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    Introducing our place 

 

You know the question: 

 

How was your summer??  Where did you go? 

 

For us, the answer is simple:  we go to our property in NW Montana, live in our 

two room original homestead log cabin and care for our 160 acres of forest.  We 

have electricity and water, a radio phone (a ship-to-shore phone), no internet, no 

cell service.   

Our nearest neighbors live 6 miles away.  

 

Then the question:  whatever do you do….read a lot? 

 

Not really…..but to help you get a sense of our place, our lives, come with me 

now on a quick visit to our property…..to help you “get it”.  

 

Traveling by car, we are one hour from the town of Whitefish, Montana.  45 

minutes on a paved road, 7 miles (about 20 minutes) on an unpaved Forest 

Service dirt road, ¾ mile up a hill to our entry point…. Then over and down the 

left hand shoulder, marked by orange tape tied and hanging from a treelimb.  

 

As we drive down the hill we spot the white gate, a heavy duty pipe that spans 

the road just before the culvert that carries Taylor Creek from one side of the 

road to the other.  Jump out of the car….smell the air, hear the creek, see the 

huge rocks adjacent to the creek, ahhhh, all the familiar sounds and smells that 

welcome us and you. ….all we see is familiar, the towering Englemen spruce, the 

stump of a tree, perhaps 3 ½ feet in diameter.  We know these trees, like friends:  

the lodge pole, the subalpine fir, the douglas fir, the larch….we’ve watched them 

all grow, even new ones pop up.  And there they are, welcoming us and you, to 

another summer with them.   

 

Heading up the hill, we pass strawberry patches that will soon produce fruit we’ll 

try to gather before the ground critters get to them.  

 

The road heaves and bumps around bends, then travels through meadows 

where…look….two deer, grazing, certainly not interested in us!  Later in the 



season we’ll find five wolf cubs playing on this very road, totally enjoying 

themselves until they spot us approaching and run off.   And at night , we’ll hear 

the adult wolves howling, as if to the moon…..and yes, we’ll howl back.  

 

Around another bend, there it is, our cabin, standing proud, waiting for us and 

you…as does the summer.   Our hearts are filled with joy, just being there,  

taking in the quiet, the animal sounds, anticipating early mornings as we warm 

ourselves near our wood burning stove, each of us sipping our freshly brewed 

cup of tea, believing life just can’t get any better.   

 

Yes, we do read books….some….but we also read to each other.   We plan what 

we’re going to do, removing lower tree limbs (improving sightlines), seeding 

areas once covered with knapweed, walking the woods in search of animal 

bones, checking our pond for salamanders, sitting on our homemade swing 

hanging between two lodgepole pines, simply marveling at the beauty before and 

around us.   

 

And each year, we are thankful we have returned once again, together.  

 

 


