Forest Ranger Bill Blakc Is Ten Men Under One

His Job Calls For Long Hours
And Rare Skill In Woodcraft

1f a Fire Breaks Loose It Means a Hard
Fight and No Sleep for the Ranger.

Modern Park Ranger
Must Be A Botanist,
Mechanic, Diplomat,
And Psychologist

ET'S call him Bill Blake. His job is to crim
16 hours of work into what is laughingly
called an elght-hour day. Ho must know of oflice
detalls, wood-craft, technicul forestry, bronco-
busting, throwing a diamond hitch, must be @
sort of semi-sclentist, mechanie, botanist, live-
stock expert, timber specialist, diplomat, tac-
tician, strutegist and a practical psychologist
not to mention several other things

In other words, Bill Blake (8 a ten-men-unter
one-hat sort of fellow, He is a Forest Ruanger,
n representative of the U. 8 Forest Service

The traditional conception of the diuntless
Ranger in his forest-green uniform, with the
famous pine-tree badge over hia henrl, sitting
astride his horse and gazing from under the
broad brim of his Stetson Is slightly askew
these days. That kind of o Banger lives mostly
on the colored cnlendars, for the borders of the

avernge ranger distriol an Notionnl Forest
encircles anywhere frog 100,000 to 400,000
acres, and Bill has been forced to turn L
speedier means than “0ld e Lo cover his
“heat” The steel steed hns in many cases

replaced one subject to spavins

Yes, Bill does much of his racing in & molos
car or lght “mek-t truck. But faithful Betsy
I8 not forgotten. She's still in serviee on Lhe
back-country jobs. Sometimes she rides in m
snug trafler hauled bohind the master’s con-
veyatce. Horsepower from gasoline has replac
the hay-burner where the going is goodbut
when there are no ronds and the woy is rough
Bill parks the bus, relenses his equine pal from
the portable stall, tightens the sudidle
oft on the second lap of hin relay. This Is just
one of the shorteuls Blake uses to aceamplish
two dnys’ work in one

nd g

I spent o day with Ranger Blake—ani lived
through It 1 happer into the Ranger Station
that ehilly morning, and saw him goetting out
the “pick-up” for n day in the fleld Why
couldn’t 1 ride along with him on his rounds?

“RBut.” sald the Ranger, “It's going to be hard
going and long hours today. However. T got to
stand it—so 1 reckon you can, too™

E RODE along. Bill was wound up,
ibout his experiences; Thers waa the U
he rescued o fair damisel but let that walt

We climbed steep, winding, tree-screened
roiida; dipped into deep canyons. We took time

out while Bill inspected a sale of rallroad Lies
The next stop wis on tie forest range, where In
the epring B

would supervise the entry of n

thousand sheep Into these federal grazing
grounds
“Take o squint AL that range” he sald, It

Inoked to me like virgin land. “No overgraxing
there," Blake said, “Our job ix to allow as much
griazing as the rango will carry-—and no more
It's one of the multiple uses of n tional For
est. IHd 1 ever tell you aboutl tha

We rode on ngain, and Bill t
Serviee,” he sald, "doeant coneeive !
tional Forests — there are 1584 of them in 38
Staten and Territories ns timberinnd reserves
locked up against use. There dre several prime
uses to which they are devoted. These (nclude
protection of watershedns, the growing of timber

When

the way is

precipitous, "Old

Betsy"” is still the best .
transportation for Forest Rangers.

as 8 continumg husiness, the manpgement and
protection of wildlife, and the use of the forests
a5 A-1 areas for veal, outdoor recreation.”

Along the way, Blake was check!ing on the
cloth “flags” which mark the borders of the
sheep allotment in that section of the forest.

“Have o be on the lookout for trespass due
ta ' broken, lost of stolen murkers on the sheep
ranges.” he exploined

“This grazing business, now,"” continued Bill,
“keeps us pretly busy. Did you know that the
National Forests furnish summer range for
sbout 13 million head of livestock? And lols
of wildlife, too. Been talk lately nbout our
vanishing wildlife. It's true—but we're bringing
It back on the National Forests. Out West. here,
the National Forests [nclude about 756 per cent
of the remaining big game range. In fact, the
number of game animnls on the National For-
esta has incrensed over 100 per cent in the past
dozen years—in spite of the fact that we've had
mare hunters and more visitors than ever be-
fore. However, we've stlll got o lot of kinks to
iron out—more datn to guther about how the
winter ranges support the wildlife, how mnny
nre killed, and such." ¢

E STOPPED for midday chow, which
W Bill prepared. Taking a few minutes off
to streteh the knots out of my anntomy, I asked
Bloke nbout this recrestion business. He told me
that about 54 million folks visited the National
Forestsy lust year, A lot of them were tranalent
visitors, but milions came for hunting. fshing,
wildlife and nature study, hiking, mountain
clim bing winter sports, motoring, archery,
hathing, camping. and just piain fun rocom-

wenided some cholee trout pools, and desirable

A view of the blackened stretch of
"burn,” all that is left after a raging
forest fire.

cabin sites if I wanted to put up a summer
lodge; you ¢an lease summer cabin sites for n
small rental,

Then on Gur way while the

ngain, Ranger

Writer Spends A Day
In National Park

With Busy Bill Blake
And Lives Through It

poted fire warning gigns that needed replaaing,
collected specimens of runge plants including
soine polsonous specled, inspectid o telephone
line and mended 8 loose connection. Next he
advised o permittec sheopmuan how to freal
his lnmbs for stomach worms

No, Blake doosn't lend the [ife of Riley. More
uften than not during fnir wentl he bonts the
gun up and groots the moon on his wiy home.
BIll may be buny preparing his disteiet for an
infMlux of motor lourists, campers, J'I!IIHI'!'!I or
anglers. He doean't hiove much time for what we
congider fun

Onee he dungled ot the end of o 10{-fool
mope with 600 feel of ozone between him and
w bed of jagged rocks. On o ledge was a girl
with o sprained nnkle-—nn amateur mountain
climbeor. Thut's Bill's version of the “mon on
the fiying trapeze.'

I considered, then, that o cholee recipa for n
Forest Ranger would be several parts emch of
football fullback, cow-puncher, husiness execu-
tve, and eollege professor, with o strong dish
of the pavchologieal buckground of o diplomot
As n maller of 1 Bill in n college graduite
Most of the Rangers aro; they huve studind w!
Forestry Schools and served in the fleld as tech

Reminiscences O_F- A _|_Qover

"KITES FOR LAURIE"
By Peter Wolf{

son. of that last trip
Hong Kang. Bound home for
the whole crowd of us 1
rdd to be the only married man abonrd, an’
in an’ young for the job; ! lo the
as, when we stenmed into San Francisco
y back from our crufs China
all set to join up with the
to chise subs convoy tran

CAN'T help thinkin',
l home from

Frisco, wa were,

the

How the boys tesased me about stufr 1
brought along for Laurie an” my wife Mary
dozens of Chinese kites, a sultcase full of
the handsomest forelgn dolls you ever lald eyes
on, an’ animal toys like elephanis an' Lgers
with movable joints that Lourie could line up
F wgwide his toy soldlers an war with
an the eirpet In true Oriental fashion. The Ind
voam o woldier at henrt, T do heliove
Well, T was goln' t
could sign up, so could

go to

war

mynelf, fast us |
object on that score

1 know

son—1 could have gone s
but there were three things I wante
: hofore 1 took n look at the
North Bea. There win
turned fOve

We all loy
! Laurie

he followed him

because ho

pup, perhaps
fog can love a ehild

only &

ke

wn the block every day to

kindergurten, nn’ no one oould talk te our lod

without Tony's approval. Some mongrels are
human, an' To wil ne of “em

1 wna all pep up ke a Kid comin' homs

from school, Impat ns the deyce o see my

own home again—Mary an' the boy, an' all. It's

fine to have a girl to «
when you ndd a
better still,

r home Lo, son— hut
manschild of vour own, It's

HERE'S nothin' can beat the feelin' a father
Tmu- for his son; all the pride & man hns s
wrapped up in a Iad all his own You get to
th 1" about i way outl it sea on foggy nights
what he said Iast time you were home, an' how
doggone clever he wus fn makin' things with
his hands, an® how he put up his soft Hitle arma

an' kept "em tight iround your neck—not wantin®
to let you go back to Chinn or anywhere clse.

Yeah, 1 waa some Impatient with the pilot
that took us in, it seemed like he took a thou-
siand years to got past the Golden Gale

Mary wasa to meet me at the fower stand In
the Ferry Bullding, with Laurie. They'd written
me they'd be Lhere early, expectin’' me  Laurie
had #e /led his name with ‘a lot of crosses
al the bottom of Lhe lettor, meanin® he noin
a hurry to see those China kites Sometimes It's
windy in 'Frisco, an' kitea are fine things for
kida to play with

1 pranced through that Ferry Bulldir
dancer, landin® In front of that i
with a runnin® ]umrr but they wi _\'\‘-'hl"'rl‘
about. 1'd left the pack of toys on my ahip,
clutterin' up my room, so as 1 could make more
speed

g Hke o
ver stand

t

WAITED ten minutes, thinkin® they'd got
held up in a traflic Jam, Ten minutes was all
I eould stand, so 1 caught & taxd nn® tald the

how to gel me hoeme

wian n fast driver, but &0 nr

have heen slow to me that 3 finnlly
pulled up before one of the | Httle
white houses you ever wnnt io see - inexpensive
hut mighty comfortable, an’ set on the side of o

hill facing south to get the sun

I overpald the man I de twice n
vear regulur when 1 us AN adhed up
those porch stairs with a grin on my face an

I 1y thronlt which made the
couldn't figure no one

ne, unlens it was they ken the
r the hour. And 1 felt o good mynelf o
1 knew nolhin’ could b wrong

ere

The front door was open an inch or 8o, anid

out comes Tony the pup th a leap thnt
near knocked me over; he n onn big yip of
Joy, an' submided like n pricked balloon; hls

little short tall went down between his legs. an'
I followed him into the house

Mary was In Laurie’'s room, bendin' aver his
ved, Kinda hidin' her face with her hands; she
beard me come In, an' for the first time In her

lfe, she didn't psy much attention to me; she

didp’t may a word that T can rememboer
Laure was lyin® there, nll quiet like, an If
he was dreawmin’ some pleasant droam; there

was u Liny
faco. an'

e that hild gort of settled on his
around hin lipsa. If he hadn't '©
pale an' so terribly wtill, 1
he wis havin' i nap

While 1 stoad with my arm around Mary's
shoulders, grabbin' hold of her e | would o
mast ot sen to steady myself, Tony crowlis up
aon the fool of the bed, an' gets his
where he can lick Laurie's hand, He

MY WO
would have sworn

hend to
dn't lot

out & whine, Tony didn't—nit one. Almost as
btrave as Mary, he was; 1 cant say the same
for m i gmelimens a4 woman fuces things
1 TN t L appent o boar, an' one of em

#oun' dolls an nals waore stneked

romw my cahin for him, bat 1

Laurie y with them. An'

e first 1 I st cdown on Lhe

aof thr ke o ki, Mary
ouldn’t sinr nn' w 1V for nomilnyte
13 r that pup oRme over
11 e it not for long
o w ¥ soan, an' we e

him » i mll thsit

H. WRLL—snd thing
A An' brighter doyn t

inother lad,

nignt

for Lauric

voar-old, almc | I
any; an' 1 know that Mary loves him jumt s
nuch, mayhe more"caude thered woas gn o
place to H11 W her young henrt. And Tany the
pup ia romping about the houme in nn
woan a twooyear-old himself, instead of nesror
ten, an' he takes cire of our Bboy ke he awned
him

You wonder why the bove used o eall ms
And Oy * o u? Bleas you, they

n

all for thy reason that 'm connats 3
welry the with accounts of Mary, an' the
boy, an' Tony the pup. That's my company, an’
n strong one |t in; I miay be president, but it's
more like we wan all partners together. Did 1
shaw you thuse pletures thist came by mall to
day 1 !

Bill Blake Posts a Fire Warning Sign,
One of His Hundred Daily Duties.

nielans and assistant rangers before they bes
camo Distriot Ranger, How many Rangers are
there? ©Oh, about 760, he guessed. Of course,
most of the Supervisors, and many of the “blg
shoty" in the ten regionnl oftices and the Wash-
Ington hendquirters of the U 8. Forest Service
have boen Rangers In their time. Thoy're all
on the merit system, nppolnted only after paks-
Ing strict Clvll Service examination, The only
forest workera not on Clvll Service are the Lom-
pornry men hired during the summer scason,
nnd the many thousands of CCC men in the
8000l CCC eamps located In the Natlonal
Forests.  Incldentally, I found out from Bill
that the Forest S8ervice shouldered the bulk of
the burden of the CCC program when it wan
started, No small job to put more than 200,000
YOUng mon o into the forests; almost over-
night, amd have plans ready for thelr work
prajects! The Forost Service did just that, The
men that bore much of the brunt of the in-
cromsed work were Rangers, like Bill Just an-
other chore added to thelr working day

4§ PLODDHED on, making frequent stopa
lellli~ Ranger Bl checked on this plece
of equipment, stralghtened out that difMenlty,
always on the alert to Keep his immense bafll-
wick In first elass running order.

“When il you ever have o little Umoe of your
own, Bill?" T naked him.

He grinned. “Well, lot's see now—thers wna
i time, honest, during the blizeard senson that
1 practically got cnught up. I burned the eandlo
nt both ends and ut the middle, too, T got
within whispering distance of o oleared denk.
And then, without warning, down came the ava-
lnnehe, The Supervisor's office naked me Lo pro-
pare pronto, brief bul acournts information on
All the browse, wenl, grans nmd grasallke plants
on the Districl. So, t I was—and still am!"

The day was prolty nearly gone when wa
headed for home . There was ong more slop,
though, for Bill lo Inspeat the work being done
by o crew In builiding a bridge to span & moun-
tain stream, He gove o few and we
wtarted the last lap,

ordern,

The #un wis selting ns we rode along the
ot in trafl, which led down to thié Ranger
Stiutlon. Over to the enst we could see the vast
b wd siretch of o “burn” Recreating in
my mind the belching smoke, the roaring vartex
of flames that hid caused 1t T knew that that
“bBurn™ had cost Bl several nights' swont and
ek of sleep bofore the fire was stopped— just
er chore In n Ranger's long job list

A late supper, and 1 omads & boe Une for the
ounk, much oo theed to wall while BIl wrote
It hin notebook nnd work dinry. My last thotught,
though, twfore T iropped off to nleop, was thit
t Forest Rangor Hke B Blake in the world's
champion optimist. He stakes WMosolf, with the
i of o couple of horses, s lghl suto truck and
tratler, ngoinml o monthly Govermment pay
check of from $176 t o works without nh-n‘p
Pomeanon; and dores s

f anpgers you am) | o rond about in
books Ut even ol that, he finds n ileep malin
faction in rewl public service, o wholesome

ppeal in hin work
ke to b Hong

ILL BLAKE
B undouhbt

I think o lot of us would
we had the chanee,

b im nG mnap, of courme. He

works hardir nnd longer than
on n Leugh

o, A

any Average mon sl ent. Hut
there are compuonnations, espocinlly for n young
nan who likes to live in the open

Fhore's & ot o be maid for fresh alr,”” my
riend] [naisted next morning. “Whain 1 see the
pale, drawn faces of the men who come in here

l fagged out, T

W

know T'th the lucky one 1
ldn't atieke in o gtufty offioe if you pald me

twice whal I'm. getling
One thing people forgel-—you ean't hoat rine-
ture. Anil thot's what oity men try to do, They

forget that exercise and supshing make people
# well nm planta and trees. When they go
Ut It too lang, whiat happeoa? They drop
oft lke Mes, from half n dozen causes that an
outdear life would fix up, Me, I may work Hke
n dog, but heliave mo, I'm Uving.™

There’'n nothing wrong with Bill's reasoning.
Everything be sald was so, and I couldn't argee
with him, Ths man's right!
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