
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hello Everyone! 
 
I’m back at the helm, and thank you very much Marc 
for a well-enjoyed Highline last week!  Adrienne and 
I just came in from the horses – Jane and Marc 
showed us some stretches to continue with for 
Chrome, and Marc pointed out some horsey dental 
care to look into.  They headed off for home not too 
long after – we had to pry Marc off the banister as he 
was throwing a temper tantrum refusing to leave!   

 
 
 
Chrissy from England took these photos this morning.  
It’s getting frosty!  Here 
she is with her new love 
Pal.   I believe he’s 
convinced her to come 
back for two weeks next 
time!   
 
This was a week of 
hunting for and 

gathering strays, moving them to their next pasture and then reriding 
the next day to REgather some of them.  Amazing how far a cow will 
go to get back to a place she enjoys.  MILES, up and down, around 
fences.  There were cows that trailed right back at least 15 miles into 
Haskill Creek, and Gardiner Pond areas.  I even ran into some of the red cows that are supposed to 
be on the south side of the allotment that found their way over the divide.  We had some exciting 
days!  Joel took his guests through the thickets of Gobbler’s Knob moving cattle – even though they 
couldn’t believe what he dragged them through, they were pretty hard core and kept going out for 
more.  On the first day, Joel was laying out the plan for the day, and teaching everyone about the 
loud “WHOOP” call that we give; knowing Joe was a retired Marine, he instructed “Rather than 
give the “WHOOP” call, I want you to give a loud “URAUGH!”  Marines, he done you proud! 
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Here’s Joe.  I’d give you a picture of them in 
those trees but no one could see long enough to 
pull their cameras out!   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
          Here’s a nice “happy place” picture to hold in your mind when you’re driving cattle. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
On the way to Coniff Creek Pasture. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
All girl roping crew.  Adrienne headed, Tanya 
heeled, and I was ground crew.  Not all in that 
order but we “got ‘er done”.  Alex one of our 
guests, happened to be a cattle vet and assisted 
with the doctoring too. 
 
 
 
 
 
      Don’t try this at home, Cliff Driving. 
 

Some red pairs made their way completely out 
of the allotment and were found on Little 
Bitterroot Lake outside of Marion, Montana.  
Hmmm…  I went out with Steve and Liza.  We 
drove around the neighborhood, I knocked on 
some doors “Have you seen any red cows?” We 
rode through a fella’s pasture who said he’d 
seen the cows but was not home.  We at least 
learned where all his gates were.  The guy 
drove up finally and pointed in the direction 
they were last seen.  Off we went.  Around 
some houses, past a hammock, clothesline and 
just at the bottom of someone’s house near their 
boat dock, we came across some minutes old manure.  We split up, a double “whoop” if we find 
them.  “If I were a cow where would I be right now?” and wah lah there they were with that guilty 
look on their faces, four pair.  Okay, normally a cow will show you where she came from if you just 
nudge her a little to move and back off.  Well she headed north.  Hmm, not the direction I would’ve 
picked but we went with it.  They took us up this mountainside with cliff faces to our left and right 

and finally ended on this steep sloped 
shale face.  We’re all on foot at this 
point.  I decided to bag it and take them 
back to that guy’s place that we rode 
through.  No, they just kept going like 
they’d been there before.  “Great” I 
thought, “They’re going to run 
themselves off a cliff.”  How would I 
tell Randy.  I hoofed it above them and 
managed to turn them around.  Liza is 
there above them and Steve is in front.  
They blew by and returned to their 
original trail.  Well enough.  We got 
down to the bottom and thought it 
would be really great if they went in to 



that one gate we found at the back of the guy’s pasture deep in the woods.  It was the closest and 
easy to open.  The cows again were bent on a certain direction.  It seemed right.  The clouds were 
getting heavy with rain and 4:00 pm was rolling around.  Not too long at all after all the country 
we’d covered that day, the lead cow brought us right to that very gate.  What kind of luck was that!  
We turned them in and trotted to the truck, loaded up and headed for home as the heavy drops of 
rain started.  I believe Randy and Joel went there today to take them over the top back onto our 
pastures.  They’ll pick the route this time!! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The week came to a close with this beautiful set of rainbows over the ranch.  Have a terrific week!   
 
Dori 
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This one sounds like a great one for a cast iron skillet on an open camp fire, or simply in the 
comfort of your own home. 

 
 

Small new potatoes, washed 
3 tablespoons red wine vinegar 
1 chorizo sausage, shopped into chunks 
4 cloves garlic, peeled and finely chopped 
Fresh rosemary, leaves only, chopped 
Butter  
Oil 

 
 
 
 
Cut the potatoes into ¾ inch chunks, simmer in salted water for 8 – 10 minutes or until soft, then drain. Put the butter 
and oil into a frying pan over a medium – high heat. Sauté the potatoes in it for 7 – 8 minutes until golden. 
 
Add the vinegar to the sautéed potatoes and reduce the vinegar by ¾ to glaze the potatoes. Add the chorizo, garlic 
and a little more oil or butter and sauté for a further minute. Take off the heat and stir in the rosemary, season and 
serve.  
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