURY AND NICK KAUFMAN 

 

IT IS NOT OVERLY DIFFICULT to get to Welcome Creek Guard 

Station in the Scapegoat Wilderness, Paul Evenson, (retired USFS 

Smoke Jumper 

and volunteer 

packer for the 

Augusta Ranger 

Station on the 

Lewis and Clark 

National Forest) 

can attest to that. 

The challenge 

lies in the logis-

tics of organiz-

ing the stock, 

w r a n g l e r s , 

equipment, food 

and seeing to the seemingly infinite details that make a working pack 

trip successful.  On a sunny day in late September 2006, he left his 

home in Missoula, Montana, where he lives with his wife Sandy and 

fills part of his days with the duties of Vice President of the Missoula 

Chapter of the Back Country Horseman, and headed to the Rocky 

Mountain Front on a USFS horse packing assignment.  

 

   At the River City Grill in Bonner, Montana, Paul hooked up with his 

volunteer wranglers, Dan Tuxbury and me.  We had chicken fried 

steak for breakfast (a tradition for Paul) and then loaded into Paulôs 

truck for the three hour drive to Augusta, Montana, at the eastern front 

of the Bob Marshall-Scapegoat Wilderness Complex. Our assignment 

was to re-stock the Welcome Creek Guard Station.  Our responsibili-

ties would also include a side trip over to the Green Fork Guard Sta-

tion to pick up scaffolding that was used when the cabin was re-

roofed.  We would pack the scaffolding back to Welcome Creek Cabin 

where it was now needed for a scheduled roof replacement. Our initial 

destination, the Augusta Ranger Station, consists of an administrative 

office, warehouses, bunk house and corrals.  And that is where the real 

adventure begins.   

 

ORGANIZING EQUIPMENT AND FOOD  

   In the main warehouse, Paul was gathering the riding and pack sad-

dles, blankets, halters, bridles, manties, ropes and panniers from the 

various storage lockers.  Over in the equipment shed Dan was organiz-

ing the food for the trip while I unloaded and sorted our personal gear.  

Paulôs dog Riikka (a Karelian Bear dog) offered me anxious encour-

agement with whines and yips from the bed of the truck.  While we 

were busy with our tasks, the Augusta Ranger Station staff Russell 

Owen and Joan Stevens were purchasing the perishable food, pulling 

stock out of the mountain pastures, collecting equipment from Choteau 

and arranging for the truck and trailer needed to get everything to the 

trailhead at Smith Creek.  This three-day trip would require three sad-

dle horses and five pack animals.  On the trip in we would take food, 

equipment, hay and pellets to re-supply the guard station at Welcome 

Creek.  With the gear organized and stored in the warehouse, we 

walked the few blocks into town for a hearty supper at the Buckhorn.  

After supper, we settled into the bunkhouse for a good nightôs rest.  

The weather forecast was favorable and we were anticipating an early 

start the next morning.    

 

MAKING LOADS AND COLLECTING STOCK  

   Under Paulôs watchful eye, mantying up the loads and stocking the 

panniers happened pretty efficiently (except for repacking to balance 

load weights).  Coleman fuel was double wrapped in plastic bags as 

were the liquid portions of the grub. 

 

   

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     Dan puts the quick release knot on a set of loads. 

 

   In short order, the truck was loaded and we were off to the upper 

pasture to collect the stock.  The upper pasture contains about a quarter 

of a section of open hillside dotted with aspen groves. Just off the road 

are administrative buildings, a barn and associated corrals.  The whole 

shebang is situated in the valley bottom of Willow Creek. White lime-

stone reefs protrude in stark contrast above the dark green forest form-

ing a spectacular backdrop against the clear blue sky.    

    The horses and mules, attentive to the arrival of the truck and trailer, 

thundered off the hillside and greeted us at the corral gate.  Letting this 

overly anxious crowd into the corral starts a decades-old ballet where 

dominant animals defend salt blocks.  New, spirited animals whirl and 

twist, bleeding off excess energy while part-time wranglers sort 

through the dust and confusion to catch up individual animals so they 

can be brushed, checked for soundness and loaded into the trailer. 

 

               

  Searching for the ñGhostò stock. 
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   And, of course, the animals have to be checked against the manifest 

to make sure we have the right stock.  This is where things got a little 

rocky.  It seems the manifest did not match the animals in the corral 

so off Dan and Paul went, up into the pasture to retrieve the wayward 

animals.  I stayed behind to groom the stock we had identified as 

going in with us.  While I groomed, pulled burs and checked feet and 

shoes, I noticed the boss (Paul) and Dan initiate a search pattern on 

the hill, a pattern that seemed to repeat itself with no new horses ap-

pearing.  When the foot-weary wranglers finally got back to the cor-

ral, without any new animals, Paul noticed he had read the manifest 

upside down and we really had the appropriate horses corralled after 

all.  I thought this was pretty funny.  Dan did too, but he restrained 

his laughter (for some reason). 

 

POINT THEM WEST AND HEAD óEM OUT 

   With the stock in the trailer, the dog and packed-up loads in the 

truck, we headed south and west to the trailhead at Smith Creek.  

Along the way the prairies give way to the majestic mountains of the 

Rocky Mountain Front.   As we traveled through these foothills, we 

came upon small herds of antelope grazing or resting in the gullies 

and along the hills.  If the presence of a truck and trailer zipping 

down the gravel road like a green comet with a dust tail was not 

enough of an intrusion into this peaceful setting, Paul had the unusual 

habit of honking the horn at each individual band of antelope.  It was 

as if he knew each buck or doe from previous trips.  However, I sus-

pect that deep within his chest beats the conservationist heart of 

Smokey Bear and he was giving them advance warning for the pend-

ing opening of antelope season.  

    Just before the trailhead, the road passes a ranch and climbs a 

small but steep hill.  This hill consists of clay that has worked its way 

up through the gravel road surface.  While not a problem in dry 

weather, it was a bit dicey because a rain storm had passed by a few 

days before our arrival.  Paul, with just a bit of slip and a tiny bit of 

slide was able to keep our momentum until we topped the hill.  As 

the truck pulled to a stop at the trailhead, Dan noticed a herd of elk 

grazing on the far open meadow.  We unloaded the animals, brushed 

and saddled them.  Dan and I hitched the loads to the pack saddles.  

Paul has some experience packing, and likes to have things done his 

way.  As I tied  

my first basket hitch I heard Paul say, ñWait now, just wait a min-

ute.ò  He followed with an easy explanation of how he likes to use a 

ñcrowôs 

footò hitch 

with the 

b a s k e t 

hitch for 

added sta-

bility.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

      

A good example of a packer, mule and ñcrowôs footò hitch. 

 

   As I worked with Paul over the next days his gentle, ñWait now, 

just wait a minute,ò would become a familiar mantra always followed 

with an easily understandable explanation of how things should be 

done. 

     With the loads adjusted and tied on, we saddled up and headed for 

the trail.  Dan was in the lead on a gelding named Checker. I fol-

lowed on Java, another stout gelding.  Paul followed behind me with 

the string.  I thought it unusual for the boss to ride drag with the 

string. Usually there would be a wrangler behind the string to watch 

the loads and help with any adjustments that might need to be made.  

As we moved up the trail and fell into our pace, I would often look 

back to see how Paul and the loads looked.    For his part, Paul al-

ways had this suspect grin on his face.  The revelation finally came to 

me . . . as much as he may have wanted to lead and lead with the 

string . . .he stayed behind to watch his wranglers.  Not in a critical or 

judgmental manner, but accepting his responsibility as the trail boss 

on this trip.  As the first miles melted behind us we all relaxed into 

the easy rhythm of the stock, the dog and each other. 

 

ON THE TRAIL AND UP OVER THE PASS 

   The trail follows Smith Creek up through several sections of pri-

vate land before entering the Wilderness Area.  This section of the 

trip went well. We stopped for a break and to make a load adjustment 

a few miles up the trail.  Being the second in line behind Dan, my 

view did not change much. The gelding in front of me had such a 

dancing, swinging gait that I wanted to change his name from 

Checker to Fred (Astair) but Paul objected.  Also, if you have to ride 

behind another horse, it is better if that horse is not a high-tailed Ara-

bian.   See photo below for my view for most of the trip.  

     The trail up Smith Creek overlooks several 

deep spectacular pools and small waterfalls.  

There are some nice places to camp or to stop 

and have a picnic.  A few miles up, the trail 

rises to the north up and out of Smith Creek.  

We crossed a low pass and dropped down into 

Welcome Creek.  A short distance down Wel-

come Creek and just before the Dearborn 

River, a cut-off trail will lead to the Welcome 

Creek Guard Station administrative site.  The 

Welcome Creek Guard Station is located on a 

broad flat with Scapegoat mastiff as the in-

credible backdrop.  As we pulled into camp, a weather system was 

just enveloping Scapegoat Mountain.  We tied the string to the hitch 

rail, dropped the loads, loosened the saddles and gave them all pel-

lets.  The pellets went into storage barrels in the main cabin, the hay 

and Coleman fuel went to the hay shed.  The food and equipment was 

stored away.  We made necessary corral repairs, threw out hay and 

turned the stock into the corral.     

   Dan cooked up a good supper and Paul discussed the 1988 fire and 

the spectacular fashion in which it moved through this area.  With a 

good day of hard work behind us we laid out our bed rolls, Paul and 

Dan in the cabin and me on a cot on the porch with a mantie to keep 

my sleeping bag warm and dry.  As twilight slipped to darkness the 

front arrived from the West.  In the morning we awoke to a layer of 

fresh, wet snow! 

 

 

 

 

 

ñThe Bossò with the string. 

 

 

 

 


