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				A Time to Rally

				Foreword by Ted Turner

				Some people may view this book, Last Stand, as me pulling back the curtain that has blocked public view of my “other life”—the one that has existed all these years parallel to my involvement with media and racing yachts. They’re probably right. It does.

				But in all honesty, there has never been a master plan, never a strategy for mapping out how to get rich, and I’m not talking in monetary terms. There was no single enlightening moment when I started buying land and building a bison herd in the Wild West, or getting behind the efforts of the United Nations, or aspiring to eradicate nuclear weapons from the face of the Earth, or accepting the fact that as a so-called “plutocrat” and member of the 1 percent, I feel a moral obligation to give back to society.

				There are many ways to live a rich life that have nothing to do with the material. The fact is, I never aspired to become a Gilded Age tycoon. I had instincts, sure, but, in large part, I winged the course that brought me here and adapted as more information became available. Ultimately you have to listen to your heart. I wish that I had done that more often, earlier in my life. What I do know is that I’m listening to it now.

				Today, as I look back, I can tell you this: Most people don’t become “environmentalists” or “humanitarians” or “eco-capitalists” overnight and certainly not by accident. Just as becoming “successful” and being good at making money involves an evolution in thinking, so, too, does the compulsion to act on your conscience. Trust me: You don’t need to have a fortune to make a difference in leaving the world a little better off. All that’s required is a will and a belief that you can. What money can give you, if you’re willing to part with it, is an ability to operate at scale.

				I had a passion for sailing and sought to connect the world through CNN and TBS, which became known as the SuperStation. But I also owned a professional baseball club, the Atlanta Braves. I learned a lot in our (successful) attempt to win a World Series. I learned to put faith in the collective power of good people both on and off the field, to recognize the intangible rewards that come from true teamwork and selflessness. I learned that amazing positive achievements can happen when you join others in digging deep and finding a common confidence that enables you to prevail—when your backs are against the wall and others have sold you short. America and the world love to cheer for underdogs.

				One of my biggest discoveries, however—an insight that guides me today—was witnessing the influence that fans can have in changing the momentum of a game. I saw it happen over and over again. When fans believe that great things are possible—yes, please apply the same metaphor to citizens and their governments and to employees and their innovative companies—players feel it and breakthroughs can happen.

				We live in an age when we desperately need miraculous breakthroughs. Allow me, then, to invoke a sports analogy that I hope you’ll think about as you begin Todd Wilkinson’s book, Last Stand.

				The world is in peril and it’s time for all of us to put our rally caps on. This isn’t a liberal or conservative issue. Don’t believe it when the folks on television try to portray it that way. To set the context, imagine that it’s the bottom of the seventh inning and the home team—that’s the side playing for preservation of Mother Earth and civilization—is down by a couple of runs.

				The opposing team has an imposing lineup. The names on the backs of the jerseys are: Apathy, Cynicism, Greed, Sloth, Violence, Cruelty, Hatred, Intolerance, and Selfishness.

				All is not lost—yet—but in order to win, we as citizens watching from the bleachers need to rise to our feet. It’s time that we band together, make some noise, suit up and become heroes, and remind others who are trying to mount a comeback that we’re on the same side.

				We can’t commit any more serious errors. Instead of doing dumb things, we need to play smarter because this is the one game we can’t afford to lose. If there’s anything that Last Stand does, I hope that it will inspire you to consider that, by working together—as neighbors, as businesspeople, as citizens and inhabitants of the only planet in the cosmos known to contain life—we have the capacity to change the trajectory of the world. Of course, we have no other choice.
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				Over many years, I’ve given probably thousands of interviews. My first impression of Todd Wilkinson when he arrived on my ranch doorstep in Montana was that he’d probably be just another reporter looking for just another superficial story to tell.

				I came to discover that’s not how he works. He’s as tenacious as I am. A good journalist doesn’t come at you with just a single smart question. He is prepared to follow up with a great second and third question, and then, fourth, fifth, and sixth. As the interviewer, he knows that you have to make your subjects feel uncomfortable sometimes.

				During our many conversations, he kept after me. He didn’t accept pat responses. “Ted, people say that you’re unreflective. Are you?” he asked.

				The questions he presented forced me to think. I’ll admit: He made me feel uneasy by pressing me about personal areas of my life that I had held close to the chest, aspects that I still am trying to make sense of, stories that I’ve never shared in detail with anyone. He wasn’t doing it to pry, I came to realize. He wanted me to reflect on decisions I’ve made, and the reasons why being an environmentalist, eco-capitalist, humanist, father, granddad, and landowner matter to me.

				He delves into terrain that’s never been covered in other books, including some of the most meaningful parts of my life. You’ll read about my painful relationship with my dad, my marriage to Jane Fonda, my mentorship by Jacques Cousteau, and friendships with people like Mikhail Gorbachev. You’ll know why I find power in reciting the verse of Thomas Babington Macaulay’s epic poem, “Horatius at the Bridge,” which serves as a parable for our time.

				My first interview with Todd happened back in 1992. I hadn’t been in the West all that long. I remember him asking, “What is your vision?” I explained part of it that day. The rest was a work in progress. I was impressed by his knowledge and command of environmental and political topics. He grasped the big picture I was trying to create, of how it all melded together.

				Somewhere between then and now, I started to trust him in ways that I seldom do with writers or even other people. I granted him unlimited access and I agreed that there would be no preconditions set about what he could write or ask me. I put faith in his instincts as a respected old-school journalist and I became curious, frankly, where those instincts would lead him. I opened myself up and the result is this open book.
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				You’ll notice that the subtitle of Last Stand is “Ted Turner’s Quest to Save a Troubled Planet.” What’s before us now is not my quest; it’s our shared character-defining test and our opportunity. We’re in this together; while the threats are formidable and many, what I like about the subtitle is that it implies there still is hope.

				My friend Tom Brokaw routinely points to the sense of shared sacrifice, embraced on behalf of country and the world by members of “the Greatest Generation” during World War II. We can choose to rally together, as they did, or we can sit back, unrustled by the stirrings of our conscience and be remembered by our grandchildren as “the Lamest Generation.” We as a civilization have epic challenges before us; our survival isn’t at this moment assured. I don’t have to tell you that. You feel the dissonance and uncertainty in the air. Given the current path, if it isn’t changed, we will be the first generation in modern times that won’t deliver our kids and grandkids a better world. Throughout my career as a businessman, I’ve come to realize that capitalism isn’t the problem, but it’s how we practice capitalism—how we approach it as a proposition based only on depleting finite resources. Such thinking is wreaking havoc and is the root cause of lots of misery in the world.

				Some have described me as a lefty. But I’m pro-business and I’ll flaunt my credentials before anybody: I’ve lectured at some of the nation’s top business schools, regularly attended the World Economic Forum in Davos, I’ve testified before Congress about the need for sensible not overbearing regulation, and I’m a member of Rotary Club, the National Restaurant Association, the National Bison Association, the Montana Stockgrowers Association, and several different chambers of commerce. I also value, equally as much, clean air and water, habitat necessary to sustain wildlife, and open space. I’m a hunter, angler, hiker, horseback rider, mountain biker, military veteran, and sailor. As a bumper sticker on my car says, “I Brake for Butterflies.”

				Those who claim that one can’t hug a sheltering tree and simultaneously aspire to have economic prosperity and strive to give all people a decent quality of life are being disingenuous. On my lands, I have set out to prove that the polemic of environment versus economy is a false dichotomy, that you can be a tree hugger and still have your name appear in Forbes.

				I’ve always looked to the future as a realm full of boundless possibility. But I’m worried. Never before has humanity confronted so many epic issues—nuclear proliferation, swelling human population, a vast gulf between haves and have nots, the biodiversity crisis, social tensions, environmental degradation, and climate change—converging at once. The chances that we might fail in our endeavor to save ourselves are high. The scientific evidence is clear and putting our heads in the sand doesn’t change reality.
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				I’ve had the good fortune of living on this planet for three quarters of a century. For all of us, it’s home ground.

				Henry David Thoreau, one of my favorite American thinkers, once wrote: “None are so old as those who have outlived enthusiasm.” Another man I studied, as my investments in CNN and TBS started paying off, was the Gilded Age tycoon and philanthropist Andrew Carnegie, who warned against hoarding of wealth. He said, “As I grow older, I pay less attention to what men say. Just watch what they do.”

				I believe in the power of the free enterprise system and the genius of democracy. I believe in freedom and liberty and private property rights. I am a patriot. On so many different levels, the private sector is able to foster innovation and act faster, better, and more cheaply than governments, but governments have a crucial role. And we must remember that, just as humankind is not separate from nature, we are indivisible from government. Nature is us; so too is government.

				Those around us who claim that plundered environments are a necessary consequence of wealth creation have it wrong, the same as those who insist that government regulation is the bane of business. Again, we need a new model for thinking about capitalism and our obligation as global citizens.

				The noted American actor/director Orson Welles remarked: “If you want a happy ending, that depends, of course, on where you stop your story.” Today, in a world surging toward ten billion, one thing is certain about the current narrative being written: We won’t and can’t consume our way out of the mess we’re in.

				Long ago, when I was a young man and reeling from my father’s suicide, I embraced the “me-first” ideology of Ayn Rand, who preached that we should worship the self before country and local community. She rejected spirituality and held up greed as a virtue. Rand was wrong, dead wrong, and it is precisely that kind of twisted logic that has sown division in our world. Our strength as a species resides with our ability to empathize—and in using our good fortune to minimize the pain and suffering of others, including other species. How we treat the Earth is the biggest expression of our success or failure as a society.

				As a septuagenarian, I believe that responsible grandparents care about what kind of world they are leaving their grandkids. There’s no retirement age that lets you off the hook from that. I don’t say this to sound melodramatic, but the duty of citizenship never goes away, especially when one becomes an elder. We need to lead by example and young people need to step up to the plate. The search is on for new heroes. It’s now the bottom of the seventh and it’s our turn to bat.

			

		

	
		
			

			
				PROLOGUE

				Rewilding—Foreplay

				“Ted is one of the most switched-on environmentalists I’ve ever met. From his understanding of bison and mega fauna to nukes, he is able to grasp the full magnitude of different moving parts like few others I know. Why? Because he’s not a passive participant as a global citizen. He has earned his credibility.”

				—TIM FLANNERY, AUTHOR OF THE WEATHER MAKERS

				The first vision of the wild wolf comes in a dream. The temporal context: autumn 2008. A stressful time, a period when one of the superstructures holding the world together—the global financial markets—is literally falling apart at the seams.

				In his dream, Turner walks through a fog. Wearing a beaver-felt fedora and denim jacket, longer in the tooth and with a few wrinkles in his face, he looks older than some might remember him being. Yet, for a septuagenarian, he still moves at a brisk clip.

				Whenever he’s on one of his fifteen ranches scattered across seven western states, and no matter the season, Turner leaves his bedroom windows cracked open at night. The years have left him hard of hearing—the result, he says, of chronic exposure to the deafening strikes of waves pounding the hulls of sailboats he raced as a young man. Rest assured, those around him know he takes in far more than he lets on. His antennae pick up natural acoustics, and those sounds from the wilds, he says, fuel imagery that float through his dreams. Last night, while falling asleep, he could have sworn that he detected a succession of sonorous, low-decibel wails. They weren’t the usual yips of coyotes or the bugling of bull wapiti. They were something else.

				Within the dream, he climbs across one of the sagebrush-coated hillsides that rise above his Montana home. Wrapped in a low-hanging bank of October clouds, the scenery resembles the moody Munros of Scotland during the rainy season. His old Labrador, Blackie, is nowhere to be found.

				The path he’s on, a game trail, cuts between bunches of juniper and treeless meadow. About a mile in, he finds hoofprints of elk and moose in the mud. Off to the side of his route stands the muted form of a bison bull. It lifts its massive head in acknowledgment of the interloper’s approach, and then, following a couple of chesty groans that send steam billowing into the air, lowers its horns to feast again on a multihued salad bar of native brome.

				Turner just saunters by, nodding with satisfaction. He gave the beast its home.

				Confronting a shifting wind now, the breeze blows directly into his face, and his eyes water. At this senescent stage, thanks to therapy, he is trying to absorb whatever finds him in the moment—forcing himself, often against his stir-crazy habits, to shed his notorious restlessness. To slow down.

				Pausing to catch his breath, he peers southward. A weather inversion has pressed cirrus clouds down tight upon the Spanish Peaks. He has never taken these mountains for granted, not since he first spied them. It was in the year leading to his fiftieth birthday, the year he took up fly fishing, the year he courted his third wife, the year that he believes he started to let go of others’ expectations of him.

				Back around that time, during an interview with a local newspaper reporter in Bozeman, he had insinuated how he intended to escape his fishbowl existence in the city known as the Big Peach. He’s always loved Atlanta, but he was tired of being the Mouth of the South. He aspired to be somebody else. “I bought [this] place [the Flying D Ranch] to get away from people. If I wanted to be around people, I would have stayed in Atlanta. The only way to get access to a place like this is to do like I did and work hard forty or fifty years and make twenty-two million dollars and then go buy it for yourself. Me. I want to live as far away as I can from everybody. I am becoming a hermit. There is nothing wrong with that.”

				We will visit the hermit allusion again, later. But now consider Turner’s geographical coordinates in his dream. All of the capacious expanse between the Spanish Peaks and where he stands is within the actual deed to the Flying D, one of the finest ranches in the world, a property that he often says, in hindsight, radically changed his life. It renewed him. Once, he regarded the D as a trophy to mark his financial success; now it’s simply home—and it’s wilder and less cluttered with the trappings of a human footprint than when it first became his. He feels belonging.

				Turner returns to the march, and even in reverie he feels sweat beads on his forehead. He strides methodically, head down, watching his feet, careful not to trip on slippery scree.

				And then once again there it is. A wail catches his ear. He halts. The sound hovers in the air and blends into the howling wind. He twists to survey the misty panorama. Had he just been hearing things?

				In his peripheral vision, he sees an advancing blur. Bearing down, ambling downwind in a trot that will intersect his path, the black figure obviously does not know he’s there.

				His first thought? Grizzly. His second thought: I am unarmed. The anxiety shocks him nearly awake. But then a split second later, he notes this animal’s size and shape, its coat the tint of coal. Not a bear but a large wolf.

				The wolf walks toward Turner, and doesn’t halt until it has ventured close. Seeing Turner, it freezes, holding perfectly still. Each creature studies the other, awaiting a sign of intention. Turner is close enough to see even the moistness on the animal’s nostrils. The way the wind ruffles its fur. The glow of its eyes.

				“Okay wolfie,” he says softly in his baritone southern twang. “Okay fella, tell me what you want to do. Tell me what you’re thinking, boy. Has anyone ever told you that you’re a handsome looking wolf? I’m not going anywhere. Now, it’s your move.”
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				A real moment—an encounter strikingly similar to that one—will soon be counted among Turner’s most memorable accomplishments: his first bona fide run-in with a wild wolf at short range, and it will take place behind his house. For years, he had wistfully mused about how such a meeting with Canis lupus might come to pass on land he owned. He thought it would occur, but feared it might not happen before he died. “I can relate to wolves,” he would simply say when friends asked him why he would welcome lobos on his back doorstep.

				Consummate underdogs forced to navigate the fringes of society—archetypes of controversy, beloved and reviled, charismatic and misunderstood—Turner holds wolves to be, along with bison, his totem creatures. “We only malign people and things we don’t understand,” he says. “We won’t harm the things that we regard as our friends. Sometimes, we just need to change the perspective on who our friends, and who our enemies, are.”

				Later on that day in 2008, having woken from his wolf dream, Turner waded into a Montana stream, casting for trout. Global financial markets were teetering on the brink of collapse, raising the specter of a coming Great Depression. Lehman Brothers, weeks before, was already gone. And Turner had just received a phone call, telling him that he’d lost millions in the meltdown of a bank. Though distracted, all he could think about was the provocative image of the wolf.

				Biologists whom Turner employs have advised him that in the remote possibility he ever stumbles upon a lobo or mountain lion on his forays at close range, he should raise his voice, shout at the top of his lungs to assert a dominant presence. He doesn’t know why, but in his dream he refrained from adhering to the protocol. He wasn’t afraid. He remembered why he had craved surges of adrenaline as a young businessman and mariner stalking opportunity.

				Soon enough, Turner will see a lone wolf in the flesh barely a stone’s throw from where this one visited him in his sleep.
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				It is twenty years earlier. Nothing about this moment could be misconstrued as imaginary. Ted Turner’s pedal is pressed to the metal. He’s antsy, in a bother about how the day is getting away from him. He is on the run, full throttle, fueled by high-octane kinetic energy. As an instinct of survival embedded in his constitution, he will not allow himself to remain in one location longer than half a week. He is already anticipating his next move.

				His modus operandi is never stand still. Don’t over-romanticize that which cannot be undone. Don’t stand idle because it could allow feelings of personal pain to catch up. Don’t dwell on the past. Keep it at a safe distance by remaining in motion. Go. Go. Go.

				Always, the Turner of midlife is gazing forward into a future he believes he can create as a self-made man. He is known for being madcap yet brilliant, using intuition to uncannily look around corners and recognize business opportunity. He never edits the verbal articulation of his thoughts. He is direct and blunt and candid. He is not encumbered by worries of political correctness. He has caused even world leaders to blush.

				Yes, one of his trademark idiosyncrasies is being unpredictable, at least for those who think they have him pegged. Turner, at this moment, is behind the wheel of a white Land Rover fishtailing on a wet clay road in the Red Hills of the Florida panhandle. Also in the vehicle, his youngest son, Beau, and his chief caretaker at Avalon Plantation, Mr. Frank Purvis. Turner’s in a hurry. He’s crooning the refrain to Andy Williams’s song, “Born Free.” For good reason.

				Giddy, he wants to inspect the designated “release site” before darkness falls. With an early plane to catch out of Tallahassee in the morning, he wants to see the location so that when he’s back in Atlanta or on the road in business meetings, he can visualize in his own mind how the experiment, his experiment, went down.

				Turner does not recall, in hindsight, exactly when the notion of conducting this trial and error project first entered his head. But he was convinced he could succeed doing anything. In the late 1980s, his daring financial bets on cable television, the SuperStation, CNN, and media properties are paying huge dividends. He’s rolling in cash and is iconic, in a catbird seat. On a personal level, unbeknownst to most of his business associates, he also has hatched a little plan that he does not intend to circulate for public consumption. He has instructed his property managers to turn loose, in the coming days, two cougars and three black bears into the Avalon backwoods.

				The animals are part of a menagerie he assembled at another holding, his historic Hope Plantation in the South Carolina low country near Jacksonboro. Like George and Joy Adamson liberating Elsa the African lioness and restoring her to native ground in Kenya, Turner has similar aspirations for his big cats and bruins.

				“We’re going to liberate them, guys,” he tells Purvis and his son. “They may not have been born free, but they’re gonna live free.”

				He is well aware of the plight of the Florida panther battling extinction, and the fact that cougars have been eliminated from most of the South by centuries of human settlement. He has come to realize that while his pet animals in their caged compounds at Hope are fascinating novelties, and certainly he enjoys showing them off to guests, here they could have an impact. They could bring a raw untamed edge to his quail hunting preserve. And if they propagate, all the better. Believing his deeds noble yet benign, what would it hurt to try? After all, he has the land.
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				In early March 1988, the plan was executed. The cats and bears were set loose to wander around Avalon. Turner was pleased. The large mammals had never demonstrated any aggression toward people so he wasn’t worried they would eat anybody. He felt empowered as he sat in his office in Atlanta. And then the phone rang: One of the cougars had been struck and killed when it tried to cross a highway, shocking the motorist who ran into it. The trail led back to Turner.

				“It created quite a little buzz in these parts. Word travels fast,” recalls Leon Neel, an internationally recognized forester who specializes in longleaf pine restoration at Tall Timbers Reserve in Georgia, and was then working for Turner on a project at Avalon. “As well-intended as Ted was, I think he was told that you can’t just go out and turn a lion loose. Ted so wanted to make Avalon as wild as he could. I think most everyone found it more humorous than anything. I think he was the first to ever try such a thing. I know he was sad, kind of heartbroken, when one of the cougars died.”

				The incident, because of who Turner was, made national news, running in papers from New York City to Los Angeles. Game wardens wanted Turner to come in for questioning. They interviewed his employees. Turner told authorities that they weren’t to blame. They were only following his orders. He was charged with three misdemeanors, fined $1,500, and told in no uncertain terms that if he ever attempted a stunt like that again, he would go to jail. The remaining cougar was trapped and sent back to Hope; the bears were never captured.

				Genuinely contrite, Turner says the episode opened his eyes, humbling him but fueling his convictions. He couldn’t play God by flouting the law. But owning land gave him a license to act with an alacrity government doesn’t possess. He just needed more land. Cougars were on the verge of being declared extinct in the Southeast. And efforts to save the Florida panther were encountering fits and starts. He vowed to himself that he would find a place where large animals could have enough room to wander, where they wouldn’t be dodging cars on highways or getting accidentally shot or causing a ruckus. From then on, everything he did would be legit.

				Looking back, Mike Phillips has a theory. Phillips is a former government biologist who supervised earlier federal reintroductions of red wolves to the southeastern United States and gray wolves in Yellowstone National Park. Today, he oversees the Turner Endangered Species Fund. Reflecting on Turner’s action at Avalon Plantation, he says with a bemused expression. “Obviously, vigilantism is not the way to go and Ted knows it. You don’t, with good intentions, just start dumping animals into the backcountry. That’s not the way reintroductions are done from a scientific perspective. But you cannot fault his instincts. He sensed the loss of missing pieces and wanted to rectify it. He learned from the episode. If Ted is anything today, he’s a man who likes to operate from a sound foundation of science because that’s how you can achieve something that lasts.”

				What’s insightful, Phillips notes, is that the incident didn’t cause Turner to retreat but instead whetted his appetite. “I interpret it as Ted’s ecological foreplay. Here you had a man who was so excited in seeing the power that he had because of his emotional connection to nature, with his opportunities created by television, and owning relatively big pieces of land. His environmental awareness was starting to soar and he wanted to make a difference,” Phillips explains. “What happened at Avalon set the stage for what was yet to come. Ted looked west like so many others before him had for opportunity. As his fortune and land acreage grew, he became ready to engage in meaningful restoration and do it right, completely above board. He just had to think about how to take the next steps. I don’t think anyone could have realized then how big they’d be.”
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				GREEN CAPITALIST

			

		

	
		
			

			
				CHAPTER ONE

				Empire of Bison

				“I am a market fundamentalist just as I know Ted Turner to be a market fundamentalist. But here’s how I also understand the market. There are no free lunches. My conception of the free market is you own what you sell, pay for what you take, and choose what you buy . . . Most serious environmental problems involve a violation of all three of those market concepts in one way or the other. People take things that they don’t pay for, they sell resources that belong to the commons, and they stick other people with buying things, such as pollution, they didn’t choose to own. That is communism packaged under the façade of the free market. Ted is doing far more putting back into the land than he is taking. And he’s certainly not asking for preferential treatment the way the cattle industry has with massive subsidies.”

				—CARL POPE, FORMER EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR OF THE SIERRA CLUB

				Clarence “Curly Bear” Wagner had been told often that his face resembled the man on the buffalo nickel. He took it as high praise. A respected Blackfeet cultural historian, Wagner championed a number of social justice issues during his life. As a youth, he got involved with the fledgling American Indian Movement, joining activists who occupied Alcatraz Island in protest of government treaties. Later, he fought to have the remains of native people, collected by anthropologists and stored in museums, repatriated to the earth. And he dug dirt on an archaeological project at the Flying D Ranch.

				Curly Bear mused how odd it was that events in his life would lead to a convergence of shared passions with a famous businessman. Only in America, he said, could a kid who grew up poor on a reservation find a spiritual connection with a guy known to millions for doing the “tomahawk chop” on national television while rooting for a professional baseball team he owned called the Atlanta Braves.

				“That Ted Turner . . . he’s not your typical white man,” he told me.

				It is the summer of 1993. Wagner is next to Turner, who is saddled on a striking palomino horse. The hands of both men are crossed over their pommels. Wagner didn’t have to trailer his ride down from Browning, Montana, for the day. A pinto was provided for him by his host.

				Native people led by Wagner have arrived, at Turner’s invitation, to ceremonially harvest a bison at the Flying D Ranch and show Turner the myriad ways that the bison provides sustenance.

				Peeling away from a makeshift encampment of tepees, Turner and Wagner ride to survey the sight. They trot up a hill and stop at the upper lip of a coulee. A ravine trails downward and away, veering into the very heart of the Flying D. Blanketing both sides of the gully across a vista of several hundred acres, a dispersing group of bison cows and calves. The seeds of what will become the largest private bison holding in America.

				Wagner, though laconic, grunts his approval. He too imagined a view like this, based on stories told to him by his elders. His lineage in the Blackfeet Nation goes back as far as can be counted. It is possible that his ancestors could have wandered across this exact dale in the years before America was a country. Neither man knows what to say.

				Turner is uncomfortable with long awkward pauses in conversation. He will often speak up to fill the void. He and Wagner listen to the sounds of the herd, punctuated by bison calves of the year bawling for their mothers. Without having to admit it, they realize that what was once lost has now been restored, and in a way that many believed could not have happened.

				“I imagined this,” Turner finally says, his voice trailing off. “Years ago. Before CNN, before TBS, before any of it.” He doesn’t admit it out loud, but he attributes the making of the scene to kismet.
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				Turner’s attachment to bison started during an admittedly lonely childhood. He was shuttled between Ohio, his birthplace, and boarding schools, as part of his father’s regimen for toughening him up. He counts among his favorite memories those spent at a grandfather’s farm in Mississippi, and later around the low country near Savannah, Georgia, and Charleston, South Carolina. He chased polliwogs, climbed trees, caught fish, let baby alligators swim in bathtubs, and hunted woodlots with a bb gun. “My closest friend, no matter where I got carted off to, was Jimmy Brown. He was a black man my dad hired to look after me. He had grown up in the back swamps. He was descended from Gullah slaves.”

				Brown shepherded Turner into the outdoors—and introduced him to sailing, hunting, fishing, and beachcombing. “I could disappear into it, and feel as if I wasn’t missing out on anything else in my life. It was where I had my thoughts and not someone else’s to answer to. It was one of the few places where I never felt lonely,” he says.

				The first word Turner ever uttered clean, according to his mother, was “pretty”—in response to seeing a butterfly. As a boy, he became a collector of trinkets, a habit that continues to this day. Among his prized possessions were buffalo nickels. He carried them in his trouser pockets. He would rub them together, hoping superstitiously they would give him magical powers and good luck. “Someday, I’m gonna . . .” he would say to himself, closing his eyes and making a wish. Looking back, he realizes the significance of the coins though he was never able to articulate it during the early decades of his business career.

				On one side of the nickels was the profile of a bison and, on the other, the silhouette of a plains Native American brave.

				Bison are animals that, in too many ways to count, reflect Turner’s values, even his convictions on human rights, equality for women, and compulsions as an environmentalist.

				“I would feel terrible whenever I went to the movies as a kid and saw a western [film]. The plots never changed. The cavalry or the cowboys would be killing off Indians, who were almost always portrayed as menaces, even though they were the ones trying to hold onto what they had. Nobody ever asked them why they were mad. What was it they did wrong, I wondered. They were victims, and I sympathized. Then I realized—I don’t remember exactly how old I was—that the same kind of thing had happened to bison.”

				Turner started to critically ponder—and it’s a question that still remains unreconciled—why a great country would deliberately slaughter the animals and the people that were featured on its money? Around the time he turned forty, he vowed that one day he would raise a few bison. “I was aware of the fact they were rare. I just liked the look of them. I’ve always had an interest in art and I would sketch pictures of them on paper. I mean, how can a person not be magnetized? I wanted to be the first guy on my block to show a few of them off.”

				But Turner was headquartered in Georgia. In 1976, before he had launched CNN and bought the historic Hope Plantation in South Carolina, he attended a sale of “exotic livestock” and bid on some behemoths coming through the chutes. That purchase altered the course of his life. His inaugural “herd” of bison, three animals strong, was turned out in a makeshift pasture surrounded by a humid cypress swamp. “It took a few years and a hell of a lot of reading before I gained an understanding of what their presence meant for the ecology of the American prairie,” he says.

				The conditions for raising bison, he soon realized, were not idyllic in the confined spaces. A lot has happened between then and now. Today, in this second decade of the twenty-first century, Turner, with around fifty-six thousand bison in his herd, maintains more of the animals than any person who has ever lived. Of the five hundred thousand bison now alive in the world (compared to, conservatively, thirty-five million that inhabited the United States and Canada prior to the Civil War), roughly one of every nine ranges on Turner lands. The Flying D alone has nearly five thousand, more than the entire bison population of nearby Yellowstone National Park.
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				Dan Flores has an air of sagacity. In the past, I’ve encountered the history professor at his cramped office in Missoula on the University of Montana campus and at symposia across the West. I also have a stack of books he’s written. Over the years, he’s been my go-to guy for sorting out the difference between western mythology, fabricated by Hollywood, and the less sanguine, often brutal, realities of Anglo-European conquest. With hair worn long and tied back in a ponytail, Flores has a walrus mustache and occasionally a beard, the style of which could have been worn by a member of Coronado’s troop when it charged north out of Mexico.

				In a word, Flores is a historical revisionist. “Ted Turner, now that’s an interesting topic,” he says. “But how will he be interpreted?”

				Flores says that Turner has earned a place in history for what he’s doing on this side of the Mississippi River. “As a land manager, you could almost describe him as an ecological Thomas Edison,” he told me as we visited at a bison conference in downtown Denver. “That he selected bison shows how he thinks outside the box.”

				Flores does not utter bold overgeneralizations. Before continuing, he notes that it is important to take a moment and ponder the American West, the way generations of citizens have been taught to think about it in the classroom. Turner is not a figure cut from that cloth. “Who are the just and worthy heroes in the textbooks, whose names we can recite by heart?” he asks. Often venerated, Flores asserts, are the “smiteful voices of plunderers”—seldom the latter day healers who followed in the wake of destruction and attempted to put emptied, battered places back together again.

				Three individuals over the last 150 years have become supremely synonymous with the American bison: William Frederick (aka “Buffalo Bill”) Cody, who famously bragged that he killed thousands of buffalo and is associated with the near annihilation of the species carried out in the name of conquest and prosperity; zoologist William Temple Hornaday, headquartered at the Bronx Zoo, who collaborated with his friend President Theodore Roosevelt and other sportsmen to rescue bison from near extinction at the end of the nineteenth century; and Turner, now a fulcrum in an unprecedented movement to restore the animals to their former indigenous landscapes, starting with his own properties.

				Flores says, “What I’ve come to appreciate about Turner is that there seems to be sophisticated logic informing his decisions. It doesn’t matter how Turner started; it’s what he has achieved that we need to be mindful of.”

				Cody has towns, landmarks, and the children of modern lifestyle pilgrims named after him. But for the sake of argument, how many people are conversant with his exploits? Cody’s celebrity is based on a dubious achievement and legacy, Flores argues. He earned his colorful sobriquet by slaying, reportedly and by Cody’s own estimation, 4,208 bison in a matter of months to feed frontier railroad workers. Later in life, Cody would state his regret how others following in his wake acted with a more insidious purpose to wipe the landscape clean of bison.

				“Kill the buffalo and you subdue the Indians.” This was the strategic maxim of US general William Tecumseh Sherman. And it is merely a western variation of Sherman’s notorious military scorched-earth tactics that he wielded with no remorse as a Union Army commander in his march toward Savannah. Savvy to Sherman’s ways, Cody and his contemporaries aided in eliminating bison as a way to deplete the commissary of native peoples. Replacing them, the new coin of the realm, beef cows. While there are innumerable virtuous traits associated with the middle of America as a breadbasket, history often avoids a reference to what’s gone missing, Flores says.

				Among William Hornaday’s dying wishes in 1937 (the year before Turner was born) was to return bison to their rightful place. They had been, after all, the most populous large land mammal on the continent going back to the Ice Age, found eastward in the Carolinas, across the heartland to the Great Basin, and south to north ranging from Mexico to the start of Canada’s boreal forest. Francisco Vásquez de Coronado encountered them in the desert and Alexander Mackenzie ran into them in the subarctic muskeg.

				Ecologists say they dwarfed the spectacle of today’s migration of wildebeest across the Serengeti Plain in Tanzania and Kenya. “Buffalo lived in vast herds that swept over the plains like fish in the sea,” writes Tim Flannery in his book The Eternal Frontier: An Ecological History of North America and Its Peoples. Some of the groupings were so extensive that Anglo travelers passing through the big open country reported vistas unendingly covered, those same panoramas taking days to traverse all of the animals.

				Yes, tens of millions of bison that had been sources of physical and spiritual soul food for Curly Bear Wagner’s ancestors were reduced to mere scattered handfuls during Cody’s lifetime. Lacking was any profound remorse until it was too late. Flores thinks of Turner as a kind of antipode to Buffalo Bill.

				“We pretend as if the history of the West didn’t begin until the Conquistadors arrived in the Southwest in the fifteenth century, or when Lewis and Clark passed through Montana in 1804,” Turner says. “The natural story of the West is something much bigger and I think it holds important lessons. I’ve seen the kind of natural destruction that occurred with bison and Indians repeated around the world with different cultures and different abuses of nature.”

				Flores says America’s future—certainly her relationship with nature—spins on how it comes to clearer terms with the past. “Who are the people in the West today who will be looked up to as heroes tomorrow? The reason I ask is that there’s an undeniable political nature of history. When I do public talks, I often tell people that I can make a strong guess about how they vote if they will admit which of these two western figures they admire most: John Wayne, or John Muir.”

				He asks, why is an actor from Iowa who portrayed cowboys in the movies deified? Why is Muir, a real person, who led a conservative movement to save the redwoods and who supported the creation of national parks to serve as sanctuaries guarded against conquest, a partisan lightning rod?

				Flores says his profession deserves part of the blame. “I think one of the answers explaining why some of America’s population still considers the people who destroyed so much of American nature to be cultural icons is a fault of generations of historians who presented US history as a triumphant march across the continent.”

				A paragon in pushing for democracy around the world, America still is contending with the long dark shadow of how it treated its own native people and wildlife. Understanding why it happened is essential to preventing the same mindset from cycling back again.

				“It sounds a little nuts to many of us, but in this view, Manifest Destiny—seizing the continent from its existing inhabitants, the wholesale depletion of wildlife for fun and profit—became a divinely inspired project,” he says. “All sorts of crimes were thus glossed over because they represented inevitable positive gains on behalf of Jesus and civilization and the market. It still goes on. Wildlife was just collateral damage in this great enterprise. This has nothing to do with political correctness. Stewardship, human rights, respect for nature, have roots in the Bible and the Constitution. What’s needed, though, is an honest, adult conversation. I think that Ted Turner, by putting bison back on the land, is trying to broker a larger dialogue.”

				Flores says he would find it interesting if a new litmus test for assessing virtue were administered to young people: Would they consider Cody or Turner to be a more virtuous figure, and why?
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				In John Neihardt’s classic Black Elk Speaks, shaman Nicholas Black Elk equates the plight of indigenous peoples to the loss of bison. Black Elk, a Lakota, was alive at the time of the Battle of the Little Bighorn, the assassinations of Crazy Horse and Sitting Bull, and the Wounded Knee Massacre, the latter resulting in part from the Ghost Dance, a spiritual belief that bison would reappear.

				“I think I have told you, but if I have not, you must have understood, that a man who has a vision is not able to use the power of it until after he has performed his vision on Earth for the people to see,” Black Elk told Neihardt.

				Flores makes it clear that he is not attempting to stir up melodrama, or portray the former “media mogul” from Atlanta as a New Age figure, but he believes that Turner and his unmatched modern experiment with bison is Black Elk’s words put into practice. “I think that what he is doing with his land and financial resources possesses far greater substance than his better known exploits in the media. This, to me, is what makes Turner ‘the bison baron’ an interesting character—far greater than anything Cody did.”
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				Suppose hypothetically that an ambitious person wakes one morning with aspirations of becoming a bison baron—a title that has been bestowed upon Turner by the media.

				Precisely what is required? How many animals does one need? How would it differ from being a land baron? Cattle? Oil? How does a rancher employ beasts as “ecological tools” to mend the terrain of former abuses even while trying to promote their conservation as a species, generating if one can, a profit, and delivering healthy food in a safe, reliable way?

				The inquiry is presented to Russell Miller, general manager of Turner’s bison ranches in the West. An English major in college (and occasional cowboy poet), with past lives as a farmer/rancher, agricultural loan officer, and land management consultant, Miller was there at the nebulous beginning of his boss’s quest to amass a herd and unleash it as a tool in restoration ecology. Miller saw the experiment move from hypothetical boyhood reverie, based on aesthetics, to assuming substance on an ever-increasing land base.

				And, in the beginning, he notes, there was chaos.

				“I think that when you work for Ted, and when it involves something that touches him as personally as bison do, you get used to him thinking expansively,” Miller says.

				He recounts a strategic planning meeting with Turner around the conference room table on the top floor of CNN in Atlanta in the mid-1990s. With Turner’s financial advisors in attendance, a meeting had been requested to determine Turner’s goals for bison and the ranches—specifically how many animals and acres that Turner had in mind.

				“Although he was reluctant to be pinned down, Ted finally asked, ‘Well, how many bison could we run on one million acres?’ A rough estimate was thrown out, and Ted seemed to be satisfied. The rest of us were relieved that we now knew, at least, where we were headed, which was into the realm of the unprecedented.”

				Turner wasn’t finished ruminating. As he was leaving the room, he turned to the group and queried, “Oh, by the way, how many acres would it take to run one million bison?”

				“Ted disappeared to another meeting, but his message was clear. We were on a journey, but we were not sure of our destination,” Miller shares.

				I joined Miller on tours of a few of those destinations that form a larger whole—ranches in Kansas, Oklahoma, Nebraska, and Montana. Turner values government, Miller says as we stroll across Turner’s McGinley Ranch in the Sandhills of Nebraska. But he remains perpetually frustrated at the slow pace of bureaucracies and the legislative process of responding to problems. Turner’s a do-gooder, Miller says, but he approaches many of the things he does through the instincts he sharpened as a businessman. When I bring it up with Turner himself, he says government and the marketplace, preferably with both working together to achieve virtuous results for society, are the only forces that can deliver change at the systemic level where it has the most impact.

				With effusiveness, Turner says he loves national parks such as Yellowstone, but he believes that private landowners, being less hamstrung by politics, funding, and having to appease fractured public constituencies, can move much faster.

				So, again, how did his “empire of bison” begin?

				Miller says the foundational elements are no mystery. “Well, any good farmer or rancher will tell you: Before you can think about building a herd of any size, you must have a sufficient amount of land and available water; the land needs to have lasting, fertile soil for growing good grass; and for grass to grow you need an adequate amount of precipitation.”

				Of course, if you abuse one, he says, you harm the rest.

				“This isn’t revolutionary stuff. It’s elemental; it’s evolutionary,” he says, repeating the ingredients again: Ample Land. Fertile Soil. Bountiful Grass. And Clean, Abundant Water. These are the holistic, agrarian building blocks that every rancher and farmer knows at the gut level if one has ambitions of persisting more than a couple of years. With bison, however, achieving the fullest complement of ecological effects requires operating at scale.

				In Bozeman, Montana, where the western management headquarters of Turner’s landholdings are based, Miller has file cabinets brimming with contracts and itemized profit and loss statements, topo maps of the Great Plains, and studies completed by the United States Geological Survey, colleges, and ag extension offices. He has pored over the information, examining historic rainfall and snowpack patterns, flow levels in rivers, studies of underground water tables, soil types, and lengths of growing seasons to try and narrow down the scope of places that meet those four parameters.

				“Of course, as the best computer models project, climate change with shifting natural precipitation and hotter temperatures could turn everything on its head, disabusing us of what we think we know and count on,” Miller says.

				Turner’s competitive advantage? Raising native species that, over thousands of years, have weathered fluctuations in climate. But Turner is worried that if temperatures rise as much as scientists expect, droughts and water shortages may become the new norm on the plains.

				What started initially as a less than fully formed desire to give bison a home on the range blossomed into one of the world’s most fascinating experiments in large mammal wildlife conservation. Turner’s adventure with bison and the ranches he’s using as laboratories are changing the way agrarians think about sustainable stewardship of grasslands, sharing habitat with predators and other wildlife, the role of locally grown crops in the burgeoning organic food movement, and humane treatment of animals raised for the dinner table.

				The mission of Turner Enterprises Inc., the umbrella of Turner’s ranching operation, is “to manage the land in an economically sustainable and ecologically sensitive manner while promoting conservation of native species.”

				It’s not hands off, Miller says; it’s light on the land as opposed to heavy-handed or industrial. “For the record,” he notes, during a tour of the Z Bar Ranch in Kansas, “Ted’s goal is not to turn bison into beef cows.”
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				In 1992 Turner offered me his first visual reference of what he aimed to achieve with bison. I was at the Flying D at the time, interviewing him for a magazine story.

				He and Jane Fonda were newlyweds. They had just built a new home on the ranch and had a layover in Montana amid a hectic schedule of travel. At the time, numerous kinds of provincial suspicions swirled in the rural western hinters about Turner and Fonda.

				Danny Johnson, the Flying D’s current foreman, was a local teenager when Turner and Fonda showed up in Montana. “I think people were looking for a reason to find fault in them. Jane had a reputation for protesting the Vietnam War and going to Hanoi. Ted was looked upon as a loudmouth. To be honest, I think much of the resentment stemmed from the fact that they were rich outsiders, settling upon a piece of land that all of us wished we could own.”

				According to some local residents, one of the greatest sins Turner committed, as an affront to “traditional” ranch culture, was selling off the beef cows that came with the Flying D and replacing them with bison, which were looked upon as odd, exotic animals. His coup de grâce was pronouncing to local reporters that cattle were dumber than bison; that they defecate all over themselves; that their hooves trampled the banks of streams in ways that were more harmful than bison; and that they were wimpier, less capable of withstanding the elements, demanding more coddling, artificial feed, and protection from wildlife predators than bison.

				When I arrived, Turner’s longtime aide-de-camp, a friendly and fit-looking woman named Karen Averitt, answered the door. Averitt, a yoga instructor and gourmet chef, is someone I’ve come to know fairly well over the years. She plays a role in Turner’s life that cannot be exaggerated. Along with the invaluable Debbie Masterson, Turner’s executive assistant in Atlanta who succeeded Dee Woods, these three women, over a span of thirty years, have enabled Turner to be Ted Turner.

				Besides managing his schedule in Montana, Averitt coordinates his outdoor activities, choreographs the arrivals and departures of a constant parade of guests, and, on top of it all, delivers savory sustenance for the events that form the highlights of every Turner day—lunches and dinners with friends. But more than that, Averitt and Masterson (and Woods before her) provide emotional coddling and support and stability for Turner, which are vital to his well-being. (Averitt’s husband, Jim Averitt, is a nationally known musician and songwriter who, in Montana, helps make sure that the main house is shipshape and handles all of Turner’s sizeable travel logistics on the ground.)

				I had driven though a spring snowstorm and was running late, waylaid by a bull bison standing in the middle of the dirt road leading to the Turner-Fonda place. Miller had earlier warned me that tardiness could upset Turner and cause him to cancel the interview.

				Despite the gossip in southwest Montana, Turner and Fonda had not erected a southern-style mansion equipped with a vanity pool in the backyard. Turner had, in fact, custom engineered a pond out back, which he presented to Fonda as a wedding present. He wanted it to serve as a sanctuary for marsh birds and a waterhole to attract wildlife they could watch from the porch. He worked with engineers so that its surface would perfectly reflect the summits of the Spanish Peaks mountains.

				Their home—in contrast to the predominant style of Great Lodge trophy megamansions that have inundated Montana—was surprisingly cozy at 7,288 square feet. Built into the side of a slope, the discreet, unpretentious home site did not lord over its setting. “Before I selected this location, I considered more than half a dozen others and walked them,” Turner would explain later. “I wanted the home to sit in deference to the natural beauty of the ranch, not for it to be a monument to me.”

				Past the doorway splayed across a wooden floor in the living room was a huge tanned bison rug. It was positioned in front of a fireplace column forged of rough native stone. The hearth crackled with flame. On the wall nearby was a stuffed moose head and next to it a massive, original painting by Thomas Moran. Down the hall were aquatints by Karl Bodmer and some 150-year-old high plains scenes by George Catlin.

				Over by the south-facing windows, in front of sliding glass doors, a spotting scope was mounted on a tripod for surveying the countryside. Under a glass case nearby were arrowheads, pieces of wildlife bone, and skulls Turner and Fonda had found during hikes.

				Meanwhile, across a ceiling beam hovered stuffed animal heads—a bighorn sheep, mountain goat, elk, mule deer, and flying mounts of pheasant and duck—all hunted by the sportsman and his wife. In remembrance next to those trophies was the cougar that had actually been part of Turner’s menagerie at a plantation in South Carolina. (It was one of the cougars he attempted to release at Avalon Plantation.) After the cat succumbed to old age, it was preserved by a taxidermist. For Turner it’s a reminder of what he’s trying to achieve.

				In the twenty years that have passed, some of those animals have been removed, symbolizing perhaps the profound, massive leap in thinking that has transformed Turner. Speaking to the couple’s insatiable appetite for learning about the natural world, his bookshelves were lined with natural history classics, field guides, and videos of nature documentaries Turner financed for broadcast on TBS and CNN. Finally, on a coffee table, sat rows of photographs, Turner with family members and influential friends whom any student of world events at the time would instantly recognize: former US president Jimmy Carter and former Soviet president Mikhail Gorbachev, Jacques-Yves Cousteau, former Norwegian prime minister Gro Harlem Brundtland, baseball legend Henry Aaron, and others.

				In the adjoining dining room with a long rustic banquet table in the middle, chandeliers made of wapiti tines, not crystal, hung from the ceiling, and everywhere windows offered a panoramic view.

				Living up to his billing, Turner strolled into the room with frenetic energy. He had guests visiting that he planned to take downhill skiing, then possibly a Turner-led hike into the outback or horseback riding in a lower pasture. They would perhaps finish off the day with a wade in a trout stream.

				It was a big interview for me. This was Ted Turner. A larger than life figure. He wore jeans, slippers, and a blue Oxford button-down shirt, he said simply, “Hi” with a loud throaty drawl, then reflexively extended a hand. “My name’s Ted. What’s yours?” 

				His signature mustache, inspired by actor Clark Gable, star of his favorite movie of all time, Gone with the Wind, balanced over his upper lip. His hair still had brown flashes. He looked me over, sizing me up. Although the day was still young in the interior of the outback, Turner was roaring ahead. You could describe his body language as swaggering. At sunrise without hat or gloves, he ventured into the storm on a brisk walk, part of his routine, ready for a sixteen-hour day mixing business, outdoor recreation, and entertaining. There was no delineation between career and avocation, fun and the office. Boundaries were abstractions. He fit the mold of a workaholic, and he was paying whatever price was necessary.

				Another thing: Turner has always been a creature of habit. “Early to bed, early to rise, work like hell, and advertise,” is a rhyme that defined his work ethic, a mantra taught to him by his father. Confirming his insistence on familiarity, at every one of his residences the same items of rustic wardrobe can be found in the closet. He sees virtue in packing light. Behind it all is a fear of being stranded too long in one place. This was the man who came charging into the living room.

				“You can ask me anything you want and we’ll see if I want to answer it. You got twenty minutes,” he said. “So shooot.”

				Twenty minutes? I had three pages of questions that I had assembled with editors on the other side of the country. I had been told I would have a full hour with Turner. 

				Fazed, I rifled through pre-prepared questions, scrambling to pare them down. 

				Five seconds elapsed.

				Turner does not like lulls. Two additional seconds expired. 

				He loudly cleared his throat. ”Okay, you got anything for me?”

				Fumbling, I dropped my notepad. 

				Turner’s forehead wrinkled, and he sighed. 

				Ten seconds had passed. Eleven. Twelve. 

				Turner now was clearly agitated. He cast a lion’s glare. One fourth of a minute—fifteen seconds of his time—had expired. 

				The phone began ringing in the other room. No one was picking it up.

				“Karen, could you get that?” Turner called. “It’s probably Atlanta.” 

				Averitt was temporarily beyond earshot. 

				“Karen?” he inquired again. No response. “Kay-ren?!” he repeated. Still nothing. 

				“KAR-EN!!” he shouted. 

				Silence. 

				Averitt, calmly, suddenly appeared. “Yes, Ted?”

				“Would you get that?” 

				“Yes.”

				“It’s probably Atlanta,” he said to himself. 

				Turner listened to Averitt informing the caller that he was in the middle of an interview and would have to call back. 

				Turner looked at me again. “Come on,” he said. “What do you have for me? I don’t have all day.” 

				With his notorious mercurial temperament, he was primed for a little rhetorical jousting. He had perfected techniques for deliberately putting journalists on edge. If he believed an interview was not going the way he wanted, he would make wisecracks or say something provocative to watch the journalist squirm. Or he might just walk out of the interview. I once saw him respond to a question from another journalist about his wife, Jane Fonda: What did he think about some people calling her a traitor for going to North Vietnam decades earlier? “You know what,” he’d said then. “That’s a dumb-ass question. I’m not going to dignify it with an answer. I love my wife. You can quote me on that. Too bad for you, you are done. That’s my answer. Anybody else got something smarter to ask?” 

				In Turner’s living room, I meekly floated my first question. An easy one, it angled before him like a clay pigeon at the skeet range. “Mr. Turner. You’ve removed all of the cattle from your ranch, taken down fences, shipped in truckloads of buffalo. You’ve ruffled the feathers of your neighbors by saying these animals—buffalo—are better for the land than beef cows. You’ve said they’re more hygienic and cause less of an environmental impact. What are you hoping to accomplish?” 

				In control of the clock, Turner created his own pause. A squint crossed his face. He was aware that he was inflicting maximum discomfort. 

				His head started to move. He nodded. “Well, for starters,” he began. “Call me Ted. Mr. Turner was my father. Another thing. God knows I don’t like having to correct reporters. Being as smart and full of knowledge as y’all are. I know that most people call the animals ‘buffalo’ but the official scientific name, in case you didn’t know it, is bison. I like to be accurate, don’t you?”

				He walked over to the picture window and bent to peer through the spotting scope. A half hour earlier, the Spanish Peaks had been cloaked behind a curtain of clouds. They now rose clear. Turner was proud of the scene; he owned it, after all.

				The vision of what he explained gave him obvious internal joy, for he seemed to lighten up within and started, overtly, to relax. The intensity of his voice and demeanor turned noticeably softer.

				Motioning toward his bison herd miles in the distance, which then numbered around twelve hundred, he said it wouldn’t be long before the first crop of new calves arrived. They were out there surviving without hay brought in to artificially feed them, and they didn’t even blink when a coyote passed by. 

				“Have you ever eaten bison?” he asked. “Pretty tasty. You ought to try it some time.”

				Drawing his thoughts back into the room, he gestured toward the Moran, Bodmer, and Catlin paintings. They had been rendered in the throes of the Wild West’s last gasp. “Someday, I want my ranch to look something like those.”

				As the years would reveal, it wasn’t physical exactness he was referring to, but the mood of the paintings. During his teenage years, Turner had been an amateur artist. He was a romantic, and visually oriented. He said he had compiled a list in his mind of the different wildlife species he’d already seen on the Flying D, and he named many of them—elk, moose, black bears, pronghorn, two kinds of deer, bald and golden eagles, osprey, coyotes. And added that he would eventually like to harbor grizzly bears and a pack of wolves. The chances of that happening seemed laughably remote.

				He lamented how the American frontier had been transformed and tamed in less than 150 years. He walked to a table and held up a bison skull, perhaps a few centuries old, that he had found in the mud. He started to
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