BIO of Gary L. Henderson

How did you come to work at YP?

During my early teen years my family took two vacations to Yellowstone.  While we were doing the tourist thing I saw several, older than me, but still young people working at the sites.  I asked one of them how they got the job at YNP.  He was nice enough to explain a little about it, and I remembered it years later.  After my Freshman year in college, and living at home I was in need of something different to do with my summer, and the memory of the young people working at Yellowstone stuck in my mind.  I applied, got the job, and loved it.

What position did you have at the Lodge?

During the summer of 1970, I was a Lobby Porter.  Which I soon discovered instead of being a houseman and cleaning cabins, I cleaned the lobby with two other porters.  The job did evolve into a lot of taking the pickup truck and going here and there to pick up or drop off stuff, which was cool.

Did you work in the park multiple summers?

No just the one summer.  I had it in my mind that I was going to go from National Park to National Park each summer, and experience these “paid vacations”.  After Yellowstone I worked the next summer in Glacier National Park, but after that summer my parents advised me that it was time to grow up and make some money.

How many times did you go down the laundry chute at the Inn?

Twice.  The first time was late at night.  A couple guys I had met who worked at the Inn took me over there and sent me down the chute.  It was pitch dark, I did not know these two guys well, and they sent me first.  I thought for sure I was dropping into a serious accident.  When I ended up safely sliding into a pile of soft, dirty sheets and the two guys from the Inn come sliding down right after me, I couldn’t wait to do it again!  They explained now was not the time to do it again, but instead to jump out the window and RUN!  It must have been a month later before the second opportunity presented itself.  Not as scary, but a lot of fun!

Favorite YP memories?

Forty years has dulled the memories, there were so many great times, but in reflection one of the things that stuck in my mind was how that summer was such a great equalizer.  It did not matter where you came from, what your parents did, how much money your family had, what car you drove, what university you attended.  But when all of us got together and lived in those awful dorm rooms, ate the same bad food, got paid basically the same money, worked at manual labor jobs; everyone was the same.  There were no social classes.  You could be alone, but rarely wanted to be, at every location there were new friends, all in the same situation.

What have you been doing the last 40 years?

After two summers at Yellowstone and Glacier, I knew I had to find some different streets to drive on than the ones I had experienced the past 20 years in Eugene, Oregon.  A nice town, but it was time for a change.  My life had been on hold for months, while I waited to find out if I was going to be drafted or not.  Finally I received notice that it was unlikely that I would be called by the Selective Service, so I packed up my 1963 Ford with all my worldly possessions, met two former Savages (Russ Davis and Wayne Thoresen) on the way south and moved to Cocoa Beach, Florida.  Russ and Wayne eventually returned to their homes, but I stayed in Florida.  I worked at a half-dozen radio stations as a morning DJ.  Got married to Mary Jane (an elementary school teacher), graduated from the University of Central Florida with a degree in Communications, we raised two wonderful children (Brittany & Barry) who never caused us any serious trouble.  I landed a job at the Kennedy Space Center in 1978 working as a Technical Writer for the Space Shuttle Program.  The program was just beginning, and I thought, “I’ll work out here racking in these big government dollars for five or six years, and then go back into broadcasting”.  30+ years later, and a number of different positions (usually in employee or supplier relations) I am still working on the Shuttle Program, and probably don’t have much more money than I did when I started.  In 2007 Mary Jane and I decided we wanted to leave Florida and move to a town we had visited a half dozen times over the years; Idaho Falls, Idaho.  After 16 months of a bad Florida real estate market, we finally sold our home and moved to Idaho Falls.  We both retired from our 30-year careers, but I agreed to continue working part time on the Shuttle Program out of my home in Idaho Falls.  I am writing sports for the local newspaper from time to time, traveling on Shuttle work (I have been to all 50 states now, except North Dakota, South Dakota, and Hawaii), getting up when I want, and whenever the urge strikes (which is often) I drive up to Yellowstone National Park and remember the summer of ’70.
