
 

Wayne Cummings Gardner 1899 

By Colton Staheli-Washington Elementary  
 

Walking in My Great Grandfathers Footsteps: 

The Story of Wayne Cummings Gardner 

 

It was a cold, windy morning in the Grand Gulch Canyon on the Arizona Strip in April of 

2009. I had come with my family to follow in my great-grandfather's footsteps. 

Wayne Cummings Gardner was born August 28, 1899. He was the son of Thomas and Mary 

Cummings Gardner. As a young boy, he liked to ride horses with his father and worked hard 

herding sheep and cattle on the south side of the Pine Valley Mountains and the Arizona 

Strip. He liked a good clean joke, and people said that when he laughed, he laughed all over. 

He served a mission for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints in San Bernardino, 

California. 

Grandpa Gardner was a shepherd. I have learned from my parents that sheep will run away 

from a sheepherder but they will follow a shepherd. It was said of him that he knew each of 

his sheep. In the spring season, it was lambing time at his corrals in St. George, Utah. He 

would stay up all night with the ewes. In the summer, he took his herd to the grassy meadows 

of his ranch on top of Cedar Mountain In the fall he headed south to the sandy, sagebrush 

ground at the base of Pine Valley Mountain In winter, he brought all of his sheep out onto the 

rocky ridges of the Arizona Strip. The next year he 

repeated the same routine over again. 

Because he was a stockman, my great-grandfather cared about how the grazing land was 

treated. In 1940, he was selected by other ranchers to represent Utah at the Department of 

Interior in Washington, D.C. He helped to write the Taylor Grazing Act, which is still used 

today to decide how many sheep or cattle can graze in an area. He was very respected by the 

other ranchers. George Andrus, a close friend, said about him that "In a leadership capacity he 

assumed responsibility and backed it with vision, willpower, courage, self-reliance, 

resourcefulness and enthusiasm. He had the ability to make decisions and take initiative." 

Just like me, one of my great grandfather's favorite things was the deer hunt. One time he was 

almost killed by a big buck he had nicknamed, "Old Grandad." After seeing the monster four-

point buck many times, he had finally got a clear shot. The buck dropped in its tracks. When 

he reached the deer and pulled out his knife, he realized that the buck was not fully dead, it 

had been hit in the horn. He now had a live buck on his hands. After a long fight 

which just about killed him, great-grandpa Gardner was able to use his leather strap to tie the 

deer's back legs to the horns. He then killed the deer with one shot. Something that makes the 

story even funnier, is that Grandpa's wife Bessie was in the hospital having a baby boy on the 

same day. Grandpa Gardner drove the deer to the hospital to show it to her through the 

window. 

On the morning of January 15, 1949, my great grandpa Wayne Gardner walked out of his 

house for the last time It had been snowing out on the Arizona Strip for many days and he 

was worried about his sheep and his sheepherder, Ed Harrington. When he left that morning 

he was wearing an old dress hat. His wife Bessie said to him, "You're not going out wearing 

that old thing." He said to Bessie, "I'm not going to a fashion show." Those were the last 

words he would ever speak to her. One month later, on February 15, 1949, a search party of 

his friends found that old hat caught in the limb of a tree, which helped them find the body of 



my great-grandpa Wayne Gardner. He had frozen to death trying to save his sheep. He had 

traveled over twelve miles in snow up to his waist stopping to rest just a few minutes from his 

sheep camp. He must have been exhausted so he sat down under a cedar tree. 

And that is why I had the opportunity to walk in my great grandfather's footsteps and to stand 

under the same cedar tree where they found him. I am proud to be his great grandson. I love 

to hunt deer on the Gardner Family Ranch. I hope I can be just like him when I grow up. 

 

 



This is a picture of my Great Grandpa Wayne Gardner in Washington, D.C. He went there to 

help write the Taylor Grazing Act. He is on the back row, the 8th person from the left. 

 
This is a picture of Old Grandad, the buck that came back to life and almost killed my Great 

Grandpa Gardner. 

 

 
 

 

Wayne S. Gardner Searchers fail to find  sheep owner. 

Hunt Pressed for Lost Sheep Owner 
Tribune Special 

ST. GEORGE, Feb. 1ðSearchers probed in all directions 

Tuesday from the camp of Wayne S. Gardner. missing St. George sheep tuner, in the Arizona 

strip, without finding a trace of him. 

Mr. Gardner has not been heard from since he left here three weeks ago for his sheep camp. 

He never reach the camp, reported Ed Harrington, herder employed by Mr. Gardner. 

At the camp is a party of 14 men headed by Sheriff Antone B. Prince of Washington county. 

The men are supplied daily by lane with food, mail and necessities. Tuesday the plane 

dropped, in addition to other items, a tent for the use of Ellis Larsen, one of the searchers. 

The group has been at the camp since Sunday night. The expedition left St. George Friday 

morning. 

Mt. Trumbull. community in the Arizona strip which had been cut off  by drifted roads for 

two weeks, was reached by heavy equipment Monday night, and the first mail from there 

since the town has been snowbound arrives here Tuesday. 

 

 



 

ST. GEORGEðThe month-long search for Wayne C. Gardner was 

at an end Wednesday. 

Searchers finally located the body of the prominent St. George 

sheepman just before dark Tuesday night. He had been lost in i the 

desolate "Arizona Strip" since Jan. 15. 

Mr. Gardner's body was found encased in ice, only 75 yards from the 

sheep camp that would have meant safety. He had tried to reach the 

camp from his snow-stalled truck two miles away. Broken branches 

and bark around the body indicated he had tried to build a fire, but 

cold and exhaustion proved too much. Searchers earlier had 

repeatedly scoured the area in which the body was found. A heavy 

snow cover hid the body, but Saturday the missing man's hat was 

discovered about three-quarters of a mile from the point where the 

body was found. Searchers1 returned to the area with a hunting dog 

Tuesday and the quest finally ended. 

Members of the search party. were Sheriff Antone B. Prince of Washington County; E. S. 

Gardner and Rex Gardner, cousins of the victim, and Andrew McArthur and Darrell Bracken, 

brothers-inlaw. 

 
 

This is the tree where they found my Great Grandpa Wayne Gardner. 


