
Jim Creek journal: Remembering a Black Hills

Summer

DONALD W. BOLIN

Editor's Note: In 1971, Donald W. Bolin, along with his wife Christina
Bolin, his sister Betty Sexton, and her husband Donald, purchased a
thirty-acre parcel of land in the Black Hills of South Dakota. School-
teachers from Columbus, Ohio, the Bolins had been spending their
summers near Spearfish since the early 1960s. They bought their prop-
erty near Nemo with the plan of moving there upon retiring. Situated
northwest of Rapid City, the small "ranch" was divided by a scenic trout
stream called Jim Creek.

The Bolins arrived to spend their first summer on Jim Creek in the af-
termath of the Rapid City flood of 1972. On the night of 9-10 June,
heavy rain in the upper reaches of the Black Hills sv̂ êlled streams and
broke the Canyon Lake Dam above Rapid City, killing 238 people and in-
juring hundreds more. As a result, the Bolins' first days at their new
summer home were filled with sobering sights and problems to be
faced and resolved. Soon, however, they found opportunities to enjoy
the scenery and solitude that had led them to make the parcel in the
Jim Creek Valley their second home.

Presented here are three chapters of Donald Bolin's "Jim Creek Jour-
nal," which he began as a reminiscence in 1972. Bolin's entries are pre-
sented here essentially as he wrote them. In the few places where mate-
rial has been omitted, the omission is indicated by ellipses.
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Shopping in the Hills

In July 1971, after returning to Spearfish from a trip to Cody, Wyo-
ming, my sister Betty, her husband Donald, my wife Chris, and I ap-
plied our energies to finding a place in the Black Hills where we
might spend our summers in peaceful happiness and someday, even-
tually, live our final years in tranquil and productive retirement. In the
beginning we were agreed to settle for any place that offered acreage,
isolation, and trout fishing; but like other human beings in search of
contentment, we discovered that the more we looked, the more re-
fined and sophisticated our demands became. Even in the midst of
civilized society the abrasiveness of life may develop anxieties without
dulling sensitivities.

The first place we examined was located near Custer. It proved to be
an old mining claim of twenty-one acres, consisting of, perhaps, one
acre of level land and the remainder in hilly woods. Along the front
edge of the fiat area ran a spring small enough for a man to step
across, which didn't meet our requirement of a trout stream. The
owner, a gas-station attendant in Rapid City, had bought the claim for
taxes, after which he slapped on it an almost prohibitive price tag.
Still, the size of the place would have provided sufticient elbow room
for us, and the isolation would have made traffic jams on freeways a
hazy memory at best. Even the necessity of having to travel two miles
or so to fish French Creek would not have made life on that piece of
land altogether intolerable, . . . but we soon realized that not just any
place would do . . . .

One day we drove to Nemo to talk with Tony Martin, the owner of a
dude ranch called the 4-T. We had heard that Tony was selling plots on
Box Elder Creek. What we found spread out along the creek didn't ex-
actly kindle our enthusiasm. Thirteen acres had been divided into
twenty-five plots, each plot measuring approximately one-half acre.
Most of the plots carried creek frontage, a feature that in no way coun-
terbalanced our impression of being transplanted in the outskirts of
some overburdened city. The idea reminded us of a development proj-
ect designed to destroy the very wilderness we sought. Needless to say,
we refused to consider a partnership in a conspiracy against nature.
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Just before we drove away, though, Tony said, "Say, you might stop at
Claude Crisman's place about four miles down the road. I hear he
wants to sell his thirty-acre ranch."

The Crisman ranch lay nestled a mile from the road in a gorgeous
valley surrounded on all sides, except for five acres of private own-
ership, by national forest reserve. When we drove down to the ranch
house on a dirt road that must have been maintained specifically to
discourage trespassers, the entire area resembled one of those quiet,
sleepy farms mentioned in "Rip Van Winkle." We introduced our-
selves to Claude and Sylvia Crisman, who had once ranched in the
Badlands and were now in their sixties, expressing to them our inter-
est in their place. It was, indeed, a place to stimulate interest. A small
stream, singing melodiously as the clear water hurried toward Box
Elder Creek, divided the land into two distinct parts. On one side of
the stream lay fifteen acres of green meadow, presided over by a barn
and generous with clover. On the other side stood fifteen acres of pon-

Adjrt trail leads past the Bolin's Black Hills retreat. The log cabin in the fore-
ground is where the owners spent their summers.
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derosa pines and Black Hills spruce trees, persuasive in their stun-
ning beauty. Above swayed that unbelievable sky of pale turquoise that
never ceases to tear me up. Surely, in such a setting any man could
discover a new world without having to cross an ocean....

On July 29,1971, after making a few telephone calls to Donald and
Betty in Columbus, we bought the Crisman ranch. The Crismans
were contracted to continue living there for a period of five years,
since retirement for the four of us lay nine years away. In addition, it
was agreed that during the summers of those five intervening years
we would have access to three rustic cabins conveniently located
there. Whatever arrangements we might be willing to make at the end
ofthat five-year period simply could not be forseen at that time.

After the legal transaction had been completed, Chris and I re-
turned to Columbus to prepare ourselves for the oncoming school
year. In the fall, winter, and spring, however far away from us in ac-
tual miles, that gorgeous stream, Jim Creek, would flow through our
thoughts like a tonic, carrying with it all the healing powers of the Hot
Springs of Arkansas.

—September 30,1972

The Meaning of Jim Creek

Before returning to Columbus, Chris and I spent our last day in the
Black Hills browsing around the ranch. The Crismans were hauling to
the barn some hay from land they had leased in Nemo Valley, leaving
the ranch exclusively to us. We who are accustomed to the stifling con-
finement of, if not enchained by the wretched need for, phone booths,
suburban shopping centers, and freeways had never fully realized the
release of fancy which thirty acres of elbow room make possible. We
hiked leisurely through the woods where wild roses, fleabane, and
sunflowers ran like wayward children everywhere. We made plans as
to how, someday, selective cutting in our woods might bring about
maximum benefit in tree grovrth and minimum evidence of human
interference. We followed Jim Creek downstream, where in pools
phantom signs betrayed all those polka-dot darlings. To enhance our
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Claude Crisman's truck hauls a load of hay from the pasture
to the barn for storage.

appreciation, we imagined the strategic placement of log dams.
Through observation, we absorbed minute details; through sensation,
we recorded memorable impressions. In short, we remembered all
over our land because forgetting scowls at us as the strongest enemy
of a contented mind. It is a long time from summer to summer.

It became obvious to us that our ranch would be more than an in-
vestment for absentee landowners, more than a summer hideaway for
civilized refugees, even more than a home for prospective retirees. Far
less concerned with involvement in the nation than desertion from it,
we had sought a relatively safe refuge from which we might view the
rest of the country, if we chose, as a beaver looks upon the surround-
ings from its secure underwater home. Since the nation had decided
to permit crime without meting out any appreciable penalty to the
criminal, we would use Jim Creek as a beaver home. If the Waiden
Pond area had been invaded by muggers from any of our large cul-
tural cities, I think Thoreau might have found resignation unnec-
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essary only if he had armed himself for a total war. I rather suspect he
would have altered his views, the transcendentalism notwithstanding,
and resigned in the face of futility, perhaps writing a treatise on the
glaring shortcomings of a free society.

Had the purchase of Jim Creek been solely our impatient reaction to
the loss of safety, we might just as well have stayed in the city and
armed ourselves to fight side by side with other Americans victimized
by the same deprivation. For is it not true that Americans everywhere
are deprived of the one thing that a republic should be equipped to
provide, namely, safety? I suppose Jim Creek itself could easily serve
as the setting for a mugging, however much safer the Black Hills are
than, say. New York City. So, other factors really caused Jim Creek to
stand like a fort in the wilderness, visible through the illusions, inspi-
rational above the clamors, and friendly in spite of the hostilities.

It is no well-guarded secret that the quality of our national life has
deteriorated into a mishmash of crowded living conditions. We must
get permission from our neighbor to blow our nose for fear of nudg-
ing him in the ribs with our elbows. As pedestrians, we once had to
look both ways before crossing. Now, we dare not cross at all, or the
newspaper will honor us in the obituary. If overpopulation does not
annoy us, innumerable by-products, appearing in the form of social
illnesses, certainly do. . . . As for natural real estate, we need a mag-
nifying glass to scan the dwindling map. Even if we were to convert
cemeteries into development projects, we still could not avoid the
graveyards of crowded conditions. All our efforts to understand this
social chaos has put us on a treadmill with a loss of equilibrium and
an annihilation of purpose.

Jim Creek loomed as our answer to a shrinking land supply with
which to house and feed an expanding population. The rest of the na-
tion would have to seek its own answer. At Jim Creek we would escape
almost entirely from air pollution. The color of the sky there seems to
deny that factories and automobiles exist at all. In addition, we were
blessed by the absence of polluted water, for at that altitude of approx-
imately five-thousand feet there are so few people to pollute anything.
Cold springs, clean and clear, feed our stream, making it safe. Sur-
rounded by national forest reserve and a plentiful wildlife, Jim Creek
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stood as a retreat from society, if you will, a private withdrawal, free
from the excessive outrages of a nation that will not discipline itself. I
think Jim Creek, above all else, symbolized for us a return to basics
wherein equilibrium and purpose would be assured through our mu-
tually good interchanges with nature.

We were not prepared to abandon on the doorsteps of society all the
children of modern technology and research. When the nose is run-
ning and a virus makes a mockery of good health, the prospect of re-
covery is enhanced through the magic of a doctor's credentials, not a
shaman's incantations. We would take with us, therefore, the cure
without being weakened by any of the disease. For Jim Creek was not,
in any sense of the expression, an escape from precepts; it was more a
long-overdue return to sanity, a worthwhile confrontation with essen-
tials, an entirely new rediscovery of life.

—October 14,1972

Summer, 1972

We did not learn of the Rapid City flood until June 10, the day after it
happened. Not only are we located nineteen miles northwest of Rapid
City, a considerable distance away from the center of the disaster area,
but we are also a thousand feet higher than Rapid City. The possibility
that our own ranch might be ravaged did not, at first, occur to us.

We had spent the winter months in pleasant reverie, imagining long
hikes up Jim Creek Canyon and interminable fishing excursions along
Box Elder Creek. That nature always remains in control, we never for a
moment doubted; but that she would unleash her fury in the direction
of Jim Creek, for whatever reason, we did not, in our wildest dream-
ing, allow. As news reports began to dominate the airways, the truth
that our place was wJnerable slowly revealed itself to us, however re-
luctant we may have been to believe it. The cold air of truth never fails
to sober a man from the dizziness of his false thinking.

The flood caused a temporary discontinuation of telephone service
from Rapid City. The Crismans, therefore, could not contact us. For
all we knew, though, they may have been wiped out. While we were
awaiting a call from them, we tried to establish some kind of com-
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munication with friends in the Black Hills. We called Ruth Williams
at Sturgis and Rita Martin at the 4-T in Nemo, but neither could give
us much information about our ranch. Frankly, both women were
preoccupied with their own personal concerns. Ruth, for example,
grimly faced the unenviable job of consoling her sister whose sixty-
thousand-dollar home in Rapid City had been a total loss. Rita was
helping make arrangements with Tony to shore up the 4-T, which had
sustained extensive damage. Rita did tell us that although Box Elder
Creek had swelled its banks, drowning one man in the Nemo Valley,
she thought our place suffered few losses. The Crismans, she said,
were safe.

Three or four days passed before we heard from the Crismans, who
finally managed to contact us from Rapid City. Yes, the ranch had
been damaged but not severely. The ranch house and barn were un-
touched, but at the height of the torrential downpour the creek water
had swelled to within thirty feet of the house. Our well, which had
once stood between the house and the creek, disappeared. Along with

Sylvia Crisman ÜÍ Ihe main ranch house.
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it, a considerable amount offence, as yet unknown because unmeas-
ured, washed away. In addition, innumerable ponderosa pines and
spruce trees, which had stood on either side of the creek, were up-
rooted and carried downstream. Considering the vast destruction of
the flood, described by the media in graphic detail, we felt our own
losses to be minimal. If Zeus had been sitting on a thunderhead di-
rectly above Jim Creek, taking especially careful precautions not to de-
stroy us, he could not have been more generous; for we learned that in
the vicinity of Bogus ]im Creek, located not far south of us, fourteen
inches of rain fell between the afternoon of June 9 and the morning of
June 10.

Chris and I arrived in the Hills on June 28, not knowing fully what
to anticipate. As a safeguard against one of the predictables, we had
taken typhoid shots in Columbus. Except for adaptability of mind and
body, there was no safeguard against any of the unpredictables.

Rapid City had been transformed into a hubbub of mechanized ac-
tivity, but the massive destruction still lay in evidence all around. It
was our hope to be able to take the Nemo Road to Jim Creek, a trip of
only nineteen miles. Upon inquiry, however, we found the Nemo
Road closed as a result of eight or nine bridges having been washed
out. To get to Nemo, we had to drive west on Route 40 past the Can-
yon Lake area, which so resembled a bombed city that I was not
tempted to take any pictures. We do not preserve in photographs the
destruction nature does to our cities when it reminds us so painfully
of the greater destruction we are capable of doing to ourselves. Erom
Route 40 we turned north on U.S. Highway 385 and drove to Nemo by
the back way, so to speak. At Nemo we drove from the 4-T to Jim
Creek without much difficulty, although the road had been washed
out and hastily repaired at Estes Creek near a dude ranch called the Ox
Yoke. The trip from Rapid City to Jim Creek covered about forty-eight
miles.

The three cabins, which for want of a better word I have already de-
scribed as rustic, stood luxuriously on ]im Creek (now that I have had
time to feel for greater accuracy), plush in their rusticity. There was a
two-room log cabin, built in the 1930s by Mr. Voice, who owns the
five-acre plot of land adjacent to ours. There was a two-room rectan-
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The kitchen in the Bolin's log cabin featured most of the comforts
of home, although on a smaller scale.

guiar frame cabin, which had had red tar-paper siding put on it. Then
there was a smaller cabin, square in shape, covered in dark tar-paper
siding. This small cabin once served as a washhouse for Mr. Voice
when he lived in the log cabin during the Great Depression.

We unpacked the car and set up housekeeping in the log cabin,
which was furnished with a refrigerator, a propane gas stove, a kitch-
en table, a wood-burning stove, a couch, two dressers, and two beds.
Four chairs of dubious strength and questionable appearance sat
ready to accept any tired bodies willing to trust them. For our bath-
room we used an old outhouse, which, because of its dilapidated ap-
pearance, must have dated back to the turn of the century. Never be-
fore did we realize that having access to so few material niceties made
possible so much physical comfort. As Chris appropriately described
our situation, "The comforts of inconvenience surround us."
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Having put away our equipment and tidied up the cabin, we walked
over the land, reacquainting ourselves with old familiar scenes: the
green forest and hills surrounding us, the pasture thick with grass,
the lush woods, and the eternal Jim Creek. After an absence of one
year we yearned to be there, enriched by our own understanding and
fulfilled through our own appreciation. The beauty of the land is a
miracle, confirmed each summer by the marvel of nature's power to
renew. We do not question the power of the sun any more than we
deny the magnificence of its setting. Both are integral parts of a
scheme from which we could not extricate ourselves even if we dared.
Nor do we accept the splendor of a stream of water without giving to
nature the power, in fact, the right to make whatever changes she
must make. Standing on the banks of Jim Creek and examining not
the damage but the re-creation of the flood, we could not help feeling
that nature had given us a new Jim Creek, unlike the one we left a year
ago. Nature may damage the works of man, embarrassing his eco-
nomics; but herself she always re-creates and revitalizes, glorifying
those ineffable processes that man too often disregards.

Among the Bolins' "comforts of inconvenience" was
the outhouse, shown here in the process of being
painted.
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Newly exposed rock and uprooted trees line the banks in this
view of Jim Creek. The ranch house is located up the bank to
the left.

Where there had before been grassy banks leading down to the
water's edge, now there were boulders and, in many instances, beds of
solid rock. The surface dirt had utterly disappeared under the tremen-
dous force of the current. Rock exposure extended perhaps twenty or
thirty feet from either side of the stream. The water had washed out
nearly all movable things in its path, including trees. At places where
the stream turned sharply in its course, gigantic deposits of dirt and
rocks had occurred, making the channel distinctly narrower than be-
fore. Our new Jim Creek, for all its flooding, looked rugged, primitive,
even antediluvian. Had Moses been delegated to lead us across it,
parting the water to make a way, we would not have been liberated
into a world more ftilly alive with wonders.

Claude and Sylvia Crisman could not conceal the effect of having
been shaken by their experience. When the water continued to rise
early in the morning on June 10, they feared for the safety of the ranch
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house because the stream swelled to within thirty feet of the founda-
tion. If the water had risen perhaps one more foot. . . , but fortunately
it did not. The sight of all that water, moving swiftly and uncontrolla-
bly, must certainly have been disturbing. Claude told me that while
standing on the bank, he saw hundreds of trees float downstream. In
addition boxes, debris, and miscellany went surging downstream,
either to be buried or to surface, quite by chance, as the water receded.
Later in the summer down on Box Elder Creek, Donald found a shovel
and crowbar. They had been hurled from God knows where upstream.
I myself found two metal fence posts still in good condition. Mr. Voice
had placed near the stream a beautiful red fire engine, made by his
own hands, for the protection of his house. In looking at a photograph
of this machinery afterward, I guessed it to weigh no less than one
thousand pounds, for one part consisted of an automobile engine. Not
only did his apparatus disappear, but it also neglected to reappear, al-
though I did find buried in the rocks on our ranch a section of the
hose. Claude said the deafening roar of the stream so affected the
dogs, Chinook and Ding, that they scurried under the house and came
out only after the most persuasive argument. Chinook, in particular,
who during spring had spent considerable time in the stream trying to
catch trout, no longer went near the water. Any spectator not shaken,
at least temporarily, by such an experience would have to be a relig-
ious fanatic, a fatalist, or a perfect physical specimen with nerves of
stone.. . .

The Crismans have a son named Eddy, who was living in a trailer
somewhere near Rapid City. Eddy managed to escort his family to
safety, but he could not save his home. Thirty feet of water passed over
the trailer, carrying it out of existence. Only a few pieces were ever
found.

As soon as the water receded, shock goaded the Crismans into ac-
tion. They spent several days in Rapid City, helping to look for Rood
victims. They searched the banks, investigated piles of dirt and rocks,
and examined trash and brush wrapped around trees. They scoured
the low levels, probing and uncovering. They played the kind of hunt
in which finding the quarry wounds the hunter. Claude inflicted him-
self with one body, that of a baby.

Copyright © 2003 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.



SUMMER 2OO3 Hm Creek Joumal [ 133

Upon settling down at Jim Creek, we concerned ourselves with
making water available. Since the fiood had washed out the well, we
needed water badly. For two or three days I carried from the stream
enough water for washing dishes and taking sponge baths. Then
Claude, Sylvia, and I set up a pump in the stream, an arrangement
that made water available for Chris and me at a hydrant about forty
feet from the log cabin. It also made water available in the chicken
house and the barn. The Crismans, of course, had access to stream
water inside the ranch house. Getting drinking water proved to be an
entirely different matter. Until the new well was dug, the pump in-
stalled, and the lines laid out late in July, we were forced to haul our
drinking water in gallon jugs from Brownsville on Highway 385,
eighteen miles away.

One day Claude and I measured the length of barbed-wire fence
that the fiood had torn out and washed away. We stepped off the dis-
tance, walking parallel to the stream, although in three places the
fence crossed over. Claude had strung up wire in order to rest one pas-
ture while the animals were grazing in another. We estimated the loss
to be roughly 1,650 feet, or one hundred rods. Poet Robert Erost ob-
serves accurately that something in nature does not like a wall, a com-
mentary on the extent, I think, to which a barrier must be alien to the
scheme. Nature fiattens, not erects.

On a July morning the temperature at Jim Creek generally fluctu-
ates between fifty and sixty-five degrees. At nine o'clock the temper-
ature begins to climb. If the sky is clear, the thermometer may reach
eighty, even eighty-five degrees by noon. At seven or eight o'clock in
the morning, however, the cool air, brisk and invigorating, makes the
act of crawling out from under warm blankets a ritual not easy to for-
get. To take the chill from the cabin, we built a fire every morning. On
our front porch stood a wood box, which we kept full of pine cones
and pine logs. In the spring Claude had sawed up pine trees into a
huge pile of logs. By getting a permit from the ranger, he could claim
for firewood the trees that were down in the forest. The pine cones we
had gathered ourselves. In a matter of moments Chris or I had glow-
ing in the pot-bellied stove a grinning invitation to meet the day on its
own terms.
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The evenings are no different. As soon as the sun disappears over
the hills, bringing down darkness, the temperature drops abruptly. At
that time we always interrupted what we happened to be doing to
build a fire.

There is, in fact, nothing like a fire to kindle the spirits, and no kin-
dling is better suited to build a fire than pine cones and pine logs. At
the burst of a match the pine cones enlighten; later, the pine logs illu-
minate. When pine trees dominate a forest, there are not likely to be
cold or dark spirits in a nearby cabin, for pine is the fuel of life.

One morning after having been at Jim Creek three or four days, I
decided to try for the first time my skill with the spinning rod. After
all, we considered trout fishing one of the attractive features at our
ranch. Nearby fiowed the creek, not big by customary standards but
adequate for ordinary circumstances. A half mile downstream roared
Box Elder Creek, into which our Jim Creek emptied. Unlike the
smaller Jim Creek, Box Elder moved along boldly. Robust and aggres-
sive, it tumbled headlong down the Nemo Valley, a real challenge to a
man not afraid to float his hat. In either stream, surrounded by unbe-
lievable scenery, a fisherman could lose the city and gain his soul, feel-
ing that he had struck a good bargain in the exchange... .

Having put on my waders, I picked up the rest of my gear and
headed for Jim Creek, determined not to be diverted from the main
stream of my thoughts by tactless campaign tactics, violent non-vio-
lent demonstrations, and decisive supreme court indecisions. Though
I chose a spinning rod instead of a fly rod, no A.C.L.U. chapter would
appeal to the Division of Wildlife on the grounds that Fly Tying, Inc.,
of Justice, U.S.A., should be given equal kill time. For once, at least, I
could act without being endangered by criminals operating openly
under the protection of indulgent politicians, who, in their attempt to
curb crime, pass slipshod, stopgap legislation. In spite of all the per-
sonal sacrednesses defiled by national permissiveness, one holy act by
virtuous men still remains, namely, communing with nature on a
trout stream.

The fiood had left several trees lying across the stream. In one in-
stance the water had undermined the roots of a clump of six spruce
trees. These trees lay where they had fallen, presumably after the
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water had receded. The roots were still clinging feebly to the earth in a
hole where once there had been a solid foundation for support. In
another instance a big ponderosa pine lay parallel with the stream,
maybe fifteen feet from it. I found no evidence that this giant pine had
ever stood on our land. Many of the trees bordering the south side of
the stream had been badly undermined by the flood, but they stood
tall and proud, hugging the good earth. When they would fall, if in-
deed they were ever destined to do so, I could not foretell.

Jim Creek was noticeably bigger than it had been a year ago, for
which gift the fisherman is always gratefial. True, I had seen the
stream in 1971 during late August when the water level is generally
low everywhere, especially in the Hills. Although the water level is
considerably higher in late June and early July, still the stream seemed
to contain more water than it should. For some reason the Rood had
actually increased the amount of water, a fact that puzzled me until
I later learned from Claude that new springs upstream had been
opened up.

The sun was just beginning to light up the sky in a typically mag-
nificent turquoise display when I stepped into the water at about nine-
thirty. No one who sees a South Dakota sky on a bright day fails to be
affected by it. Somehow, events go better, as if benevolent influences
prevail, corroborating Ralph Waldo Emerson's observation that nature
does everything well. I turned upstream, facing a pool in the middle of
which lay the clump of six spruce trees. My spinning rod contained a
Panther Martin lure attached to four-pound-test monofilament line.
On my first cast I caught a nine-inch brook trout, at that moment the
most beautiful animal in the world. After netting my brookie, I killed
it with a blow on the head from a pocket knife I carry expressly for that
purpose. A trout the fisherman intends to keep should be spared the
indignity of having to ftop out of water embarrassingly. Only an unin-
formed novice or a vicious sadist would subject so beautiful a spirit to
such inhuman treatment as a slow death outside its natural habitat.
Having put my brookie in the creel, I stood there in the water,
wrapped in wonder. The experience was, oh, so lovely.

I moved downstream but continued to fish upstream. In this
manner I covered about three hundred yards, a distance that took me
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just beyond the boundary line of the ranch. Box Elder would entice me
to it another day, but this day I was held sufficiently enthralled by Jim
Creek. Working my way downstream, pool by pool, I exhausted all
possibilities and assimilated all benefits. There rose in my mind a
question as to which caught more, the spinning rod or my spinning
eyes. Eventually, I returned to the cabin with four brook trout and one
rainbow, but who would ever know the number of captured sky
glimpses and landscapes, perfect and subhme?

On the evening of July 3 Donald and Betty, tired yet spirited, came
driving in from Columbus, Ohio. Following them were my brother
Mike and his wife Elizabeth {known to us as "Butch"), both of whom
had decided to test their endurance in the face of what they suspected
might be the inhospitality of Jim Creek. If life there proved pleasant
and comfortable, they would count their blessings; if it turned out to
be rough and primitive, they had agreed to make the most out of a bad
situation. In comparison with, say, Howard Johnson's Motor Inn, our
lifestyle at Jim Creek probably would have qualified us for national
sympathy if not governmental welfare assistance. We could not, how-
ever, compare favorably with combat conditions before casting aside
soft mattresses, warm stoves, and hot meals. For Mike, a former sol-
dier who once shared severities of the march with Patton's Third
Army, any style of life superior to K-rations in a foxhole might tend to
grade out as tourist class. Still, I was positive Mike and Butch would
happily accept us as we were, namely, in a condition somewhere be-
tween a fashionable motor court and a harsh bivouac.

"Hey, Butch Baby," I said, pointing to the outhouse, "there's your
boudoir. If you have any complaints, see your chaplain."

"No complaints, Donny," she said. "I'm just curious as to where the
maid is."

"She's been given a long summer vacation," Chris said, "compli-
ments of the house."

Donald and Betty unpacked their car and set up housekeeping in
the log cabin with us. Since the cabin is spacious enough, a second
bed had been installed by the Crismans for their hunters, providing
sleeping accommodations for four. While they busied themselves
thus, Mike and Butch took to the red cabin, setting up their own home
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Betty Sexton tidies up the log cabin in front of the pot-bellied
stove that gave comfort on chilly days.

quarters. Although they would have to carry water to the cabin, a
handy two-burner hot plate permitted them to heat water for brewing
coffee and taking sponge baths. All similarity with life on the front
suddenly faded. Even the meals for all six of us were to be cooked and
served in our log cabin. Sometimes, we must learn to be thankful
when our endurance is not tested.

After the four arrivals had rested for a couple of days, Mike, Donald,
and I set about piping water into the log cabin. The carrying of water,
though from a hydrant only forty feet away, seemed an inconvenience
we did not feel it necessary to continue living with, particularly in the
light of our great cooking needs. In our cabin where the cooking was
to be done, inside water could scarcely be called a luxury. We attached
to the hydrant a garden hose, ran it under the cabin and up through
the floor, and finally connected it to an old, worn, but usable sink. The
plumbing required several hours of work, primarily because of the
rusted condition of the connections; but at the end of our labor, we
had access to stream water by the twist of a faucet.
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Having completed that job, we next set about piping our used water
away from the cabin. The necessity for an adequate drainage system
loomed as a stark fact, for the lack of any system at all proved as un-
necessary an inconvenience as the carrying of water into the cabin.
We had been catching the used water in a bucket under the sink, haul-
ing it outside, and dumping it into the septic tank. After connecting a
plastic pipe to the sink, we merely ran our drain down through the
floor. Luckily, the pipe flowed downhill all the way from the floor to
the septic tank. In a single day we had eliminated two nagging incon-
veniences that Mr. Voice for years had accepted as integral parts of his
daily routine in that log cabin.

One day Claude was advising Chris and me about the location of
the well to be drilled.

"I witched this place behind the house with a bar. Seems like a
pretty good vein all right," he said, motioning toward the yard.

Posing in front of the red guest cabin are {from left) Don Sexton, friend Ray Miller,
Mike Bolin, Elizabeth ("Butch") Bolin, Christina Bolin, and Don Bolin.
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The ranch house stands on a high bank about thirty feet above the
stream bed. The land moves away from the bank at a gradually el-
evated incline so that the place he referred to as a good drilling site
would, we hoped, be safe from future fioods.

When Claude spoke about witching for water in the yard, Chris
beamed, her eyes becoming two '64 Kennedy half dollars. Whenever a
conversation touches upon such topics as divination, prognostication,
ESP, reincarnation, or glossolalia, nothing else matters. She rivets her
attention to each word. Whereas baseball fans worship Babe Ruth, op-
era buffs adore Enrico Caruso, and literature devotees idolize William
Shakespeare, so Chris admires psychics Edgar Cayce and Jeanne
Dixon. Lustrous with burning interest, she delights in talking about
subjects related to the occult, subjects I sometimes facetiously call
"spook-a-boo."

"A bar.̂ " Chris asked.
"Yea," Claude answered, "Chet Amen was here, oh, a week ago and

used a chokecherry branch. Some fellows use one thing; some,
another. I use a bar, a metal bar. But Chet and me both hit the same
vein. Wait a minute. I'll show you."

He disappeared behind the house. When he returned a few seconds
later, he held a piece of iron or steel. It looked like a three-foot crowbar
straightened out. Holding the bar parallel with the ground, he walked
over the area designated by him as the most likely site for our well.
The front end of the bar tipped downward. As he continued to walk,
the bar again resumed its horizontal position.

"See," he said, "just like before. Amen hit that same vein. Good
water there."

"Give me that bar," Chris said.
She balanced the bar in her right hand, as Claude had done, and

walked across the yard. When she reached the designated area, sure
enough, downward the front end of the bar tipped. An additional two
or three steps brought the bar to its original position.

"There's no water down there," I said to Claude and Chris. "There's
nothing but a big magnet under the ground. Cive me that bar."

"Here," said Chris, handing it to me, "but since you don't believe,
miracles will not be revealed. You have to believe to be able to find."
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She spoke with too great an air of the jocular for me to take her se-
riously.

I balanced the bar in my right hand, as Claude and Chris both had
done, and walked across the yard. Nothing happened. I may have felt
like Moses but only for a single moment. I saw no burning bush. I
found no tablet. To walk across ground beneath which cold, clear
water flows and not to be able to receive promises through a metal bar,
especially when others have already tapped the ineffable, is downright
embarrassing. If Claude and Chris had not undermined the solemnity
of the moment vÂÛi the levity of their remarks, I would have been dis-
gusted. I so wanted to find water.

Claude took the bar again and without hesitation found water. Then
Chris took the bar again, and she too found water. I took the bar again
and found nothing. Though not disgusting, it was shamefially frus-
trating.

Afterward, Chris and I used an occasion to test our powers of divi-
nation again. Mike, Donald, and I had driven to the home of Chet
Amen to find out when he could start drilling our well. Chet lives
about halfway between Nemo and Brownsville on a hill overlooking a
beautifiil valley, most of which is owned by his father-in-law. Chet told
us the day we could expect him. Since our stay in the Hills was lim-
ited, he gave the job of drilling on our place the highest priority. On
that scheduled day he came driving his rig slowly down our road over
the chuckholes, bumps, and rocks. What a welcome sight he was! The
first thing he did after parking was to invade Mr. Voice's place to find
a chokecherry fork, for the flood had washed away most of our choke-
cherry bushes.

"I was here a while back and found a good vein that probably comes
right down Voice's place," he said, "and on through yours."

"We know," Chris said. "Claude told us."
Chet cut his chokecherry fork and hurried to the yard behind our

ranch house. He held the fork in front of him while walking back and
forth across the yard. In the course of his walking, the fork dipped,
designating pretty much the same area Claude had indicated as being
the best drilling site. The difference was that Chet, by his pattern of
walking, charted the direction in which the vein of water was flowing.
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"Cive me that chokecherry fork," Chris said.
This time, however, when Chris walked across the yard holding the

fork, unlike before, nothing happened. She was following the script I
thought had been written exclusively for me.

"What's wrong?" she asked Chet. "I could make Claude's metal bar
work for me."

"A magnet doesn't attract a chokecherry fork," I said.
"I don't know," Chet said. "Let's see if both of us can make it work."
He took in his left hand one side of the fork, while Chris took in her

right hand the other side. Under his direction they walked across the
yard together. When they reached the designated area, the fork started
to dip.

"Do you feel the force pulling it downward?" he asked.
"Yes," she said.
"Now it's my tum. Give me that chokecherry fork," I said in an old

familiar vein.
Needless to say, when I walked across the yard holding the fork, just

as before, nothing happened. Not even when Chefs influential pres-
ence comprised one half of the attempt would any change take place
in the position ofthat chokecherry fork. My career as a water witcher
or diviner came to an end abruptly and decisively. . . .

When Chet started drilling our well, we felt relieved to know that
eventually one of our basic problems would be solved. Soon, drinking
water, having flowed only from our thoughts, would once more flow
from a well deep in the earth. Nor would we ever forget what not hav-
ing access to a well was like. The value of good drinking water can
scarcely be appraised by one whose thirst is always quenched after a
trip to the well or sink. Refiise to provide the means by which good
water is made easily available, and one learns very quickly the eco-
nomics of supply and demand. Drinking water had understandably
become for us an extremely valuable commodity because we had but a
limited supply, a grisly fact that glared at us constantly and gnawed
away at our consciousness. We were habitually checking our needs
against our reserves. True enough, we never miss the water till the
well runs dry.

Erom its appearance, the rig used by Chet in drilling our well
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seemed an ancient one, but the principle upon which it operated is
still used to drill most wells in the Black Hills. Most wells are, in fact,
not really drilled at all; they are pounded out. The rig consisted of a se-
ries of geared spools of steel cable. Attached to the end of the cable
was a circular steel shaft about five inches in diameter and about six-
teen feet in length. Different kinds of bits could be put on the working
end of the shaft, giving it a length of twenty feet and a weight of one
thousand six hundred or one thousand seven hundred pounds. This
shaft, weighing nearly a ton, could be lifted by the rig to a desired
height and allowed to drop, causing it to crash into the earth. As long
as the shaft pounded into dirt, progress was unimpeded. The well
hole descended quickly enough, and wear on the bit was slight. As
soon as the shaft hit rock, though, the descent of the hole slowed
down considerably, and the bit required constant attention. Needless
to say, "drilling" a well anywhere in the Black Hills grates on the emo-
tions because of the vast amount of hard rock lying underground
there.

I have since considered the humor of designating a well hole as hav-
ing been pounded out instead of drilled. Even so, Chet informed me
that a well could actually be drilled but that the high cost of the ma-
chinery makes such an operation almost impossible.

Having decided upon the exact site for our well, Chet started
pounding out the hole. It was a suitable spot, high and dry, thirty-five
feet from the ranch house. At first, the shaft cut through the soft sur-
face dirt very easily. Within a short time the hole had descended fif-
teen feet, at which depth disappointment began to harden like con-
crete because the shaft cut into rock that Chet called granite. He said
it was as hard as any rock he had ever cut into. For five days he
pounded away at rock, finally penetrating to a depth of forty feet. Even
at that depth only a trickle of water greeted our eyes in the mirror that
from time to time he would hold over the hole. Aside from these dis-
appointing developments, though, an even greater disappointment
presented itself. The bit he had been using required the welding of
new cutting edges every two feet or so. As a direct result of this time-
consuming obstacle, the hole at forty feet was so crooked that on the
upstroke the shaft would hang up on the jagged edges of the rock.
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chet Amen üsed his rig to dig for water throughout the Black Hills.

Chet feared for the loss of his rig, which on two or three occasions
gave us all cause for alarm. It became increasingly apparent that he
would lose this initial effort. Not even after blasting out the bottom
with dynamite twice could he open up the hole enough for the shaft to
move freely. When he first saw the problem, he ordered a new carbide
bit from Pittsburgh, but it did not arrive in time. After five days Chet
wisely but reluctantly abandoned the hole.

Perhaps it was a lesson obtained from so much utter failure having
preceded the second effort that produced successful results without a
single hitch or delay. If, as in Emerson's words, nothing worthwhile
was ever achieved without enthusiasm, Chet was destined to succeed.
Feeling that his honor depended upon the outcome, he attacked the
job with a vicious vigor. Having witched the yard again, he decided
upon a spot this time ninety feet from the ranch house. I helped him
set up the rig, no easy undertaking. With the new bit recently arrived
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from Pittsburgh, he started pounding out the new hole. At nineteen
feet he struck some water, another trickle as before. At twenty-eight
feet, however, he struck a flow of water that corresponded with our
sanguine expectations. Joy overflowed at the rate of six gallons per
minute. Acting under his advice, we had him take the hole to a depth
of sixty feet

Donald and Betty and Mike and Butch could not share in the delight
of our success since they left for Columbus on the very day Chet
started pounding out the second hole, but the emotional reaction of
Chris and me more than offset any reduced response caused by their
absence. We had every reason to feel justified in enjoying what Chris
had appropriately called "our glory hole." Frankly, no miner ever
looked into the earth with a wider smile or a fiiller heart.

Although the diameter of the well hole measured only about twelve
inches, the dropping of plastic casing to the bottom, a job requiring
the utmost in skill and patience, was but routine. Having then sealed
the well with concrete seven feet from the surface to protect our water
from runoff, Chet concluded the operation, completely redeeming
himself. After two weeks he had given us what we needed most, what
lay mysteriously hidden in nature quivering to be taken, and what,
without his old rig, advice, and labor, we surely would have been
forced to do without, namely, a well fijll of cold, dear drinking water.
The work of installing the pump and digging a ditch for laying the
electric wiring and the water line would fall to the plumber.

E>uring the time that Chet spent getting us our well, we helped him
whenever he needed help. I, in particular, must have seemed like a
self-appointed boss, for I was often walking around the rig, picking up
tools and keeping a check on the progress of the operation. Because
much of the time the work consisted of nothing more than Chefs
standing over the hole, guiding the shaft as it pounded away at the
earth, there wasn't anything for us to do but watch. On such occasions
we six would take off hiking or fishing. From the moment of our ar-
rival at Jim Creek, we intended to enjoy as frequently as possible the
natural endowments of the land.

Even before Chet had come driving his rig down our road, we one
day hiked down Jim Creek to Box Elder Creek. Only I, in fishing alone
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a few days before, had passed below the boundary line of our property;
but none of us, in spite of this fact, knew what Jim Creek really looked
like between our line and Box Elder.

The day itself waxed beautiful beyond telling, for the bright, golden
sunshine made a dazzling spectacle of every object it touched. The sky
spread above us a canopy of pale blue, gigantic in its impact upon the
emotions. I was convinced then (and still am now) that one of the
beauties of Jim Creek lies in its great capacity to evoke delightful and
memorable responses. In such a splendid setting, of course, no vis-
ibility gap exists at all. How can anyone, under normal conditions,
deny truth verified by his own eyes.̂

Our fishing rods remained in the cabins that day, for in hiking we
did not seek so specific an objective as fishing. If we must always
undertake a hike with an object in mind, let the eyes and ears be re-
ceptive to miracles. Then we find ourselves necessarily moved by any
object.

Whatever sights and sounds may be perceived in the city are some-
times overshadowed and subdued by society's indifference in either
protecting or preserving them. Even if a beautiful scene or some
haunting music were to stimulate us on Main Street, we would more
than likely respond like Pavlov's dog, only to hurry with unparalleled
speed to our next appointment. Too many bells ring in our heads,
blurring the visions and distorting the harmonies. On Jim Creek there
were no ringing distractions to prevent a full appreciation of the blue-
bird and its song.

This reference to the bluebird, by the way, is literal, not figurative.
How could the genius of Jim Creek fail to produce an actual embodi-
ment of the one perfect spirit that has for so long stood symbolically
as the ultimate in man's happiness? Claude had nailed high on the
porch of the ranch house a bird box. Chris and I were quite surprised
but thoroughly pleased to find two bluebirds nesting there. Before
that unexpected pleasure, I don't remember having seen a bluebird
since living in New Boston, Ohio, in the early 1940s. We spent a part
of one evening sitting on the porch with Claude and Sylvia and watch-
ing Mom and Dad fly home with grasshoppers for their children.

The hike down Jim Creek, a journey of maybe half a mile, con-
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firmed our expectations, for pleasures lie steadfast and seaire when
they are anticipated. What we found proved to be, at least in places, a
canyon. The high, barren walls of cliffs looked down upon us from
both sides of the stream. Wherever the cliffs played out, heavily
timbered bluffs succeeded them. Jim Creek, an apparently ancient
stream, had carved out of the hills through which it flowed a land-
scape at once rugged and picturesque.

On four or five occasions we forded the stream very carefully since at
that time early in July there flowed a strong current of water. We stayed
with Jim Creek all the way to Box Elder and absorbed every pleasure.
We absorbed the flowers that grew in patches under pine trees and
spruce trees or in open meadows beneath the radiant sky: Rocky
Mountain iris, blue verbena, the meadow rose, white prairie aster,
western salsify, and Missouri goldenrod. At the confluence of Jim
Creek and Box Elder, we absorbed the scenery, in spite of devastation
wrought by the flood. Evidence of the destruction lay everywhere. Piled
logs were scattered about, and limbs were jammed here and there.
Trees that stood near the water held the telltale debris wrapped around
their trunks. In contrast with a traffic scene on the freeway, however,
what we saw emerged as a picture-postcard view, lovely and inspira-
tional. At the confluence a huge pool formed, suitable in challenging
the skill of fisherman, artist, or poet. I had seen Box Elder often in
Nemo, but never had I seen it this far downstream from close-up. In-
deed, the hike along Jim Creek to Box Elder proved to be more than we
had bargained for, and we absorbed all that the excursion offered.

In walking half a mile along a city street, one risks his life; and since
the aesthetic by-products of such a walk are scarcely worth the effort,
he would do well to stay at home and read the statistics rather than be-
come part of them. In hiking half a mile down Jim Creek, one risks
his life being given back to him; and, since such a gift makes the effort
necessary, one can do no less than resurrect himself at the oppor-
tunity. A rebirth along Jim Creek is worth the hiking to experience.

Still prior to Chefs arrival, Donald and Mike one day took the car
and went fishing down on Box Elder. Meanwhile, Butch and I sought
Jim Creek, where I began teaching her how to use the spinning rod.
We headed toward Box Elder, moving from pool to pool, first fishing
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upstream, then downstream. A beginner in the use of spinning equip-
ment. Butch did not at the start get the knack of casting a lure; but the
more she cast, the more skill she acquired. By the time we reached
Box Elder, she was casting with some proficiency and accuracy. Al-
though she didn't catch a trout, her creel spüled over with catches of
joy and contentment.

In demonstrating to her different kinds of casts, I caught in Jim
Creek three nine-inch brookies. At the confluence in the huge pool, I
nested a beautiful thirteen-inch rainbow. When it jumped, I was dis-
appointed that time did not pause, if only to assure me of one addi-
tional gasp.

Upon returning to the cabins, we learned that Donald and Mike,
who had fished Box Elder upstream from us, caught some fine
browns and rainbows. Needless to say, we soon enjoyed one of the
most sumptuous of fisherman's meals: a green salad, a baked potato
with sour cream, fried trout wrapped in bacon strips and served with a
lemon wedge, fruit salad, bread, and coffee.

One morning Claude said to me in the yard, "Did you hear the
ruckus last night?"

"If you mean the dogs," I said, "I did. I hear them barking every
night about twelve o'clock chasing critters in the meadow."

"No," Claude said, "I mean about three o'clock in the morning."
"I didn't hear anything then. I was sound asleep."
Claude proceeded to tell me the story of the ruckus. Sylvia had put

four setting hens in a small dilapidated shed used solely for that pur-
pose. Although the shed was closed up, a big buck raccoon somehow
got inside and killed two of the hens. The noise made by the hens
aroused Chinook and Ding. They immediately staged an angry howl
in trying to find a way to get inside the shed. Having ripped off one of
the side boards, they rushed the raccoon, after which a real tooth-and-
claw struggle took place. Einally, following a fierce fight, the dogs
killed the raccoon.

This episode places in a clear light our attitude toward animals. I
submit that we value animals, wild or tame, to the extent they do not
interfere with our own economics or life-supporting interests. That
we raise chickens for the same reason a raccoon attacks them in the
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night is beside the point. The fact that a raccoon also likes the taste of
chicken makes him a competitor and, therefore, an unwanted and
suspicious adversary. The great undoing of the raccoon is that he did
not long ago become a vegetarian.

The dinosaur, were he alive today, would warm the cockles of our
hearts, performing rollovers on a jumbo stage of some television sta-
tion. Since he was a vegetarian, he probably would not have made the
list of endangered species. In fact, with the proper training program,
supported with funds supplied by the Cattlemen's Association, he
might have been taught in the nineteenth century to wipe out the
wolves without forgoing his vegetarianism. If he had ever learned to
relish cow or horse, though, we would have put him where he now is,
namely, in a museum of natural history. Today, we can only look at the
dried bones and imagine how good he might have been for us, never
for a moment admitting just how bad we would have been for him.

The plight of the raccoon notwithstanding, I would not recommend
that chicken farms pour all their profits into a program whereby he
might be made well fed and sassy. His survival does not depend upon
any so-called altruistic welfare reform. Free-swinging child of nature
that we find him to be, he will persevere if we but reinforce the door of
our chicken house, keeping him outside to fall back upon his own re-
sources.

For three or four nights following the ruckus, Charley, the Cris-
man's peacock, roosted fifty feet or higher in the top of a ponderosa
pine. He knew instinctively, without benefit of books, that the occa-
sion must be fortified with action, not waiting for others to act.

Shortly after Chet's arrival, everyone except me went hiking up Jim
Creek Canyon. Standing in the yard behind the ranch house, one can
see farther up Jim Creek than down it. For this reason, we knew that a
canyon lay upstream without our ever having hiked in that direction. I
did not go along on that hike because Chet needed my help at the rig.

So it was that we fished and explored whenever the opportunities
presented themselves. In fact, when Chet set off the first charge of dy-
namite in an attempt to open up the first hole, a loud package of six
sticks, Mike and I were fishing down on Box Elder better than a mile
away. We heard the explosion but apparently not nearly so well as the
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animals there on the ranch. The dogs retired under the house again
and threatened to boycott our human society. Only after a long period
of time did they venture once more into a world filled with too much
water and too much noise. A duck that Sylvia had setting in what
looked, appropriately enough, like a doghouse, left the nest and re-
fiised to return to it. The two surviving hens from the shed had al-
ready abandoned their nests as a result of the ruckus. Thus, the rac-
coon and Chet had succeeded admirably in turning some of the ranch
animals in the direction they may not prefer but sometimes know
best—away from us.

On the day Chet started pounding out the ¿econd hole, Chris and 1
closed up the first hole v/ith rocks. Anyone with a working imagina-
tion knows that many rocks would be required to fill up a forty-foot
hole one foot in diameter. We drove Chefs pickup through the
meadow to the edge of the stream. Using pick and shovel, we loaded
buckets of rocks into the bed of the truck. Five-gallon buckets were
best suited for this job. We both would fill the buckets, after which I
would carry them a short distance to the pickup. The job wore out
both of us physically since we worked all morning.

When we had nearly completed our labor, Chet appeared on the
scene in a state of some excitement.

"Have you seen Chinook?" he asked.
"No," we said, "Why?"
"He's got a mouthful of quills," Chet said.
"Bad?" Chris asked. 1
"I'm afraid so. He's really suffering."
I first saw Chinook when he came walking across the meadow look-

ing for us. He was in no particularly big hurry. At a distance he
seemed to be carrying in his mouth a loaf of bread, but upon exami-
nation, I saw sticking from around his mouth thirty-five or forty por-
cupine quills, not a loaf of bread. Who can presume to say what passes
through a dog's mind during such a time of misery? I would guess
that he simply might seek some relief from the same people who feed
him. Since the Crismans had several days earlier taken to the road for
a trip to Alaska, Chris and I had been feeding all the ranch animals. I
would guess, therefore, that he sought relief from us. At any rate, he
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came meandering toward us like a long-lost pet, devoid of all enthusi-
asm. Although ! did not hear him whimper or whine, he gave every
indication of being in the throes of excruciating pain.

Chris and I took the pickup to the first hole, gaping and conspicu-
ous. After back bending with shovels for twenty minutes, she and I,
assisted by Chet, had filled that abyss with rocks. Afterward, the three
of us turned our full attention to Chinook.

"How good are you with pliers?" Chet asked me.
"Not very," I said, "but if you can hold him, surely I can play An-

drocles. You Chrissie, sing to him. Talk to him. Tell him about the
silver lining. Convince him that to bite any of us would be unsports-
manlike."

The ensuing scene, judged by any fair standard, might have seemed
hUarious had it not been for the pitiful condition of the major actor in
that yard play. Aside from the fact that Chinook's agony was the direct
result of his not having learned a valuable lesson from a previous en-
counter with a porcupine, his behavior entitled him to the utmost in
sympathy. Poor Chinook so wanted to be free from those wretched
quills that he cooperated in every way possible. He allowed himself
to be put in the vise of a bear hug from behind by Chet, the best ar-
rangement for the safety of all concerned. Using the pliers in a
manner which, I admit, would not have recommended me for an
award in finesse, I managed to extract two or three quills before Chi-
nook, through brute strength, broke away. Each time I pulled out a
quill, the blood squirted, Chinook yelped, and a wrestling match fol-
lowed. Chet wrapped the cooperative Chinook in a blanket and held
him fast while both lay in a bundle on the ground. The result was no
different. We even tied him to the fence with belts and ropes. Our suc-
cess proved to be no better. It became apparent that Chinook's great
strength made utterly useless any effort on our part to help him. Once
or twice the pain so annoyed him that he threatened to reach for his
instinct to set up a defense. Had we continued our clumsy handling of
him, admittedly lacking in both tenderness and subtlety, he probably
would have bitten one of us. After removing seven or eight quills, I
felt that only if he were put to sleep could the job be done safely and,
above all else, painlessly. Chrissie's soothing words to him during this
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awful ordeal meant not nearly so much as a knockout needle from a
vet would have meant.

I asked Dr. Gene Wheeler by telephone to drive to our ranch from
his office forty-five miles away in Sturgis. The trip measures less than
half that distance when Vanocker Canyon is open, but since flood
damage forced a closing ofthat route, the motorist had to detour by
way of Whitewood, Saint Onge, and Deadwood. The doctor wished
me to transport Chinook in my car to his office, sparing him the time
required for the ninety-mile round trip. I would have acceded to his
wish had Chinook been able to convince me that no additional harm
might result from his role as cargo on such a long journey. The fear
from realizing that a great variety of things could happen, coupled
with the shock from knowing that something disastrous probably
would happen, led me to a more diplomatic coaxing. That I finally per-
suaded the doctor to drive so far to provide relief for a suffering dog
will forever attest to his dedication and genuineness. By contrast with
the predictable response from urban men of mercy, the reaction of Dr.
Wheeler could be called an errand of unselfishness or, if you insist, an

Chinook, the Crisman's
cabin floor.

the
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act of martyrdom. How many doctors working in a big city would
drive forty-five miles even to attend a suffering child?

Dr. Wheeler, accompanied by his wife, drove up in front of the
ranch house at two o'clock in the afternoon.

"I'm Gene Wheeler," the friendly, personable man said, getting out
of his car. "This is my wife Alma."

To get even vrith the weather, they requested water. Because the day
burned hot and dry, the body needed plenty of water. 1 gave them a
good supply of ice water, which they drank while the five of us ex-
changed pleasantries. Gene, we discovered, had graduated from the
University of Minnesota, an athletic rival of Ohio State University, the
alma mater of Chris and m e . . . .

Meanwhile, Gene was getting acquainted with Chinook. Before you
stick a needle into a dog as big as Chinook, you wisely establish a ba-
sis for friendship. For lap dogs and toy poodles medical necessity will
suffice in any crisis; for Chinook you need solid friendship and, if
you're extremely cautious, a good insurance policy.

Gene estimated Chinook's weight to be 105 pounds and measured
the appropriate dosage for an injection. While Chet held Ghinook
from behind, using the now-perfected bear hug, Gene gave Chinook
the knockout needle, causing the bewildered dog to wonder, perhaps,
why he was being given another quill instead of having one taken
from him. Chrissie tried to formulate an answer comprehensible and
acceptable to the not altogether nonverbal animal. Ten minutes later
Chinook collapsed, the bulk of his huge body as limber as a wet cham-
ois cloth.

While Gene removed the remaining quills and patched up Chi-
nook's mouth, he discovered that two of the quills had broken off, the
imbedded pieces requiring extensive probing and cutting. In addition,
a wound inflicted on Chinook's neck in the winter by either hunter or
culprit had become infected and needed to be lanced. Gene did not
hesitate to say that calling him away from Sturgis was, in view of Chi-
nook's condition, a wise decision. Looking back in retrospect, he said
his coming was, in fact, a necessity. This pronouncement, stated at a
time when I was beginning to feel a twinge of guilt for having drawn
the good doctor from so far a distance, made me feel much better.
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Make no mistake about the matter: Gene Wheeler was a real human
being, stripped of all pretense and froth. I

Before Gene and Alma left our ranch at three o'clock, he gave Chris
a spray can of disinfectant together with instructions for using it. Chi-
nook could not have cared less for the price of figs in Calcutta. He
slept all afternoon and evening, scarcely moving a musde. At night
when darkness covered the land and dew formed a bed of dampness,
Chris and I spread a blanket over our sleepy patient for protection.

At eleven o'clock that night, believe it or not. Ding came out from
her refuge under the house where she had spent the afternoon and
evening. Standing there beside Chinook, she barked, urging him to
get up. At eleven o'clock they had long been accustomed to fun-filled
nocturnal adventures, chasing shadows, uprooting denizens of the
darkness, and making formidable foes out of silent silhouettes. Chris
and I were, at the time, reading in our cabin. Upon hearing the bark-
ing, we ran down to the ranch house to investigate. Sure enough.
Ding was trying to tell her sidekick, "Wake up, you big palooka, and
let's go ratting around." Chinook, for all his unconsciousness, tried
desperately to get up on his legs; he actually did take four or five steps
before collapsing in a heap at Ding's feet. I

After again covering Chinook with the blanket, we locked Ding in
the utility room under the house. Then dear Chrissie set the alarm for
three o'clock in the morning, at which time she rose (while I ad-
mittedly slept) to help Chinook negotiate his leaden legs on their
winding way to the utility room also. He had been made unconscious
by the knockout needle for over twelve hours.

At noon the next day Chinook came lumbering forward, ready to be
undone by whatever perils still lay ahead, though not before first satis-
fying a most ravenous appetite. '

Installing the pump in a well shield and digging a ditch for laying
the electric wiring and the water line proved to be a relatively simple
matter. We hired a Deadwood plumber named Keller to perform this
work. One day during the last week of July he brought to our ranch his
equipment, including a back hoe. In the Black Hills a plumber often
runs his own back hoe, especially if he installs well pumps. In so do-
ing, he avoids troublesome delays and costly time losses that would
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otherwise be forced upon him by the necessity to adjust to another's
work schedule. Not having to depend upon a back-hoe operator hap-
pily reduces the length of time required by the plumber to do a job
and the amount of money the customer needs to pay for it.

Chris and I decided to use plastic pipe instead of copper tubing for
the water line. After talking with Keller we made several other mo-
mentous decisions such as the kind of pump to install, the placement
of the many different items inside the well shield, and the best protec-
tion for the buried lines in terms of the method used in covering them
with dirt.

We felt that the ditch for our water pipe should go underground at
least six feet to escape the frost line. Keller said that in Deadwood,
even at that depth, water had been known to freeze. Still, for all prac-
tical purposes, a depth of six feet would be sufficient, according to
him.

At the end of a week Keller had completed the job. On August 3 we
finally gained access to cold, clean, clear well water at the faucet in our
sink. That day will always remain focused in my memory, for as soon
as the water became available, I drank seven glasses of it. No better
way, at least no more ceremonial way, of christening "our glory hole"
seemed fitting.

—April 20,1973

Donald and Christina Bolin enjoyed several more summers at their
ranch along Jim Creek. Shortly after they retired in the early 1980s,
Christina Bolin's health began to fail, preventing the couple from mov-
ing there permanently as they had planned. The Bolins reluctantly sold
their property in 1986, having made their last trip to the Black Hills.
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