Riding

I Was Right

Jim Fogg

It was a glorious, brisk morning in North Dakota and we
had been riding nearly an hour. The wheat fields were a
lush golden ocean of beauty as they stretched out over
acres of undulating landscape. Off in the distance a com-
bine cut its neat rows and the fresh smell was delicious.
We could stand it no longer and had stopped by the side
of the road to absorb the moment.

“You asshole!”

This was Craig’s response to my inquiry, “So, Craig
babes, how ya feelin’?” This was the sixth or seventh
time I'd asked the question that morning, each time find-
ing some new and even more annoying inflection to
puncture the silence. This time, though, a smile creased
his face and I could see the Norwegian ice jam was bro-
ken.

Craig Olsen, Nick Jadnac, Janet and I were taking a long
loop home through South and North Dakota after an
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enjoyable couple of days at Shorty Gallentine’s in the
Black Hills. Janet had insisted on moteling it, thank
God, while the boys were tenting it in city parks. After
three days without a shower Craig was getting a little
grumpy. You can’t always tell whether Craig is happy or
grumpy, being Norwegian, but generally when he is
silent, goes off by himself, and looks like he has spots in
front of his eyes, that means he’s grumpy.

Having traveled with Craig before I've found you have
to provoke him into happiness. It is the Norwegian way.
Don’t try kindness. Don't try ignoring it. Nothing works
but to inflict pain, like making him talk. It is the only
way. Calling someone an asshole is his way of saying
he’s getting happy.

In truth, Craig is just about the best traveling partner
you'll ever find. He’s always up for any idea, flexible,
laughs at my stories, actually studies a map before a trip,
and most important for me, he's never, ever lost. The
man has a compass in his head. We just wish he was
Italian or Irish.

Well, maybe I'm getting ahead of myself. The previous
Thursday Janet and I prepared to leave Hudson for
Shorty’s ranch. Shorty, by the way, is Terry Gallentine’s
80+ year old very energetic and snappy mother. She runs

a ranch in the Black Hills and every Continued page 3






