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by DOROTHY M. JOHNSON

FUNNY STORY about Glacier National

Park concerns the visit of the famous

author, Mary Roberts Rinehart, in 1917,

when the Park was in its infancy. (It was
established in 1910). The mountains and glaciers had
been there a long time, but the national park hadn'’t.
The Rinehart party traveled in style, with the famous
Eaton guides, packers and horses. There was champagne,
too, and what is more, the famous lady wrote a book
about the trip. It was entitled Tenting Tonight, and it
brought the area to the attention of a lot of people who
hadn’t heard about it before.

One night, while getting ready for bed in her tent,
the celebrated lady author punctured her air mattress
with a hatpin. That's all there is to the story, but it gets
funnier with the passage of time. A hat pin? What on earth
was she doing with a hatpin on a camping trip? Did she
plan to use it to defend herself from bears? No, in those
days ladies always wore hats and did their hair high,
and it took a couple of hatpins to keep the hat anchored.
At the time it happened, a lot of slightly jealous people
who weren't rich enough to travel with an air mattress
laughed merrily and figured that small accident served
an Eastern dude just about right.

My first experiences with social strata, rich people
and Eastern dudes, were all in Glacier Park. We unrich
Westerners were suspicious of the whole lot of them. We
looked down on them because we thought they looked
down on us. But they didn’t even see us, which made the
situation even more irmrtating. Years later, when I lived in
a big Eastern city, I learned not to see strangers; it is a
necessary protective device where there are too many
people. But in the uncrowded West, in my country, it's
bad manners, and on the trail it's proper to acknowledge
the existence of other human beings by saying hello.

My early memories of Glacier National Park, whose
western entrance is some twenty-six miles from White-
fish, Montana, where I grew up, are less about the breath-
taking mountain scenery than about the vast social chasm
between Eastern dudes and us who lived around there.
We were especially doubtful of famous people. For out-
door wear, rich Easterners were costumed by Aber-
crombie and Fitch or the equivalent.
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Once, trudging along a trail, some of us met Irvin S.
Cobb. We loved his stories in the Saturday Evening Post,
but that was his world; what was he doing in ours? (There
was no mistaking him; he was the homeliest man I ever
saw, with a face like a frog).

Mr. Cobb was carrying fishing equipment, and his
shit and pants had well-pressed creases instead of
wrinkles. He wore high laced boots of off-white leather.
Those boots endeared him to us. They were scratched
and worn and water-stained. They had taken him through
rough country and into mountain streams. We knew
right away that this was no dude. We judged that even
though he was an Easterner and world-famous, Irvin S.
Cobb was acceptable in our world. In Western slang,
he’d do to ride the river with.
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