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A Weekend at Ten Thousand Is this the party to
Every brochure that Carroll College sends out to potential freshmen is 

sure to include a paragraph about how Carroll is situated in the Great 
American Rocky Mountains and a mere four hours away from scenic 
Yelllowstone and Glacier National Parks. This is no biggy for in-state 
students, but for folks coming from such barren and desolate regions 
as Cleveland, where the fire department has a special watch on the 
river so that it won’t catch on fire, the prospect of trucking off to 
picturesque panoramas every weekend weighs heavily in the decision 
to come to Carroll. The trouble is that once you get to Carroll, 
everybody is always so burdened down by school work (and especially 
that zoology quiz next weekend) that no one ever finds the time to 
venture any further away from campus than several blocks up Park 
Avenue to investigate the exotic flora and fauna indigenous so that 
peculiar phenomenon known as The Pub. The unfortunate result is that 
you find out-of-state seniors who havent seen anymore of Montana that 
the Helena Municipal Airport, the Carroll Campus, Tempo, The Pub 
and the gutters along Park and Benton Avenues.
Anyone, however, who has found time to get up into the hills around 

Helena, can certify that the Treasure State does have alot of wild 
country well worth forgetting about medical school for a while to 
appreciate. If you can run into someone who’s been able to venture a 
little further you might hear stories of country along the order of 
Dante’s paradiso. But that history test is always standing in the way, 
and you know what a stickler Bill Lang is. So you put off the trip saying 
that a week end just isn’t enough time to really do justice to Glacier or 
the Missions, the Crazy Mountains, or theBeartooths—and you know 
what? You’re absolutely right! But! A week end is better than 
nothing—if it is carefully planned.
So we wanted to see if it really could be done. We planned to visit the 

Grasshopper Glacier in the Beartooth Mountains down by Yellowstone 
Park. The glacier is approximately nine miles north of Cooke City, 
Montana, just inside the Beartooth Primitive Area at an altitude just 
under ten thousand feet. To do it, to leave Friday afternoon, see the 
glacer and get back Sunday night to be in classes on Monday, takes 
careful planning and clockwork precision. Heck, the road time is 
several hours and you have to go through Yellowstone Park, which is 
impossible to do without stopping to take your picture standing next to 
the sign marking the 45th parallel halfway between the equator and the 
North Pole.
So Friday at noon we strapped our packs on top of the Great American 

Dream Machine, a ‘65 WV capable of 28 miles to the gallon, and stuffed 
the four of us inside and trucked off for the Beartooth Mountains.
At Mammoth Hot Springs our Maryland companion asked if the rotten 

egg smell was from sewage or something. My Colorado friend and I 
looked at each other hopelessly.
We arrived in Cook City at 9„:30 p.m. where we planned to spend the 

night before getting on the trail. Nice folks. The gas station even took 
my Helena check.
We stayed out under the stars in the camp ground just outside Cooke 

City. Our Cleveland Companion was amazed by the Milky Way. I guess 
they don’t have any Milky Ways in Cleveland. She really got off on 
looking at stars-which was an awful good thing because it really got 
cold and at least she had something to look at while she shivered all 
night.
The next morning I was awakened by the smell of hot coffee, bacon 

and eggs. Unfortunately, it was coming from the Winnabag next door. 
We dined on hot tea and something my Colorado friend said was called 
‘•gorp’’. Actually the stuff wasn’t bad but the hot buttered toast next 
door didn’t help much. It’s a good thing I don’t hunt, otherwise I’d fill 
all my tags during Winnabago season. With our stomachs full we 
restuffed our sleeping bags and drove as far up the jeep trail we would 
toward Goose Lake and Grasshopper Glacier. At 9005 feet we parked 
the WV, put on our walking shoes and our packs and, with bearbells 
jingling, marched upwards and onwards, toward the wild country. It 
was awful nice to be out in wild country again after being couped up in 
a city even the size of Helena and battling poorly managed traffic 
lights and Saga Food, Inc.
About l ’;30 p.m., having been on the trail for about two hours, we 

stopped at Star Lake, right on the timber line, to eat lunch. Soup, 
crackers, cheese, peanut butter and jelly. It wasnt much but seemed 
just right. So like Goldilocks we decided that the tundra-type grass was 
just right and we took a little nap inthe sun. Our Colorado companion, 
like the daddy bear, woke us up shortly and coaxed the other three of us 
back on the trail.
We made for a mining camp where we planned to spend the night out 

of the wind in roofless remains of a log cabin. There we took another 
little nap lying in the sun under the bluest sky that any blue sky factory 
has ever assembled. Although I didn’t see anything stamped on it 
saying so, I was positive that such a sky could only be made in 
America. It was about 5:00 p.m. when we decided that wed better 
climb the last two miles up the steep rocky trail to the snow field and 
the glacier if we wanted to see it that day. While ascending the pass, we 
had an opportunity to see a small patch of red snow, an interesting 
oddity that I’m told is only found in the Beartooth Moutains and in 
Wyoming’s Tetons. Apparently the red color is caused by some kind of 
algae. It smells like watermelon, but when you eat it you throw up. We 
reached the pass between Sawtooth Mountain and Iceberg Peak 
(which are apthy named and much more fun to know the names of 
than such names as “01 ‘Baldy” or “Hedges Mountain” that don’t 
really mean anything) and looked across the snow field toward the 
glacier. On the surface there doesn’t seem to be much except wind, ice, 
snow, rocks, a brave bush barely earning a living, a few impetous 
blades of grass, several courageous flowers and lichen. Closer 
inspection will reveal that life does have a permanent toe hold on those 
mountains ten thousand feet above the ocean, life’s mother, precarious 
as it may be. The snow showed evidence of microscopic life; the lichen, 
the most abundant creatures up there, is slowly but very certainly 
breaking the rocks down into soil. My freshman days in zoology was 
finally put to some use, allowing me to identify a dozen or so insects 
lying on the snow.
We walked across the snow field to a point where we could overlook
he glacier and the lake and morrain that it had formed. We didn’t

Cleveland, Montana, Maryland, (Lori Lorian, Mark Nicholson, Mary 
Ellen Schabdack) and the Great American Dream Machines. We 
coulnd’t resist taking the picture.

Crossing the snowfield of Grasshopper Glacier. The glacier is 
so-named because a swarm of grasshoppers was blown into and frozen 
into the glacier about 2000 years ago.

acutally get onto the glacier. By this time we were pretty well tired. It 
was hard to be excited about how the water was such an irridescent 
blue when all you could think about was how much your head hurt.
It was beautiful, though, and a perfect amplitheater shape. Some one 

ought to hold a rock concert there maybe someday.
We went down to our camp, ate dinner and went to sleep. The next day 

we went back to Carroll, tired but happy. We found the trip well worth 
the time and effort. Although we didn’t get any studying done, the trip 
was well worth the embarassment in classes on Monday. It was well 
worth the money, too, nine dollars apiece for four people including the 
beer and pizza at Karl Marks in Bozeman on the way back.

MARK NICHOLSON

M o n t  W o m e n ’ s H i s t o r y  P r o j e c t

The Women’s Resource Center 
is currently in the process of 
planning a women’s history 
project. We hope to collect the 
personal and public histories of 
Montana women from all areas 
and occupations. Many older 
women all over the state have 
lived varied and interesting lives 
as pioneer housewives, ranch 
wives, educators, etc. Most of 
this history has been missed 
because of the bias for political 
and public history-w hich is 
usually men’s history.
We hope to sponsor a workshop 

on collecting oral history for 
women who would be interested 
or know women whose stories 
they would like to record. We are 
also interested in obtaining 
copies of letters, journals, and

photographs of pioneer women.
We have been considering a 

history project for some time, 
and we were further inspired by 
the visits of Belle Winestine and 
Freida Fligelman ofHelena this 
spring. Both women were active 
in women’s activities during the 
campaign for women’s suffrage. 
Ms. Winestine also went to 
Washington with Jeannette Ran
kin and was active in her 
campaign. Anyone who is in
terested in working on the 
project, has material they would 
like to submit, or who has ideas is 
invited to contact the WRC.
The Montana Women’s Resource 
Women’s Resource Center 
University Center 
University of Montana 
Missoula, Montana 59801

whom I am

speaking?
BY JIM SCOTT

Have you ever wondered how 
the telephone company manages 
to have such neat vans, all 
decked out with special paint 
jobs, or how they manage to have 
such ritzy office buildings? 
I’m not certain I can account for 

all telephone companies, as some 
may actually be on the up and up, 
but I’m reasonably convinced 
that the Helena Branch of M.A. 
Bell is having a high time of it 
courtesy of a number of naive (it 
sounds more sympathetic than 
stupid) Carroll students. After 
receiving our first bill, my 
roommate and I rested assured, 
knowing that we, at least, have 
helped buy a new shag carpet for 
the office of some struggling 
telephone executive. If you, too, 
are concerned about the working 
conditions of these fine people, I 
have a few suggestions as to how 
you may help out.

F irst, and most im portant, 
become dissatisfied with the 
present system of hall phones in 
the dorms. It would, afterall, be 
neater to have your own phone, 
right?
Second, when you go down to 

apply for your phone, don’t ask 
any pertinent questions. You’ll 
find the help infinitely more 
congenial if you project the 
ignorance you feel. When they 
present you with a computerized, 
touch-tone, puce, trim-line, above 
all don’t ask anything so uncouth 
as “what ever happened to the 
standard black dial model?!” 
Your next move: When you ask 

you roommate if he would like his 
name listed in the directory, by 
all means, consent. This is not the 
time to niggle about cost. (That 
time is coming sooner than you 
think.) However, it will suffice 
for now merely to be agreeable. 

At this juncture, they will be 
very endearing, almost sweet, 
and ask you the name of your 
father, m other, grandparents, 
aunts, uncles, benefactors (if 
any) and the lineage goes on. 
Don’t spoil a perfect sale by 
asking why they need this 
information. It could lead to 
embarassment on the part of the 
salesmen if he had to explain the 
phone company’s doubts as to 
your ability to pay their fees. 
(Perhaps they aren’t letting on 
they know?) I cannot stress it 
enough. Smile and recite your 
geneology.

Now, they will ask you to name a 
time that would be convenient for 
you to have the phone installed. 
They are, afterall, there to serve 
you. . . (I think it only fair to give 
a hint—If you said 4 p.m. - add 4V2 
hours, and begin to wait)
When the big day finally arrives, 

you’ll find the service man nice 
enough, (once you have found 
him). If you’d like, you could 
make his job easier by tearing 
your room apart-but don’t wor
ry -  If you don’t, he’ll do it 
himself.
When it’s all over and you’re 

sitting on your bed admiring your 
new telly, you might want to 
begin making a list of possessions 
you and your roommate hold that 
are of value. It’s best to begin 
with you stereo and work from 
there. Run a ‘for Sale’ ad. in the 
paper. Do it now, you phone bill is 
on its way.


