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Janet Zeig (JZ): Where I grew up was north of Martinsdale, about 10 miles, a ranch that my grandfather had started when he was a young man. He came over from Scotland when he was eight years old and eventually took a homestead in what they called the “Findon Country.”  He just kept buying up homesteads and acquiring more land, and finally got a place down along the Musselshell River where my dad and mother and brothers moved. It was closer for us to go to school. So I spent my early years with my grandfather, mainly with my grandfather. My dad worked for the Forest Service and he was gone a lot.  I was by Grandpa’s side almost all of the time, irrigating, with the cows, taught me how to milk a cow, had me horseback. All that kind of stuff. I loved that life. I didn’t know any other life of course for so long. 
It was really difficult to get to school from up Findon. The roads weren’t good then, nobody had 4-wheel drive. So I boarded in Martinsdale to go to school for a couple of years. Then my folks, my mother moved to town with my brothers and I so we could get to school.  Then later my dad bought the place down on the Musselshell River, so then we lived there the rest the years when I was growing up. So I did almost everything that a person had a chance to do on a ranch, if they are raised that way. My dad had me out seeding grain, all kinds of things.

Lacey Rasmussen (LR): And how did you seed grain? I mean, I’m sure it was way different from nowadays.

JZ: Well, yes it was different.

LR: The equipment and stuff.

JZ: But what lead up to that, I loved the horses and the cows, and my brothers were more mechanical.  They helped milk cows, we all milked cows so we had money for school clothes and what not.  But I’m the one that spent the most time around the cattle. Because I was late after a school picnic, the annual spring out-of-school picnic, I missed the bus going home. Some of the boys in my class had to take me back to the ranch. Nobody said anything until the next morning my father says to me, “You’re going to seed grain.” Oh, okay. He hauls me out to where he had the tractor sitting in  the field, a little tractor that I already knew how to run. It had a grain drill hooked to it and a bunch of sacks of seed. I think he’d left them there in something. So I had to seed grain all day. I had to stop and pore the grain into the grain drill and make sure everything was working right, while my father and my brothers gathered up the cattle and took them to summer range. That was my punishment. So I was not very happy.  Good lesson as my father seldom ever reprimanded me.
But anyway, I just loved the ranch and I loved being with my grandfather. He was such a wonderful person, kind and gentle. He just loved his grandchildren, spent lots of time with us. So I learned a lot about the ranch from him, more than I did from my dad. Because Daddy was gone all the time and I was with Grandpa.
	Anyway,  my brothers and I went to school in Martinsdale by hook or crook. One way or another, we’d get there. But there was no school bus when I started high school. Both my dad and mother had had to board in town, they were both raised on ranches. My dad was raised up there where I grew up and my mother on a homestead out of Harlow. They both had to board in town to go to school. They said they would never do that to my brothers and I. So I went to the first two years of high school by correspondence course. There was what they called a state correspondence school. It was part of the Department of Public Instruction, and it was done through the university over in Missoula.  That’s where the teachers were that we sent our work in to.  I went to freshman and sophomore years.  Then we got a school bus and I went to the last two years of high school in White Sulphur. 
	Then I went to work in the county agent’s office in White Sulphur that coming fall and boarded with some friends.  I had met my husband when I was visiting the high school while I was still studying at home.  I got to be very good friends with his sister, so then I met him again several times and so on.  Eventually we got married. I was 20 I think, something like that.
	He had been in Korea.  He went to work for different ranches around the valley here.  Eventually, we leased a ranch down on the Smith River, I still have part of it. So it was in very, very bad condition, it was really run down. It was a tough place to make a living and we had some rough years in the beginning. But I had had a nice little herd of cows when I was growing up; my grandfather had given each of us a heifer and then we were able to keep the calves and keep on building up the herd. So I had a nice little bunch of cows. When we leased that place and moved on to it in 1960, by that time we had a son, Jerry, he was born in 1955 so he was five. Again, we lived clear out where we couldn’t get him to school. And so I taught him by correspondence course in his first grade, first year. But one of the family’s close friend’s was a teacher here in White Sulphur, so every chance I got I would leave him at school for the day if we had to go out of town or something.  After that, then he had to board in town, or at my parent’s to go to school. 
	We were on that place from 1960 until 1984, when my husband sold part of the ranch, and some big changes around that time in my personal life. And his too. We ended up eventually separating and he got a divorce. But I kept the rest of the ranch. So since 1984, I’ve been operating the ranch by myself and also held two other jobs.  I’ve had different really, really good help, but basically I’ve been alone. The neighbors have been wonderful to me. I’ve had some good help from my nephew. Since 2006 Patrick has been at the ranch with me and he’s been wonderful. 
	During the first years on the ranch we didn’t have any hired help so we did the whole thing alone. We built up the herd of cattle from kind of a scrawny herd that was there when we came. There were a lot of my good ones. My husband eventually took the cattle that I had gotten when I was growing up and sold them. We built up the herd that was down there then. We were isolated pretty badly. There was one year when my son was I think he was in the fifth or sixth grade, we started boarding him in town for him to go to school after that first year. The county used to plow into ranches so that people could get out. They can’t do that anymore. But somebody in the county had plowed into our ranch. The county road going down there to the Smith River wasn’t good either, they had trouble keeping it opened. But anyway, we got my son, Jerry, home for Christmas then a neighbor came down and took him back out on skis and then took him on into town for school.  We never saw him again until the 4th of April.

LR: Holy cow.

JZ: Because we weren’t able to get out, we weren’t able to get him home. The few things that we needed during that winter, because I always bought groceries—everything that we needed and that I was responsible for—once a year in the fall. We would just stock up.  Of course we never got our mail all of that time either. 

LR: Wow.

JZ: One time George took a horse and a pack horse and rode out horseback up to our neighbors to get a couple things that we did need. We had no telephone then either.

LR: That’s what I was just thinking.

JZ: No, we had no telephone down there. There was power there, but they had just put the power line in when we got that place in 1960. It might have been the year before that they put the power in.  Then, I forget what year we got a telephone. I think we’d been there about ten years without a telephone. But he rode out on horseback to the neighbors and got the few things that we needed, and we had needed some grain for the horses because of course that’s all we used was horses, a team to feed with and what not.  We didn’t even try to get in touch with anybody to bring Jerry home cause there would have been no way to get him back out. And so we didn’t see him until, I’ll never forget it, the 4th of April when we were able to get him home.
	But back to growing up, I thank my grandfather for my...

LR: Can you tell me his name?

JZ: Lewis Cameron, Jr. - he had come over from Scotland when he was about eight years old.  His uncles had a sheep ranch north of Roundup in the Snowy Mountains. That’s where he and his father and his older brother came to that ranch.  Then his father and his older brother went off. His father went sheep herding up around Lennep and I don’t remember what his brother did but he was working at any rate at only about 12 years old.  Grandpa stayed with his uncles until he finally, when he was 14 he joined up with a roundup bunch gathering cattle clear to the North Dakota border.  He got to be, he was a horse wrangler and he was only, he might have been 12, I’m thinking more like 14. And by the time, after a few years of going with that group of cattle wranglers, he was what they called a “rep,” which was a person appointed to represent several different ranches’ brands.  One of the brands that he represented was “Two Dot Wilson,” for which Two Dot is named, the town of Two Dot. But he was a rep for Two Dot Wilson.

LR: And was he married?

JZ: Not then, no. He didn’t get married until, my grandmother was such an adventurer. She was raised in Pennsylvania with a fairly well-to-do family.  She went to what they called “normal school” to be a teacher, she taught in Pennsylvania for a couple of years, but then she was restless and she wanted more to her life I guess. She came out to San Francisco where her, she had a brother that had moved out there.  She did a number of things there. She was a governess and she picked cherries and she did that. But she started teaching in little mining towns and little cow towns all over the West, in Oregon, Nevada, California, and she came to Martinsdale as a teacher. 

LR: When do you think this was?

JZ: She came in 1909. And my grandfather, his father who had eventually wound up on that ranch where Grandpa had acquired that, he was a surveyor, my great-grandfather was a surveyor for the homesteaders. He had a little office in Martinsdale, and Grandpa would come down, of course horseback, to see him. Or come to do whatever. But that’s where he met my Grandma. And she taught that year and then they got married in June of 1910. That was the end of her teaching career. 
But she was an amazing person. She was incredible. She had a huge garden and she cooked for all kinds of shearers, and they had sheep for a long time before they turned over to cattle and she cooked for these big, huge crews of men, threshers and sheep shearers and the whole thing. My grandfather would be out in a sheep camp, with his sheep, because they always of course never had a lot of help, and she would pack up a pack horse and take off and go clear up into the mountains to sheep camp where he was and stay over night. Take him all his supplies, then she’d come home. She was an amazing person. But at any rate... 

LR: So did they still have sheep when you lived with them, or was it all cattle?

JZ: No, they had sheep when I was little bitty. I have, the first I remember, my mother and dad were living in a little cabin that my great-grandfather had just up the creek from the main, from Grandpa’s buildings. That’s where I was, that’s where they were when I was born. The Findon Road was the entrance for ranchers east of Findon to take their sheep on to the permits.  Grandpa counted the sheep from the counting corral onto the forest permits.  The Findon road went through his ranch.  The herders would leave lambs back that couldn’t keep up.  Grandpa would bring them back to us to raise.    My dad was gone with the Forest Service much of the time, most all the summer.  Grandpa had sheep then. And that was the first year that I can remember of the sheep at the ranch. Then he had turned, either had started turning to cattle or did then. So basically, I was raised around cattle. But we had the bum lambs we had to take care of. There was a lot of responsibility with those little bum lambs. You couldn’t let em do this and you couldn’t let em do that. Weren’t to get in the garden and they had to stay out of the house.  

LR: Did they ever come in the house?

JZ: Yes, we we kids let them. I’m sure they would follow us everywhere we went. They loved to follow. But we, because were on the ranch and remote and not very many other people around, we learned, you know, we learned all about ranch life from day one. I mean, it was our life. And my older brother is still on the place that is next door where we grew up.

LR: What’s his name?

JZ: Gilbert Cameron. He bought up several properties up there, smaller ranches and that’s what he has. He’s still there.  He has my cattle on his place.

LR: What are you other, how many siblings do you have?

JZ: I have two brothers, Gilbert was the middle one and my younger brother, George. He went with the Forest Service for years. He was a forester for the Forest Service.

LR: So you were the oldest?

JZ: Uh-huh. I was born in 1934. 

LR: And I was supposed to ask at the beginning what your full name is.

JZ: Janet Lois Cameron Zieg. Anyway my younger brother then went on with the Forest Service and kept going to school and went up in the ranks there. He came back to the ranch when he retired, where my mother was still living. My father died when he was 63 years old, in 1976. 

LR: What was his name?

JZ: Harry McCrea Cameron. And then my mother, my older brother Gilbert, the middle brother, helped run that ranch for her along with his own for a number of years, then my younger brother retired and he died there in 2002. His name was George D. Cameron.

LR: What was your mom’s name?

JZ: Ruth Ellen Dixon Cameron. She was raised on a homestead northwest of Harlow. Her mother, Campsie Belle Trimmer, came from Ohio where she was raised on an old family farm.  Her two brothers had homesteads close to Grandpa Dixon and came out to cook for those two brothers and met my grandfather. I loved her dearly, we didn’t see her very often but when we would go to Harlow for groceries or supplies she would meet us in town and we’d spend part of an afternoon with her.  She would take the bus from Harlow to Martinsdale and spend several days with us.  I have several years of her diaries when they were still on the ranch.  She would tell how many eggs she got that day from the chickens, what the weather had done, what my Grandfather had done that day and who their company had been.  She would say how many loads of washing or canning she did that day.  All very brief sentences, and never anything about herself.  
Mom’s father, L.L. Dixon, had been a school teacher and taught in a little country school down there east of Harlow called Barber. He had come from Oregon.  I don’t know how many miles it would be, but on weekends, he would take his bicycle, or else a horse,  and go to that homestead for the weekend. It was miles and miles, because that homestead was five miles out of Harlow northwest, and from Barber to Harlow I don’t remember exactly how many miles it is but it’s a ways.  We rarely saw him because he never forgave my Mother or my Dad for them running off to get married.  He wanted her to be a teacher and her trunks were packed to go to normal school the next morning and she and Daddy left that night.  So that’s where my mother grew up and had the same going-to-school problems. There was a country school and then there wouldn’t be and then they’d take her to Harlow and leave her, different things. And my dad the same way. He had a lot of trouble getting to school. When he was little, they had a country school just over the hill into the next creek drainage, a little country school, and he went to school there, he and his brothers, or brother, for several years, and then everywhere, boarded in White Sulphur, boarded in Harlow, they were all over going to school. So when I finally left home and got married, my dad, while he was still alive would not hear of us boarding Jerry in town for school.  He insisted he and Mom keep Jerry and ride the school bus until he was in sixth grade or so.  After Daddy died Mom pretty much stayed on the ranch by herself then until she wasn’t able to any more.

LR: And she lived to be...

JZ: 96 years old. She died 3-6-2012

LR: Pretty cool.

JZ: It is cool. She ended up having to have an amputated leg. It wasn’t from diabetes or anything. It was just she had had some knee injuries and she was on some medication that caused the bone to, it just destroyed the bone. She ended up with several knee replacements that didn’t work. But she, that was in 2003, and she lived to 2012 with that amputated leg in a wheelchair and took care of herself. She was in the rest home the last year that she was alive, but she just, she liked taking care of herself and that’s what she wanted to do. She lived here in White Sulphur so that she would be closer to me. She couldn’t live at the ranch any longer, that broke her heart but she wasn’t able to.  She was very sharp, full of fun, and totally aware of the news, etc..

LR: So here’s a question, you have lived in Meagher County your whole life, right? Never lived anywhere else besides Meagher County?

JZ: Well, when we first got married, he was still in the Air Force and for not even quite a year we lived in Denver where he was stationed. I thought that was the end of the earth. I thought that was the most horrible existence anybody could ever have, was to live in that place that was nothing but people and lights and traffic. I got used to it but...

LR: So what did you do while you were there?

JZ: We, every weekend we were out prowling around the old mining towns and there’s so much history in Colorado. There was a lot of old mining camps and towns, and so on and so forth. We’d go out every weekend and prowl around those places. If there was a rodeo going on, he did some rodeoing, my husband did. We would go do that. And we came home once while we were down there. We raided my mother-in-law’s garden and took a whole bunch of garden vegetables home.

LR: What’s the timeframe, about what year was that?

JZ: That we were in Denver, it would have been in 1953. In 1954, we came home.

LR: And you got married in?

JZ: 1953 is when we went to Denver, and we came home in the fall of 1954.

LR: And you had gotten married?

JZ: In March of `53.

LR: How old were you then?

JZ: Actually I guess we came home that fall, so from March till fall. November I think we came back. Because he took an early-out retirement. How old was I then? I was 20, I think I was 20. I had worked in the county agent’s office up here for about a year or so. 

LR: And then, I didn’t mean to interrupt you either. When you guys moved out on the Smith River, you ran cows mainly...

JZ: Just cows.

LR: And what sort of work did you do then and how has the work changed throughout the years of what you do?  <background chimes/break> So when we left off, I was asking you when you and George, your husband, when you moved out on your place on the Smith River, what sort of work did you do?

JZ: Well, there was just the two of us, and it was a pretty big place and in terrible, terrible shape. The hay grounds were shot, the irrigation ditches wouldn’t run water. One favorite story that we both used to tell was in the barn, in the stalls in the barn, if you wanted to lead a horse in there and tie him up to the stall, he would be standing with his feet on about three feet of manure.. His front feet would be on the stall floor and his hind feet would be about three feet high, because it had never been cleaned. Nobody would clean it. So it, just everything. The water system with the well and the pump was a joke and the old hand-dug well had little fish in it and mice. So I helped with everything. That’s just the way we did it. 
We had the cattle that were on the place were pretty poor quality so we sold a bunch of them. We were leasing the place at the time, we bought it later. But we sold the worst of those cattle, sorted them and sold them. There was no hay on the ranch when we got it. We went there in the first of November and we had about 150 head of cattle. There not very many fences on the ranch at the time, just the border fences between us and neighbors. But across the river to the southwest from the buildings—which were right down on the riverbank, all of the buildings the barn, an old sheep shed, it had been a sheep ranch a long time—and then you could look across to the southwest and it was just what they call the dry range. It was just a mountain range that started straight up from the bottom of the canyon right across the river from us. It went straight up, and then there was meadows and benches up there till you got clear on top, and then it was a lot of open big huge parks and what not. Lots of grass cuz nobody used it for cattle. 
We didn’t have any hay, so we would put all the cattle over on that side of the river and of course they went up because where the grass was. My husband rode every day. And I’ll never forget it—we got a little puppy when we moved down there, she was part border collie and part Australian shepherd, she was just a little bitty thing. He would take her with him on the horse. Then she got so she would follow him. He’d ride over there, and it was steep, really steep country, and he’d ride back and forth over there and find all the cows that he could and see what kind of shape they were in. The ones that were falling off he’d bring home and we would buy a little bit of hay and keep bringing some home and try to get them all off the mountain up there before calving. But that little puppy got so that she didn’t want to ride on the saddle very long, so I’ll never forget watching him up on one of those ridges across from the house riding up, because it was not the safest thing in the world, you know, steep and horses fall and that kind of stuff. But I’d see this little fluffy thing jump out of one track over into the next track, horse track, and then again. She’d just jump from one track to the other following him, as long as I could see him. She just, she was really oh a fantastic little dog, a cow dog.
	But I had quite a lot of chickens. We had a milk cow, we had of course horses, that’s all we had to use. And I helped with the feeding. I drove the team. Took a gatepost out one time because I didn’t pay any attention to where I was heading the team.

LR: So your team, was it a sleigh on runners?

JZ: It was two what we call “bobs.” Two sleigh bobs with a hayrack on top of it. And a bob is two sleigh runners with hitching apparatus to hitch the team so they could pull on the front, and then you can fasten another bob and it makes it right size for a hayrack. So that’s how we fed.

LR: And the hay you were feeding, was it loose? Just loose hay or bundled?

JZ: No, well we did have some loose hay but almost all bales, small bales. They didn’t have round bales then. No, it was small square bales. It was, of course that ranch had a reputation for being a really tough, tough country, and it was. The river was a lot of headaches. It was big enough to cause a lot of problems. It wouldn’t completely freeze over in every place, and you’d have some places where the ice wasn’t where you couldn’t trust it, or open little ripples in the middle. We lost cattle in it, we lost a dog in it, things like that. 
But then, so wintertime we used a lot of wood. I had a wood cook stove and we had a heater, wood heater. So wintertime was more laid back, but just fighting the snow and the wind in that canyon every day, on any ranch, even now, where I am still on that part of the ranch that we kept, it’s just not like living near town. I mean, everything you do you’re fighting the depth of the snow, so on and so forth. We just went through about a two-week session of bad storms and bitter cold.
	But then start, when we were getting ready to calve, there was an old rickety sheep shed on the river, up along with the buildings, and part of it was caved in on one side, but you could put cattle in there and keep little calves dry. So I always helped with calving, helped a few with the feeding, and my job evolved into I would be the night calver. And so, depending on the kind of weather we were having, the amount of snow we had, we tried to calve the cows out up on the hayfields up the river bottom. There was some shelter from, some patches of brush not a lot. That canyon was such that the wind came straight up the canyon.  The brush along the river was not much shelter, cuz it was along the same direction as the wind. But if it was real tough, we’d bring all the cattle into the lots around the buildings, and we always had heifers we were calving so we’d shuffle them off into a corral for the day where we could feed them or put them in a little pasture down below. Then the barn was, it was a nice barn in a lot of ways, but it was not very warm and at some time or other some awful wind had shifted it on its foundation so it was kind of crooked. It made for a lot of problems.

LR: Is it still standing?

JZ: No, no it’s not. We built a new one and then that old one got burnt down. But, we just, just the two of us together, we did it all. Fortunately I was raised around that and knew how to do all that. I was a fairly good rider, good with horses, and so we did the calving then together of course. Some springs were a nightmare, some springs went pretty good, depending upon the weather, depending on how much snow we had, so and so forth. We always fed with the team and we had Belgians. They were the ones that were so calm and easy to have on feed ground and stuff. They handled, they weren’t excitable. They were really good. The team that we had, when he broke them, my husband was exceptionally good with horses and he broke them so that you never had to touch the reins when you were out on the feed ground. They just went, they knew where to go. It was really neat.
	So then in the spring of course, first in the beginning because the ranch was such a terrible shape, George was just more than run ragged trying to get ditches cleaned. There were no fences on the ranch that were up either. They were all in shambles. Over on that mountain where we’d let the cows graze that winter, there was no boundary fences. There was no fences over in there at all on the dry range. Now it’s fenced off  but it wasn’t then. So they could go. You had to really watch them because they’d just go where the good grass was. And they had no water up there except the snow, so that was kind of a pretty tough winter.

LR: Your cattle had brands though, right? What’s your brand?

JZ: A lazy J with a Z hanging off the end of the J. No, it was a Z lazy J. There were several brands. I had another brand that was a quarter-circle JZ. My dad got that one for me. Then we had a brand, two brands that came with the ranch. One was a W hanging lazy S. The other one was a W lazy S. I still have both of those.

LR: You still have both of those.

JZ: Yeah, I gave my son the one brand the quarter-circle JZ. So then it comes spring and things start opening up, and because there was no hay and no grass, we started pushing the cattle out into some pastures out of the canyon where the green grass would start coming first. Then I would take care of the cattle. I’d ride out every day and check for new calves and everything like that, while George was trying to get ditches cleaned and burned and fences up. So we did that for a long time. Finally, we’d been there for three, four years when a neighbor talked us into going into the outfitting business, the big-game outfitting business. We started doing that with some hunters that had come to him through his guide service. They came there for years. They were all firemen from Los Angeles, from a fire department. Wonderful, wonderful guys.

LR: And you did all the cooking, right?

JZ: Oh yes. I did all the cooking. And finally, when we first went there we lived in a little log cabin that had been an ice house. Because the owners of the ranch didn’t want anybody living in the big house. It was full of their possessions and what not.

LR: And where were they?

JZ: They were living in Denver. He was dead by that time and she was still alive but I think she died just before we bought the ranch from her estate in 1971. 

LR: But they didn’t want you living in their big house?

JZ: No, they finally decided we needed to, she did after he was gone. No he was gone already before we got the ranch. We got it from her, through her nephew, is how we ended up with the ranch.
	So anyway, we moved into that big house and then I had more room and what not. There were two little guest cabins on the ranch when we moved there besides that ice house that we’d been living in. So I had a place where we could put hunters. The little guest houses weren’t modern. They had a gas stove for cooking but they didn’t have any running water. They were nice little cabins. The people who had owned the ranch had built them for their friends. We just started out small, just half a dozen hunters maybe at a time. But it was, we kept it up for quite a few years and we got pretty big with it. 

LR: Hunting elk, right?

JZ: Elk and deer. And a bear occasionally. But we, we didn’t even have any guides the first couple of years. We just did it. George just took them on his own. But that was before there was much guiding done. And we had the neighbors, we had a lot of acres to hunt in.  We had the neighbors, we had from Williams Mountain over on the northeast...

LR: What mountain?

JZ: Williams Mountain. There was a look-out tower up there. We had from there in the northeast clear to the Smith River. Then we ended up getting permission to hunt on the Dry Range country, and we end up getting the Lingshire country hunting business. So by the time we got through acquiring all those acres, we were taking sometimes as high as 12 to 18 hunters. I didn’t have much help with cooking. First few years I didn’t have any and all the hunters stayed there. We didn’t go out into a camp. But in hunting season, that’s in the fall when we need to be sorting cattle, need to be gathering cattle, finishing getting ready for the winter, and so forth.  I got left with that. I had to finish gathering the cattle from here and there and still cook for the hunters that I had then. I always had a lot of chickens, there was always chores, horses to feed, cows for whatever reason, milk cow, splitting wood. All that stuff. During all that time, we had trouble with the well, nothing was in very good shape. It was kind of ah, had been let go because the people that owned it where not ranchers. They were speculators and they loved the ranch. So anything they had done was just for being pretty, you know that type of thing. 
	So then eventually, we acquired enough hunting range that we had a hunting camp at a regular cow camp way over clear to the northwest over in the Beaver Creek country. Rock Creek country was where it was, way to the west of the Dry Range, on the other side of the Dry Range. So then the hunters got split up. There was usually one of the neighbors stayed as a guide at our place and we’d keep two to four hunters there, then George would have a couple of guides and he’d work the hunting camp. So then again, you know, I had to do everything that was done on the ranch. Eventually we got some help, but sometimes the help was hunting as one of the guides. 
During those years, Jerry boarded in town with families and with my parents. When he was in high school, then he started driving back and forth in the fall until the weather would get bad. Then he would have to stay in town. Then he would drive back and forth in the spring when he could. But he wasn’t there all of the time.

LR: What year was Jerry born?

JZ: 1955.

LR: Oh you told me that I think.

JZ: A little bitty preemie. He came two months early.

LR: Oh wow, back then that was...

JZ: Yeah, it was so different then.

LR: Was he born in the hospital?

JZ: Yes, in the Harlow hospital. We didn’t have a hospital here then. The doctor that was here had a little clinic, and then he would go to Harlow at night and take care of patients he had sent down there. So, he was in Harlow and a neighbor that was a real close friend of George’s was all ready to take me in because I’d been having problems. So things got real dicey and we decided we’d better go, and off to Harlow we went. Marshall couldn’t see very good, so George would tell him about the deer on the road and Marshall would drive. So anyway, he was born prematurely that night. But in the nursery, the little Isolette thing was clear at the back of the nursery, you couldn’t even see him and nobody was allowed to go in there. Nobody was allowed to see him. And they’d bring him to me, but nobody was allowed to be in the room whenever they brought him to me. He was there, he was born 4th of June and I wasn’t able to take him home until he reached four pounds, and that was towards the end of July. So that summer, our whole life was different. We didn’t have the ranch on Smith River, we were working on a ranch out of town here.

LR: Oh, you weren’t out there yet?

JZ: No, we weren’t out there yet. We didn’t go out there until 1960. 

LR: Oh that’s right, you told me that. When he was five.

JZ:  I stayed with my folks and went back and forth to Harlow every day to be with him and see him and take him some milk.

LR: And so, what’s his actual full name?

JZ: Gerald Alan Zeig. That got to be a family problem because some relatives at Missoula that, we kept in touch okay with George’s folks but they had their way of communicating which didn’t always make it clear to everybody what was going on. They had a late-in-life baby born not the same day but the same year, and they called him Gerald Alan.

LR: Oh, wow. What a coincidence.

JZ: So he was George’s cousin and they had a fit. They wanted us to change Jerry’s name but we wouldn’t do it. Because Jerry was G A Z like his dad and his grandpa, and we wouldn’t change it. That’s why we did that was because it was the initials for George’s dad. So it was a kind of, it hasn’t caused any trouble in later years but when my Jerry was going to school over there in Missoula, then it kept cropping up. I don’t know anything about what their life is like now.

LR: So back to all of your different jobs on the ranch or off the ranch, what was your favorite job that stuck out?

JZ: You know I’m a little different than most people I guess, or a lot of people. I have never ever resented or complained about working. My people didn’t. I never heard any of my family, and they worked hard, I never heard anybody complain, and I don’t know why they didn’t because boy they worked awfully hard. But I didn’t grow up around that complaining. I grew up around, you just accepted, nobody said this, it wasn’t in words, but you accepted your life and what you could do to make it better. But mainly to make it better for the whole, not just yourself but everything around you, the ranch itself and so on and so forth. You did everything you could. And so I never, I have never, I still don’t resent work if I have to work. It’s just my health that causes me a problem. But so it’s really hard for me to say. I miss the calving terribly. I just, I loved those babies. But of course in the end, before George sold that ranch and the cows, every cow we had had been raised, we had raised it ourselves. I didn’t, I tolerated, well I shouldn’t say tolerate, I accepted the hunting thing because we desperately needed the income to hold everything together and improve the ranch. Because we had to build all new fences. We had to, we built a new shed, we built a new barn, really got hay meadows going in great shape, had a beautiful bunch of cows and very highly respected for all that we had done there.

LR: What sort of cows did you run?

JZ: At first we had Herefords. Then we started, and George was an excellent stockman. He wanted to bring in Angus bulls, which we did. Then we had cross-breds, kept going into the cross–breds but eventually a lot of them were straight Black. But they did have the background of the Herefords. 

LR: I didn’t mean to interrupt you.

JZ: It doesn’t matter. So I don’t know how to say, I accepted the hunting thing and George was excellent with that, he’s so good with people and a wonderful hunter and all that. That business went really, really well. It was a terrible amount of work for me because the last thing that we ever did to make things easier was to make things easier in the house. It’s never, and this is really a funny story. And you wouldn’t get a laugh out of it if you didn’t know my father. But somebody, some friend or my uncle or somebody gave me a used dishwasher. And in the old kitchen that I had before we did a little remodeling in the house, you had to roll the dishwasher out to the sink and hook it up. It was in the way because the kitchen just had too much stuff in it. But you know, refrigerator, washing machine, dishwasher, two stoves, I don’t know what all. Anyway, my dad walked into the kitchen and he said, “What’s that thing?” He was a man of few words, he didn’t really say much. I mean he was pretty quiet. And I said, “It’s a dishwasher.” And he said, “A what?” I said, “Dad, it’s a dishwasher.” “Aren’t you a dishwasher?” He really was quite put out. He said, “What do you need it for?” And I said, “Well I think it will help me with my time.”

LR: Make your life a little easier.

JZ: He was just a little bit put out about I had to have a dishwasher. But anyway, I don’t know. I loved the spring and the calving. I didn’t like the, dealing with the weather in the spring with mud and snow and trying to get calves okay and you’re mucking around through mud up to your knees when we had to have all the cattle in when it was bad. And I didn’t mind haying. I didn’t have to do a lot of work in haying time as it went on. I loved fencing. I just loved being out fencing. I still do. I can’t do it, my hands are too weak. I can’t do the, but...

LR: Where’d you get all your posts?

JZ: Well, we cut a lot of them ourselves up on the forest, which is about eight miles up the road.

LR: And you skid them with horses? Or how did....

JZ: No, just took the truck up there and started cutting down lodge pole and bring em home. Yeah, haul em home and start cutting. And the barn, the new shed we bought the sawed lumber for that, to take the place of that old rickety sheep shed. We built it first because we had to have a decent shed for calving, and it was really nice. Boy, I thought we were in heaven. You’d walk in that shed, there were pens on each side and there was a little incubator for the little babies. We had a catch to catch the cows when you were trying to pull a calf and you know all that stuff. Well for me and night calving that was, oh I would of just lived out there. It was great. We bought the lumber for that. And I can’t remember exactly who helped us. But the barn, every day during the winter, like in January and February, they would get through feeding and I would have lunch ready. That’s when this young man that was with us for 14 years and helped guide and what not, he had been, he stayed with us. He came there to us the year that Jerry graduated from high school and he stayed for 14 years. He was the same age as Jerry. They had graduated the same time. 
Anyway, then we’d go out with the truck and I forget, some of the stuff we left up, on that Dry Range, that mountain I was talking about across from the house, we’d walk in there where there was beautiful timber.  I don’t know why I was able to do it, but George would have me go mark trees that they should cut. We cut down several trees and pull em on down. I think he had the dozer up there, the little Cat is what he had up there. We had an old logging cart that was at the ranch when we went there. And they’d limb em and get em ready to haul in, and we’d haul in a load every day, every afternoon in time to do chores and supper and what not. Every time that Andy had some time, then he’d peel them. We had them out in front of the house and by the corrals and what not. And that’s what the new barn was built from, was everything off of the ranch out of that timber out of there. We did that every day. I don’t remember how long it took us, I don’t remember at all. It took us quite a few weeks I think as I recall. 
	The things that we did on the ranch, we pretty much did together. You know, it finally got so, well then after we had done the outfitting business with just hunters, I don’t remember how we got started at it, if I thought about it I could remember because somewhere in the back of my mind I remember who helped us with it, we started taking in summer guests because we had those two cabins. Well actually three. The boys, Andy and Jerry, stayed down in an old log cabin that had been a teacher’s little school house for a few years. We had four bedrooms in the house. We started taking in summer guests. It was a working guest ranch. It finally became advertised in a little summer vacation guide magazine, I can’t remember now what it’s called off the top of my head. The lady that published it came out and spent a few weeks with us. She thought it was fantastic. But it was advertised as a working guest ranch and that it wasn’t totally modern, it was very basic, home cooking, help with the work if you like, if you want to. We did that from, boy, I can’t even remember the year that we started that. We did that up until 1982, I think it was. 
About 1980 or so, we quit doing outfitting in that whole country that we were using, we just had outfitting on the ranch and the couple neighboring, some neighboring land. Because it cut into the fall ranch work terribly. It got to the point where the ranch, the cow herd was bigger, I couldn’t handled it by myself in the fall anymore when we were scattered out like that other hunting camp. So we had toned it down to where we just had George and we sometimes had one guy to help him but usually that person was working on the ranch. So we just phased out the hunting altogether. 
I did most of the business part of the ranch, bookkeeping and everything. I did all the corresponding with the guests and the hunters. I took care of everything that was desk work, paying bills, you know, that whole thing I took care of. Did from the beginning, did from the time we got married.

LR: I just have a question, just for comparison. Do you remember what you paid for your ranch out there?

JZ: Let’s see, we paid, I’m trying to think now. I think we paid $71,000.

LR: Okay, for how many acres?

JZ: It was just, we had a piece of state land and without that we had almost 3,000 acres. A big difference.

LR: A big difference now.

JZ: And we made a down payment. There was one section of the ranch, because the ranch went way down into the Smith River Canyon. We were the last place on the river. That was why it was so remote and hard to get in and out of, and so on and so forth. There was one section clear at the lower end where there was no way to get to it except on the river bottom with the road from the buildings on down through the hay meadows and into that section of ground. It had very little grazing on it. It had little bitty meadows on each side of the river but then it was almost all cliffs and timber and a lot of cliffs. By the time, there were cliffs on both sides at the buildings where our headquarters were, but then they got higher and the canyon got narrower from there down, from the buildings on down. So we traded that piece of ground to a group of people from Great Falls for the down payment on the ranch. That’s how we did that, that how we got a down payment on it. And we did that, `70, 1971 I think. Yeah, that’s when we finally bought it. I’m trying to think. But we had the use of that property from then on and those people built, one family built a cabin down there; and their access was through the ranch by the buildings. Still is. It went that way when it got sold. Up to buying we had leased the ranch from 1960.

LR: And how much do you have now? You’ve sold off some of it over the years. How much do you have left now?

JZ: I’ve got 1,400 and some odd acres. But I also have a state land, state section  which adds 640 to it. 

LR: Okay, you have more than I thought still.

JZ: And I still have my grandfather’s ranch up at what we call Findon.

LR: So what part does, Gilbert has part of it and you have part of it?

JZ: No, he didn’t get any of that, yes he did too. When my grandfather died, there was a family upset and my uncle took over everything that my dad didn’t already have, which is where Gilbert is. That was all summer range for my dad. So, when Grandpa died, then it got split. It went to court, and let’s see, then it ended up being split three ways between my dad, my uncle and my aunt. My uncle had, he had already settled; he put a home on a piece that wasn’t supposed to be his, it actually belonged to my aunt. Anyway, the ranch got split up three ways. And then my aunt died so then it got, then. Daddy had died before any of them. Then it was owned between my mom and my aunt, her husband, which he signed to us, then my mom wanted we three, my two brothers and I, to have the whole thing. 
Gilbert by that time had already leased the ranch, the main ranch where he is now, and had bought two other ranches that neighbored it. He already had that property which bordered what had been my dad’s range, summer range, which was a part of Grandpa’s originally. And then so then we split it up again. Mom wanted to split it between the three of us, so I ended up with Grandpa’s part, or the main part that was left of Grandpa’s. The main ranch and summer range and all of that. My brother George wound up with the property that was down on the river that my dad had bought and a section of summer range. And my brother Gilbert wound up with all that summer range over that borders where he had put a ranch together. 
Then my younger brother George died and that portion, which was Mom’s until she died here two or three years ago, was in a life estate thing. She had control of it but my brother, my younger brother had married somebody shortly before he died and she wanted the ranch. She wanted to keep it from his two daughters. So now that Mom died, it’s back in court again. We don’t have anything, my brother Gilbert and I have nothing to do with it. It was his, my younger brother’s. What we had is, I have Grandpa’s, so that bigger part of Grandpa’s, and Gilbert has all that summer range.  I have just now turned over my part of Grandpa’s to my son, Jerry.

LR: That was I was going to ask you next, is now how do you run your place out there and over...

JZ: Gilbert and I, I have cattle down there and we just run the operation like, he has my cattle on shares. He gets a portion of what my cattle bring in, I get the other. He makes most of the decisions. He takes care of Grandpa’s fencing and haying and all that kind of stuff. Just, we operate it all together, pretty much together. And it’s going to stay that way. Jerry wants it to stay that way. And, it balances Gilbert’s out for summer range. Because if we hadn’t done that, if I had kept my part of Grandpa’s separate, he would have been short of summer range and he couldn’t have kept my cows. So that’s how, and I keep the replacement heifers at my place here, down in the valley, down where I live. I keep the replacement heifers down there in the summertime on the state land. I sell pasture to neighbors for the rest of what I’ve got. I don’t have anything else of my own cattle down here except those heifers. So Gilbert and I pretty much operate together to a point. I mean, all the haying stuff he, sees we don’t have any problems with each other, we never have had so it works pretty well. I don’t have to, he doesn’t have to call me up and say, “Well do you think I should cut hay up here this year? What do you think?” We don’t do that. He knows what he’s doing. And it works beautifully for me. Then when my health failed eight years ago and I couldn’t do anything to help him or my own place here.

LR: Arthritis, right?

JZ: Yeah, rheumatoid arthritis. I had to back off. I had been doing everything at my place pretty much on my own. I would get help part of the time but I couldn’t after that. So, fencing, I did some of the irrigating down here when we were raising hay. I raised hay for awhile. I didn’t do a lot with cattle except for the heifers. I did heifers, I took care of the heifers by myself. I always had some help, or not always, but I usually had somebody that I could get to help. Then my nephew started coming out quite a few years go, and now he lives out here with his family. So he’s absolutely priceless. He’s wonderful. Very good with the ranch, very good to me. So you know, growing up the way I did prepared me for everything that’s come since.
	Mom and I milked a string of cows and that was the money.  There was a creamery in Harlow and we save the cream and take the little, the big, cream cans to Harlow up to the creamery and that was the money for the grocery bill and any clothes that we kids got, which came out of the Sears and Roebuck catalog or Montgomery Ward. Just things like that. The house on the river ranch down there, when Daddy bought it was in horrible shape. The sheep herders had been living there and that kind of tells you what it was like. They, poor Mom. I felt so sorry for my mother. I was old enough, I was about nine or ten when they bought that. She tried to mop the floor, and those sheep herders had split all their cook wood, stove wood, on the floor in the kitchen. 

LR: Oh gosh.

JZ: So mopping the wood floors, that was, poor Mom, I felt so sorry for her. She worked awfully hard there. Had a big garden. My grandmother had a wonderful, beautiful big garden, and she had a beautiful yard, I don’t know how she ever did it. I don’t know how she ever had time. She, they had a little irrigation ditch that came out up behind the buildings at Grandpa’s. It’s all a big quaking aspen grove, beautiful. It used to have tepee poles in it, where the Blackfeet wintered there. In fact, when they plowed up the one place where they had a garden, my dad had half of a coffee can full of arrowheads out of that garden. Well actually they had more than that. They had a couple of coffee cans full of arrowheads sitting on the pantry floor when I was little. But Grandpa put in an irrigation ditch for her some time before I ever came along, out of where the horse trough, watering trough, was up in the corrals. It came down through the middle of the yard and that’s how she irrigated her yard. She had a beautiful yard, just beautiful. She was really good at that stuff.
	I don’t know, I don’t think she ever regretted that she stayed here and married him and turned into a rancher’s wife. I don’t think so. She didn’t seem to. She loved to fish, she just loved it. And a lot of the main haying ground up at Grandpa’s was over the hill on the next creek on the Daisy Dean Creek. So he’d go over there every day to irrigate and change the water. We kids called her “Gammy,” and he’d yelled in the door, “Gammy, ready to go?” And she, that’s the only time I ever say her in pants. She’d have her pants on and her big hat and some sloppy old shirt, and she’d have her fishing basket ready by the door and away she’d go. I don’t know how she did it, because she baked all her own bread and did all that kind of stuff. I don’t know how she did it, I don’t remember.

LR: Okay, so I’m going to ask you a few other questions. Is that okay? I’m trying to think which one to do first. So what are your thoughts on the role of women in agriculture? 

JZ: I think they’re very valuable. I think women lend a lot to an agricultural operation if the lifestyle of the family is compatible with that. They have, women as a rule, especially in agriculture, have good judgment. They have a sensitivity about some things that men don’t or don’t recognize. And their mothering nature is almost always there. So that is a big role. And most women are strong enough and capable enough of being pretty good hired hands. They aren’t necessarily a hired hand. They are good at business. A lot of women are very good at business. I was lucky in that I had that background somehow. I was able to do that. I think it’s very important. They fill a lot of different roles in agriculture on an operation. But I don’t think anyone should ever look at a ranch wife as the little wife who gets her hair done every week in town and so on and so forth. It’s just not my experience with ranch women. I think they are very valuable. I think a partnership is critical between a man and a woman on a ranch.

LR: And you definitely showed that, all of the stuff you’ve had to do.

JZ: Well, that’s the way I grew up with that, so. My mother used to go out with the pickup and pull up the stacker when they were stacking loose hay. She did that in-between cooking for the hay crew. There were a few years, my dad and my grandpa and my uncle ranched together for quite a few years, and they would, for a few years they got Mexicans from Mexico for hay hands, and boy that was really interesting. But she, she did a lot of that kind, whatever was needed she did it. Of course, she was raised on a ranch, a homestead. Her dad raised sheep. She tells when she got married she didn’t know to boil an egg because she spent all of her time with her dad. There was just she and her younger sister. She couldn’t cook. She said, “But I could drive a four-horse team on a plow.” Or disc, or whatever it was. 

LR: That’s pretty cool. Okay, then what are your thoughts on the relationship between conservation and ranching?

JZ: Basically ranchers are conservationists. If you don’t, then your operation is going to suffer. You’re going to hinder your grass if you’re not careful about seeing how many cattle you graze. Sometimes people don’t have a choice, but for the most part, anything you do is a conservation type of operation. If you’re being careful with how you use your grass, how you distribute your pasture, your cattle, you don’t waste water, you use water efficiently, which if you don’t then you are hurting your operation. You’re not making any money off of an operation that’s sloppy and careless. And so, to me, agriculture and conservation go together. And I think it’s very important.

LR: Okay. A couple more here. What is your fondest memories of living on the land? That’s a hard question. You touched on a lot of them.

JZ: Oh boy. I could tell you about riding back and forth between my home, the ranch on the river to Grandpa’s, which I did a lot. With sitting up on the hill and having antelope all come over the hill and stand there looking at me. I will never forget that, it was just. And being able to hold one of those little calves. I just, I loved those babies. Just loved those babies. And you know, in all fairness, my family were wonderful and I loved them dearly and they were wonderful to me, but they are tough people. It was not an easy, my childhood was you worked and you did this, and if you get hurt and this happens or that happens, you just take it. But my grandfather, I think he was the rock that kept me straight on how I grew up. He was just, he was just fantastic. He was a gentle, kind, strong, strong person. I don’t know how to describe how valuable he was to me in how I grew up. But I have a real deep sense of being a part of his heritage, which was a Scottish life. Maybe not how they live now, I don’t know how they live now. But just that, just something about him and what he was.

LR: You went to Scotland didn’t you?

JZ: Uh-huh, I’ve been there twice. I was able to go to the farm where his father grew up. I was able to see the house that Grandpa lived in until he, his father was a policeman. There were several in the family and so his father was born down the line and he went out to work; the oldest son of course was on the property. But in this little town I became friends with an elderly gentleman there who’d been an electrician on what they call the “Black Isle,” which is where Grandpa came from. He took me to the little house that my grandfather had lived as a little boy. He took me to, showed me where to go to the farm that Grandpa’s family had had. And very prosperous farm. I got to go to the graveyard. This old gentleman showed me where it was, well he took me there once. And I got to find the stones from way,  you know, way, way back in the family. Way back to the 1700s and 1500s. Yeah.

LR: Where at in Scotland?

JZ: Out of Inverness. Just what is called the Black Isle, and it’s just in the Moray Firth, which is a bay. There is a piece of land that juts out into the firth, and it is part of the mainland but it just juts out there. It’s called the Black Isle. I was there two times. The first time with my mother and a friend of ours, and that’s when I visited the cemetery. Then the second time with a real close friend whose background, her family had come from Scotland and she wanted to celebrate her 65th birthday in Scotland so I went with her. We stayed there for about two weeks, something like that. 

LR: That’s neat.

JZ: It was. It was a fantastic experience that I treasure. I’ll always treasure that time.

LR: I bet. So, just a couple more. What do you think are the benefits, you kind of touched on this too, the benefits of raising kids on a ranch or farm?

JZ: Well I think the benefits are even more important now because, raised on a ranch of course is different than when I grew up. Responsibilities and chores and what not are expected. I mean, they, an animal can’t survive if it isn’t given water. It can’t survive if it isn’t fed. If you don’t do such and such then it’s going to hinder other people. Kids don’t have that same thing now to the degree that we did in generations past, but there is still enough of it that parents can say you know you have to take care of those chickens and kids can say, “Well I don’t have to. How come you have to have them, there’s eggs in the store.” That kind of stuff. But I think the basic lifestyle on a ranch still gives kids a sense of responsibility and understanding the resources, the natural resources, conservation, just that atmosphere and the presence of being in the land and, regardless of what the livestock are, what the needs are. They still get a sense of, a broader sense of responsibility and a broader sense of what makes it all work. And I know that’s poor choices of words, but I think it is, if it’s handled in a way that kids will benefit, they do benefit from it. It’s valuable to live that kind of a life if they can. 
I know, just an example, my son went into geology. We didn’t discourage him from coming back to the ranch but we didn’t encourage him. We let him do exactly what he did. He started out in archeology but then he did a double major. So he went into geology, and I don’t like to brag about him, but he has done nothing but move up in that profession. Even now, where he doesn’t have to do field work, he wishes that that was all he was doing. He loves it. But now, he’s like on the board of the directors for a mining company.... He works 24/7 without even thinking about it and always has. He doesn’t even think about it. But that is the background. We didn’t go on vacations. We didn’t take Sundays off, because if you do somebody else has to take your place. And if you don’t have any money to pay them, you’re not going to do it. But, and he doesn’t, he has no resentment about that. Of course, part of that probably has to do with we never complained about working, that type of thing. But if there is something to be done, now he doesn’t come to the ranch so much because he has his office and everything up here, but when he come down to the ranch, he’d walk into the door and say, “Hi Mom.” Throw his coat down somewhere and set his computer and everything up on the dining room table and sit there and work. Didn’t even notice what day of the week or whatever. But he has done very well. And that’s a part of it, is that background of, well it’s 5 o’clock, I’m going to have to quit – he does not do that.
My brother has an example of that right now. He has a very wonderful great man working for him who happened to be a long-time friend and he was raised in Pennsylvania and his dad used to come out there hunting all the time and he’d take Tom with him. Tom always wanted to spend time on the ranch with Gilbert and Gilbert needed helped really bad here in his later years. And so he’s been working for Gilbert steady for two years year-around. Gilbert, we were kind of laughing about it the other day. Gilbert said, “You know, Tom is wonderful about taking care of everything, making sure it is done, but at 5 o’clock he’s in the house to watch the news.” And it’s just, and there’s things that he could be doing that would help make it easier on everything in some cases. Not always. And of course, like Gilbert said, if he wants to quit at 5 o’clock and he’s put in a full day, fine. But he said, “You know, if there were something that really critically needs to be finished you need to finish it.” But he’s always lived that way so he doesn’t think anything about it. And I’m sure a lot of people on ranches do the same thing now, but I’m not around any of that, so. It’s just different.

LR: Yep it is. I agree with you. One last question. Are you up for one more?

JZ: Sure.

LR: What one thing would you like someone who is not a rancher to understand about your life or your lifestyle?

JZ: The one thing?

LR: Or more than one.

JZ: I guess to understand, to understand that in that lifestyle, a ranching lifestyle, you don’t pick and choose when you want to go to town, when you can’t, you can’t always, when you can take a vacation, or when you want to go out and sort cows or whatever. Just understanding that there are other things that govern your life and your work besides what you think you want or what you think is the way to live.

LR: So what you are kind of saying is the weather, the land, the animals dictate your schedule.

JZ: Everything has some impact on how you live. And just assuming that you live this romantic kind of life, which most people anymore don’t; I think they’re beginning to understand. But you’re not, you’re your own boss but yet you’re not. It’s, there’s so many things that contribute to how you handle your daily life. And also, you need to be prepared for tragedies, bad luck, weather, whatever. I, my heart aches yet for those poor people in southwestern Montana with all those fires and losing their range, their cattle, their timber, their fences; their lives are shot. I mean, you would never get over something like that. It’s just, I don’t see how you could. You just, you have to be a strong enough person that you don’t just say, “I just can’t handle it. I’m going to walk away. I don’t know how you do it.” I’ve had people say that to me. We had so many summer guests, and one thing that both George and I were so conscious of, and we didn’t really talk about it, was how much we could impress upon those people what that life is like and the value of it. And we had some great people that really saw through it. Some of em didn’t. But I think reality is what I guess I would say would be the valuable thing for people to understand. A lot of people are not realistic because they don’t know the facts. And they don’t know the whole picture. I think that’s, that’s quite a flaw if you don’t.

LR: Okay. I know you said what year your date of birth was, but what’s your full date of birth, your birth day?

JZ: April 22, 1934. And guess where that puts me right now?

LR: Where?

JZ: 80, soon. 

LR: Well congratulations.

JZ: But I don’t feel it. I don’t like it that my health is not good in some ways and I’m not nearly, nearly as crippled as so many people are who have rheumatoid arthritis or other. You know, I look around and I just feel thankful that I don’t have so much of these other things. This is crippling and it’s not fun, and like yesterday with the wind blowing, and the wind just raises havoc with me. It causes the rheumatoids to flare up. And yesterday I thought, everybody thinks I should go to Arizona, but by God, I’m not going. I’ll sit here and be miserable, but happy with my life.

LR: Yeah, that’s how dedicated you are.

JZ: Well I am, I’m a dedicated kind of person. There is no doubt about it. I am. And I learned that, yeah I grew up with that.

LR: And were you born in White Sulphur?

JZ: No, in Harlow.

LR: In Harlowton. Okay. I think I’ve covered everything else. It was very interesting.

JZ: Oh I think I did a patchy job. One of my earliest, earliest childhood memories was Grandpa, and I’m not sure why it was arranged this way, but he had an old saddle horse that, I don’t think she was really old, neither. He called her Sleepy, she was a big buckskin mare. And for some reason he was going from the barn, which was down in front of the house, it was the first thing you’d come to, going up the road beside the yard to the corrals up where the sheep shed, well it had been a sheep shed, where the sheds were and the corals. And I guess he was going up there, well come to think of it, he was probably going up there to turn her out in the horse pasture because that’s the way he would have gone. Anyway, he had me riding on her. And I was in seventh heaven. It probably maybe was the first time I’d been on a horse, I don’t know, cuz they didn’t have any horses that little kids could be on. But I’ll remember that, I can just almost paint a picture of it. The sun was, late afternoon sun or evening sun coming off over the mountain or behind the mountain, and him leading me up that road. And I guess we were probably going to the horse pasture now that I think of it. But I’ll never forget that. A lot of those kind of memories of when we were little. I remember he brought me my first kitten, and I don’t really remember that. They keep telling me. But I remember the kitty because I loved her to death. She was calico and there were some kittens in the barn and he picked up this calico kitten and brought her up to me and gave her to me when I was still in a crib. And that kitten, she was my whole life. I loved her. He was just that way. He thought I needed a kitten so he just brought me one.

LR: Cool.
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