Baggs game warden Kim

Olson raised two daughters
while moving around the state
living in warden stations. Now
headed to college, one looks
back on the unique experiences
— and strange house guests —
that come with growing up

A GAME WARDEN’S  suwarson

DAUGHTER

ROWING UP, PEOPLE always asked my

sister Katelyn and I if we were going to

be game wardens when we got older.

OQur answer was always the same —
“No way!”

But through the years, I've realized how many
unique opportunities I've taken for granted. By
the age of 15 not many people know the difference
between a ferruginous hawk and a golden cagle
or can casily tell which one is meaner. Not many
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kids have reared a pronghorn in their bathroom
or fed a great horned owl from their fingertips.
Most kids complaints are not about having to be
their mother’s secretary, nor are they frequently
asked questions about specific hunting areas. By
the age of 18, most teenagers aren't pressing their
parents to get certified to do boat inspections.

Bur this is how my sister and I were raised,
and this is the story of being a Wyoming game
warden's daughter.
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Amy Olson, left, and
her mother Kim, the
Game and Fish warden
Iin Baggs, walk through
a short-grass prairie.
As her daughters grew
up, Kim's profession
afforded them plenty of
unique experiences like
hand-feeding a

great horned owl.



Amy, left, and Katelyn Olson bottle-feed the pronghom
fown th d Antoni PG

Y their qQ
in Rawlins before it was taken to the Wildlife Research
Center at Sybille. fmaro cowesy of Xim Oen
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A ‘wild’ home life

Afiew things are comeio Ol there’s
2 good chance a crieter lurks behind 3 closed bathroom dode; and a1 keast
one person should be dressed for company o1 l tiss,

*Whes you live i smail town America, everybody knows you're the
game warden,” said Kim Qiscn, She's spent seven years as the Wyaming
Game and Fish Departemen's warden In Baggs. “Most people don't

p that there's a persamal ife geing on at the warden station
aswell*

In Wyomiag, 50 wardens are stationed in housing owned by Game
and Fish, in order to remain sccessible to residents in ther districts.
I such cases, office and home if merge instaatly upos move-in. And
altsnugh warden housing isn't bult for rebabiitating animals, wildide

get a short stay there in emesgency situations unil they can

be released back into the wild or taken 10 & faciiRy Gesigned 1o heip.
“The girls have rever keowa anyihing bet life in 2 warden station,”
Kim said. “There's 3 world ful of kids who have grows up like this, but
nol sany people know about them.”

Originall froms Cheyenne, Oissn and ber husband Kart speat § yeass
In Utah, whese she also was 3 game wardes. Both gils were bora there
but when they were opes 2 and 4, the Lamily retumed to Wyoming. Kim
becams a Wyoming Game and Fish warden 12 years ago — the fouth
female warden hred by the state. Her frst district assignment was in
west Rawdins. Their stint is Baggs marks the kagest the famiy has ived
In aay ane place.

In 3 woekt where fewer and lewer childres spesd time outdoors, Kim
said her daughters Amy and Katelym have a solid foundation for how to
be smart and safe in the wild. fad whes they want to take 3 ke in the
woods with frieads? It's mot every mother wheo could yell cenfidesty to
them on their way out the doa, “Have fun, don't forget the bear spray.”

“They can take a bike in the woods and don’t freak out sbout stuff,”
Kim said, “They harve a healthy respect for wildife, but not a fear thal.
evenything en the planet Is ganna eat them. We've always had 3 pretty
strong connect 1o nature. The girls doa’t say away lrom 100 many hings,
and that's good.”

— Amy Bulger, WSFD
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N A JOB WHERE “bring your kid to work day” docsn't exist, it be-

comes casy to make any day “bring your kid ro work day.” of to just

bring your work hame. In our wotld, this wasn' ever a challenge
since the game warden stazion where Mom worked conveniently
happened to also be our home.

Many parts of this situation were desirable. When my mother was
having an “office day” she could wazch my sister and me, When she
brough randoen animals home, we'd get 10 help care for them.

But raising a family 2t the warden station also led w much con-
fusion when hunters called. My mosher preferred that hunters and
people looking for information call the main warden number. They
would cal! asking for Kim, and when told she would be home that
evening they asked If they could call her office number instead of the
home phone. They were shocked (0 find out those numbers were one
in the same.

Bus talking with people on the phone was nothing compared 1o
some of the critrers that came through the door,

Once, the nearby Sinclair Oil Refinery had a run-in with some
grebes. These animals were not ideal creasmures to be kepe in cardboard
boxes in our dining room, but that's what happened until they could
be cleaned up and relessed again. Kazelyn and [ helped wash the oil
off of their wings and feed them — an interesting task duc to their
violent nature. They were probably just scared and trying to protect
themselves, but their bright red beady eyes and dagger-like beaks didn't
help make them look fricadly. We fod che grebes the only fish we could
easily get our hands on — sardines and anchovies boughs from che
local grocery store. We always wore gloves up to our dbows w protect
from getting bit. To this day, those red eyes still haunt my darkest
nightmares,

The good parts abour having a home office outnumbered the bad,
but there were occasional surprises when my mom would bring home
animals thar needed care and leave them in our half-bath downszairs.

One day when T was an elementary school student, [ went sprinting

Katelyn, who was about 7, and Ron Lockwood, a former Game
and Fish blologist team up at an elk trapping on Fossil Butte near
Kemmerer. At that time, the Olson family lived near Fontenelle
Creek, Moo cosrtmy of Kim Oan

wold wyogov

Kurt, Katelyn, Amy and Kim Olson pose during a hike near Laramie
b in for school at the

University of Wyoming. Moo by Owis MartwWGFED

into the house to use the bathroom; the long walk home from school
had goteen the best of me. T was extremely lucky 1 not wet my pants
when | opened that bathroom door to find an adult golden caghe
sitring on the floor staring at me.

Alter that encounter, ] made 4 scrong requess that my parents warm
me when there were animals in the bathroom. For safety measures,
1 posted a notice on the door clearly stating: “EAGLE INSIDE”

Anaother chance encounter happened when Mom brought an owl
home. After learning how wellcempered it was, Mom didn't care
much if she left the top open on its makeshift cardboard-box house.
Soon, the owl felt like exploring, One day it was spotted sitting on a
potted cactus, which quickly became its favorite perch. We even fed
it while i sar there on thar prickly perch.

Later on, a rather scaly animal came home in a shocbox on one
cold, rainy afternoon.

Mom commonly brought us home little trears and, figuring chis
box held something nifty, I asked ber what was inside. She noncha-
landy said, “Go take a look" Needless to say [ was no thrilled with
this treat ... until kater when a local rancher stopped by to ask some
Garne and Fish questions. He brought his sons with him who were
about my older sister’s age. When Katelyn tempted them to open the
mysterious box, they did — and ran rghe back ous the front door
screaming, Littde did we know, two rough-and-tough ranch bays cin
casily be scared when surprised with a snake. Not too many kids are
Tucky enough to get to test that theory.

Bur Mom's job focused on more than just small animals,

It was never a question of if, but when, someoae would pick up
a young deer or pronghorn they thought was “abandoned” by the
mother. At our house, it was common knowledge that does take off
1o go ear and return 1o their youngsters later. Yee every year, Mom
receives some type of call o come save some young “abandoned™
animal. One year, someone brought over 2 young pronghorn thae
was actually completely healthy. Mom was asked to keep it until she
could take it w the Wildlife Rescarch Center at Sybille,

Well, when an animal spent more than a week at our house and
my sister and | carried out duties such as boule feeding it, the licde
ane must be given a name. His was Antonko. We let Antonio strerch

wyldwyongo

Katelyn, then in middia school in Rawlins, holds a grabe after
washing it. The Olson family clesned the bird after it had a run-
in with oll at the nearby refinery, #toto cowrsery of Kim Ghen

his legs in the backyard and couldnt wair o bortle feed him after
school.

The half-bath wasn't a fitring bome for a pronghorn though. Soon
enough he had overspent his stay at the Warden Stagon/Hoxel.

Y MOTHER AND HER job taught me many chings in life.

For 2 while she was one of few female game wardens

in the state. Some people might call it feminism, but

she taught me 1o be 3 strong, independent woman. She

also raught me that just because your job involves digging through

dead animals for bullets doesn't mean it isn't 2 good job for a woman
{unless you become casily queasy).

She is a game warden and, although many people resent any law
officers, my mother took chis job because of her love of animals. She
wouldn't say that to anyone, but 1 can tefl, She complains abour the
injustice of poaching and the misuse of perfectly good meac. She
saves ratdesnakes from being run oves, purdy because "It didn't do
anything to you.” She brings closure and an end o suffering for
many injured animals on the highways, and she brings justice for
any poached animals that she can. And she still gets upset when she
has 3 week where it seems like everything juse dies, no marter whas
she does to help. She beams with pride when a young child becomes
interested In her career fiekd and ks so helpful to so many people. She
is 2 Wyoming game warden, but best of all she is my mother.

None of the animals she helped hung around our house for too
long, but T will never forget the lessans they taughr me while chey
stayed or the experiences brought about by them.

At the end of last summer [ moved away to college. T will no lon-
ger be an acting, unpaid sccretary. [ will no longer give presentations
to children when my mom cannot be present. T will no longer feed
ek hamburger to hungry owls, hawks, or eagles or bottle-feed young
deer and pronghorn.

Bue for the rest of my life, [ will always be able to say that T am a
Wyoming game warden’s daughter.

— Amy Gfsan is @ freshman at the Lkversity of Wyoming studying
and agricature 2
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