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When
Alastair Buchanan brought his young bride to
Montana it was a wild territory inhabited by the Blackfoot and Crow
tribes. The discovery of gold brought the white man in droves and
the historical feuding that had been between the tribes was now
concentrated on the white man, but the lure of gold was stronger
than the fear of Indian attack.

It was a much different land than his native Scotland, but
raising cattle was in his blood. Now living in this new country
away from the tyranny of the British rule a hardworking man could
carve his own future. Alastair Buchanan was one of those
hardworking men and his ‘Triple Hook’ ranch was proof of
that.

While others were fighting with the Indians he had made peace
with them by treating them fairly. It was not an easy peace to keep
but men who deep down are determined to live in peace will always
find a way.

It was a peace that cost him a few head of cattle every year,
but he and his riders were left alone while others around them
often had to fight for their lives. The years of peace allowed them
to build a large herd which supplied beef to the thousands of
miners that filled the country.

Dealing with the Indians was the easy part, it was battling
the elements that was his major challenge. The winters were harsh
and long and the last two were particularly harsh with blizzards
that devastated his herd. Having lost over half of his herd in the
last year alone would have convinced most men to throw in the
towel…but Alastair Buchanan was not most men.

He had an answer, but it was a big gamble. The Galloway
cattle in his home country of Scotland were toughened by centuries
of harsh weather in the Highlands. Their coarse outer coat of long hair helped shed the rain
and a soft undercoat provided insulation from the cold.

Being raised in the Highlands they were also
well-suited to rough grazing land and the coarse grasses that other
breeds would shun. Even this type of diet allowed them to maintain
a good condition and produce high-quality beef on less than ideal
pasture.

Alastair’s gamble was on the Galloway cattle so he could cross
breed some of those qualities into a new breed suitable for the
harsh winters of the Montana Territory. It was a large and bold
gamble but he saw it as the only way to save the Triple
Hook.

It would require a special person to make the trip to
Scotland, find the cattle he needed and return with them all the
way across the country, but he had faith that his son Cullen was
that person. He was young but he was seasoned by many of his young
years of handling cattle and he was just as confident that he could
handle men as well.

He entrusted him with all the money he had, which after
carefully budgeting out for travel expenses would go toward
purchasing enough Galloway cattle to start his new breeding plan.
It was not going to be an easy task for any man but he believed in
his son so he sent him to Scotland to bring as many Galloway cattle
as they could afford back to Montana.

It was that young man who stepped off the packet boat and set
foot on his father’s homeland. A tall lean man walked ashore beside
him and they both looked out of place with their large western
hats, bandanas, boots and canvas trousers.

Stretch Harland had been with the Triple Hook from the start
and Cullen had grown up with him, and now they were standing
together on the dock in Glasgow. Although Stretch was the ranch
foreman it was Cullen who was armed with the information his father
had given him. He was to seek Fergus Buchanan, his father’s
brother, and his uncle, to try and enlist his help in finding some
of the Galloway cattle.

He had made arrangements for a few head of the large Galloways
to be transported on a packet ship back to the east coast where
they would be unloaded and shipped as far west as the rail line
went and then herded the rest of the way. It was going to be a long
and grueling trip but they needed the Galloways.

The herding of cattle was nothing new to Cullen and Stretch
but the travelling by ship was something they had to get used to.
It was three weeks of long days and restless nights and while
neither of them looked forward to the return trip it must be
done.

They stowed their saddles in the steamboat office and headed
out with directions to Dungavel, knowing only that Fergus Buchanan
lived nearby. According to the directions Cullen figured it was not
more than twenty miles and, although walking was not something a
cowman liked to do they had no alternative as they struck
out.

They were in an unfamiliar land carrying a fairly large sum of
money but they each had their gunbelt and guns handy in their
duffle bags. His father had told him that the carrying of guns was
forbidden by the British, but coming from a land where no one told
them what to do it was hard to understand. Even so they decided to
obey the laws and not attract any undue attention.

They didn’t realize that the way they were dressed was
countering that, everywhere they went people stopped and stared at
them. They were friendly and helpful enough in giving directions
but they presented a sight that was hard not to stare
at.

They had travelled thousands of miles, first by horseback,
then by river boat, train and finally packet ship and now they
found themselves walking the last few miles. As they neared the
small village of Dungavel they met an old man who directed them to
where they could find Fergus Buchanan. Along with the directions
came a warning that he was not very receptive to strangers and a
careful approach would be prudent.

As they neared the gate of the place they were directed to the
words of warning still rang in Cullen’s ears. When he reached for
the latch to open the gate and arrow thudded into the gate post
near his hand, followed by a shout.

“That be far enough…state yer business.”

Cullen looked at Stretch who was now standing behind the
gatepost.

“That was a close call.”

Cullen looked at him and laughed.

“You dodged enough indian arrows in your life to know that was
just a warning.”

He turned toward the house behind the gate.

“I’m looking for my uncle Fergus Buchanan.”

There was silence for a minute and then the booming voice came
again.

“Who be ye, 'n' ye better talk quick.”

Cullen smiled as he opened the gate and stepped through with
his hands up.

“I’m Cullen Buchanan son of Alistair Buchanan, your
brother.”

There was another pause.

“What be yer mother’s name?”

Cullen smiled as he slowly walked closer.

“Florence Duncan…but her friends call her Flossie.”

A man stepped out from behind a shed and started toward
Cullen.

“Well Laddie, ah will be damned tis ye 'ere in th'
flesh.”

He reached Cullen with outstretched arms that wrapped around
him in a huge hug. Behind him came two boys almost as tall as him.
He let Cullen go and slapped him heartily on the back.

“So you be Cullen, Ah received a letter lang ago from Flossie
aboot th' fowk but time passes quickly.”

He turned toward the boys approaching.

“These be my boys”

The first boy approached.

“This be Niall and that’s Artair…boys this be yer cousin
Cullen, all the way from the Americas.”

Cullen shook hands with both the boys as Stretch approached
cautiously.

“This is my friend Stretch Harland.”

The handshaking went on again until Cullen spoke as he pointed
back to the arrow in the gate post.

“Someone is mighty handy with a bow.”

Fergus laughed.

“Aye, that be Niall, since we ur nae allowed to have any guns
we use what we have and he be quite good at it.”

They all laughed again as they walked toward the small house.
When they were inside and seated Cullen told him his father’s plan
to which Fergus was excited.

“We kin hulp ye wi' that plan in fact ah ken o' some Galloways
that kin be bought fur a fair cost.”

Cullen was excited as he listened while his uncle Fergus
talked on. It was getting late in the day and they arranged that he
would take them to the place in the morning. They had a meal that
Artair prepared and then proceeded to talk the night away. Cullen
was as anxious to hear about Scotland as Fergus and the boys were
to hear about the faraway land in America.

From what his father told him while growing up he already knew
that things were hard in this area of Scotland, but he didn’t
realize how hard it was until he saw it firsthand. He had watched
the people on their way here, just as they were watching him, and
he saw the tough conditions they were living in.

He could see by Fergus’s surroundings that it was the same for
them. Fergus explained the strong hold that the British had on the
people and the area and for the first time he understood why his
father and mother left. They were among the fortunate ones that had
enough money for passage to the new world but it meant selling
everything they owned even the Galloway cattle.

They arrived in the new world with next to nothing and he also
though about how hard they had worked when they arrived to get
where they were now. From what he had seen here it didn’t matter
how hard you worked it seemed there was no way to get
ahead.

He slept fitfully that night, partly because he was anxious to
get the mission completed and partly because he was thinking how
even the poorest farmer or rancher in the United States was so much
better off that these people.

The next day Fergus took them to the place where the cattle
were available. On the way he explained that the cattle were owned
by a woman who had recently become widowed and that a prominent
englishman was after her cattle at a pittance of their
value.

When they arrived he saw a house similar to Fergus’s and that
of most of the places they passed, made of stone with a thatched
roof and shutters to cover the windows. It was a testimony not only
of the poverty of the people also but also the outward strength
they exhibited.

When they arrived a woman came out the door to greet them. She
appeared to be quite old but moved like a younger woman and Cullen
understood that the harsh conditions here probably aged people
prematurely. As she stepped out in front of them Fergus did the
introductions.

“Missus Calhoun this is ma nephew Cullen from America 'n' he
is interested in buying some Galloways.”

The woman brighten up at the thought of a sale of some of her
cattle and stretched her hand out to Cullen as the men would do. As
he took her hand he felt the hard calluses that covered her fingers
and palm.

“I’m pleased to meet you Missus Calhoun, and uncle Fergus is
right I have come for some Galloways.”

She led him behind the house and pointed to the hillside
dotted with the cattle.

“I hae one hundred heid 'n' four fine bulls fur th'
taking.”

Cullen was excited as he saw the cattle grazing on the
hillside. He was finally here and looking at the cattle his father
wanted. He wanted to get as many as he could for the amount that
his father had allotted for the purchase of cattle, but he did not
want to take advantage of the woman’s situation.

“I have five hundred American dollars in gold pieces…how many
will that buy?”

Stretch knew that this was not the usual way to bargain for
cattle, but he also knew what Cullen was doing.

The woman turned from the cattle and looked Cullen right in
the eyes.

“For that ah wull sell ye th' whole lot…wi' one
provision.”

Cullen was not sure what he was hearing.

“I would like that Missus Calhoun but I would have no way to
take that many on the packet boat. I might be able to take ten or
fifteen and a couple of the bulls.”

Both the woman and Fergus looked sharply at him. For a moment
he was speechless he felt he was letting them down.

“I’m sorry there just isn’t that much room on the
boat.”

Fergus spoke first.

“Ah think ah kin have th' answer fur ye if ye both kin hauld
yer horses 'til th'morra.”

Cullen was not sure what he had in mind but he sounded like he
had some kind of plan and it seemed like it was worth waiting for.
Missus Calhoun agreed and invited Cullen and Stretch to spend the
night while Fergus disappeared down the road.

It was almost dark the next day when he returned along with
his two boys. Cullen could see when he was coming that he was
grinning from ear to ear.

“Ah got th' answer 'n' ah think yer going to lik'
it.”

They went inside and sat around the little table as Fergus
spelled out his plan. At first Cullen found it hard to believe.
Fergus told him that here was a big steamship that was going to be
leaving for America in a few days and he had arranged passage for
all the cattle and the bulls.

The ship was newly built in Glasgow and was bound for work in
America and this would be her maiden voyage. There would be no
other cargo or passengers and when Cullen asked how this could
happen Fergus just said ‘there is unity in th’
Buchanan’.

It was now Missus Calhoun’s turn to talk.

“Yesterday ah telled ye that ye cuid have th' whole herd wi'
one provision…soo now is th' time fur that provision.”

Cullen remembered now what she had said, but in his excitement
he had forgotten she had mentioned a provision, so now she
continued.

“Ye hae to tak' me to america wi' you.”

For a moment he was not sure what he had heard, but then it
sank in.

“But why, you will have money now and this is your
home.”

She looked directly into his eyes again.

“Aye this is ma home but it wull be na longer whin th' english
find out ah have sold mah herd out from under them. Thay wull tak'
mah land anyway 'n' likelie mah money so ah must go wi'
you.”

Cullen could see the tears welling up in her eyes and he
turned to Fergus.

“Aye laddie thare wull be plenty o' room fur her on th' boat
bit we mist hurry fur th' word is out now that yer here to buy
Galloways 'n' soon thay wull come to find out.”

Cullen looked back at the woman and nodded his consent. Fergus
jumped up, called Niall and instructed him to go on ahead and make
arrangements for getting enough hay to feed the cattle on the long
voyage. Captain Dermid Buchanan had told him he would be sailing in
three days and it would take them two of those days to drive the
herd to the docks.

Now the scramble was on, Fergus, Artair, Cullen and Stretch
headed for the hillside in the failing light to gather the herd.
They were thinking it would probably take most of a day to make the
gather but Missus Calhoun stepped in front of them.

“Come wi' me gentlemen 'n' ah wull len' a hand.”

Cullen started to object but Fergus took his arm and held him
back. They followed the old woman out to the pasture where she
began calling the cattle with a long mournful call that was no
sound that Cullen had ever heard.

Slowly the cattle dotting the hillside began walking down
toward the pasture and the men stood there mesmerized. Cullen and
Stretch were used to having to practically drag the cattle from the
hills and timberland a few at a time, but here they came walking
toward the woman who continued calling.

It was just dark when the last of her herd was gathered in the
pasture area. Although Missus Calhoun said it would not be
necessary it was decided that a watch be kept on the gathered herd
to see that they did not wander into the hillside again. It was
imperative that they would be ready to leave early in the morning
in order that they would have a full day drive.

That night was another restless night for Cullen as he worried
about putting so much faith in the hands of others. As he took his
turn at watching the herd he wondered about the working of the
Buchanan Clan, but it was a lesson that was coming his
way.

They started the drive at sunup with Missus Calhoun helping in
the rear. They were driving the herd by foot and by noon the cattle
were falling into the drive nicely. They were able to keep to the
road for the most part and the first night they spent in a meadow
beside the road taking turns keeping watch over the
herd.

They settled down nicely following the long day’s walk and
Fergus told Cullen he was happy with the progress they made. After
they had a meal they sat for a while talking and Cullen listened
while Fergus and Missus Calhoun told him about the English
domination over the Scots. His mother and father talked only
briefly about it with him and now Cullen understood why they wanted
to leave all those memories behind them.

The day started early again and all was going well until they
came to a bridge where four soldiers stood guard. Fergus had them
stop the herd while he talked to Cullen.

“Thare ur not usually soldiers guarding that bridge so ah
suspect th' word hud reached someone that th' cattle wur sold 'n'
now thay plan tae halt us or slow us up long enough fur them that
planned on buying the herd to catch up with us.”

Cullen listened to what was being said.

“They can’t legally stop us…can they?”

Fergus understood how Cullen, not being from there, could
think that way.

“Laddie thay ur th' English 'n' thay kin do whitevur thay
wantae do 'n' call it lawful. So we either go aroond or hold yer
horses 'ere.”

Cullen looked at the soldiers who were each carrying a rifle
and they appeared ready for action, then he dug into the duffle and
brought out his gun.

“You wait here and bring them on when I give you the
signal.”

Fergus was about to object but Cullen stuck the gun in his
belt behind his back and started for the bridge. Fergus watched in
disbelief as Cullen walked right up to the men who all held their
rifles at ready.

“I suppose you were
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