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Blackfeet Country

Tipis, drums, and just-caught trout: Embrace Native American traditions on the Blackfeet
Indian Reservation near Montana’s Glacier National Park

TEXT AND PHOTOGRAPHS BY LYNN DONALDSON

SOME NEW MOMS might think twice before packing up their
3-month-old son and checking into a tip—one set on 200 acres
of Montana’s open praine, no less. But with my husband working
for the month in Mongolia of all places, I decide Charles and I also
deserve an adventure out of the movies.

As a child, I spent summers trekking through the pristine
forests and alpine trails of Glacier National Park; why not get
Charles started early too? After a few days, though, I'm ready to
leave behind the buses and tourists for a two-night taste of Black-
feet culture at the Lodgepole Gallery and Tipi Village (45 minutes
from Glacier's main east entrance) on the 1.5 million-acre Black-
feet Indian Reservation I'd somehow always blazed by.

Anchored between the shadow of the Rocky Mountain
Front—known by the Blackfeet as the Backbone of the World—
and a rawhide horizon stretching 100 miles to the east, this land-
scape makes even the most spectacular shot in a John Ford
western seem as insignificant as a postage stamp. But because
the reservation borders Glacier, with its glorious Going-to-the-
Sun Road and 700 miles of hiking trails, equally beautiful Black-
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feet Country s often eclipsed as a tourist destination.,

On a warm, sunny morning, we’re greeted by Darrell Norman,
an artist and member of the Blackfeet tribe—or Pikuni, as the
Montana Blackfeet call themselves. Norman owns the camp and
art gallery with his wife, Angelika Harden-Norman, an artist from
Germany. An affable Will Rogers type, Norman hops shotgun into
my SUV to take us on a half-day tour of the reservation. As we
ramble along, passing tipl rings, buffalo jumps (where buffalo
were driven off cliffs during hunts), and the branchy skeletons of
medicine lodges, Norman talks, He tells us the Blackfeet creation
story of Napi, recounts the tale of the Two Medicine Fight during
the Lewis and Clark expedition, and recites treaty names and
historic dates like most people rattle off the alphabet.

I pass up horseback riding through the high plains and trout
fishing in the afternoon for a drum-making workshop. Although
Charles is too young to partake, he’ll appreciate my handiwork
later (I realize I may regret this once he’s old encugh to bang on
the drum). Sitting on the shaded patio, with a circle of wet
rawhide the size of a large pizza, I watch as Norman nimbly






