
 

 
Hello Everyone!  Here’s what our 
mornings have been like lately.  They 
start out at around 40 degrees and 
warm up to 85ish with cool breezes 
throughout the days.  Great weather 
for moving cattle!  Thinking back on 
this week, it was full of rich 
experiences.   
 
The agenda was to gather Elliott and 
Lund Pastures and move cattle over 
to the east to our Haskill Creek 
Pasture.  Randy and Wes went out on 
Monday with our returning guests 
and got the move started by 
gathering what they could and 
dropping the cattle at Gardner Pond 
area.  The rest of the week was spent 
climbing the ridge tops reriding and trailing cattle up high traversing the mountain range to Haskill Creek 
drainage.  The moves went smoothly with everyone playing a vital role.  Riders were stationed along the route; 
a group gathered Elliott, another then picked up their cattle and moved them over to Young Rd. area, and the 
next group moved the herd on to Haskill.   

 
 
Meanwhile on the Charolais end of the 
allotment, my task was to find all of our bulls 
and get them corralled at the T-5 Ranch to be 
hauled back to their ranch in Great Falls.  My 
guests were very handy at learning the country 
we were in so I could send them off in different 
directions while I covered the remote outside 
water holes.  The first one was easy to find, he 
was hanging out with a handful of pairs outside 
of the Pisk’s Place.  The second one we spotted 
at the Gravel Pit Spring but disappeared when 
we went looking for more.  I found him the 
following day up on a side-hill under a shade 
tree.  The third one we found when we were 
picking up the second pull in one of our fully 
fenced pastures that I overnighted him in, just 
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outside the fence.  Yippee!  We had some truck 
trouble that morning so it took us longer to get out 
to the cattle;  we still had some time so just added 
him to the fenced in pasture and hunted some 
more.  I wondered with the warm day if a bull 
would show up at the gravel pit spring.  I took 
short cuts across the meadows through gates we 
don’t normally used to get there quicker.  It was 
Thursday and I had until Friday to find them all.  
On the last stretch before the spring I said out loud, 
“You know God, it sure would be nice if a bull 
would be at this spring today…maybe I’m asking 
too much…you may have other plans and I would 
understand…but it sure would be nice.”  My heart 
was pounding when I got there.  I watered my 
horse and all I could see were cows and calves laid out in the shade chewing their cud.  “Okay”, I thought, “Not 
today…you’ve got other plans in store for me”.  I looked down in front of my horse watching our footing as we 
continued to walk around the small bunch of cattle, I looked up and there he was Golliath; the big friendly bull.  
What a gentleman he was too.  I got him started just fine, took a couple of the cows with us so he had some 
company, and just to spice things up, when I got him separated at the gate from the cows, he decided to run for 
it.  Back to the fence he went.  There was lots of old ranch debris in this particular area which was challenging 

to negotiate.  No time for spooking, Turk! 
(My horse for the day).  Before I wore 
my horse out running circles around the 
trees and debris, Brianna showed up with 
her two guests, Catharine and Marie, 
from Niger, Africa.  He only got by us for 
a short time and then we had him figured 
out.  He lined out politely the rest of the 
way to the corralls. 
 
Four corralled and one left to find.  I went 
out with a mom and daughter, Tracy and 
Whitney on Friday from Monroe, WA.  
We rode all around East Bear Springs 
Pasture with our hopes high on each 

bunch of cattle we rode up on.  Nothing.  We got 
around to the gravel pit spring.  Nothing.  We split 
up, the girls went one way and I went back to an 
area we’d briefly looked through.  Just beyond 
where we’d left off, there he was.  I was giddy!  
He had a girlfriend so I took her with us.  We rode 
through the woods, passed the spring, all was 
going well until the girlfriend didn’t want any part 
of him and turned back.  Tracy and Whitney were 
back with me by that time.  I found the bull at 1:00 
pm.  4:15 pm we finally got him corralled.  Then 
we had to figure out what to do with the 35 pairs 
that we had to take with us!  I went through Plans 
A through L or M, they changed by the moment.  Our horses were champs running full tilt through the woods, 



over and under trees, managing to 
skim over the top of the gopher 
holes, what boggy creek?  My horse 
Levi really did some fancy cutting, 
but the bull still just ran through us, 
so to speak.  He was happiest with 
his herd of 35 pairs, so even though 
we protested at every gate, we 
conceded and brought them along.  
We even had to bring them into the 
corral with him, and as we sorted the 
last cow out, the bull about ran over 
Tony at the gate.  Tony is the guy 
that lives at the T-5 Ranch.  You can 
imagine his surprise seeing this herd 
of white cows come bombing down 
the hillside toward his place! 
 

 
We were exhausted.  We were able to use 
his reservoir for the night and I opened 
the gate into our pasture for them to 
graze.  Wes is out there today turning 
them back out into the East Bear Springs 
Pasture.  Brady is hauling the bulls back 
home after their brand inspection.  Till 
next year! 
 
What a successful week!  We’re set up 
now for the Buck Brannaman Clinics.  
We’ll still be taking turns riding out 
there, but the major tasks have been 
accomplished. 

 
On that note, I will wrap up this Highline with 
this last cool story.  Here’s Linda riding Apache.  
I worked with her on Monday and realized 
quickly how truly fearful she was of riding.  She 
was content to just ground work Apache that 
morning.  Alone with her in the arena that 
afternoon I was able to get her to sit on the horse 
while I lead him around.  Here and there she was 
able to “fly solo” with Apache following behind 
me as I walked.  30 minutes was plenty!  By the 
end of the week with Kathy’s and Spencer’s 
patience and teaching too, she was able to post 
her trot and be in control, and Spencer had her 
out climbing the mountains on Friday.  Way to go 
Linda! 
 
Dori 


