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			Yellowstone National Park, established in 1872 by the United States Congress under President Ulysses S. Grant, needed a thorough makeover after a decade of neglect. To lure the general public out west to appreciate this majestic ‘wonderland’, it needed better roads, tourist facilities, and protection. But at what cost?
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			An Unusual Request

			Camp Carlin, Wyoming Territory July, 1883

			Evan used both hands to pull the warehouse door open, and as he did, the smell of grain, leather, and grease came rushing out. “Hmm. An interestin’ combination of smells, but none-the-less, pleasant,” he said to himself. Pulling the door open a little further, he announced his presence.

			S-q-u-e-e-k!

			The warehouseman inside stopped his work and glanced in Evan’s direction.

			Realizing this was the man in charge, Evan smiled and walked over with his outstretched hand holding a tri-folded piece of paper.

			The warehouseman opened it, read it, and then replied to no one in particular. “A new supply list for Fort Washakie?” With a scowl, he walked over to scan the wall calendar. “This must be a mistake! According to my calendar, we sent a full supply of provisions to the fort just under five weeks ago!”

			“The Treaty of 1868 states that we send the Shoshone and Arapaho tribes quality goods every three months, not including winter. I know we have abided by this guideline. They should have everything they need—already. In fact, I just heard from the soldiers stationed there, last week. Everything arrived without any loss!”

			“Hey, I’m just the messenger,” the young mule packer replied while shrugging his shoulders. “I was told to deliver the request and wait here with yeh.”

			“Wait here? And just who are you, and what are we waiting for?” the warehouseman inquired.

			“My name’s Evan James, and I’m a mule packer. Under my care is a well-muscled mule named Wild Bill. And as for what we’re waitin’ for  . . .  all I know is, some important folks from back East will soon be here, and they need your supplies and my mule.”

			Deep in thought, the warehouseman pondered, “Well now, I believe I’ve heard of that mule of yours. Didn’t he have to carry extra goods on our last supply run to Fort Laramie?”

			“Yes, he’s the one.”

			“I think I remember hearing that he carried his supplies plus those of another mule that had an injury. That’s around four hundred pounds! No small feat for any mule.”

			“Don’t I know it! He handled it like a champ, too!” Evan responded.

			Just then, Major J. H. Lord, the quartermaster in charge of the Cheyenne Supply Depot, entered the warehouse through its huge open door. Fondly called Camp Carlin by locals, this supply depot was the second largest supply facility west of the Mississippi River.

			“Good morning to you, gentlemen. I see you’re looking over the list I sent. Anything that we don’t currently have in stock, telegraph it in immediately so we can be assured everything will be on the next Union Pacific train coming this way.”

			“Mr. James, do you know our quartermaster, Major Lord?” the warehouseman asked.

			Evan shook his head back and forth with eyes looking straight ahead and his body stiff at attention.

			

			“Major Lord is our administrator. He makes sure we are well equipped to deliver items requested by the forts and Indian stations surrounding us, including Fort Washakie.”

			“You’ve been with us for a couple years now, so as you no doubt know, we are in charge of delivering goods throughout the Wyoming Territory, western Nebraska, northern Colorado, and a bit of Idaho and Utah,” the warehouseman offered.

			Looking back at Major Lord he continued, “Sir, this is one of our newest packers, Evan James. Evidently, he and his assigned mule will be carrying something special on this upcoming trip.”

			“It’s a pleasure sir,” Evan said with a bow of his head while stepping forward to shake Major Lord’s hand. When he did so, Evan’s eyes opened wide. Standing behind the major was a man Evan had heard much about but had never met. Somehow, he just knew who it was and didn’t know if he should be afraid or excited.

			A tall, weathered figure stepped into the doorway and looked right at him.

			Major Lord turned and said, “Evan James, I’d like to introduce you to Mr. Thomas Moore. This is the gentleman who helped General George Crook, back in 1871, develop our current pack mule system.”

			Evan’s mouth went dry. He stared in awe at the man in front of him. Standing at attention, he struggled to remain calm.

			“It’s a pleasure to meet you, young man! General Crook sends his regards to you—to all of you from Arizona Territory,” Mr. Moore replied.
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			The Supply List

			Handshakes were exchanged, and Evan finally began to relax as Thomas Moore continued to speak to him. “Are you the packer for that magnificent blood-bay beast outside?”

			Evan shook his head and thought, Wild Bill’s red-brown coat is called blood-bay? Now, he sounds even wilder!

			Mr. Moore continued, “Since my hand is four inches wide from one side of my palm to the other, I imagine your mule must be about—sixteen hands tall?”

			Not a word would come from Evan’s mouth. Finally, speech came back. “Yes sir, exactly that.” Snickering a bit, he now felt comfortable to keep going. “Surprisingly, many folks ‘round Cheyenne don’t have horses, so when they ask how big he is I just tell ‘em he’s five-foot, four-inches tall from his hooves to the top of his shoulder blades.”

			“Well, he’s definitely an impressive beast. I think General Crook’s riding mule, Apache, is fifteen hands high, and my mule is a tad-bit over that,” Thomas Moore replied.

			Evan continued, “I call him Wild Bill, and we have been a team goin’ on two years now. I’ve used all the trainin’ I received from General Crook’s military guidelines, so I hope I’ve done you n’ him proud.”

			Mr. Moore smiled.

			

			At that, Major Lord stepped up and focused his eyes on the warehouseman. “Let’s discuss the grain and rations I want you to order for Fort Washakie. We’ll be entertaining no less than the President of the United States, Chester A. Arthur; second-in-command of the U. S. Army, General Philip Sheridan; Missouri Senator, George Vest; and Secretary of War, Robert T. Lincoln who is the son of former President Abraham Lincoln. We’ll also have other dignitaries in attendance, but I won’t name them all at this time.” The major then added a bit of warning, “Make sure the supplies we put together are top notch, and don’t go spreading this information around, just yet. Is that clear?”

			The warehouseman’s eyes caught Major Lord’s. With a nod of his head, he replied, “Yes sir! Right on it, sir.” Off he went with the list, a pencil in his hand and a little skip in his step.

			Thomas Moore looked at Evan and asked, “How about you and I go back outside and discuss what your mule will be packing.”
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