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When Catherine graduated from college, she
didn't have a job or any idea what she wanted to do. Months earlier
at a 'Save the Environment' lecture, she'd met Blake, a friend of a
friend. They'd kept in touch and he suggested that until the
aftermath of the war settled down she should visit him in
Yellowstone National Park and see if she liked it. Maybe they could
find work for her. She told him she had no real training or
experience, but Blake said they'd give her a chance; it was hard to
find people who were a kindred spirit with the wildlife.

The day after graduation, she took a bus to
Yellowstone and was awed by its beauty, the wildlife and its size.
She was surprised by the magnificent wilderness and varied wildlife
in such close proximity. And the geysers and colorful pools were
sensational. The stink and noises of the city were left far behind
and the sweet smell of the pine forests and the quiet of the
natural world called to her. Within five minutes, she wanted to
stay and she saw that Blake could tell.

The supervisors divided everyone into work
crews. Each crew had different areas of expertise and
responsibility. Because of Blake liking her, she was put in a crew
he could keep an eye on.

She helped repair roads and trails, cleared
underbrush, cleaned wherever visitors went, checked the animals,
maintained the livestock, cleared brush so the scenic views were
viable. Some workers said there was more to do in the off-season
before the tourists arrived and after they left. Others said that
in the summer they needed twice the staff to keep everything
presentable.

She settled in a little cabin with Molly,
Annie, and Jenny and worked outdoors. After months of being in
classrooms and libraries and summers of indoor work, being outside
was invigorating and the work was interesting. They rode horses or
mules or in jeeps. Everyone had his or her favorite. Cathy was
given an old mule named Ellen. Ellen could be stubborn and bad
tempered if Cathy was late with her feed and if it was the wrong
stuff she'd put up a row, but give her an apple and she’d treat
Cathy marvelously.

Annie thought it hysterical that Cathy
allowed the mule to do that, but everyone knew Annie was afraid of
animals and was always given the gentlest, passive, oldest horse or
mule around. Molly told her to grin and bear it. Jenny not so
quietly griped that maybe she shouldn't be working in the park.

Ellen carried Cathy past colorful pools
without slipping on the wet stones, went up and down scenic
valleys, picked her way along narrow ledges with spectacular
overlooks; Annie announced to everyone she was closing her eyes,
Jenny told Annie to shut up already before she spooked the other
animals. Molly rode behind Blake gripping him as if she'd never let
go. Blake smiled at Cathy as if he was proud of the way she handled
herself. Once Cathy got used to Ellen, it was like riding an easy
chair.

More than once Cathy would be working;
smoothing out a trail, cutting some brush, and she’d look up and
see Blake watching and she’d smile and he’d quickly look away or
nod and turn away. Other times she’d start to do something and not
be sure, she’d glance over at Blake, and he’d nod or motion to
another tool or just shake his head no. On one occasion, she
tripped on the trail and he was right there to help her, to examine
her ankle and take her back to camp if that was necessary. It made
her feel good he was there for her that he was watching over
her.

At night, they’d sit around the campfire and
talk. Many talked about how the war had been a hardship on them and
their families or about a loved one that died in Germany or on some
South Pacific island. Warren, another supervisor, eventually took
over any fireside conversation. He would make fun of someone if
they had made a mistake that day, or if nothing interesting
happened, he would kid Blake. “Did you know that Blake was here
when the park opened?” Warren would grin at Blake and the park
ranger would smile tiredly. “I bet you didn’t know Blake was in the
Civil War and rode with Teddy and the Rough Riders.”

The trainees would stare at Blake as if to
see if was over a hundred years old and Blake would shake his
head.

Then Warren would tell about when Lewis and
Clark headed back to Missouri and Blake along with his uncle John
Colter explored and mapped what would become the park.

“Why Blake even showed the Hayden Expedition
around and told William Henry Jackson, the landscape photographer,
where to take his famous photographs which inspired congress to
make Yellowstone a national park in Eighteen-seventy-two.”

Whenever someone asked Warren what he did in
the war. Warren would chuckle and smile fondly at the memory and
tell how he was dropped behind enemy lines and would go around with
a machine gun killing Nazis. After the war when there were no more
no more Nazis to kill he offered to go kill Communists, and was
quietly given a discharge and came to work at Yellowstone.

“But what I did doesn’t compare to Blake’s
exploits.” And Warren would go on about Blake's adventures with
Harry Yount a.k.a. ‘Rocky Mountain Harry’ and Jim Bridger.

Blake took the kidding good-naturedly, but
when he could he’d walk away quietly and wander down the trail. The
first time that happened, Cathy watched him leave. The second time
she followed. She caught up to Blake leaning against a log looking
across a moonlit meadow.

“So you fought in the Civil War?”

He smiled and said, “Do I look that old?”

“How old are you?”

“Too old for you young lady.”

Cathy studied him. He was a tall angular man
with straight brown-gray hair, strong chin, straight nose, and a
wide forehead. She really couldn’t tell how old he was.

“Look!” Blake pointed across the meadow.

Cathy looked in the direction he pointed.
“What?”

“A moose and her calf are coming out of the
forest.”

Cathy couldn’t see it in the dark. She
remembered when they rode past earlier the other side of the meadow
was too far for her to see a moose clearly in daylight, never mind
at night.

“How can you see that far?”

“Your senses redevelop when you get back to
nature.”

“What if you’re never been in the wild
before?”

“The moose wouldn’t have come out if one of
the others were here.”

“Really?”

From the start, it was clear that Cathy had
a way with animals; she was the one they trusted. One day they went
to a stream to wash up. Downstream a baby elk had tangled its leg
in some brush. Annie bolted back into the woods before the mother
came loping up and saw them and attacked. Molly wanted them to
cordon off the area before they tried to help the calf. Jenny went
to find a supervisor and borrow his rifle and put the calf out of
its misery. But Cathy stepped into the icy water to free the
calf.

While she was freeing the calf the others,
way upstream, shouted at her. She waved at them to keep their
voices down; they were frightening the little calf. Suddenly they
became very quiet and she saw Warren aiming his rifle. Cathy
motioned him to put it down and Blake pointed at the 1500-pound
mother elk standing at the side of the stream. Cathy nodded and
hurried back to freeing the calf. A moment later, the calf was free
and bolted out of the river.

Cathy was surprised to see the mother elk
step into the river and come toward her. Upstream Annie started
screaming until Molly put her hand over her mouth. Warren told her
to duck, but she shook her head. "Duck, you fool," Jenny shouted,
but Cathy stood her ground smiling at the huge elk. The elk walked
right up to her, bent down and sniffed her. Then Cathy did the
unthinkable, she reached up and petted it.

Annie stopped shouting. The others in the
group stop shouting and Blake pulled the rifle's barrel down. Then
the elk loped out of the river and into the woods.

Everyone rushed to Cathy.

"You could have been killed," Warren
said.

"That was a stupid thing to do," Jenny
said.

"How did you do that?" Annie said.

Molly stared at Cathy as if she was
jealous.

Warren turned to Blake and said, “You sure
can pick them.”

Cathy looked in Blake's brown eyes. He was
impressed, but there was something else there. She wasn't sure if
he was impressed with her or was starting to like her.

After that, whenever the crew Cathy worked
on came across a fawn, elk calf or baby bison that needed
attention, the injured animal would flee when the others
approached, but Cathy could walk right up to them. If a crew
working nearby came upon such an animal they would sent for Cathy.
Blake called her the one in a million and the other supervisors
were impressed. Warren said she put others in danger, but Molly
said he just showing off for Blake. Annie said it was Cathy’s long
wild red hair that made her look like a woman who lived in the
wilderness and the animals related to that, and that the next time
they ordered supplies she was going to dye her blonde hair red.

They hauled hay because the severe cold
winter had depleted the park’s abundant reserves. It was not
illegal, but many of the workers thought it wrong. Warren said,
"The animals should survive naturally in the wild without our
interference."

Jenny said, "We're helping the weak to
survive and then they'll eat the foliage and ruin the chances of
the heartier ones surviving long term."

"We should kill them," Warren said.

Annie said letting the tourists see those
animals that barely survived and how badly they fared in the
natural environment was what they should do.

Most did not agree with that and wanted to
do something. How much to do was a point of contention. Warren
feared that would turn the park into a petting zoo. Blake, although
not Warren's supervisor, told him to cool it.
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Using the mules and jeeps, they hauled bales
of hay to where the bison were struggling to survive in deep snow.
Hay had been hauled in before and though no one said they couldn't
Blake and others wanted to do it quickly before the new
superintendent, Lloyd Logan decided, the weak animals should starve
and die.

Blake pointed out if the bison were sick and
weak they'd be easy pickings for bears, wolves, and mountain lions.
However, Logan had publicly said he didn't want the public to see
sickly beasts and would have his friends come in to 'thin' the
herd.

The crew went to the valley the bison were
in and dropped bales of hay. They saw one young bison the winter
had been tough on and tried to hand feed him, but he was too
far-gone and they had to leave him. Annie, Cathy, and Tom were for
taking him back and taking care of him, but Blake and Warren said
no.

When they returned to the valley the next
day, Little Beau, the name they'd given the baby bison, was dead.
The remains of his carcass lay on the side of the snowy trail and
Annie cried. They dropped more hay for the other bison.

As they were leaving, Jenny cried out,
"LOOK!" Cathy had already seen the wolves coming out of the forest
and stopped to watch. The wolves came after the weak bison. A few
of the trainees wanted to do something to protect the bison, but
Blake said riding closer would spook the herd and cause a stampede.
Warren added the bison would run to exhaustion and be a much easier
prey for the wolves.

So they watched in dread, but to their
surprise an old bull that had been reinvigorated by the hay turned
and chased the pack of wolves away. Warren cheered, forgetting that
yesterday he had wanted to shoot the old bull. While the old bull
stood guard, the weak got away and everything seemed to be
okay.

They were glad the wolves had run off, but
Cathy wondered what the wolves would eat if they couldn't eat
buffalo and asked Blake. Blake's dark eyes looked at her as if he'd
had the same thought. Warren said wolves should be eliminated from
the park and others agreed with him.

Blake decided they should check on the
wolves. Warren was against it, but everyone followed Blake along
winding trails and soon they were in the wolf pack's territory.

A large gray wolf, Lobo, ruled a pack with
many females. Young males came calling whenever Lobo was away
hunting. The moment he returned, the young males raced over the
hills. Blake said there were too many females for this old wolf to
take care of. Warren agreed, pointing out that some of the females
were the cubs of the females he had mated with years ago. His
longevity, due to the staff’s interference, was ruining the gene
pool. Warren reached for the hunting rifle he carried next to his
saddle. But Blake gave him a look. For a moment, there was a silent
argument, then Warren withdrew his hand.

Whenever the young males came to mate, Lobo
chased them away. Lobo was spending so much time chasing away
interlopers he wasn't providing enough food to feed his pack. The
cubs were suffering and for the next few
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