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Chapter one

In the Beginning





Before delving into my life as a ranger, I just want to say that I have a habit of keeping old memorabilia, squirreling it away in boxes and drawers. Occasionally, I flip through the boxes and pull out a photo or news clipping and travel back in time. If I am lucky enough to see an old friend, the pictures spark hours of chatter and laughter. Each item, from old journals to park incident reports, newspaper clippings to postcards, holds a piece of my past waiting to be revisited. But before I do, I want to share a few memories with you from before becoming a ranger which set me on my path. 

At the time I graduated from high school I had not fully made the decision to be a ranger. It was 1973, and I decided to take a year off before going to college. My best friend Craig made his decision to go to the University of Denver, and I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to drive him “out there.” Luckily, the military draft had just ended, and it was great being 18 years old and having freedom. A friend named Rick decided to also go with us to visit his brother living near Denver and share expenses. After all, gasoline was a whopping 39 cents per gallon, and we had over 1,300 miles to drive in a low-mileage car. We called this a “Road Trip”, when friends shared gasoline expenses to afford an adventure.

 On the first weekend in Denver, Craig and I drove up to see the spectacular Red Rocks Amphitheatre and park. I was fascinated by the terrain, and on the 17-mile return trip from Red Rocks, the roads were downhill, steep and curvy and had little traffic. My car was a 1968 Oldsmobile Cutlass; I had just put in a new timing chain in the 8-cylinder rocket motor. On the drive down the mountain, I decided to save gas and put the car in neutral and coast very slowly down the hill. That was working until I turned the ignition key off. In my defense, this car did not have a locking steering wheel, so I thought it would be fun to roll the car down the hills; however, the car immediately lost power-steering control and power-brake ability. I attempted to stop the car with both feet on the brake pedal, struggling with the steering wheel until I was able to get the car to stop. It was very scary! Craig could not stop laughing and calling me names. The name-calling didn’t do anything to soothe my frazzled nerves.

My father was an auto mechanic, and I worked in his shop and should have known from working around cars what not to do. Shaking, I turned the car back on, and with the power steering and brakes working again, I continued my drive down the mountain. Through the years, Craig reminds me of my stupid moments and starts laughing. I am not proud of this experience, and I have never considered or recommended shutting off a motor vehicle while coming down a mountain and "I never did that again."

Later that week after leaving Craig at college, I picked up Rick from his brother’s house and drove deep into the mountains for a few days. Not any mountain range: the famous Colorado Rocky Mountains! Just like John Denver’s “Rocky Mountain High” song. We were in awe! The mountains, lakes, and pine trees were spectacular, and at every turn the road offered a picture of Colorado. It was like viewing individual picture postcards that were worth putting on your refrigerator door. 

Rick and I would find places to camp and explore the area by hiking. Our most memorable campsite was perfect. Imagine an evening sitting and staring into your campfire. Looking ahead, you see a pristine lake, the majestic mountains in the background with billions of stars above in the dark sky. I loved it! I knew that this was a place for me! That was when I became a mountain person! 

Rick and I started this adventure with limited funds. Gas money was the number one priority, then food. We ate peanut butter sandwiches and lots of canned soups. We had an old pot to heat the soup over a wood fire. One day, while driving on a narrow dirt road to a trailhead, snow began to fall. We started our hike anyway and remarked that we had never seen snowfall in September. It was beautiful, but it was getting colder every day in the mountains. The snow became heavier and started to stick to the tree limbs and ground. We were hiking for over an hour crossing many side trails. The sounds of the streams were like soothing music to us. We passed small waterfalls and were quietly walking trying to absorb nature’s beauty in the mountains. When I got thirsty, I would kneel on the bank, submerge both of my hands and drink from the streams. The water was very cold and refreshing, truly "mountain spring water" that did not come in a bottle; it was heavenly.

The snow kept falling and we finally made our way back to the dirt road, but not back to the trailhead as we must have taken a side trail by mistake. Since this was the only road in the area, we decided that I would walk south and Rick would walk north. I had a hide-away key on the car’s frame, and Rick would carry the set of keys. Whoever got to the car would drive back for the other person. It sounded simple. After walking for about 15 minutes, I got to the car and was able to get the hide-away key. I shoved the key into the door and tried to turn it, but both of my hands were numb; they were useless. I tried grabbing the key between my palms and made other fruitless measures, but nothing worked. I put my hands in my armpits, trying to warm them. I was thinking, “How did this happen?” I was not shivering, and my hands felt just a bit cold. I realized that it was from immersing my hands in the cold mountain streams and drinking water. It must be a form of frostbite! Minutes later, I heard a vehicle coming down the road. I recognized the pick-up truck from our campground. The retired couple we had met and talked with at our campground stopped and asked if everything was okay. I must have looked in major distress. I explained my situation and he opened my car door for me. I was embarrassed. I thanked him and jumped in and put the key in the ignition to start my car. Who was I kidding, I could not turn the key in the ignition either! I let the nice man start the car and set the heater controls to high. He stayed in his truck until I was able to warm up enough to have feeling and control back in my fingers. Driving to get Rick, I thought how fortunate I had been: was that man sent by my guardian angel? 

That evening, the gentleman checked up on me at our campsite. He brought me a pair of gloves. The leather gloves lined in sheepskin had signs of much use; he wanted me to have them. I thanked him. 

I now have at least 40 pairs of gloves and many winter hats scattered in cars, backpacks, and closets because, deep inside, I never want to be without gloves again. I have done many hikes in my time in all kinds of weather, and if the need arises, I use a cup or bottle to get water from a stream. On cold outings I carry extra gloves and a hat in case someone needs them. This was a life lesson, and I never used my hands to scoop water from a mountain stream and "I never did that again." 

***



[image: ]
The YCC program is for young people to do seasonal team-based work in national parks and forests. They assist youth to develop a lifelong respect for nature and the environment.


By the time I was a junior at Cleveland Central Catholic High School, I had always been interested in finding a career in the outdoors. My guidance counselor suggested the Youth Conservation Corp (YCC), so I applied and was accepted. This program was based on the 1930 Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC) that employed millions of young men on environmental projects in many places and parks during the Great Depression.

That summer, I spent 30 days with a coed group of high school students at Wayne National Forest in southeastern Ohio. We pruned pine trees and built nature trails. I will always remember the leader saying, “Build this trail right: flat and not too steep, so your grandmother can walk on it.” We lived in canvas tents with wood floors. Like the tents on the M*A*S*H TV show, but without the wooden doors. We ate our meals at the local elementary school except for lunch which was always a cheese or peanut butter sandwich. 

It was an extremely hot and humid summer; we did not have to work on the weekends, so one Saturday afternoon the guys decided to find the local swimming hole. It was a bend in a nearby stream that was deep enough to cool off from the summer heat. Growing up, we had a concrete city pool, but I never went to a swimming hole in the woods; this was such a wonderful new experience.

I met some great guys in the YCC program, and we all eventually attended and graduated from Hocking College. Mike Budzik, who eventually became the Ohio Division of Wildlife Chief, Jim Baker, and Bill King, who both became game wardens for the State of Ohio. 

In the summer of 1973, after high school graduation, I became a cabin counselor at the Centerville Mills YMCA camp in Aurora, Ohio. It was wonderful working with youth in the outdoors where boys would come from the inner city and stay for a full week. The person who ran the nature/hiking program was very technical, he always carried the Peterson Field Guides books when he took the boys on a hike. He spoke in technical jargon about the trees, flowers, and insects and it put the boys to sleep, but I learned a good deal from him.

Three years later, after getting a Recreation and Wildlife Degree from Hocking College, I returned to work at the YMCA camp to become a naturalist; everyone there called me “Nature Man.” At the camp, I took over the abandoned building called the Optimist Lodge, which I turned into a new nature center; it was a cabin with two fireplaces and a large outdoor theater porch. I put my bed and gear in one corner, set up tanks for fish, made fishing poles from tree branches, created a library, and built a trail to the lake and installed tree identification signs. 

The boys loved to catch turtles and take them to their cabins, where the turtles often ended up dying without food and water. I came up with a plan to turn an old concrete foundation near the nature center into a turtle refuge we called Turtle Hilton. The foundation was 20’ x 8’ with an 18-inch-high wall perfect for turtles. We added soil and planted a small tree and grass in the center to create a small island with a “Turtle Hilton Refuge'' sign. This little refuge was a way for all the boys in the camp to see and take care of the turtles. The boys would bring worms, and I would get lettuce from the kitchen staff to feed the turtles. At the end of the week, I would release the turtles back to the lake. 


[image: ]
Red oak and white oak leaves taken from my son's leaf collection binder


I loved to tell the campers stories that they might remember. I learned early on not to be technical, but to keep it light and fun with the kids. One of my favorite stories was about the white oak, Quercus alba, and red oak, Quercus rubra, leaves. Of course they wouldn’t remember those technical names, so instead I would stop and step on a large rock and get their attention. I would engage them by saying, “Have you ever played cowboys and Indians?” Their faces lit up and their hands began to wave in the air.

“What do cowboys use for a weapon?” I asked.

The reply was, “Guns!”

“What’s in a gun to shoot?”

They replied, “Bullets!"

We decided that the bullet had a rounded tip, like the leaf with the rounded edge and said that cowboys were white men, so the leaf with the rounded edge was a white oak. I did the same for the Indians or red men. They used arrows, which were sharp and pointed, like that of a red oak leaf. I have used this story hundreds of times. Today, I know this story is not politically correct, but I bet a lot of these young boys who are now old guys still remember the story and can identify the white and red oak trees. This was in 1976, which was more than 50 years ago; now we are more cognizant of cultures and hopefully less apt to fall into stereotypes as Native Americans are now respected for their beautiful heritage and interest in land conservancy.

I did my best to make hiking and exploring fun; by catching crawdads while hiking down the middle of a stream or stopping along the trail to crush and smell the aromatic spicebush leaf. I told many different stories to help the boys and camp staff understand and learn about the outdoors because I was “Nature Man”!




[image: ]
Raccoon and Nature Man




An important factor around 1975 I didn't realize at the time was that the National Park Service, an agency of the federal government, had been shaken up by Congress to change their ways and serve the public better. This included requiring law enforcement training for specific rangers, providing emergency medical services in the parks and expanding opportunities for women.

Finally, in 1977, Nature Man became a ranger! Every ranger has stories and adventures to tell. This is my ADVENTURE on becoming a National Park Ranger!
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Map of Grand Teton National Park
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Chapter two

I Am a Ranger!





It was extremely exciting to get a letter in the mail accepting my application for employment as a campground ranger at Grand Teton National Park. I read the words printed on formal letterhead stating that I would start on May 28, 1977, for a 3-month assignment. I couldn’t contain my whoops of enthusiasm and soon my mother and grandmother walked into the small kitchen to congratulate me. We were all hugging and smiling and reminiscing about family vacations when my mother quickly found an old photo from Yellowstone that I had taken in 1968 when I was 13 years old. On that trip so many years ago, we visited many national parks, deserts, and mountains, traveling from Ohio to the Pacific Ocean in our 1963 Pontiac Safari V8 nine-passenger station wagon with Mom as the navigator. Yellowstone was my favorite with waterfalls, geysers, and thermal areas bubbling with mud, but especially seeing the bears close-up. Mom took movies and photos of other tourists feeding the bears from their cars while we waited in line for me and my 3 siblings to throw bread and cookies out of our car windows. There were no park regulations against feeding the bears at that time, but the rangers discouraged it because they didn’t like the traffic jams. It wasn’t until 1970 that Yellowstone National Park finally banned visitors from feeding bears and set up bear-proof garbage containers around the park. 


[image: ]
Taking this picture was my first real encounter with wildlife that sparked my lifelong interest in the great outdoors.


I had lived away at college for 2 years, but this job in Wyoming would require special planning. I was only 21 years old and was going to drive 1,700 miles all alone across the country. I immediately started a mental checklist: take the camping gear that I had acquired while in scouting, outdoor clothing, would need to order my uniform including the renowned ranger hat, and do a tune-up on my 1969 Oldsmobile Cutlass convertible at my dad’s automotive repair garage. I had about a month to prepare, but recent surgery was slowing me down. 

Before I could do that tune-up, my parents offered that I take their light blue Dodge Dart Swinger. My folks felt that a convertible was not a safe car to park or camp while in bear country. It would be extremely easy for a bear to rip open the convertible top and damage the car. It was a generous offer, and at first, I was reluctant and stubborn and wanted to have my own car in the mountains, but it made sense and I agreed to take the Dodge Dart. My dad owned a repair garage and we frequently bought and sold cars. I didn’t exactly have a great track record with cars. My previous vehicle had been damaged and ended up in a salvage-junkyard. That car had been towed to my father’s garage and my mother had come down with her Polaroid instant-picture camera and snapped a picture of the damage to remind me never to drive fast on a dirt road. I always remembered that picture with embarrassment; luckily, "I never did that again".

Finally, the day arrived, and it was time to leave home. I don’t remember much about my goodbyes except that my sister was almost more excited than I was, but I would be back in three months, and leaving was all I could think about. It was thrilling driving alone across the country. I drove long days and kept myself busy trying to find local radio stations to play in the car. When I stayed at family-run, inexpensive motels I would tell my guardian angel to watch the car at night. Day by day, I watched the countryside change from cities to large farms then finally saw mountain ranges in Colorado. As I drew closer to my destination the air changed from moist Ohio air to dry mountain air and somehow the sky looked bigger and bluer.

Three days and many miles flew by before reaching the outskirts of Grand Teton National Park where I stopped at Togwotee Pass Overlook to gaze at the majestic Teton Range in the distance. This was the first view the French trappers saw, and they named them “Les Trois Tetons”: The Three Breasts. I always loved that French phrase, even though I never spoke French. I must have said it often, because in time, I acquired the nickname of Pierre Bladoe. The view from my car was breathtaking! Craggy peaks and snowfields. I was too excited to be scared; however, there was a bit of a nagging doubt if I would be able to do my new job well. I shook away those thoughts and continued my drive to the valley floor.

The closer I got to the mountains, the more spectacular it was, and I stopped at the Snake River Overlook. Now that I had a better view of the Tetons, I saw the winding Snake River in the foreground. It was beautiful and I couldn’t wait to float this river.


[image: ]
This old postcard view is what I always remember of first seeing the Teton Mountains.


My very next stop in Grand Teton National Park was at the park headquarters in Moose, Wyoming, to sign papers. The headquarters was small and located in the Moose Visitor Center building that was located on the main road near the park entrance. Inside the visitor center I was directed to a side hallway lined with many office doors. Walking to the personnel office I overheard radio calls from the dispatch office. The office was unremarkable, but the clerk was very friendly and asked about my trip from Ohio while I signed my papers. She handed me a ranger badge and told me to drive north 20 miles to my duty station at Colter Bay Campground where I would find out more information. As I hopped back into my car, I clutched my new badge tightly, very likely happier than I had ever been.

I easily managed to find my way to Colter Bay and met my supervisor near the campground entrance. He told me when and where to report, but mostly, he told me to proceed to the men’s dorm, get settled and report to work in two days. This would give me time to drive to the town of Jackson forty miles south for food and last-minute items. The dorm was an old, one-story log cabin. It had a large kitchen with many cupboards and a framed park map hung on the wall. The living room had an oil-burning stove to heat the main rooms and two bedrooms.

Within hours I met my roommates Mike Beiser and Sean McGuiness who had just driven in; they were also first-year rangers. My first very memorable impression of Sean was when he rolled into the Colter Bay cabin dorm parking lot with a large motorcycle sticking out of the rear hatchback of his small Ford Pinto. What a sight to see! He stepped out smiling and looked glad to be in Wyoming. He was very friendly with a positive view of life. He grew up in Buffalo, New York, and previously was a state park lifeguard and enjoyed boating on Lake Erie. When I first saw Mike Beiser, he had two kayaks strapped to the top of his small, light blue Toyota truck cap. In the back of the truck, he had a place to store his camping, boating, and climbing equipment and a place to sleep. Mike had attended Colorado State University and later found out that North District Ranger McLaren also attended years earlier. I am sure they shared many stories about the university. Mike’s campground ranger position was a steppingstone to achieving his goal of becoming a backcountry ranger assisting with mountain rescue teams in the Tetons. We all came from various backgrounds but had the same dream to experience adventures in the mountains and become national park rangers. It was amazing how things worked out; all my pre-job jitters melted away and we became fast friends. 

On my first day on the job, I walked a few minutes from the dorm to the campground kiosk, a very small building where camp fees were collected. I was all dressed in my Class A park service uniform with wool creased pants, shirt, tie, green jacket, my badge proudly displayed, and of course, the universally recognized ranger hat. I felt very proud. My first duty was learning to assign campsites and collect the camping fees. I was also briefed on other duties. The first day was great.

Within two weeks of starting my campground position, I was assigned to work with North District Ranger Doug McLaren for a working boat patrol on Jackson Lake. Ranger Doug had worked in the Tetons for many years and helped with countless rescue situations. Quite frankly, his reputation preceded him. We met at the National Park Service (NPS) boat dock at Colter Bay Marina. It was a beautiful, warm mountain day, and I wore blue jeans with my NPS shirt.

The park patrol boat was a Bertram 21 foot with a 230 hp inboard motor, and we quickly put out into the lake where he pointed out and named the mountains, waterfalls, and bays. We stopped at a lakeshore campsite which was only accessible to boaters and cleaned the firepit. I could tell Ranger Doug enjoyed his patrols on Jackson Lake, and I was overwhelmed and impressed by the beauty of the mountains. Ranger Doug appeared to be a serious, but a very pleasant ranger, and I got the distinct impression that he was assessing my abilities as I completed each task. Eventually, I learned that he took all the new rangers on a similar trip. Surprisingly, at work the next day, my immediate supervisor reprimanded me for wearing blue jeans instead of the green-colored jean pants on the lake patrol assignment with Ranger Doug. I realized it was my fault for not understanding that I needed a Class B ranger uniform and knowing when it was to be worn. I immediately felt like I was getting a taste of how the chain of command worked. I would not be able to do any “work” assignments until I purchased the correct Class B green pants. I did what I had to do, and I immediately ordered the pants. I learned a valuable lesson about the importance of wearing the correct uniform for the correct job and “I never did that again”. 

It took many years to realize how fortunate I was to be hired in the North District by Ranger Doug McLaren. Ranger Doug’s accomplishments included serving in the US Army's 10th Mountain Division-Ski Troop during World War II and working as district ranger in the Grand Teton National Park for 35 years. During his time there he trained numerous rangers, rescued hundreds of hikers, boaters, and mountain climbers, and developed mountain rescue techniques that are still used today. Ranger Doug’s father, Fred Sr., and brothers, Dick and Bert, served in the National Park Service for a combined 150 years! The McLaren family was well-known and respected in the National Park Service. Ranger Doug was best described by his friends as a quiet man, but when he spoke you knew he had something important to say. 

Mike, Sean, and I worked diligently at our campground positions, and on our days off we planned activities for nearly every minute; we hiked, explored the backcountry, floated the rivers, and climbed prominent peaks. Ranger Doug watched as our abilities and confidence grew as park rangers and we became more comfortable in the wild. When a new ranger position became available, a recommendation from Ranger Doug meant that you had truly earned and learned the skills for the new position.

Ranger Doug had a canoe in his barn that he said the rangers could use on their days off. The large canoe was damaged; it was aluminum, twisted with a 10-degree bend in the bow. River rangers had found it in a log-jam years ago and no one had ever claimed the canoe. We were excited that we now had access to the water! Ranger Doug looked at us and smiled; he knew we would find many uses for the canoe. Because the canoe was bent, we called it the “Bash”. Each time we took out the boat, the front and back paddler had to take a few minutes to adjust their stroke to move the canoe in a straight path. 


[image: ]
Dave removing the Bash from the North   District Ranger Barn


The Snake River captivated me. My family had a canoe and we paddled lakes and rivers in Ohio. Using the "Bash" canoe and floating from Jackson Lake Dam to Pacific Creek Landing was fun, extremely scenic, and easy to float; it was a good place to practice my river paddling skills. Mike saw my interest in floating the Snake River and taught me how to kayak. I liked it so much that I bought a used kayak and we were able to kayak the Snake River together.

Later, my friends and I would continue kayaking trips to Deadmans Bar boat landing where the river became more challenging with some rapids but was still within my skill level. At the end of many trips, I would take my paddle, walk to the road and hitch-hike back to retrieve my car.

One day, in the late summer, I could not find anyone to paddle the river with me. The water level was down and should not be dangerous, so I decided to kayak by myself using my personal kayak from Pacific Creek Landing to Deadmans Bar boat landing. It was a beautiful day to float the Snake River. I parked my car with my valuables hidden under the seat and hid my keys on top of the tire. I signed the registry book to indicate the start time and destination, then I began my float trip down the main channel. I love sitting in a kayak, feeling low in the water; in a kayak you become part of the river. When I stopped paddling I would silently glide, taking in nature. The aspens were starting to turn golden, once I saw two eagles sitting on the bank less than 20 feet away, they did not even flinch. That day, I just saw several ospreys, sometimes called fish hawks, flying and checking me out. Downriver, I saw a side channel on the right side that I wanted to explore. I felt I had enough time to enter the channel, so I began paddling hard in that direction. The water was swift, and I tried to turn into the channel but missed. My kayak and I were thrust sideways against a partially sunken tree with branches. My kayak deserted me, I flipped and went underwater, I surfaced and struggled, grabbing tree branches. The time seemed to last forever, and the thought crossed my mind whether I’d make it out of the tangle of branches. Finally, I got myself to the surface and into the new channel looking for my kayak and paddle. I was extremely lucky to be able to retrieve them. I was dazed, wet, and sitting on the bank thinking about what had happened as I slowly gained my composure. For the rest of my float, I continued down the main channel of the river and I did not take any more side trips. On my drive back home, I realized that kayaking alone was not a smart idea. In fact, that winter, I sold the kayak and bought a small sailboat to use on Jackson Lake. This was a life lesson, and I never went kayaking alone nor recommended that anyone kayak alone, “I never did that again".

***


My first season was wonderful! I loved the opportunity to work outdoors in the Tetons. It was a dream job coming true! My duties as a campground ranger included collecting fees, assigning campsites, and making visitor contacts while walking the campground patrols. Depending on the shift, the duties could include an early-morning drive through the campground counting available campsites, assigning campsites, checking campers out in the morning, repairing picnic tables, straightening a numbered campsite post, or my favorite was the evening patrol walking the loops of the campground. I made sure campground regulations were followed and answered any questions. The campground had over 300 sites. People who camp are generally friendly and would ask what to see or what was my favorite spot in the park. 

I remember on an evening walking patrol through the campground, a camper was having a problem lighting his Coleman cook stove. This stove used white gas in a small red tank attached to the stove. He was wildly pumping the valve of the stove trying to pressurize the fuel in the tank and attempting to light the burner. I asked if he needed help and when was the last time the stove was lit. He agreed and said it had been several years. I explained the gasket on the valve was not sealing properly. I told him how to disassemble the valve from the tank. When he had it out, I explained he needed oil to moisten the stiff leather gasket. He did not have any cooking oil, so I recommended using oil from his car's oil dipstick. He got the oil, softened up the gasket, put everything back together, pumped up the stove and it lit with one match. This was a simple fix I am sure he will always remember. The camper was very thankful that he was able to heat his can of stew for dinner.

The Colter Bay Village in Grand Teton National Park was a remarkably busy area having an Indian Arts Museum, park visitor center, post office, general store, cabins, restaurant, and marina. One evening, while on patrol walking to the marina, a park visitor had the hood up on his car; in talking with him, I found out that his car would not start. Looking at the small, basic four-cylinder engine I asked if I could help; he gladly accepted. I removed a spark plug wire and grounded it to the engine block and I asked him to start the car. The engine starter engaged and cranked but the car did not start, and I did not see a spark at the engine block, so I suspected there was a problem in the distributor. I removed the distributor cap and asked him to crank the engine and noted the points were not opening and closing. This could be the problem. He happened to have a screwdriver and a pack of matches that I could use to fix the car. I loosened the distributor points with the screwdriver and inserted the cardboard match cover as my gauge to set the points. After positioning the distributor cap back on, the car then started. The park visitor was incredibly happy. I did this in 10 minutes while wearing my Class A uniform. Those days working for my dad at the shop paid off!

During the first summer, my first aid and CPR training was needed one July afternoon; not all rangers had this training. Rangers in the campground were assisting a park visitor who had chest pains and had lost consciousness. CPR had already been started, and I was called to help with transport. I was picked up at the campground kiosk and joined a woman ranger in the back of the station wagon which acted as the park ambulance as well as the supervisor’s vehicle. We performed chest compressions on the elderly gentleman and drove forty miles to St. John’s Hospital in the town of Jackson.  We did CPR kneeling next to the man and were careful not to hit our heads on the vehicle's roof. The transfer went swiftly at the hospital. Unfortunately, we were later notified the man did not survive. We were told the family was grateful for our services. Our supervisor thanked us for working together and treating the patient. We told him it was difficult to do CPR in the “ambulance.” He said our district ordered a van for next season to be converted into an ambulance.

***


Working with the women rangers impacted and changed my life in a positive way. During my first season, the campground staff had three men and six women rangers. We would assign campsites and collect fees at the kiosk. It was a very small building at the entrance of the campground. Now, I must tell you that the women did not wear the traditional Ranger Class A uniform which was a gray button-down shirt with two reinforced holes for fastening a badge, a tie, leather belt, and wool creased pants. Women rangers were required to wear a polyester-like leisure pantsuit. It was a dark, forest-green polyester shirt with no buttons, and a National Park patch on the front without the shirt tucked in. Their badge was in their pocket as there was no place to wear the badge. The pants were also green with an elastic waistband and no belt loops. The uniform was like an old Burger King fast-food restaurant worker would wear. Many times, a park visitor having a question would ignore the woman ranger and want to speak to a “real” male ranger.  You can imagine how infuriated the woman ranger would become. I also heard them called “Rangerettes” by visitors with a quick response, “Okay Camperette!”


[image: ]
Ranger Ann above and Ranger Wanda below in an unbefitting uniform.
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One afternoon while standing near the kiosk with my coworkers, I pointed across the road and asked, “What is that chick doing?” Oh my gosh! That was a mistake. All the women started clucking like chickens, mocking me. I was embarrassed. It was a realization of how poorly these women had been treated in a man's world. I learned a valuable lesson. I learned from that day forward to never call women ‘chicks’ or anything else derogatory. Eventually, the Park Service adapted the uniform for the women. They now have the same uniform with the badge pinned to the shirt. This was a life lesson in respect, and I never disrespected women again. “I never did that again."

Today’s world is so different from the 1970s. Society has made great strides to make all people equal in all aspects of daily life, including great changes in clothing. I sent the previous picture of Ranger Ann to her son some years after her passing with a note that Ranger Ann was a pioneer in her field and how she and other women struggled to earn the respect of being a ranger, an opportunity that was once open to only men. Sometimes it is hard to appreciate all of the positive changes that have been made through the years.

***


On another afternoon shift at the kiosk with the women rangers, my supervisor pulled up in his patrol car. He asked me to quickly come with him. On the short drive to Colter Bay Junction, he explained he was going to stop a vehicle and needed backup. He wanted me to take the shotgun that was on the floor and stand outside by the front fender. I had hunted and was experienced in handling a shotgun.  Everything happened very quickly. He pulled over the suspect’s car at the junction and radioed his position. As he approached the driver, I positioned myself standing with the shotgun at my waist at the front of the patrol vehicle. After a few minutes, he returned saying it was not the individual they were looking for. He then drove me back to the kiosk to return to work. I was not scared, but I just was not prepared mentally for what could have happened or what I was expected to do. I now understand why Congress was working on regulations requiring park rangers to have a specific amount of law enforcement training to handle their positions and responsibilities. I had been placed in this situation without any training. Years later I recall talking with another ranger from Yellowstone and he described a similar situation in the backcountry. His supervisor handed him a shotgun and directed him to stand guard while he was arresting someone. He recalled being uncomfortable and not knowing what to do. I am sure there are many stories like this.

Can you imagine if he would have asked one of the women rangers wearing the old polyester uniform for assistance? I am positive the women rangers would have handled this situation, but that uniform did not represent the professional demeanor of a National Park ranger. 

From the inception of the National Park Service, each park superintendent could designate any employee to handle the law enforcement duties in their parks. In the early 1970s this became a problem, and Congress demanded a review of law enforcement practices in the National Park system. Through many hearings, the General Authorities Act was signed in 1975 to require certain officers and employees of the department who maintained law and order and protected people and property within the National Park system to take law enforcement training classes. Seasonal law enforcement training programs were being developed in 1977 to ensure that seasonal park rangers had the appropriate skills and judgment to carry out law enforcement. The Park Service introduced two law enforcement commissions and was scrambling to find men and women rangers to handle these duties.

The National Park Service introduced the Park Protection Commission Qualifications and Citation Authority. This was a limited law enforcement commission. The ranger could only write citations against the park’s natural resources. This included: unauthorized camping, fires and picnicking, dogs off leash, unattended fires, destruction of natural features, traveling off established roads, explosives, fireworks, and more.

The Department of Interior's National Park Service Law Enforcement Commission required 200 hours of training and authorized rangers to carry firearms, make arrests, investigate violations of the Code of Federal Regulations and investigate motor vehicle accidents. These two law enforcement commissions enabled the parks to hire professionally trained law enforcement rangers.

During the end of my first season, Chief Ranger Atchison distributed the Park Protection Commission requirements, and my supervisor encouraged me to take a law enforcement class. That winter, I enrolled and passed the Private Police Course at Case Western Reserve University in Cleveland, Ohio. This gave me the opportunity the next summer to handle law enforcement duties at Colter Bay Campground.

I really liked working as a ranger in Colter Bay Campground, it allowed me the opportunity to observe the other ranger patrol positions available in the park, like river ranger, lake patrol, backcountry ranger, and law enforcement ranger. I was like a kid in a candy store; what ranger job did I want next? Working in the North District gave me a chance to experience these positions and acquire any specific training needed to move into that position. Supervisors were always looking for qualified individuals to fill ranger positions in the park. I learned early on that I was being watched and evaluated. 

Ranger Mike because of his mountaineering skills, EMT training and wildfire training was asked to attend the FLETC, the law enforcement training course in Georgia. He gladly agreed to spend time in a warmer area of the country. For the next several seasons Mike was stationed out of the Jenny Lake area assisting with backcountry patrols, rescue operations, and supervising the Gros Ventre Campground. Mike was accomplishing his dream of being a National Park mountaineering ranger. Mike and I remained friends and shared many adventures in Yellowstone, Tetons, and the Jackson area. 

Sean was an adventurer and a risk-taker; he was not afraid to learn a new skill and would work hard to become very good at that skill. Sean wanted to become a lake patrol ranger; however, at the beginning of his second season in the campground, Ranger Doug asked him to fill a river patrol ranger position instead. He gladly accepted and quickly learned the way and flows of the Snake River. Sean did extremely well. Sean and I became exceptionally good friends and went on many adventures and shared life’s ups and downs.










OEBPS/images/7c819cf9-471a-42ab-bdc5-8355bf8cb09d.jpeg
e gy ‘vm‘ﬂﬂl el it |

R
« o






OEBPS/images/78d8c33a-b186-4035-8900-fe7e80d3b843.jpeg





OEBPS/images/ac4f77b9-47f7-443a-819a-3417f2bd30d9.jpeg
8961 XTAL





OEBPS/images/bd5ec89b-ade5-4ad4-ba2c-a49cbfb34483.jpeg
O gn B e N

Lower Berry Creek Patrol Cabin

Upper Berry Creek Patrol Cabin

Moose Basin Patrol Cabin

Moran Bay Patrol Cabin

Mountain Rescue Cache

Buffalo Dorm, cabin featured in the movie Spencer's Mountain





OEBPS/images/bab68963-562c-4dff-8680-9d3146bb960f.jpeg





OEBPS/images/bbb40ddc-23a0-4438-bef3-d0811b964838.jpeg





OEBPS/images/d0098269-e3de-424b-a809-b34e100d339b.jpeg





OEBPS/images/bfa27d8f-8124-42b4-a870-51b21907173d.jpeg





OEBPS/images/6c92fde4-531c-4cef-8fa0-2ad029007a4b.jpeg
To Ashton

Lake {

Granite
Canyon

YELLOWSTONE NATIONAL PARK

JOHN D.
ROCKEFELLER, JR
MEMORIAL
PARKWAY

GRAND
TETON
NATIONAL

PAR

N
$
§
S

K

Leigh Lake

laggart
Lake

Craig Thomas
Discovery and
Visitor Center

5 3
K ; :
/

Laurance S.
Rockefeller
Preserve

1

-
Lizard Creek

i 8
L%

26|
89

mi

3

W

m

Flagg Ranch .
Information Station
Headwaters Lodge & Cabins

nE

Jackson Lake ((,
-~ Junction

Ly
b
w
=i
/ S TWO OCEAN
Colter Bay Village LAKE
e
D EMMA
Y MATILDA
Az Jackson Lake \ | .-
X Lodge
il

Signal
i o Mount:
Signal Mountain et
Lod, 2355m

Mountain

Road
o Nortn

Kell; %
jad AN
" \%.
— EANG]
ros Ventre S

A
South to Jackson WY






OEBPS/images/6c06471d-507c-4a8e-abe6-7a1666b93a35.jpeg







