
A story about hunting
by A1 Sloan

An event which will not become a highlight in history hap 
pened to me in 1950. Along with four friends, we were on our 
way back from a one-day deer hunting trip in the vicinity of 
Cheney, Washington.

Traveling along a county road just as dusk was settling in, 
we were engaging in the time-honored tradition of all hun
ters—bragging about our prowess as hunters and sipping a 
cool beer. All was tranquil and joyous.

My buddies used to have a lot of fun kidding me about my 
Indian heritage. I went along with that good-natured banter 
and told all kinds of true and “ nearly” true exploits of Indian 
life as I knew it. In particular I always liked to to tell them 
stories about how primitive man gathered, preserved and used 
wild game utilizing everything. Not all people are really into 
the delicacies that can be had from wild game (beaver, por
cupine, squirrel, etc.) or beef, namely lungs, brains, the 
marrow and guts. The real treat to me is tripe—prepared in the 
traditional manner, it is truly gourmet’s delight. So, needless 
to say, it wasn’t long until I was called a gut-eater and all sorts 
of unbecoming names, but still, all in good-natured chatter.

Our beer drinking was abruptly interrupted when a coyote 
crossed in front of the car. By then I was pepped up on the 
beers and told the driver to stop—I would go get the critter. I 
walked up over a little bank and peered in the direction I 
thought the coyote was headed. He was there, and on either 
side of him—believe it or not—were two identically sized 
whitetail bucks. We all froze—it was still light and “ nearly” 
legal shooting time. I knocked one buck down and shot at the 
second one and missed. Then I dragged my kill towards the 
fence near the car. I field-dressed the deer and saved the heart 
and liver. About the time I had that done, one of my com
panions walked up to the fence—by then it was quite dark. I 
tried to hand him the liver and heart and my jacket, and he 
stepped back with a stricken look. It wasn’t until then I 
realized—he thought I had butchered the coyote!

□bservatinns
A. C. Courville

A Chilled Soul
(In support o f  the old ways)

The Indian has wandered from  the Great 
Mississippi to the Pacific Ocean, always 
finding disappointment at the end o f  his 
trips. Bitterness at such failure had long since given way to a 
quiet sort o f  resignation. One day he would find  peace and 
happiness, and then his quest would end. That he could spend 
his lifetime searching-waste it, in fact, as some had 
prophesied, was possible, but he gave that only occasional 
thought. I f  that was to be his destiny, so be it, he would accept 
it, fo r  he felt he had no alternative. Still, he is filled with the 
memory o f  what had gone before, and the thoughts o f what 
the future held fo r  him. He would be a man steadily turning 
inward under the relentless ticking o f  the clock, while bitterness 
chilled his soul, changing his blood to ice. He would be a man 
savagely torn, suffering Hell’s own torment, reluctant to live, 
equally reluctant to die, fully aware that one solution to it all 
lay far beyond him.

Young in years by the prescribed standard o f  numerical 
count, he nevertheless possessed the calm-sureness which only 
crystallizing experience can bestow upon a man and fill him 
with that indefinable quality o f  cold self-sufficiency so 
necessary in a savage land where only the brave and the wise 
stay alive.

Then he heard the drums. They came from  far away. On 
the fa ts , fires blazed. The Flatheads, now presuming they 
were free o f  any more moves, were celebrating with a dance.

Suddenly the Indian knew what he yearned fo r  and where he 
belonged: by the Indian fires burning in the distance.

Visit the A rlee Pow-wow.

Social Security questions and answers
Q. I am 64 years old and I would like to know how much 

difference there will be in my checks if I retire now or if I wait 
until next year. How can I get this information?

A. You should contact your local social security office. The 
amount of your benefits can be estimated fairly accurately if 
you can provide information about what you’ve earned in the 
last 2 years and what you expect to earn this year.

Q. I am getting ready to apply for social security retirement 
benefits. I know that adults disabled since childhood can 
receive benefits. How old can they be and still qualify for 
benefits? My 38-year old daughter has been disabled since age 
14.

Senior Citizens. ..
Summer Bus Schedule
MONDAY: St. Ignatius 
TUESDAY: first week -  Hot Springs 

second week — Bingo 
third week -  Hot Springs 
fourth week -  Planned trip 

WEDNESDAY: Elmo 
THURSDAY: Arlee 
FRIDAY: first week -  Missoula 

second week -  Ronan 
third week -  Planned trip 
fourth week -  Ronan

A. There is no age limit in these cases. To qualify for social 
security benefits on your record, your daughter’s disability 
must have begun before she was 22 and she must be un
married. If your wife takes care of your disabled daughter, she 
may also be eligible for benefits even if your wife is under 62.

Social security toll free telephone number is 1-800-332-7770.
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