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Deer on the hill at the Kendrick Mansion

We’re All Just Walking Each Other Home
-Ram Dass
True summer lasts about a month in Wyoming. Even then it may be
interrupted by wild thunderstorms that move fast across the sky like the
bucking broncs on the state license plates. Between the storms, which
locals take in stride as they do all weather in this extreme weather state, a
perfect summer month falls somewhere in July / August and that is the time
of walking outside in Wyoming. Trails are a priority here, and a network of
good walking paths wind through the town of Sheridan like golden threads
woven into a deep green fabric.

To be sure, locals also walk in spring and fall, getting the most out of these
shoulder seasons which frequently include an occasional, untimely
snowfall. Here in the Powder River Basin where the icy slip and fall with
consequent broken bones is as common as coal dust, snow lies on the
ground for as many as seven months of the year and walking outdoors is a
seasonal delight which residents of Sheridan cherish and support with
dollars from their scant treasury. In a state that collects no income tax and
has the fifth lowest overall tax rate in the country, walking is important
enough to make the cut of civic investments.
Newcomers to town are beneficiaries of this love of the outdoors and
emphasis on recreation. From my apartment near town there is a wonderful
walk that starts five blocks away in Kendrick Park, namesake of John
Kendrick, “cowboy, cattle king, governor and senator.” The compelling
reason for this particular route is Murphy, a chubby Golden who lives in a
beautifully maintained neighborhood near Whitney Commons, just on my
way to the park. Murphy is busy basking in the sun until he sees you, but
quickly sidles up to the low fence around his yard to offer a graying muzzle
for an unabashedly ecstatic cuddle.

My buddy Murph

You could be tempted to dally there for longer than his owner may fully
appreciate, but there are more animal encounters ahead, so you press on,
wiping the gentle benediction of dog spit from your face with your sleeve.
From Murphy’s house you quickly cross the boundary from everyday life
into another world, walking the footbridge over Big Goose Creek. The
sound of rushing water invites you to stop on the bridge and watch wild
ducks bobbing below before you cross into the park, the most manicured

tiny gem in America, past the ice cream stand run by the recreation district.
The stand is one of the community’s cherished institutions, staffed with
serious, overly-responsible teenaged girls who serve up civic pride with
every scoop.
Wind once around the park and you will encounter the resident dogwalkers, a good sort of people the world over, who are generally friendly to
the idea of letting you pet their dogs. You’ll wander by the bison and elk
paddock, a throwback to a wildlife conservation effort that relocated
animals here, ultimately to transition them to repopulate wild spaces.
Sometimes the buffalo come down off the hill and hang out, seemingly
aware that you are two species out of time with one another but improbably
sharing an intimate moment nonetheless.

An inscrutable bison in Kendrick Park

At this point in your hike you may feel like you’ve already had a peak life
experience, but now is the time to really dig in and climb the steep hill at
the back of the park. It will leave you a bit breathless and will definitely
benefit your blood pressure reading tomorrow. Here at a fork in the trail is
the Sheridan Junior High School field, which I call the “Top of the World

Track” - walk a few laps with a view of the horizon, for the fun of it as well
as to add enough mileage to consider your hike serious exercise.
Head back to the trail, but instead of returning to the park below, take the
upward path. You’ll find the newly established Kendrick Arboretum of
young trees planted on your right. But to your left is the whole purpose of
your journey: an expansive panorama of the Bighorn mountains opens up
in a spectacular vista (which I have not yet been able to do justice with my
iPhone).
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When you’ve soaked it all in with a whisper to yourself that you can’t
believe this is your life, wander a little further up the hill and around the
gardens of the Kendrick Mansion, now a state museum. You will likely be
the sole human on the grounds and are almost guaranteed a close
encounter with wildlife. Irresistible bunnies scamper across the old croquet
lawn as you approach, but 16 bold deer that frequent the grounds hold their
nerve, waiting until you are almost upon them to hop away with urgent,
bouncing strides. One October day in an early snowfall I was startled to
turn a corner and find a large flock of wild turkeys sheltering under a tree.
Now you can return home, down the hill, across the park and past Murphy’s
house for a quick goodbye. You will feel like you have seen the real
Wyoming, and while you are not of this place, you are filled with wonder
that it exists in the world.
But while you walk back, full of Wyoming, try not to dwell on the book
you’ve just read about this place, which encompasses southern Montana in
a region loosely referred to as “Absaroka.” You’ll want to avoid thinking
about it and stay anchored in the present. Because history matter-of-factly

records that in 1900, just 13 years before he built his beautiful mansion on
the hill, John Kendrick the cattle baron led a group of cowboys to nearby
Bear Creek in Montana, where they clubbed to death 2,113 ewe lambs for
invading their cattle range.
Wyoming is a wild place with a history as complex and extreme as the
weather. Knowing this, take her as she comes. Give Murphy a goodbye
kiss, with a silent prayer that all beings may have peace.
Happy New Year from Sheridan.
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