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arms aching after my 10th attempt, I succeeded in proper water tank placement. Mary
opened the door for me. I scrambled into the
bed and opened the lid to place the hose
directly over the hole.
Mary approached the rickety wooden
peeling-paint panel. Its small slot asked for 75
cents per 100 gallons in quarters. (And stores
charge $1.69 for a 16-ounce bottle of water?)
We discovered that Ed had given us a roll of
nickels, not quarters. All semblance of sanity
gone, we howled with laughter coupled with
dismay.
Fortunately, Mary’s purse produced a few
quarters. She popped three in and waited.
Nothing. I clambered out of the truck bed to
advise. She plunked in another. Silence. She
added another. We pounded on the rickety
wooden board with our fists. First nothing,
then suddenly a rumbling from the bowels of
the brick building...and the water started
gushing. I did my best to climb swiftly back
into the truck bed and hold the hose so the
water would go in the right place and not
soak me. The water didn’t stop at 100 gallons
but kept gushing. Just as we were wondering
whether we’d be responsible for flooding the
town of Forsyth, it miraculously stopped just
before it breached the top. I twisted the large
black plastic lid on and shakily climbed back
down. Success!
We cautiously made our way, water sloshing in the tank, back through town, trying to
keep the truck off the sidewalks. The citizens
of Forsyth are used to this sort of thing since
ranchers and railroaders primarily occupy it. A
few years prior, I had popped the clutch on my
husband’s 1986 GMC one-ton sans tailgate
and dropped a filled 300-gallon water tank in
the middle of an intersection. The populace
had been unfazed.
We made it back to camp with sore arm
muscles and stomachs aching from laughter.
We managed to dump the ingredients into
the taco soup and have it heated by the time
hungry cowboys arrived.
Although Melville’s tense novel ends with
“And I only am escaped alone to tell thee,” I
escaped the Pequod with my friend Mary to
tell thee. We’ve vowed never to drive that
damn truck again. n
Rebecca Colnar Mott is a “Steel City cowgirl”
raised in Pittsburgh, Pa. She often ponders why
she married a cowboy who convinced her to
move to Montana. When she’s not working as
an ag journalist, she spends her time trailing
cows for hours in nasty weather and driving
vehicles of questionable integrity.

Silk, Silver, T’s, and Toppers.
Fit for you, friends, and neighbors.
■ FANCY SILK WILD RAGS

$32 each

35x35”. Circle choice(s): Patriot,
Brands Sage, Calico Pink Paisley,
White Polka Dots on black, red,
blue or green.
■ EXTRA FANCY SILK

WILD RAGS $42 each

35x35”. Circle choice(s): Texas Bronc,
Purple Jacquard, Paisley in black/red,
black/silver or chocolate/green.
■ WILD RAG SCARF SLIDE
Sterling silver. Hand engraved by
Nevada cowboy Pete Schuler.
1-3/4” diameter $120

Scarf colors: www.rangemagazine.com

■ SILK WILD RAG SCARVES

$28 each

35x35”. Circle color(s): Royal Blue, Black,
Deep Lavender, Fuchsia, Turquoise,
Charcoal, Red, Teal, Chocolate, Bronze,
Maroon and Forest Green.

CALL 1-800-RANGE-4-U
RANGE T-SHIRTS
Made in U.S.A. Heavyweight,
100% cotton, preshrunk (Circle size)
■ Red ■ Black ■ Royal Blue
■ Lime Green ■ Purple

M, L, XL
XXL

$24 each
$28 each

(726-4348)

LONG-SLEEVED BLACK LATIN T’S
“Don’t let the bastards grind you down!”
■ M, L, XL

$33 each

■ XXL

$38 each

SHORT-SLEEVED
LATIN T’S (Circle size)

■ Safari Green ■ Light Denim
M, L, XL
XXL

$26 each
$31 each

HEAD-HUGGER CAPS
with embroidered RANGE logo.
Adjustable.
■ Khaki ■ Purple
■ Black ■ Royal Blue
■ Khaki/Navy bill

$21 each
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