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(By Gordon Perkins)
“Way up on a mountain
On a mountain so high,
Four men are watching
The vast,* lonely sky.
=

*
This is a story about Old
Glory and the men who know

her so well. Old Glory is a
mountain, 7,792 feet high to be
exact, and it is the highest iso-
later weather station on this
continent. )

To get to Old Glory, you can
drive a car as far as what used
to be O’Brien’s camp where the
road comes to an end. Then,
if you're a real hiker, you'll walk
the - rest of the way, although
many people seem to enjoy the
trip on horseback.

During the summer months,
Wilf Gibbard, his wife Ruth, and
their three kiddies live at
O'Brien’s Camp, in a cozy little
cabin that Ruth keeps spotlessly
clean and neat.

Wilf and Ruth Gibbard are
two of the nicest people you
could ever know. Dedicated to
the outdoors, they are one of
the happiest couples on the face
of the earth. Wilf spends the
summer months packing sup-
plies to the boys on Old Glory
and these supplies include
everything from marmalade to
coal. The entire winter
plies are taken up in these few
summer months, and Wilf is
using seven horses for the job.
He treats the horses like they
were human beings, talking to
them worrying about them when
they are under the weather, car-
ing for them with an affection
that is heart-warming.

sup-

‘AND THE HORSE TOLD ME’

Packing supplies up to Old
Glory is Wilf Gibbard’s sum-
mer occupation, and when
he’s not packing, you're liable
to find him fishing or hunting.
Wilf uses seven horses while
he’s packing, making several
trips to the top each week.

Three years ago, Ruth stayed
up on Old Glory as assistant
ranger, spotting forest fires.
There aren’t many women who
would forsake the city life to
take on a job like that, but as
Wilf says, “I married an excep-
tion.” There's a quiet pride in
his voice when he says it. Ruth
stays at O'Brien’s these days
raising her family. The Ilittle
one isn't quite big enough to
take to Old Glory for the sum-
mer months, so Ruth doesn't
get much opportunity to go
with her husband up the stair-
way to Glory. But her heart is

top. You're not hemmed in like
you are down here! Ruth is
from the prairies, and the view
from the top of Old Glory re-
minds her of home. Up there,
on a really clear day, you can
gee from 90 to 110 miles in all
directions, with nothing for your
eyes to rest against, but the
clouds on the distant horizon.
The trail from O'Brien's to
Old Glory reminds you of a
winding stairway with its twists
and turns. A mile up the trail
there, for she says, “I'd like to
be up there again. You can see
something when you're up on
from O'Brien’s, the original path
becomes two, and little sign-
posts inform you that if you
take the path to the right, it is.
five miles to Old Glory, and if
you take the path straight ahead,
it is seven miles to the top.
Wilf uses the longer trail when
he's packing, because it is a
more gradual climb for the hors-
es and their condition is his
first concern. Chances are that
you will take the shorter trail,
figuring that a little steeper
climb is worth it if it will save
you two miles. The trail drops
down into a little gully, where
a sturdy bridge spans a moun-
tain stream which “seems to
chuckle and gurgle like a con-
tented child as you approach it.
Across the bridge you go, and
up the other side of the gully,
and soon you come to another
little stream, spanned by an-
other sturdy bridge, making you
wonder for a moment whether
you're walking in circles or
not. Then begins the climb that
takes you up the stairway. As






